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~ dedication ~
Friends are family by choice, not chance.

At first, I tried putting together a comprehensive list of everyone I wanted to thank for their
contribution to my life, but that task was surely doomed to failure from the start. I would, no
doubt, unintentionally leave someone out, misspell a name, or accidently write one down
twice, and agonize endlessly over it afterwards. Instead, I have decided to dedicate this book
to “happiness”, the strange roads we often walk in hopes to find it, the precious moments
when it’s ours, and to all those who carry enough of it to share with others.
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~ introduction ~

“Who we are constantly changes, and what we think of ourselves changes from day to day.
I am Robert, and Azodnem is just my last name spelled backwards.”

What is Azodnem?
Azodnem.com is the personal website of Roberto Mendoza, and features the occasional
ramblings and scattered musings of a Cuban, gay, thirty-something year old, Wiccan artist,
author and graphic designer currently living in the Northern New Jersey / New York Metropolitan Area.
At least, that’s the official description. When I launched Azodnem.com in April of 1998, like
most artists, I was looking for a space to create, reach people, meet people, vent, and evolve.
Although it has been occasionally plagued by long lapses of inactivity and silence, as well
as undergone numerous facelifts and reincarnations through the years, Azodnem.com has
always remained a sort of “safety zone” for me to retreat into when I’ve needed to recharge,
and reconnect with myself.
The decision to put together this compilation came at a difficult crossroad in my life, and has
become an unexpectedly emotional experience. Reading my older journal and blog entries,
brought back memories of a part of my voice long gone–a part still so naive, still innocent, still
beautiful, but already brushed by the sometimes all too cold reality of an approaching adulthood. I’ve made no changes or corrections (except for the occasional spelling correction), and
most certainly will make no apologies for its content. After all, we are all products of a daily
evolution. However, the time comes when we all need to look back and acknowledge the
place from where we’ve started our journey, before we can continue forward.
“I am not a quote or a paraphrase, or a collection of web-pages. Yet somehow and
somewhere in Azodnem can be found bits and pieces of my soul, that when
brought together make the bitter broken half of it.”
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~ poetry ~
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~ the dream king ~
The winds are blowing and the curtains sway,
above the clouds in the Dream King’s castle.
He sits on a throne of air - his wispy beard flowing,
He hears no sound, and says not a word.
His cloak is made with the fine threads of regret,
Time has come to his aerie, and hopelessness follows close afoot,
Beside him sits an empty chair - a cold breeze sweeps over its seat.
His angel, his muse, his queen is gone - awakened from HIS dream.
She walks in another realm now... one of reality and truth and trust ~
Far from his touch, far from his reach.
She sings in the fields he only dreamt of.
Real birds sing for her. Real wind caresses her. Real rain kisses her lips.
And the Dream King cries...

(written for mabelyn arteaga)
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~ black ~
The shadows that torment my soul,
have found no rest on this voyage.
They rise and howl triumphantly with each fearful heartbeat.
My heart ~ a heart ~ that now lies torn asunder
by the demons left behind from an angel’s stolen kiss.

~ love ~
The sun slowly falls behind a star covered night.
Tender footprints in the sand get washed away by the tide,
leaving no trace of those who walked this way before.
The birds fly upwards to kiss the sky and vanish behind the clouds.
Each day passes by, replaced by promises of a new and brighter sunrise.
Things change... but one thing will always remain.

~ thunder ~
The harsh desert winds have all but erased the tracks of my passing.
The heat has parched my lips and left my heart burnt and dry.
My soul thirsts for the rain it has never known.
The merciless sands force me to my knees.
My eyes close one last time,
prepared to surrender to the lonely dunes beneath me.
Then the hazy image of another... the Other...
walking at my desert’s edge catches my falling gaze.
The silhouette of The One caught in the dawn calls to me,
and I am awe-struck by the sounds of distant thunder.

~ wingless ~
The sun breaks the night and kisses the morning heralds,
Through the widow’s eye, a mortal song is heard,
The summer wings of spring’s aerie flutter by,
as raindrops send forlorn lovers to rest.
In the scattered puddles of their dreams,
and their hopes of new tomorrows,
are the tears of yester-year and wingless sorrow.
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~ the voice ~
I heard a voice when I was young.
It was a man’s voice, and it called to me.
It came to me on the snowing winds...
and told me to be born.
It called to me again when I was a young boy.
Though now, it came to me in the mingled laughter of a playground.
And told me to live free.
Once more it called to me when I became a man.
I felt the voice surround me.
It was hidden in the hues
of the somber, secret world around me.
It was within those colors, that I became engulfed.
I saw the patterns for all creation... and its end.
In those patterns,
I heard the whispered voices
of Love, of Lust and of Hate,
of Desire and Remorse,
of Tomorrow and Tonight,
of Forever and of Nevermore.
Their voices called to me, and sang to me a symphony of their malady,
so that all I saw was blasphemy, and all I knew was to become oblivion.
The swirls of their fever embraced me,
and made hell’s fire upon me.
And in my final moment, before my eyes fell closed,
I heard the first voice for the last time.
And my soul’s dark lover sang
a sinner’s rhyme in my ear...
Follow me into darkness.
Follow me into despair.
Follow me into heaven,
And let all the angels of thee beware.
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~ the azodnem journals (1994 ~ 1999) ~
During my second and third years at the School of Visual Arts, I took an elective called simply
“Journal” (instructed by the author, Ann Rower). The following section contains unedited excerpts from 3 out of the 4 journals that I wrote in from 1994 on into early 1996. The 4th journal, unfortunately, seems to have been lost. With my luck, it’ll show up on e-bay someday.

~ commentaries ~
REFLECTIONS: Were added in 2005, while redesigning Azodnem.com.
NOTATIONS: Were added in 2008, while gathering this compilation.
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My First Day In College: A Friday In 1994
Are we so insecure as people, that we need to attach ourselves to others as quickly as possible
to ensure our safety in the pack? ~ This pack of wolves... beasts... smelly... dangerous... heterosexual men who somehow end up as society’s alpha-dogs? How the fuck does that happen?
I’m going to hate this class. They’re all straight. I think I’ve only met three gay men my whole
time here. I’ve met more gay men cruising the piers... in Pearl Harbor. Actually, I’ve never been
to Pearl Harbor. There may be no gay people there either. I really don’t think I am going to like
the people in this class.
I want to sit on the floor. I really do. Can I? People are probably going to think I’m weird or
demented or something ~ and what if I am? So what if I’m borderline psychotic ~ It’s probably
just a phase... like acne. ~ it’s not like I want to kill anybody or anything... not anymore. I don’t
want to hurt anymore.
SOMEONE TALK TO ME! I’m going crazy. I have no friends. No one loves me ~ NOT. I’m simply sexually frustrated and that is slowly filtering out into the rest of my life. I’m so pathetic~
NOT. I’m just very bored right now... and I’m tired. I’m hungry too (can’t eat... I’m on a diet).
I’m bored. I’m really horny. I’m definitely not well. I sound like such a fucking airhead...
“Oh Ma God... What am I going to wear today? I am just like SO there. I am like SO not impressed.”
I’m going to hate these people. “Are there really angels?”
REFLECTION: I was a “pre-therapy” 20 year old. I had issues. Still on the same diet, though.
Later That Friday
This guy in my Friday class has a truly amazing ass. I’m really impressed. I don’t know if it’s
the jeans or what ~ but it’s really outstanding. A truly amazing ass. I’m really amazed. I love
the way a man smells. I really like that guy’s ass. I wonder if he’ll lend it to me, or if he rents
it out. What’s his name? Who cares ~ with an ass like that ~ his name could be Hula-mulamunchkin for all I care.
I saw Anna and we started talking about that guy’s ass.
I just saw Francine and we started talking about that guy’s ass.
What was his name?
REFLECTION: He really did have a fabulous ass. We never did find out what his name was.
September 22, 1994
Last Thursday was the scariest day of my life. I can only thank God that I’m here today. My sister, her 18 month old baby (Bianca) and I went to Rag Shop (a large store dedicated to fabrics
and crafts). When she was waiting on line to pay, she told me to go put the baby in the van.
I carried little Bianca out the door. Her little arms wrapped around my neck. I stopped at the
edge of the street. My body felt a horrible chill. I stared out at the parking lot. My eyes seemed
to fix on a pale beige car. I started to walk slowly towards our van. I took only two steps. The
beige car came speeding out of its space. It turned, went over a side curb and was heading
straight towards me and Bianca. I clutched her head close to me, turned and ran. Suddenly, I
felt something, hard bang into my leg. The car had hit me. “Don’t fall” was all I could think of.
Then I saw my sister come out of the store. Her face turned white. I barely managed to scream
at her “Run! Run!”. The car was coming straight towards the store. We all got inside all right,
but I almost collapsed on the floor. The car ended up smacking into a brick column outside
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the store. We were safe inside. No one was hurt. My leg was fine - not even a bruise. Even the
driver, an elderly woman, was all right ~ thank God. The owner of the store looked over at me,
his face was pale white. “The car was two inches behind you the entire time.” He said. I was
sitting on the floor, by now, trying to catch my breath. I looked up. There was my niece smiling
at me. Then she smacked me on the forehead and giggled.
A Monday in 1994
The one question I hate being asked the most:
I don’t hear this often here in the city, but back in high school (in NJ), when some people
found out I was gay, and the occasional look of disgust faded from their faces. They said it.
The famous question ~ “How did you get that way?” wondering if something traumatic had
occurred to cause my condition. I usually answered, “I fell out of the crib at an early age, and
have never truly been the same since.”
I guess I was the first “real” gay person some people met. In high school I never hid it. I didn’t
play the “No ~ I’m straight ~ I have a girlfriend” bit, but I wasn’t flamboyant about it either. I
don’t march in parades screaming “I’m queer ~ I’m here ~ get used to it!” I think that’s annoying. I mean, honestly, If I had some fanatic heterosexual next to me yelling “I’m straight, It’s
great. Let’s procreate!” I’d think I’d shoot him.
I know for sure, that during “foundation” year at SVA, I was the first “real ~ not ~ a television
character” gay person some people met. And yes, I did hear the typical questions ~ “Do you
like being THAT way?”, “Why don’t you try to change?” EXCUSE ME??? “Why don’t YOU try
to change?” I dealt with the dumb questions and rude looks ~ and after all that, managed to
change a few people’s opinions about gay men. I didn’t fit the harsh stereotype. I don’t have
any earrings (yet). I’m not feminine. I don’t design clothing, cut hair, or decorate apartments
(except my own). I’m just me. It may not be a lot ~ but it’s all me ~ and if that’s till too much
for people to deal with ~ that’s fine. It doesn’t phase me.
A lot of people I knew refused to talk to me when they discovered I was “That Way”. They
actually avoided me. Not only was that shallow, but truly sad, that some people still can’t see
beyond that homophobic wall.
REFLECTION: The need for, and fight for individuality has caused more pain and grief for
countless beautiful people. Being Black, Asian, Hispanic, gay, overweight, short, or whatever
else is currently not deemed to be the norm ~ becomes a battle for acceptance for that person.
The truth of it is that bigotry serves a purpose: as long as we are pointing that vicious little
finger of prejudice at someone else, and zeroing in on what’s “wrong” with THEM ~ we don’t
have to examine and face our own insecurities and failures.
To All the Men I’ve Loved Before
(at least the ones who told me their names)
1. A.V. ~ My first, and honestly, considering how things went ~ I’m surprised he wasn’t my last.
We dated for about 8 months (an accomplishment in its own right) and broke up twice. We
met for the second time at a party, and he must have been impressed ~ because he dumped
his girlfriend to pursue me. The first time we had sex was in my parent’s house. His was the first
hard dick (other than my own) that I had seen and touched. It was about 2.5” to 3” smaller than
mine, and had a really funny hook curve to it (Captain Hook). At the time I thought it was the
best sex I had ever had ~ but then again ~ I had nothing else to compare it to.
He was a musician, and I was surprised he was able to blow a clarinet as well as he did,
all things considered. Bastard never invited me to any of his concerts ~ I’ve got a couple of
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suggestions where he can put that clarinet now ~ real talent if he could still manage to make
music with it. Do I sound bitter?
Well, we officially broke up in August of ‘92. I went over to his house. There he was ~ fresh out
of a shower, dripping wet, in a towel, and what were the words out of his mouth? ~ “I think I’m
going straight, I can’t stand the stress! but we can still be friends. ~ FRIENDS?”
Looking back at this moment ~ I don’t blame Lorena Bobbit one bit for what she did ~ actually,
seeing as how the majority of men I’ve dated have been trash ~ I think someone should give
that crazy bitch a pair of sharp garden shears and set her loose on the streets on New York.
The G. Brothers
2. W.G. - We both attended the same high school. I think he was a year behind me. We had
a one-time encounter a few months after A.V. & I broke up. I think I was just very lonely. He
was a real queen, and not usually my type. If I recall correctly, his motto was “I’ll lick you from
cover to cover, and you’ll never recover!” I still haven’t. He had a strangely colored penis too
~ it was pale gray with a bright red head. I told my best friend, Mabelyn, about it. We called it
“festive”. After awhile everyone at the high school started creatively using the word “festive” in
a sentence around W.G. ~ “My, you look festive today”, “Those colors are so festive”, “What
a festive hat!”. He called up Mabelyn one day and asked her if I was telling people his dick
looked like a Christmas tree... He still called me several occasions after that incident to tell me
he wanted my dildo up his ass. ”Deck the halls, honey...”
3. Big Brother G. ~ I had met W.G.’s Big Brother while taking a “walk” through the park. He
looked familiar to me. Fifteen minutes later... we finished our “walk”.
Later that September, Mabelyn had to sign up for her fall courses at the university, she was
attending. I went with her. As fate would have it, W.G. was on the same line at the admissions
office ~ escorted by Big Brother. They both said hello to me at the same time and looked at
each other with that... “You know him?” glance as a big “OOPS” grin appeared on MY face.
Now Available On VHS
4. F.C. ~ F.C. was the most beautiful black man I have ever seen. He had a beautiful face and a
defined dancer’s body. Too bad it didn’t go any further than that impassioned kiss at Excalibur’s
on my 19th birthday. His father found his diary and found out he was gay, and wanted him to
seek therapy.
REFLECTION: I have since seen A.V. in several “compromising situations” that have proven
that his attempt to go straight had failed. I found a picture of A.V. in an advertisement for a club
called Kurfew, dancing “80’s & Classics Vocal House”. Kurfew? Doesn’t that imply felony?) The
real issue behind my anger towards him is that he dismissed me. He, and every other man
in my life since, has been able to simply walk away ~ without a second thought or a second
glance. I guess it’s taken me eight years to be able to look back and say my anger was unjustified. I never forgave myself for not forgiving him. I had and still have a romanticized view of
“love”. We were each barely nineteen. I didn’t know what I wanted out of life or what direction I was going to take. How could I have expected him to know? He had very strict parents
and a rigid upbringing ~ that coupled with the level of anxiety that dealing with an “alternative” sexuality can bring on was overwhelming. I’m sure he did the best that he could, and has
continued to do so. NOT.
W.G. is just trash. F.C. Is now a porn star.
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Monday, October 10, 1994
You know you’re a lazy mother-fucker when you take the elevator up to the second floor.
Wednesday, October 12, 1994
Flashback: Early in grammar school I was hailed “GAYLORD” by all the other little children.
They seemed to know I was gay, even before I did. I was a “GAYLORD” ~ Not a fag, or a queer,
or a queen, or even just a homo ~ No! ~ I was a GAYLORD ~ I was Lord Of The Gays! All hail.
It wasn’t until I was in high school that my title was reduced to FAGGOT.
REFLECTION: “Lord of The Gays”... Is that like “Lord of the Dance”? Humor is a great icebreaker. It also serves as a cloak to hide a great deal of pain.
A Tuesday
Why are people so anal - that if we discover something - it HAS to be named after us?
Hints for Happiness
(Not in any particular order)
1. Always say “Thank you” to the bus driver.
2. Take pictures of parks.
3. Smile at ugly children, it will make them feel better.
4. Shave your head at least once in your life.
5. Shave your ass at least once in your life.
6. Call your grandparents. Call them something nice.
7. Enjoy erotic films.
8. Give every homeless person you see a quarter.
9. Always keep fresh batteries in your flashlight.
10. Carry your own toilet paper.
A Thursday
Why do I always sit next to the most irritating people? Is my gay-dar defective? He is irritating.
They are all irritating me. These people are all... wait... can everyone in this room be irritating?
or is it... me?
Understanding is a golden chalice.
Why do we do the things we do? Why do we say the things we say? ~ Is that a Beetles song?
Why am I single? am I ugly? NO ~ I’ve seen ugly. I’m not it ~ I wish I was on the bus going
home.
Tuesday, October 18, 1994 ~ 4:22am
My mom woke us up. She felt she had high blood pressure. So we are at the emergency room
at Palisade General Hospital. The surgeon already spoke to us. She’s fine. Her nerves are shot.
She is such an exaggerated human being. I look like shit. My hair looks like a mushroom. My
clothes are dirty. The ER is full of the ugliest people in NJ. My dad is looking over my shoulder
to see what I’m writing. I missed class today. I’m so bored. The TV is on. The Crisis in Haiti is
on television. Bored. I hate the hospitals. I’m amazed how calm I remain in crisis situations.
That’s nice to know. The security guard is really good looking. The news is boring. My father
is anxious. He wants to know what I’m writing ~ why I’m writing. The Queen of England has
visited Moscow. I don’t want to sit here and watch this TV.
REFLECTION: Detachment seemed almost second nature at one point for me.
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Walls
A wall of fire burns,
A wall of stone barricades,
A wall of ice shimmers,
A wall of water cleanses,
A wall of air blows away,
A wall of hate destroys,
A wall of fear oppresses,
A wall of ignorance represses,
A wall of pain surrenders,
A wall of strength defends,
A wall of hope rebuilds,
Madison Square Park
park benches covered in pigeon shit ~ the taste of orange juice in my throat ~ sunlight splattered on buildings ~ man on bike ~ sound of bike wheels ~ squirrels run around ~ lady and a
carriage ~ Geri’s voice ~ green grass ~ crusty leaves ~ gnarled tree ~ cute guy ~ nice ass ~ ugly
guy ~ no ass ~ benches ~ homeless ~ air ~ trucks ~ baby crying ~ tire screeching ~ flowers ~
bus ~ benches ~ homeless man ~ red jacket ~ fine man with a limp ~ pigeons ~ old people ~
splat of pigeon shit ~ a homeless couple ~ pigeon shadow ~ dreadlocks ~ leaving now.
October 31st, 1994
Happy Halloween
Why am I even here? it’s Monday ~ I hate this class ~ I truly think this teacher is an imbecile,
but I need the two history credits. Cute guy just walked in ~ that’s why I’m here.
Was everybody part of some great big cosmic band that flopped & I never heard about it?
These were on the board, so I wrote them down:
Wang Shimin
Wang Jian
Wang Yuan
Wang Hui
Wu Li
Yun Shouping
Kung Hushen
Tao Chi
Tai Chi
Tan Tien
Wu Wei
Wee Wee
I miss Michelle ~ I haven’t seen her in over three weeks ~ I really don’t want to be here ~ I wish
I was in the lounge ~ I want a “funky big band”.
Estoy tan solo ~ quiero un novio lindo, guapo, bello, ~ para tocarle el querpo
y dalle un besso en su rabo.
Satan is dead.
Tuesday November 8th, 1994
I used to be so friendly ~ I would make it a point to know everyone’s name ~ now I could
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care less ~ Have I become an asshole? No ~ I still cry at sad movies, even at sad cartoons ~ I
don’t know why. I haven’t lost my emotions ~ they’ve just become shielded. Still ~ I wish I was
friendlier ~ more approachable. Perhaps, there is so much within myself that I disapprove of
(the constant flirting, the one-night stands) that I feel no one can really look at me and respect
me once they know me.
“You will find that the shame is like the pain ~ you only feel it once.”
I can fit my entire fist up my jeans are new york is not as bad as mother believes in God lives
by the lake side of Geneva. I want to funk.
I hate life ~ I feel like everyone is looking at me ~ waiting for me to do
or say something spectacular.
November 9th, 1994
The shadows used to move ~ I remember crying, alone in a corner ~ afraid of the dark; of
what was hiding there ~ of what was going to come and get me. Now, I love the shadows,
the darkness that wraps my room, and the warmth that those shadows bring. I fear the light ~
where everything is exposed, and we stand as who we are, and everyone can see what would
otherwise be hidden in shadow. I fear violence and death, and cruelty, which now exist out
in the light, with no place to hide or escape to. I fear time and regret ~ to look back in my old
age and see nothing substantial looking back at me.
November 11th, 1994
Anxiety has yet to dominate me. My Discover Card payment is due and I have no money for
it. ~ I’m single, I’m incredibly horny, and I’m sitting in the lounge with just my journal and
nameless strangers (there is a God after all!).
REFLECTION: Ironically, as I am typing this - I have realized that my Discover Card payment
is due and I have no money to pay for it. I am STILL single, still horny, and I’m sitting in my
living room with just my journal in hand.
The Lover
At night he holds me in his arms and says “I love you”, and kisses my lips as his hands grab my
legs. My neck is made wet and warm from his kisses. My body is sore from his caresses. The
first time we made love felt like being caught inside a storm. He lives only at night, and in the
morning vanishes with the ring of my alarm clock. I’ve never seen his face, or his eyes, or his
lips, or his arms. I’ve never felt his hands, his legs, his thighs. He is a dream I have never fully
dreamt ~ a faceless name I heard as a whisper in my ear ~ the lover of my deepest soul ~ I am
afraid that he will always be there, but I’ll never meet him.
November 23rd, 1994
Jealousy
I’m not jealous of anything ~ I’m currently single ~ so there’s no one to be jealous of about ~
I’m not jealous over things people own. I’m not really the jealous type ~ I’m very secure with
myself (who was I kidding?), and jealousy is brought on by insecurities ~ I guess ~ I’m just
rambling ~ La La La ~ Bullshit! I have been jealous ~ last time I was jealous my x-boyfriend
started seeing this basketball player with an I.Q. of 2 behind my back. When I found out I gave
him an ultimatum. He ended up dumping us both four months later for his x-girlfriend. I’ll
never date a bisexual again! Nope ~ I hope they move to Ohio, and that he and his little wife
have hundreds of degenerate children who grow up to leech off every cent he makes. I don’t
think I’m the jealous type. Bitter... yes. Should I send them a Christmas card ~ Merry Christmas
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to Mr. Little Crooked Penis and the Mrs. “Honey, are you aware that your boyfriend has had a
nine inch dildo up his fucking ass?”
Handcuffed, tied and blindfolded, naked and sweaty, where am I? In a house that’s been
swept away in a hurricane. Dorothy on her way to Oz. I’ve landed. Hundreds of naked little
munchkins dancing around a drag-queen ~ it’s Glinda ~ the Diva-bitch of the North. I wanna
go home. Follow the yellow dick road to the Emerald Clity...
November 26th, 1994
I feel like I haven’t written anything profound ~ Do I have to be profound?
Tuesday, November 29th, 1994
I blame myself. The way my life is now is due to my thoughtless actions. I’ve tried playing the
roles of ever-happy, always smiling friend / brother, trusted confident, submissive lover and
failed. I’ve turned around to find myself alone. I have few friends, few good ones. My best
friend has her own life, and I’m no longer an important part of it. I’m not jealous that she’s in
love. She’s found someone wonderful. I hope I will too someday, but right now I’m alone. I’ve
reached out to so many people in friendship, only to have my hand slapped aside. I’m not
saying that I need to be the center of everyone’s attention all the time, but I’ll admit ~ having
the spotlight shine on me once and awhile again wouldn’t be so bad. Everyone needs their
fifteen minutes of fame ~ I’ve always wanted to be the center of someone’s world, you know.
Someone who would care about my needs, my wants. Someone to love, just me. That’s possessive, I guess, and that’s wrong. I don’t want to control someone. Just feel important ~ I just
want to be special in someone’s life. Is that wrong? Is that selfish? I hope it isn’t. I wish I was
pretty. I’m not. I wish I had a perfect body. I don’t. I guess I’m a nonconformist. I want what I
don’t have. I want a job. I want more money. I have so many bills. Why am I gay? I’ve suffered
so much in my life because of it, I can’t lie and say I’ve been strong, and nothing bothers me.
I’ve been spit at on the streets of my hometown. Speeding cars have yelled at me calling me
“faggot” or “homo”. I came OUT in high school, but honestly, I was never really IN. What is
pornography? I am a human being and I deserve respect. Why have I been denied that? I’ve
lost literally dozens of friends. Someone, who at the time was my best friend yelled at me. “Do
you think I would hang out with you if you were gay? ~ Do you think I would let you near my
little brother?” I died. Our friendship ended. She failed in her role of a friend. My Mother has
always been a rubber stamp ~ always agreed to what Daddy said ~ but curses him behind his
back. Dad is just a bankbook.
My sister has her own life now. A new life. A better one. I’m happy for her. Her baby is beautiful (she has two now). I wish them only happiness. Where are my people? Where is my happiness? My art is all I have. The only one thing I can say is mine. In there, I can create a world:
a world where I am God ~ controlling everything and everyone the way I want things to be.
I am ashamed. I sit in the back, alone, away from everyone. No one says ~ “Hi Robert” ~ the
phone doesn’t ring with “Good morning, Baby”. Alone. I want to scream and say ~ “I’m here”
I want to be acknowledged. Here I am. Sit next to me. Do I know what I really want from life?
1. A lover / life companion 2. My own apartment 3. A good career 4. Happiness. Is that asking a lot? I hope not. That’s all I need. A life for myself, free of trouble, of pain, of concern, of
trauma ~ who am I fooling? I’m tired of the pain. I’m tired of crying. I want to be free. Free of
the chains that have held me down for the past twenty years. I’m so needy for love ~ I’ll look
for it anywhere ~ I won’t turn it away from anyone. I don’t want to die ~ I don’t want to get
sick. I want to live. I want to live. I want to live.
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Thursday, January 18th, 1995
I complain too much. I want to wipe lies out of my life. I want to be free of my past, but who
do I confess it to? I want to let it out. I miss A.V. I do. I don’t hate him. I don’t think I truly hate
anyone. It’s not in me, but he and I shared something special, or at least, I believed that we did.
He hurt me, and I won’t deny that. He was the first relationship I ever had. It wasn’t perfect,
but I pretended it was. I didn’t want to be disillusioned. He didn’t live up to my expectations.
That was the problem ~ wasn’t it? What did I expect from him? Love, respect, good sex, fun.
I didn’t get it. He said I filled a void in him. I believed him. I don’t believe he maliciously set
out to hurt me. I can’t believe that. I hope he didn’t. I do still miss him.
They say you never forget the first time. The first time you kissed your new lover, the first time
you embraced at night, the first time we argued.
I’ll never forget the first times.
All the other affairs afterwards have been meaningless and loveless. Names that never meant
anything. All the others were quests ~ looking for the next one to fill my heart and make me
happy. A.V. wasn’t all bad ~ we had our good times, but it ended too quickly and badly. I
don’t want to die alone. I want to grow old with someone, I want to walk on the beach with
my lover, knowing that I make him happy. That he wants to be with me, and not just anyone.
I want to feel beautiful. I try too hard. I want too much, too quickly.
I miss sex. A.V. and I had a lot of sex, We engaged in some kind of sexual activity every time
we got together. It wasn’t great ~ false starts ~ dead ends ~ fumbles, but sometimes it was fun
and good. He had nice lips and was a good kisser, but things changed between us. He started
to lie and keep things from me. He began hanging out with this guy J. because I thought he
was cute. I couldn’t trust him, and in the end I couldn’t trust myself. I betrayed him because I
thought he had betrayed me. I don’t know if he did sleep with J., but I’m sure he tried. I ended
up playing around with W.G. I didn’t love him. I didn’t want to love him, so I hardened my
heart, mocked him and shut him out. He was trash. I knew it. I wanted the pleasure of the
touching, of the embracing, of the joy. Soon that became all that mattered. Men. I needed
so much ~ so often. After my breakup with A.V. I looked everywhere for a replacement ~ for
the love I lost ~ for the love I needed. There were so many. Now, they are just names... Tony,
Michael, Tim, Scott - I remember Scott.
It was the first time I really enjoyed sex. He was blonde, had light eyes. We met at the book
store on Christopher Street. He kissed me like no one ever had. His face was covered in
stubble. His hands were firm and his chest was so big. There was no actual sex, but the encounter was incredible. My body had never felt that good. He kissed me everywhere. I miss
that. I can’t say I miss him ~ because he was a stranger. We almost made love & I never knew
his last name.
January 20th, 1995
I never seem to worry about money. It’s a concept I don’t have a true understanding of. Things
cost money. I want things. I have no job. I owe thousands of dollars, and I’m not worried. I
should be.
January 23rd, 1995
An afternoon in the library
A new page, a new start. I’m in the West New York Public Library. 3:14pm. Why am I here? I
haven’t been to this library in 2 years. I hate this library ~ rinky dinky ~ little 3-legged chairs.
Too many little kids. It smells like books, old, rusty-dusty ~ “haven’t been opened in years”
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kind of books. School was fun today. Anna and I hung out after class. We went down to Astor
Place, did a bit of window shopping and went back to the Port Authority. We were cruising all
the way up Broadway. We have the same taste in men. Tall, dark, glasses, strong muscles, nice
arms, a penis, ~ you know ~ the essentials.
The librarian is some fat, sad looking hussy ~ Oh OK ~ stop being cruel ~ enough with the
vicious criticisms already. NAH ~ it’s too much fun. A library is supposed to be a quiet and
holy place ~ SHUT UP ~ I’m trying to think, My I.Q. has dropped like 30 points today ~ I just
reread today’s entry. I’m waiting for a friend, that’s why I’m here. ~ waiting for a friend.
Well, HOWDY PARTNER ~ some guy with this huge cowboy hat just walked in and sat down.
The farm is down the road. He took off his hat. A library is supposed to be a quiet and holy
place. The funny thing is that there is probably someone here looking at me and saying evil shit
about me. I don’t want to stop writing, at least not until J.S. gets here, or else I’ll have nothing
to do. Little fat kid in a purple shirt ~ looks like a grape. That must be his Mother ~ Ms. Mami
Grape ~ my husband’s in jail, my boyfriend got deported, my mother’s on crack, and I have 27
children. ~ no job and the welfare check is late. The Brady Bunch now available with Spanish
subtitles.
Oh ~ look everyone ~ look ~ it’s Monsieur Fop. ~ “Jes, Dahling, Look at me. I’m going to sit
in front of you now because I am Monsieur Fop. I am fabulous. Jes, and I want you to stare at
me. Look at me... Stop it ~ Don’t laugh at me, damn it!” He got up and moved.
There’s another guy across from my table, seems to be a tutor. The kid he is teaching is a fucking moron ~ but then again, a smart kid wouldn’t need a tutor.
3:48 and I’m still here ~ “You’re brilliant!” says the tutor. Tomorrow is Wednesday, Journal
Class ~ Should I read this? People are going to think I’m crazy, rude and cold-hearted. Francine
says I scare people. She says I have that “In your face personality.” The Cowboy got another
newspaper. Miss Librarian is taking a personal call.
3:52 Go away, go home ~ seek a therapist. Mr. Cowboy is circling my table ~ this is NOT a
rodeo.
3:54 Where is J.? If he is not here by 4:30, I won’t have much of a journal left to write in this
semester.
3:55 I am so bored. Now I know why I haven’t been here for two years. Cowboy just left for
greener pastures. The guy next to me is whispering. He might be some kind of satanic warlock
and the whole place is going to blow up any minute.
3:59 ~ 4:00 ~ 4:01 ~ Still alone ~ I hate these chairs. The librarian is staring at me ~ I am not
a criminal ~ go call your boyfriend again. Leave me alone.
4:12 ~ Why am I still here? LORD, WHY AM I STILL HERE? I have $7 in my pocket.
4:13 Another cute guy. I am so bored. I keep hearing the door open and close and wonder if it’s
that fool J. I want my photocopies. I want to go home. “Meet me at the library at 4:15 or 4:30“
Well, it’s only 4:15 now. I had nothing better to do anyway. Everyone’s looking at me. door. fat
man. Mami Grape and her Welfare Camp are all signing up for library cards ~ 4 boys. 3 girls.
Their pants are too big. I’m going to walk ~ stretch my legs out.
4:25 ~ J.S. is here.
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January 26th, 1995
Things I’ve learned
1. I have a very aggressive personality.
2. I’m happier when I’m NOT having sex.
3. It is easier to say “YES” than “NO”.
4. I don’t manage money well.
5. I miss my friends.
6. Solitude can be enjoyed.
7. I think of sex too often.
8. GOD has a wicked sense of humor.
9. Life is not supposed to be fair.
10. Men are men are men.
11. If you hang around a dumpster ~ you will only pick up trash.
12. I like long bus rides.
13. Trying to impress someone makes a bad impression.
14. I have a tendency to sound like a fortune cookie.
REFLECTION: Words of wisdom from a 20 year old.
January 30th, 1995
I’m in bed watching Designing Women. Delta Burke is fat. So am I.
January 31st, 1995
“Thirty days has September, April, June and November...” yes, January has 31 days.
Anna is whispering to me and I don’t understand her.
All I hear is “psst! psst! psst! psst! psst! psst! psst! psst!”
Fear
Anger
Guilt

