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Artist Statement 
 
 
 

 
Lonely Houses 
 

 It is strange to walk down the same streets you’ve 

walked down hundreds of times and recall your own com-

ing of age story.  All the houses are still standing there trig-

gering mundane memories, useless tidbits of information, 

and all the good times you’ve had.  When I walk past the 

houses of people I used to see everyday I wonder if their 

families still live in those houses or if I will ever see them 

again.   

I had this best friend in fifth grade and then in sixth 

grade she decided to hate me, and I never really had a 

conversation with her again.  One day I walked passed her 

house and her mother was busy with something in the ga-

rage.  I didn’t know if I should say hello or not, so I smiled 

and wondered if she remembered me, or if she had any 

idea who I was.  In fifth grade her daughter told me that 

she said I was a sinner because I believed in ghosts.  It baf-
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fles me that a woman in her forty’s could seriously call a 

little girl a sinner like that.  I still take notice of birthdays, 

but I forget many last names.  I walk on these streets when 

I go home to remember who I was when I used to walk on 

them so frequently. 
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Red In The Face 

 

I can’t remember exactly, but I think I was in about 

first or second grade when I used to go out to breakfast 

with my father every Friday morning.  We always got eggs 

benedict and we knew what it was like at nearly every 

breakfast place in town.  Those memories I always hold 

dear to my heart.  Sometimes when I told my father that I 

loved him he would tell me that when I got older I would 

hate him.  I thought he was crazy and I would say to him, 

“No Dad, I will always love you.”  When I got older I knew 

what he meant, but I never really hated him.   Once 

when I was little we got in a fight and as revenge I drew a 

picture of him mad.  It had everything: red face, steam 

coming out of his ears, and a whistle blowing in the corner.  

I came across it recently in a box with a bunch of my old 

drawings and art projects.  I showed it to my mother and 

we were laughing hysterically.  My father did not find it so 

amusing, but I think deep down he thought it was funny 

too.  We used to fight a lot, but I can never remember spe-

cifically what the fights were about.  Once in the heat of a 
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fight he called me a little bitch.  That was the first time I 

ever yelled at him.  I remember he looked a little stunned 

by my outburst, but he hasn’t called me a bitch since.  In 

retrospect those fights were all caused by me testing life 

and my father being worried to death.  I think there were 

many times where he stepped way out of his comfort zone 

to let me grow up because he truly trusted me.  I have a lot 

of respect for him being able to do that. 
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Honesty Is The Best Policy 

 

 I was probably about four when I first broke one of 

my Great Grandmother’s crystal wine glasses.  I knew that 

they were important to my mother.  I didn’t want to get 

into trouble, so I tried to hide the glass and I didn’t tell her.  

Later that day my mother found all the broken glass and I 

got into trouble.  I felt really bad.  She told me that some-

one could have gotten hurt and if I had told her about it 

that she wouldn’t have been mad.  The next time I broke a 

glass I thought I’d hide it, but then I remembered my mom 

saying I wouldn’t get in trouble if I told her, so I did.  I was 

amazed to discover that she didn’t get mad.  It was like an 

epiphany for me and I thought to myself, “I am never go-

ing to lie again.”   

To this day I have never really seen my mother get 

visibly angry.  I’ve witnessed her kind of yell once and it 

was more from being hurt than angry.  At work they had to 

take these personality tests.  It was made clear that the test 

was not going to affect their jobs.  The results from my 

mothers test was essentially that she mush have been lying 
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because on one is capable of being that good of a person, 

and then the demoted her.  It was obviously a big pile of 

horseshit and that’s when I saw my mom get real upset. 

 We used to go for drives all the time to talk, espe-

cially when I was in the doghouse for something.  This one 

time I was upset because I felt like my parents were being 

too controlling.  Some typical teenager crap and I said to 

my mother in a real snappy tone, “I don’t understand why 

you guys are so worried about me, lots of kids move out on 

their own at my age.”  My mother just looked at me and 

said, “Yes I know dear, I was one of them.”  I consider that 

one of the worst things I have ever said to anyone and I felt 

like such a horrid little bitch for saying it.  I learned a lot 

that day about horrible experiences my mother had been 

through and my sister.  I remember wondering why I 

hadn’t known these things before, bur also understanding 

why.   

My mother also described her life at my age in 

more detain than she ever had before.  When she was 16 

she had my sister, got married, and moved out.  Every 

month after the bills were paid and the groceries where 
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bought, if she had five dollars left over it was a good 

month.  She would save that money to buy my sister shoes 

and clothes. 
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Always Clara and Julia 

 

 You know when you are little how everyone is 

friends with everyone and then as you get older it tapers 

off.  Well, that’s how it was for me anyway.  There is that 

saying that says the meanest people in the world are pre-

teen girls.  I think it’s true and I think the people that get 

the brunt of that are the other pre-teen girls.  I learned a lot 

about isolation pretty early and I think in all reality it 

helped me to stop giving a shit what people think about 

me.   

Friendships can be so fluid when you are young.  

The real ones start becoming more important.  I had two 

friends in eighth grade that I spent every waking moment 

with.  We did a lot of experimenting together and got real 

close real quick.  One of them moved away at the end of 

the year the day before my grandfather died.  It was really 

hard time for me.  It was kind of the first shit I had to deal 

with.  I had gone through deaths before, but as a child, so 

it was different.  It was a hard transition.  My great grand-

mother had died when I was about five, so my parents did 
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not want to take me to the funeral.  I remember being sad, 

and I knew what death was, but I don’t think I fully under-

stood it yet.  The next death in my life was my grand-

mother.  That happened a few days after Christmas when I 

was in third grade.  I remember walking into my parent’s 

room and they were both laying on the bed crying.  I came 

in and laid down with them.  My father told me that my 

grandmother had died.  It was the first time I saw my father 

cry.  I remember laying there for hours with them while we 

all cried.  My family couldn’t afford to fly everyone out for 

the funeral, so only my dad went.  When my grandfather 

died my family went, but I chose not to.  I had never been 

to a funeral, and I was having a hard time dealing with my 

grandfather’s death and my friend Renee moving away. 

I spent that summer with my other friend and real-

ized that I hated her, so we eventually had a falling out.  

When I started high school I made friends with all the new 

kids.  This girl Julia who I had met through another friend 

moved to our school.  I met her at my friend’s seventh 

grade birthday party and I remember thinking that she was 

really pretty.  She was quiet and I didn’t really get to know 
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her.  When she started going to my school we joined at the 

hip.  She lived close to me and we spent many nights sit-

ting in the rain and talking.   

There was another new girl named Clara.  Her 

family had moved from France and she was in my P.E. 

class.  I tried to talk to her, but she didn’t seem that inter-

ested, so I kind of gave up.  One night I went to the high 

school football game and Clara was there too, so I talked to 

her and got her phone number.  The next day I took her to 

Portland and showed her around.  I realized that it wasn’t a 

matter of her being disinterested in talking to me, but that 

she couldn’t speak English very well.  I ended up calling 

her and hanging out with her and other friends of mine 

who had crushes on her stepbrother Armand.  The first 

time I went to their house alone was great.  Clara, Armand, 

and I got drunk and had a dance party in their living room.  

Clara and I sat up in bed all night talking.  We couldn’t 

understand each other’s words perfectly, but we could un-

derstand each other very well.  After that it was always 

Clara and Julia.   
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The three of us spent time together every day and 

spent the night at each other’s houses every weekend.  

That year Clara learned how to speak English and Julia 

and I learned a lot about French culture.  I remember once 

trying to spread my brie on a piece of bread and Clara’s 

family laughing at me.  Her father was a doctor and her 

mother was a nurse.  Whenever I was sick they would give 

me French medicine, which always worked way better than 

anything I had taken before, and her mother would pour 

me a glass of wine or liquor. 
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Tin of Eyes 

 

Julia moved in with her mother in Newberg not 

too far into the school year, but we still saw her every 

weekend except when she was grounded.  She got 

grounded a lot and we would write letters to each other.  

Sometimes she would be grounded for a month or two and 

that would be our only form of communication for a while.  

I know she spent a lot of time in her basement reading all 

the books down there.  Sometimes she would come across 

a good one and I’d end up reading it too.   

She had this weird little closet room thing in her 

room and once when she was grounded she tried to cover 

it with eyes form magazines.  I started compulsively cutting 

out eyes too every time I read a magazine. I kept them in 

this tin for her.  I guess I never gave it to her because I 

found that recently too. 
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First Cigarette 

 

 The things that tend to stick out in my mind are all 

the firsts and all the extraordinarys.  My first kiss, the first 

time I got drunk, the extraordinarily good days, bad days, 

surreal days, the first day I drove, when I lost my virginity 

etc.  What does that mean anyway?  I didn’t lose my virgin-

ity, I got rid of it.   

I remember my first cigarette.  It was a Benson and 

Hedges.  My friend Renee had stolen it from her stepfather.  

She was really flat back then.  Guys would lean their hand 

on the wall and say, “Oh, hi Renee.”  It was particularly 

comical to see her pull the cigarette out of her bra as we 

walked to this place called 3-day market.  Before we went 

home we sat on the steps behind the market and smoked 

it.  She showed me how to do it and then we walked back 

home and parted ways or the evening. 
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My First Long Day 

 

 When my mom was pregnant with my brother I 

took classes at the hospital with my dad to learn how to 

hold a baby, feed a baby, change diapers, all that stuff.  I 

got to see the ultrasound once too.  The day my brother 

was born my father took me to his friend Sheryl’s house.  I 

was there forever it seemed.  I had a pager that my dad 

had borrowed from a friend.  I was certain that my brother 

wasn’t born that day and my parents were off doing some-

thing fun without me.  Eventually I started busying myself 

with art projects.  It was fall so I gathered a bunch of all the 

prettiest leaves I could find and tied them all together to 

make these bouquet things for my mom and dad.  They 

claim that was when they knew they had an artist on their 

hands.  For me it was when I realized that I could color in 

the lines when I was about four.   

Finally the pager went off and we went to the hos-

pital.  I saw my brother for the first time asleep in the room 

with all the newborns.  The nurse brought my brother into 

my mother’s room and I got to hold him for the first time.  I 
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had this diary when I was little that I never wrote in.  It has 

two entries.  One is from the day James was born and the 

other is being grossed out by getting a valentine form this 

kid named Sam because that’s when boys were icky.   

When my brother started talking we were playing 

catch in his room one day.  I threw the ball too high and it 

hit his light and made it start swinging.  He clenched his 

fists at his sides and said, “Don’t do that ever again, look at 

my light.”  It was my brother’s first complete sentence.  My 

mother and I tried not to laugh because we did not want 

him to think that we were laughing at him.  It was hard to 

hold it in.  Now my brother is fifteen.  It’s really amazing to 

watch someone grow up. 
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Too Sexy 

 

 Some of my favorite days were hanging out with 

my sister.  Her and her friends would put make-up on me 

and we would walk to the corner store and buy candy.  I 

loved it.  There is a twelve year difference between my sis-

ter and.  I was definitely an annoying little sister sometimes, 

but it’s only because I loved her.  Whenever her and my 

dad got in fights I would knock on the door and go in.  I 

always thought that if I went in there that my dad would 

stop yelling.  My sister told me that she thought they fought 

because she was not my dad’s biological father.  When I 

got older my sister confessed to me that she was relieved 

when I got older and started fighting with my father as well.  

She said she wasn’t happy that we fought, but it made her 

realize that when she fought with my dad that it was not 

because she wasn’t his biological daughter.  It made her 

recognize that they fought because my dad loved her.  

 My sister was eighteen when she first got married.  

I was five and my mother got me this super frilly blue dress.  

At the wedding my sister’s friend Shauna stayed with me.  
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She kept putting the frill straps around my shoulders, and I 

kept putting them back over my shoulders.  I think the 

proper way to wear the dress was with the straps around 

the shoulders exposing the neckline and the top of the 

shoulders.  I don’t think I knew the word at the time, but I 

remember thinking it was too sexy for someone my age. 
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Tea and Toast 

 

 Clara made cakes a lot for some reason.  Many 

times we would come over and Clara would say I mad a 

cake today, but it’s not very good.  Julia and I would end 

up eating a majority of the cake.  I really began to appreci-

ate breakfast because of Clara’s house.  The three of us 

would get up in the morning and make a big toast feast.  It 

started the first time I spent the night there.  In the morning 

Clara asked what I wanted for breakfast, and all I could say 

was toast.  It soon evolved into this big thing on all the 

mornings we spent together.  Sometimes I would have four 

pieces of toast because I couldn’t decide what to put on it.  

Some mornings I would have one with jam, one with but-

ter, one with peanut butter, and one with nutella.  Julia 

usually had a similar dilemma.  Clara’s breakfast soon 

evolved into a peanut butter and nutella toast sandwich.  

We always had orange juice and tea.  Clara introduced us 

to the milk in tea thing and I’ve been in love with tea ever 

since.  In fact when I’m going through some tough shit I 
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often make myself some tea and reminisce about those 

breakfasts.   

I remember being bored sometimes, but for the 

most part we kept ourselves entertained.  Honestly, I miss 

being bored.  I never thought I would grow up and miss 

being bored, but I do.  Now, I feel like I don’t even have 

time to be bored, and I think sometimes great things come 

out of boredom.  I expect I won’t be bored for quiet some 

time.   

We spent a lot of time walking and talking and sit-

ting in parks at night.  Some days we would follow the rail-

road tracks across town and some days we would just cross 

the tracks and go to Denny’s, drinking coffee for hours until 

we thought we should go back home before our parents 

got worried.  We would always say we were going to 

Denny’s if we were going somewhere we didn’t want to tell 

our parents about.  When we would walk after curfew Julia 

and I would stand behind trees when cars past us.  This 

whole phenomenon confused Clara.  She would say to us, 

“Stop hiding from cars you guys are freaking me out.”  It is 

pretty ridiculous to think we actually have laws that are 
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supposed to prevent people from being outside at certain 

hours.  I can only imagine the cops picking us up and tak-

ing us to Clara’s house where her parents would have 

laughed in their faces thinking it was a joke.  Clara’s mom 

got out of speeding tickets because of her French license, 

and she could barely speak English. 
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Completely Soaked 

 

 There came a point where we decided umbrellas 

were more trouble than they are worth.  Sometimes it 

wouldn’t rain and we’d be dry.  Then it would rain and 

we’d be wet, and it really didn’t matter.  We spent a lot of 

time sitting in parks while it rained.  Sometimes we were 

happy and sometimes we were sad.  One night Clara and I 

went to the store.  It was pouring down rain, so we got out 

some raincoats, but our pants ended up getting soaked 

anyway.  Clara decided to take off her pants because they 

were uncomfortable and the rain jacket was long.  We ran 

to the store after that jumping in all the rain puddles and 

splashing each other.  All of our clothes were completely 

soaked through by the time we got back to my house.  We 

got into our pajamas and made hot chocolate. 
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Don’t Waste Food 

 

 On my birthday Clara and Julia had this little sur-

prise thing for me.  I thought we were just getting some 

coffee, but there were more friends already there when we 

arrived.  They got me a cake too. Clara’s parents had 

bought a bottle of champagne for us.  I remember we 

didn’t eat much of the cake and we ended up having a 

cake fight in the parking lot by the railroad tracks.  Clara 

got mad at us for wasting food.  After our cake fight we all 

sat on the railroad tracks and drank the bottle of cham-

pagne together.  It was a good birthday, simple, but good.  

Julia had left flowers on my porch that morning, which was 

a nice surprise as well.  That was the first birthday that I 

began having anxiety about my birthdays.  I turned fifteen 

and for some reason I didn’t want to be any older than 

fourteen.  I try not to think about it, but life just seems to go 

so fast.   
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Butterfly Island 

 

 Before Clara’s family moved to Oregon, her father 

was a doctor.  He had to tell one of his best friends that he 

was dying, and he decided he didn’t want to be a doctor 

anymore.  They moved with some friends to Oregon to 

start a business, but it didn’t work out.  For a couple 

months there was a possibility that their family was going to 

move to Brazil.  We just didn’t think about it and hoped for 

the best.  I remember the day the decision was finalized.  

Julia was at my house.  Clara called sobbing and said, 

“We’re moving to Brazil in fifteen days.”  We walked to 

meet her and we didn’t even speak.  None of us spoke 

much that day.  When we met Clara we all hugged each 

other and soaked each other’s shoulders.  We walked back 

to my house crying.  I thought it must be a strange sight for 

cars to see three girls walking down the street together just 

crying.   

We all sat on my futon and listened to Lou Reeds 

“This Perfect Day” on repeat for hours and hours, crying 

and crying, and not saying much of anything.  For the next 
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fifteen days we were with each other almost twenty-four 

hours a day and we went to the airport with her family.  

The night before they left the three of us stayed up all 

night, and we were just exhausted at the airport.  We were 

too tired to cry.  Julia and I spent that day crying too.  We 

didn’t hear from Clara for a while.  It was July 30 when she 

left.  I wondered if she was dead, and if I would ever hear 

from her again.  School started.  One day I got home kind 

of late and my mother said, “Clara called today.  They are 

in Brazil and this is her phone number.”  That was a great 

day.  I was so happy to hear her voice and know that she 

was alive.   

Not long after that her family moved to Guade-

loupe because of some problem with their visas.  I remem-

ber looking Guadeloupe up online because I didn’t know 

where it was.  It’s the butterfly island in the Caribbean.  It’s 

in the French West Indies, and I think it was good because 

Clara and Armand didn’t have to struggle learning a third 

language while trying to go to school. 
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Lost Time 

 

 My little brother was seven and I was fourteen the 

first time I ever flew.  We usually just went to the beach for 

a week in the summer.  Sometimes we would drive to Cali-

fornia or go to Arizona to visit my sister.  My parents got a 

mini van so that we could have more comfortable road 

trips down to Arizona.  So, the first time I flew we went to 

Orlando.  My brother was still little and my parents wanted 

to do that whole thing while he was still young, although 

I’m convinced now that it is my father who gets most ex-

cited about the theme parks.  I have never seen someone 

walk so fast as my dad between rides.  At one point my 

father and I went on Space Mountain and we were in the 

cart with a big muscle man dude and his girlfriend.  The 

dude and my father spent the entire duration of the ride 

screaming like little girls.  The guy’s girlfriend and myself 

spent the whole ride laughing at them.   

I met David that trip.  At this point I don’t really 

remember what he looks like, but we started writing to 

each other.  A lot of his time was spent in jail after we 
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started writing and he has sent me one Polaroid since.  

Even that was a couple of years ago.  We got to know each 

other through letters.  He got out a little over a year ago.  I 

guess it’s been longer than that.  A little more than two 

years ago.  We talked on the phone a couple times and it 

was kind of awkward because we didn’t really know how to 

communicate other than through letters.  Since he has 

been out we still write, but not as much.  The letters are few 

and far between now,  but I understand.  He’s got a lot of 

lost time to make up. 
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Pizza, Mashed Potatoes, Wine, and Cheese 

 

 When I was little the first thing I ever saved up to 

buy was a pocketknife.  I wanted it so bad and every time 

we went to the store I would check it out.  I still have that 

pocketknife.  After that I would save money and buy Nin-

tendo games.  At some point I didn’t keep as close track of 

the money I had saved.  One day I counted it and realized 

that I had $50.  That was the most money I had ever had 

at one time and from that point I started saving.  I was 

probably about seven, and my father opened up a savings 

account for me, which I still use.  From then on all my al-

lowances, birthday money, and odd job money went into 

my savings account.  When I was sixteen I used that money 

to go visit Clara in Guadeloupe.   

I flew through Dallas and my plane left late due to 

some idiot trying to flush an entire roll of toilet paper at 

once.  When I got to Puerto Rico my flight to Guadeloupe 

had already left.  I spent an hour or so wondering around 

the airport not knowing what to do.  None of the pay 

phones worked and I didn’t wanted to go to the counter 
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because I could barely speak Spanish, and I didn’t want to 

look ignorant.  I finally saw a flight attendant form my pre-

vious flight, so I asked her what to do and she told me to 

go to the counter I had been avoiding.  Everything was 

fine.  They gave me vouchers for a hotel, taxis, and food.  I 

had to take a taxi for the first time, which was an intimidat-

ing ordeal and check into a hotel for the first time.  The day 

I left my dad gave me a credit card for emergencies, which 

came in handy the very first night.  Without the credit card 

I would not have been able to check into the hotel.  The 

hotel had a casino and it took me forever to find my room.  

I had to take one elevator up to the casino, walk through 

the casino and take another elevator to my room.  Once I 

got that figured out I couldn’t get the phone to work, so I 

had to hunt for a pay phone that worked.  I finally got a 

hold of Clara who called my parents to tell them I was 

stuck.   

I went to the restaurant and ordered pizza and 

mashed potatoes.  Afterwards I met a guy named J.C. in 

the casino.  We tried to talk to each other.  I tried to speak 

Spanish and he tried to speak English.  I think we under-
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stood each other okay.  He ended up driving me around to 

show me the best parts of San Juan in one night.  He 

stopped and bought me a Heineken, which was nice.  After 

we drove around for a while we went to my hotel room.  

He smoked a joint on the porch of my room and I showed 

him the pictures I had brought with me to show Clara.  He 

left and I stayed up because I was paranoid about falling 

asleep and sleeping through the alarm clock.   

I caught a taxi back to the airport in the morning 

and missed my flight again because the guy told me the 

wrong flight time.  I hung out at the San Juan airport for 

five hours with all of my luggage, drawing and writing in 

the humid heat.  When I went to go get on the plane, they 

told me that it might be full and I almost broke down.  I felt 

like throwing up and I had to put a lot of effort into not 

crying, but I made it on the plane.  The flight to Guade-

loupe was only an hour.  When I got there I looked up and 

saw Clara and her mother in the window waving.  The 

drive to their house was amazing.  All the houses, build-

ings, plants, and roads looked different.  It smelled different 

too.  Clara asked me what I wanted to eat.  I said I didn’t 
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know, so she offered me wine and cheese and that is what 

I ate. 
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Dust In The Wind 

 

 I was in Guadeloupe for two weeks.  I learned so 

much in that two weeks I can’t even describe it.  I couldn’t 

talk to just anybody.  I met all of Clara’s friends, but only 

half of them spoke any English and I had taken Spanish in 

high school.  It is interesting to be in a place where there 

are limited people you are capable of having a conversa-

tion with.  At first even the people that could speak English 

did not speak to me.  One day Clara, Bernard, and I went 

swimming at the lighthouse.  Clara left to go get sand-

wiches and said to me, “I bet when I leave he will try to talk 

to you.”  I started talking with Bernard and realized that he 

could speak English just fine.  He told me that he did not 

think he was very good as speaking English, so he was 

afraid to try it.  I assured him that he had no problem. 

  Clara’s family moved to a new house while I was 

there.  Also her younger sister Laure came to visit from 

Paris.  I got to go to bars for the first time.  We drank a lot 

of Malibu with orange juice.  We went to a lot of beaches 

and rivers, and we would hike through the jungle barefoot 
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with mud squishing between our toes.  I was amazed by 

the ferns that stood as tall as trees, and I actually saw peo-

ple swing from vines, but I didn’t do it myself simply be-

cause we were barefoot and I didn’t want to land on any-

thing painful.  I also had a gun pulled on me for the first 

time, which I found interesting after I had been told so 

many times how violent Americans are.  No one was hurt, 

but it was definitely an uncomfortable situation.  It was all 

brought on by me attempting to be polite to this guy that 

said something to me.  He kept insisting that I should go on 

a walk with him to talk.  Clara kept arguing with him about 

how we couldn’t talk to each other.  She made a deal with 

him that she would go on a walk with him for a little bit 

and then he was supposed to leave us alone.  He left and 

Clara and I went swimming, but when we came back the 

guy had come back and had a gun.  He stole pretty much 

anything he could off of the guys that we were with.  When 

he finally left again, we left too.   

What I love about the houses in Guadeloupe are 

that they all have huge porches or sun rooms where people 

have living room and dining room set ups.  I absolutely 
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love it.  It is so great to have every meal outside even when 

it is pouring down rain.  In Guadeloupe you don’t have to 

wear much to the beach.  Clara didn’t, so I didn’t either.  I 

definitely got a lot more comfortable with my body after 

that, and I think it was good for me.  It is a pretty small is-

land, but Les Saintes is even smaller.   

Les Saintes is about a half an hour boat ride from 

Guadeloupe.  From the harbor you can walk across the 

island to the other side in about ten minutes the short way.  

The long way is not that long either.  We stayed at a bed 

and breakfast about halfway between.  The waves at the 

beach were crazy.  One of the waves actually ripped the 

rubber band out of my hair.  We would watch the sunset 

on the dock by the harbor.  I’ve never seen the sun so big.  

I felt like we were inside one end of a giant paper towel roll 

core and the sun was the light at the other end of the tube.  

The stars were amazing too.  I would sit on the beach alone 

and sing that Kansas song “Dust in The Wind” while look-

ing at the stars.  I had never seen them so bright.  It actually 

looked as though you could see the three dimensionality of 

the stars.  Usually when I look up at the stars it looks like a 
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black sheet of paper with uninformed white dots every-

where.  From Les Saintes it actually looks like you can tell 

which stars are closer and which ones are farther away.  

That was the first time in my life that I could not only imag-

ine how small I was in the world, but I could actually feel 

how small I was.  It was very humbling.   

I also got my first tattoos on Les Saintes.  One day 

at breakfast Clara says to me, “You know, you can get tat-

toos here.”  It hadn’t occurred to me before.  I did some 

sketches and left a message on my parent’s answering ma-

chine.  There was a little debate, but I finally got my par-

ents to be okay with it.  The bottom line is that I would 

have gotten them anyway.  I don’t like to hide things 

though, so I wanted to be up front with them.  It makes life 

much simpler.  It was an interesting ordeal to have Clara 

translate to the tattoo artist what I wanted.  He kept trying 

to make things too fancy and complicated.  I ended up 

drawing the stencil for the star on my toe, and after a long 

discussion back and forth, and several drawings later he 

finally understood that I just wanted a pretty bold tattoo 

without a bunch of shading.  As strongly as my father was 
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opposed, he still wanted to show them off to people after 

the fact. 
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Poisonous Plants 

 

 My favorite thing about Guadeloupe is hitchhiking.  

We did it all the time.  It’s a pretty standard way of travel 

for young people.  Not very many people have cars, so a 

lot of people do it, and most drivers will pick you up if 

there is room in their car.  It tends to be a lot easier to catch 

a ride when it’s raining, but pretty easy all the same.  It is 

an activity I would probably never do in America.  People 

always wondered why I didn’t speak after I said hello.  I 

would inevitably hear Clara explain that I was American.  

The drivers who could speak English seemed to enjoy prac-

ticing with me.  I knew my parents would kill me if they 

knew I was hitchhiking, but it’s different there.   

My father used to hitchhike all the time.  He told 

me once that when he was in Eugene he hitchhiked to San 

Francisco to see a Dead show.  He met a couple hitchhik-

ing back home.  They got separate rides, but my father ran 

into them again back in Eugene, so he let them stay the 

night at his place.  Another story about him I find amusing 

is that at some point he had a Greyhound pass and went 
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down to Mardi Gras.  He couldn’t afford a hotel, so every 

night he would get on a round trip bus ride somewhere 

and back to New Orleans and sleep on the Greyhound.  I 

thought it was pretty clever.   

Well, back to Guadeloupe.  There is island music 

called Zouk and it is generally pretty cheesy in my opinion, 

but it was usually playing on the radio in the cars we got 

into.  There are also a lot of strange poisonous plants there.  

There are these bushes that most people seem to have in 

their yard with big yellow flowers.  I tried to pick one at 

some point and Clara told me not to touch it because it 

was poisonous.  I thought it was strange that so many peo-

ple had these plants in their yard.  There was also this tree 

that I thought was fascinating.  When it rained if you 

walked under it and it dripped on you, there would be a 

brown stain on your skin.  I somehow always avoided this 

even though I didn’t know what the tree looked like, but 

everyone else seemed to get these brown drip marks on 

various places. 
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Old E By The Pool 

 

 I guess that was the summer of ’98 when I was 

sixteen.  That was a big summer for me.  We went to Flor-

ida again.  This time Julia came with our family and we 

were into all kinds of mischief.  We had met a bunch of 

people at our hotel.  For some reason my father was intent 

on enforcing a curfew even though we couldn’t really go 

anywhere except the pool.  We took it upon ourselves to 

sneak out of the hotel room at night.  The first night we did 

it we totally got caught.  Julia’s purse got stuck on the door 

and it slammed shut, but we just ran away anyway.  The 

next morning my mother asked me about it and I made up 

some excuse about how Julia heard a strange noise and 

opened the door to see what it was.   

The next night we snuck out again.  I went to the 

bathroom to see if my parents were still awake and my 

mom was up reading.  I suspect specifically to prevent us 

from sneaking out again.  We had this elaborate plan 

where I was going to go flush the toilet while Julia went 

and opened the door.  We even got our counting rhythm in 
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unison, but when I went to go do it my mother didn’t seem 

to hear me at all, so I went back and told Julia that I 

thought we should just make sure to be really quiet.  The 

main group was Scott, Mark, Frans, this kid that looks like 

Pacey from Dawson’s Creek, Julia and I.  Sometimes 

Rasheeda or the three kids from Venezuela hung out with 

us too.  Our hotel was kind of out there.  The second night 

of us sneaking out the main group of us somehow con-

vinced the security guards to buy us 40’s.  We all packed 

into the company van and drove about twenty minutes to 

the convenient store.  Frans had an in with them.  The rea-

son he was there was because his father was managing the 

hotel at the time.  Frans went with his father all the time for 

a change of scenery, so he knew the security guards a little 

bit.  I did think it was pretty funny that the security guards 

took us all to buy 40’s in the company van and then drank 

with us while they were on the clock.  I guess those are 

some of the perks of the graveyard shift.  The next morning 

when we came back my parents had dead bolted the door 

so we couldn’t get in with our key.  It sucked because we 

had to knock.  My father opened the door and I just walked 
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past him.  Julia didn’t know what to do so she said, “I for-

got my purse at the pool.”  I heard my dad say in a sarcas-

tic tone, “And you just went now to go get it?”  She just 

answered yes and followed me into the room.  We passed 

out for a while and got up, and we were totally hung over.  

Julia couldn’t handle it, so I told my parents that she had 

extremely bad cramps and then I had to suffer through the 

theme park without Julia.  My parents were pretty aware of 

what was going on, but they didn’t really make me talk 

about it, which I greatly appreciated. 

Frans and I fell in love in the three days that we 

spent together.  I had my first time with him.  We were in a 

long distance relationship for about seven months.  I went 

and stayed with his family for Christmas break.  We met up 

again during spring break in Arizona.  His father started 

managing a hotel there, and I went to visit my sister.  

That’s when it all ended.  Most of our relationship was over 

the phone and letters.  Love is different when you are that 

young.  We thought it could work, but in the end it didn’t.  

I’ve seen him once since Arizona.  We talk once in a while, 

but I actually keep better contact with his family than with 
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him.  When I saw him last I thought that Florida had ruined 

him a little bit.  He wasn’t the same island boy I had met 

and I was disappointed to find the reggae had been re-

placed with that MTV crap.  Florida smells anyway, but I 

do love the beautiful lightning storms.   
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Walking Everywhere 

 

High school was kind of weird as I’m sure most 

people can relate.  I spent my sophomore wishing Clara 

and Julia were still there.  I missed a lot of people during 

high school.  I got along with most people, but I wasn’t 

really friends with very many of them.  Most of the other 

students were like acquaintances even though I had grown 

up with a lot of them.  I had some old friends and tended 

to befriend all the new kids.  I usually ate lunch alone be-

cause the few friends I had in school always seemed to 

have the other lunch hour.  I grew to like my solitary lunch 

and enjoyed people watching and writing letters to my far 

away friends.   

I did my schoolwork, but I procrastinated a lot.  I 

spent my time after school mostly with my friends that 

weren’t even in high school anymore.  Julia and I were like 

the little sisters.  We also spent a lot of time drinking coffee 

at Denny’s, which I’m sure many can relate to as well.  

Sometimes we met people on road trips and that was al-

ways fun.  One day we sat in this kids car all day talking 



 

 46

and reading poetry.  His travel mates eventually came back 

and we never saw him again.  We had a lot of great en-

counters with strangers.  It was almost a hobby even 

though we didn’t do it on purpose.   

There was a stranger Anthony that we met.  He 

could read minds and we met him because he kept laugh-

ing at us.  He was a wanderer and lived in the basement of 

this building.  We would go there, and I would stand at the 

counter drawing.  He and Julia would have these spiritual 

interactions.  At some point he decided to leave town and 

refused to exchange any contact information because he 

felt that if destiny didn’t cause us to cross paths again then 

it wasn’t meant to be.  We compromised and decided to all 

meet up at Pioneer Square on the Spring Equinox of the 

year 2000.  About a month after that day passed I realized 

I had forgotten to go.  Julia did too, and I’d be willing to 

bet that Anthony wasn’t there either, but if he was I guess it 

wasn’t our destiny to meet again.   

I miss those days.  Even though some of them 

were boring I think we did have some hugely bizarre and 

entertaining days that just don’t seem to happen as fre-
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quently anymore.  I miss those countless hours of coffee 

and conversation or splitting a six-pack on the railroad 

tracks and getting drunk.  I miss walking everywhere. 
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Playing Dead 

 

 The worst ting I did as a child was play dead for 

my little brother.  We are almost eight years apart in age.  

I’d guess he was about two or three.  I was curious as to 

whether or not my brother understood death or if he would 

be bothered by my death.  I would pretend I was dead and 

of course it bothered my brother.  It wasn’t enough for me 

to realize that he was upset.  I would push it until he started 

crying.  I did this several times.  It’s one of those things that 

I really feel badly about in retrospect.  I had pretty much 

forgotten about it, but a few years ago I remembered the 

torture I put my brother through.  I asked him if he remem-

bered me playing dead when he was little and he said yes.  

It made me feel even worse that these were some of his 

childhood memories that I had scarred him with. 
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Sleepless Nights 

 

 I didn’t spend very much time sleeping during high 

school.  I’m somewhat convinced that I am now catching 

up on lost sleep from those years because I am always 

tired.  I always took eight classes even though most people 

took six or seven.  My whole plan was to take only four 

classes senior year and go to school in the morning and 

work in the afternoon.  Senior year I decided that I might 

as well take advantage of the free education.  So, I ended 

up taking seven classes each semester anyway, but every-

thing that year was elective except English.  Mostly I took 

art classes, but also creative writing, ethics, European His-

tory, and some others.  Mostly I was in the art rooms where 

I was given a lot of freedom.  Not too many kids at my 

school were serious about art.  My teachers were pretty 

perceptive and allowed me to experiment a lot with my 

work.   

I had a friend named Sola whom I have known 

since the fourth grade.  We always did homework together 

and we would always get a very late start.  Junior year we 



 

 52

always went to Denny’s.  The whole place would be filled 

with the same people every night doing homework or 

hanging out drinking coffee or tea and eating French fries.  

Everyone became friends, which drove the managers crazy 

because there would be about fifteen tables filled with peo-

ple who all knew each other, so people would do a musical 

chairs thing.  Everyone mostly had coffee, so it wasn’t too 

bad for the waitresses, but management always seemed 

concerned about people paying the bill even though eve-

ryone always did.  Senior year Sola and I moved on to 

Coffee Time in Portland.  It was twenty-four hour at the 

time.  We’d always leave around ten and it always took a 

long time to do our homework, but it was the most fun I 

had doing my homework.  We stayed out late every night.  

Some nights when we had papers due the next day, we’d 

call each other all night to make sure the other one hadn’t 

fallen asleep before we finished our papers.  Our parents 

were okay with us staying out late as long as our grades 

didn’t slip.   

Senior year was also the year of Brandon and Jett.  

Brandon moved to my school from Texas senior year and 
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was in art class with me.  Jett we met through a chain of 

mutual friends.  The three of us hit it off immediately.  We 

spent a lot of time together.  The usual stuff going out to 

dinner, to shows, coffee, and the occasional sleepover.  We 

went dancing all the time.  Almost every weekend we went.  

They would always come over while I got ready.  I’d find 

Jett in one room talking with my mother and Brandon in 

the other talking with my dad, and I would joke with them 

that they liked my parents better than me.  My time with 

them was also short.  After graduation Brandon moved 

back to Texas to pursue a car shop, and Jett moved to L.A. 

to pursue acting.  Mostly I see them on Christmas break, so 

maybe once or twice a year, and sometimes less.  It’s al-

ways the same when I see them.  I really cherish friends like 

that.  People change and grow, but with some people 

somehow it’s still the same when you see them again.  I am 

thankful for all of those relationships in my life. 
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Not Haiti 

 

After junior year I went to Guadeloupe to visit 

Clara again.  This time Julia came too and we stayed for 

about a month.  We flew through Miami.  We had eight-

hour layovers there that we weren’t worried about because 

we figured we’d meet up with Frans and Eric, but they both 

flaked.  We ended up getting dressed up in the airport 

bathroom and taking a taxi to South Beach both times.   

We got into bars even though I was only seventeen 

and Julia was only sixteen.  We met crazy people both 

nights that we had a great time with and then never saw 

again.  On the way down we ended up smoking a joint 

with this man that initially Julia had paid the bartender to 

get rid of.   She thought he was hitting on me and that he 

was too old.  We met this awesome girl that we were talk-

ing to, and then we found out that she was friends with the 

guy Julia wanted to go away.  Later we met these guys 

who we call the naked brothers.  We took a nap on the 

beach.  When we woke up we met these dudes.  They were 

all half brothers.  They all had the same father, but different 
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mothers, and they had just met each other the day before.  

One was in his forty’s and the other two were closer to our 

age.  They tried to convince us to go skinny-dipping, but 

we refused, so they went without us.  The oldest one tried 

to convince Julia that he was in love with her, and got 

really weird.   

Thankfully we had to go to the airport, so we 

caught a taxi.  We were pretty delirious.  I’m not sure how 

many hours we stayed up, but all in all it was at least a 

couple of days that we didn’t really sleep.  We stayed up all 

night the night before we left, and the night before that we 

only got a few hours of sleep.  It was also about a twenty-

four hour trip we were taking with all the crazy layovers.  

Maybe around four or five in the morning the day we left, 

Julia and I went to the corner store to get some coffee.  

When we left to go to the airport at six my father asked us 

why there were footprints in the dew in the grass.  Nothing 

gets passed him.  After our night in South Beach we had 

truly reached a point of exhaustion.  We went to our gate 

and no one was really there yet.  We passed out on our 

backpacks.   
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I woke up and was immediately engaged in con-

versation by the guy sitting next to me.  All I wanted to do 

was pass out again, but I didn’t want to be rude.  I looked 

up at the board and the destination read Port A Prince.  

The airport in Guadeloupe is Pointe à Pitré.  I thought it 

was so strange that they had spelled it wrong.  The guy 

next to me asked me why I was traveling to Haiti.  I told 

him that I wasn’t and he explained to me that, that is where 

the plane was going.  This didn’t really register to me in the 

state I was in.  We got on the plane and sure enough there 

was a pit stop in Haiti.  We had to get off the plane and the 

airport was like nothing I had ever seen before.  I can’t 

really explain the way it made me feel.  All I can really say 

is that it had very negative energy and it was kind of 

creepy.  It was a single story building with a chain link 

fence lining the roof.  People awaited the arrival of passen-

gers up there.  There were people crowded in, clinging to 

the fence and everyone was yelling.  It seemed as though 

they were caged even though they weren’t.  Inside the air-

port was just as crowded and smelled bad.  Julia and I tried 

to sit on these two chairs, but the man sitting next to them 
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glared at us and put his bag on them as we approached.  

Everyone just seemed generally pissed off and I was glad 

we only had to spend half an hour there before we could 

get back on the plane.  Thankfully the next stop was Gua-

deloupe.   

When we got there Clara wasn’t there.  We waited 

an hour before I bought a calling card, but it still took a 

while for me to get a hold of them.  Julia and I were miser-

able.  We were sitting in the humidity for hours with all of 

our luggage.  When I finally got a hold of Clara I found out 

that there had been a miscommunication and they thought 

we were arriving the next day.  They came to pick us up, 

but we still had to wait an hour because that’s how far the 

airport is from where they live in Basse-Terre.  At one point 

Julia yelled out the word sex.  I was surprised because she 

is the type that gets offended when I burp and doesn’t en-

joy hearing words pertaining to body parts or other slang 

about certain acts and profanity in general.  Basically she is 

a little old fashioned in that department.  She doesn’t even 

use the word vagina.  I looked at her and she said, “Well, 

I’m bored and I figure no one knows what I said anyway.”  
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Later when she told Clara about it, Clara told her that it 

was the same word in French.  Julia was so embarrassed.  