Greatness
Ominous
Destruction

Forever
External
Analyze
Restriction

Sensual
Exotic
X-rated

Rebirth
Enigma
Love
Instinct
God
Internal
Oblivion
New

February 1st, 1995
Why am I taking notes within this sacred journal? BREAK lady!
Let’s take a break. I want to go. I smell marijuana.
ORAL REPORT due Thursday. Hmmm......
Man’s mind is incapable of understanding the cosmos.
Sex is mental.
February 1st, 1995
Earliest memory
Things kept secret inside my mind: closed behind a steel door. A face in the shadows, someone I knew, someone I trusted. A dog barking. White blazing teeth. red fevered eyes. A girl is
folding a blanket. Her brother is in the foreground. His back is turned to us. We’re in the crib.
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Six of us. Six little babies, toddlers, no older. A face in the shadow, someone I knew, someone
I trusted. He walks closer and unzips his pants. Six of us. Six little babies, toddlers, no older.
Innocence lost. Crying at night. The devil gets off free. No one will ever know ~ just hide in
the corner. I still here the dog barking. My childhood is gone. I don’t remember anything. My
life began at 10. Bruises and scars. Daddy, I’m sorry. Fights and screams. It’s all just a dream.
Forgotten. Forgiven. No. Never. Anger inside is violent and consuming. He got away ~ FREE ~
because no one would ever believe six little babies.
...Doors...Doors...Doors...Doors...Doors...Doors...
I blame my parents for not knowing.
You should have protected me! Defended me! Where were you?
Why did you act like nothing was wrong?
A little boy should not learn to lock his window and door.
Go away! Leave me alone. It’s just a snapshot. It’s just a snapshot in my mind.
A lost photo that left a hole in the family album. It’s gone. Locked away.
I don’t want to know what happened. I don’t want to remember. Let it stay gone.
Shattered lives, like shattered glass, nameless, faceless shadows. All save one. HIM. You never
forget the face. You never forget the fear. You can’t run. You can’t tell. You can never run.
Where do little children go when they die?
REFLECTION: He is a police officer now.
February 2nd, 1995
I’VE BEEN MACED!!!!!
I was an innocent bystander and I got mace in my eye.
I freaked out and ran into the middle of the street screaming “I’M BLIND”.
Computer class. I have a new sticker on my ID card. I’m at terminal no. 13.
February 4th, 1995
I went to school and did some work on the Macintosh. I couldn’t figure out how to turn it off
afterwards, so I shut down the monitor and prayed no one noticed.
REFLECTION: How FAR I have come.
February 8th, 1995
Honesty. Tony. Love. Is there a connection? Hazel Eyes, brown hair, muscles. Taller than me. I
think he’s beautiful. I’m scared of falling in love. I’m scared of never falling in love. I’m really
cold. My people are from the tropics! I want palm trees and savage men running around in loin
cloths. Why does my mind always default to sex? sex? sex? sex? Tony doesn’t want sex, at least
not yet. He wants to get to know me first! Finally! A man who’s treating with respect. He has
a strong accent, very strong, but I think it’s so sexy! STOP IT! Stop thinking of him. He is just a
man. He told me I was special and that he misses me. It’s probably bullshit, but it was nice to
hear that from a guy, especially one as sweet and as gorgeous as he is. Tony is a Fabulous. I do
want to sleep with him ~ just sleep. He is a bit taller than I am, and mildly aggressive, gentle
kisser and yes, he has a big cock ~ OK ~ so, I felt him up ~ you would have too. I told him last
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night to send me a picture ~ he said that he would. I think I’m falling in love.
REFLECTION: I had met Tony on the Christopher Street Path Station. He was also a student,
but lived in Connecticut. He was Greek and exotic looking. He wanted to write to me so we
exchanged addresses and phone numbers. We wrote to each other about four or five times. At
one point he was calling me almost every other day. Ah... Men.
February 10th, 1995
Eddie is having delusions. He needs help. I prayed for him.
Divinity is Absurdity.
| God | Man | Channel UPN9 |
Just when you thought it was safe to fart ~ someone you know walks into the bathroom.
Do you know what it feels like to have someone feast on your soul?
Sex should be spelled “SeXXX”
February 28th, 1995
I will never be happy in this house. Always I have tried my best to be on their sides, and have
sacrificed so much of myself in the process. I am not angry. I can’t be. I don’t have it in me anymore. I have always found the strength to let things go. God has given me that much. Strength
to survive and a heart too big for hate. There is a war I know I have to face, and it will be alone.
They will take from me everything they can. On my own, I will rebuild. Even when I become,
all I can achieve, they still will not want to look me in the face. I have to live my life for me,
because living for them has brought me nothing but misery.
“Mother’ is the name of God, on the lips of every child.” ~ The Crow
“I would rather be dead than have a gay son.” ~ My Mother
March 1st, 1995
Is the lounge the place to be?
The Weekend
This is the last entry I will ever write about sex. The presence of it, lack of it, or even mention
of it has caused more problems for me than I care to comment on. We live in one of the most
sexually repressed cultures on the planet. Sexism or sexualism has become the exploitation of
women, men and children. We are deemed or reduced to a body part; large breasts, bulging
biceps, great ass or crunched into a term; aggressive, submissive, top or bottom. We have become identified by who we sleep with, preoccupied by appearances, we strive for an Adonis
or a Venus, and for the things made of gold. We leave behind or fail to see the true beauties
of a person. A person whose inner workings may surpass any other “standard” we may have
set. Beauty is relative, relative to what we have been taught, what we have rebelled against or
discovered on our own. Beauty has been defined for us. She is beautiful. He is beautiful. What
a beautiful couple they make. What a beautiful child. What a beautiful lie it has all become.
In a town full of fags, why am I still single?
I want to be thin & pretty, God ~ like all the other girls.
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May 3rd, 1995
The Ear
I have two pages left to fill. What to write about? OK. This has been on my mind for the past
two weeks. My second date with Tony. “Mr. Wonderful” from Connecticut. We met at 10:00
at Journal Square. I looked great, I have to admit. He looked intriguing. I was disappointed. It
sounds shallow to say that ~ but ~ well, at times, I looked at him and saw the most beautiful
man in the world, and other times I was repulsed. I hate his teeth ~ they need some serious realignment, and his right ear really bothered me. It kept moving on it’s own. I tried to convince
myself that it was some type of horrid little monster on the side of his face that was merely
using him as a host. He kissed me when we reached the Christopher Street Path Station. All the
time I was thinking ~ “Get those teeth away from me!” Good kiss despite the teeth.
We had coffee at that little espresso bar on Christopher. He paid. My coffee tasted like piss. He
had three cups of it. He must like piss.
We walked around for awhile and entered Sam Goody. He looked for some discs, while I just
stood in the corner like an ornament. The clerk ended up flirting with me, Then we went to B.
Dalton’s. The clerk there flirted with me. Afterwards we went to Angelica’s Kitchen, a friend at
SVA recommended it.
This gay couple flirted with me when Tony went to the bathroom ~ odd ~ isn’t it? I’m on a date
and all the gay men in the vicinity seem to come around sniffing like dogs in heat. We split up
like around 3. He went back to Connecticut. I went to NJ. We had a great time, but I still feel
very shallow about the whole thing. His personality was fantastic, but his looks weren’t what
I remembered.
I felt almost ungrateful~ I’m judging him as many have judged me.
God is love. God is peace. God is law. God is nature.
Hakuna Matata
Is there hope for man kind? Do we have souls? Good and evil spirits tempt us, but we determine what we do. What is good and evil is not clearly defined anymore. Bad people should
be avoided. Peaceful farming good men and women never lie.
How bad, how evil, how unclean, how unloved my soul is.
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A Tuesday
First day of school ~ I feel fat. Suzi said I looked fat. Anna said I looked thin. I’m in trauma.
Shared privacy. Credit card is paid off.
Cleavage = Anna’s way to success. Fangu Putana. I’m on the bus.
I’m in allergy hell.
September 6th, 1995
“Hello, What’s your name?” I don’t answer. The ally is dark and misty. I just stand halfway into
the shadow. My eyes stare right into his soul. I can easily have him. “My name’s Jimmy. What’s
yours?” Silence. “Do you want me to guess?” He smiles. I raise an eyebrow. “Is it John?” That
supposed to be some kind of joke.? “Is it Mark? Joe? Peter? Phil? Rick? ~ Who are you?” I smile.
“That depends... how much are you willing to pay?”
GOD SAID HELLO
~ There is no life in this body ~
REFLECTION: I don’t think the people in my journal class realized that the above piece was
fiction. They all think I’m trash... wait... I am trash.
September 6th, 1995
I am still in allergy hell. I waved hello to Aaron. He didn’t wave back, do I scare him? He
turned around and said “Hi”, scared but civil. I smell cologne. Sexy. I think it’s Aaron.
Why do I draw in my journal? Should I only write?
Write letters, Write words.
I smell like cigarettes.
September 10, 1995
OK. Bored. Lonely. Depressed. Fat. Ugly. Aggravated. Very Depressed. Unloved. Would date
Mr. Magoo if he asked nicely right now. I wish I was beautiful ~ WORK ON IT ~ Lose weight
~ Look good. By Friday? I will lose 10 pounds by October 15, by November and by December I will be a GOD! God of war, death and heavyset people. I hate this room ~ all men ~ all
STRAIGHT men.
“The wedding’s off” ~ Yentl
EARTH, HEARTH, SMART, TART, CART, FART, K-MART, WALMART
Barbara Streisand is a man. I need a job, a life, a lover, an apartment, and a cure for allergies.
September Something, 1995
Somewhere in Jersey City State College. Outside the Gay & Lesbian (or friends of) club door ~
Why am I here? ~ do I hope to ensnare some stray fag who wasn’t looking where he was going?
How amusing. Why am I on the floor?
Someone talk to me. Fat chick here. She no talk to me. Where’s my best friend ~ in Audio Presentation. Gay people everywhere. Here a Fag. There a Fag. Everywhere a Fag. Fag.
Who is this fat chick and why am I still here?
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September 26, 1995
Writing Assignment - Choose three topics and combine them:
1. Sex (of course)
2. Social Skills
3. What will come at the end of the rainbow?
The answer: Polite Leprechauns Fucking in a Pot Of Gold, or Sexual Ethics in Munchkin
Land, or Lucky Charms.
October 11th , 1995
National Coming Out Day
October 13th, 1995
Autobiography Layout:
Title: A GOOD CRY
Chapter 1: I Never Had A Ballerina Barbie.
Chapter 2: I Was A Teenage Hall Monitor.
Chapter 3: I’ll Show You Mine, If You Show Me Yours.
Chapter 4: Virginity ~ The Big Bang.
Chapter 5: I Went To The Prom With A Crayola Crayon.
Chapter 6: Miss Thing & I ~ Best Friends Forever.
The journal class is tiny today. very tiny. tiny penis.
October 14th, 1995
Some homeless man started yelling at “faggot” at me.
Yeah, but I’m a faggot with a house. I want a pizza bagel. Distance is my major.
What does it take to make a hero?
REFLECTION: I love the random one-lines throughout these journals.
October 27th, 1995
I think his name was Jeff (or was it John?). Well, it started with a J. I remember his apartment
though. Candles everywhere ~ like a video on MTV. We fooled around on the couch. He was
a fabulous kisser. He was about 2 inches taller than I was, I think, or maybe he was shorter.
He had brownish hair, he was really thin, but had a nice build, very nice shoulders and arms.
I remember kissing them. Then we fooled around in the shower. Then we fooled around on
the bed. He had a nice bedroom. Very clean and spacious, Queen-sized bed. Funny how I
remember the apartment more than him. The one thing I do remember was that he had a very
odd penis; the hole was on the wrong side. I found out later that he was an art director somewhere. I should’ve asked for a job, after all I gave him one.
REFLECTION: His name was Jeff.
October 29th, 1995
Madison Square Park
Bald lady, Bald Nikki. Ann’s over there. Journal people. Church bells. Pope. Truck. Tweet.
Tweet. Blue Lady. Red Lady. Sunlight. Leaves. Artists. Pepsi. Briefcase. Pigeon. Pigeon. Shit.
Dog Shit. People Shit. Blonde. Hat. Walkman. Music. Chino. Slide. No Children. Coffee. No
sex. Homeless. Tree. Lamppost. Peach Tie. Sculpture. Voice. Muffled Voices. Coca-Cola Truck.
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Gray Shirt. My schoolbag. Fence. Manila Envelope. Nice Ass. No Ass. Flag. Academy Bus.
Red Jacket. She can’t sing. Bike. Haircut. Is she a lesbian? Is he gay? do I care? Squeaky bike.
Squeak. Tweet, Chirp. Twerp. Blue. Green. Red. Yellow. Black and gray. Fat. Traveler’s checks,
Cards & Gifts, Baby carriages. Don’t stare at me. Hat. Bumble bee. Paisley. Daisy. Lips. Voices.
Voices. The Voice. Birds. Pigeons. Tick tack of heels. Hindu people. Oriental. Blacks. Hispanic.
Rainbow. Water. Dance. Garbage Can. Is this a park? Dog bark. Madison Sq. Park. Gray hair.
Annex bridge. White shoes. Gray shoes. Purple dress. Yellow flowers. Long hair. Short hair. No
hair. Do I click with someone? Do I care? Not. Hot. Snot. Body. Orthopedic Shoes. Hindu’s
are leaving. So am I.
“We didn’t start the fire.”
I do not have a pot belly. It’s a cauldron.
“I come home in the morning light ~ My mother says ~ What you gonna do with your life?
~ Oh ~ Momma dear, we’re not the fortunate ones and girls just wanna have fun. The phone
rings in the middle of the night ~ My father yells ~ When you gonna live your life right? ~ Oh
~ daddy dear ~ you know you’re still number one, but girls just wanna have fun. Some boys
take a beautiful girl and hide her away from the rest of the world. I wanna be the one who
walks in the sun.”
Kevin Sorbo is Hercules.
SSSHHHH!!
~ I have a migraine headache & everything sounds 10 times louder ~
October 30th, 1995
Pet Peeves
1. Telephone numbers you have to spell.
2. People named Jason or Javier.
3. Sean
4. Fat people on bicycles.
5. Loud nasal voices.
6. Fabio ~ “I can’t believe it’s not butter... spray.”
7. My best friend’s x-boyfriend. My x-boyfriend.
8. Wanting to be alone & not getting it ~ like NOW ~
There is someone next to me and I want him to leave.
October 31st, 1995
Am I still here?
Do I still have a soul? Or have I slashed it and mashed it and crashed it beyond repair? Guilt
haunts me. Am I Jewish? I feel so horrible over all the things I’ve done. Bad decisions. Mistakes.
And regrets of youth. Fear. Terror. Ambition. I’ve been lucky. It’s an evil world, and I’m still
alive. Will anyone mourn me when I die? Will I mourn myself. I cry now. I haven’t the strength
to cry anymore. I’m all spent. Energy is all gone. I feel like a shell that’s been snapped & there’s
nothing inside. Am I shallow? Lonely? undeserving? depressed? Most definitely YES. I hope at
least half the class is absent, maybe he’ll send us home early because it’s Halloween. I sound
so pathetic ~ Who is that girl? WHO is THAT GUY???? Ooh Baby! Wow. That is beauty in a pair
of 501s. Ummm!!! Finger-licking good, Papi. SMACK ~ Kiss ~ Kiss ~ baby-eyes!.
OK. Enough. Back to the depression. Where was I? Hard to pick up where I was.
I was distracted. Ahh... there he went again - ooh! another one!
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November 1st, 1995
Things I Fear
1. First Impressions.
2. Losing control of a situation.
3. Dying violently or young.
4. Loneliness ~ never meeting Mr. Right
5. My x-boyfriend’s mother.
6. Losing people I care about.
7. Coming out to my family ~ losing them.
8. Dreams of people who have died.
9. My best friend’s x-boyfriend’s mother.
10. Being abducted by aliens.
11. Little dogs like chi-WA-was
12. Driving
13. Drowning
14. Falling
15. Women named Olga (see #5).
OK. It’s 1:15 ~ Do you know where your children are? Do you care? No. Do you have children? No. Are you lonely? Yes. Fear. Anxiety. Stress. Nerves. Tension. All of the above and none
of the below. I want to draw. I want Robert Taylor. He is really nice. He has a beautiful body!
and his personality is even more beautiful than he is. I love his eyes, his smile. What am I doing? Fantasizing about someone who may not even be gay. Am I insensitive? My nose hurts. It’s
1:25. Almost. I really want to leave.
November 3rd, 1995
Things I Hate
I hate bugs. I hate mice. I hate bisexual men who play the clarinet and have ugly mothers
named “Olga”. I want to die. I want to go to sleep. I want to go home. I hate men with bad
fingernails. I hate my life. I hate black chairs. I hate the fact that my ass sweats. I hate being fat.
I hate complaining. I hate heterosexual couples. I hate the Power Rangers. I hate Barney.
Spontaneous sex is a dangerous habit. I’ve had more one night stands than I’d care to mention.
I have to admit, I’ve been lucky though. I’m still healthy, and I’m not dead. I do consider the
“bed-hopping” days of my life to be at an end. I’ve matured past that need, or so I would like
to think so. Sex became almost unpleasurable. It seemed more of a display of technique than
anything else. Not all of it was bad, some aspect was still good or I wouldn’t have done it at all
or as often. Granted, afterwards, I felt like a cheap slut. This period of my life did massive damage to my self respect and dignity. I can never recover that little part of my soul that died during
that time. It all started after I broke up with my first boyfriend. I guess in a way, I was looking for
another “A.V.” to fill my life, First there was W.G., then F.C., followed by Scott, Jeff, John, Tim
and Andrew. After awhile, the names became a blurred memory, as did the events. They were
shadows more than faces, ideals more than individuals. I never stayed long enough to get to
know them really. I didn’t want to. Why stain the good moment with arguments, fights, or tears
at a break-up? Why put myself through that? I can’t justify my actions, but I don’t completely
regret them either. They are a part of me, of who I was, and they’ve shaped who I’ve become.
This is really deep. deep shit. knee deep in shit. My ideas are so scattered.
I guess in many ways, I’m scattered too ~ lost in the daily shuffle.
The Seven Deadly Sins:
Mastercard, Visa, Discover, Optima, Gold Card, American Express, and Discover Card Nexus.
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December 5th, 1995
Today is my birthday. I am now 22. So what? So now what?
That teacher smells like camel piss. Does a penis have an aura?
NOTATION: The journals that covered the time running from 1996 through 1998 were lost
during the move into my first apartment.
October 20, 1998
I already feel like I have messed up 2 pages in this diary / journal, and I want to throw it out!
Freak! This is a beautiful book and I should get over it! OK. I need to make special lists.
What I Did Today
1. Waited for postman until 4:30, then left for errands (missed postman)
2. Inquired about some action figure stands I need for my collectibles.
3. Called Neogenesis about a backorder.
4. Called Discover Card to inquire about my balance. ($668.69)
5. Organized loose paperwork.
6. Sent out product registration forms.
REFLECTION: My GOD, the other journals were so much more exciting. My Discover Card
debt is now almost $8,000. Good job.
Things To Accomplish Before Moving Out
1. Pay off Discover Card debt (NOT)
2. Pay off Colony Furniture (NOT)
3. Pay off Sears Card debt (NOT)
4. Pay off Comp USA debt (NOT)
5. Pay off my computer (NOT)
6. Print Century Productions Promotional material (Accomplished)
7. Pay off SVA Perkins Loan (NOT ~ just paid it in full in May of 2000)
REFLECTION: Goals are a good thing to have, are they not? I moved into my first apartment
on August 19, 1999.
Christmas List
1. Mom ~ she wants an enclosed CD holder.
2. Dad
3. Chari & John
4. Bianca & Alexa
5. Mabelyn & Rhuven
6. Wanda
7. Me ~ cause I get shitty gifts from other people anyway.
Some Of The Quotes In This Journal:
Soon she won’t object to fingers that stray under her skirt-hem and linger at her lightly knotted waistband; when her eyes are dreamy and her breathing’s harsh, send the servants away.
~ Mallyana Vatsyayana ~ the Karma Sutra of Vatsyayana
Virtue has need of limits.
~ Charles de Secondat, Baron de Montesquieu
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Some people with great virtues are disagreeable, while others with great vices are delightful.
~ Duc de La Rochefoucals
The greatest pleasure in life is doing what people say you cannot do.
~ Walter Bagehot
By the time you swear you’re his, shivering and sighing ~
and he vows his passion is infinite, undying ~ Lady, make note of this: One of you is lying.
~ Dorothy Parker
Desire and longing are the whips of GOD.
~ Anna Wickham
Lord, give me chastity, but not yet.
~ Saint Augustine
Sometime in 1999
Unfortunately, that’s it. I never filled this journal. I wrote about maybe 10 pages in it. The majority of it were lists; Christmas lists, Things to do lists, Things to get for my new apartment lists,
etc. etc. etc. The other journals were more exciting. I promise that with the on-line journals, I
will go back to talking about sex. LOL.
NOTATION: The above entry was actually an online notation.
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~ the azodnem.com online journal (2000) ~

~ commentaries ~
REFLECTIONS: Were added in 2005, while redesigning Azodnem.com.
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04.18.00
An uncle of mine past away today. His death has left me with very unsettled feelings. We were
never close, and I can’t say that I’m actually grieving him. Rather, I think I am reacting more to
other people’s reactions... or lack of.
04.19.00
I went to my uncle’s wake.
04.22.00
I registered Azodnem.com today. The process was surprisingly painless. I was avoiding it for
sometime, but I am now an official online entity. *clap* ~ *clap* ~ *clap*
04.23.00
Happy Easter. My sister and her family are in Florida at the moment. I’m supposed to go over
to her house, and lay out Easter baskets for my nieces. When I arrived the house was a bit
“disorderly”. I am convinced I posses some type of turbo “clean-gene”, because I proceeded
to reorganize her entire home; folded clothes, swept, dusted, put the hangers away, paired-up
scattered shoes, etc. I also left a really cute trail of plastic Easter eggs all over the house. My
nieces are going to think the Easter Bunny was on crack.
06.27.00
I will never have a one night-stand again.
Ever watch Sex and The City on HBO? Samantha (played by Kim Cattrall) ~ that’s me. “Sexually-liberated” is just the politically correct term for “whore”. Make no mistake... I am a “whore”.
Even the most pathetic creature on this planet can find someone to have sex with. I am that
someone. In my pursuit for Mr. Right, my standards have not only dropped, but shuffled off to
the side. We all have “needs” in bed. We all have certain things that get us off. My latest “Mr.
X” could only get off while rubbing his face into my belly and humping my hardwood floor in
his underwear. So... as I’m laying there... (on my floor ~ with this freak’s face in my stomach
~ mind you ~ he’s also humming) ... it dawned on me. I’m looking up at my ceiling, a million
miles away; not even aware of my surroundings or him. “Lord, how did I get myself into this
PARTICULAR situation?” When he left, I was left with a dire duty ~ I needed a shower and my
floor needed a mop. Twenty minutes later and some Clorox, I’m feeling better.
Have I become incapable of love? unworthy of love? The truth is ~ that I have yet to come to
terms with the fact that I am a human being. I get lonely just like anyone else. I still fantasize
about companionship. Does it make me less of a person to admit that I want / need someone
in my life, but that I also NEED sex?
Paul hurt me. Paul hurt me more than anyone ever has. What I cried for him, I will never allow
myself to cry for anyone else. I wasn’t afraid to fall in love. I let myself fall in love, and got
incredibly burned for it. Are gay men incapable of maintaining a committed relationship? Can
I be happy with one man? Would I trust that he is faithful? Will I lie to myself and say he is?
I was swept off my feet by Ted. He fit the bill for a lot of what I imagined my Mr. Right would
be. I would’ve given him a 100% of myself without him asking and never regretted it. My
honesty scared him off. My honesty scared me. He went out of his way to let me know that a
new person was in his life. This person was wonderful, and incredible, and he was falling in
love. He met this person December 4th ~ a day before my birthday. Ironically, I wasn’t angry
~ I wished him well. However, to remain true to the spirit of honesty, my opinion of him took
somewhat of a downward plunge. He was still “cruising” online despite the fact that he had
found someone so wonderful. Was HE incapable of love? Was he so swept away by the ideal

~ 34 ~

of a relationship ~ that he couldn’t enjoy what was in front of him? Appreciate what was there?
What was being offered? what did HE have to offer? Has he ever given me a second thought?
Has Paul?
In retrospect, neither of them could’ve given me what I really want. The emotional security
I’m looking for, isn’t going to come from the arms of a lover, but rather from myself. Every
“committed” gay couple I have encountered seemed so happy to be together, but every “top”
in those relationships made passes at me. Was there a thin veil of lies and untruths sheltering
those “marriages”, sheltering any (every) marriage? I am hopeless romantic ~ I still believe that
there is one person out there meant for me ~ that one person who will make all these others
seem like wasted energy ~ who will give me the strength and love I have so desperately been
looking for. Will I be looking for him, longing for him, for the rest of my life? Will someone ever
look at me, and see their future? See themselves growing old with me? Will I ever grow old?
07.03.00
I’ve had a four day weekend, and I’ve spent most of it hunched over this keyboard typing away
like a madman. I feel very proud of Azodnem.com. A lot of work has gone into it so far, and I
think it really shows. Each section is building up nicely ~ and even though I feel exhausted...
I also feel rewarded.
07.04.00
Happy 4th of July. I had a great view of the fireworks from right outside my building. I also had
a great view of the men *woot* ~ a lot of hardbodies walking around at night... (Hey, Mabe ~
that hot Chinito lives in my building, or at least someone he knows does! Be jealous!)
I had a really strange and scarey dream about a floating head named “Alice”. She came out of
my toilet and spoke to me. She was very friendly for a headless child. Stacker2 IS crack.
07.11.00
What is voyeurism? Is it the Internet’s response to safer-sex? It seems everyone has a webcam
now. Don’t you want to see the hairy fat “tub-man” naked? He was using a washcloth and
then drank his own bath water. But then ~ I wouldn’t know that unless I was watching. I have
to confess ~ I’ve become addicted to several live-feed webcams, lately. Are we just as easily
mesmerized by the grotesque and perverse? Yes.
07.12.00
I have let STRESS win. It is so easy to allow myself to become my mother. I barely slept a wink
on Sunday. I took the day off Monday, cause I didn’t feel I was in a mental state suitable for
the “office”. Are gay men drama queens by nature? There is a huge bed box in my kitchen,
that has to remain there for about 3 more weeks. Excell Framing in NY still hasn’t issued my
credit. They overcharged my credit card by $400 for a framing job. ~ Gee ~ Oops. I feel like
there is not enough content yet on Azodnem.com. I have tons of bills adding up, and It’s scaring me. I met someone on Saturday. He was a really sweet guy, but things should not have
happened. Realistically, we are way too far from each other to maintain a relationship. I think
I just needed some good sex to get me over the 06.27.00 experience. I got it, but I also got a
few additional issues I wasn’t counting on. I felt really cheap afterwards. I didn’t want to hurt
his feelings, but I had to confess that I wasn’t comfortable with what happened. We spoke
Monday, and ironically he felt the same way about the “affair” (pun intended). I felt better after
our conversation. The real issue is that I have never really forgiven myself for being human.
07.14.00
The X-Men movie was released today. I tried to see it on opening night, but everywhere I tried
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Random Thought:
If Women are from Venus, and
Men are from Mars... are Gay Men
from Uranus? ~ And if so, where
do Lesbians come from?

was already sold-out.
OBSERVATION: My maid seems to rearrange all my
photographs and “knick-knacks”. Is she trying to tell
me something? Or is that her way of proving to me
that she actually cleans?

Random Thought:
I wonder where the characters go
once you close the book. Are we
all just characters in someone’s
novel, given life only when the
pages are turned?

07.15.00
Played D&D today. Went to see the X-men movie with
Mabe and our “D&D Buddies”. The movie was awesome! It was “The Wolverine Movie” that Mabelyn
has been waiting for. It was one of the best (if not THE
best) comic book to movie adaptations I have seen.

Random Thought:
Sadness only exists to make happiness more powerful.

07.16.00
I have accomplished nothing. Am I setting unfair and
unrealistic goals for myself? My website is STILL not
finished, but it’s not even 3 months old. Every time
I sit down to do a page, I add a whole new section
instead. I am obsessed.

Random Thought:
Self-doubt and discontentment are
often at the heart of every decision
I have ever regretted.
Random Thought:
Does it ever snow in Alaska?
Random Thought:
How do penguins poop?
In the water?
Random Thought:
Lunacy is genetic. Thanks, Mom.
Random Thought:
I miss me.

07.18.00
2000 seems to be the year of change for everyone.
After seven years, Mabelyn and Rhuven have split
up. After 12 years, my brother-in-law has sold his
business, and has gone back to driving buses. I have
gotten my own apartment, a great job, and my own
website. It seems to be a time for new beginnings for
people, whether those beginnings are intentional or
thrown upon them. I wonder how this year will end.
Went to the doctor today, and got stocked-up on all
my asthma and allergy pills.
Tomorrow, I’m going for a blood test.
07.20.00
I saw Max Grand on the street today near the Crunch
Gym at W4th. He is fucking incredible!
I recognized him, because I’ve seen his picture in
HX Magazine. In actuality, I’ve never seen one of his
“films”. Do porn stars make a lot of money? Or is it
the exhibitionist side of themselves that they are fulfilling? F.C. is a porn star. We went to high school
together. I kissed him twice. I never saw his “thingie”.
I felt it up though. If I buy his films now, I can see his
“thingie”. What happened to our innocence? Did we
ever possess it?
07.23.00
Someone is playing petty games, it seems. I’ve been
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getting several calls about an apartment for rent... mine. Could it be my “floor-fucker’s” attempt
at vengeance because of my slanderous entry on 06.27.00? Well done, my worthy adversary.
Round one goes to you. However... you shall NOT win this one. I’m pulling out the candles,
incense and the Santa Barbara, all I need now is a chicken’s head and some goat’s blood.
07.24.00
Couldn’t go to go for the blood test on 07.19.00. Went this morning.
The Asian woman who drew my blood was really rude. She called me fat. Fuck you.
07.28.00
Some cool one-liners:
The devil’s greatest accomplishment is having convinced the world that he does not exists.
We are the backpack generation.
I am a low-budget film.
07.29.00
I have cleaned, and “cleansed” my apartment.
08.02.00
I got the blood test results today. I’m fine.
I bought Diablo II today, mostly because Mabelyn gave it a fabulous review.
So much for that life I wanted to eventually develop...
08.12.00
My pledge of celibacy didn’t last. For the first time in my life I felt no guilt or remorse after the
fact. I truly enjoyed the moment, myself and him. Whether it remains a one night stand or not
awaits to be seen and is actually irrelevant. It was sweet, fun and very funny. I don’t think I
have laughed that much in bed since A.V. (but that was for a different reason). I have no regrets
He is only one of two people I have ever spent the whole night with.
I have to buy a new shower-head, though. He broke my shower-head. It’s OK.
My maid broke my first shower-head.
She breaks a lot of things, actually. Yes, I have a maid. She comes in about once a month. Why
do I have a maid? I’m a “neat-freak”. I don’t NEED a maid. I think I pay her $40, to sit on my
futon and watch Galavision, that is... when she’s NOT breaking things. Last week, she broke
the handle off of my refrigerator. What the fuck was she doing, that THAT was the result?
08.13.00
D&D Sunday. Anybody want to Mambo?
08.15.00
Keeping It Real
I’m in a cloud ~ a fuzzy grey cloud. It’s not raining. It’s just a looming cloud. I feel uninspired
and undirected, unmotivated. What is Azodnem.com? It’s my last name backwards ~ but other
than that what does it mean? Did I just want an internet presence because everyone else had
one? Did I want to be part of that “progressive online community” that is so supportive? Who
am I working for? writing for? Does anyone read any of this? Does anyone care? Does it all
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come down to... “How many hits I got today?”, “Did I add anything new?”, “Are my friends
reading this?”, “Are they my friends if they’re not?”. Competition breeds contempt.
I wanted a space to vent.
I wanted a space to display my artwork, and scream out that I have talent
(hopefully get some more freelance work, maybe even a new job in the process).
I wanted a space to display all my other friends who are also artists, poets or musicians ~
a space where they can all stand side by side without any quarrels or judgments
I wanted something that was 100% mine, and looked it.
Is Azodnem.com that?
Am I saying anything worth saying?
I guess I just threw too much of myself at myself. There is no deadline, and in truth, on one
level, Azodnem.com will NEVER be finished. It’s going to change and grow as I do. Yet, I feel
as if there is someone I’m secretly trying to impress. Someone who is watching every move I
make, and when I am done ~ I’m going to get a report card.
I HAVE become obsessed. Overwhelmed. Overworked. Under-appreciated ~ in several realms.
Do I need a cake with candles, fanfare and a parade to let me know that I have been a good
friend / brother / son? No. Maybe. At least once would be nice. Yes. Have I been a good friend
/ brother / son? Do I need to just step-away?... from everything?
Some Of The Movies I Have Had Sex To
(Which one were you?) In no particular order:
Amistad
Braveheart
Cabin Fever
Dune
The Matrix
Star Trek: Insurrection (or was it “insert erection”?)
Stiff Cocks - Volume 2
Stigmata
The new shower-head I bought SUCKS! It doesn’t fit how & where its supposed to (no comment). Don’t you just hate when that happens?? My quest for a durable shower-head must
continue...
08.19.00
I got a haircut today, why do I feel 40 lbs lighter every time I get my hair trimmed? “I feel pretty...
Oh so pretty...” despite the fact that I have a huge pimple on nose.
08.22.00
Azodnem is in pieces. I guess in a way so am I. I’ve been working in wild spurts. I’m divided.
Cut up into little pieces. There is so much I want to do, and I just feel overwhelmed, like it’s
suddenly become so difficult to put my priorities in order. I am overwhelmed.
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I’m lonely. Everyone else seems to meet someone with such ease. What’s really happening
with me? What’s the real issue? I’m not thirteen anymore. I don’t need constant attention to
feel loved. Problem is, I don’t feel loved. ~ DAMN IT ~ I refuse to turn my life into a “pity me
novel”. THERE IS NOTHING WRONG WITH ME. I’m cute. Intelligent. Talented... empty. What
am I looking for? Where are the answers that I need?
I’m not “Chapter One” in anyone’s life.
Do I have to be? I’d like to be. People seem to remember me when they need to vent or have
good news they want to tell someone about. No one asks me “How are you?”, “What did you
do today?” When did I become invisible to everyone around me? Sometimes it feels like those
things are irrelevant to people. It’s not important how Robert is doing, or what he’s thinking.
When F. got back from vacation, she didn’t ask how the blood test went ~ despite the fact that
she knew that I was a bit freaked about it. Had I not mentioned it ~ would she have eventually?
I brushed it off and told myself she just had a great time and was caught in the moment, but it
broke my heart. Maybe I’m writing that here, because I don’t have the courage to say it aloud.
Maybe I need to say it aloud. Maybe people just assume that “nothing’s up” so why ask. Have
I made myself too accessible as a “counselor” to others? Have I become too much of a neutral
force, that its hard for people to see me as anything other than that? I can take care of myself,
I always have ~ but that’s because there has been no other choice. In a way, it all ties in with
the “dismissal issue”. A.V. turned his back on me without a second thought. Paul. Ted. Is there
nothing I have that captivates someone? Nothing of depth? Why do I still blame A.V.? Maybe
because I never had “a say”? Perhaps because what I wanted / needed wasn’t considered, and
has never been.
I’ve shut my parents out ~ of my own free will, because I know that when I “come out” they’ll
turn their backs on me ~ so I might as well get ready for it. I’ll lose everyone I’ve ever loved
in an instant. It terrifies me. Being alone. But... I’ve placed myself in a situation where I am
alone. I moved out. I come home alone. I wake up alone. My phone rarely rings. It’s painful.
I’ve never had anyone that I can honestly say I felt loved me. Am I victim? No. Am I jaded? Yes.
Am I distrustful of others? Constantly. I can’t take others at face value anymore, because I know
it’s a “face”. I don’t go anywhere. I stay inside like a hermit. What am I afraid of? Rejection? ~
proof that I am alone? Affirmation that I’m meant to be alone? Die alone. Maybe “Love” is an
ideal that poets have created so we all get up every morning... so we force ourselves to work,
in a secret hope that someone will stop us on the street today... that someone will look our way
today... that someone will love me today.
Is that what all the men in my life have been about? Was I substituting names and places with
false ideals of “Mr. Right”? ... pretending in my mind, that he was the lover that comes to me
every night and makes me feel new in the morning. I want to drink coffee with someone at a
café. I want to go to a Broadway play with someone. I want to trust again, but I don’t see that
happening anytime soon. I hate the events that have made me think this way. I hate the people
who brought on those events, but it isn’t going to change just like that... is it?
I’m insecure. I guess that’s a byproduct of all the above. I’m constantly questioning “Why
people are talking to me?”, “Do I look OK today?”, “Are they looking at me / laughing at me?”
Maybe the issue is a lot bigger than I care to admit to anyone. To myself. Maybe there is something wrong with me. Maybe I’m just waiting for the world to stop for a second, acknowledge
me and apologize for ignoring me ~ even if it continues on its way afterwards. I don’t know.
Truth is ~ I’m human... with the same frailties and needs as everyone else, and like everyone
else, I’m just trying to make my way in this world. Real truth is... Everyone has issues. Everyone is insecure. Everyone thinks they’re fat / ugly / unwanted / inadequate... whatever... at one
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point in their lives. The question is... What do we do about it?
08.29.00
AOL is the Babylon of the Internet, and I am its whore.
08.29.00
I’ve sat for hours in front of this machine. My apartment looks like a mess. My mind is once
again cluttered. My hard-drive is cluttered. It’s 8 pm. I feel like I haven’t done shit. Azodnem.
com is just a pretty face with nothing at its core. Margarita, anyone? I need new energy.
09.03.00
Wigstock 2000
It poured. I got soaked. Tons of bitchy wet drag queens. Mascara ALL over the place.
09.04.00
ENOUGH! Enough of this “grey cloud drama”. Here we go... This weekend has been hectic
and VERY busy. I have added a few things up on Azodnem.com. The Lounge is growing nicely.
I spent all of today cleaning up the apartment ~ and I mean CLEANING UP ~ the curtains were
taken down, washed, and ironed. My bed sheets were changed, and perfumed ~ They’re virgin
again. So am I. The apartment looks and feels fresher ~ I love the rain. I have tons of paperwork
to still filter through however.
Hey... where’s Mabelyn? where did all my friends go? *sniff* *sniff*
9-05-00
Date With An Angel (A Dance With The Devil)
REFLECTION: This entry was about my first date with Todd. I promised myself that I was not
going to remove any of the entries that he was in ~ that I was above that. Unfortunately, I
wasn’t “above that” tonight.
9-17-00
Went to the Renaissance Faire with the “D&D Buddies”.
9-19-00
Evolution.
Looking back over the past few entries, there seem to be several where I just bitch about Azodnem’s lack of growth, i.e... ”I haven’t added anything new and I feel guilty” ~ “The Grey Cloud
Trauma”. Evolution. When Azodnem was first “born”, there was almost a lightning energy that
flowed out with it. It possessed the power of anticipation, and it pulsed with it. For awhile I was
feeling that it defined me ~ that its elegance and order would somehow bring elegance and
order into my life. It became an entity on its own, and I aspired to be its child... its chosen... but
then everything stopped. Azodnem froze. No activity. No creation. No movement. No growth.
Evolution. Have I so quickly outgrown Azodnem?
I felt almost as if it was a chore to sit in front my keyboard and put up a new page. I was uninspired, and my energies weren’t being replenished from anywhere or anyone. I was waiting
for Azodnem.com to “do” something. But that was the problem ~ wasn’t it?
I am Azodnem.com. I define it. I can redefine it. It exists and breathes because I allow it to.
Where is its substance? Where is its soul? Does it need one?
Evolution.
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09.19.00
I had lunch in New York with Todd and Mabelyn. The two great forces in my life have met.
Lunch was cool ~ Chinese food, rain and Renaissance pictures. What more could a girl ask
for?
09.22.00
This entire week has been the week of HELL. I’ve worked almost twelve hours every day, and
I’m completely exhausted. On the positive side, I do have a four day weekend in front of me.
09.23.00
How exciting my life is. I got a haircut today, and picked up my blood pressure medication.
Visited my parents for a few hours. Bought Mom a TV Guide. Oh the joy.
09.24.00
I say it’s about time to get back in gear and post up some cool and new stuff. I actually feel
inspired and productive tonight. I have energy, and can feel it. I slept VERY well last night. I
have tons of laundry to get to, but I’m not in the mood for that. I’ve separated my “whites” and
my “everything else” into two clumps on my bedroom floor.
Mabelyn has a new boyfriend. I’m incredibly happy for her... and him, but I miss her.
I don’t see my best friend as often as I used to.
OH FUCK... The Magic Wok just got here with my lunch.
Doorbell scared the living SHIT out of me!
Did you know... that Azodnem.com is already starting to appear on search engines?
Isn’t that the coolest thing?
Oh ~ for the musically curious ~ I’m currently listening to the soundtrack of Karma Sutra:
A Tale of Love - because sometimes you just need to hear the wailing howls of an Arabian
woman to make your day feel complete.
09.24.00
My mom came over ~ started rearranging my rugs ~ totally disrupting my energy flow and
fucking up my domestic karma for today.
10.01.00
Happy October. I went into the city today with Francine. We saw the Cique de Soleil ~ Journey
of Man. INCREDIBLE ~ what a visual feast. My eyes could barely take it though, and I seem to
have a pretty hefty headache now. I played Baldur’s Gate II yesterday for a few hours just to
try to get the feel of it, and decide what type of character I want to play. I still don’t know. I’ll
wait till the “patch” comes out for it.
I feel like there is so much to do in my life, and I’m just sitting back. I need to find a new job,
and pay off some of the crazy bills I have. I need to post my resume up on Monster.com. There
is no excuse why I haven’t done so already.
It will be a month in four days for Todd and I on Thursday. My mind is scared sometimes. I
don’t want to get hurt again, but my heart is already gone. I think about him often. No matter
what I’m doing, his name is floating in the back of my mind tugging at me. Guess that clinches
it, huh folks? Or am I in love with being in love?
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10.04.00
The Age Of Communication. Beepers. Cell Phones. Cordless. Wireless. Internet. Intranet. Bell
Atlantic is now Verizon. We have cultivated a sleek and silver skyscraper community of indifference. Don’t look at the person’s face sitting across from you on the subway. Look down.
Look down at your feet. Look down at the floor. Don’t look at the homeless. Don’t look at
people crying on the streets. Look down. Look down at your feet. Look down at the floor.
Indifference. I have become indifferent. My parents want to transfer the house in my name or
my sister’s. She doesn’t want it. Neither do I. I don’t want a dime of it. It’s not anger anymore.
It’s not “lashing out” at them. It’s indifference. The house means nothing to me. Why own
nothing? Why have an empty nothing in my name? I cried into the walls of nothing for years.
No one answered. I walked into nothing everyday of my life. I slept in a bed of nothing. I ate
off an empty plate of nothing. I spoke about nothing, dreamt about nothing. When nothing is
gone, will I cry for it?
10.05.00
Happy Anniversary to Todd and me. It’s been a whole month.
10.08.00
What a weekend. We celebrated my uncle’s 71st birthday at his house. The celebration featured a dead pig, intimate family, music, and my mother playing a guitar! I’ve NEVER had this
much fun with my family. It was really surreal. However, there was a small incident... when the
kids where playing outside, Bianca got hit in the nose with a small rock (nothing tragic), but
next thing we knew, Alexa came out of the backyard with a brick ready for some retaliation.
The girls’ dance recital awards was on Sunday. Bianca got a trophy, and little Alexa got a trophy
and a ribbon. Very cool! Then it was off to eat a celebration dinner at Houlihan’s. Alexa kept
screaming...”I see a smile on your face... Whoa, what a mean face... Here comes Bigfoot...
Roar!” Ah... the charm of a five year old.
10.13.00
Friday, October 13th
Isn’t that cool ~ that October would get a “Friday the 13th”? I think that’s cool. Halloween’s
coming up soon too. My sister is throwing a bash, and I’m going to the parade on the 31st. I’ll
probably wear my Renaissance Faire costume.
10.14.00
My nieces’ dance recital was today. What fun... five hours of cute little children dancing.
Seriously though, it was very cool! My nieces did very well, and I’m proud of them both.
However, one of the dance teachers’ assistants dances like a hooker. Give the bitch a pole...
and a dollar.
10.17.00
I have felt so sluggish today... as usual it’s almost midnight and that’s when inspiration to work
hits me. I spent most of the day doing almost nothing... just floating around the apartment. I
met up with my boyfriend, Todd, after work to go help him shop for some high-heel shoes.
He’s in the Rocky Horror Show up in Poughkeepsie.
10.19.00
Today was a long day, and its not over yet. I just walked in the door and started doing my laundry. It seems the building got new laundry machines ~ and they’re called SPEED QUEENS. Isn’t
that the cutest thing? What do you wash your clothes in? I use a SPEED QUEEN.
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10.21.00
Wow ~ Today was incredibly productive! Renee came over and we discussed music stuff. (she
brought coffee and bagels, along with a weird orange and pink thing to smear on them). I’m
going to be redesigning her website, I think that’s so cool ~ an official “unofficial” web-site
gig! She and a couple of friends are starting up a band called Hookers’ Union, expect to see
them in The Lounge soon!
My nieces also came over for awhile & we played “toys” (as they call it). They seem to have
a taste for my superhero toys... especially the girl dolls... but only if they have capes or highheels. Divas to the last.
10.26.00
Why did I even get out of bed today? I didn’t want to go to work. I really didn’t. I didn’t sound
sick ~ and didn’t feel like faking it either. I called in “late” and dragged myself to work. I feel
really sluggish and very bitchy today. I got attacked by a sewer rat while walking down into the
subway at Port Authority. I kicked it out of my way. It’s dead now. Probably.
I basically wore my headphones all day, and thus avoided conversation. Gale convinced me to
go with her to this Brazilian percussionist performance up on 12th. It was free, and fabulous.
Brazilian men are gorgeous. Damn them all.
Todd’s got rehearsal all week. The play he’s in opens up tomorrow. Wish I could be there to
cheer him on, but I’m working. I am going up to see the show on the 4th, though.
10.28.00
My sister’s birthday / Halloween party was today. She’s 40. Lots of her friends around. I felt
a little awkward and out-of-place, so I sat in the back, as usual. I wore that same black and
brown robe that I wore to the Renaissance Festival ~ the same robe that I am probably going
to wear to the New York Halloween Parade on Tuesday. The party lasted four hours, I ended
up talking to my cousin for most of that. She’s very cool, and I love her very much, but there is
a sadness in her eyes sometimes. I “came out” to her at the party. I don’t know why. Maybe it
was the sangria. Maybe I just needed to finally feel a connection with someone in my family.
She smiled... and hugged me. She said that I was her cousin and that she loved me, and that
I could tell her anything... funny she said the same thing a few years ago too. I wanted to cry.
I told her about Todd. She wants to meet him. She drove me home after the party. I needed to
test the waters. It’s not going be that easy with my sister, Chari, and I know it. There will be lots
of tears ~ even some anger ~ but my sister is the next step, when I’m ready.
10.29.00
OK. I cheated. I played Torment for a few hours today... It was becoming difficult, so I downloaded a game editor and “hacked” a few things... just a few things... some nice equipment...
better stats for one or two characters... that’s all. LOL.
Why do I get inspired to work late at night? It’s the “witching hour” here... emphasis on
“witch”... incense and candles are all over the place.
10.31.00
Happy Halloween! I want to buy a new journal ~ you know one of those leather bound slip
covered journals where the front and back are embossed with Celtic patterns or runes. I’m
heading to the parade tonight. Checking out Delphine’s garden and maybe even heading to
the Theatre for the New City. I need money though ~ so I have to hit an ATM machine when
I get into New York.
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10.31.00
I went into the city early to have lunch with Todd. He showed me the train I have to take on
Saturday to get up to Poughkeepsie, and see him in his show. I’m a bit nervous. I don’t want
to get lost. LOL.
Grandma is in the hospital. Mom called me earlier and said she wasn’t doing too well. It’s very
sad. I never really had a chance to get to know my grandmother. She was placed in a home
soon after my grandfather died (in 1988). I was just fourteen years old. Her mind just caved in
on itself after his death. She reached a point where she needed constant supervision. It’s very
sad. She will die leaving most of her story untold.
When I got back in from lunch, there was a message on my answering machine from Jason.
I convinced him to go with me to the parade. I got him out of his house, and into the real
frightening streets of NY. LOL. He had never been to the NY Halloween Parade. He loved it,
and seemed to have a great time.
SIDENOTE: His nose was attacked by a fly, and he started bleeding profusely.
Lovely. Happy Halloween.
It was incredibly cold so I ended up NOT wearing the robe. I just wore some traditional gothic
black instead (also wore an awesome ring that Mabelyn had given me a few years back). We
stood next to “Mr. I Have a Comment on Everything” for most of the parade. He had all of two
teeth in his head... if that. The little kid on my right kept pushing me and poking me for almost
two hours, until I gave his mother a “smile”. She moved him. I had a great time, though ~ I
actually did. I took almost four rolls of film. After the Mom and her little vampire moved, this
loud but funny teenager moved up into their position. I thought she was a riot! She kept yelling
at all the drag queens... “Work it. Work it, Girl. Oh... You’re too hot! Too hot!”
I couldn’t find Delphine’s garden. Sadness. I really wanted to see it! They had built a large
haunted house in it. Maybe I’ll take my camera with me and photograph it after work on
Wednesday. My feet really hurt. I walked around so much, and just wanted to get home.
11.01.00
I received a very sad e-mail from Mabelyn today. I assumed she was going to spend yesterday
with Rob, but instead she spent her Halloween alone and in sadness. Had I known earlier, I
would have dragged her with me and Jason to the parade.
After work I went looking for that journal I want to get. I have a few leads, but they were closed
by the time I got out of the office. I’ll check them tomorrow during my lunch break, If I get the
chance.
11.02.00
I’m all out of faith. This is how I feel.
I’m cold and I am shamed ~ bound and broken on the floor.
Into every day... a little “magick” must fall.
I was on my way back to the office, and I felt the urge for a Coke from the huge soda vending
machine on the 4th floor. I put my hand in my pocket, and only had 55 cents. A soda is 75
cents. I know this is silly, but it made me really sad. When I was in the elevator... I put my hand
into my coat pocket again... this time... that extra nickel was gone, and in its place was another
quarter. I got my soda! I know... the other quarter was probably there to begin with, but I just
thought this was a cute story! LOL.
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Ok. So I have no life. Fuck you too.
Illusions never fade into something real.
11.16.00
Maria Antonia Hernandez was born in the early 1900’s. She was my grandmother. She died
last night at about 10:45pm. She lived well into her 90’s. Sadly, I know little of her life other
than she was born and married in Cuba. She, her husband, and their four children were all fortunate enough to make it into the United States in the early 60’s. Her youngest son is my father.
Today is my father’s birthday, and also his mother’s funeral. The last funeral I had attended was
earlier this year for my Uncle. It felt like a gathering of vultures. It left a bitter and angry emptiness in me. Grandma’s funeral filled that. There was great serenity. Peace. She had lived a very
long life. There wasn’t any agony in the air today. There wasn’t any anger. There was sadness,
but also acceptance and tranquility. I walked away today with one thing: the realization that
I have a wonderful life. Despite my occasional protests, I have a good career. It has supplied
me the means to my independence. I’m intelligent, creative, and compassionate. My friends
may be few, but they are true.
Tomorrow they lay Maria Antonia in the earth. I touched her hand before I left the funeral
home, and said good-bye.
Goodnight Grandma.
EERIE FOOTNOTE: Grandpa was buried on Dec. 17, 1986. My Uncle Arnold was buried on
April 17, 2000. My Aunt Laura was buried on June 17, 2000. Grandma will be buried tomorrow Nov. 17, 2000. She died in the same hospital, in the same room, that her husband, my
grandfather, died in 14 years ago.
11.17.00
I bought some candles and flowers for my apartment. They bring me peace. November has
been a harsh month for me. I want to put it all behind. There is a strange sense of closure today,
but also renewal. I have a lot to look forward to. My life is just beginning.
11.26.00
November continues its onslaught. Old habits are hard to break. Old fears are even harder.
Luckily, the year is drawing to a close. There’s a lot in 2000, I’d like to forget. So much upheaval in everyone’s life. Some of it was good. Some of it was bad. Some of the bad things lead
to better things. After seven years and dozens of painful nights, Mabe and Rhuven broke up.
Rhuven has now vanished into the thick solemn mists of memory. Mabe is dating Rob now,
and the sky is bright again.
After eleven years, my boss is leaving her job. December 4th will be her last day. Many faces
are going to change at the office. Mine included. It’s time to move on, and I know it. Change
is frightening, but necessary, and more often than not, rewarding as well.
Some say 2000 is the year of rebirth. Was it? Death has also shown its face too often this year.
I lost an aunt, an uncle and my grandmother. Todd lost his father.
I think that I’m one of those people who have an endless reservoir of faith. No matter what
happens... to me, to those around me... I know that situations will always brighten and get
better. Eternal optimism or shrewd logic? The one constant force in this life is pain. We will all
feel it, and at some level be scarred by it.
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The first person to break my heart was A.V. ~ I was 18. The puritan romantic ideals I had of
what love was supposed to be were trampled on. I was dismissed without a second thought.
Paul broke the pieces A.V. left intact. I was 22.
It took a long time for me to find the trust to trust again. I carried that pain and anger inside
me for a long long time. It was a hard fight letting go of it. Sometimes I can still feel little bits
and pieces of it gnawing at me.
I didn’t think I would ever give my heart again.
11.26.00
Had dinner at my parents. The walk up there was great. It was SO beautiful out! Misty, rainy,
but not a thundering rain shower like it was this morning. Some people have already started
putting up their Christmas lights. I have to put up my itty bitty little tree.
I need to shave and get a haircut. My server is slow tonight. Ugh.
11.27.00
Back to work after a four day weekend. Can’t you just feel the joy?
12.12.00
I whined and whined that November was the month of trauma. December has proven to be
one of the busiest months I have ever had. I have rarely had a moment to sit down and relax,
let alone sit down and focus on Azodnem.com. It needs attention. I know it. I’ve neglected it.
Poor baby. I’m sorry, but I’ve had a life lately. LOL. I swear it won’t happen again.
Ok.. News...
December 5th Was My Birthday.
I am now officially in my “late twenties”. For the curious, I am now 27.
It was an unexpectedly nice birthday this year. I spent it with loved ones, and even got some
very cool gifts! I had lunch with Todd in the morning (it was also our third month anniversary).
My parents bought me a cake, and made me some great dinner.
Mabelyn stayed over.
My co-workers at the office also got me a cake (it was pink)! I feel loved...
weeeeee...
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~ the azodnem grimoires (2000 ~ 2002) ~
The journals have once again evolved. A grimoire is a book of secrets. The very word “grimoire” inspires images of the forbidden, of the taboo of deviation, and of the hidden power
within us all. Yet isn’t that the very power of words? ~ to inspire, to confront, to force us to
evolve our thinking? Isn’t that their “magick”? Artists often touch upon the forbidden for their
inspiration, and it is from that exploration that the true nature of ourselves can be uncovered.
And so, with that hope, I present... The Azodnem Grimoires.