 This time the drive to Clara’s house was during 

daylight.  They were still in the yellow house that they had 

moved to last time I was there.  It was cool to see their 

house all set up.  There was a huge porch that was their 

dining room and living room area.  It was interesting to see 

all the same furniture and artwork they had in Oregon in a 

totally different context.  When we got there Clara showed 

us the house and then we ate cheese and wine of course. 
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Orange Beetles 

 

The first night that I spent with Clara alone in Ore-

gon, we stayed up all night talking.  She told me that it re-

minded her of the time she spent with friend Albane in 

France.  She said they would sit up all night in her bed talk-

ing and drinking a bottle of wine.  We heard many stories 

about Albane and we finally got to meet her in Guade-

loupe.  She had also visited Clara that summer.  Her visit 

overlapped our visit by a week.  Clara and Albane slept in 

a couple of hammocks and Julia and I slept in Clara’s bed.  

At this point in my life I have learned to sleep through a lot 

of strange circumstances.  What I learned to sleep through 

in Guadeloupe probably tops everything else.  Clara’s 

room was intended to be the garage.  There was this big 

vent carved into the wall, and there are tons of these little 

orange beetles.  Every night after dinner Armand would 

sweep the porch under the dining room table and there 

would be a lot of dead orange beetles in the pile.  These 

same orange beetles would come in the vent and land on 

us all night long.  It was definitely annoying and kind of 
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gross, but it actually didn’t take that long for me to adjust to 

it.   

We did a lot of the same things we did the last 

time I was in Guadeloupe.  We hitchhiked a lot and went 

to various swimming spots at the beach, river, hot springs, 

and lighthouse.  One day when we went to the lighthouse 

we had a very disturbing experience.  It was the most dis-

turbing for me.  Laure had come to visit too, so it was the 

five of us Clara, Julia, Albane, Laure, and I.  We went 

swimming in the ocean by the lighthouse and then we de-

cided to roll a joint.  There were a lot of covered picnic 

tables there.  We went to the furthest one away from the 

main area of the park.  This band of little boys probably ten 

or fifteen of them ranging in age from eight to twelve came 

to bother us.   Only one of them was speaking any English 

and he was being little ass hole.  Clara told us later that 

they were trying to get us to leave because the covered 

picnic tables were only there for the black people to use.  

After some arguing back and forth we decided to leave 

because we didn’t want to roll a joint in front of these kids.   
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Julia realized that she had forgotten her sandals 

and asked if I would go back and get them for her because 

she really didn’t want to deal with them anymore.  I went 

back to get them and of course the kids had hidden them.  

The kid who was speaking English and being a little ass 

hole suddenly became my ally.  I looked at him and said, 

“Come on, we’re leaving now.”  He got Julia’s sandals and 

as I stepped forward all the other kids surrounded me and 

began molesting me.  One of the older kids stood in front 

of me and kept telling me to kiss him.  I kept responding 

with no in between yelling at the kids to stop touching me.  

My little ally instructed them to stop touching me and they 

did, but when I tried to walk away again they all sur-

rounded me again.  Clara realized what was going on from 

a distance and began cussing them out in French, so they 

stopped.   

We were trying to hitch a ride home and the kids 

followed us.  They kept running up and slapping our asses 

and then running away again.  Finally, a car stopped.  

Laure, Julia, and I took the first ride.  Clara and Albane 

eventually caught a ride with a friend.  No one else stopped 
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because they thought all the kids were with them and they 

didn’t have enough room.   
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Boots Again 

 

 When it rains in Guadeloupe it fucking rains, and 

sometimes it comes suddenly.  There were many times 

where we’d be all squeezed into a phone booth or under 

an awning somewhere waiting for the rain to clear a little.  

One day I had just gotten out of the shower and it started 

raining.  Rain always reminds me of being home and it 

hadn’t rained in a while.  I was already dressed, but I ran 

out in the grass and got completely soaked.  When I went 

back to Clara’s room she asked what I was doing and I told 

her that I wanted to feel the rain.  She said, “I want to 

come.”  So I ran out again.  We were spinning and falling 

over from dizziness between the star fruit and mango trees.  

I will always remember Clara like that.  It was one of those 

moments when she looked really free. 

On another night we were at a party at the top of 

the hill.  We watched the sunset and drank some beer.  

Julia and I got a little tired of not understanding much of 

anything, so we went for a little walk.  We found ourselves 

under the awning of a pharmacy.  It rained for a while.  We 
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were sitting flush up against the wall and still getting wet 

because it was coming down so hard.  It almost looked like 

we were sitting behind a waterfall.  It was great just sitting 

there watching the rain and talking with Julia.  It’s kind of 

amazing how lonely you can start to feel in a place where 

you can’t understand what people are saying most of the 

time.  Its’ a different kind of lonely though, and traveling 

where I can’t speak the language is the only thing that has 

inspired that feeling of loneliness.   

The first time I went to Guadeloupe I was only 

there for two weeks.  I met a guy on the beach at Les 

Saintes who could speak English and I told him more 

about myself than I ever have a stranger just because I 

wanted to have a conversation.  I could understand some 

French, but I didn’t know how to respond in French.  I took 

Spanish in high school.  Julia took a little French, so she 

tried.  Sometimes it just gets to you.  When Julia and I were 

missing home, we would say to each other I can’t wait to 

wear boots again. 
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The Same Room 

 

We went Zouk dancing a lot.  There was a Zouk 

club called La Planete close to Clara’s house and our friend 

David worked there.  There was another David, so his 

nickname was Dawa.  Zouk is a very simple dance and the 

music is super cheesy, but it’s fun.  We drank a lot of whis-

key when we went.  Julia would have Clara and I show her 

how to zouk again every time we went.  She’s not a real 

big fan of dancing, so she would get nervous about it.  

Once she started, she would always dance all night like the 

rest of us.  One night I got really irritated with this guy that 

kept insisting that I must like country music since I was 

American.  No matter how many times I said no, he just 

kept asking me about it.   

That trip we went to Les Saintes again.  We stayed 

in the same bed and breakfast in the same room.  When 

we went to Les Saintes it was a really crazy time.  The 

cemeteries are much different there than they are in the 

states.  Everything is above ground.  Whenever I was walk-

ing between our room and the beach alone I would try to 
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walk in the cemetery, but I always got this strange feeling 

that prevented me from going too far.  We decided to have 

a séance in the cemetery, but it never happened.  The 

night we were supposed to have the séance, I walked in the 

farthest.  When I looked up there were two candles burning 

on the grave in the middle.  I had to leave at that moment, 

but I remember thinking about how strange it was that in 

between my walk from our room and the beach someone 

had come to visit.   

Julia and I got in our first real fight when we were 

in Les Saintes.  We had fought because I thought she was 

drinking too much and she thought I was acting too much 

like her mother.  The next day her and Clara got totally 

shit-faced drunk.  I wasn’t upset that they were drunk, but 

they were hanging around these shady dudes.  I couldn’t 

handle it because I was worried about them, so I went back 

to the room.  I wasn’t too concerned because I knew Ar-

mand and Dawa were there surfing.   Later, Laure came 

back concerned, so I decided to go back to the beach to 

check on them.   
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When I went back to the beach I found that Clara 

could barely stand and Julia wasn’t doing much better.  

The shady dudes were trying to get them to go swimming.  

I was so worried because the waves are so dangerous there 

and they were trying to swim when they could barley 

stand.  It was a battle with them.  I was in the sea trying to 

drag Clara as she was falling over.  As soon as I got her out 

she would try to convince me that it was okay, and she 

would go back in the water.  The shady dudes kept trying 

to get me to leave and told me they were fine.  I looked at 

them and said, “Obviously they are not fine.  They can’t 

even stand up.”  I thought they were huge fuckers for trying 

to get two girls who could barely stand to go swimming in 

such treacherous waters. Clara and Julia were so drunk 

that they did not think it was a bad idea to go swimming 

with them.  I got really frustrated because I was trying to 

drag them out and argue with the four of them that they 

could not go swimming.  I felt like I was in a hamster wheel 

and Clara kept falling over in the water while she was try-

ing to tell me that she was okay.  They would go in and I 

would try to drag them out, I would get them out and they 
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would go back in, and then as I tried to drag them out 

again the stupid guys would come tell me that they were all 

right. I started yelling at them at one point that the girls 

were not fine, and I didn’t understand why they were trying 

to get them to go swimming in such dangerous waters.  I 

guess Armand and Dawa saw all the commotion or Laure 

went to go get them, because they all came back to help.  

Armand told me that they would take care of it and I could 

go back to the room.  I walked back to the room and I was 

really upset.  Julia followed me and asked me to wait, and I 

said, “Fuck You.”  I know I shouldn’t have said it.  I was so 

frustrated in the moment that it just came out.  This lead to 

the most horrible fight that Julia and I have ever been in.  

Sometimes I think still lingers in the subconscious of our 

relationship today.   

By the time we got back to our room we were 

screaming at each other and slamming doors.  I was in the 

shower and Julia kept opening the door and yelling at me 

and then slamming it, I would get out of the shower and 

yell back and slam the door.  Julia decided that everyone 

was crazy and spent the last of her money to get a different 
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room.  We didn’t speak after that.  We ate dinner together, 

but we didn’t speak, and it was awkward for everyone.  

Other people staying at the place had complained about 

our fight.  We conveniently had it during their siesta time.   

Clara kept trying to convince us to make-up, but 

we both refused.  Clara dragged me into Julia’s room at 

one point and said that we were not allowed to leave until 

we made-up.  Julia said this isn’t going to work because 

Jessica wants me to apologize to her, but I’m not going to.  

I kept trying to leave, but Clara stood in front of the door.  

At some point she accidentally moved away from the door 

and I left.  Armand and Dawa were sleeping on their surf-

boards under the bushes near the beach.  I went down 

there and drank some beers with them.  I was really hurt.  

Eventually I got pretty drunk and I went back to talk to 

Julia.  We forgave each other, but I don’t think it was ever 

truly resolved.   
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Eating Flowers 

 

The second gun I saw pulled was also in Guade-

loupe.  We tried to take this flower that is supposedly a 

hallucinogen.  It didn’t work for me.  We went to this rave 

and I was having a great time dancing.  This dumb ass had 

gotten himself all the way out to the rave just to rob it.  I 

was dancing and then fuss broke out.  At first I didn’t see 

what was going on, everyone just stopped dancing and 

started freaking out.  Before I really knew what was going 

on Nicolas, Clara’s boyfriend spoke the clearest English he 

had ever spoken to me.  He said, “Jessica you need to 

come with me right now” Almost simultaneously I saw the 

man with the gun.  I turned around and we walked as fast 

and as calmly as we could back to the car and waited for 

everyone else.  When everyone got back we left.  There 

was a traffic jam to get out of there.  The men who held up 

the rave drove very fast through the grass next to the road.  

The guy in the passenger seat smacked Nicolas through the 

window on the way passed.   
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We got to a point in the road where there were 

cops and we had to answer a few questions before they let 

us go.  It was definitely a stressful situation because Julia 

and I could not understand what was going on.  They let us 

go and we drove to this beach.  We all passed out in the 

cars.  The next morning we were so fucking thirsty.  It was 

so hot, we were just baking inside of the cars.  I was really 

tired, so I tried to ignore my discomfort, but that didn’t last 

long and I had to get up.   

There were bees everywhere.  I’m not sure there 

has ever been a time in my life where I have seen so many 

bees at once.  There were just millions of them swarming 

about a foot above the ground as far as you could see in 

either direction.  Laure and I set out to find some water for 

everyone.  We were the only ones brave enough to walk 

through the bees.  It was quite a ways before we found 

anyone selling water.  We had to walk very slowly there 

and back, but we both avoided being stung.   

Armand apparently had quite a time with that 

flower.  He said he went surfing in the middle of the night 

because he could not sleep and he thought we were all 
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with him.  He said we’d be out there swimming with him 

and having conversations with him, but then we’d disap-

pear, so he could not figure out if we were really there or 

not.  We tried to take the flower a few times, but it never 

worked for us.  It is really tricky because you have to pick it 

at just the right time for it to do anything, and I guess our 

timing was never right.   

 



 

 74

François Is Crazy 

 

 François is one of Armand’s surfing buddies.  

While we were there he and his girlfriend Carolina of four 

years broke up.  She immediately started seeing an old 

friend of hers.  One day we went to go see her because she 

was very upset.  François burst in suddenly and started 

yelling at Carolina.  He took her underwear off the clothes-

line and then started speaking in English.  They had a 

marijuana plant in their backyard and he told us that he 

had called the cops and they were on their way.  After a 

little while of complete awkwardness, he finally left.  A few 

minutes later a man came to the door to invite us all to 

dinner.  François had apparently told him that we were all 

a bunch of hookers.  I thought he was pretty crazy, but just 

attributed it to the fact that he had just lost his relationship.   

The next day we heard that he had showed up at 

Carolina’s new boyfriend’s house with a sword and started 

threatening them.  It sounded like a pretty absurd, but 

frightening scenario.  At some point a bunch of us went to 

the beach.  I went swimming in the ocean.  I love swim-
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ming in the ocean, it is one of the only places that I can 

truly forget about everything and just relax in the rhythm of 

the ocean.  François came out swimming too, and started 

talking with me.  He asked me if I thought he should kill the 

guy or the girl and then added, “You know my situation” I 

thought he was joking, but when I looked at him I realized 

he was totally serious.  I told him that I did not think he 

should kill either one of them.  He seemed disappointed by 

my response.  I determined that he was nuts at that point 

and decided not to ever find myself alone with him again. 
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Squatting In The Observatory 

 

 Lorenzo is a very good friend of Clara’s that she 

met while hitchhiking.  One day he came over to the house 

with Nicolas, and  I guess they had gone up to the observa-

tory at the top of the volcano because they had discovered 

an unlocked window.  We decided to stay the night in the 

observatory.  Lorenzo made a giant pot of pasta.  We all 

packed some stuff to sleep on, beer, and candles.  When 

we were driving there, the hill was so steep at one point 

that we had to get out and walk up the hill in order for 

Lorenzo’s car to make it.  The dogs at the caretaker’s house 

were barking at us, but the caretakers were not home.  We 

went to the window and piled in.   

It was almost like a giant house full of windows 

with nothing in it.  The room at the very top was octagon 

shaped, and that is where we stayed the night.  It was kind 

of like camping.  We watched the sunset on the roof and 

then had a pasta feast in the room.  We brought a tape 

player and I had a few of my mixed tapes with me, so we 

listened to them and got drunk.  The evening pretty much 
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consisted of sitting around in a circle talking and drinking 

beer with candles in the middle.  Because the room was 

somewhat round our shadows were cast on the walls.  The 

observatory is at the tallest point on the island and you can 

see everything.  There are not very many lights though.  

They don’t have big buildings.  Most of the light comes 

from the houses.  In the morning we went on the roof and 

we could see Dominica and Martinique.  We cleaned up 

the room and when we left we were careful to be quiet be-

cause the caretakers were home at that point.  Aside from a 

few candle wax drips on the floor no one would even know 

that we were there.   

  This was also the trip that I decided to never 

learn how to play chess.  I got frustrated because we would 

plan to go out and get ready and then somehow someone 

would always start a chess game and we would never end 

up leaving.  That’s when I decided I hated chess and I 

would never learn how to play it.  I do not find it to be an 

amusing spectator’s sport, and there were many hours I 

spent bored waiting for chess to be over.  It’s kind of amaz-

ing how many people have asked me to play chess with 



 

 78

them.  It seems that saying  you don’t know how to play 

should be enough, but then they always want to teach you.  

It’s been about six years since I decided to boycott chess 

and no one has been all that convincing  yet. 
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Our Orphanage 

 

 Sometimes my favorite days on trips are the ones 

that turn out to be really simple, but just good.  We spent 

one day wondering around in the down town area of Basse 

Terre.  It was just Julia, Clara, and I.  It was a really hot day 

as most days there are.  We got really thirsty and hot, so 

we decided to go into this bar and get a drink, since we 

knew it would be air-conditioned.  The beer we drank was 

for the most part a beer called Carib and it’s pretty much 

just like Corona.  We went into this bar and no one was 

there.  It was pretty dark because there weren’t too many 

windows and there were just candles on the table.  Some-

how we started talking about what we wanted to do in the 

future.  We decided that we would all move to Eugene to-

gether after we graduated and go to school.  We discussed 

organizing our friends to build this orphanage in the middle 

of Africa somewhere.  We thought our friends Brian and 

Lorenzo would do it with us.  The whole dream was to 

travel the world and find orphans from everywhere, then 

we would build a giant house in the middle of nowhere in 
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Africa somewhere and try to raise them as objectively as 

we possibly could.  It’s something we all still think about, 

maybe slightly different versions of the whole dream.  Julia 

at one point thought she would try to marry an old rich 

man to get money to do it. She actually had an internet 

profile on a site directed toward older men that wanted a 

younger wife.  She changed her mind about that idea and 

I’m glad.    

I’m the only one that went to Eugene after high 

school and I’m finishing college pretty soon here.  I was 

afraid Julia would get stuck in Newberg.  When she moved 

to Newberg she told me I couldn’t let her get stuck there.  

She almost did.  She got together with this guy whose fam-

ily thought he was getting a late start on beginning a new 

family even though he was only twenty-two years old.  I’m 

so glad that she did not end up staying with him.  I hate 

Newberg.   

What really made me hate Newberg was one night 

I went out to visit Julia at this small gathering.  Baby chick-

ens had hatched and Julia showed them to me.  We were 

sitting on a couch talking across from another couch.   Julia 
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was atheist at the time.  Her mother was always trying to 

get her to go to church.  When her mother realized the 

grounding wasn’t working she tried to punish Julia by mak-

ing her go to church, hoping that she would like it.  That 

didn’t really work either.  Her mom tried to find churches 

that might spark Julia’s interest otherwise.  When we were 

on the couch Julia told me that her mother was taking her 

to an Arab Catholic church in Portland.  One of the guys 

sitting on the couch across from us said, “Why would you 

go there you’re supposed to hate Arabs.”  This started a 

ridiculous argument.   

This guy was possibly the stupidest person I ever 

met.  If you think of the stereotype of a hick, it is this guy.  

He was wearing overalls with a white shirt and a red ban-

dana tied around his neck.  He really had nothing to say, 

and it was an infuriating conversation.  After that night the 

next time I spoke to Julia she said that the stupid guy and 

another guy got really drunk the next night and bit the 

heads off of all the baby chickens.  After that I was at the 

end of my rope with Newberg.  She eventually left Forrest 

and got the hell out of Newberg thank god.   
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She tried to move to Portland with her second 

cousin that had until recently been estranged from the fam-

ily.  Julia determined that her cousin was crazy and moved 

to Vermont to be a nanny.  After she had been in Vermont 

for a while she decided to come back for a visit.  She didn’t 

want to fly, so she found this guy on Craig’s List that had 

bought a car in New York, but lived in California and 

needed someone to drive it across the country.  Julia and 

some random dude drove it across.  When she got to San 

Jose she really liked the people and couldn’t come home.  

She kept making train reservations and not showing up.  At 

one point she was on the train and then decided to get off 

and stay one more day.  She ended up driving up to Ore-

gon to get some of her stuff to move to San Francisco.   

In the beginning she basically lived off of pancake 

mix, but found a good job.  Now she is kind of just all over 

the bay area moving around and getting new jobs, some-

times going to school.   Clara moved back to Brazil after 

high school.  She took correspondence courses through a 

school in France.  This last year she moved to Toulouse to 

finish up school and then she plans to go back to Brazil.
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Back To Oregon 

 

 It wasn’t sad to leave Guadeloupe this time be-

cause two days after we got back, Clara came to Oregon to 

visit us for a month.  When she was living here she only 

saw Oregon, so we tried to jam pack the trip with as many 

things as possible.  We went to Multnomah Falls, saw Ziggy 

Marley, went to the Oregon Coast, went to Eugene to look 

at U of O, took the train up to Seattle, went on a road trip 

down to Las Angeles, and went to Mexico for a day.  Clara 

is an extreme Bob Marley fan and she hasn’t been to that 

many concerts, so it was really awesome for her to see 

Ziggy Marley.  We also saw a lot of old friends and Clara 

met all the new friends that Julia and I had met.  One thing 

we didn’t get a chance to do is go to the drive-in.  It is the 

first thing on the list next time Clara gets back to the states.  

Her mother has these paintings of drive-in movie theatres 

that she loves.  We never went to the drive in while she 

was living here, and then we didn’t get to go when she 

came to visit.  Seattle and Mexico were some of the high-

lights.   
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We took the train up to Seattle and stayed with my 

cousin Stephan.  Originally we planned to stay in a hotel, 

but then my dad said, “No you guys can stay with 

Stephan, he has stayed with us plenty of times.”  I don’t 

think he really minded though.  Stephan did live with us on 

and off for a while.  His girlfriend Rebecca even lived with 

us too at one point.  She was Danish and decided she 

hated America, so she didn’t stay long.  We found 

Stephan’s apartment and stayed with him for a few days 

and a couple of nights.  His apartment almost looked like a 

warehouse.  It had really tall ceilings and was basically a 

giant room.  His bed had it’s own little loft and you could 

see the water and the city when you woke up in the morn-

ing.  The first night he let the three of us sleep in his bed.  

We pretty much just wondered around Seattle for a few 

days exploring.  We went to Pike St. of course and spent a 

lot of time down by the waterfront.   

The second night Stephan tried to get us into a 

bar, but it didn’t work.  We ended up just heading out to 

explore and see what kind of trouble we could find.  I 

asked Stephan when he wanted us to come home and he 
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said it didn’t matter and that we could stay out as late as 

we wanted, although I don’t think he expected us to stay 

out until five in the morning.  We met a few German guys 

that were on a road trip all around the states.  They first 

asked us for directions, but we weren’t familiar with Seattle.  

We all ended up on this huge walk to find a convenient 

store.  Eventually we found one that was open and bought 

some beers.  We spent the whole night sitting on a dock 

drinking, and I remember arguing all night with one of 

them.  He was pretty cynical and pretentious, but I had a 

good time.  When we finally went back to Stephan’s 

apartment he was still awake and in a snappy tone told me 

that my father had called wondering where I was, but that I 

shouldn’t call him back because he was probably asleep.  

So, that night Clara, Julia, and I ended up on the inflatable 

mattress.   

The next morning Stephan told me that my father 

hadn’t really called, he was just worried and frustrated.  I 

understand, I think in some ways I was still a little girl to 

him.  He probably thought we’d stay out until twelve and 

think it was really late or something.  We took the train 
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back to Portland, and we were pretty exhausted.  That train 

ride is beautiful though.  It is very scenic through trees and 

along various bodies of water.   

We also drove down to L.A. and most of that drive 

wasn’t all that pretty.  Our time there was mostly spent at 

the beaches and wondering around.  One day we went 

down to Tijuana.  I had been to Nogales and another town 

farther down in Mexico when we went to Arizona, but I had 

never been to Tijuana.  A lot of people think it is a shit 

hole, but I had a good time there.  People are real adamant 

about selling things to you and if you give the slightest in-

clination that you will buy something from them it’s really 

hard to get them to leave you alone.  At one point my fa-

ther and I got into an argument.  This waiter at one of the 

bars came up to us and tried to convince us to go get Mar-

garita’s because they were having a special.  I looked at my 

dad with a huge smile on my face and gave him a good pat 

on the back and said, “Yeah, dad lets go drink some mar-

garita’s.”  My dad gave me his best fuck you face and we 

all went to go have margaritas.  My brother even got 

served.  It was some special for six margaritas and there 
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were six of us including my brother.  He wasn’t even ten 

and the waiter brought him one too.  We took a picture 

with the waiter and he said if we ever came back with the 

picture that he would give us free margarita’s; however I 

haven’t been back yet, and I doubt he still works there.  I 

also got my Mexican blanket, which goes with me every-

where.  I finally washed it for the first time a couple months 

ago. 
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George, Washington 

 

I always thought that I would get my license as 

soon as possible, but when it came down to it I didn’t end 

up getting my permit until I was sixteen.  My license came 

with seventeen.  The first road trips I went on were up to 

The Gorge in George, Washington.  It is the most beautiful 

place that I have ever seen a show at.  I’ve been to quite a 

few now.  The first ones that I went to were Phish.  It’s 

pretty funny because I actually can’t stand Phish.  One of 

my very good friends Cortney loves them.  We have 

known each other since the first grade.  In sixth grade we 

became really good friends.  It was kind of a strange twist 

of fate.  We kind of ran with different crowds even though 

everyone was pretty much friends with everyone.  In sixth 

grade both of out best friends decided to hate us and do 

whatever they could to make sixth grade even more awk-

ward than it already was.  We became good friends out of 

it, so as far as I’m concerned it was all worth it.  Our par-

ents became best friends out of it too.  That all started at a 

Grateful Dead show in Portland before Jerry Garcia died.  
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Anyway, Cortney wanted me to come up to The Gorge 

with her and a few other girls.  I decided to go because I 

had never been there, and I can usually manage to have a 

good time at a show even if I’m not all that into the music.   

My favorite Gorge trip was probably Warped Tour.  

It was the fourth of July and my friend Holly and I went up 

there just the two of us.  It was a Sunday and she had to be 

at work by one the next afternoon.  The show was all day 

long and I got to see a lot of bands that I liked.  I got to see 

this band called Bueno that I had randomly seen when I 

went to go visit my sister.  They played in this dinky room 

on the Arizona State Campus.  It was funny to then see 

them at the Warped Tour.  Camping that night was pretty 

crazy.   

Everyone was pretty much drunk and somewhat 

out of control.  I hate using portable toilets, but after some-

one blew one of them up with fireworks I absolutely re-

fused.  Every time I had to piss it was a little quest to find a 

place.  I got hit with a firework at one point when I was 

wondering around.  Holly and I made friends with both of 

our neighbors, and then a group of guys that were pretty 
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much just wondering around there started hanging out with 

all of us.  I was drinking with one set of neighbors and then 

when I went back to go to bed I found Holly and the five 

guys all passed out in the two person tent with the door 

wide open.  I ended up borrowing a sleeping bag from our 

neighbors and sleeping under the stars with them.  We 

woke up early the next morning and kicked the guys out of 

our tent.  We packed everything up and then got back on 

the road.  When we were about to enter the highway the 

five dudes that had passed out in our tent were trying to 

hitch a ride.  We looked at each other and decided to pull 

over.  They were going to Ellensburg, which was not far 

from our junction point, so we packed the five of them into 

the back of my two door Honda and drove them to Ellens-

burg.  There was some traffic trying to get back to Oregon.  

At one point we were actually stuck on the bridge between 

Oregon and Washington.  The bridge definitely had a 

wobble to it when cars passed in the opposite direction.  It 

was kind of scary.  Holly changed into her work clothes 

and we got her to the doorstep of her office in down town 

just in time.  I went home and fell asleep. 
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2000 At The Eiffel Tower 

 

 Senior year in high school my friend Julie and I 

went to France to meet up with Clara.  Clara started talking 

to her biological father again and decided to go visit him 

during Christmas Break.  Julie and I arranged to meet up 

with her.  It was the first time that Julie had been out of the 

country.  My father upgraded our plane tickets to first class 

with frequent flier miles.  Julie had not flown very much 

before and it was my first time to sit in first class.  We 

started drinking right away and the flight attendant was 

giving us shit because he knew we weren’t twenty-one yet.  

Plane rides definitely go a lot faster when you’re getting 

drunk with a buddy.  When we got to the airport in Paris I 

met Clara’s father for the first time.  Clara had since gotten 

together with François, so he was there too.  All of our lug-

gage and us would not fit in the car so we ended up on a 

bus.  This guy on the bus kept laughing at our conversation 

and then he gave Julie part of his orange.   

We traveled kind of far for having so much shit 

with us through the Metro.  There were all these incredible 
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staircases that we kept coming to.  I’d be struggling to drag 

my two suitcases up the stairs, and some nice guy would 

always come along take my suitcases to the top of the stairs 

and be on their way.  We finally got to Clara’s, mother’s, 

friend’s, apartment.  They were out of town and they gave 

Clara a key incase we needed to stay there.  After that we 

took the train to Nancy.   

François’ family lives in Guadeloupe now, but the 

house he grew up in is in Nancy and his sister lives there.  

We stayed there for a few days.  It snowed and it was 

beautiful out in the country.  We generally just went around 

town and got drinks in bars at night.  I had an American 

Sandwich one night, which means it has French Fries in it, 

which I found humorous.  One night Clara, Julie, Francois, 

and I drove to Holland for the night.  It was a few hour 

drive to a town called Maastricht, and we drove through 

Belgium to get there.  The first place we went was a hash 

bar on a boat in the arena.  It was really strange.  There 

were long tables with bongs sitting on them with couches.  

You just went up to the counter and ordered what you 

wanted.  We went to a couple other places too, but the 
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boat sticks out in my mind.  My favorite parts were walking 

around the streets.  It was so interesting because there was 

all this old architecture with cobblestone roads, and young 

people everywhere.  Everyone we saw looked very urban 

and a lot of them were dressed like punk rockers.  I hope to 

make it back to Holland for a longer period of time soon.   

We took the train to Rouen to stay with Clara’s fa-

ther and stepmother for a couple of days.  They live out on 

a farm.  I tried caviar for the first time, and I think that is 

the only time that I had it.  It was crazy to meet Clara’s fa-

ther because she looks so much like her mother, but she 

also looks so much like her father.  Ever since that trip he 

has sent me postcards when they travel.  My mom will tell 

me that I got a letter from Clara and then I’ll realize that it is 

actually from her father.   

After we stayed with them we took the train back 

to Paris and stayed at Armand’s mothers apartment, so I 

got to see Armand again.  We spent the New Year there.  

Their apartment is in the sixteens, which isn’t very far from 

the Eiffel Tower.  We walked down to the Eiffel Tower to 

bring in the New Year.  There was a countdown and then 
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fireworks at midnight.  It was super crowded and everyone 

was saying “Bonne Annee” and kissing everyone, even 

strangers.  At the apartment I had a hell of a time trying to 

call my family because the phone lines were so tied up.  

We also burned bayberry candles.  It is a tradition to burn 

bayberry candles in my family.  On Christmas and New 

Years we burn two bayberry candles.  You can’t blow them 

out, the saying goes, “A bayberry candle burned to the 

socket brings joy to the heart and wealth to the pocket.”  

They burned out on the dining room table that night. 

Clara and Armand went back to Guadeloupe on 

the second of January.  Julie and I stayed until the seventh.  

Laure and her family came back to town.  Basically Julie 

and I printed out a list of hostels in Paris from the internet 

and figured that we would just find one.  The day that Ar-

mand and Clara left, Laure took us out.  I think she was 

only fifteen at the time.  We met a bunch of random people 

and hung out with them drinking long island ice teas.  

There was a gay couple one was from Texas, and the other 

from Canada.  The one from Canada couldn’t speak Eng-

lish.   Then there was another guy from Texas and this 
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Australian guy that they had met named Adam.  We all 

tried to go to a gay bar at one point and they wouldn’t let 

us in because they didn’t believe that we were all gay even 

though we put on a pretty good show, so we ended up at a 

Latin club.  We did our best to salsa and it was a good 

time.  Julie ended up lying on the hood of a cop car and 

they just laughed at her.   

The next day we took Laure to the train station.  

She was going to Italy for a week with her class.  Her par-

ents offered to let us stay with them the rest of the time.  

We decided to stay a couple nights in a hostel anyway to 

rough it on our own, and I’m glad we made that decision.  

I didn’t spend much time sleeping in the hostel.   The first 

night we got pizza.  We thought we were ordering slices 

and discussed that it was really expensive, but then the 

waiter brought out two entire pizzas for each of us.  It was 

funny, but we only needed one.   We did a whirlwind of 

Paris in a few days.  We went to Notre Dame, The Louvre, 

and The Eiffel Tower.  We tried to go visit Jim Morrison, 

but the cemetery was closed due to the crazy storms they 
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had just before we got to France.  It sucked because we got 

all the way there and then we found out it was closed.   

We wondered around the streets looking at shops 

and galleries.  At one point this older man who was wasted 

kept trying to get us to go to the whiskey bar with him.  We 

started singing that doors song, and I think he thought we 

were as crazy has he was.  We couldn’t get rid of him, so 

we ducked into a lingerie shop and headed straight for the 

back assuming that he wouldn’t follow us.  He tried to fol-

low us, but the woman working there kicked him out.   

Our favorite bar was near the Metro stop in Bas-

tille.  It’s called 912.  The whole place is basically covered 

with red and purple velvet and there are couches and can-

dles everywhere.  We also decided to go to the Hard Rock 

Café to see what it was like.  When we were on the Metro 

we saw the guy that had given Julie the orange the first day 

we arrived.  He helped us find the Hard Rock Café and we 

found that it is exactly like any other Hard Rock Café.  

Even the menu was exactly the same.  That night we went 

to the bar across the street from our hostel.  A couple of 
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guys invited us to go to a coffee shop that one of them 

owned.  Julie wanted to go to bed, but I went.   

I ended up spending all night with one of them 

named Benjamin.  He drove me around Paris and showed 

me a bunch of neighborhoods.  I got back at like five in the 

morning.  Julie had woken up a little bit before this and 

was ready to kill me when I got back because she was so 

worried.  The next night we started out the night at the bar 

across the street from the hostel to meet Benjamin and 

ended up meeting Brock from Canada.  We went on a 

couple of double dates with them, which was totally ran-

dom.  The last night Brock and Julie went on the Ferris 

wheel, and I went off with Benjamin for a while.  At the 

end of the night Julie and I went to go catch the last train, 

and missed it by a minute.  We were across town far away 

from where we needed to be, but all we could do was walk 

at that point.  We started walking toward the Eiffel Tower 

because from there we knew how to get back to the apart-

ment.  If they hadn’t been so close to the Eiffel Tower I 

think we would have been totally screwed.  It probably 

took us an hour or two to walk back, but we made it.  We 
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slept for a few hours and then got up and took a taxi to the 

airport.  They wouldn’t let us get on the plane even though 

we were an hour early because it was an international 

flight.  The woman put us on a plane that left at exactly the 

same time, but went to Amsterdam instead.  It was frustrat-

ing, but we got home, and then we had to start sleeping 

again and go back to school. 
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Eighteen 

 

 The moment I had been waiting for.  My eight-

eenth birthday party was awesome.  I had planned a party 

for my girlfriends because my friend Jett was going to do a 

strip show.  My friend Brian surprised me at like five in the 

morning.  We got in the car and I fell asleep.  He took me 

up to Renton, Washington to see Jimmy Hendrix’ grave.  It 

was a pretty awesome birthday surprise.  We got back to 

my house at about one in the afternoon and my friends 

had planned a surprise party for me, so my birthday party 

was basically all day long when combined.  Other guy 

friends of mine ended up stripping too.  A bunch of my 

friends put money together for me to get a tattoo, so the 

dragon tattoo on my back really only cost me fifty dollars, 

and a bunch of them came with me to get it.  I got it all 

done in one sitting.   

That spring break I went to go visit my sister in Ari-

zona again.  She took me to my first strip club.  It was 

called Wild Boyz and it was actually directed toward 

women.  It was kind of silly, but definitely a good time.  
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She smuggled some vodka in and kept sending me to the 

bathroom.  She got me a couple VIP dances.  I must say it 

is a strange phenomenon that people pay to have a 

stranger all over them.  It’s hard to take the situation seri-

ously.  I found out that my mother was totally aware of Jett 

stripping at my party and that she knew my sister was tak-

ing me to Wild Boyz and I was totally embarrassed.   
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Orlando 

 

 My family was going to go to England, but there 

were no time-shares available, so we ended up going to 

Orlando again.  This time my friend Holly came with me.  

After all my Guadeloupe trips it was really no secret that I 

drank alcohol and my parents stopped worrying about it.  

We went to the Costco and stocked up.  It was a good trip.  

Holly actually enjoys roller coasters as do I, so we went on 

as many of them as we possibly could.  In the evenings we 

would make drinks and go for walks and talk.  There was a 

bar at Universal Studios which was supposed to be mod-

eled after Bob Marley’s house and it was a reggae bar with 

live music all the time.  It sounds kind of cheesy, but I actu-

ally liked it a lot.  For some reason if you went before nine 

then you did not have to be twenty-one.  Holly and I first 

went alone.   It took a while for people to start dancing, but 

once someone started, everyone got up.   Holly went back 

to Oregon before us.   

I went back to that bar with my family after she 

left.  No one was dancing again, so I decided to be the first 
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one.  I convinced my brother to come with me and sure 

enough everyone else started dancing too.  The band was 

cool and they kept making comments to my brother and 

me.  My parents danced too and I remember looking at 

them that night and thinking that they really looked happy.   

The band was glad that we had started dancing, and at the 

end of the night they gave us a CD. 
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Guadeloupe Again 

 

Another day we walked around the rim of the volcano.  It 

was really foggy so we couldn’t really see anything.  It was 

pretty amazing.  The rim was pretty wide, but it was kind of 

scary to know that you could trip and fall pretty easily, and 

that would be that. 

 After senior year I went to visit Clara again in 

Guadeloupe.  Laure came to visit too, and they moved 

again while I was there.  I flew through Dallas and Puerto 

Rico like the first time.  In Dallas I had a five-hour layover 

so Brandon came and picked me up and we hung out for a 

few hours.  I saw his old high school and met his girlfriend 

finally.  I got stuck in Puerto Rico again, but this time I 

knew what I was doing.  I stayed in the same hotel and got 

pizza and mashed potatoes again, and didn’t have any 

trouble finding my hotel room.  I got a hold of my parents 

to tell them I was stuck again, and I also called my friend 

Holly who gave me the confidence to go to a bar.  The first 

time I got stuck in Puerto Rico was better I think, but I had 

a good time anyway.   
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I drank Heineken and played pool with some 

dudes in the bar until the sun came up.  I didn’t sleep again 

because I was afraid of sleeping through the alarm clock, 

and in the morning I got a taxi extra early.  When I got to 

Guadeloupe Clara was not at the airport yet.  Her, Fran-

çois, and Clement came to pick me up.  We stayed in 

Pointe à Pitré for a while.  Clement was house sitting there, 

so we all stayed in that house.  We went to a new bar 

called the Zoo Rock Café a lot.  We did a lot of the same 

things and saw a lot of the same people.  I didn’t see Ber-

nard that time because he had moved to France.   Clement 

had a friend visiting from France named Ben.  One night 

we went out, but François had to work the next day, so he 

didn’t come.  We didn’t end up getting home until really 

late, something like five or six in the morning.  Clara went 

into her room with François.  I was in the kitchen drinking 

some water and bull shitting with Ben.  All of the sudden 

Clara came running out of the room and locked herself in 

the bathroom.  François was behaving really erratically.  

He came up to me and yelled, “Jessi, you have to go make 

Clara come out of the bathroom right now.”  I just looked 
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at him and said, “I can’t make Clara do anything.”  He 

began preaching in English to be sure I understood, and he 

was saying that we were all ass holes and horrible to Clara, 

and all kinds of shit.  Basically François is a really jealous 

person, and he’s always kind of an ass hole to Clara’s guy 

friends.  He even had convinced himself that Clara and I 

must be in a romantic relationship and was kind of a jerk 

face to me as well.  Her friends don’t like him anyway, but 

they are civil out of respect to her.  Dawa ended up punch-

ing François in the face and Clement kicked him out.  He 

had hit Clara that night.   

After that François started showing up at the place 

where Dawa worked threatening him and telling him to 

never see Clara again or something very bad would hap-

pen to him.  He told Lorenzo about it and then Lorenzo 

told Clara.  She was so fucking pissed, and she went to go 

see him to break it off.  I was extremely worried about her 

given that François did not seem to have any qualms about 

killing someone over jealousy.  That night I slept in 

Lorenzo’s bedroom.  There was a door to the outside of 

the apartment in his room and Clara had a key.  Clara told 
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me she would be back by midnight.  I lay in bed all night 

imagining her running through the forest, tripping over eve-

rything and trying to get away from him as he chased her.  

I seriously wondered if I would ever see her again.  Around 

six in the morning I woke Lorenzo up and told him that 

Clara had not come back yet.  He told me that if she didn’t 

come back in an hour he would call François.  I’m not sure 

how long I laid there, but she finally came back.  I was so 

fucking worried about her and then she tells me that every-

thing is okay now and that they were still together.  I was so 

fucking pissed that I still couldn’t sleep.   