~ commentaries ~
REFLECTIONS: Were added in 2005, while redesigning Azodnem.com.
NOTATIONS: Were added in 2008, while gathering this compilation.
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~ book one: essence ~
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11.04.00
A new experience ~ I’m on a train ~ a train bound to Poughkeepsie. It’s about a two hour ride
from Manhattan. I brought my CD player and am currently listening to Cher. I also brought
along some Tracey Chapman for the ride. I’m a little more than nervous about going up to
Poughkeepsie and meeting Todd’s mom. That in itself is going to be a new experience for me.
I’ve had such a bad week as it is, I hope it doesn’t get worse. My mother would hate this train.
There are black people on it. She can be such a racist at times. I know it’s her upbringing, but
it is infuriating. Racism in Cuba was not defined as “racism”. “Whites” had their own clubs /
bars, and “Blacks” had theirs. OK... technically that’s “segregation”’, but segregation and racism are brother and sister.
My parents once refused to rent the upstairs apartment to this one couple, because the woman
was married to a black man. That kind of mentality is really frightening. I’m often surprised that
I am who I am considering the environment I was raised in. I guess a person is either a product
of their environment or a product against it.
There are tons of skinny white people on this train too. The skinhead with the tattoo and the
earrings is disturbingly handsome. I have tons of stuff on the seat next to me. I hope I don’t
have to move them for people to sit. The train (at least, this car) is getting really full. Some
crazy homeless woman has locked herself in the bathroom. I think she’s trying to get a free
ride. Train hasn’t left yet.
I haven’t written in a real physical journal in months ~ My handwriting looks horrible! It’s so
sloppy and I’m crossing out a lot. ~ basically because I can’t spell (or type) for shit! >spellcheck< ~ >spellcheck< The homeless woman is probably gonna bust of the bathroom with an
uzi any minute now. Three Yankee hats so far... inspiration...
12 Beepers Beeping
11 Cell Phones Ringing
10 Homeless People
9 Fat Slobs
8 Yankee Fans
7 Crackheads
6 Bullets In My Gun
5 Black People
4 Teenage Junkies
3 Asian Ladies
2 Skinheads
And A Latin Queer Going To Poughkeepsie.
Smiles everywhere. Choo-Choo. All aboard the train of happy people. Why is everyone sitting
in this car of the train? Movement. Subtle movement. I bought this really cool doll at the Discovery Store at Grand Central. It’s some kind of Gypsy, I think. It’s very pretty. My handwriting
sucks. We’re pulling out of Grand Central Station. I look like “goth boy from the suburbs”. Nice
and neat, but all in black. I bought my ticket at 10:11. Cher is “Strong Enough”. Do I write for
reaction? They’re coming for my ticket. Bumpy ride. Text is slantly, scribbly. Cher is skipping.
The conductor looks like a lesbian. I can’t believe I’m on a train. No Smoking. The homeless
woman has yet to come out of the bathroom. The ride is smoother now. Harlem 125th St. My
God, what a beautiful day. This week has been torture on me. I made a boo-boo at work ~
everyone makes mistakes, but I really crammed my foot up my ass on this one. There were
horrible paint fumes on Thursday and Friday. I started getting sick. My asthma couldn’t take
the smell. I was feeling dizzy. I wish this train had air conditioning. I can see into people’s
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windows. Bridge. Van. My shirt looks wrinkled. Construction Workers. Trees. it’s miraculous ~
that no matter how industrial our environment becomes, Nature is still present. I have horrible
penmanship. >spellcheck< I feel fat. I need coffee. I’ve got $50. I hope that’s enough for the
day. Morris Heights. Basketball court. “Because of the children.” University Heights. Green
water. Green whore. Drew Barrymore defaced by vandals. Ducks. Un pato. What a view!
11.15.00
I haven’t said a word to her in over two weeks. Why do I always have to extend the hand of
forgiveness? I have my faults too. Should I accept hers? Truth is... I don’t have to be everyone’s
friend.
11.15.00
What an ugly pen. At least, it’s another beautiful day. Issues. Yeah, I’ve got them, who doesn’t?
Todd says I don’t let go of them easily. I hold a lot of anger inside (like mom). I don’t fear confrontation. I fear the aftermath of confrontation ~ after the emotions settle. Then what?
People watch me as I write, as if I hold some secret that they can unearth just by looking
at these pages. I’m on a Gypsy van heading towards work. I miss the routine of writing in a
physical journal. It’s honest. uncensored. unrehearsed. unedited. I miss inspiration. I haven’t
felt truly inspired to work for weeks. Am I spent? Is that it? >poof< No more talent. no more
essence? no more Robert?
11.17.00
I have to start getting things in order. Me. My life. My career. Azodnem. Century. There is a lot
I’m juggling.
My computer at work is freezing up and taking forever on simple tasks. I guess it’s a godsend ~
it gives me time to reflect. Speaking of reflection... I saw this mirror I want for my bathroom. I
want... I want... I want... that’s why my credit card is back up to $10,000. Wants. wants. wants,
but no needs.
My hair looks really curly today. I feel silly. Is it the curls?
Why do eyeglasses make people look smart?
11.18.00
Happy Birthday, Todder. He’s 27.
12.03.00
In two days, my boss, Alison leaves The Voice (after 11 years). I’m gonna miss her so much. I
honestly feel she’s the only reason I have stayed there this long. Things will not be the same
with her gone. I miss her already.
I also have to start looking for a new job. Things change. That’s the one “constant” in my life.
12.25.00
Santa brought me a pair of socks and a stress ball. Is that a step-up from coal?
12.31.00
Snow ~ white sheets of innocence covering the earth. What a beautiful way to end the year.
01.30.00
I got my stove today. It’s six inches too big. I never thought I would ever hear myself complain
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about something being “too big”. There are currently two stoves in my kitchen. Tomorrow,
there will be three.
01.30.01
At long last... things on Azodnem begin to bloom again. I have been struggling with a lot of
issues in my head. So much has changed in my life, I don’t think I have really sat down and
examined the effects. I have so much to do, and so much I want to get in order.
Todd stayed over last night. We spent the night cuddling. I slept like a baby, and actually
dreamt of him. He didn’t get much sleep though. I know he’s had so much on his mind too
lately. He wishes certain things were different in his life. I know the feeling. We all want and
expect certain things from “Fate”. Some argue that we make our own. I don’t know... I believe
in the power of an individual to effect his own life and of those around them.
I’m working on my taxes and my portfolio. I am Mr. Multi-tasking. ~ Watch me work.
Busy. Busy. Busy.
I want to “round off” Azodnem... fill in some of its gaps. This restructuring I started, has turned
out to be a file management nightmare! So many things are still down. So many sections still
need updates. Century Productions needs attention. It has so much potential, but is currently
just... waiting.
I’m now listening to the soundtrack of “The Cell”.
02.04.01
Making a list of all the things you want to accomplish, doesn’t necessarily help. On the contrary, it seems to make me avoid doing them. There is too much on my plate, and I have to find
a way to sort it out and clear some of it up or I’m gonna snap. Maybe the list IS a start. You
know ~ “check things off as you go”. That sounds so lame though... Ugh.
Last night Todd and I had a date. I had a great time! We had dinner and went to a comedy
show. He knew some of the people in the skits ~ they were great. Especially loved the Amish
Beauty Contest ~ complete with swimsuit competition.
My stove dilemma continues. It still isn’t hooked up. I don’t know what the deal is, or why it’s
so difficult for people to do their fucking jobs right. I know how this story is gonna end ~ I’m
gonna have to find a plumber myself, pay them myself, and have them install it. What’s the
phrase ~ “If you want something done right, you have to do it yourself”. Pathetic.
02.05.01
Happy Anniversary to Todd & Me (5 months!).
02.11.01
Time goes by so quickly, it seems almost unfair. This weekend has had me running around like
a maniac. For once, I didn’t sit at my computer and play any games. I had tons of stuff to do,
and actually accomplished most of it. Honestly, despite the fact that I feel totally exhausted...
I also feel really good. I really need sex, though.
02.12.01
Could it be? Could my stove dilemma actually be at its end?
YES! Heavens be praised... I walked in tonight after work... and there... in my kitchen... my
stove... HOOKED UP!!!!! My maid’s husband is an electrician and came in during the day,
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hooked up my range, and turned on my gas. It’s the little things that make me happy. I can
have coffee now.
02.21.01
I hope I wrote the directions right. I think I did. She was very clear. I am nervous. There is nothing wrong with admitting that.
03.04.01
I’ve been silent for quite some time, but with good reason. I’ve been busy. It took me weeks to
put together my portfolio (the physical one you take on interviews) I’ve been looking for a new
job ever since Alison left. After two and a half years, I’ve decided to leave The Village Voice.
Making that decision was scarey. I’ve grown very comfortable there ~ but that in itself, is even
scarier. I’m not ready to get stuck anywhere, and this job-hunting has really opened my eyes
~ I HAVE options.
So, I start my new job on the 12th, and I’m very excited. There’s a lot more creativity involved.
I’ll still be working in print ~ which is a good thing. My hours will be better, and so will the
pay. There’s a commute involved now, but its a comfortable one. I’d be sitting on a train for
about half an hour each way. Not bad.
I’m gonna miss The Voice, though.
03.07.01
Friends are family by choice, not chance.
03.07.01
I feel like a nervous wreck. Today was my last day as an employee of The Village Voice. Everything was fine until I got home. Now I’m just of bag of nerves ~ nerves gone awry. All I want
to do is cry. Maybe it’s finally hit me. I quit my job. On Monday, I start my new one. I don’t
know what to do. I feel like going to go see a movie, but I’ll probably just stay home and watch
Stargate ~ It’s on Sci-Fi. Why am I watching this movie? ~ It SUCKED the first time.
Oh... P.S. I finished Baldur’s Gate 2 this morning.
03.09.01
My first Friday off in eons, and I went to a comic book convention in the city. I haven’t been to
a comics / toy show in almost three years. I spent about an hour in the place, checking out the
videos and the toys. I swore I wasn’t gonna spend more than twenty bucks, and I didn’t! Afterwards, I crossed Central Park to get to F.A.O. Shwartz. Someone was playing bagpipes, and it
gave such an eerie feeling to the park. The tune was so sad... but so incredibly beautiful.
03.11.01
Tomorrow is my first day at the new job! I’m nervous, of course. I have a billion little errands,
I want to accomplish today, including phone calls, cleaning, and organizing a shitload of paperwork and files. I need to manage my bills better.
03.12.01
The golden opportunity you are seeking is in yourself. It is not in your environment; it is not in
luck or chance, or the help of others; it is in yourself alone.
~ Orison Swett Marden
(Thank you, Mabelyn.com)
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My hair and I are having a difference of opinion. I want it to look nice. It has decided otherwise. My “hair-director”, Jaime, cut it right at the “poof”. I feel like a teddy bear with a bad
haircut. Am I on the right train? This is my first day at work - well... at my new job anyway. I’m
on the 8:24 train to avoid being late. I’m dressed all in black... “Mysterious gothic boy with
hideous haircut found on the Harlem Line - Scientists don’t know what to make of it”...
I’m awake by now ~ so is my hair. The train hasn’t moved yet. Crap. My hair looks like crap.
So does my handwriting. This journal is definitely gonna become the travel log of Azodnem.
Oh GREAT! Somebody farted! GREAT! Happy mother-fucking Monday
I’m having a hair crisis, and my train smells like someone’s ass.
03.17.01
Happy St. Patrick’s Day. Hoboken is gonna be full of drunken Irish people... I just know it.
03.18.01
I have the kind of personality that can never sit still. I always have to be working or doing
something... anything. The train rides to and from work force me sit and relax, to read, write
in my journal or just stare out of the window. They have served to remind me... that no matter
how small or insignificant something might seem... someone, somewhere, for at least a moment within an hour of their day, will notice it.
03.24.01
Drop by drop does the glass become full.
One has a choice... allow it to overflow or take a drink and prevent it.
04.04.01
Todd wanted to me to write something. OK. So here goes... The new job is going very VERY
well. I’m really happy. I have a great deal of creative freedom, and it feels wonderful! I do miss
The Voice very much though, but it’s no longer the environment it was when I started. Too
many people have left, and they have taken that comfortable feeling of familiarity with them...
especially Alison. The new office is full of great people, though - and I really look forward to
the time I’m going to spend there.
My life is changing... I asked the universe to grant me a wish, and it granted three - my own
place, a new job, and love.
Todd threw a party on Sunday. I arrived early to help him out, have sex and play on his Playstation. All three were fun. Hee Hee. On my way to the party, however, I was serenaded by
a homeless man in a hefty bag who decided to sing “The Mickey Mouse Club Theme” at me.
Charming.
I’m currently watching the Sci-Fi channel.
One of the Baldwin Brothers is seeing images of his dead wife “Julie”. Also... very charming.
04.22.01
My heart is from Spain, but my penis is from Italy.
04.22.01
Today, Azodnem.com is a year old. In that one year it has grown to become something much
larger than what I had anticipate. It’s been a great year for me, and I feel fortunate. So many
people complain and moan about what’s wrong in their lives. It is seldom that we hear people
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pause and celebrate what has gone right. We are a society enthralled by trauma and misfortune. I choose to celebrate. I celebrate my the new path my career has taken. I celebrate the
love I have in my life. I celebrate my family. I celebrate the choices I have made ~ choices that
have led me to feel happiness.
True, not every moment has been beautiful or joyous, or fun or full of sunshine rays... they
don’t have to be. If they were life wouldn’t be worth celebrating.
The journals have been silent lately, but that doesn’t mean I’m not writing. I have tons of excerpts to post, as well as more artwork. I promise, that will be soon. I have been busy. I’ll be
working on Michelle’s site for the next for weeks, so updates on my own site will most probably be nonexistent. My parents are also officially selling the house, so I’ve been occupied
with taking the remainder of my things.
It’s funny, how the world continues to change. In one of my “astrological” moments, I said
that 2001 would be the year of justice. I had no idea how right I was. I have learned, that the
universe takes care of itself and those who have faith in it.
Well... I’m doing laundry now... Happy birthday, Azodnem.
Maybe next year, you’ll learn to walk.
04.25.01
Are you a reason, a season or a lifetime?
04.27.01
I was going to start writing about how I felt today... Allergy season is here. I feel stressed. I’m
moody and crabby. I feel unattractive, uncomfortable, and even lonely. There are moments
when I just want to scream out loud, just to see if anyone’s listening. Then... I read last week’s
entry... “I choose to celebrate”. I will not fall into old familiar habits of blaming myself when
the sky isn’t the right shade of blue. “I choose to celebrate”. I celebrate the choices I have
made, and I celebrate the man I have become.
04.30.01
I think I realized that I was gay when I was around twelve or thirteen (Although, it seemed that
some of my classmates knew before I did). I was hailed a “faggot” and “gaylord” before I was
even ten. Most of my years in grammar school were spent trying to ignore the comments made
by the other kids, and avoiding the other ones who wanted to beat me up. In high school, I
was fortunate enough to have a small crowd of friends that I felt safe in, but even up through
my college years, something was missing.
My home life was very hard. Neither my parents or sister knew I was gay. I had to deal with
a lot of pain on my own. The breakups with my boyfriends, the first time I got tested, were all
things I had went through alone. I had close friends but always felt that sharing my pain might
be a burden to them. I kept so much inside. I learned to put up shields whenever necessary.
It was safe to look at the world through the eyes of a neutral observer. I kept myself at a safe
distant from many people.
I haven’t had great fortune in love. The men I have dated have all been “difficult”. Sometimes,
I wonder If I did that on purpose. Did I choose men that I knew would not be around for long,
because it suited my needs? Perhaps.
The greatest fear I’ve ever had was that I would be left alone in the world. (Ironic, coming from

~ 55 ~

someone who kept others at arm’s length.) Maybe, it’s that fear, along with the cultural taboo
of homosexuality inherent in Latin countries that had kept me quiet about my sexuality for so
long. That silence has caused me more pain than I deserved to live with.
This year I met someone who changed my outlook. I had asked for it for so long, that the reality
of it seemed almost illusionary. I met someone I could actually love, and who would love me
back. If there is such a thing as a “better half”, he is mine. I’ve met his family, and have secretly
felt unfair that I could not, and did not offer the same in return. I have met his friends and the
people around him. He has met a selected few of mine, and I apologize. The long hours I spent
working at The Village Voice alienated me from many of the people in my “circle”.
On Friday, I went to a party with him. I was under the impression that it was going to be a
smaller and intimate dinner than what it turned out to be. It’s not a valid excuse, but my shields
went up, and I became very defensive. I was uncharacteristically quiet. I ended up leaving
early because I was feeling uncomfortable and awkward.
Maybe that had to happen. Maybe I had to feel sufficiently overwhelmed to react the way I
did. I “came out” to my sister on Saturday morning. The pain inside reached a boiling point. It
was not an easy thing to do, or an easy conversation to have or start. I cried fourteen years out
of myself. The conversation and the conversations that have followed have been better than I
anticipated they would be. There is still a long road of ahead of us, before we reach an honest
level of understanding, but I actually feel like she is at least willing to accept it and try. I feel
like I have to be careful not to push the issues too quickly on her.
My life has taken yet another dramatic turn. I still feel somewhat numb to the entire
situation, but also incredibly liberated. I choose to celebrate.
05.06.01
A lifetime of fear does not go away in a day. I’ve been edgy and moody. I’ve gone through really tense moments of anxiety lately. There are moments when I want to lock myself away in
a little dark room where it’s safe and warm and scream. Isolated. Protected. It’s my nerves...
Maybe I inherited some of my mother’s? It’s easy to live afraid. I’ve done it for so long, that I
probably don’t know what to do now. I don’t want to turn into a nervous-wreck, but I realize,
I am more than entitled to my moments. I am always “Mr. Calm-and-collected”. The stress has
to be released somehow. Should I take up a hobby? Knitting perhaps?
Todd “came out” at an early age, and I think that fact gave him a really strong sense of self-confidence. I sometimes envy that. I wish I could feel as ease around new people as he seems to.
Yesterday was our 9th month anniversary. Today we went to the movies and saw “The Mummy
Returns”. We held hands almost the entire time in the theater. I lowered my head on his
shoulders, he kissed me, and squeezed my hand tightly. Things aren’t always perfect between
us, and aren’t going to always be. They don’t have to be, because it’s those little moments of
perfection that make the sun rise.
Oh, by the way ~ It was an awesome film.
My life this year has changed so quickly and dramatically. It’s almost unfathomable. I never
dreamed that the changes that have taken place would have happened... or that the changes
I’m planning would even be possible. Something is changing inside me. Slowly... I can feel it.
That vicious insecurity that has kept me caged my whole life is lifting away. There is something
I’m meant to do... someone I’m meant to be... and the pieces are falling into place around me.
The scarey thing is that I can see that... but I’m still caught. I have to let go of a lot of anger, and
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resentment, and fear, and... it’s hard. Those are the things that have held me back my whole life
and I know it. I don’t want to feel alone at a table full of people again.
05.08.01
I have been so busy lately, that I feel like I have forgotten about the little pleasures. I’ve overlooked the simplicities that give me joy. I rarely stop to just sit on my futon and watch a movie
or TV show anymore. Even when I have the time, I don’t have the desire. Is relaxation a waste
of time?
My allergies are super hellish. My nose feels horrible. My eyes almost feel like they’re burning from the inside. I am a Benadryl junkie. I hate Spring. Why can’t it be Winter again, when
everything’s dead? LOL.
05.10.01
Invasion Earth is a really weird show. I mean REALLY weird. The creepy skinny jittery aliens are
odd. One of the human military personal is Irish, but I don’t think she was Irish yesterday.
I think she only becomes Irish when she’s angry or horny.
I’ve got a busy schedule this weekend. I’ve got to pickup a print this weekend, and hang it over
my bed. I hate running around like a moron all the time. I want to sleep. I’ll probably go to
bed early tonight. I’m meeting someone from a gothic theater (theatre?) company to possibly
do some promotional stuff for them. Cool, huh?
07.21.01
Sometimes privacy can be a pearl that is taken too often for granted. Once a soul is seen, felt,
touched, and caressed, ~ is it ever the same?
07.28.01
Vivian and Oneida came over today, we had such a great time, even though they were only
here a short time. We talked and laughed so much! Three witches in the same house can add
up to a lot of trouble!
07.29.01
I always seem to start off a new entry with the same phrase: “I’ve neglected Azodnem...” I
haven’t neglected it. I have evolved. There are a few projects I’m working on all at once now.
Check out Michelle Lewis’s website, and of course, PANDORA magazine.
The new job is going well. I work in rich-white-people-land now. I’m the only Hispanic not
behind a cash register. I scare the “locals”... but then again... I scare the locals here too.
My hair is growing. It covers my ears now. In a few months it’ll be at my shoulders... which is
my goal. I hope it looks as nice as I think it will.
Todd and I are still together. I’m very happy. It’s going to be a year in September. I almost can’t
believe it. We’re planning an impromptu get-together in the city. Sort of like ~ a large group of
friends just unexpectedly show up at the same bar. LOL.
My sister and I are still having issues. Major Ugh. I’ve played the role of the “good and supportive little brother” too often, I think. I’ve been taken very much for granted. I love my sister
dearly though, and the difficulty we’re having really hurts. If I can narrow it down to one element ~ one factor ~ I would say it is “Pride”. I wouldn’t call her materialistic, but appearances
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mean a great deal to her. She has to “come down” a few notches. My friend, Vivian, said that
life is a process, and that my sister has a very tough lesson to learn in this life. She didn’t say
it quite as nicely though.
My parents are still caught up in the legal red tape of selling their home. It seems to be taking
forever, but at least, they are moving things into the storage room. Good.
I really need sex. Sex is nice.
08.07.01
I miss you, Todder.
08.11.01
I really enjoyed the TNT original mini-series “Mists of Avalon”. I ordered the soundtrack from
Columbia House and I’m dying for the movie to come out on tape. I think I’ve watched almost
every time they replayed it.
The movie was based on the books written by Marion Zimmer Bradley.
08.16.01
I took the day off today. I need to re-energize.
09.05.01
Happy Anniversary to Todder and me! We’ll be having a small get-together on Friday at The
Boiler Room downtown. (All my loyal Azodnemites are welcome to attend ~ LOL.) We had
dinner tonight, and yes, I had my frozen strawberry margarita. I can’t believe it’s already been
a year. I’ve never had a relationship that has lasted this long, and I’m very happy. We’ve had
our small and serious issues, but at least we try to talk through them and work on them. I have
very something special, at last, and I’m truly grateful.
Other news: I’ve actually been going to a psychotherapist. I’ve hit a wall, and need some help
navigating around it. I had (and still have) my reservations about seeing a therapist, but I have
to admit that I’m seeing a difference. I still may hesitate in expressing certain issues, but I am
starting to let them out. I’ve grown up only seeing the “extreme” in other people’s reactions.
My eyes are opening, and I’m starting to see things differently. This process is most definitely
changing me.
I have to confess that’s the reason why I’ve been so silent on Azodnem.
My “voice” is different now, and I’m not sure what it’s going to say when I start talking.
09.07.01
I have to admit, that I’m not much of a bar/club fag, but I had a great time at The Boiler Room.
It was our Anniversary. One year. Awesome! We invited a large number of people, but only a
few showed up... that was fine with me... People are strange... People are people.
Queen Mabe took pictures. I’ll post those up when she gets them to me. She’s posted them
up on her site as well. Yes, we have lesbian kissing shots... Maybe that’ll increase the hits on
Azodnem... LOL.
Todd’s staying over tonight. Last weekend we were both up in Poughkeepsie. We went to the
Vanderbilt Mansion and a gay bar called The Congress. We also passed by the hair salon and
saw Doreen. I love her new hair color, by the way. (God, that comment was so gay.) We also
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had lunch with his friend Diane and her man. I had a really nice time, despite the fact that I
had to deal with some major Mama Drama when I got home (NOT worth mentioning).
That Sunday, I went up to the NY Ren Fair with Mabe and the gang. I had fun, took some cool
pictures, and gave out a few PANDORA magazine flyers.
911.2001
One word. One minute. One second can change the face of a nation and the heart of the
world. New York is a different place now. America is a different place now. I really don’t have
any words that can sufficiently capture what I feel. I’m scared. I’m angry. They’ve changed
my world. They’ve altered my life. They’ve brought violence to American soil... to New York
streets... to my backyard. They’ve... They’ve... They’ve... They’ve... They’ve... They’ve changed
families forever. They’ve killed sons. They’ve killed daughters... friends... husbands... wives...
cousins... soulmates... uncles... aunts... fathers... mothers... They’ve killed strangers. Strangers.
Strangers who will never go home again and kiss the strangers they called “beloved” goodnight. Strangers that will never walk into their offices again. Strangers who will never receive
a proper burial. Strangers who have made every single other issue in our lives seem irrelevant.
Strangers who are raceless, colorless, ageless, and genderless. Strangers who were American.
God Bless America.
09.15.01
It feels great working on Azodnem again. I’m hitting almost every section and updating pages,
making corrections. I have “been away” for too long.
I’ve done so much today. I’m proud of myself that I’ve been so productive. Communication
with New York seems a reality again. Thankfully. I called a few of my friends and “checked in”.
Everyone is dealing the best way they can. Everyone is effected on different levels.
There’s still a bunch of stuff I want to get to tonight. I just have to remain focused. The creative
energies are flowing... Tap. Tap. Tap. Tap into those energies, honey. Let them flow like the
River Jordan. Air Jordan. Michael Jordan.
I must’ve heard the new Stevie Nicks album a thousand times this week.
10.12.01
Once upon a time, there was a curtain that shrouded the eyes of many. It was golden and
silken... embroidered with lace and silver. It was called “Freedom”. Once it was made of sturdier cloth, and protected its children from the cold and the rain, but years of adoration have
turned it into a tapestry, an ornament stripped of its essence. Now it has been cut and its edges
lay frayed... but it still billows and fights against the wind... knowing that even if a small piece
of it remains, it can be sewn together again.
10.12.01
The world is still here. I’m still here. Both changed. Each a little more aware of the other. Moments of true peace and tranquility are luxuries now. Are we safe inside our homes? Doors
locked. Windows closed. Televisions off. Who decides when it is time to end another’s life?
Who grants that authority? Who grants that privilege?
What is the nature of a man? ~ Planescape: Torment
I had last week off. I needed a “vacation”, even if it was just spent relaxing at home, which for
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the most part it was. I was going to actually write a few entries about “What I did on my Summer Vacation”, but I scratched that idea. Todd stayed over this past weekend, although I was
still fighting the tail-end of a cold. I did some PANDORA stuff, hung out with Mabe... rested...
played computer games... life goes on? same as before? Doubtful...
Lately I often find myself staring out the window when I’m riding the train to work... and
despite the clutter, and pollution, and noise, I still see a beautiful world out there. Nature
thrives... even in places where man has built the tallest buildings. Birds and other animals
have adapted to our “habitat”, making it their own. So much goes on around us, I wonder how
many people even notice it?
Today, I sat in the park. I ate my sandwich.
There was silence around me, and it felt incredible.
I could see the leaves tenderly fall from to the ground. Autumn is here. First, it was just one.
Then another over there. And another behind me. And another. There was such a tranquility.
One of those rare moments, I mentioned earlier. Then... a large bird (a falcon?) swept out of
literally nowhere, plunged itself into the river and flew off with its prey gripped firmly in its
claws... irrelevant or symbolic?
It’s only 9:40pm. I’m actually trying to concentrate on putting some of the pieces of Azodnem
back in order.
No porn tonight... well... maybe just a little bit.
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~ book two: sojourn ~
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09.11.01
One word. One minute.
One second can change the face of a nation and the heart of the world.
09.15.01
I waited three hours online last night for the ferry. The ferry service, as well as the tunnels and
bridges were all closed because of the President’s visit to New York. Fighter planes were constantly cruising the sky. A military helicopter kept encircling the harbor. The coast guard was in
the Hudson. I remember finally getting home and being incredibly tired, exceptionally cold,
crabby... and ungrateful. I had been “inconvenienced”... big shit... big deal. At least, I’m still
alive to complain about it.
Our way of life has been indefinitely changed. Can I get home today? Will I be safe? Are those
I love safe? Will they get home? Is home safe? Violence on this scale has never hit American
soil since Pearl Harbor. This is our generation’s Pearl Harbor. This is worse than Pearl Harbor.
History repeats itself, yet again.
I couldn’t come home on Tuesday. I was trapped in upstate New York without any means of
getting home safely. I had to spend the night at Concetta’s. Her family opened their home to
me. I’m grateful. We were glued to the television. Clip. Clip. Clip. Crash. Crash. Crash. The
World Trade Center Twin Towers really are gone. It wasn’t a special effect. It wasn’t a hoax.
It wasn’t a movie. We had to just turn it off at one point. We wanted blood. We wanted vengeance. Most of America does. This is not over. Violence begets violence, and this has just
begun. Heaven help us all when it finally ends.
I left work early on Wednesday to try to get home. I’ll most likely be taking the ferry for awhile.
There were more people on the streets of the city than I would have expected... but there was
such a silence. That silence was the loudest sound I had ever heard in all the years I have been
commuting to New York. There were at least three to four police officers on every corner of
42nd Street. two or three police cars per block. I saw a few buses heading towards the tunnel
with police car escorts. Is this Manhattan? It is now.
Todd is safe. He’s able to get home and to work. Mabe’s OK. Rob’s fine. Jason. Oneida. Tony.
Dee. The others. I’ve been lucky. Everyone I love is still alive, but we all know “someone”.
Someone who wasn’t lucky. Someone who lost a husband, a brother, a father, or a “fill in the
blank”.
We’ve all been effected on some level.
I’ve been up since 8:30. I went to the nearby MAC machine to get some cash. Then I basically
did some errands, cleaned up my apartment, and then finally decided to sit down and work
on like around 3pm.
My father was in the area and stopped by. “This all the Fidel Castro’s fault. The Communists
are involved, and Russia wants to take over Puerto Rico.” Whose ass did he pull that last one
out of?
I listened though. I listened because I have never heard this man complain about his life. Not
directly. I wanted to know that he is in pain too. That he can feel pain. He can. Does that prove
anything? Does that make him that much more human to me, and less of the monster I feared
as a child?
I don’t know.
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09.15.01
I’m listening to Elaine Silver.
She’s one of the musicians I have contacted regarding PANDORA magazine.
I don’t feel that ESSENCE is completed yet.
I’ll probably be adding to it as well as this one for awhile.
NOTATION: I had forgotten that I was (at one point) working on several journals / blogs at a
time. That explains why some of the dates overlap.
10.31.01
Something wicked this way comes...
Happy Halloween to all the wonderful witches, warlocks and miscellaneous weirdoes currently in my life. The room’s full of scented candles. The lights have been turned out. Music
drums, and incense fills the air of my home.
The witching hour approaches... I feel loose... limber...
tingling chills run up and down my spine and across my shoulders...
Also, Happy Birthday, Robert “Asmodius” Glanzman.
Jason’s grandmother past away yesterday afternoon, after an extended bout with ovarian cancer. It is in those moments of great pain and loss, that we discover the true strength that has
always resided within us. The darkness is never as dark as we fear, and the tears do have their
end.
My great-aunt, Mina, also past away on Friday. I hadn’t seen her since I was in high school, but
I remember her being a very feisty and well educated lady. She lived in D.C., and her failing
health had prevented her from making as many trips up to New York and New Jersey to visit
some of her other relatives, as she would have liked.
11.15.01
A phone technician should be coming to my house on Saturday. My phone line has gone
crazy... I can’t seem to make or receive any calls on the main number at all.
It just rings busy... busy... busy... busy... busy...
My fish did not die. I thought it did. It is Vampire, Nosferatu... the unliving... the undying beta
fish, formerly known as... “Mr. Cojones”.
11.18.01
Last time I saw you, we had just split in two.
You were looking at me, I was looking at you.
You had a way so familiar, but I could not recognize,
Cause you had blood on your face; I had blood in my eyes.
Happy Birthday, Todd Michael Thomas.
11-22-01
Happy Thanksgiving, world. I celebrated this year’s mass turkey massacre day at my sister’s
house with about twelve other people. My nieces put on a very cute and patriotic little “song
and dance” routine. Afterwards, and for most of the evening, we listened to “Uncle Marty’s
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Happy Jesus Music”. Let’s just leave that there, shall we...
My father’s birthday present finally arrived in the mail yesterday. I bought him a book containing pictures of pre-Revolutionary Cuba from Amazon.com. It’s a beautiful book, and as I
figured, both he and my mother recognized most of the scenery and buildings. They loved it.
I might get a copy for myself.
11.23.01
It’s funny how this thing called LIFE plays out. One minute ~ Bliss. One minute ~ Not. Things
have changed. Eyes opened. The journey remains the same, but the travelers have changed.
Where is your poetry now, great archer? LIFE plays out and we watch the scenes... a hypnotized audience... caught in its magnificence. Joyless and sorrowless acceptance of what cannot be changed... of what should not be changed, as all things have happened as they were
meant to. Transgression and Evolution.
Were not life full of mournful change, the soul would never dance.
11.29.01
I’m am most definitely over that nasty little cold/flu that everyone seems to be getting. I was
kinda out-of-it for two or three days... nothing major, but I’ve noticed that I always seem to get
sick around the holiday seasons. Avoidance? Perhaps. Seasonal? Most definitely. Everyone is
running for flu shots; I refuse.
01.27.02
Signs of life slowly begin to resurface on Azodnem... When I started this journal page and
called it “Sojourn”, I had no real idea of the journey my life would start to take. A new year
has dawned on the world and finally on me.
My father is currently in the hospital. He underwent open heart surgery on Martin Luther King
Day. The surgery took just over seven hours, and went by without any complications. He’s
expected to make a full recovery and possibly even feel as if he’s twenty years younger. Unfortunately, knowing my father’s character and personality, he will prolong the recovery process
as much as possible. Already, the more “pleasant” parts of his personality seem to have been
magnified, but I have come to the conclusion that he is a human chihuahua ~ all bark, but no
real threat.
My mother ~ well, she’s probably upset that he will most likely outlive her, and the few years
of her life she was planning to spend alone and peacefully, have just been shot to hell.
My sister and I are finally starting to build a “bridge” between us. There’s communication now
and a growing sense of understanding. I have seen a very VERY different side of her lately and
all I can say is... “You’ve come a long way, baby”.
Mabelyn and I continue fueling PANDORA magazine. It’s going to probably be a long and
tough road to walk before we’re finally published, but I’m very confident in our skills and in
our inevitable success. PANDORA magazine has a lot of power behind her and I don’t think
the world will now what will hit it.
And yes... I’m single again, and have been since late October. I loved Todd very much. I will
never deny that. Going into details is pointless, but for a long time afterwards, I was angry. I
was very angry... and partly... with myself. I have learned a powerful truth this year; People
treat you how you let them. There is a beautiful life ahead of me, and someday someone worth
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the journey will walk it with me.
01.30.02
I took the day off today. My father is coming home from the hospital today.
02.28.02
I’m working on a fresh idea for a new Grimoires starting in March, that will span thirteen days.
The idea for it began to evolve at the office. We’ll see where I take it. It should give an interesting feel to the journal entries.
Lately, I feel like Azodnem has done nothing but serve my own vanity, which, of course, in
and of itself is not a bad thing (LOL), but I’ve actually been thinking of burning the site onto
a CD and donating the copy of it along with my real journals (or photo copies of) to the Gay
& Lesbian Historical Society (is that the right name for it?). It is an organization that you can
donate love letters, journals, writings, etc and so forth, to and help preserve gay culture and
experiences. It’s something to think about.
02.28.02
There are too many entries in my journals about death. There is no eloquent way to write
about it anymore. Last Sunday, Cristobal Mendoza passed away peacefully of old age. He
was my grandfather’s brother, and the last elder member of the “Mendoza Clan”. My parents
and their generation are now the oldest living members of my family. It’s strange how little I
really know of my father’s family and heritage. Cristobal (Tobita) apparently, was a member of
the Free Masons, and according to my aunt, so were many of the other members of the older
generations of our family. Grandpa? How much of my family’s heritage is unspoken? My father
has only once spoken to me of what they lost. Only once... Granted, he’s told my sister and
I countless stories of his experiences growing up, but... there were always gaps in the story...
their houses... their farmlands... no details... no backgrounds... no descriptions... no environment... no memories... no joy.
Of what I do know: there were several houses on my grandfather’s land, enough to shelter his
whole family and their families. He grew up on that land. It was his father’s. Then, it was taken
away. The land is still there... barren. My mother has received letters from her family telling her
that my father’s lands are just empty now. They were taken away in spite. Not even utilized.
I never remembered my grandfather protesting about it either. He seemed happy with his life
here in America, and happy just to be alive with his family.
Every time I used to visit my grandparents (here in the U.S.), I always played with this little toy
horse that my grandfather had. It was black and white and had a removable saddle, but other
than that, it really didn’t do much. I loved that toy! My grandfather died in 1988. I was about
fourteen. The horse remained with his daughter, Sofia, for over a decade. I’m surprised she
didn’t lose it. I asked her for it after grandma died last year, and she knew exactly what I was
referring too. I now keep it in my bedroom, on one of the windowsills.
Family defines us... doesn’t it? It’s our starting point. We either are a product of our environment, a product of a revolt against it, or we walk somewhere in the middle. I think I’m “somewhere in the middle”. I was born in the United States in 1973. I grew up here. I was educated
here. I have more freedoms here than I would have had anywhere else... more opportunities...
more of a chance for a happy life... but I am also Cuban. Many of my people have lost their
homes and left their families. My mother has not seen her brothers or sisters for over thirty-five
years. This is not her home. She was not raised here. She came here with her family and...
merely survived and lived on. My mother loves this country, but like so many first generation
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immigrants from Cuba, she arrived in this country already with a sense of loss in her heart.
There is no place like home...
What defines me? I once thought that I knew. I’ve been stripped to the core, poked at, laughed
at, analyzed and criticized. I’ve been placed on a mantle. I’ve been dismissed. I’ve been
beaten down and dragged up. I’ve been spit at. I have laid on the floor and in a stranger’s bed.
I have looked in the mirror and not recognized the face staring back.
I have loved.
I have laughed.
I have lived, and I have the power to change my life.
For a long time I was looking for definition from other people. Who was I to them? What did I
mean to them? Do they need me? Do they love me? I wanted to feel as if I was a part of something, and in that illusion, I thought I would somehow find peace and my place in this world. I
was wrong. I have gotten up from the floor and put on my socks, my shoes, my shirt, my pants
and my dignity. I have put on my pride, and done up my hair. I have walked down the hall into
the bathroom and cleaned the mirror so its reflection is clear of streaks.
I have opened the door, and walked outside.
I have felt the sun on my face and the wind kiss my back and send chills down my spine. I have
bathed in the river of tomorrow and drank its salty water with an unquenchable greed. I am
an artist and a dreamer, and I have always been... beautiful. I am the son of poet nobles and
of gypsy kings... and... of gypsy... queens. I am the warrior-shaman’s last reserve of courage. I
was born on a mountain high above the clouds and I have felt the rain bathe and baptize me
a nature’s child before ever opening my eyes to greet her skies.
I am wicked.
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~ book three: bonepurge ~
What is BonePurge?
Bonepurge was an experimental writing exercise. Thirteen days. One hour out of each day. Just
sit and write. Provide no details or events of the day, but rather... just focus on a single topic,
or thought that may have stood out in particular. No editing. No censorship. Just let the river
flow...
This journal was begun on March 1st, 2002, and ended on March 13th, 2002.
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March 1st, 2002: 10:32pm
“There is much darkness to be found in dreams.
But you may need to sacrifice your dormant existence to find it...”
~ Ariadne Zeitwellen Masters-Chambers