Clara’s new house was awesome.  It was made out 

of stone.  It wasn’t on the beach, but it was really close to a 

beach and had an awesome view.  If we were too tired to 

go anywhere else we would just go to the beach by her 

house.  It was a black sand beach.  There was a man 

named Matilde that was always at the there.  Clara knew 

him, and the first time I met him he climbed a palm tree 

and cut a coconut down for me.  He was showing me how 

to cut it open and then pretended he was going to slit my 

throat.  I flinched and he laughed at me.  It was a joke, but 
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it was kind of weird.  Another time when we went down 

there he taught me how to make baskets about of the palm 

leaves.   

We of course went to Les Saintes again, but we 

did not stay in the bed and breakfast this time.  We walked 

for a while on the street and found a secluded beach.  All 

we brought was some food and hammocks.  There were a 

couple huge houses next to the beach and we figured out 

that no one was home at one of them.  They had an out-

door shower, so we were able to get the saltwater off after a 

swim.  We also had decided that if it started raining that we 

would sleep on their porch.  So we all got into our ham-

mocks for the night and ten minutes later it started raining.  

We took our hammocks down and got all of our shit as 

quickly as possible.  The house had a bunch of lawn furni-

ture, so we laid the padding down on the ground and fell 

asleep.  The next morning I woke up to some hysterical 

French man and his wife following behind.  They were yell-

ing and everyone else was sound asleep.  Finally other 

people woke up.  Clara said that Clement was a real ass 

hole, but nothing happened.  We just got out of there as 
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fast as  we could.  It was a beautiful day, and we just set 

our hammocks back up on the beach and went back to 

sleep.   

That was the last time I went to Guadeloupe and I 

do miss it.  When I was on the plane flying away it wasn’t 

cloudy and I could actually see the shape of the island as 

we left and I cried for a long time and wrote Clara a letter. 
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Tingle Hall 

 

 After that summer I went off to college.  In the be-

ginning it was a rushed experience for me.  The freshman 

were supposed to be in the dorms a week before school 

started, but I didn’t get there until the day before school 

started.  One of my very good friends Frank got married on 

the 23rd, and school started on the 25th that year.  I had 

moved some of my stuff earlier that week, but it was a 

pretty quick trip.  I met my roommate Megan.  I had re-

quested a foreign roommate, so I disappointed when I got 

her information in the mail and found out that my room-

mate was from California.  We hit it off though and my 

disappointment disappeared.  The first week in the dorms I 

thought I had made a huge mistake and planned to transfer 

to a school in Portland by the next term.   

Because I came late it seemed like everyone al-

ready knew each other.  Megan was hardly ever around 

because she ran into a girl that she had been in boarding 

school with and she immediately started spending all her 

time with her, and didn’t come home very often.  I started 
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to get to know some people a little bit.  One girl I became 

good friends with because initially she had a crush on me, 

which I didn’t realize at first, but we became good friends.   

In October a bunch of us went up to Portland to 

see the Saves The Day show.  My good friend Keegan was 

putting out an album and after the show he preformed all 

of his songs at his house.  I brought everyone from the 

dorms.  When that was over we all stayed at my house.  

There was at least ten of us and some of my friends from 

home came over too.  We stayed up late drinking beers 

and playing “I never”.  It’s the only drinking game that I 

will play.  Everyone sits in a circle and takes turns saying 

something that they have never done.  If you have done it 

then you have to take a drink.  Needless to say we found 

out a lot about each other after that.  We all passed out in 

various spots around my house and went back to Eugene 

the next day.  I began to get to know a lot of people in my 

dorm.  Megan started coming home more often.  It was 

nice because we got along really well and could talk to 

each other even though we had entirely different groups of 

friends.   
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Our dorm room was pretty funny sometimes.  

Megan got in trouble for smoking pot almost every single 

day.  I was a drinker and she was a smoker.  We had this 

plan that we would have a Guns’n Roses dance party and 

drink beers, and that we would have another party smok-

ing pot and watching the crocodile hunter.   We never ac-

tually had either party and we still joke about it today.  The 

girls on our floor always told on Megan for smoking pot.  

Other girls on our floor that did smoke would smoke if they 

could smell it because they knew that everyone would just 

blame it on Megan.  It was pretty ridiculous especially be-

cause nothing ever really happened to her.   

I decided to stick it out for the year in Eugene.  I 

became pretty good friends with Evan.  We started getting 

into mischief together and hanging out with one of his 

friends Dana.  I really like her; she’s one of those girls who 

is just fucking cool.  She’s a drummer, laid back, and funny 

as hell.  She is also into mischief.  Evan and I ended up 

having a weird fling for a couple of weeks right before we 

were supposed to drive down to L.A. together for spring 

break.  Patrick, Peter, Sanam, and Carli were all from the 
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area and a bunch of other people got down there in vari-

ous ways.  Evan broke up with me and said he understood 

if I did not want to go anymore, but I thought it was a silly 

thing to get in the way of our trip.  Kristen came on the 

drive with us as well.  The three of us went to IHOP and 

then left around eight at night.   

I drove for the first five hours and of course got a 

speeding ticket.  I’m cursed in that way.  Evan drove for the 

next seven hours between one hundred and one hundred 

twenty miles an hour.  He of course did not get a speeding 

ticket.  Thank god I was asleep most of the time.  We got to 

Patrick’s house around eight in the morning.  It was a fun 

trip.  I definitely had more of an appreciation for the area 

after I experienced it with people who grew up there.  In 

addition to the people who were from the area: Sara, An-

nalisa, and Rosei also flew down, and Damien took the 

bus.  With the exception of Patrick we all went to Disney-

land and took ecstasy.  For most of us it was the first time.  

It was great, I think we all truly felt like little kids again and 

we got to know each other better while we were standing in 

the lines for the rides.   
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Sanam and I sat next to each other on the haunted 

house ride.  We revealed that we both thought we did not 

like each other.  It was not true from either end.  A couple 

days later Sanam talked to me and I found out that Evan 

broke up with me to be with her.  This seems like a bad 

equation, but Evan and I remained good friends.  Sanam 

and I became good friends out of the situation as well.  

During the L.A. trip I also got to hang out with Jett and 

meet some of his friends.  It was good to see him and 

where he lived.  On the way back to Oregon we made a pit 

stop in San Francisco to see some people we knew.  We 

did not see much of the city, but it was good.  We spent 

one night up on a hill looking over the city drinking wine.  

Kristen drove most of the way home because Evan and I 

just passed right out.  We got to Eugene and slept for a few 

hours at a friend of Kristen’s apartment because the dorms 

were not open yet from Spring Break. 
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The New Trio 

 

 After the Spring Break trip Evan, Patrick, and I 

started to hang out a lot and got to know each other very 

well.  A bunch of the people in our dorm were all in Exis-

tentialism together.  It was really fun because we’d all walk 

to class together.  The night before papers were due we’d 

all be up all night writing them.  One night I was on my 

computer, Evan was on Megan’s computer, and Patrick 

was on his laptop in my room.  We would take breaks and 

go down stairs with the other people in the class like 

Blaine, Kevin, and Carl and toss ideas off each other, and 

then get back to it.  If someone couldn’t handle going to 

class we would turn each other’s papers in.  It is really fun 

to take classes that way.   

I had a third roommate in the dorms.   Megan’s 

boyfriend Tim stayed with us all the time.  One night my 

friend Brett from home came down to visit.  Tim bought 

some wine for us.  Brett, Patrick, Evan, and I drove around 

trying to find Spencer’s Butte, but we couldn’t find it.  We 

ended up going to Dana’s house and found her sitting on a 
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lawn chair on the roof drinking wine.  We spent the night 

sitting on the roof drinking and launching anything we 

could find with her water balloon launcher.  It’s pretty im-

mature, but I can’t tell you how funny it is to get drunk and 

launch things.  We were laughing hysterically the whole 

time.  We never hit anyone with anything, but sometimes 

we purposely made it land close to someone.  We got a 

few threats about how they were going to come back and 

throw stuff at us, but no one ever followed through.   

At the end of the year Evan asked me if I wanted 

to live with him, Patrick, and Blaine.  I agreed.  The room-

mate thing went through a few transformations.  Blaine 

decided not to, and Evan’s brother and Megan were both 

on the bill for a while, but in the end it was just Evan, Pat-

rick, and I.  It took us forever to find a house.  We finally 

found one really close to campus.  The only redeeming 

quality of the house was the giant kitchen.  We had a good 

time living there and it worked, but it definitely was not a 

nice house.   My room and Evan’s room were converted 

attic space.  My room had limited standing area, but I liked 

it because I could climb out the window and go on the 
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roof.  Patrick’s room was normal except it had five doors.  

It also had the only real closet in the whole house.  There 

was a shack added onto the back of the house, which Evan 

later fixed up into a pretty great band room.  I eventually 

got used to writing papers and studying with constant mu-

sic below me. 
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Glue Stick House 

  

 We made jokes about how our house was put to-

gether with a glue stick.  Life was pretty normal.  I got to 

like Eugene more and get to know the town more after 

living in a house.  I made breakfast and tea for myself 

every morning, which reminded me of my breakfasts with 

Clara and Julia.  We had a lot of parties, and managed to 

avoid getting anything more than a warning when cops 

came.  Since our house was so close to campus it would fill 

up with people that we didn’t know, so cops got called a 

few times.   

One of my favorite parties at that house was my 

twentieth birthday party.  It was an 80’s party, and all my 

friends from home came.  The end of the night was a giant 

slumber party.  The giant slumber party was pretty much 

directly related to Patrick and I getting together.  Julie and 

Julia were in my bed, so I ended up sleeping in Patrick’s 

bed.  One thing led to another.  In the beginning we were 

reluctant to make any sort of commitment since we were 

roommates and we were going to live in the house for an-
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other year.  When I dropped Patrick off at the airport for 

the summer I did not really know what was going to hap-

pen.  I figured we would resume being friends when we 

were all back in the house again.   

The first night I really wanted to call Patrick, but 

determined that it would be weird.  He called me the next 

day and made up some story about forgetting something 

that I needed to send to him.  We talked for a long time 

and by the end of the conversation he admitted it was a lie.  

I confessed that I had wanted to call him the night before, 

so we started talking every single day and he came back in 

the beginning of July.  The rest of our summer together 

was pretty relaxed.  A lot of nights were spent drinking beer 

on the porch and renting movies. 
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Canada 

 

 For Spring Break that year Evan, Patrick, and I 

drove up to Canada.  We had been planning it for months 

and then a few days before we were supposed to leave my 

grandmother passed away.  It was kind of sudden.  About a 

year before I came to the realization that my grandmother 

may not have very much time left.  This one day I just saw 

it in her eyes.  I took it upon myself to tell her everything 

that I thought she should know on that day.  She kind of 

laughed at me a little bit.  I think maybe she knew what I 

was doing.  When I looked at her that day I just knew that 

she may not hold on much longer.  It was about a year 

later when she actually passed.  One night she went to 

sleep and never woke up.   

My father called me and asked if I was done with 

my finals.   I said yes and then he told me that my grand-

mother had passed.  I spoke with my mother and we just 

cried on the phone with each other.  My grandfather told 

my mother that I shouldn’t let the funeral get in the way of 

my trip to Canada.  On our way up we stopped at my 
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house.  My sister and nephews flew in, so I saw them for a 

short time.   

I went with my mom and my grandfather to make 

sure everything was set up right.  I had never been to a 

funeral or seen a dead person.  I walked up to the casket 

first.  When I saw my grandmother I guess I went into a 

little bit of shock and I didn’t think it was her.  I was about 

to say that we were in the wrong room when my mother 

walked up to the casket.  She put her hands on my grand-

mother’s and said, “Mom, you look so beautiful.”  I stayed 

with my hands on my grandmother’s for a long time and 

kissed her forehead.  The three of us sat on one of the 

benches and cried for a long time.  I did not go to the fu-

neral, but I got to have my last time with my grandmother.  

We found out how old my grandmother was. 

My grandmother never told anyone how old she 

was.  No one who was alive knew, not even my grandfa-

ther.  It was kind of a game to try to figure out how old she 

was.  When I was little I would always ask her and she 

would just tell me that she didn’t tell people her age.  When 

my brother started talking I would tell him to go ask 
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grandma how old she was.  I figured he was so little and 

cute that she wouldn’t be able to resist telling him.  I was 

wrong.  She never told him either.  My mom told me that 

when she asked my grandmother how old she was that she 

just replied, “You’ll find out someday,” implying that my 

mom would find out when she died and the county seat 

put the date on her stone.  It turns out my grandmother 

was 88 when she died.  I thought it was a cool age to die 

because it looks like two infinity symbols. 

We drove up to Canada.  It was pretty late when 

we finally got to Vancouver and we pretty much wondered 

around until we found a hotel.  We stayed there for a few 

days exploring.  The best day was the first day.  We found 

this awesome brewery and had lunch outside with good 

conversation.   

Some other friends of ours were up in Vancouver 

as well, so we went out with them a couple of times.  We 

went to all sorts of places, but my favorite was Yales.  It 

had live music and we would dance when we went there.  

At one point we managed to figure out how to get on the 

roof of the hotel.  It was cool to sit up there and watch the 
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city.  I have never seen so many hookers in my life; it was 

really strange to watch them from the roof.  After Vancou-

ver we took the ferry to Victoria and stayed in a much nicer 

hotel that was actually cheaper.  There was a cool bar 

called Big Bad Johns.  It was really small and had crap all 

over the walls that various people had stuck there.  There 

were bras hanging from the ceiling.  If you give them your 

bra you get a tee shirt and then they add the bra to the 

collection.  The bartenders dress like hicks, they only play 

Johnny Cash, and you can throw your peanut shells on the 

floor.  When we went there we met a lot of strangers be-

cause it was so small.   

We stumbled to another bar that had a cover 

band.  I think they were going to close before we came in.  

The band started playing all sorts of music and I had the 

feeling that they were trying to play something that we 

wouldn’t like to get rid of us, but it was not working.  The 

last song they played was Weezer’s Butterfly.  We all slow 

danced and sang along.   

When we headed back south we got stuck at the 

border for hours.  Finally we got through and dropped 
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Evan off in Seattle.  I had to drive the rest of the way be-

cause Patrick doesn’t drive.  By the time we got back to 

Eugene at two in the morning I was totally exhausted.  I 

was going to go inside and grab something to eat before I 

got all of my shit out of the car.  I ended up falling asleep 

and waking up around four.  When I woke up I went out-

side to get my stuff.  I found my car window open and it 

took me a minute to realize that my car had been broken 

into.  I popped the trunk and they had taken everything.  

The bastards even took my sunglasses out of the glove 

compartment.  I called the cops and Patrick and I rode 

around on our bikes checking nearby dumpsters, but we 

didn’t find anything.  I lost all of my clothes, but the shitty 

thing was that my address book, passport, and glasses got 

stolen.  My passport now says, “This is a replacement for a 

stolen passport” in the back.  I never got anything back and 

it sucks to know that they probably threw most of my stuff 

away.  I am so thankful that I didn’t lose my journal or my 

film. 
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Fortaleza 

 

 The flight to Fortaleza was pretty long because the 

plane went all the way down to Sao Paulo and then all the 

way back up to Fortaleza.  Fortaleza is a big city on the 

North Eastern tip of Brazil.  Clara had just moved to a new 

apartment before I came.  It was ridiculously nice for what 

she paid.  It was a one-bedroom apartment with a balcony 

and two bathrooms.  It had 24-hour security with a swim-

ming pool and it was a block away from the beach and it 

cost only 600 reals a month, which was $200 at the time.  

Before I went to Brazil I went to a travel clinic and the lady 

basically made me think I was going to get some kind of 

disease while I was gone.  I got a few shots and I had pills 

incase I got Dengue, and other pills incase I went into the 

Amazon to prevent Malaria.  I was in Brazil a little over a 

month and I think I got bitten by a mosquito maybe three 

times.  Thankfully I did not come back with any diseases.   

We did a lot of normal things.  Clara and I spent a 

lot of time walking on the beach.  We also spent a lot of 

time exploring the city, going to bars, raves, festivals, meet-
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ing people etc.  Clara had a new boyfriend named Adri-

ano, so I spent a lot of time feeling like a third wheel and 

missing Patrick.  The three of us spent a lot of time cooking 

really good food for each other.  I love Clara’s cooking, 

and Adriano definitely knew what he was doing in the 

kitchen.  Sometimes I cooked dinner, but I made a cheese-

cake for them, and then I ended up making three more 

while I was there.  They absolutely loved it and Adriano 

made me make one for his sister.  It’s sort of a family rec-

ipe.  When I was in first grade the Christmas present we 

made for our parents was a cookbook.  We were all sup-

posed to submit two family recipes.  One of the recipe’s I 

submitted was supposedly my grandmother’s recipe, but I 

later found out that it was actually courtesy of one my 

dad’s college buddies, but it is still an authentic New York 

recipe with my own twist.   

The first week that I was in Brazil Patrick called 

me.  He seemed very lonely.  In not so many words he told 

me he was in love with me.  He said, “My mom thinks I’m 

in love with you, and I do too.”  I don’t remember what my 

exact response was, but I didn’t want to do it over the 
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phone for the first time.  I tried to be obvious that the feel-

ing was mutual.  I was really happy to hear from him, and 

we started scheduling times for him to call.  We talked 

about every four days for a couple of hours and I always 

looked forward to it.   

I hated spending the night at Adriano’s apartment.  

He and Clara would always sleep in really late, and I’d al-

ways get woken up ass early by the sun.  They did not 

have any blinds and their apartment was on the nineteenth 

floor, so the sun would shine through the glass.  It was 

really bright and hot.  One morning I think I listened to the 

Bob Marley album Legend over and over again because I 

had nothing else to do, and it was fucking miserable.  The 

mornings at Adriano’s were okay when the girl that cleaned 

his apartment came.  Her name was Jessaiah and she 

could speak English.  We would drink coffee and talk, but 

the mornings that she did not come were absolutely dread-

ful.  
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Different Ways 

 

 It seems that it is perfectly normal and expected for 

everyone to be unfaithful.  A lot of people seem to marry 

for money, and people seem to go crazy with the drugs.  

I’m really not used to those kinds of things in my immedi-

ate reality.  One night we did ecstasy at a rave in the 

“mountains” It looked like a hill to me.  A lot of the people 

around me seemed to be eating it all night and then 

around ten in the morning we were with about ten people 

and everyone except me proceeded to pass around half 

gallons of whiskey and vodka and they finished off both 

bottles and started looking for more.  I could not believe it.  

Drinking straight liquor after a night like that was about the 

last thing I wanted to do.  I was pretty much amazed that 

these people were drinking and what was more amazing is 

that they wanted to.   

I got indirectly caught up in some drama with one 

of Clara’s friends.  I really liked her, she was Carem.  She is 

from Amazonia and has the most beautiful hair that I have 

ever seen.  The first time I met her she brought food for 
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Clara and I over to the apartment.  We started eating and 

she seemed very happy and then all of the sudden she just 

started crying.  I had no idea what was going on because 

they were speaking Portuguese.  Basically what happened 

was Carem married for money.  She met this Dutch guy 

that was visiting Fortaleza and they fell in love.  He was 

going to break up with his girlfriend of four years and 

Carem was going to divorce her husband so they could be 

together.  She told her husband and then the Dutch guy 

wrote her back and said that before he broke up with his 

girlfriend she told him that she was pregnant.   

Carem gave me all these printed e-mails to read.  

They had been going back and forth.  I ended up helping 

her write an e-mail to him.  They communicated in English, 

but she doesn’t speak the best English.   She told Clara 

what she wanted to say and then Clara told me and then I 

wrote it in English.  It was a pretty crazy first encounter.  

We went out with her a lot and she was really fun.   

I met a lot of people while I was there.  We met a 

lot of Dutch people.  I guess there is a direct flight from 

Amsterdam to Fortaleza, so a lot of people come to Brazil 
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for vacation.  I didn’t meet any native English speakers 

until the last week, I met an American guy and an English 

girl in the same night.  One night we went to Pizza Hut, 

which is completely different than Pizza Hut in the States.  

It was really bad pizza in my opinion.  There were some 

English dudes there and one of Clara’s friends said to me 

“Oh look Jessica it’s your cousins.”  I thought it was pretty 

funny because Clara told me that her friends said that to 

her all the time when there were Europeans around.  I also 

met a guy named Sergio that I became friends with.  He 

came over to Clara’s apartment one night.  I showed him 

my pictures and he was totally amazed by Oregon.  There 

were some pictures of the forest and Mt. Hood.  I know 

that I live in an extremely beautiful place, but I also grew 

up with it.  It was really nice to see someone who lived in 

Brazil think Oregon looked so amazing.   
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Redonda 

 

 My favorite parts of the trip were spent in these 

really small beach towns.  The first time it was Clara, Adri-

ano, Adriano’s sister Mara, and I.  We rented a car and 

drove to Canoa Quebrada.  People got a kick out of us 

traveling together because Clara is French, Adriano and 

Mara are from Argentina, and I am American.  People 

seemed curious about how we all ended up together.  Mara 

and I shared a room, which was somewhat interesting be-

cause we could not talk to each other.  In college I decided 

to take French because I had gone to visit Clara so many 

times, but now I was in a Portuguese-speaking place.  Mara 

and I did the charades thing and listened to music, so it 

worked out fine.  At one point I tried to speak Spanish to 

Adriano.   I told him that I liked his sister and he seemed 

very confused, which confused me because I was sure I 

had said it correctly.  Turns out when you use gusta in re-

gard to a person it means you like them sexually, so I un-

derstand the confusion now.   
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One of the days we drove an hour down the 

beach.  I had never driven along the beach before.  We 

almost got stuck at one point on the way back because the 

tide started to come in, but we made it.  The second time 

we went to Redonda Beach, and it was just Clara and I.  

We took the bus and got off on this really dark road.  

When Clara told the bus driver where we wanted to get off 

everyone seemed shocked and he was trying to convince 

us not to get off the bus.  We were not persuaded and we 

began to walk down this really long road that was not lit at 

all.  It was so fucking dark and there were only trees to ei-

ther side of us.  If the moon had not been out that night we 

would not have been able to see anything.  A guy on his 

motorcycle going in the opposite direction turned around 

and gave us a ride down to the town.  We got a room 

around the cliff that was sticking out on the beach.  The 

rooms are so cheap there and they make really good 

breakfast for you in the morning with fresh squeezed juice.  

After we got our room we set out to find a restaurant that 

was still open and still had food left.   
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Since I was fourteen I stopped eating meat includ-

ing fish.  In Brazil I ate it a few times.  We found a restau-

rant that had a fish.  They cooked it up for us and we ate 

the whole thing.  The girl that served us seemed totally sur-

prised  and in disbelief that we had walked so far in the 

dark.  It was strange to me that people seemed so genu-

inely afraid of the dark.   

A lot of the people who live at this beach never 

leave.  Some people seemed really shocked by my pres-

ence.  Clara is white too, but she is tan as hell with brown 

hair and brown eyes.  I stuck out like a soar thumb.  I have 

blue eyes and I had blonde and pink streaks in my hair, a 

bunch of earrings, and some tattoos.  People starred at me.  

At one point this girl stopped in her tracks when she saw 

me and starred me down.  She continued starring at me as 

I passed her.  It kind of freaked me out.   

Clara had some friends at this beach.  My favorite 

was Saonao.  I imagine him as the old wise man in town.  

Clara told me too that everyone goes to him for advice.  

News travels fast on the beach by word of mouth, it’s really 

fascinating.  The first time Clara had traveled to the beach 
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Saonao came out of his house and told her and her friends 

to set up their hammocks in his yard.  He had heard they 

were coming and told them they could stay as long as they 

wanted and made them breakfast in the morning.   

I got a real kick out of him as he did me.  He was 

telling us stories and Clara would translate for me.  He kept 

laughing and slapping his knee suddenly.  I finally asked 

Clara why he kept laughing and she told me it was because 

he couldn’t believe that I was there and thought that I was 

such a strange person to meet.  Even though I could not 

talk to him directly, it was really nice to spend time with 

him.  He never really left the beach and he had been a 

fisherman all his life, like most people there.  I loved watch-

ing the fisherman.  They would get up before the sun and 

their boats would be out all day.  When the sun began to 

go down they would come back to shore and gradually roll 

their boats over the sand using two barrels.   

Saonao is the type of person that can restore one’s 

faith in humanity.  He lived in a small cement house and is 

probably one of the happiest, most positive people anyone 

could meet.  He gave me a giant starfish that he had found.  
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When I went home I made some mixed CD’s for him that I 

sent to Clara to deliver to him because he had a CD player 

and he was always listening to reggae.    

When we left Redonda we missed the bus back to 

the station.  We got a ride down the long road and waited 

for a ride at the intersection.  There were almost no cars.  

We sat there for a while and only a few cars went by, and 

none of them stopped.  Eventually this older man came to 

try to catch a ride too.  We were afraid that it was going to 

be even harder to catch a ride, but a few minutes later a 

family of four drove up and stuffed all three of us in their 

car.  The kids sat on Clara’s lap and mine, and they drove 

us to the bus station.  The buses are crazy too.  They have 

no real schedule and sometimes they don’t come.  There 

are also illegal buses.  They are basically big vans that drive 

around and pick people up and it costs the same as the 

regular bus.  They also cram as many people as they can 

into the buses, so sometimes you end up standing with 

your head pressed up against the ceiling at a right angle, 

and they will fill the isles with people even if the ride is 
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hours long.  Thankfully our bus back to Fortaleza was not 

too crowded and we made it back pretty comfortably. 

My last night in Brazil was awesome.  Clara and I 

went out for the last time and then stayed up all night talk-

ing and smoking joints.  Every time we see each other it is 

always the same, but we spend so much time catching 

each other up with everything that has happened in our 

separate lives.  Every time I visit Clara we try to stay up all 

night on the last night, but we usually end up falling asleep 

for at least a couple hours.  This last night was great be-

cause it was just the two of us hanging out and talking like 

the good old days.  Clara came with me to the airport.  We 

ran into some of the Dutch guys that we had met and spent 

time with on a few occasions.  It is always hard to leave 

her.   True to form I did not cry until I got on the plane.   

So I missed my flight from Sao Paulo.  I thought I 

was going to be stuck in the airport all night with the creepy 

security guards and two reals in my wallet.  I finally found a 

place that had international calling cards.  They lasted for 

seven minutes and forty-seven seconds, and I have no idea 

how many I bought.   I called Patrick and we ended up 
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telling each other that we loved each other over the phone.  

Patrick was worried that something would happen to me 

and he would never get the chance to tell me in person.  I 

got a hold of my parents and my father found a bi-lingual 

hotel online.  He called them and told them my situation.  

He asked if they would pay the taxi driver and then add it 

to my bill, which they did.  I did the charades thing again 

with the taxi driver and finally he understood what I was 

getting at.  We got to the hotel and they paid him, and I 

checked into my room.   

I finally got back to Oregon.  I really love flying 

back into Portland and driving home through the city.  It’s 

always so refreshing to see the city again and feel home.  

My family and Patrick came to pick me up at the airport.  

The first thing Patrick and I said to each other was “I love 

you”.  We went back to Eugene and started Fall Term the 

next day with an 8am drawing class.   
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New Year’s In San Fran 

 

 I spent New Year’s 2002 and 2003 in San Fran-

cisco.  The first time Evan and I drove down and stayed 

with Dana in Oakland and Amy in San Francisco.  On New 

Years Dana’s water balloon launcher came out again.  

There is a cereal factory across the street from Dana’s 

house that became our target.  We launched all the pro-

duce and pretty much everything else we could find at the 

factory including a piñata and leftover lasagna.  We man-

aged to break a couple of windows.  The drive back we 

ended up taking some of Amy and Dana’s high school 

friends with us, Forrest and Spencer.  They were hilarious 

additions to the road trip.  We drove up the 1 and stopped 

in Mendocino to visit some friends before we continued 

back to Eugene. 

  The second time we went down to San Francisco 

for New Year’s Evan and I drove again.  Kristen and 

Sanam drove in Kristen’s car.  Patrick flew into San Fran 

from L.A., and Damien took the bus.  We stayed at Dana’s 

house again.  The water balloon launcher came out once 
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again.  This time we actually launched water balloons, but 

we put watercolor paint in them.  We went to the other side 

of the factory and launched the balloons at this enormous 

white wall.  The paint actually spread a lot down the side of 

this factory.  When we headed back to Oregon again Evan 

and Damien went with Kristen and Sanam.  Patrick and I 

drove up the 1again.  We missed the junction from 101 in 

San Francisco, but we ended up driving through wine 

country and getting back over to the 1.  We stopped in 

Mendocino and tracked down our friend Isa.  I remem-

bered where the restaurant that she worked was.   

We arrived about fifteen minutes before the restau-

rant closed.  Isa did not work there anymore, but her old 

boss gave us directions to the hotel where she started work-

ing.  When we first walked in she did not quite register who 

we were, and then the surprise hit her face.  Patrick and I 

went to dinner at a local brewery and got a coffee.  We ran 

into our friend Eli at the coffee shop.  Isa got off work and 

we all hung out at her house for a while and then Patrick 

and I got back on the road.  I ended up getting super tired, 

so we ended up staying the night in Garberville, and we 
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almost stayed in the shittiest place I have ever seen in my 

life.   

We got this motel room and it smelled like nothing 

I had ever smelled and looked like the type of place where 

rapes and murders happen all the time.  We went back and 

asked for a smoking room because we thought a smoking 

room would at least smell like smoke.  The guy just put us 

in the room next door and brought us an ashtray.  We 

were going to stick it out until I saw the shower.  We were 

trying to think of excuses because we had already paid, he 

came back and I just blurted out I think we’re going to keep 

driving.  The guy actually gave us our money back.  It was 

nearly three in the morning, so I felt bad, but he had rented 

a room to other people just before us, so we hadn’t woken 

him up.  We went down the street to the Best Western and 

I tell you what it was well worth the extra money. 

The next day we checked out and drove on the 

scenic route the Highway of the Giants.  We stopped at a 

lot of the landmark trees.  The Redwoods are so incredibly 

amazing.  The trees make you feel so powerless because 

they are so enormous and just tower over you.  Patrick and 
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I hiked a little bit and found this tree that had fallen over.  

The diameter of the bottom of the tree was like five times 

as tall as me.  We also got out and took pictures at Patrick’s 

Pointe and with the giant Paul Bunyan and Blue Ox.   

It got dark and it is kind of scary to drive through 

there at night.  The roads are incredibly narrow and wind-

ing.  There are no lights at all and if your car breaks down 

or runs our of gas you are pretty much fucked.  We made it 

out of the woods just fine.  After a long drive it is always a 

relief to get back on Oregon soil even though there may 

still be hours of driving left.  We finally made it back to 

Eugene and I was exhausted, but I brought all my stuff in-

side before I passed out. 
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New House 

 

 Spring Break after Canada we went camping out 

in the Umpqua National Forrest.  Patrick and I weren’t 

really sure where we were going to live the next year.  We 

decided not to live together.  At the time I didn’t really 

want to live alone yet, but I thought it would be good for us 

to live apart since we hadn’t done that while we were to-

gether.  One day we went for a walk and we started talking 

about moving and what our new living situations were go-

ing to be.  We decided that we would continue living to-

gether, but that we would still have other roommates.  

There was some deliberation and then we decided to ask 

our friends Jazpur and Alicia if they wanted to get a house 

with us.  They both agreed. 

Patrick has really bad allergies.  Some of our 

friends went to the beach one Sunday.  I couldn’t go be-

cause I had to write a paper.  Patrick wasn’t going to go if I 

couldn’t, but I convinced him to go because it would be a 

fun boys trip and his allergies would clear up at the beach.  

After they left we started getting a lot of phone calls from 
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his house.  There were a couple of phone calls that I didn’t 

answer because Patrick wasn’t there and then I left for a 

while.  When I got back the caller ID showed that there had 

been multiple calls from Patrick’s parents house.  I knew 

something was wrong.  The next time they called I an-

swered.  It was his sister Kara.  She wouldn’t tell me what 

was wrong, but she said it wasn’t good news.  I had no way 

of getting a hold of Patrick.  When he got home I told him 

that he needed to call home immediately and that it was 

going to be bad news.  He said, “I bet my lizard died.”   

When he called his house, he was only on the 

phone for a moment before he burst into tears.  Kara’s fi-

ancé had died.  He was part of their family and Patrick 

thought of him as a brother.  Our friends Forrest, Brett, and 

Matt came over and made dinner.  We all had a mourning 

night together.  It’s really amazing how many people you 

affect when you die, that you may not even know exist.  I 

had never met Sean, but I knew him through Patrick’s sto-

ries and my empathy for his family was so overwhelming.  

Patrick had to go back to Las Angeles immediately for the 

funeral and to support his sister and family.    
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That spring we had found a tiny kitten.  One 

morning I was putting stuff in our compost pile and I woke 

up this kitten that was so small I didn’t notice her.  She 

started squirming around.  I went inside and told Evan and 

Patrick that the stray must have had her kittens because I 

had found one.  They went out to look at her and ended 

up bringing her inside.  She was so small that she could sit 

in the palm of your hand.   I took her to the vet and they 

said she was about two or three weeks old.  We had to mix 

formula into her food.  Initially we were going to try to find 

her a home, but she quickly became part of our family.  

Having her around saved me from being lonely when Pat-

rick left for L.A.  We named her Luna because of a dream 

Patrick had.  It fits her perfectly because she is all black, but 

she has a little white moon under her chin and she’s crazy. 

Jazpur went back to Mendocino and Alicia and I 

were stuck looking for houses, which is a hellish chore in 

Eugene.  I was worried that we wouldn’t find a house be-

fore I left for Cape Cod and that I would have to move all 

of mine and Patrick’s stuff into storage.  Patrick’s family has 



 

 151

a house over in Cape Cod, so we were going for a couple 

of months.   

Alicia and I found a house a few days before I had 

to leave.  I spent those three days packing up and moving 

all of our stuff.  Most of the stuff in the house was mine or 

Patrick’s, so it was quite a job.  My mom came down and 

helped me, and Brett helped, but the last night I still had a 

lot of stuff to do.  I was moving until early in the morning 

and then I finally had my last load and drove away from 

my new house up to Portland.   

The next day I flew to Providence, Rhode Island.  

Luna rode to the airport on my lap and then I had to say 

goodbye to my little cat.  Kara and Patrick’s mother had 

driven across the country and made it to Providence a 

couple hours after I arrived.  We went and got lunch and 

then went back to the airport to get Patrick.  His flight came 

in a few hours after mine from L.A., and then we drove to 

The Cape. 

 



 

 152

The Job 

 

 We spent two months in Cape Code.  It was a truly 

all American summer.  We went to baseball games, ice 

cream parlors, whale watching, swam in lakes, went to the 

beach, the drive-in, block parties, and clambakes.   Origi-

nally we were going to get jobs at a family friends restau-

rant, but it did not work out.  Patrick’s mother Kate said 

that we could work for her until we found jobs.  We were 

going to help her paint the house and do some yard work 

for her.  A huge part of their property was overgrown with 

Cape Cod Honeysuckle, Ivy, Poison Ivy, and various other 

weeds and bushes.  The second day she asked Patrick to 

take out one of the honeysuckles.  This was the beginning.  

For the next two months Patrick and I worked for Kate.  

The properties in Cape Cod aren’t very big, but the area 

that was overgrown was the equivalent to two houses on 

the next row.  Patrick and I used handsaws and clippers to 

take all the crap out.  We both got poison ivy in various 

places and had it somewhere on our bodies for about a 

month.  We loaded a trailer with the debris to take to the 
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dump.  It was extremely rewarding work.  Every single day 

we saw our progress.   

All the houses in Cape Cod have outdoor showers.  

At the end of everyday I would take a shower outside.  

Sometimes it would be dark and I could look up at the stars 

while I washed all the sweat away.  By the end we were 

running out of time, so Kate hired some guys to come get 

rid of the rest of the debris.  Patrick and I started planting 

bushes and grass before we left.  Kate goes out to the Cape 

all the time and she sends us pictures once in a while.  It 

looks completely different from the first day I walked up to 

the house.  There was a little patch of grass in front and a 

small path on the side of the deck and then a wall of 

bushes.  It was very rewarding and I can’t wait to go back 

and see it. 

 I met a lot of Patrick’s family while I was there.  

Kara stayed for a while, but then she had to go off and find 

an apartment in San Francisco before  she started medical 

school.  His father came for a period of time.  I had met 

him before, but I got to know him on the trip.  Kevin is an 

older famous actor.  It was kind of strange to go out to eat 
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with him because people would stare at our table and I had 

never experienced anything like that before.  He is a very 

animated human being with a very strong presence.  Some 

of his children are in their fifties from his previous marriage.  

I met all of them too.  There were people that Kate knew 

since she was a kid that were still around and her sister 

owns the house next door, so I met Patrick’s aunt and un-

cle and cousins.  We had a lot of dinner parties.  Patrick’s 

family all talks a lot and the dinner table would be very 

lively except when someone asked me a question then the 

whole table would go silent and everyone would look at 

me.  It was like being in a television show.  This was my 

breaking point for eating fish again.  The clams and lobster 

are amazing.   I dream about the meal I had at the clam-

bake.  
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Back To The West 

  

Patrick and I decided to drive back across the 

country with Kate.  Kara started medical school, so Kate 

would have been alone if we did not go.  Patrick and Kate 

had to convince me, but I decided to go with them because 

I had never driven across the country before.  It seemed 

really intimidating to me. 

My grandmother was a schoolteacher, so during 

the summers she would take my dad, aunt, and uncles on 

road trips all over the country.  That is pretty much how my 

dad ended up in Oregon.  He grew up in New York and 

Pennsylvania, but he decided to go to grad school at Uni-

versity of Oregon because he thought Oregon was a beau-

tiful state.  He’s been in Oregon ever since.   

When we were getting ready to leave it was kind of 

hectic.  We had to clean the house and get everything 

packed up.  Kara’s dogs Boo Bear and Jesse were with us 

as well, and they both got sick they day we were supposed 

to leave.  The trip started off late.  We drove to Providence 

and stayed the night at Patrick’s Aunt Barbara’s house.  
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Providence seems like a fun city and I hope I get a chance 

to go back there someday.  The next day started off bright 

and early.  We drove to New York City and spent the day 

there running around everywhere as fast as we could.  That 

night we stayed in Rockaway, New Jersey.  The breakfast 

place we went to was awesome and I wish there was one 

near me.  I got eggs, hash browns, toast, coffee, and or-

ange juice for $3.50.   

That day we drove through five states.  In Penn-

sylvania and Ohio we saw a few Amish Buggies.  After we 

cleared five states and got to Illinois, we stayed the night in 

Joliet.  The next day was more interesting.  We made it to 

South Dakota and drove through The Badlands.  That 

place makes me want to get a motorcycle even more.  I 

now know where Wall Drug is and you can still get a cup of 

coffee there for 5 cents, although I wasn’t too interested in 

tasting it.  We also stopped in Sturgis, but we were too late 

for the rally.  That night we stayed in Mitchell, South Da-

kota.  It is home to the only existing Corn Palace.  All along 

the highways there are billboards for the Corn Palace.  The 

hotel we stayed in that night was called The AmericInn.  
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That was probably the best night.  There was a softball 

team there.  When Patrick and I went to walk the dogs we 

discovered a tailgate party in the parking lot.  Kate, Patrick, 

and I got drunk and then went swimming.  There was a 

pool table as well.  We decided that since we had seen so 

many billboards for the Corn Palace that we should go see 

it.  It was really unimpressive.  I think we were standing 

there for about five seconds and then decided to leave.   

We got to Cody, Wyoming that night, and we had 

dinner in Wild Bill’s restaurant.  When Patrick was little and 

they went on a road trip they ate at the same restaurant.  It 

was complete with the antler chandeliers.  We got a chance 

to chill out on the driving the next day because we went to 

Yellowstone Park.  That place is amazing.  We saw tons of 

wildlife including a bear and a buffalo that walked past a 

car.  The buffalo was walking in the right direction on the 

street and we were going the opposite way.  We stopped 

the car and the buffalo walked right past.  It was maybe 

two feet away from the car.  Old Faithful blew right when 

we got there.  It was perfect timing.   
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My favorite part of Yellowstone that I saw was the 

bacteria matts.  When you drive past them they are all 

steamy and you can see people’s silhouettes in the steam.  