The INTERnet
www.WhatTheFuck.com ~ Why did I ever start Azodnem? It started off great, but now it’s
evolved into a horde of a thousand web-pages with links to a thousand more. Maybe I just
have a lot to say... or do I have too much to say? Does anyone read this anymore? I wanted
to be part of that awesome new thing called the e-community. Wow! How Cool! Now I’m
Cool. Not. Not. Knot. The information highway has extreme gridlock. I spend far too long at
my computer. I think we all do. Everything we have ever wanted or thought we needed is at
our fingertips... all you have to do is hit “ENTER”, and make sure you have a valid credit card.
Everything from out-of-print books to your own personal Whore-at-the-door. Now that’s real
E-commerce! We have all degenerated into fat and lazy typists with vision problems and
carpal tunnel. We do our banking, sign our checks, and read our newspapers on a 19-inch superthin color-calibrated mac-compatible monitor. We can even walk our dogs with a click of a
mouse. Board meetings are held via little bug-eyed round cameras posted on top of those now
obsolete screens. You can even send your grandmother an e-card. She plays online Bingo.
What do you have “bookmarked”? The News? The Stock Exchange? Your health plan coverage?
Porn? Video Games? Movies? Entertainment? Your boyfriend’s homepage?
Web designers were once the new elitists.
They commanded and demanded the big bucks.
They alone spoke that freaky-deaky-uber-geeky web lingo.
Cup of Java, dude? Make mine decaf. <href>
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March 2nd, 2002: 8:52pm
“It was then, staring into the damnation, that my dreams first became bitter.”
~ Anonymous

SATurday Nights
Laundry. Dirty socks. Dirty underwear (yes, it’s mine). Dirty shirts and dirty jeans (yes, they’re
mine). Laundry... Why the hell am I at home? Are my dirty socks keeping me from the outside world? I’m determined not to stay inside tonight. It’s still early, but the weather is hellish
out there. I can hear the wind howling and the rain just won’t stop. Yet... it’s oddly inviting.
Granted ~ I have a shitload of stuff to do, that I should do... like... my... laundry... and... uhm...
cleaning up... and... like... stuff?
Stayin’ Alive! Stayin’ Alive! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Stayin’ Alive!
I have cabin fever. My walls are beautiful, but they are all I see lately. I don’t give myself
enough time to be human anymore. I need time to be free and to relax. RELAX??? ~ What’s
that? I think we are all suffering from one form or another of Attention Deficit Disorder. I
[need] have to be active. I [have] need to be active. I have to be doing something... anything...
(anyone?) (Bueler?)
A powerful thought for the day ~ a striking word for this moment: LIBERATION. Why am I
home? duties? responsibilities? ~ like my laundry? Are my dirty socks keeping me from the
outside world? ~ finally cleaning up the apartment after weeks of repainting and redecorating?
Not. The place is a mess. Is it an overwhelming feeling of responsibility? Tons of shit to do an
never enough time? Perhaps. Am I just too damn tired from working all week? Am I getting old?
LOL. Maybe... just a little. Insecurity? Yes. No. Maybe... just a little.
We all have moments when we realize that our little niches have become safehouses. We have
escaped into little Tolkien hobbit-holes of our own design. Hide away. Watch Television. Eat
and play Video Games. Playstation will suck your life away. Sell-out. Make paintings of Bart
Simpson or Mickey Mouse just to be able to sell them and pay the rent. If you can make the
rent. Ain’t nothin’ going on but the rent. No drama (but my own). No stress (but my own). No
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tension (but my own). No bullshit (but my own). No company (but my own). When the laundry
comes out of the dryer, I’m going out for a beer.
Sometimes you want to go where everybody knows your name...
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March 3rd, 2002: 11:06pm
“Why is my mind so tortured with agony? And why do I no longer care?”
~ Anonymous

DEATH
Pheromones: noun- a chemical substance that is produced by an animal and serves especially
as a stimulus to other individuals of the same species for one or more behavioral responses.
Cats. Dogs. Horses. I will meet my death by an allergic reaction to either dander, hair or animal pheromones, or all of the above. I went to Medieval Times: Jousting knights and splintered
lances. HORSES. Choreographed battlegrounds. Galloping death. Asthmatic attack. Headache. Tightening chest. Wenches. Serfs. Red Knight’s hot. Yellow Knight’s gay. Blue Knight’s
a loser. Green Knight’s irrelevant. Black Knight shouldn’t have died. The Queen didn’t have a
HORSE. Bitch had to walk. Eat with your hands. Wipe it on your pants. It melts in your mouth,
not in your hands. Mabe & Rob. Pictures of Venice. Dreams of Pandora. Magazine. Ambition. Delusion. Diffusion. Money. Marius. Hungry. Hunger. Poop Cat. Sneeze and wheeze.
Pills. Pills. Pills. Spray. I can’t believe it’s not butter. Fabio. Red Knight’s hot. Horses. Horses.
HORSES. Horses. Red light. Green light means go... I never would have survived in Cuba. I’m
allergic to too much.
There are times when I really wish I could have a pet, but then these occasionally massive
asthma attacks remind me why I don’t have one. Despite that “little” scare, I did have a good
time; I got a paper crown, and had my picture taken, had some coffee, two glasses of Pepsi
and some really great bread.
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March 4th, 2002: 9:27pm
“There are many dark places to be found in moonlight. But you may need to sacrifice
your tortured mind to find them.”
~ Lemuel W. H. Ranier

The BODY BEautiFUL
Running on a treadmill alone doesn’t really get you anywhere. I’ve rededicated myself to THE
GYM. I’ve been going faithfully three times a week for two months now. It feels really good. I
have more energy, and don’t feel as lethargic. When I get home, I have not only the will and
desire to do stuff, but the energy and drive to follow through with it ~ What a crock of shit!!!
Sounds like an informercial! Where is Suzanne Struthers? Truth is I’m exhausted... LOL, but I
have most definitely seen a difference in myself. I really do have more energy, ~ that wasn’t a
lie. I don’t like sitting around as much.
I have joined what I would like to call the “pre-Gym”. The people there are average-looking,
with a few exceptions ~ just enough to get you motivated, and just enough of the other spectrum to make you feel good about yourself. I like going on Mondays. The man with the largest
penis in the world goes on Monday.
OK. Problem ~ Men smell, and some men smell really nasty. I passed by this one guy on my
way to the showers and he reeked of ass. That has got to be the nastiest shit! (literally) That really is one of the few things in this world that I have no tolerance for. You can find a bar of soap
for about forty-nine cents (even less). I don’t care how much you sweat or have just finished
working out. That odor was just not necessary. Fill your fucking ass-crack with some deodorant
if you’ve got that heavy of a problem.
Honestly, I think we are all driven by those glamorized beauty shots on the cover of Vogue. Is
that something only ugly people say? I’ve been trying to lose the same persistent fifteen pounds
for a few years now. I think I have finally resigned myself to the truth that exercise has to be
a permanent part of my life, and it should be ~ Not just for appearance, but for my health as
well. Infomercial over.
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March 5th, 2002: 10:12pm
“Why do we love the blood and the seduction? My dear, you need only
look into your own tortured visions to find out.”
~ Anonymous

SeXXX
Let’s talk about sex baby, Let’s talk about you and me,
Let’s talk about all the good things and the bad things that may be...
Let’s talk about seXXX...
My attitude towards and about sex has drastically changed through the years. At first, I couldn’t
wait to have it. I couldn’t get enough of it. I needed it. I wanted it. Constantly. Then I did have
it. Constantly. I’ve had lots of sex, and lately I’ve had enough of sex.
It stopped meaning anything and just became repetitive. Here... suck this... now turn around.
Ok. My turn. I always woke up the next day or for the next couple of days feeling like trashlike... “What was that for? Did it solve anything? Did I enjoy it? Now what?” Next... It just
stopped feeling right and just felt good, and that’s not enough for me anymore.
I want a monogamous relationship, but are gay men incapable of them? Is there such a thing
as Mr. Right? There is no guarantee that he’s going to come along. There is no white knight on
a gallant steed coming to rescue me. I don’t need to be rescued. Do I? We are not perfect. We
all have our flaws, our “baggage”, it’s part of being human, and excepting the flaws and “baggage” of those we love, is also part of being human. My problem is that I rarely put myself first,
and the men I have dated don’t either. It’s unrealistic to hope to be first on someone’s priority
list, but it would be nice to know that you are, at the very least, on their list. I usually fall right
after “do the laundry”.
I’ve been really sad the past few weeks. I’ve started dating again, and I’m not happy with what
is out there. Bars feel so trashy to me if I’m not out with my friends. I believe that you don’t
really meet people at clubs... everyone is dancing or too stoned to notice you. Chat rooms
are full of people looking for that instant gratification. I know. I’ve been one of them. Trying to
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temporarily replace the loneliness. It’s self-defeating in the long-run. Do I expect too much?
No. I don’t think that I do. I think I just make myself too accessible... I’m far too generous, too
caring, and I have never thought twice of it or regretted it, until this year. There is such a thing
as “loving too much”. You get taken for granted when you always turn the other cheek.
I also think too much. I go over everything in my head at least two or three times. It’s funny
how much changes, and yet how much of me stays the same. I hear a different voice in my
head now than I used to. I don’t tolerate anywhere near as much, but I can’t deny that I still
care... I guess that’s a good thing... That’s a part of me I hope never changes, no matter what
I go through. I hope that I will always see the other person’s angle on things, and despite the
fact that that part of me has been criticized again and again, I think it’s a great trait to possess.
Too many of us care only for how “I” feel about something, until it’s too late, and when by the
time we realize it, the apologies are usually meaningless.
I wanted to shut down, I almost did... I almost just shut off and shut everyone out. Even though
I hit a few walls lately, I know things will change. I will find someone when I least expect it, in
the least way that I expect it, and it will be better, because I am better... but sometimes it’s also
OK to cry, and regret... but there is nothing behind me but shadows.
The sunlight is in front of me.
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March 6th, 2002: 7:44pm
“It was then, staring into the shadows,
that my exquisite existence was truly born.”
~ Z. Hazel Ballantine,
O My Shadows

PrIDe, duty & PreJUDice
Fix my fucking tiles you asshole. After four weeks. FOUR weeks. My bathroom tiles are finally
replaced, regrouted and sealed. It took long enough. It seems my shower was leaking downstairs and causing damage to the basement, so my super had to tear “a bit” of my bathroom
wall and retile it. FOUR WEEKS ago. FOUR weeks later. Incredible. Ridiculous. Finality.
My landlord is going to get the bill. I can imagine what will ensue afterwards. He’ll probably
try raising my rent, blaming it on me somehow. I am SO not in the mood to deal with this
bullshit. I’m not. Just give me a reason to tear ANOTHER hole in the wall.
The bathroom does look nice now though. I just need to buy a new shower curtain, it got a bit
damaged, but that’s ok. I have to clean up the mess he left too though, and THAT really sucks.
I have to take out the garbage, put away the clean clothes, and do my bills.
Sometimes, the world gets too big, and you have to make it a little smaller: some ice cream
and maybe a movie... I’ll sit on the futon and just chill out.
Time to remember... I’m human.
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March 7th, 2002: 8:52pm
“The graveyards in my spirit mirror the seduction of my exquisite destiny.”
~ Ariadne Zeitwellen Masters-Chambers

BLack Dolls
I walked down to Bed, Bath & Beyond. A new shower curtain and shower rings await. I walked
down Fifth Avenue and checked out the small shops and the street vendors. She caught my
eye. African Woman. Mother. Artist. She had a table filled with jewelry, incense and dolls.
Black Dolls. Black Dolls made of fabric stitched over wire hangers. Black Dolls. I just smiled
and kept walking, heading on my way, but I stopped... I stopped and walked back towards
the Black Dolls. I wanted one. A voice said I needed one. Different colored Black Dolls. Red
Dress. Blue Dress. Green Dress. Purple Dress. Black Doll in Black Dress. That’s the one I need.
That was the one that called and said “Take me home”. $5. Now it’s mine.
The Black Doll is in my kitchen now among the tins, antique mailboxes, and fire extinguishers
that adorn that space above my cabinets. Black Doll. She faces my door and keeps the evil
away. Ancient Mother. Ancient Father. Black Madonna. River Queen. The Drums Beat Silently.
Black Doll, guard my home and keep the hate away. Black Doll guards my heart and keeps
the pain away.
Black Doll did you call to me? and ask me to take you home?
Cuba. Africa. The Caribbean. One Blood. One Music.
Buy yourself a Black Doll, give her a name, and then take her home,
make her feel welcomed.
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March 8th, 2002: 7:44pm
“Speak to me, O’ Agony ~ Surrender your isolated purpose.
Take with you my dreams, my poetry.”
~ Ariadne Zeitwellen Masters-Chambers

SerENitY ~ a test of free thinking:
Silence. Beauty. Poetry. Magic. Madness. Lake. Joy. Happiness. A Penis. Incense. Music. Muses. Sappho. Love. Lovers. Again. Touch. Senses. Five. Four. Three. Two. Twelve. Cold. Air. Fire.
Angel. Wings. Birds. Beauty. Journey. Roadtrip. Passion. Please. Play. Freedom. Freedom. Fight.
Age. 28. 23. 32. Numbers. Money. Chess. Checkers. Game. Life. Vampire. Romance. Horror.
Sex. Blood. Bloodlust. Wanderlust. Villain. Deathstroke. Luck. Start...
A Pattern. Noise. Endless. Sated. Drunken. Nasty. Yelling. Grinning. Going. Gamer. Republican. Native. Endure. Eternity. Young. Gate. Enter. Riches. Sensuous. Solitary. Yentl. Love. Ever.
Reason. Night. Tales. Seducer. Rogue. Evil. Lover. Rain. Neutral. Live. End. Domain. Nature.
Endear. Religion. Neither. Rebirth. Heathen. Nocturnal. Learn. Nothing. Greed. Death. Hate.
Evolve. Eagle. Eight. Topless. Sin. Needful. Laziness. Satire. Endless. Sojourn. Never. Reaching.
Giver. Receiver. Reliever. Rebreather. Rent. Turmoil. Loneliness. Senseless. Sageless. Swim.
Maternal. Linger. Richer. Robber. Ridiculous. Sentence. Enough.
Dream. Die. Deliver. Donate. Deadly.
Daylight.
Never. Ever. Surrender.
Endless Rhyme.
When does PURPOSE become POWER?
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March 9th, 2002: 7:44pm
“So pain-filled, like the night. So dormant, like the darkness
enshrouded fear of my purpose. I am unliving.”
~ Contessa Belinda Di Carciofi

ShATTerED
Everything breaks. Everything shatters. I’ve been angry lately. I’ve had too much in head. Too
much thinking... and it has kinda manifested today; everything shatters. I must’ve broken about
five things throughout the course of the day. Everything I touched just felt so fragile. There’s a
metaphor in that somewhere.
Anger can pass from you into things and other people. I believe that. I think my soul vented
and broke a few precious things in the process. I broke... a few things.
Anger is perhaps one of the most human traits we possess. It fills us with fire, raising our body
temperature... making our skin crawl, and our eyebrows shift. Anger is beautiful. Painful. I
used to be afraid of it. Expressing it... it was wrong to have it... but there is great liberation and
power in releasing your Anger. What makes me angry? What makes me angry? Discompassion. Disregard. Dismissal. Discontent.
Where do we draw the line? When do we allow ourselves to say ENOUGH or NO MORE?
When do we finally become human? I denied myself my own experience for many years. I
was the peace-maker... It was my duty to smooth the road and wash away the obstacles. I said
ENOUGH. I said NO MORE. I said I am the FIRE, and I burn.
Have you ever wondered what would happen if you open your mouth and spoke up about
what hurt you? Have you ever shaken the waters... tipped the boat? It feels good, huh? Scarey.
Down inside... you get... uncomfortable... a twitch... what will happen... Will I be the one that
gets burned? It good not to know.
Anger leads to the Dark Side. I like it better there. Villains always wear better clothes.
S-H-A-T-T-E-R.
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March 10th, 2002: 6:21pm
“Have you ever danced with the devil in the pale moonlight?”
~ The Joker

TrAIN RidEs
Each day approximately one hour and a half of my life is spent on a train. I was going to total
that up and see what my year’s commute has been, but decided against it. I couldn’t find my
calculator. I tend to zone out. Stare out the window and daydream. It’s my thinking time. Time
to reflect. To pretend. To close my eyes and close out the world. Listen to the others on the
train. Listen to their lives. Their Laments. Lawyers on their cell phones. Chicks hooking up for
Friday night.
I’ve actually debated with myself about getting one of those handheld palm pilots... just to do
some writing... some e-mails. Shit-like-that. I write a lot of e-mails. I have a very addictive personality - I may get all hooked on having “gadgets” and spend money that I don’t have trying
to get more and more of them.
Money. Money. The root of all evil and pleasure. History. HIS-story. It’s a Man’s world. Silence.
Poverty. Nudity. Frailty. Everything shatters. People. Glass. Hearts. Love. Drama. Trauma. Marie
Juana. Your Momma.
I am the only one that has noticed that the little skeletal images running alongside the entries
actually kind-of correspond to the images? That wasn’t planned ~ they were meant to be random images. Cool.
I’m going to go take a shower.
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March 11th, 2002: 9:18pm
“Why do we love the knowledge and the suffering?”
~ Julian Myndfyre

MonDAY
Fuck This. Fuck This. This wake-up Routine. Get up and get dressed. Go to work and watch
your life... fade away... Enough... Fuck... this shit... Fuck... FUCK. Fuck is a four letter word...
So are LOVE, SHIT, DIKE, MOON, CRAP, DIRT, GOOD, COCK, DICK, and UGLY.
Remember when it was bad to say the word “fuck”?
You couldn’t say it. You sure as hell couldn’t do it. It was a bad word... you would get in trouble
if you said it, even though you heard Mommy and Daddy say it. FUCK. For Unlawful Carnal
Knowledge. Unlawful? Sex is Unlawful? or is only fucking illegal?
What color is FUCK? I say it’s RED. Fuck is Red... Bright... Bulging... Red. Sometimes Purple.
I curse too much. I use foul language. Dirty. Filthy. Foul. Language. I wish it was Friday already.
Fridays are much better than Mondays. My weekend went by way too fast.
Where did it go? What did I do? Where did I go?
Perhaps, I should make an effort to be less foul-mouthed.
Fuck that. I like dirty words.
They’re sexy.
Fuck is Red. Fuck is sexy.
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March 12th, 2002: 6:58pm
“There are many shadows to be found in poetry.”
~ Anonymous

MagicK & Faith
“They don’t give a shit about the Jews” ~ I’m not sure where that came from, but that’s what
my boss said when I informed her I was intending to take Good Friday off. Hey... I WAS raised
Catholic afterall... LOL. She has a point. Many companies give their employees Catholic holidays off, but not Jewish ones (unless, of course, you work for a Jewish firm).
It’s a fact that most of the great wars of our history were started over religion. Which invisible
person do you pray too? Faith and spirituality are such personal and private journeys, yet how
many nations are destroyed over them? Children are murdered, and laws are set in accordance. What happened to the separation of Church and State. Is there such a thing? Was there
such a thing? Are they separate? Or was that only in paper? Churches govern. The Vatican is a
business. Even God has a share of the profits. What is sacred?
When does Faith become a target or an excuse for bigotry and hatred? I think the beauty of
humanity comes in its diversity. Deep down inside, we are all linked together, but it’s the layers above that link that make us unique and beautiful. Different. Ageless. Timeless. Free? Are
we? Are we allowed to guiltlessly make decisions about our lives? About our Faiths? The way
we love, or express that love? There is always someone with an opinion about what should
be done and how. When did we devolve? I wonder if we will ever evolve beyond prejudice...
The Inquisition... The Burning Times... How many Crusades and Holy Wars are still going on
today? How many more martyrs and victims will be persecuted under a religious banner for
a religious cause?
I was raised Catholic. I went to church and I prayed. I took Communion. I ate the Host, and
drank the Wine... the body and blood.. and I was “saved”... from what? Who goes to Heaven?
Who goes to Hell? Which is more fun? Why do we have to spell God with a capital “G”. I’m
tired of cultures and religions that believe that they have the answers for everyone. Universal
answers don’t exists. Arrogance seems to be another human trait we have in abundance.
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March 12th, 2002: 12:01am
“Everyone was watching. You were the freakiest thing on show.”
~ Cher

Love ONE Another
Performed by Cher
Billy Steinberg / Rick Nowels / Marie Claire Cremers
Jerk Awake / EMI April Music / Future Furniture Music,
EMI April Music Inc (ASCAP) / Shark Media Song / Warner Chappell (BMI)

Everybody needs a little tenderness
Everybody needs a release
From the cell they lock themselves in
Love’s the only peace
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~ book three: the dawning ~
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09.11.02
“The world is still here. I’m still here. Both changed. Each a little more aware of the other.”
I said that phrase just over a year ago, and so much has happened since. I have remained very
silent on Azodnem. Partly, I think, because I’ve just been exceptionally busy with other more
lucrative endeavors, but truthfully my silence has been self-imposed. Too much of me went up
on these web pages. Too much of me became exposed and too accessible. Too much foolishness. Too much honesty (Is there such a thing?). Too much regret. Yet, here I am once more...
sitting at my keyboard... typing away... taking off one more layer and exposing another part.
I feel as if I should write something about “Today”. It’s everywhere. Every channel and every
station is heart-breaking. Watching Barbara Walters is pissing me off royally. She’s asking stupid and unfeeling questions... even to the younger children. “How do you feel?”, “What do
you miss most about daddy?”. Heartless Wench! How do you think they feel? I had to turn off
the television.
I can’t watch anymore of this. It’s too much to see those families deal with so much pain and
grief. The world has changed its face so quickly and so drastically... so terribly... joy and happiness have been stolen from so many good people this year. Watching and listening to their
children dealing with the tragic and violent deaths of their fathers / mothers / parents is an
awakening and heart-wrenching experience.
There is so much hate in their young hearts.
Innocence died on 9-11 in this country too. Where do you bury that?
This is a somber dawning. I wanted to write about my hopes for the coming year... but as always... Azodnem draws out the truth in me. It pulls out the agony and joy together and leaves
me to sort it out.
Let grief be remembered.
My thoughts and prayers go out to the families and friends
of all the victims of last year’s tragedy.
Let joy be forgiven.
I hope they can find the courage to rise up from their grief and move forward in their lives.
Let hope be reborn.
There are strangers who pray for you.
Let hate fade away.
Your children are in their thoughts.
Let love be a light.
You are not alone in the darkness.
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~ two weeks (2006) ~
Introduction:
In 2006, I had to travel down to Norristown, Pennsylvania, for two weeks to attend mandatory
job training. Of course, I brought along a journal...

~ 99 ~

07.09.06
My first Wiccan prayer committed to semi-memory:
It evolved / has evolved / and continues to evolve almost each and every time I speak it.
It was greatly inspired by Elaine Silver’s song, “Heart of the Mother”. I also brought along
Nocturnal Witchcraft: Magick After Dark by Konstantinos to keep me company through the
train ride... and the nights.

~•~
I gain peace from the gifts of the Goddess,
I am one with the essence of Air,
I gain peace from the gifts of the Goddess,
I am one with the essence of the Earth,
I gain peace from the gifts of the Goddess,
I am one with the essence of Fire,
I gain peace from the gifts of the Goddess,
I am one with the essence of Water,
I gain peace from the gifts of the Goddess,
I am one with the essence of the Ether,
I am one with the heart of the Mother,
I am one with the heart of the Father,
I am one.
I welcome the power of the Goddess & God,
Place your healing palms upon me.
I welcome the power of the Goddess & God,
Wrap your calming arms about me,
I welcome the power of the Goddess & God,
Let the Lady’s grace protect me,
I welcome the power of the Goddess & God,
Let the Lord’s wisdom always guide me,
Let their strength flow through me,
I am one with the heart of the Mother,
I am one with the heart of the Father,
I am one.

~•~
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Wicca is a religion about joy, love, and laughter. There is no wrong way to practice Wicca.
There is no one way to contect with the divine. There are as many paths to the divine,
as there are roads on the Earth.
~ Scott Cunningham

~•~
07.17.06
A Tarot Card A Day.
This exercise involved drawing one random card from my tarot deck each day for one week. I
have had the same tarot deck for over twenty years.
07.17.06 ~ Monday
The Devil
Perhaps the most misunderstood card of all the Major Arcana, the Devil is not “Satan” at all,
but Pan, the half-goat nature god and/or Dionysius. These are gods of pleasure and abandon,
of wild behavior and unbridled desires. With Capricorn as its ruling sign, this is a card about
ambitions. It is also synonymous with temptation and addiction. On the flip side, however, the
card can be a warning to someone who is too restrained, someone who never allows themselves to get passionate or messy or wild ~ or ambitious. This, too, is a form of enslavement.
As a person, the Devil can stand for a man of money or erotic power, aggressive, controlling,
or just persuasive. This is not to say a bad man, but certainly a powerful man who is hard to
resist. The important thing is to remember is that any chain is freely worn. In most cases, you
are enslaved only because you allow it.
07.18.06 ~ Tuesday
Two of Swords
This is the infamous image of the blindfolded lady with the crossed swords. Crossed swords
suggest a clash of ideas or words. The blindfolded lady, indicating impartiality, cannot uncross
the swords, but she keeps them still. This is the knowledge of how to compromise, keep these
two sides in balance and at peace. This is a temporary compromise. The Querent may be in
the middle, or just forced to accept it. The focus here must be on how to keep these two ideas
from fighting, to hold off trouble, and make peace.
07.19.06 ~ Wednesday
Six of Cups
The meaning of this card refers to a moment of nostalgia, of something or someone from our
past coming back into our life. Given an old photo, or an invitation to a school reunion, we
get, in return, a memory of harmony. Perhaps we meet with a friend, relative or teacher we
haven’t seen in years and the exchange of memories restores to us past love, past balance. We
rediscover lost equilibrium, and a solution that we could never have found in the present.
07.20.06 ~ Thursday
The Tower
With Mars as its ruling planet, the Tower is a card about war, a war between the structures of
lies and the lightning flash of truth. The Tower stands for “false concepts and institutions that
we take for real.” When the Querent gets this card, they can expect to be shaken up, to be
blinded by a shocking revelation. It sometimes takes that to see a truth that one refuses to see.
Or to bring down beliefs that are so well constructed. What’s most important to remember is
that the tearing down of this structure, however painful, makes room for something new to be
built.
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07.21.06 ~ Friday
Three of Cups
Two cups pour into a third and it overflows with love and joy, enough for all. This is a card of
parties, weddings, anniversaries, baby showers, and/or birthdays. Any time that families get
together and reunite in celebration of something new.
07.22.06 ~ Saturday
The Lovers
Originally, this card was called just LOVE. And that’s actually more apt than “Lovers.” Love
follows in this sequence of growth and maturity. And, coming after the Emperor, who is about
control, it is a radical change in perspective. LOVE is a force that makes you choose and decide for reasons you often can’t understand; it makes you surrender control to a higher power.
And that is what this card is all about. Finding something or someone who is so much a part of
yourself, so perfectly attuned to you and you to them, that you cannot, dare not resist. In interpretation, the card indicates that the Querent has come across, or will come across a person,
career, challenge or thing that they will fall in love with. They will know instinctively that they
must have this, even if it means diverging from their chosen path. No matter the difficulties,
without it they will never be complete.
07.23.06 ~ Sunday
Ave of Wands
A new spark of energy for a new passion. This usually indicates that the Querent has just discovered a new religion, philosophy, cause or career choice. They feel their energy go up, they
feel the heat, and they want more of it. They take up the wand and start to walk.

~•~
The above descriptions / interpretations came from:
http://www.aeclectic.net/tarot/basics/
07.24.06
La Befana
One of the trainees I met at Norristown was Italian. She shared the tale of La Befana with me.
I had never heard of La Befana before that night, but instantly fell in love with the story.
La Befana is a character in Italian folklore, similar to Saint Nicholas or Santa Claus. The character may have originated in Rome, then spread as a tradition to peninsular Italy. In popular
folklore, La Befana visits all the children of Italy on the eve of January 6th to fill their socks with
candy if they are good or a lump of coal if they are bad.
The child’s family typically leaves a small glass of wine and a plate with a few morsels of food,
often regional or local, for La Befana. Being a good housekeeper, many say she will sweep the
floor before she leaves.
She is usually portrayed as an old lady riding a broomstick through the air wearing a black
shawl and is covered in soot because she enters the children’s houses through the chimney.
She is often smiling and carries a bag or hamper filled with candy, gifts, or both.
La Befana vien di notte, Con le scarpe tutte rotte
Con vestito alla Romana, Viva, Viva La Befana!

~ 103 ~

~ the bravenet.com blog ~
(selected entries) (2007 ~ 2008)
http://www.azodnem.bravejournal.com
Visitor comments are not included.
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04.03.07 • From A to Zodnem
Clothing: Bell-Bottom Jeans
Mood: Neutral
Music: Mariza: Meu Fado Meu
Weather: Sunny
On March 24th, 2007, I updated Azodnem.com with:
“An all-powerful and all-encompassing silence has enshrouded Azodnem.com for several
years now. There have been no updates; no new art; no new poetry; not even a single new
journal entry. It is often said that the most potent acts of creation began with equally potent
acts of destruction. I have taken down the entire site...”
I didn’t realize that the reconstruction of Azodnem.com would take so long. I’m beginning
to partially regret ever taking it down in the first place. It is forcing me, however, to “clean
house”, and remove all the ridiculous fluff that had taken up so much precious space and
hidden the site’s substance under useless clutter for so many years. I know (I’m hoping) that
at the end of the process, I’ll be happy with the result. Somewhere along the way, I felt like
Azodnem.com lost my voice. Maybe it was a broken heart that forced me and it into silence...
no longer wanting to share my thoughts, my art or my world... with T., or any other random
anonymous observer either.
I was determined on some level to shift back into the shadows and reclaim some of the privacy I so arrogantly gave up. I stopped creating. In retrospect though, how truly broken was
my heart? or was it finally just set free? I thought I was in love, and that I would have gone to
the ends of the world for him, all in the name of our “love”. I didn’t go farther than Poughkeepsie.
I didn’t even cry at our goodbye. My tears came when closure finally did in the form of his
acknowledgement and an overdue apology. Still, the tears were not of sorrow, but rather of
relief, and release with a lingering tinge of near border-line euphoria. Does that sound cruel?
I don’t mean it to; I can honestly say that I don’t harbor him any ill will. I never really did. It’s
history. He forced a change onto me, and my thinking. I evolved. I hope he did too.
I did remove his entries from my guestbook, though. They just felt inappropriate.
There’s someone wonderful in my life finally, and he carries my every tomorrow now.

~•~
04.05.07 • -17
Clothing: Black Velvet Jacket
Mood: Anxious
Music: Mariza: Que Deus Me Perdoe
Weather: Snowing Downtown
That’s how much was in my back account yesterday. Negative seventeen dollars.
That’s most probably why I became an artist; math skills and I always seem to bump into each
other at an impenetrable impasse, so becoming an accountant was out of the question. It’s
already been discussed, that Brighton will be handling the essential house finances once we’re
married. In my defense, I can’t help it. I like pretty things; and shiny things; and things to read;
and things to eat; things I can wear; things I can decorate my apartment with... LOL. I really
should try to put the reigns on my spending... eventually.
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On another note... HAPPY BIRTHDAY, MABELYN! (http://www.mabelyn.com). Mabelyn and
I have been best friends since almost 1990-1991. I’ve shared more laughter, tears, fears and
hopes with her than with any other person. She’s never failed me, and has always been the
definition of, and example of what a true selfless friend should be. She is the example I hold
other people to. Felicidades, mi Cubanita! Siempre mires para el sol.
Our “partner-in-crime” since high school, Rachel, moved to California last Friday. I’m going
to miss her tremendously, and on some level I already do. There was a certain level of cosmiccomfort in those coincidental moments that life would put Rachel on the bus-seat next to me,
or on the street corner I was crossing, just when I needed an honest and familiar ear or shoulder the most. I guess sometimes, some lives need a “do-over”, and fate will take us across the
globe to find it, if need be.
To Miss Rachel: I hope your “walk-bys” cause envy. I hope you find a coffee-shop that will feel
like home. I hope your poetry inspires and moves as many on the West Coast, as much as it
did on the East. I hope you find the type of love that could fill a palace with romance novels.
I hope you find happiness. I already miss you, “Fantastique”.

~•~
04.07.07 • SuperMadre
Clothing: Baby Blue XXL Shirt (I wear color?!)
Mood: Impatient (Is that really a mood?)
Music: Maria Mulata: A Pila El Arro
Weather: Bright & Chilly
If my mother was a Superhero, her utility belt would contain: (1) a roll of masking tape, (2)
an endless supply of manzanilla (chamomile) tea bags (inside Cuban joke), (3) hair curlers of
varying shades and sizes (inside family joke), (4) my father’s TV remote, (5) a Dr. Rico Perez
pill dispenser, (6) a picture of “El Puma” (José Luis Rodriguez), (7) and a tiny 2” Communist...
to blame whenever something goes wrong.
It is best not to ask what prompted this thought.

~•~
04.09.07 • Is Goth Dead?
Clothing: Black Tube Socks
Mood: Sleepy
Weather: Sunny
Slowly but surely, sections on Azodnem.com start to bloom once more. This weekend I started
going through the numerous off-site links I have had on Azodnem.com for years to update
them and weed out any sites that may have gone offline.
Many of the Goth sites I used to link to are now, sadly, no more. It seemed as though an internet-wide “goth-purge” had wiped them all out and replaced them with websites for Christian
Singles... but thankfully, my fears were soon put to rest. I kept coming across new site after new
site dedicated to all things dark and macabre. Praise be to the Old Gods of Misery and Darkness. LOL. One such gem... Goth Swimsuits (http://www.gothswimsuit.com), offers beachwear for the those who usually prefer to stay out of the sun... *pause*... Although, I don’t quite
picture a horde of Gothlings invading Spring Break anytime soon, the black chick wearing the
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leather gothic bathing suit complete with thigh-high bitch boots, sporting a crossbow was just
too fabulous! I wonder if Miss Thing surfs? Now that’s an image. LOL.

~•~
04.13.07 • Broken Glass
Clothing: Silver Watch
Mood: Irritated
Music: Evanescence: My Immortal
Weather: Sunny
It’s Friday, and the work week is winding down to a close. I have been absolutely inundated
at the office, and have barely had a time to catch my breath. (Quite literally... my asthma has
been horrendous for the past few weeks.) I sit under a vent that I am convinced is the main
culprit (that and the facts that I’m working back in Manhattan... down on Wall Street... a block
from Ground Zero).
2007 is bringing change.
Its method of doing so, however, leaves something to be desired. It seems to prefer to shatter
everything in sight and see what happens. >Broken Glass< A few weeks ago, Brighton and
I were commenting on how relationships and lives around us just seem to falling apart, and
not neatly. >Broken Glass< I can mention at least seven or eight couples that have gone their
seperate ways recently. My own best friend’s relationship of seven years is balancing on a
fragile pinpoint. >Broken Glass< Even death, illness and injury have seemed to have their moments in the spotlight extended. My father, brother-in-law, and sister were all in the hospital
this year within weeks of each other. >Broken Glass< Britney Spears. >MAJOR Broken Glass<
Anna Nicole. >Broken Glass< Imus >Well-Deserved Broken Glass< My relationship with my
mother. >Broken Glass<
My mother and I barely talk now. It’s all a tap-and-dance around me being gay. An illusionary
performance (by both of us) that there’s nothing wrong. It’s what she’s done her whole life.
Never face an issue. Never confront it. Never acknowledge it. Instead, she’ll sit in her room,
cry with an oversized Bible in her lap, and play the martyr. It’s a performance my sister and I
have seen our entire lives. She raised me to hate our father because she never had the courage
to hate him on her own. They’re still married, and still live together... but is it a marriage? Was
it ever? Each one of them seems to exist in their own corner of the apartment. He’s asleep in the
living room in front of the television, as much from his complete inactivity, as from the insane
amount of prescribed medication he’s currently taking. Slowly fading away right in front of
us. Will I even cry when he finally does? I’ve often asked myself that, because in all honesty, I
don’t know. I have too much of my mother’s darkness in me.
What a beautiful family portrait we’ve made. >Broken Glass<

~•~
04.17.07 • Who Did The Raindance?
Clothing: Grey Fuzzy Jacket
Mood: Concerned
Music: Something Funky & Jazzy from Rita Dease’s Cubicle: Lullaby For Rita by her son
Weather: Rainstorm Aftermath
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Brighton & The Gang Are Trapped.
My boyfriend, Brighton, and his housemates, Angel, Xander, & Vicki are “trapped” in their
house thanks to the insane monsoon from this weekend. Their driveway is flooded, and they
refuse to evacuate just yet because they most probably wouldn’t be allowed to take any of their
pets with them. At least, it’s no longer raining heavily, so they’re just waiting for the water to
hopefully start draining out (where to?), and for the roads and highways to open up again. I’m
worried, and concentrating on work stuff today is going to be a problem. They have no electricity... which translates into no heat. They turned off the power downstairs as a precaution,
because Vicki’s apartment in the basement is flooded waist-high. The street they’re on isn’t
completely flooded, so they CAN leave the house... there’s just no where to go afterwards.

~•~
04.19.07 • April’s New Moon (04/17/2007)
Clothing: Manslippers
Mood: Peaceful
Music: Nothing
Weather: Misty
I couldn’t wait to get home on Tuesday. It had been a long drawn-out day here at the office,
and I had also gone to the gym after work. I was very tired, but I was really looking forward
to a little witchery this night. I had just bought a new sage bundle over the weekend, and
wanted to cleanse the vibe in my apartment. My head’s been full of too much unnecessary
fluff lately, and its been lingering in the air (see the “Broken Glass” entry for an idea of some
of the things).
First, I decided to clean up the apartment, like usual (I’m a Swiffer maniac LOL), and then
started putting together my altar on the large trunk I usually use as a table in the living room.
I was planning to sage all my things, when I finished with the apartment. I lit one of the incense cones and dedicated to my spirit guides, and two of the incense sticks that Brighton had
brought me last August from Pennsic. One for Yemaya and one for me. I still have my baptismal
candle, and decided to light it before saging the apartment, in order to include myself in the
cleansing.
It’s been a long time since I was so ritualistic, but there was something very comforting about
it. There were several moments, were I felt almost guided in my movements. Although, I definitely feel that I need to get myself a small dedicated altar. I’ve been doing some windowshopping online for the past few days, and have really fallen in love with some new altar
necessities (including a beautiful wooden altar with cabinet). I think next time I get some extra
cash in my pocket, it’s time to splurge on myself and gather up some new supplies.
Like I need an excuse to spend money I don’t have? LOL. On another note, it’s moving day
here at the office. We’re all being rearranged and shuffled about.
One word: Clusterfuck. • Two words: Big Clusterfuck.
Blessed Be.

~•~
04.24.07 • All Systems Down
Clothing: Grey Boxer Briefs
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Mood: Minimal Background Noise
Music: Sweet Silence
Weather: Beautiful
I have had no computer access, e-mail or internet at the office since Friday thanks to the brilliant cubicle rearrangement. My work is backed up BIG time, but on the positive side... this
side of the office is beautifully quiet.

~•~
04.26.07 • Seven Random Ramblings
Clothing: A Golden “B” Around My Neck
Mood: Peaceful
Weather: Just Before The Rain
1. Mabelyn’s gallbladder surgery went very well. She was in and out on Tuesday, so she’s already home (hospitals rarely seem to keep anyone in very long anymore, unless it’s truly dire).
I’m most probably going to see her this Saturday or Sunday, and take her a little “Get Well
Soon” present, as well as her belated birthday gift.
2. OMG... I’ve been BAD. Now that I finally received my penultimate freelance check from the
company I was previously working for (120 days PAST DUE, mind you)... I went shopping. I’ve
spent about $50 on Heroclix (I don’t even play, I just wanted all the Wonder Woman themed
ones ~ Yes, I’m gay); $100 at Capricorn’s Lair (www.capricornslair.com); $70 at 13 Moons
(www.13moons.com); $15 at Illuminations (www.illuminations.com); about $13 at some other really cute little online witchy shop; $50 at my favorite New Age shop in the village, Stick,
Stone and Bone (www.stickstoneandbone.com) last night; and three CDs from the SciFi Book
Club that I have yet to pay for. Yes. I have a problem. LOL. You see... I’m convinced that in a
past life I must have been a sultan with an endless supply of finances at his disposal, because
I have a somewhat skewed perception of money. However, the sad truth is that, currently, in
THIS life, I am NOT a fabulously rich sultan.
3. The weather was rainy last night, but I decided to walk uptown in it anyway. Personally,
there’s nothing more refreshing or cleansing than a walk in a gentle spring rain. I bought my
nieces some beautiful tumbled gemstones last night at Stick, Stone & Bone in the village
(www.stickstoneandbone.com). I bought a few gems for myself, and picked up some incense
for my sister and cousin. I’ll try to find a way to swing by this weekend and see them too to
drop off the stuff.
4. My older niece has a boyfriend.
5. Speaking of boyfriends: Brighton may have to work this weekend, so I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to see him or not. *super sadness* He’s been insanely busy, and swamped at the
store the past few weeks, though. He seriously needs to rest and recharge himself.
6. My Mother’s Quote for the Week: “I must have been born into a nest made of barbed wire,
for my life is such a tragedy.” All hail her royal majesty, Queen Misery.
7. Robert’s Words of Wisdom for the Day: Never use Purell Instant Hand Sanitizing Wipes to
wipe your ass. Although, it may seem like a good idea, because it kills 99.99% of all germs,
remember... alcohol burns.
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05.01.07 • Tuesday Morning
Clothing: Does My iPod Nano Count?
Mood: Exhausted
Music: Gloria Estefan: Cuba Libre
Weather: Beautiful
I spent most of my night doing about four heavy loads of laundry. I am so tired, and the coffee
is just not doing its job today. Marion, the other artist/designer (here at the office), is out for
the rest of the week (again ~ LOL), so I’m pretty much alone again with 97+ sales reps. It’s going to be a LOVELY week. I really miss my Art Director title (snob), but I needed to get out of
Bronxville desperately (previous job); once they fired the black girl in IT, I was pretty much it
for the ethnic diversity in that office. Things change. Things will change again.
I haven’t worked on Azodnem.com in almost two weeks, and chances are, I won’t be able to
get to it until at least Thursday either. Ugh. I do feel guilty about it, believe it or not. I really
need to focus and just finish getting the other sections up. There’s some really beautiful content
just waiting to be online again, and I know it’ll be a great sense of accomplishment once it’s
all done.
I miss playing World of Warcraft (geek). I need my gamer-fix BADLY... *twitch*
Brighton and I had a wonderful weekend together. We got to see Mabelyn (she’s doing very
good since the surgery), and then my nieces on Sunday. They loved the tumbled stones I
picked out for them, and the Arabian-style over-the-bed mosquito nets, Brighton and I bought
them on Saturday (they really looked fabulous once we put them up).
Energy has begun to finally stir on my Bravenet Blog. There’s activity on the Tag Board, and I’ve
even received my first comment. (Much thanks to Miss Kitty for popping my comment-cherry!
Was it as good for you? *smokes cigarette* LOL) I really should start doing some work... it’s
9:42am. LOL

~•~
05.07.07 • Monday Mierda
Clothing: Whore Jeans
Mood: Happy, But In Allergy Hell
Music: Dolly Parton: Romeo
Weather: Beautiful, Bright & Sunny
Adjusted Mood: Annoyed
Adjusted Music: Celia Cruz: Yemaya
Amazing how quickly my mood was changed. It took two minutes. I just love it when one of
the salespeople in this office come up to me with an accusatory tone in their voice, because
their ad wasn’t designed and/or processed correctly. Of course, the fact that they filled out
their submission form incorrectly couldn’t POSSIBLY have anything to do with that. Shithead.
Breathe. Relax. Give him the finger and walk away. This job is seriously beginning to effect
my calm.
As I predicted, last week was hell here at the office, and I spent most of the weekend in shutdown mode. I haven’t spoken to my mother since Friday. I need “down” time, and of course, I
do feel guilty about it. Sometimes, her mother-martyr-drama is just too much too handle.
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Happy News: I splurged on myself (again) and bought a 30g iPod. I didn’t have a chance to
upload many of the playlists this weekend, so I only have my “Latin Vibes” and “Country &
Pop” playlists available. Odd combo. Yes, I know.
Readjusted Music: Celia Cruz: Canto A La Habana
My allergies are causing me absolute hell today. My eyes, nose and throat are all insanely
itchy. I also have a really strange ache in the left side of my lower jaw. Oddly enough, my
friend, Gysela has the same ache. Weather? ...or perhaps a strange phantom ache that’s only
effecting the latinos in this office? *raises eyebrow*
Readjusted Music: Gloria Estefan: Oye
I wish Monday would just finally come to its end. I want to be home. I miss my futon. I really
need to take some vacation time soon, and just vanish.

~•~
05.10.07 • An Old Entry
Mood: Smiling
I just came across this old entry on the blog archives of my website:
4-22-01
Today, Azodnem.com is a year old. In that one year, it has grown to become something much
larger than what I had anticipated. It’s been a great year for me, and I feel fortunate. So many
people complain and moan about what’s wrong in their lives. It is seldom that we hear people
pause, and celebrate what has gone right. We are a society enthralled by trauma and misfortune. I choose to celebrate. I celebrate the new path my career has taken. I celebrate the love I
have in my life. I celebrate my family. I celebrate the choices I have made ~ choices that have
led me to feel happiness. True, not every moment has been beautiful or joyous, or fun or full of
sunshine rays... they don’t have to be. If they were life wouldn’t be worth celebrating.
This morning, I couldn’t help but feel the effects of what’s going on around me, and in the lives
of those close to me, but you know what... I STILL choose to celebrate.

~•~
05.10.07 • Happy Thursday
Clothing: Beige Shirt, Faded Jeans, Brown Suede Boots
Mood: Somewhat Uncomfortable
Music: Celtic Woman: The Voice
Weather: Probably Going To Rain Soon
I’m starting to feel overwhelmed and really drained. There’s also a lot on plate that I need to
get to. I also seem to be everyone’s psychiatrist and spiritual advisor. Should I take that as a
compliment? as a sign that I actually listen and give good advice? Perhaps. I don’t mean this
to in anyway sound heartless, I really do care about what the people around me are going
through (sometimes too much so). I take their issues very much to my heart, but lately it’s just
coming in from ALL sides (I mean ALL sides), and it is starting to take its toll on me. I’m burnt
out. I have my issues too, and I tend just to keep them to myself, and not trouble anyone with
them. *sigh*
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I took Tuesday off, and spent it wandering around the city, went to the gym, and did some
shopping. Brighton and I are going to Six Flags this weekend with my sister, her husband
and my nieces. On one level, I’m really surprised. The relationship between my sister and I
has really evolved. She and I went through a very difficult time when I first came out to her.
Sometimes, life works out.
My mother on the other hand... LOL. She’s a battle, and sadly one I’m not even sure I want to
keep fighting. I’ve heard atrocities come out of her mouth, aimed at me. I grew up my whole
life knowing that would happen, but it didn’t make it easier. I swallowed it. She’s not going to
be around forever, and I don’t want my memories of her to be only ugly and argumentive. I’m
not a failure. I’m not a disgrace. In many ways, she’s still a 16 year old girl who married a heartless man, left her country and family for a world she never felt she belonged in, and never let
herself be a part of. Sadly, that 16 year old girl evolved into a hateful, bitter and manipulative
woman, who lashes out blindly at those around her with venom, while still... in her mind...
keeping the self-delusion that she’s a victim... the ONLY victim in this family. There’s a canyon
between us now, and on some level... I love the distance.
On another note: I’ve been spending most of the week (once I get home), updating my new
iPod. It’s taking me forever to upload my playlists to it. I am being insanely picky with the stuff
I’m putting up. I’ve probably already spent about $30 or $40 on iTunes, downloading songs
just to fill in “gaps” in my playlists. I’m a compulsive shopper. I don’t care what it is I am buying, I just want to buy things. LOL.
I haven’t played World of Warcraft in what feels like weeks! I need my gamer-crack fix soon
or my body-functions will most likely cease. LOL.

~•~
05.10.07 • Always A Little Behind
Clothing: Black Jacket
Mood: Sexy
Weather: Cool
No, I am not talking about ass... but have you ever felt that you’re always just a little behind
where you should be? Apparently, I get easily side-tracked. I should really find a way to concentrate and focus on what matters, so I can finish those few scattered projects.
Project 1: Azodnem.com ~ is still not finished. It’s easy to get overwhelmed during the renovation process, after all, the website IS seven years old. There is a lot of pages to go through...
but... I haven’t worked on it in about two weeks.
Project 2: My Book Of Shadows ~ I have a beautiful wooden-cover Book of Shadows that I
haven’t finished putting together. It’s more of a compendium of information and partial diary
rather than a collection of spells and rituals (yet). I probably haven’t seriously worked on this
since last June (bad witch).
Project 3: My New iPod ~ Not really a project, but I still have tons of CDs and video-clips that I
want to go through and add to it. I am loving my new iPod; it has definitely become my solace
during work-hours. Plug-in and zone-out.
Project 4: MySpace & Bravenet Blog ~ Yes, MySpace. I am like the worst MySpace member
ever, but I really want to just set a day off at least once a month to go through my friends’ pages
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and see what some of my distant friends are up to, and send some love their way. Same goes
for the Bravenet Blog. I need to be a little more social.
Project 5: Freelance Work ~ I need to finish this up by tomorrow! (YIKES) It’s a gatefold brochure, so it shouldn’t take too long. Three of the six pages are already done.
Project 6: Comic Book & Novel ~ Yes, I’m ambitious. LOL.

~•~
05.21.07 • Do Not Pass Go...
Clothing: Hematite Bracelet
Mood: Cheerful
Music: L. Subramaniam: The Execution (Kama Sutra - A Tale Of Love Soundtrack)
Weather: Gorgeous
I finally bought a Monopoly version I actually like (The Simpsons Halloween ~ LOL).
Brighton and I played a run-through on Sunday night. I was Mr. Burns (as Dracula), he was
Bart (as The Fly) LOL. The board game is really cute, and so is the alien-baby Maggie token.
There’s an offer with it that allows you to order four more glow-in-the-dark tokens for the game
(Lisa, Marge, the purple-haired twins, and Willie). I’m going to mail it out tomorrow, hopefully, the offer hasn’t expired. My only negative critique of the game is that Flanders should
have been dressed up as the devil, not a werewolf! Oh... and yeah... I won... *evilly rubs his
hands together* LOL I thought my brother-in-law was impossible to play with. I have become
a Monopoly-monster! Perhaps it was the Mr. Burns token that did it (shall it become my NEW
good-luck charm? LOL). Every time poor Brighton would turn the corner towards my avenue
of financial ruin (i.e. an entire side of the board and adjacent corner with hotels), I couldn’t
help but get this uncontrollable giggle and ridiculous smile on my face. Although, I do have to
confess that out of the two of us, I did end up in jail a shitload more often. LOL.
*Love you, Brighton* LOL ~ “Where is that Smithers?”

~•~
05.30.07 • The Four-Day Weekend
Clothing: Old Jeans
Mood: Uncertain / Uneasy
Music: Random Office Background Noise
Weather: Insanely Gorgeous
“Happy Wednesday”, and it’s back to work for me. I took Tuesday (yesterday) off to extend my
Memorial Day weekend. *yeah*
Saturday, May 26th
Brighton and I went into the city to catch some lunch, and kill some time before heading out
to Lou’s Memorial Day Weekend Party at night. Initially, we were going to go to Applebee’s,
but opted on trying out something new, the Dallas BBQ in Times Square. Our experience left a
lot to be desired. We ended up walking out. It took about fifteen minutes for a waiter to come
by our table and take our drink orders.
Even the woman who sat us commented, “Where is their waiter?”
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Brighton’s drink was semi-wrong (no salt). Only my appetizer arrived... and here’s where the
trouble really started. Almost twenty minutes later, Brighton STILL doesn’t have his appetizer.
Customers who arrived after us where already getting served their main courses already. I
informed one of the gentlemen on the floor, that if Brighton didn’t get his appetizer soon, we
were just going to walk out. I have NEVER walked out of a restaurant before in my life. Still
nothing.
The place was NOT packed, more than half of the second floor was empty. The manager gets
informed, gets involved, and literally takes an appetizer meant for ANOTHER table, and has
it sent to Brighton. I saw this happen. First off, that’s insanely rude to the people it was meant
for, and second, it wasn’t even what Brighton had ordered. That gesture felt like “Here, eat this
and shut up”.
This is where we decided to get up from the table and just leave.
The manager confronts me, “What, am I supposed to do, eat the price of the drinks? You had
drinks.” Actually, yes... you are, but to stop the manager from continuing to embarrass and
humiliate me in the middle of the restaurant, I hand him my credit card. At this point, Brighton
and the manager start yelling at each other. I asked several times for the manager to please stop
yelling and just charge the drinks so we can go. He preferred to continue arguing his point.
I was now stuck between two warring bulldogs, who for the hate of each other, no longer
heard me. I finally matched their volume with, “Great, now the TWO of you are ignoring me.”
The fighting stopped. The manager handed me the card, and told us to “Just go”, with a tone in
his voice as though he were addressing and dismissing two scam artists. I would gladly show
you my bank account statements, sir. Trust me, I don’t need to scam a meal. I have NEVER in
all my years, working and eating in New York, been so embarrassed, humiliated or insulted at
a restaurant; nor have I ever walked out of one before. It took me a huge portion of the day to
get over the deeply sad mood that manager put me in. I hope the experience made him feel
like a “big man”.
We decided to go back to our original plan, and eat at the Applebee’s across the street. The
waitress was a wonderful, spunky little redhead! LOL. Her name was Tiffany. Our drinks, food
and service were awesome. I have every intention of writing the corporate headquarters of
Dallas BBQ, Applebee’s and even Zagat’s later this afternoon about my experience on Saturday.
I really hope that she’ll get some kind of recognition for her service.
She was a real sweetheart. Thank you very much, Tiffany!
Saturday (night), May 26th
The party at Lou’s house was really nice. I had fun, even though I still tend to feel a little awkward. There’s just so many people at Lou’s events and parties that I don’t know; around such a
huge crowd I tend to shutdown (wallflower syndrome). I don’t want to force my company on
anyone, or make anyone feel that they have to entertain me, just because I’m Brighton’s boyfriend. I know, on one level, I’m being very silly, but hey... as long as there’s a good supply of
Hard Lemonade around... I’m good to go. LOL. On another note, I have discovered that there
is a good chance I am NOT allergic to Brighton’s Jack Russel, Beamer. Brighton and I don’t live
together yet, but will be soon (by the end of the summer most likely), and I know this was a
huge concern for him, because of my often severe allergies / asthma.
Sunday, May 27th
We went to go see Pirates of the Caribbean, Part III. AWESOME! We absolutely loved it!!! I’m
not going to say anything else about the movie (don’t want to ruin it for anyone), but those who
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haven’t seen it yet ~ MUST!! I would definitely see it again in the theaters. NO QUESTION!
Brighton and I were STILL so stuffed from our lunch at Applebee’s yesterday, that we couldn’t
actually have a meal again until about the end of the day. LOL.
Monday, May 28th Lazy Day #1
I went to the gym real early in the morning, walked around the city a little bit, and played
World of Warcraft for most of the day. LOL. Yes, I am a geek. *raises hands in the air triumphantly*
Tuesday, May 29th Lazy Day #2
I met up with Ana (my boss) in the city for lunch (we had Mexican), and we watched Shrek
the Third (not as good as the previous two, in my opinion), and yes... I played more World of
Warcraft when I got home.