There is a thin layer of very hot acidic water and under-

neath are the bacteria matts.  There are paths built over it 

so you can walk around.  The matts are all kinds of vibrant 

colors.  All shades of oranges, blues, and greens.  It is a 

little nerve racking because the paths are narrow and if you 

fell in, you would certainly get burned.  I was fascinated by 

people’s willingness to take such risks to take pictures.  

When we saw the bear tons of people were walking up 

entirely too close to it to take pictures.  At the bacteria 

matts this man was on top of a ladder on one of the narrow 

paths taking pictures while people walked by him.   When 

we left the park we ended up in the corner of Montana.   

We were in Montana for about twenty minutes be-

fore we hit Idaho.  That night we stayed in Pocatello.  We 

intended to drive through the Saw Tooth Mountains, but 

we ran out of time.  When we finally hit Oregon the next 

day I felt right at home.  We stopped to have lunch in 

Baker City because that’s where our friend Kristen is from.  
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The entire trip Kate drove the whole time.   At a rest stop 

about an hour and a half away from Portland I made her 

let me drive so that she could see Multnomah Falls on the 

way past.  We drove through Portland and to my parent’s 

house.  It felt really good to be back home.  Kate met my 

parents and my grandfather for the first time and it went 

well.  She stayed the night with us in Eugene and then 

drove back to L.A. the next day.  Patrick and I had to pre-

pare for school once again and start getting our house set 

up.  Everything was still in boxes from when I moved it all 

in. 
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Cambria 

 

When Julia first got to San Francisco she survived 

off of pancakes for a couple of months, but she eventually 

found a good job.  She called me on my birthday and said 

that she was trying to find a present for me, but that she 

decided what she really wanted was to take a weekend trip 

with me somewhere.  We wanted to go out of the country, 

but not too far, so we decided on Mexico.  She was sup-

posed to surprise me with the exact location.  She e-mailed 

me and said that we weren’t going to Mexico and that I’d 

never guess where we were going.  Well, I did guess and 

she had made us reservations at a nudist colony.  I was 

reluctant and she told me to look at their website and I’d 

feel better; however, when I got to the website I felt even 

worse about the idea.  The opening page had a porn star 

looking woman picking an orange.  It also said that no one 

was allowed to wear any clothing at all whatsoever so that 

no one would feel uncomfortable.  I thought it was a little 

strange when I was browsing the photos and all the staff 

was wearing clothes.  I thought that would make me feel 
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really uncomfortable.  I convinced Julia that we shouldn’t 

go, so we decided to do a weekend road trip.  The first 

night I arrived we rented a car, went out for pizza, and then 

ended up meeting a bunch of people and playing a dice 

game at the bar.  When the bar closed we bought more 

beer and went to one of the guy’s houses and stayed up all 

night long.  One of his girlfriends came over.  She was ex-

tremely interested in Julia and tried to pursue it all night.  

Julia did not budge at all on that one.  We had breakfast 

with them in the morning and then parted ways.  Julia and 

I  had planned to drive south on the 1 for not more than 

five hours because we did not want to spend too much 

time traveling.  Around 9:30 am we started our road trip.  

We decided not to go to sleep otherwise we’d never wake 

up.   Our plan was to drive until we found a town we 

wanted to stay in.  We almost stayed in this shitty town that 

was just a strip of hotels because we were getting close to 

the five-hour mark.  The town was so shitty that we de-

cided that we would drive to the next town.  The next town 

was Cambria and it was just what we were looking for.  

Coincidentally, it was almost exactly five hours away.   
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Julia insisted that we get a room with a Jacuzzi.  

We wondered around the town for a bit and got dinner.  

When we got back to the hotel I told her we couldn’t get in 

the Jacuzzi before we went out because we would just get 

tired.  While I was in the bathroom Julia started running 

the water and got in before I could say anything.  We 

soaked for an hour and a half talking, and it actually woke 

us up.  That night we found a bar with live music.  Before 

we left we ended up meeting the band and finding out 

about an after party, so we stayed out until four or so in the 

morning and only got a few hours of sleep.  In the morning 

we had breakfast and checked out.  We went around the 

town again and did a bunch of antique shopping.  In our 

quest we found an awesome thrift store and I finally got a 

polaroid camera and Julia found these awesome roller 

skates that were black with red wheels.  Also, we checked 

out the cemetery there.  It was interesting because the 

cemetery was very small, but there were huge family plots.  

We recognized some of the last names from the names of 

some of the businesses in town.  We had lunch and went to 

the tavern for some beers and a few games of pool before 
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we got on the road.   The tavern also had a jukebox, which 

is always a bonus in my opinion.  We got back on the road 

again and got to San Francisco around ten.   

I met Joel, Julia’s boyfriend.  He is the same guy 

whose car Julia drove across the country.  We ended up 

going to a burning man party in the city.  He brought his 

friend Mark.  Turns out Mark's uncle is the hotdog stand 

guy on the U of O campus.  It was a very strange coinci-

dence because I walk by the hotdog stand everyday and 

hate it because it smells really good.  It makes me think I 

want a hotdog even though I know that I really don’t.  I 

was under the impression that we were going to a house 

party so I brought my six-pack.   Joel and his friend Mark 

thought it was strange and I was confused, but when we 

got there I realized it was more like a rave that you could 

buy drinks at.   

When we first got there the door man refused to let 

us in and kept telling us to walk up the block and come 

back, but then he still wouldn’t let us in.  Joel finally just 

walked right in and the doorman did not do anything.  The 

door man told Julia, Mark, and I to go up the block.  Joel 



 

 166

finally came back and said if you walk past him he won’t 

do anything.  Joel and Julia ran up the stairs, but the guy 

stopped Mark and I.  Somehow I convinced him to let me 

go and I could not find Julia or Joel anywhere.  It was 

pretty crazy.  Within five minutes a guy tried to buy drugs 

from me.  There was a dj on one end with the lights on and 

a dj on the other side of the building with the lights off.  

There was artwork everywhere.  I was totally sober aside 

from the sleep deprivation and everyone else seemed to be 

balls out fucked up.  Twenty minutes later Julia found me.  

We went on the roof after that and there were a bunch of 

sculptures up there and a fire pit.   Julia and I sat next to 

these people that had puppets.  The woman had a glove 

and each finger was a monkey head.  The guy had a rabbit 

puppet.  One of the “monkeys”  told Julia to let the rabbit 

poop on her.  I told Julia not to eat the rabbit poop.  Mark 

never got in, so Joel went to go get him, but he was over it 

and wanted to leave.   

We went out and then Joel was missing again.  

While we waited for Joel we realized that the place was 

totally staked out with security.  There were a couple white 
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vans that were driving in the exact same pattern over and 

over again.  There were also a couple guys on foot dressed 

all in black that were running the same path over and over 

as well.  Mark told us that there was another dude hiding in 

one of the parked cars.  The whole thing was really bizarre.  

Joel finally came back and we had a little slumber party, 

but we only slept for a few hours again.  Joel and I told 

each other what we thought the other one’s flaw was after 

knowing each other for a night.  It was awesome and no 

one was offended.  They took me to the airport the next 

day.  I had to fly through Reno on the way back.  The 

whole plane was pretty much people from Oregon. 

A lot of people talked with each other and was 

very nice.  That is one reason why I love Portland, every-

one is so friendly.  It was a Southwest flight, so there wasn’t 

assigned seating.  I think I got the very last seat in the back 

of the plane, but I actually sat next to two guys that were 

my age.  That was the first time I ever sat next to anyone 

my age on a plane.  One of them goes to a Christian 

School.  We actually had a really great philosophical and 
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religious conversation.  I told him about this psycho in 

down town Portland.   

One day Julia and I were meeting a friend at 

Skidmore Fountain.  There was a guy there preaching.  We 

were minding our own business waiting for our friend when 

he came to argue with us.  We were both having separate 

arguments with him.  All of the sudden he burst out that 

Julia was a whore and started yelling whore at her over 

and over.  She hit him and walked away as he continued 

to yell whore after her.  I told him that it was that it was 

really messed up.  He turned to me and asked me if I mas-

turbated or had pre-marital sex.  I told him it was none of 

his business and he started calling me a whore too.  The 

whole event was out of control.  I just walked away from 

him. When I turned to walk away from him this woman 

with a baby carriage said to me, “You can’t listen to him 

because you know you are a sinner.”  I remember feeling 

sorry for the poor child.   The funny thing is that the guy on 

the plane knew who I was talking about.  Apparently he’s 

known as Preacher Dan.  Once again it was good to see 
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the city lights of Portland.  I finally got to go to sleep after 

the whirlwind weekend. 
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San Francisco to Vegas 

 

 Patrick and I started out the summer with a draw-

ing marathon class that was incredibly intense.  Basically it 

was nine to nine for a week.  After that we drove to San 

Francisco again.  We stayed the night and then took off for 

Vegas.  Julia had never been there, but an old friend of 

hers was going to be there for the weekend.  Patrick and I 

had gone the summer before for my parents twenty-fifth 

wedding anniversary.  My sister Donna, Paul, and my 

nephews drove up from Arizona.  My parents renewed 

their wedding vows at a chapel called “Viva Las Vegas”  

They do all sorts of themes, but my parents did the classic 

Elvis.  Elvis sang love me tender as they walked out, and 

the whole thing was a lot classier than I had imagined.  My 

parents loved it.  They plan to go back for their thirtieth 

anniversary.   

 We stayed a few nights in Vegas and were ready 

to go after that.  The best part about Vegas is being able to 

drink beer twenty-four hours a day and walk down the 

street with it.  We’d get 40’s at a convenient store and just 
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walk around with them.  The noise of all the machines 

really gets to you after a while.  The drive back to San 

Francisco was nice.  It is interesting because at the border 

of California and Nevada there is nothing but desert on the 

California side and then you can see where it becomes Ne-

vada because there are a bunch of casinos.  The first part 

of the drive Julia drove and we told each other riddles and 

really gross stories.  When it got dark I took over.   

Patrick and I stayed for a few days in San Fran-

cisco.  We also visited his sister Kara.  The first night back, 

Joel came to Julia’s and we all went to a bar near her 

house and got really drunk.  The night was kicked off with 

little bottles of Wild Turkey Whiskey in Julia’s room.  She 

buys them because her favorite movie is Thelma and 

Louise.  Her room is riddled with little bottles of whiskey.   

 The next two nights we had barbecues at Kara’s 

apartment.  The first night it was Kara, Julia, Joel, Patrick, 

and I.  We got kind of a late start, but we made a huge 

meal and drank wine.  It was really nice.  Patrick appar-

ently makes the best steak ever.  The next night we were 

going to make dinner at Julia’s apartment, but we ended 
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up having it over at Kara’s again to avoid Julia’s room-

mate.  They brought Joel’s childhood friend Grady.  The 

next day Kara left for work and Patrick and I got all packed 

up and left.  We decided to drive up the 1again to go 

home.   

This time we pretty much drove straight.  We 

stopped in Mendocino again and had dinner at the same 

brewery.  Aside from piss breaks it was the only stop.  The 

drive turned out to be about fifteen hours.  When we did it 

before we stopped so many times that we did not really 

realize exactly how long it took.  That drive is truly beauti-

ful.  The coast in Northern California is amazing.  We al-

most had to stop for the night.  I drank several red bulls, 

but they wore off really quickly.  I decided we’d stop in 

Cresent City for the night.  Before we got to Cresent City 

Patrick and I got deep into conversation.  I got a little 

adrenaline rush from our conversation and we ended up 

driving all the way back to Eugene.  By the time we got 

there I felt like I could barely stand from the red bulls.  I 

don’t think I need to drive on the 1 for a while now or 

every drink red bull again.  That night I slept very well. 
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Brooklyn 

 

 A lot of our friends graduated that year and moved 

away.  Sanam had the opportunity to move to Brooklyn 

with her brother because one of his roommates moved out.  

She decided to go for it.  A few weeks after she moved I 

went to go visit her.  Aside from the day trip while driving 

across the country I had never been to New York.  I had a 

really good time with her and it was fun to explore the city 

together.  Her house is pretty awesome.  It’s a brownstone.   

Her landlords live in the bottom and they live in the top 

part.  While I was there one of their roommates moved out 

and they interviewed possible new roommates.  Aside from 

her brother another guy named Chris lives there.  They 

have a hatch to get up on the roof.  We had a barbeque up 

there one night.  It is really beautiful.  I spent some time 

drinking tea up there.  In one direction you can see Man-

hattan and in the other direction you can see all these 

church steeples.  It’s quite a drastic change in view. 

A lot of people say that New York is so big that 

you could meet someone and then never see them again.  
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Sanam and I did not find that to be true.  There were at 

least three occasions where we would meet people in Man-

hattan and then run into them again in Brooklyn, and I was 

only there for two weeks.  There was a bar that we went to 

a couple of times.  The second time we went we ended up 

trying to help the doorman with his crossword puzzle and 

talking with him for a while.  A couple nights later we set 

out to find this Salsa club.  We got lost and then when we 

finally found it the only people there were two couples that 

were all over each other.  We had a drink and decided to 

look for a new place.  When we were walking down the 

street we heard some bluegrass playing so we went in.  

After we ordered I looked over at the band and realized 

that the bass player was the doorman from the other night. 

 Basically we checked out bars and museums and 

ran around trying to find Sanam a job.  We found three 

bars that had photo booths  in them, so we got a lot of 

strips by the end of the trip.  Sometimes we would stay out 

really late, and we rode the subway at all hours of the 

night.  A lot of people told us it was very dangerous, but 

there was never any point where I felt unsafe of threatened.  
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There was never any point where it was just us and then a 

one creepy guy or anything.  I also got a chance to meet 

my Uncle John and my cousin Lianna.  Lianna and I are 

only two weeks apart in age.  People in our family always 

told me that we were so much alike that we would be 

weirded out when we finally met each other.   

They took the train into the city from Poughkeep-

sie.  I took the subway to the train station to meet them.  I 

did not really know what they looked like.  The last picture 

I had seen of Lianna was when she was in the fifth grade or 

so, and the last picture I saw of my Uncle John was in the 

seventies I believe.  I knew it was them when I saw them.  

We started out the day trying to find this cheesecake place 

that my father told me was the best place in New York to 

get cheesecake.  We couldn’t find it so we found some ran-

dom place to get lunch.  After that we went around New 

York all day long.   

We actually saw a lot of shit and hit a number of 

the tourist spots.  We went to Time Square, Washington 

Park, Battery Park, Ground Zero, all over the place.  

Lianna said that it was the first time she had ever been on 
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the subway.  I found that interesting since they are so close 

to the city.  One of my favorite parts of the day was when 

we went to Greenwich Village.  We found a bar that had 

skeletons hanging off the front.  I tried to get dirt on my 

dad, but my Uncle John was reluctant.  He didn’t seem to 

have a problem telling me about the time he found Lianna 

trashed for the first time.  Lianna and I are a lot alike.  It’s 

pretty crazy, but it didn’t weird me out.  I look forward to 

being able to spend more than a day with her.   

We ended the night at this really good Italian res-

taurant.  We were on a block where all the restaurants had 

outside seating.  After dinner we thought we would go see 

if there were break dancers at Union Square, but it got to 

be late, so we headed back to the train station.  We said 

goodbye and then I got on the subway back to Brooklyn. 

 While I was there I went to all the burros except 

the Bronx.  I did not really spend much time in Stanton 

Island.  Sanam and I just took the ferry there and back to 

see the Statue of Liberty.  We went to a couple museums.  

We went to the MOMA.  That is where I saw Lee Bonte-

cou’s work.  Her stuff is amazing.  My favorite stuff was the 
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giant canvas and steel sculptures with saw blades.  I was 

also really interested in her soot drawings.  At the MET I 

got to see a Lucien Freud painting in person.  Patrick has a 

book of his stuff and it is just amazing, so it was cool to see 

one in person.  PS1 was really awesome.  They do these 

art shows at schools where all the classrooms are set up like 

galleries and then they have djs and sell beer.  That was a 

lot of fun.  I learned that I’m really not all that interested in 

videos that surround you with multiple screens.  It makes 

me motion sick and I lose interest.   
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Burning Down The House 

 

 For the remainder of the summer I helped my par-

ents fix up our house.  The spring before we decided that it 

was time for James and I to switch rooms.  My old room 

was bigger, and James was getting older.  I was spending 

less and less time there during the summers.  It was psycho-

logically stressful for me.  I am an extremely sentimental 

person and I keep everything.  My room was kind of crazy 

because once I put something on the wall, I never took it 

down.  I always just kept adding to the chaos to the point 

where  I had things hanging from the ceiling.  I can’t stand 

white walls, so I pretty much gradually covered them up.  

My room was essentially the same since I was about four-

teen or so.  Friends of mine would always say that being in 

my room reminded them of being a kid again.  I always 

liked that.  So, I managed to pack all my stuff up and dis-

tribute it around the house.   

We painted my brother’s new room and put new 

wood flooring in.  My brother moved his stuff in and my 

shit was still everywhere in the house.  I was going to come 
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home every weekend until my new room was finished so 

that my family would have to deal with my crap for as little 

time as possible.  We planned to repaint and re-floor the 

whole house when I came back for Christmas Break.   

 My brother’s birthday is October 21.  Patrick and I 

went home the weekend after.  It was a really great week-

end.  My Aunt Tiffany’s birthday is near then too.  We all 

went out to dinner: my parents, brother, aunt, grandfather, 

Patrick, and I.  It was a really nice dinner.  That night Pat-

rick and I decided to sleep in the family room and watch 

movies.  Our dog Leo always sleeps in my parents room, 

but when Patrick and I sleep in the family room on the 

couches he always has a sleepover with us and goes back 

and forth between cuddling up with me and then cuddling 

up with Patrick.  Sunday of that weekend Patrick and I 

went to see the band Interpol and it was a really awesome 

show.  I danced the whole time.  After the show when we 

got home my parents were still awake.  Patrick and I ended 

up having a long conversation with them and we didn’t get 

on the road until like two in the morning and we both had 
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class the next day.  It’s just not worth it to give up a good 

conversation. 

 That week I was stressed out as usual.  I got a call 

from my mother on Wednesday.  She said to me that she 

had to tell me something, but that she did not really want 

to talk about it.  In the split second before she told me what 

was wrong I immediately thought it was going to be about 

my grandfather.  After that second she told me that our 

house had burned down that day.  I was upset, but also 

relieved that it wasn’t my grandfather.  Whenever my mom 

calls with bad news she always says she doesn’t want to 

talk about it because she doesn’t want to lose it.  I always 

want to talk about it and we end up crying on the phone 

together.  Brett was over at our house hanging out with 

Patrick.  I was on the floor crying.  They thought it was go-

ing to be about my grandfather too.   

 I got off the phone with my mother and told them 

that my house had burned down.  My dog Leo, cat Poco, 

and the new baby kitten D.K. had all died in the fire of 

smoke inhalation.  That was the most devastating part.  

The fire started on the porch, went up to the attic, burned 
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the whole attic and then started burning down.  My parents 

were not able to go inside yet, but my mother said, “I don’t 

think your watercolors made it”  I told her that I didn’t care 

and that I could do them again.   

After school that day my brother and his friends 

had done a couple of ground bloom flowers.  Our house is 

really close to the junior high school and my brother has 

friends in eighth grade.  The junior high let out so they 

went up to meet some of their friends.  My brother turned 

around and saw all this smoke coming from down our 

street.  He ran home and our porch was on fire.  He went 

to our neighbor’s house and called 911 and my mother.  

My mother said when she was on the freeway home that a 

couple fire engines from the south passed her and she 

thought there was no way it could be for our house.  Turns 

out they were.  The irony of the situation is that there is a 

fire station around the corner from our house and they 

were grocery shopping with the fire engine at the time.  I 

could see the fire station from my bedroom window.  Our 

fence and their fence met at a point in our backyard.   
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When I was in second grade the fire station was 

built.  Our neighbors across the street moved because they 

were afraid that the fire engine would run over kids when 

they were on their way to a fire.  We thought we they were 

crazy because we felt safer with the fire station right there.  

Years later the one day our house burns down they are not 

there.  If they had been there the fire probably wouldn’t 

have gone any further than the porch.  The most horrible 

feeling I got from this was knowing how hard it was for my 

brother.  It’s crazy you know when you think of all the 

times you have trouble getting a camp fire going and then 

your house burns down because of a spark smoldering in 

your recycling bin.  The last fourth of July people were do-

ing ground bloom flowers in our carport.  Our house in 

Eugene could have burned down.  I know my brother and I 

knew that no matter how many times we all told him it 

wasn’t his fault that he would still feel guilty.   
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Always Paranoid About Fires 

 

That weekend my parents came down to Eugene.  

It was really nice and it seemed like everyone felt better.  

We talked about how thankful we were that James and his 

friends hadn’t gone inside because they probably would 

not have made it out alive.  We also talked about how 

thankful we were to have had that really great weekend just 

before shit hit the fan.   

My parents found my journals.   I have always 

been paranoid about having a house fire.  When I was 

fourteen I used to carry a backpack with me that had one 

of my journals and one of my photo albums, so incase my 

house burned down I wouldn’t lose everything.  When I 

went off to college I would bring all of my journals home 

incase there was a fire while I was gone, so I wouldn’t lose 

my journals.  Last Christmas break I took all my journals 

home and never brought them back.  Because I was para-

noid about a fire, caused my journals to be in a fire, but 

they survived.  It was really good to see my parents and get 

to hug them.   
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People were being really great.  They stayed with 

my neighbors across the street and everyone they knew 

tried to help them out our bring them a care package.  Par-

ents of my brother’s friends that they had never met were 

bringing them stuff.  My family was really positive.  My par-

ents said that as much as the situation sucked it was really 

nice to see the outpouring of support.  My father said that 

he had never had so many toothbrushes and razors in his 

whole life.  They said that they were going to get a sign to 

hang in front of our house that said, “Thanks for your sup-

port.”  I got to hug my parents and everything seemed 

okay, even though it sucked. 
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The Second Call 

 

 The next day, which was Sunday, my father called 

with more bad news.   He told me that my grandfather had 

a stroke that day and was in the hospital.  My relief that my 

grandfather was okay did not last very long.  I immediately 

said, “Dad, I’m coming home.”  His voice was a little 

shaky, and he said, “Dear, we don’t have a home.”  I just 

told him that we did.  I don’t know how many times I drove 

home.  I was back and forth for weeks trying to go to my 

classes and support my family.  We had tickets to Jimmy 

Eat World that Wednesday.  Patrick, Ryan, and I took my 

little brother.  We actually had a really fun night.  It was a 

good show and we went and got food at The Montage af-

terwards.  After the Montage we went to the Hospice.  We 

had coffee with my parents and I got to say goodbye to my 

grandfather.  The last thing I said to him was, “I love you 

grandpa, and I’ll see you soon.”  It was actually the last 

time I saw him alive.   

My parents had gotten moved into a hotel, so we 

took my brother back there and headed back to Eugene.  
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The next morning my father called and told me that 

grandpa had passed.  I knew it was going to happen, but I 

was holding onto the possibility that he would pull through.  

As sad as his death made me, it also made me happy to 

know that he had everything he could have wanted when 

he died, and I hope I’m that lucky.  He never had to move 

out of his house and he was surrounded by friends and 

family all of the time.  I think he was ready to die.  It came 

suddenly, so he never suffered in his old age and he did 

not die alone.  I hope that when my time comes I’m ready 

to go and that I’m surrounded with as much love as he 

was.  His funeral was my first. 
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Harvey Goes Down In Flames 

 

 The house my mother grew up in is about a ten-

minute drive from the house I grew up in.  There was a 

period of time where I avoided going over there because 

things round there had changed and it made me sad.  The 

strawberry patch and much of the forest area became 

housing developments, and the philbert orchard across the 

street from my grandparent’s house became a jr. high 

school.  After my grandmother passed, I went over there a 

lot more.  My grandfather was this tall buff guy that tended 

to the garden and all of the fruit trees.  Every year he made 

apple cider with his cider press.  Last year he stopped do-

ing it.   

We would go out to dinner or have my grandfa-

ther over for dinner every night.  My parents never told him 

when I came home and they would send me inside to sur-

prise him.  On the weekends we’d go out to breakfast.  Be-

fore my grandmother passed they’d go to the Shari’s by 

their house all the time, and everyone knew them there.  

We started taking my grandfather there too.  The people 
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who worked there were kind of possessive of my grandfa-

ther.  I’m not sure what it was.  I thought they were jealous 

or territorial over him, and maybe that’s true, but they 

didn’t act that way toward my sister.  I think that maybe 

they did not view me as someone who would have strong 

family values, so I threatened their idea of how the world 

works.  Who knows, I just noticed that they tended to be 

rude to me when it was just my grandfather and me.  I al-

ways had weird little stories to tell when I got home after I 

took him out to breakfast solo.   

He always wanted the country-fried steak.  He 

couldn’t hear so well, so we always ordered for him.  Once 

I took him there two days in a row, so I asked him if he 

wanted something different and he said yes.  I tried to or-

der an omelet for him.  The waitress refused to take that 

order and brought him a country-fried steak again.  No 

matter how I ordered his eggs I was always informed that it 

wasn’t how he usually had them done, and one day when I 

was paying the bill the woman asked me how I got stuck 

babysitting.  It really offended me, but I shrugged it off be-
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cause I didn’t want to cause a scene.  They are an odd 

bunch over there at Sheri’s.   

When I took my grandfather out to dinner he 

would always laugh at me if I got carded when I ordered 

beer.  This last summer my parents went on vacation.  

They flew Donna up from Arizona, and Patrick and I went 

up north to show my grandfather a good time.  My grand-

father didn’t know my sister was coming, so he got quite a 

surprise when she showed up in the kitchen to tell him it 

was time for breakfast.   

When we would pick up my grandfather for dinner 

Patrick would move to the backseat.  As my grandfather 

walked to the car he would wave and say, “Hey buddy” to 

Patrick and shake his hand when he got into the car.  

Sometimes my grandfather didn’t finish his beer, so I 

would drink the rest, and he would always laugh and say 

“We raised you right, didn’t we.”   

One day we took him to the beach.  Our friend 

Brett has a family house in Lincoln City and he was down 

painting it.  We decided to go to that beach since Brett was 

there and you can legally build bon fires on that beach.  
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On the drive my grandfather was telling stories and talking 

about all the museums we passed.  He talked about how it 

hadn’t changed much out that way and that he thought it 

was nice.  When we got to the beach he told us stories of 

going to that same spot when he was a kid.  He said they 

used to go fishing there all the time and that when he was a 

kid they would throw their line in and in five minutes a 

salmon would bite.  He was a great storyteller.  My favorite 

was of how he and my grandmother got started.   

He was supposed to go on a double date with his 

army buddy and his date.  He called up his date and she 

informed him that she had to be home at midnight, so my 

grandfather said, “midnight!?  Shoot, things are just getting 

started at midnight” and he cancelled the date with her.  

My grandfather and grandmother worked together.  My 

grandfather needed to find another date, so he says to my 

grandmother, “Hey Carol, have you got any plans to-

night?”  She said no, so he asked if she’d like to come 

along on the double date.  I always imagined my grand-

mother being the hot bad girl who worked for herself and 

went home when she decided.  I always imagined my 
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grandfather being this cool guy.  I loved hearing that story 

with my grandfather’s old school vocabulary and I loved 

the way he smiled and laughed when he told it.  My 

grandmother would always smile and laugh when he told 

the story too.  A few months ago my grandfather passed 

suddenly.   

I told this story at his funeral for the spirit of a 

good storyteller.  One of his army buddies got up after me 

and my mom elbowed me and said, “That’s Floyd and 

that’s who he went on a double date with.  He married his 

date too.”  Then she pointed out his wife Irene.  My grand-

father’s casket was black with flames and silver detailing.  

My mothers maiden name is Harvey and my dad told me 

that he couldn’t help but keep thinking to himself, “Harvey 

went down in flames” at the funeral, and it kept making 

him smile.  Even in death my grandfather still has the last 

laugh and can manage to make people smile. 
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Little Stretch Of Highway 

 

 My parents and brother were in the hotel for about 

a month and a half.  It was a different exit off I5 than I take 

to my house.  There was a little piece of I5 that I almost 

never drove on because I always took that exit to go home 

to and from Portland.  If I was on a trip I always stopped in 

to say hello even if it was only for a few minutes.  While 

they were in the hotel I never took that exit and it always 

made me feel really strange.  My parents got set up in a 

condo really close to our house.  After that I didn’t have to 

drive on that piece of freeway anymore.  We had our first 

Christmas outside of our home.  It did not feel much differ-

ent though.  We had a giant box of bayberry candles that 

survived the fire, so we gave them to everyone we knew, 

and burned two on Christmas and on New Years.   

New Years Day we had one of the largest family 

gatherings.  My sister and nephews came up.  My aunts 

and uncles came, and my sister’s ex-husband, and my 

mother’s ex-husband came.  It was a really good day and I 

think it is the beginning of a new tradition in our family.   
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Wasted 

 

 I think we all have that story of the first time we got 

wasted.  I certainly have that story.  My brother’s story 

happened in January.  I came home for the weekend.  One 

night I went out to dinner with my parents and when we 

came home I found my brother completely trashed.  He 

was very upset, and I could hear the liquid in his stomach.  

I was worried that I was going to have to take him to the 

hospital.  I couldn’t convince him to throw up.  He was 

crying and he kept apologizing to me for being drunk.  I 

knew that what he was really apologizing for was the fire 

and it broke my heart.  He tried to get up to go hang out 

with his friends and just fell over.  He is much bigger than 

me at this point, at least six feet tall.  I stopped getting hand 

me down shoes from him years ago because his feet grew 

so bid.  I had to drag him into my room because it was 

closer.  He just kept apologizing.  I think because we 

weren’t punishing him, he was punishing himself.  No mat-

ter how many conversations we had I could see in his eyes 

that nothing I could ever say would relieve his guilt.   
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I got him dragged up onto my bed and that’s when 

he finally threw up.  There must have been about a pint of 

liquid in my sheets.  I dragged my brother into the bath-

room and got a shower going for him.  I ripped my sheets 

off the bed and ran down stairs to toss them in the washing 

machine, but my mom had just started a load.  She told 

me to put the sheets on the floor.  I went upstairs and 

found out from my brother’s friends that he had drank 

enough vodka while we were at dinner to get three experi-

enced drinkers trashed.  The situation became obvious 

when my parents tried to move the sheets and heard the 

shower running.  I completely reverted back to being four-

teen again.  I told them not to talk to James and that I was 

going to.  I remembered all those talks I had with them.  

There would be a knock on my door and my father would 

ask me to come out of my room.  I would find my parents 

at the dining room table.  They were horrible conversations 

in which I basically had to explain myself and it was very 

uncomfortable.   

James passed out in his towel on his bed.  I told 

his friends to sleep in my room and I slept in James’ bed 
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with him.  We both woke up around five in the morning 

and talked for about an hour.  He asked me if mom and 

dad knew and  I told him that they did.  He was kind of 

freaked out, which I can relate to and asked me if he 

should apologize to them.  I told him we could talk about it 

in the morning.  The next day we went out to breakfast and 

on a long drive and had a big long talk about everything.  I 

told him I knew that he was apologizing to me for the fire 

and not being drunk and that he needed to stop blaming 

himself for what happened.  When we got home I jumped 

in the shower and he went to talk to my parents.  Every-

thing went very well.  I was very proud of my brother for 

being able to initiate the conversation with my parents.   

 My relationship with my brother has gone through 

several transitions because of our strange age difference.  

An almost eight year difference caused us to be somewhat 

peers at certain points and at completely different places in 

our lives, it ebbs and flows.  Right now my brother is turn-

ing into an adult, so I think from here out we will be be-

coming more and more like peers.  I don’t feel like an adult 

yet, but some kid referred to me as “that lady” once.  
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James has always been mature for his age and I have al-

ways been impressed by his compassion and sincerity for 

life and the people around him.  I really feel for him.  Most 

kids have their first break up or a grandparent dies and that 

is typically what a lot of kids go through when they first 

have to really deal with something emotionally.  A lot of 

things got put into perspective for him.  I’ve seen a lot of 

positive changes in him and my whole family. 

 James has become a lot more motivated in school.  

I think a lot of his friendships have developed into more 

intense, important relationships.  My parents have started 

spending more time doing there own thing and having a 

good time.  They seem to have moved to this point where 

they will stay out late to have a good time even if they have 

to deal with a  shitty day at work.  They are spending more 

time with their friends and are trying to eat healthier.  Our 

family has always been really strong and close, but these 

events have only made that bond stronger.  I am so proud 

of all of them.  It was amazing to me to see how strong, 

positive, and giving they all are.  It didn’t surprise me, but it 

was nice to see it.  My parents company tried to give us a 
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turkey for Thanksgiving, but my parents said they should 

donate it to someone else who really needed it because we 

had no problem getting a turkey.  Their company also tried 

to set up a bank account so that the people they worked 

with could put money into it for us if they wanted to.  My 

parents declined the offer.  They said that we had really 

good insurance, so they should save that for someone else 

who really needed it.   

 Life isn’t normal yet, but we’re okay.  I’m finishing 

up school and I’m excited to move back to the Portland 

area.  I’m looking forward to being around my family.  I 

actually love hanging out with my brother and his friends.  

It makes me feel like I’m fourteen again.  Our house will be 

rebuilt soon.  When our house is finished we are going to 

start fixing up our grandparents house.  I love going 

through the stuff over there.  We find all kinds of old pic-

tures and little treasures.  Sometimes I feel like I have got-

ten to know my grandmother more after she passed.  She 

was a very mysterious woman.  At my grandfather’s funeral 

my Aunt Linda actually mentioned this difference between 

my grandmother and grandfather.  She said that my 
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grandmother always held things in and close to her, while 

my grandfather was like an open book.  My grandmother 

was really into photography and had a dark room set up 

downstairs.  The plan is for my sister to get full custody of 

Dakota, so that she can come back home, and we will live 

together at grandma and grandpas house.  I’m going to get 

my grandmother’s darkroom set up again and put it to use. 
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Home 

 

 I have been struggling with the idea of home for a 

long time.  A lot of it started with my philosophy classes.  

Last spring when I was in a Heidegger class it came up that 

humans will never feel at home no matter where they are 

on earth and that this causes anxiety.  I thought it was bull-

shit.  I do feel at home.  The question of home has come 

up a lot in the last year.  I have had many conversations 

with people about what home is to them and their own 

struggles.  It seems to me that home is not the same for 

everyone, but either directly or indirectly it is what we are 

all looking for.  This has been on my mind for quite some-

time.  A whole new spin was added to this question when 

the house I grew up in burned down and my grandfather 

passed away.  These events caused anxiety for me to the 

point that I actually had a physical response to it.  I started 

gagging all the time for no reason.  I had all these instances 

where I thought I was going to throw up, but it would turn 

out to be a false alarm.  It happened to me multiple times 

daily for months.  I would be walking down the street and 
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gag, or making dinner and gag, or watching T.V. and gag.  

I think it was sometime in February when  I noticed that it 

had stopped.  Through this test of my feelings of home I 

have realized that feeling at home embodies many different 

things for me, and I still have those things.  Soon we will be 

back at 17670 SW Arbor Ln.  Right now I really feel at 

home. 
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Artist Statement 

 

 When I decided to get my BFA, I immediately 

started thinking about what kinds of projects I wanted to 

do.  I knew my concept for the show was going to be about 

the home and what it means to be home.  In the beginning 

I had a whole range of different methods that I thought I 

might use that were all over the place.  When our group 

first started meeting fall term there was an incredible 

amount of stuff that I considered doing.  When my house 

burned down it was a true test for me to discover what was 

truly home for me outside of a physical place that I grew up 

in.  I decided I wanted to use a lot of the things that were 

part of my house that are now damaged.   

 A few days after the house burned I went home 

and took a bunch of pictures inside.  I also collected char-

coal from the sides of the house.  I rummaged through the 

debris and found some things that I wanted to keep.  

When I saw our front door I immediately knew that I 

wanted to do a project with it and put pictures in the little 

frames that had burned through.  The front door used to be 
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the standard picture spot in our family.  All the dance, 

prom, Halloween costume pictures, etc. were all in front of 

the door.  I had a hard time deciding if I should find old 

pictures that were taken in front of the door or new ones of 

the burned house.  I decided that I wanted to represent the 

space as it exists in the present.  I named the piece after 

how it used to function in our house, so it is called “Picture 

Spot.”  In addition to the front door I also found the re-

mains of some picture frames that had been hanging on 

the wall in the entryway.   I did two pieces with them in the 

same style as the front door.  Before our house burned 

they held caricatures of my brother, and me so I named 

one “James” and the other “Jessica.”  The drawings that 

go with these pieces were done with charcoal from my 

house. 

 My wall piece that consists of a bunch of frames 

was inspired by me thinking about all the people that I had 

lost contact with, strange coincidences, and all the possibili-

ties life holds for each individual.  I named it “Crossed 

Paths.”  Each frame represents a different path you can 

take and all the possibilities it has to cross another path.  
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The string in each bottom left corner is supposed to repre-

sent the cut ties or the people that you have lost contact 

with.  They are all in the bottom left hand corner of each 

frame because I feel that placement represents the past.  I 

think I will keep adding more paths and cut ties to the piece 

as time goes on, so it is a living, evolving sculpture.   

 My video and this book were both inspired by 

classes that I took with Leon Johnson my BFA professor.  

The video I had done for my performance art class in the 

beginning of the year.  It is based on a dream Julia had 

when we were younger.  She had a nightmare that she had 

a giant black worm stuck in her mouth that she could not 

get out.  I started thinking about her dream and decided 

that I would base my performance piece on that dream.  I 

thought about what a black worm would be trying to do if 

it was inside your body, and I decided that it would try to 

steal your heart, which for me is somewhat synonomous 

with soul.  I keep thinking of that Edgar Allen Poe poem 

“Conqueror Worm.”  All I really remember from the poem 

is the last part that says, “And it’s hero, the conqueror 

worm.”   
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 At first I was going to make a heart, but I also had 

the idea of using a pig’s heart, which was encouraged.  The 

idea of using a pig’s heart made me feel really uncomfort-

able, but I decided that projects are not always meant to be 

comfortable.  I also justified it in that at least these hearts 

are being used instead of thrown away.  My mother helped 

me track down a place where we could get the hearts.  She 

was going to go pick them up for me.  She asked the place 

if she could come by at noon and they told her she would 

have to come after five because before five the hearts 

would still be beating.  That disturbed me a lot, but I knew 

that those pigs would have been slaughtered that day re-

gardless of my project.  The preserve jar that I use in the 

video is an antique preserve jar from my great grand-

mother.  The jar also survived our house fire.  I realized 

that the concept of the video was strongly related to my 

BFA work, so I decided to add it to the show. 

 This book started in a class called Visual Continu-

ity with Leon.  It has a different theme each term.  Our 

theme was about road movies.  We basically could do 

whatever we wanted, but we had to work on a project for 



 

 245

the whole term.  I started this writing project in that class.  I 

am an avid letter writer and I wanted to write this book as 

though it was a really long letter.   The final presentation 

day I read some of it out loud to my class.  When the term 

was over I decided that I wanted to keep writing.  A major 

theme of the class was exploring the dynamic between the 

domestic and the mobile:  how they clash and where you 

go if you can’t go home.  I did not know exactly where the 

project would go, but I am really happy with it.  It is the 

longest writing piece that I have ever done outside of writ-

ing in my journal.  I decided to name the book and the 

body of work 17670 because that is the house number of 

the house that I grew up in.  As far as writing goes, I think 

this is only the beginning.  I definitely plan to keep writing 

in the future. 

 I tried a lot of new methods for this body of work.  

I learned a lot about technique and how to use different 

things.  I have learned how to survive off of little amounts 

of sleep and food, and I look forward to cooking and sleep-

ing regularly again.  I ran into all kinds of problems as 

usual, but I was able to overcome all of them.  This body of 
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work includes my first video project and my first writing 

project that I intend for other people to see.  The door and 

the frames were basically charcoal.  I wanted to reinforce 

them so that they wouldn’t fall apart.  I used fiberglass resin 

for the first time and I hope I never have to use it again.  It 

took a superbly long time to put resin on the door because 

it was so uneven and had so many cracks.  The work time 

for resin is about ten minutes, so every ten minutes I’d 

have to mix more up.  The resin irritated my throat.  Dur-

ing the last session I had with the door the resin fumes 

burned a stripe across my forehead.  It was very bizarre 

and I hope the necessity for resin use never comes up 

again. 
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