~•~
06.01.07 • Saturday, May 26th (Update)
Music: Moaner: Underworld
So, I ended up NOT writing the corporate headquarters of Dallas BBQ, or Zagat’s about the
horrible experience Brighton and I had there on Saturday. I chose to (thanks to my sister), not
drag out the negative experience, but rather focus just on the positive one. I just sent the e-mail
to Applebee’s praising the waitress that took care of us there.
Besides, this morning I read an article about how the driver of stolen van almost plowed right
into a packed Dallas BBQ here in NY, and that... kinda... freaked me out somewhat. *yikes*
Four people were hurt (three pedestrians and a cyclist), but there was no information on how
bad their injuries were/are.

~•~
07.09.07 • 101 Things
Clothing: Sleepy-Time Wear
Mood: Exhausted
Music: Background Noise: Industrial Fan
Weather: Brutally Hot
I Am:
1. About 5’8, and somewhere between 170 and 190lbs depending on the season. LOL
2. Currently 33 Years Old
3. Part Cuban (parents), part Spaniard & part Gypsy (maternal grandparents)
4. A Sagittarius (December)
5. Asthmatic
6. Allergic to cats, cholocate and shellfish
7. A Witch
8. A Sci-Fi, comic book, and gamer geek
9. Fairly even-tempered, and fair-minded (I think)
10. Exceptionally neat
I Have:
11. An amazing boyfriend whom I love very much
12. A beautiful apartment with a NYC skyline view
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13. Long black hair, black eyes, and a salt-n-peppered goatee
14. My own website (two counting: http://www.pandoramagazine.com)
15. A wonderful best friend (for over 16 years)
16. Very talented and beautiful nieces
17. A rather extensive Star Wars and Wonder Woman collection ~ LOL
18. A collection of bells gathered by my friends from their vacations
19. A small scar on my knee (fell out of the bus ~ I wasn’t drunk... I’m just clumsy LOL)
20. A statue of Yemaya in my bedroom facing the river
I Love:
21. Brighton
22. My best friend
23. My nieces
24. Thunderstorms / Rainstorms
25. Strawberries
26. Owls and wolves
27. Back and shoulder rubs
28. The Lord of The Rings Trilogy
29. Wonder Woman
30. Magic
I Dislike:
31. My mother
32. Castro’s Cuba
33. Arrogant, judgemental or selfish people
34. My downstairs neighbor
35. My third boss
36. Asthma attacks
37. Bush’s America
38. Violence
39. Yellow
40. Seafood (mostly due to my shellfish allergy)
One Day, I Would Like To:
41. Marry Brighton, and have a home together
42. Finish my website
43. Publish my own comic book (Sci-fi Comedy)
44. Write my own novel (Gothic Horror)
45. Publish my own magazine
46. Travel to Greece, England, Egypt, Ireland, and Italy
47. Spend Carnival in Venice
48. Celebrate the Feast of Yemaya in Brazil
49. Pay off all my debt
50. Truly, and finally find a lasting sense of peace in my life
Pet Peeves:
51. Interruptions at work
52. Screeching children
53. Parents hitting their screeching children
54. Adam Sandler
55. Misplacing: my keys, remote, cordless phone
56. My own laziness
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57. Liars
58. Spam and lots of pop-ups and redirection sites / windows
59. Being late
60. Losing my train-of-thought
Favorites:
61. Color: Purple or Black
62. Book: Witch Child
63. Movie: Star Wars
64. Food: Indian
65. Dessert: Cheesecake
66. Beverage: Mountain Dew
67. Perfume / Cologne: Drakkar
68. Fruit: Strawberries
69. Vegetable: >bleh<
70. Hobby: Computer Games
Things I Like About Myself:
71. My eyes
72. My hair
73. My skill in, and love of the arts
74. My sense of humor
75. My intelligence, wisdom and wit
76. My legs >wink<
77. My personality
78. My spirituality
79. My tact
80. My modesty ~ LOL~
After All These Years, I Still...
81. Cry at Charlotte’s Web
82. Miss my Grandfather
83. Think before I talk
84. Daydream
85. Play Games
86. Have my kindergarten graduation diploma
87. Have my baptismal candle and clothes
88. Have hope in people
89. Can’t drive or swim
90. Believe in Magic
When I Am Old And Grey, I Want To Be Able To Say...
91. That I can still poop on my own
92. That I have most of my teeth
93. That I have laughed at least once everyday
94. That I was able to forgive and forget
95. That I made a difference (even if just a small one)
96. That I was a good friend, a good neighbor, a good husband, brother, uncle and son
97. That I paid off all my debt before 40
98. That I loved enough to last me lifetimes over
99. That I still remember my first kiss with Brighton
100. Good-bye with peace ... and 101. That I’ll be back ~ LOL!
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07.11.07 • Finally, A Breather
Clothing: Dark Grey Unmentionables
Mood: Tired
Music: Mychael Danna: All Pure Spirt (from the Kama Sutra: A Tale Of Love Soundtrack)
Weather: A Storm Approaches
It seems as though, I can barely find a moment to relax anymore. My workload at the office has
been keeping me insanely busy the past few weeks, but it’s a good busy. It makes the day go
by faster. Interruptions, however, are constant. I’ve fallen into my old habit of procrastination...
actually... No... that’s not a fair statement. Many personal projects have been put on hold,
because I’ve been doing a lot of freelance work. In fact, tonight I have to finish up a newsletter
design for a client. I miss working in the magazine realm.
While, my current job offers many wonderful perks, including: (1) a fairly flexible work day
(most of the time), (2) a wonderful and very caring boss (who has become a close friend), and
(3) very progressive same-sex domestic partnership benefits (which will be wonderful once
Brighton and I live together)... I hate to admit it, but I am bored with the work that I do. I miss
my old title, and I know that sounds somewhat petty. I should be grateful that I have a decentpaying job.... but there in lies the problem. It’s just “decent-paying”. Where’s the flash and
glam? Am I incapable of being content?
LOL Guess what??? Guess what I am going to be doing tomorrow? >insert jittery fits of anticipation here< I will sitting down with a client, who will be coming into our downtown Manhattan office, specifically to meet with me... so we can sit down together, make corrections to,
and redesign her ad. Guess what she does for a living? She’s a prostitute. Did I ever have a job
with flash and glam?
I need a break. I need to pack my things and rearrange the world... or at least, my contribution
to it. This is not my comfort zone. My life has taught me that the flow of change is constant.
Sometimes good. Sometimes bad. The year ahead is destined to bring some new and beautiful
changes in my life, including a new home, and marriage. Hopefully, a new job will be in the
works too. All I have to do is put a little energy in that direction, and let the dove fly.
Have you ever felt like you are standing in the middle of an enormous paved road, with no
traffic, just the silence of nature? Nothing’s moving, because somewhere and somehow you
aren’t letting it. You keep looking over your shoulder, hoping to find that huge monster-truck
that’s going to swoop by and take you to the next crossroad... but it never comes. Instead, you
have to walk.

~•~
07.16.07 • Ill-Given Gifts
Clothing: New Black Shirt
Mood: Feeling Uber-Witchy
Music: La India: Me Canse de Ser La Otra
Weather: Bright & Sunny
A few weeks ago, my mother had given me a “gift”. It was a Pope John Paul II crystal rosary,
along with a matching pin meant for my best friend, Mabelyn. At the time, I accepted the
gift graciously, even though I was well aware of the sentiment with which she had given it. I
had no intention of passing the pin onto Mabelyn. In fact, when I got home, I placed it in my
kitchen and never brought it further into my apartment.
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It has sat there since for about three weeks, and it has felt like this all-consuming “black box”
in my kitchen. Since bringing it into my house, I have had violent nightmares, my asthma had
gotten worse, and my savings account had all but dwindled down to just over $80. I couldn’t
help but fixiate on this ill-given gift sitting on my kitchen table. It was as though every fiber in
my being was telling me to get rid of it.
I weighed out my options of disposal. “Returning It” felt to me as much of a crude gesture
as the insincerity with which it was given. So that was out of the question. I wanted to avoid
adding more unnecessary confrontations between my mother and I. “Throwing It Away” also
felt wrong. Although, I am not a Christian, I do believe that Pope John Paul II was a good man,
who tried to do the best in this life he could; and as strange as it sounds... I did not want to
disrespect his memory or the good he had done, by just tossing the rosary away. That gesture
would have brought me sadness.
So, I decided to “Pass It On” instead, with honest and sincere sentiments, as opposed to how
it was given to me. Last Monday, I entered a Catholic church for the first time in years, and
contrary to belief... I did NOT blow up. LOL. My initial intent was to leave the rosary and pin
at the foot of a statue of the Virgin Mary, but the church was unexpectedly crowded that morning, and I had no intention of making my way through so many people. So instead, I left in
the back, under the feet of a statue of a crucified Jesus. I made it a point to leave it with no ill
intentions, but rather with hope. I actually sincerely hoped that it gives great joy to whoever
finds it, and even tried to envision the scene of its discovery unfolding. Perhaps its discovery
will be seen as a small miracle for someone who needs it. I have not told my mother of her
gift’s fate.
Ironically, the nightmares have since stopped, and the dark presence I felt in my kitchen has
lifted, perhaps as much from the object’s absence, as my detachment from it. Even my asthma
symptoms have alleviated. Can such a small item cause so much discomfort?
Witchery has run in my mother’s bloodline in one form or another for generations. My maternal grandmother was said to be a great spiritual healer and midwife. Although, I never met her,
on some level, I often seek her guidance, and on some level, her acceptance as well. I have
often wondered what she would have thought of me. My mother’s brother (who is both my
uncle and godfather) bares the family “gift”, as does his daughter (my favorite cousin), as do
I, as will one if not both of my sister’s daughters. I suspect, that on some level, that so do my
sister and mother as well. Although, my mother’s dark view of the world has kept her miserable
and unhappy her whole life. It’s difficult, as her children, not to be effected by the energy and
vibe she is constantly transmitting.
We don’t always get to choose the roads we walk in life,
but we can choose how to walk them.

~•~
07.17.07 • A Strange Sentiment
Clothing: Another New Black Shirt
Mood: Aloof
On Sunday, Brighton and I took a brief walk into my home town. We ended up passing by the
Old House. I was raised in that house for almost twenty-five years. My parents sold the house
shortly after I moved out, mostly due to financial reasons.
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The house is once again for sale. Seeing the “For Sale” sign outside its door, made me unexpectedly sentimental. It’s, at least, the third time the Old House is being sold, since we left it.
For the briefest of moments, I contemplated the notion of buying it. Just imagine my mother’s
reaction if her gay son and his lover were to buy the old house. LOL.
The truth is... it was never a home. It was just a house. The sadder truth is... no one has been
able to make it a home since. I guess, there is too much attached to the walls. Good and bad.
Part of me, really wants to go inside and say “goodbye”, and even “I’m sorry”, and give myself
(and it) a certain sense of closure.
We never made it a home... I... never made it a home. It deserved better people than us.

~•~
07.26.07 • 10 Random Thoughts
Clothing: No Jewelry
Mood: Tired, But Very Happy
Music: Voices In The Background
Weather: Will Probably Rain Today
1. I don’t know if I ever mentioned, but currently, I work in an office with just over 90 sales
representatives. There are only two designers in this office; Marion and myself. Do that math.
Obviously, we’re very swamped. I’ve barely had any down time lately, and I’m tired of stressing
over it (and bitching about it). The noise volume around my cubicle is very high most of the
time (unless they’re in meetings, or out on the street “canvasing”) Which can, of course, make
it hard to focus and concentrate. Well, apparently, yesterday, I told one of those salespeople,
that I would meet with him this morning at 8am to discuss some design work he needs. Problem is, I don’t come in till 8:30. LOL. Oops. (Sorry about that, John! LOL)
2. My creative juices have been flowing lately. I have a few new projects in the works, and I’m
very excited about one in particular. I can’t (don’t want to) go into details about them just yet,
but that entrepreneur streak in me has been relit, and the fires of Brigid are simmering once
more... >spark< ~ >foooooosh<
3. I love my boyfriend very much.
4. I saw Transformers last night with my friend, Marc. Honestly, it was better than I had expected it to be. I was never a huge fan of the cartoons, but I did watch them on occasion.
I used to love the toys though. The movie effects were really amazing. Bumblebee was just
awesome. I hadn’t seen or heard from Marc in a few months, so it was really nice to spend
some time with him.
5. I bumped into an old friend, Virginia, last night while waiting around for Marc. She looked
as fabulous as ever, and seeing her smile again after all these years was truly a wonderful treat.
That’s the beauty of New York, stand on a corner long enough, and you’ll see someone you
know. Then again... stand on the same corner long enough, and people might think you’re a
street hooker. LOL.
6. I feel like dancing.
7. I’m going to Six Flags Great Adventure this weekend with my sister, her husband, my nieces,
and some of their friends. Hopefully, Brighton doesn’t have to work so he can come too. He’s
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fearless on rides, and the my nieces adore him. (Update ~ Thanks to the fabulous weather this
weekend, our plans got cancelled. Brighton actually had to go to work, so we’ll just reschedule it for another weekend.)
8. I have about $20 in my checking account. LOL. Somethings will NEVER change.
9. Brighton and I are planning to go to Florida in August for an extended weekend. I haven’t
been to Disney and/or Universal Studios in about ten years. He hasn’t been there in about
twenty years. We’re going to have a blast. (Update ~ We’re actually going down with my sister,
brother-in-law and my nieces. We’re all going to be staying together at a three bedroom timeshare.)
10. My boss and I are going to get facials together next week! How gay is that? LOL.

~•~
07.30.07 • The Joys of Monday Morning
Clothing: I Did Laundry At My Sister’s House This Weekend, And Now I Smell Like A Thirteen
Year Old Girl.
Mood: Fresh Linen
Why is it that we all feel the pains of Monday mornings? Are our weekends too short? Do we
just instinctively hate working? I don’t think I actually “hate” my job. Granted, it’s not a wild,
passionate love affair either, but it’s an “OK” job for the most part. I think. I wish I was doing
something more creative. I wish I was earning more. I wish I knew how to manage money
better.
I need movement in my life. Right now, I’m standing still... on all fronts. I need movement.
Shaking the tree up a bit isn’t quite enough. I need to feel sated, and I’m thirsty and hungry...
but not sure for what. This job does not give me joy. For the most part, my interaction with my
co-workers is “professional”. My social nature is hungry. The rare times that this job has stirred
my creative juices, its gone unnoticed. I’m hungry. I need flash and glam. How do I acquire
flash and glam?
Ironically, my horoscope for today is:
“Don’t hang around if you’re aching to be on the move. Since your case of wanderlust isn’t
likely to abate today-and since remaining static doesn’t do wonders for your mood-go already.”
I mentioned earlier that I have few projects in the works. I have to get my self in gear and start
organizing it all, so I can manage everything effortlessly (famous last words). It’s going to take
sometime and hard work to set it all up, but I’m hoping for the best. Let’s just say, I’ll be combining a lot of “me” into one project... all roads leading to one place.
Happy Belated Full Moon.

~•~
08.06.07 • Into The Fire
Mood: Pensive
My Lughnasadh ritual last week was very simple and humble. I set up a relatively small altar

~ 123 ~

with little in the way of decorations and finery; a plain and simple altar cloth, an abalone
shell, a set of God & Goddess statues, handmade incense, and a few small orange candles.
The abalone shell served as a make-shift cauldron, as I tossed scribbled pieces of paper into it.
Each small fragment of torn paper carried on it a word; a symbol of something I wish to purge.
Doubt. Insecurity. Shame. Fear. Discontent. I watched each small piece of paper crumble
and burn to ash in the fire. Gone. Is it that simple to surrender those things? Doubt? burned.
Fear? burned. Hate? burned. Anger? burned. Can all those things be so easily given up to the
flame?
Ironically, the answer to that came this weekend. This weekend, Brighton had to work again,
so my sister and I decided that perhaps we should take our parents to Wildwood, NJ for the
day. We used to spend our childhood vacations at that beach town almost every summer. I
remember spending hours alone walking up and down the boardwalk, getting lost in thought;
lost in the faces of the crowds walking by; lost in the endless row of shops. Oddly enough,
despite the fact that I can’t swim, I have always had a very deep love for the ocean (hence my
devotion to Yemaya). My sister, on the other hand, was more of a beach person. She preferred
the sun and the sand.
Well, we ended up not going to Wildwood. My father is ill. He’s had medical issues for quite
some time (nothing extremely serious), and my mother decided we shouldn’t go... and that’s
the problem: she decided. She never told him that we were planning to take them both to
Wildwood. She never informed him, but she decided for him... and for us.
We ended up having a heavy conversation later that morning over the phone. More often than
not, I usually bite my tongue when we talk, out of respect. I don’t say everything I really want
to, out of respect. However, this time... self-respect came first. My mother once again began
her well-rehearsed queen-of-misery-speech, “of how much she has suffered, and continues to,
how tragic life has been to her, how miserable she is in this life,” etc.
She has been living under the illusion that she is the exclusive owner of misery in our family,
and I told her. She has no idea what I’ve cried in that house, because of her... and because of
dad. Her response was to marginalize it, of course, saying that my sadness (however deep)
couldn’t possibly compare to her misery. It’s almost comical, isn’t it?
I pointed out that she has raised my sister and I to hate our father because she never had the
courage to hate him on her own. Despite all the cruel and vile things she has said of him our
whole lives, he has never EVER spoken an ill word of her to us. Her response? “Hmmph...
Well, how could he? What could he POSSIBLY have to say about me??” I was floored.
Does she truly believe her own bullshit? Let’s see... what could he POSSIBLY say... that you’re
a bitter, spiteful, unforgiving, and manipulative woman, who made a cold house to raise her
children in, for starters. I wasn’t angry. Somehow, I wasn’t. I kept my cool throughout the entire
conversation, but I let out a lot. I released a lot of what I have remained silent about for years.
She, of course, cried, and I did feel guilty for that. That’s her response for the things she doesn’t
want to deal with, and I know that. It’s part of her sainthood performance. Woe is me. Another
notch on the belt of her sorrows.
I’ve said it before, sometimes I look at her and I see that nineteen year old girl who left Cuba
with a newborn in tow (my sister) to follow her cheating husband to America, leaving behind
all family, friends and country, and I feel such enormous pity for her. She’s never forgiven
herself for leaving her family behind, and I know that too. Other times, all I can see is the bitter, angry and judgemental old woman she has become. Which is the truth? How can both of
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those images be correct?
I’ve often hoped, that when it’s my mother’s time to leave this Earth, she’ll be able to look back
and see moments of joy in her life, but that’s beyond my power to provide. I know she won’t.
She has never allowed herself to simply be happy. If you choose to look at the world through
darkened glasses, all you will see is darkness.
Guilt? burned.

~•~
08.10.07 • The Recipe For Relaxation
Clothing: Black Shirt & Jeans (Laundry’s All Done)
Mood: Still Very Relaxed
Weather: Misty, Rainy & Breezy
Ana (my boss and good friend) and I decided that we have just been under too much jobrelated stress lately, and went for facials and partial massages yesterday. LOL. Yes, I know... it
sounds VERY gay, and it was. LOL.
I have never had a facial before (and neither has she), and too be honest I was a little worried. I
was really concerned about having a potential reaction to any of the chemicals, peels or masks
that they would use on me. Most of their ingredients are naturally-based, so I don’t think I really had too much to worry myself about (but I am my mother’s son ~ LOL).
The experience was absolutely amazing though, and I have felt so relaxed and simply mushy
all day today as a result of it. My face now looks all new, clean and shiny!
Don’t touch... just look at it... no... no... too close... back-up...
don’t breathe on my new shiny face, please. LOL.

~•~
09.07.07 • Vanishings
Clothing: Wrinkled
Mood: Energized
Music: Christina Aguilera: Infatuation
Weather: Warm
I live and breathe. LOL ~ I have not completely vanished from the face of the Earth (not yet).
I still lurk about and watch. LOL. Truth is, I have been (once again) uber-busy with a billion
projects. I am almost “done” with the renovations on Azodnem.com. I’m currently finishing up
the Portfolio and the Store sections at the same time. There are already a few very cool things
up in the Store (go ahead and have a look! buy something! LOL). I’m hoping to post up a
shitload more of my art by the end of the month. I AM FOCUSED, DAMN IT! FOCUSED! LOL
It’s taken me a really LONG time, but I finally finished up most of the other sections too. The
GamerZone now features a taste of my geeky fiction writing for some of the role-playing games
I have taken part in through the years (some of them are very cool “reads”, actually).
Speaking of geeky role-playing games: I’m going to be running an “old school” Dungeons
and Dragons game next weekend for some old friends who are getting married, and I have to
go on somewhat of a scavenger hunt after work today in the city to find a few things I need.
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GEEK. Yes, I am. I know. And... Yes, I play World of Warcraft too... for hours on end usually.
UBER-GEEK ~ and proud of it too. LOL. It’s actually going to be a very cool gaming session
(I’m hoping). I’ve got some nice and not-so-nice surprises planned for the players. >insert
maniacal laughter here<
They finally moved our seats (again) at the office. Marion and I are now sitting on the seventh
floor among the aging cackling hens of the marketing department. joy.

~•~
09.10.07 • Poor Britney
Clothing: Little Black Socks
Music: Britney Spears: Oops!... I Did It Again
The media is just tearing apart Britney Spears’ performance last night on the MTV Music
Video Awards. Brighton and I were in New York most of the day, but made it home in time to
watch the disaster unfold for ourselves. She seemed almost terrified to be out on that stage.
I don’t think she was quite ready for her “comeback”. The part that most bothered me about
the performance, was the fact that she lip-synced (and hideously). She was the much-overhyped opening act for the MTV Music Video Awards... and she lip-synced?? At the very best,
it felt rude (if that makes sense). On the other hand... after the personal roller coaster she’s
been on lately, I have to give her credit for at least putting herself out there again... despite the
outcome.
At least... she has hair again.

~•~
09.14.07 • Opening PANDORA’s Box
Clothing: Beige Shirt
Mood: Heavy
Music: Noisy Old Ladies Around My Cubicle
Weather: Autumn Is Coming; I Can Feel It On The Wind
Several years ago, my best friend and I put an enormous project on our laps. We wanted to
launch an underground artists’ magazine that showcased all forms of expression within its
pages; art, poetry, sculpture, dance, music, writing, etc.
We were ambitious. We wanted to put something together that no one has seen before. Something powerful... something fabulous... and we did. The response to the website was overwhelming. Submissions still pour in. We learned how to put together a magazine business
plan from scratch (try doing an internet search for a sample of one... ZILCH!). We even landed
an international distribution contract. Unfortunately, we were never able to raise the capital
needed to launch PANDORA magazine (we needed about two million dollars ~ LOL).
It’s difficult for me to talk about PANDORA magazine. I usually change the subject as politely
as I can when it’s brought up. We put so much of our hearts and souls into this project, just to
watch it sit on a desk and wait. I don’t know what direction PANDORA will take in the future,
but I can’t help feeling like I failed. It’s easy for me to intellectualize the situation and say,
“Raising that kind of capital is a VERY difficult thing to do.” We put an enormous mountain in
front of ourselves, and for two people (with scattered help), we accomplished so much. We
should be proud of how far we did get. That’s easy to say.
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I don’t know what form PANDORA magazine will take in the future, but I don’t think I’ve given
up. That’s not really my nature, but something needs to change. I’m getting back to basics.
Back to me. While, I was working on PANDORA, I let so much of what I wanted personally to
go to the side. That’s why the reconstruction of Azodnem.com is so important to me now. It’s
me. It’s MY interests. MY art. MY writings. ME. I’ve misplaced ME somewhere along the way.
I need to get ME back.
I recently gathered up the PDF files of almost the entire first issue, and will probably be putting
together a slideshow of what we accomplished, and showcase it in my portfolio on Azodnem.
I need some type of “temporary” closure right now, and I think that will give it to me.
My life is leading me in a new direction at the moment, and to be honest, I partly feel guilty
about that. Much of the skills, PANDORA magazine taught me are going to come in very
handy. Everything happens for a reason? Perhaps. Again, Easy to say. I’m just not ready to fully
close the box yet.

~•~
09.28.07 • Shop & Support Your Local Azodnem
Clothing: No Socks
Ok... I am now insanely obsessed with CafePress. After years of entertaining the thought in my
head, I have finally started uploading my art on CafePress and setting up a storefront for my
website. The link to it is on the left. I would love some feedback on the things that are already
there, if anyone could spare a minute or two.
Update 10.14.07
Yes. It is confirmed. I am obsessed with CafePress.com. There are at least forty different designs
on there now. I just added six this morning. I haven’t even sold a fucking button yet. LOL.

~•~
09.28.07 • A Flock Of Pink Flamingos
Finding any free time lately seems to be near impossible. The next few weeks are going to be
nonstop for us. I’m stretched thin between a billion freelance projects, finishing my website,
three weddings, a bachelor party, a renaissance festival (this Sunday), and a social life. >collapse<
Believe it or not, last Saturday, (September 22, 2007) I attended my first gay wedding! Rob and
Lou got married in a gorgeous church up in Clifton, NJ before a group of well over a hundred
teary-eyed friends. Brighton was in the wedding party (my man looked VERY sexy in a tux!
WOOT! LOL). The entire weekend was pretty much a celebration complete with plastic pink
flamingos flocking their front lawn, a live DJ, a gay minister, an insane amount of food and
liquor that no doubt took days to disappear, and... yes... cops. LOL!
I created a “Gay Flamingos” design for them as a wedding gift, and printed up a set of steins
and coasters for them via CafePress. (Brighton suggested it, because Rob adores flamingos.) I
had never used CafePress before, so I had some concerns over what the quality would be like.
What can I say... I’m a picky perfectionist when it comes to my artwork! LOL. My concerns
were unwarranted; everything printed very well.
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I never noticed before, but now that Brighton had mentioned it... I couldn’t help but see
flamingo things everywhere in their house! It was like “Where’s Waldo”, but with flamingos.
Were they always there? The cake toppers were pink flamingos. The souvenir glasses had flamingos on them. One of the guests even made pink flamingo cookies! LOL.
Even though I haven’t known them very long at all, their wedding made me cry. Their ceremony was so beautiful! I’m glad they’re happy together! I can’t wait for Brighton and I to get
married, and finally have a life together. He’s my every tomorrow, and I couldn’t be happier
about that.

~•~
10.14.07 • Sunday Afternoon
Clothing: No Socks
Mood: Productive
Music: Just The Sound Of My Rotating Heater
Happy Sunday. The weeks seem to just be zooming by, and Brighton and I have barely had
anytime to ourselves. I guess it’s my nature to prefer quiet evenings, and a certain degree of solitude. I need peace and sleep. I’ve gotten a little bit of both today, so here are some updates:
J&L Dance School Recital: Disco Fever 2007
My nieces’ dance recital was last night (October 13th, 2007). Martha Wash made a surprise
appearance, and performed “It’s Raining Men” as well as “Everybody Dance Now” live! The
Flamenco numbers were totally outrageous! I’m very proud of both of my nieces! They are
growing up to be incredible performers!
I need to vent: I designed the recital’s program cover as a courtesy for the school, and they
totally changed about 85% before printing. I have to be honest on here, and say that when I
saw it for the first time last night, I was VERY offended; and one level still am. If they wanted
changes, they should have approached me about it; I would have been happy to make them.
I just feel like it totally devalued and dismissed the work I had put into it for them. To make
matters worse, they managed to publicly thank everyone including the fucking pastry woman
outside, and not me (which technically, after all the changes they made to it, it wasn’t my cover
anymore anyway). We had discussed at one point (months ago) the possibility of me doing
a mural for them in the future. I flat out refuse to now. What’s to say that when it’s all done,
they aren’t going to get some other shithead artist to “touch it up”. Now I totally understand
what Michelangelo felt like when his masterpiece on the Sistine Chapel was covered with
loincloths! I know... Drama Queen Moment... I’m entitled. LOL.
Damian & Evan’s Wedding
Damian & Evan got married on October 7th, 2007 at the Carousel at Bear Mountain in New
Jersey. The ceremony and reception were both beautiful. Evan looked gorgeous, and they both
seemed vary happy to finally make it official. Their wedding invitation was really cute too (it
was a CD of old time carousel music). Damian’s bachelor party was the weekend just before
the wedding. We went to a middle eastern restaurant and hired a belly dancer. She was fabulous, and made us all get up and dance around with her.
Medieval Faire
On September 30th, 2007 (the day after Damian’s bachelor party), we all went to the one day
medieval faire at the Cloisters in New York fully garbed. I wore my long black velvet gothic
trenchcoat, with an embroidered silk ruffled shirt and carried one of Brighton’s fans (this one
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was black and had the image of an oriental dragon printed on it). Brighton was decked out
all in red, complete with red snakeskin tights... and thus the monicar of “The Scarlet Swishy”
was born. LOL. I love you, Brighton! LOL. Mabelyn wore her famous and fabulous purple
medieval dress.
Rob & Lou’s Wedding
Rob and Lou got married on September 22nd, 2007 (a day after Brighton’s birthday). I know I
talked about their wedding a few entries ago, but I truly had a wonderful time, and really felt
welcomed by Brighton’s friends.
Even More Upcoming Events
Baby Party/Shower for Barry & Walter on October 20th, 2007
Rita’s birthday party sometime before the end of the month
My sister’s birthday on October 28th, 2007
Halloween / NY Halloween Parade (never miss it!)
Elena’s Wedding on November 10th, 2007
My dad’s birthday on November 16th, 2007
My birthday on December 5th, 2007
My mother’s birthday on December 14th, 2007
Christmas
My nervous breakdown LOL
Now I know why I haven’t posted a blog entry in about two weeks! LOL. Add to this list... a
freelance job or two that I’ve had to finish up, my current obsession with CafePress.com, a
full-time job, a boyfriend, and World of Warcraft (LOL). Yup... that nervous breakdown is imminent.

~•~
10.16.07 • Proud Out Loud! Web Site of the Week Award
Clothing: Brown Suede Biker Boots
Mood: Happy
Weather: Bright
On the week of October 1st, 2007, my website received the Proud Out Loud! Web Site of the
Week Award from Gayvancouver.net! I was very excited to receive this award, since Gayvancouver.net has been recognizing websites in the GLBT community since 1999!
This is the write-up featured on their awards homepage:
A gay, Cuban, Wiccan living in New York? We are so there! Check out Azodnem.com. We love
the look of this site and are intrigued by the variety of content, plus there is even a place for
you to purchase host Robert Mendoza’s art.
Coolness. I have to do laundry tonight. Not so coolness.

~•~
10.31.07 • Happy Halloween
Clothing: In Costume ~ The Fabulous Factor Is High
Mood: Melancholy
Weather: Bright
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I can’t believe I am sitting in my office wearing black velvet tights and thigh-high leather pirate
boots and carrying a fan. LOL. I love Halloween!
Brighton was going to meet Ana and I in the city to watch the parade tonight, but one of the
kids scheduled to work at his store backed out... so he has to work open to close now, and
can’t meet us. He’s very upset; so am I. It would have been his first New York Halloween Parade. *super sadness*

~•~
11.01.07 • Some Overdue Updates
Clothing: The Trappings Of An Average Mortal Civilian
Mood: Very Pensive
Weather: A Bit Chilly
November started with a gorgeous red and lavender sunrise. My bathroom was flooded with
an amazing surreal glow while I showered this morning. How I wish I could’ve lingered just
a little longer in that steam and light. My soul needs to get lost in the mists. Avalon... take me
away! LOL.
This Morning’s Commute.
In retrospect, it was probably a good thing that Brighton couldn’t come up last night. He would
not have handled this morning’s commute with grace. The gypsy-van that picked me up broke
down two blocks after I sat down. LOL. Everyone had to get off, and it took almost a full 45
minutes for another bus with enough empty seats to come get us. A tall, thin business woman
caught a glimpse of one of the ferry buses half a block away, and started waving a little ticket at
it like some poor mariner stranded on a lost deserted island desperately trying to wave down a
plane passing overhead. He didn’t stop. So... she decided it would be a good idea to chase the
bus while screaming “Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!” I can still hear the clicky-clack of her
heels on the pavement. I was half-an-hour late to work. No big. It all balances out in the end.
NYC’s 2007 Halloween Parade.
Ana and I grabbed a drink and some chips before the parade, and headed towards the 6th Ave.
barricades to find a spot. We unfortunately found one next to two chatty valley chicks who
spent over a good part of the hour prior to the parade talking about hair. Their hair. The older
prettier one will be coloring it pink today, but she’s not sure whether she’s going to do the bottom or just opt for some streaks. I say go for the streaks. LOL. Ugh.
In a karmatic turn of events, some woman showed up just before the parade began, and
wedged her child between the two valley girls... “Oh... can my son stand here!” *SHOVE*
LOL. He managed to instantly silence the valley girls, as he kept climbing the barricade
screaming, “Spiderman!” at any... and every superhero he saw. LOL. I just LOVE children. The
younger (now very agitated) valley girl turned to the little boy at one point and said, “If you fall
and hurt yourself, I’m not going to help you. You’re not mine.”
A Few Parade Highlights:
Opened the Parade: Crowd of White Witches (dressed in white) saging the parade’s path
Fierce Factor: A thin, muscular guy in heels and a tiny black tutu dragging a boom box
Sexiest Costume: The Roman solider at Panchito’s
Coolest Moment / Section: A crowd of about 50 zombies performing Thriller
Most Original: Werewolf Borg
Most Variations Of: Batman
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Not Enough Of: Wonder Woman
Lots Of: Things with wings (fairies, angels, demons, & winged drag queens)
The Daisy Cabs.
...at least... that’s what I was calling them. For several weeks now, I’ve been seeing cabs in
New York that have had their hoods and trunks painted with a very 60’s / 70’s flower motif. At
first, I thought it was just one, but I’ve seen well over a hundred of them by now. Last night,
(thanks to section in the parade) I discovered they are part of a project called Garden In Transit
(http://www.gardenintransit.org). Behold:
Garden in Transit may be the most ambitious community collaboration and public art project
in New York City history. From September 2007 and until year’s end, New York City is being
visually transformed, as the NYC taxi - the ubiquitous yellow icon -becomes a mobile artistic
canvas, or Garden in Transit. As part of this art, education and creative therapy project, 23,000
children in schools and hospitals - in addition to many adult volunteers - have painted 80,000
flowers on 750,000 square feet of adhesive panels for a four month public art exhibition featured on taxis citywide.
Today, Garden in Transit will be giving away free flowers in Union Square.
How very cool is that?
Friends Gone M.I.A.
I miss my friends, Katie and Vincent. Katie and I met a few years back online, and we had so
much in common. Both Cuban. Both Witches. Both Artists. We instantly clicked. However,
she had been having issues with her husband, and whether it ended in separation, divorce or
a reconciliation... I’ll probably never know. She cut her ties with me (pretty indefinitely), and I
was very hurt by it. I’d like to think that I had been a supportive friend. She’s been on my mind
quite a bit recently, and I really hope that things have worked out well for her.
I also met Vincent online many years ago, and we were penpals for quite some time. However,
once he and his boyfriend moved to New York, I barely heard from him. My e-mails often
went unanswered, so I just stopped writing. They moved into the Chelsea area, (and I hate to
be stereotypical), but I think that snobbish muscle-boy-mentality the area is famed for caught
hold of them both. I really started feeling that “Why are we talking to him?” vibe from them.
*sigh* Whatever.
It really brings that old phrase to mind, “Are you a reason, a season, or a lifetime?” You can
pretty much categorize everyone you know into one of those three things. Interesting, huh? ~
but true.
A Farewell To Lady RoseMyst.
I think RoseMyst’s unexpected and sudden passing has been felt by all of her fellow Bravenet
bloggers to different degrees. The news of her death, and her husband’s entries on her blog
(and the community’s subsequent posts) have had such a heavy impact on me. I barely knew
her, and to be honest, had just started reading a few of her blog entries, but I wept for her, and
for her family very much. She was barely two years older than I am, and I guess it made me
stare my own mortality hard in the face. Ironically, on the first of the month, I had awarded her
blog the Pagan Award from Azodnem.com for October.
When I got home after the parade last night, I made sure to light a small pale lavender candle
for her, as well as bit of incense (around 11pm). I sent my well wishes out for her and her family. This morning, my kitchen light was on when I woke up. I normally wouldn’t have thought
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much of it. I might have left it on myself. Although, I highly doubt it, because the bulb in the
kitchen has been out for the past few days, and I’ve been after my super to come and fix it.
(I know how to change a lightbulb... LOL. I just can’t pry open the damn light fixture. LOL)
She must truly have been a wonderful and gentle person, because even “strangers” have been
deeply moved by her passing. Farewell, RoseMyst.
Azodnem.com.
The reconstruction and redesign of Azodnem.com is pretty much done for now. *whew* I have
a few more scattered pages that I’d like to get to, and touch-up by year’s end, but nothing really
urgent or monumental. It’s the nature of my website to be expanding constantly anyway, but
at least this monster project is over.
Also ~ just as an F.Y.I. ~ Azodnem.com finally broke 27,000 hits last night. Very cool.
MySpace.
Famous People. Fake People. Comic Book Characters. I love all the “fake” profiles that are
popping up on MySpace, and I am very guilty of “friending” some of them. In fact, Wonder
Woman is one of my top 20 friends. She and I go WAY back. LOL. I am probably the worst
MySpace friend EVER though! I am rarely on. I never answer any of the surveys. I did, however,
last night... send out personalized comments to everyone of my friends wishing them a Happy
Halloween / Blessed Samhain. So... maybe... I’m not the WORST MySpace friend ever. LOL.
Shop Azodnem
Yes, I am obsessed. LOL I think I have uploaded over 50 different designs in the past three
months! LOL. Please PLEASE check it out. Feedback is very welcomed. I just finished uploading a Zodiac series I designed way back in 1999 (while still working at The Village Voice). My
skills in Adobe Illustrator were... uhm... not as evolved... as they are now (LOL), but they are
still really cute. So please be sure to “Shop and support your local Azodnem”.
ebay.
My best friend, Mabelyn, might be coming over tonight (I hope) to help me photograph some
of my soon-to-be-on-ebay auction items. It is finally time to get rid of some of those old unwanted toys that have been sitting in my closet these past years, doing nothing but fading.

~•~
12.05.07 • Birthday Babbling
Mood: Giddy & Silly
Weather: Snowing
Today is my birthday. At 8am this morning, while riding through the Lincoln Tunnel, somewhere between New Jersey and New York... I turned 34. I’ve gotten a slew of e-mails and
phonecalls filled with well wishes, which have made me very happy... but the best birthday
greetings came from Nature herself.
I stepped out briefly for lunch today cause it’s so cold, grabbed a slice of pizza, bought myself
a birthday gift (Wonder Woman action figures! LOL), and headed back to the office. Every
year, it has always snowed on my birthday. Every year. Without fail. I had just gotten in from
outside, and although it was chilly, it was very sunny and bright. Somewhere in the back of
my mind, I sadly wondered “No snow today?” I guess it’s childish, and a little selfish, but I’ve
always felt that the snowfalls on my birthday were meant just for me. LOL.
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Twenty minutes ago, I turned around and casually looked out my window... and there it was...
little flakes of white and silver falling from the sky. Silent. Unannounced. It made me so very
happy inside, and filled me with that jitter little children get when they see snow fall for the
first time in December. The back of my neck and shoulders feel alive with that tingle that something more than what I can see with my eyes is around me.
Every year, it has always snowed on my birthday. Every year. Without fail.
Thank you, Mother Winter.

~•~
12.19.07 • Catching Up
Why do I always feel as though I’m four weeks behind where I should be? Ugh. Major Ugh.
I’ve managed to survive the Holiday Blues. I’ve gotten most of my gift-giving shopping done
except for three gifts. In fact, most of it was accomplished all in one place. LOL. I was very
lucky, but I love when that happens! I might go there again tomorrow after work, and see if I
can’t pick up the last few gifts there as well. I’m hoping the weekend won’t be bitter cold, so
that Brighton and I will be able to see some of the holiday windows and the Rockefeller tree.
I’m finally starting to feel a little better. I’ve been sick for a few weeks... a combination of a
cold / flu bug and my asthma acting up. I actually had a really bad asthma episode about three
weeks ago, and the medication I use in my nebulizer spiked my blood pressure through the
roof. I had never had that reaction to it before, so it was pretty spooky. Not good. The cold
weather, of course, isn’t making my asthma any better either! LOL ~ Nor is the fact that I work
about two blocks away from Ground Zero. I know... I need to get out of this area for my own
health (and sanity). I know. I’m working on it.
2007 continues to lash its ugly tail back and forth on its way out. Financially, it’s put a noose
around my neck. I’m majorly strapped for money across the board. Ugh #2. Major Ugh #2.
I’m trying to figure out how to get out of the little pithole I’ve managed to put myself in. There’s
always a solution... I just have to figure out what it is. LOL.
I’ve said it at least a dozen times already... 2007 is the year of “broken glass”... so many lives
have been turned upside-down. 2008 promises to be a year of renewal, of new beginnings, a
fresh start... I honestly believe that. However, 2007 is clearing the canvas by smashing everything in sight.
This weekend’s bringing a lot of positive witchy-vibes with it... Yule / Winter Solstice (22nd)...
AND a full moon (23rd)... Christmas Eve (24th) / Christmas (25th)... lots of reasons to celebrate
and surround ourselves with those we love and cherish. A powerful weekend to end the pains
of a difficult year. To hope. To joy. To happiness. It is that easy. Surround yourselves with light.
Choose to celebrate.
I’ve made a few friends here on the Bravenet Blog Community, and although lately, I don’t
have the time to blog or blog-visit as often as I wish I could... you are all in my thoughts, and
I would like to wish all of you a beautiful new start.
~ Namaste
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~•~
12.24.07 • The Best Christmas
I have always loved going Christmas shopping. To be honest, on one level, I think my reasons
for it were egotistical... I prided myself on never buying generic gifts for my friends or family.
I loved picking out just the right thing, regardless of its cost (hence why my credit cards are
the way they are today ~ LOL ~ I’m convinced that in a past life, I must have been a filthy-rich
sultan who enjoyed giving lavish gifts for no reason. Sadly, in THIS current life... I am NOT a
sultan... but I’m richer than I’ve ever been).
This year, things were different. I haven’t done any freelance work in about seven months,
and my savings account has just under $5 in it. I had barely been able to set aside $100 for
Christmas shopping, and there’s about twenty people on my list. Most of them family. When
Brighton and I were Christmas shopping over the weekend, I checked my ATM balance and
there was a little over $60 left. I had $60 left to finish Christmas shopping and get me through
‘till payday on Friday? *Yikes* ~ I became very quiet, and really just wanted to cry. I wouldn’t
be able to buy anything for Brighton... or my best friend, Mabelyn and her boyfriend. As ridiculous as this will sound... I felt as though I had somehow failed them. Stupid, huh? I guess I
can thank the modern-day commercialization of the holidays for that one. After all, you don’t
really love someone unless you can buy them that new car or plasma TV, right? I was heartbroken at the idea that I would disappoint the ones I loved most, and it was written on my face.
I unintentionally made Brighton sad, because I became so sad. The next morning, from across
a pillow, through his teary eyes at mine, he asked me how I could feel so sad, when I have
already given him more than anyone in his life ever has... and that I was the best gift he has
ever gotten in his life.
Brighton saved Christmas for me... not just because he helped me buy the last few gifts for my
family that I needed to, but because for the first time in my life... there’s someone IN my life,
who finally honestly loves me... and what an amazing feeling it is to know that after so many
years of having walked alone; of feeling like the outside observer of everyone else’s life; that
the story of MY life has finally changed.
I love you, bo-bo.

~•~
12.27.07 • Rocking The Boat
Mood: On Edge
Weather: Mist & Rain
The proverbial pendulum has begun to swing... I’ve taken steps to start loosening that financial
noose I’ve put around my neck. Also, there are several massive domestic changes (and challenges) ahead of me in the next two to three months, and they’ve already begun to manifest.
To be honest... I’m scared, and nervous.
Bottom line is... we are all responsible for our own happiness. Yet, why have I always felt that
my happiness has to come at the expense of other peoples’ happiness? Catholic guilt? My
mother’s DNA? LOL! I’ve put aside so much joy in my life just not to upset my parents, and I
regret it. I regret is so deeply. Their masks have been removed, and the people they are inside
were never deserving of that sacrifice. *sigh* At least, I get some comfort in the realization
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and acceptance that there is no such thing as a perfect, rosy family. Sweet God... just look at
the Bradys. To the casual, outside, TV-watching, observer they were the model family. Yet, off
camera, half of them were fucking each other. Go figure.
I’ve got to trust myself, and my heart to do what I feel is right for me. We are responsible for
own happiness in this life. I keep remembering that moment from Mists of Avalon, as Merlin
lays dying he tells Vivian, The Lady of the Lake (Angelica Houston) to find a moment of happiness in her life that is hers alone. She had sacrificed so much for others and that “greater
good”, that along the way she forgot about herself and her own joy.
I feel as though I’m about to rock the boat on a cosmic level. Yet I know that when the waters
settle, and the storm clouds pass (after all is said and done)... I’ll finally be where I’ve needed
to be all along... and that’s happy... and next to Brighton... for the rest of my life. Don’t miss
reread me, I don’t want to sound foolish or optimistically naive. I know there will be ups and
downs (there always are), but I choose to celebrate.
(Non-Cryptic Translation: My consolidation loan went through. *yeah* I will be credit card
debt free in less than five years, and my monthly payments are going to be a bit lower too!
*super yeah* Chances are very high, that Brighton and I will finally be moving in together in
the next two or three months, and be getting “civil-unionized” shortly after. My parents will
probably have a heart attack. LOL.)

~•~
12.31.07 • The Transition
Can you feel it too? The chills running across my back and neck, through my arms... I close my
eyes and see white light everywhere. The darkness 2007 brought with it is fading and loosening its grip on us. It’s trying hard to lash its tail, and shatter as much more as it can on its way
out... but 2008 is so close. So is its promise of change, of peace, of hope, and a fresh new start
for so many people.
Change can be so frightening. We resist against it with all our might, push against it... it’s unfamiliar and we fear taking that step forward... but close your eyes... take a breath... and see
the light.

~•~
01.04.08 • 2008 New Year’s Resolution: No Caffeine ~ Day Four
Mood: Anxiety Attack Pending... Body Functions Shutting Down...
Music: The Chattering Of My Teeth
*twitch* ~ *shiver* ~ *twitch*
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~•~
01.28.08 • Setting The Table
Clothing: A Pair Of Old Raggety Bell-Bottom Jeans With A Hole In My “Nethers”
Mood: Apprehensive
Music: The Rotating Fan Above My Head
Weather: Not Cuban-Friendly (Bitter & Chilly)
Brighton and I met just over two years ago in mid-January. I had gone to a gay dating event
at the Gay & Lesbian Community Center in New York, and although I came out of that event
“empty-handed”, my way of thinking had done a necessary evolution. You see... I had been
alone and single all this time, because I had wanted to be. Of course, I had my share of boyfriends... but they were fleeting, and never lasted.
It was a full moon that night, and I decided to walk uptown for awhile. It was such a beautiful
night. The moon was so crisp in the sky... large, full... and surrounded by twinkling stars. I kept
staring up at it and praying... I had been alone for so long... and I was so tired... so hurt... in
my heart, I was honestly ready for The One. Ironically, I would find out later, that he had been
looking up at the same full moon that night, wishing for more or less the same thing.
Brighton and I actually had chatted in a Gay.com chat room about a week or so earlier, and
decided to meet for lunch sometime in New York. Before we actually met, Brighton had read
through my entire website... every journal entry... every blog note I had ever written... and in
turn, sent me perhaps the most beautiful, the most honest, and most powerful letter anyone
has ever sent me or ever will.
My best friend, Mabelyn, always joked that my standards were a tad bit... “specific”. LOL. You
see... I have always... ALWAYS... known what The One for me would look like... HAD to look
like! LOL He would be Native American, with soft brown eyes, light skin, long brown hair,
and a beautiful sharp nose (Oh... and he would have to be an Accountant too ~ yup! LOL) As
I was waiting on the corner, and looked across the street, to see Brighton for the first time... all
I could think about was that night walking home under the moon. Here... crossing the street...
heading in my direction... was my light skinned Native American, with long sweeping brown
hair, a sexy sharp nose, and the softest brown eyes I have ever seen. He stole a kiss in Times
Square, and with that erased the memory of anyone who had come before him. I can close my
eyes and still remember that day... our first lunch together, sitting across from each other, and
how he reached over just to grab and hold my hand. I couldn’t help but get lost in his eyes ~
eyes that kept telling me, “I will love you till I die.”
We held hands for the rest of the date, and kissed each other on every corner. We spent the
whole day together almost until midnight, and every weekend ever since.
On Saturday afternoon (1/26/08), Brighton and I went back to Beatriz’s and signed the lease to
rent her house for a year. At the end of that year, we plan on buying that house. As of March
1st, I will finally be living with him, and his dog (our dog) Beamer. We also plan on getting
married (technically “civil-unionized” in NJ) shortly after that. Housewarming and Handfasting ceremonies to follow at some point, no-doubt.
I haven’t informed my parents yet, and do not intend to until after the move is complete. My
oldest niece’s “Quinceañera” is in the middle of February, and I don’t want there to be any
unnecessary drama on their part. (FYI: The closest equivalents to a “Quinceañera” in the English-speaking world are the “Sweet Sixteen” or, in more affluent communities, the “Debutante
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Ball” for those who turn eighteen.) I won’t have them ruin her day.
My parents are very “old-school”, and this will no doubt cause quite the emotional explosion.
The foreknowledge of that is causing me a great deal of grief... and a consuming level of guilt.
Sometimes, I can’t seem to hear my own voice in my head, over everyone else’s. I have the
right to be happy, but why do I feel that my happiness comes at the expense of theirs? Looking back, I have put so much of my personal happiness aside for others (especially them), and
on one level, I feel as though I am being made to look selfish for wanting some happiness for
myself. Is that my mother’s legacy? For my sister and I to feel overwhelming guilt every time we
make decisions that would better our lives? or bring some joy to it? Do we have to be miserable... because she is?
My father is Cuban, and was born in 1936. My mother was born in Cuba in 1938, but is of
Spaniard and Gypsy descent. They were married in 1960. He came to America alone shortly
after. My mother and newborn sister dutifully followed shortly after in 1961. I have always
believed that she never forgave herself for leaving her family behind in Cuba, always blamed
my father for that choice, and in turn, directed the lashes of her misery at my sister and me.
There are moments, that I look at her, and see the young girl who left everything she ever knew
and loved behind... and I feel such pity. Then there are moments, when all I see is the dark,
bitter woman she has evolved into... and I can’t stand to be near her. It’s draining. It’s sad... but
the truth is I can’t control their reactions anymore than they can control my life... and that’s
just the bottom line of it. They either will get over it or they will not. I am responsible for my
own happiness, I don’t want to share her fate.
Some Interesting And Ironic Facts About My Mother:
• My mother’s name is Arseñia... a form of the word “arsenic”. My mother’s name means
“poison”.
• She shares her birth date with Nostradamus, the man who has predicted almost every great
catastrophe known to man.
• She voted for Bush. Both of them.

~•~
02.04.08 • Epiphany
Clothing: Black Velvet Jacket
Weather: It Was Snowing This Morning
Sometimes the truth comes to us, like a wave against the shore.
In my last entry I said: “I have always believed that she (my mother) never forgave herself for
leaving her family behind in Cuba, always blamed my father for that choice, and in turn, directed the lashes of her misery at my sister and me.” Hurt people hurt others... but I’ve been
doing the same thing, haven’t I? How much longer am I going to blame her for the unhappiness in my life? At what point, does it stop being her fault? At what point do I need to stand up
and take the responsibility myself?
I’ve always felt like I’ve denied myself so much happiness in my life because I knew the closest
members of my family (my parents, my sister) would have issues accepting my “lifestyle”. I’ve
always felt like I didn’t have the right to disrupt their lives, just to be happy myself. How dare I
be so selfish. Is guilt the sign of an honest soul, or have I been playing the same “martyr” role,
my mother so often expertly dons?
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There is such an enormous chasm between my father and me. I’ve let my mother demonize
him, and make him unapproachable... even though they are still married. She raised me to
hate him, because she never had the courage to hate him on her own. She was afraid to lash
out at him, so she lashed out at targets that were less threatening... her children. Hurt people
hurt others. But again... at what point does it stop being her fault? I’m not seven anymore. I’m
not thirteen. I’m thirty-four.
I’ve been dealing with a lot of pent-up anger over the past year. I’ve heard my mother call me
a “failure”, a “disgrace”, “a waste of her life”, and how she would rather “cut off her own arm,
than have a gay son.” She’s even gone as far as telling me that when she dies... I have to go
to her funeral alone, because I’m not allowed to bring anyone with me. My mother sees me
being gay as another punishment she must endure in this life... another nail to hold her up on
the cross that has been her life. Yeah... she’s a real prize at times. LOL. It’s easy to direct my
anger and hate at her after hearing things like that... but is it fair? Hurt people hurt others. She’s
a product of her generation, her culture, and her social and religious upbringing. That doesn’t
excuse it, but it does explain it... somewhat. I can’t fully wipe her plate free of blame, but she
doesn’t merit a full serving of it. I can’t change what she thinks, or what she feels. No matter
what I say or do, I don’t have the power to change her life or her outlook (only she can truly
do that)... but I can change my reaction to her. I can take back the power I have given her to
cause me pain.
There have been moments this past year where I have matched her vile comment hit for hit. It’s
easy to say that I needed to let out my anger too... but was that fair? Hurt people hurt others.
I’ve often said I don’t want to share her fate. I don’t want to look back at my life when I’m in
my sixties, and see a miserable life full of unhappiness... but she’s chosen that. She’s chosen
misery. She’s chosen to see nothing but the dark moments of her life... and that is not my fault...
or my sister’s. We may not always chose the road we walk, but we do chose how to walk it.

~•~
02.05.08 • OMG ~ Major Freakout
Clothing: Just Out Of The Shower
Mood: Frantic
Actually not SO major... OK... so my niece’s “Quinceañera” is NOT on the 17th. It’s on the 9th.
Everything I thought I had another week to resolve needs to get done now. I took a personal
day today so I can run out and rent a suit, get a haircut, find a gift... and oh yeah... vote! LOL
Minor Freakout Update ~ 2:14pm
Ok. Six hours later... all is resolved. LOL. I ran up to the local “Tuxedos by Rose”, and rented
a suit for Saturday. I pick it up Thursday night, and don’t have to return it until Monday night.
Fabulous. It’s black on black on black on black. LOL. Black tie. Black vest. Black shirt. Black
jacket. Simple, but very formal. I loved it. The tie has a bit of charcoal on it... I guess that means
it’s really “Light Black” LOL.
I got a haircut two blocks from there, and then ran into the city and resolved the gifts (including
my brother-in-law’s birthday tomorrow!) >collapse<
...and I also just managed to have lunch and pack up all of my DVDs.
Just 24 days left until I move...
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~•~
02.12.08 • Tired
My niece’s “Quinceañera” was wonderful. Most of her court consisted of friends from her
dance school, so their entrance into the hall was choreographed and just fabulous! They
danced to a medley of disco music, and instead of dancing a slow sentimental song with her
dad... they did the hustle! LOL. There were a few minor dilemmas (what event doesn’t haven
them?) LOL... 1. the engraved crystal Tinkerbell on her cake fell and broke (but was krazyglued back together. She has a few “scars”, but she survived the night. LOL. Tinker-Fell. LOL) 2.
The big silver balloon “N” in her name popped while setting up the decorations (but someone
from the hall took care of it, ordered and picked up a replacement from Party City.)
There was a layer of tension between my mother and I (of course), but it was “under-the-hood”
for most of the night. I really did my best to just take it, and swallow it down.
I ended up venting a great deal to my friend, Millie, on Sunday morning though, and I got
pretty emotional about it. She’s actually my sister’s best friend, but I’ve always felt a closeness
to her because she has gone through some VERY serious issues with her mother (to the extent
that they haven’t spoken in almost thirteen years). The talk with her gave me a very much
needed sense of peace. I’m tired of hurting. I’m tired of venting. I’m tired of being angry. I’m
just tired.
I returned the rented suit last night, and unexpectedly bumped into my brother-in-law at the
store (he was also returning his suit! LOL). Thankfully, he gave me a ride home, and we had
a good chat about things. Oddly enough, later last night, I received a late call from another
friend of my mine, Dorys. She provided a much needed ear as well.
It’s not my nature to vent out my frustrations with others easily, or to feel so angry so often.
There have been moments, especially lately, when I have felt that the “glass is filled to the rim”,
and I can’t take a single drop more. All I want to do is dig a hole in the ground and scream into
it until there is not a breath left in me that’s capable of making a sound... but that’s not me. I
don’t break. I’m not allowed to. I’ve been fortunate though, I’ve been given a very strong support-mechanism. Friends are family by choice, not chance. No matter how much I may want
to, they won’t let me break.
There is so much I am looking forward to in my life. So much I am going to do and accomplish.
So much joy... so much love is waiting for me... I can feel that. I know that. But I need to be
free. I need to let go of this anger and hate before it eats me whole, otherwise I WILL share my
mother’s fate, and be nothing but a bitter soul walking this Earth. I will not be robbed of my
tomorrows, by someone who chose not to have hers.

~•~
02.12.08 • Tired #2
Music: Jennifer Lopez: Qué Hiciste (What Did You Do?)
Weather: Not As Cold As Yesterday
You know what... I’m tired of fucking bitching!
Let’s talk about some positive stuff instead. The house we’re moving into is only about half-anhour from where I live now in a very quiet neighborhood (until we get there! LOL) It has three
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floors. The upstairs consists of two bedrooms (almost identical in size), and a small landing
inbetween them. The main (first) floor has the Living Room, Dining Room, Kitchen, and Bathroom. The Basement is finished, and can be turned into another small-hangout lounge, even
though the boiler, laundry machine and dryer are down there. The backyard has a small deck
(which needs repair), a hot tub (which needs removal! LOL), and two trees. One of which is
enormous. It has a name... which just “popped” into my head, as I was in the yard looking at
it. LOL. It’s called “Gindlefyn”. LOL.
Brighton and I have finally compromised on a color for the interior of our house. Actually...
more like... HE compromised on MY color. LOL. We’re going to be painting the Living Room,
Dining Room, upstairs landing and downstairs landing a color called “Willow Hedge”. It’s in
the greenish-grey-sage family. I find it to be a very soothing color that actually goes really well
with almost anything, but if he’s not totally convinced, we’ll go with something else. We’re
going to paint our bedroom “Chocolate”, and probably stain the upstairs floor a “Dark Ash”. I
have no idea what color to do the office yet, but it’ll most likely stay in the Earth-tones. I was
even thinking the reddish or wine family for the office, but then I’d have to rethink some of the
furniture I have. I actually wouldn’t mind refinishing some of my old furniture anyway. Making them black? Problem is... how easy that? I’ve had some of these pieces since High School,
and I’m not sure if they’re real wood (most probably not). Is a can of spray paint enough? Or
is that too ghetto? LOL.
~ 17 days left till I move. ~

~•~
02.14.08 • Happy Valentine’s Day
Mood: Peaceful
Weather: Sunny
I feel surprisingly peaceful today, and I’ve need it for sometime. No stress. No anger. No resentment. Just peace. Peace. Amazing how much power that one little word carries. Peace. Peace
of mind. Peace of spirit. Peace. It’s as though some impenetrable shield is protecting me today,
and I almost want to cry at the realization of just how precious peace is.
I managed to do a great deal of packing yesterday (about seven more boxes). The apartment
is starting to look empty now. I’m definitely a “pack-rat” and a “collector of things”. LOL. I do
have to find some time this week to swing by K-Mart and pick up some strong plastic totes,
though. I need about four of them.
~ Only 15 more days left until I move. LOL ~
~ Happy Valentine’s Day ~

~•~
02.23.08 • A Moment To Pause
Clothing: All In Grey
Mood: Calm
Music: The Sound Of My Rotating Heater
Weather: After The Snowfall
Last night, I finally told my mother I was moving. I don’t know if I held off so long in telling her
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due to cowardice, or compassion... or just not wanting to hear the vile ranting that was sure to
follow. I wasn’t wrong. Surprisingly, I am very calm right now. I was last night as well.
I let her rant. I didn’t argue with her. I didn’t want to. I wasn’t going to add fuel to her fire.
My life does not need her approval... not anymore. On one level, and I know this may sound
somewhat strange, but I felt as though this was my gauntlet, and I had to walk it... finally face
her or I would never be able to enjoy and accept the coming happiness of my life. I feel free,
like a great weight has lifted off my shoulders... her.
Some of My Mother’s Random Comments Last Night:
~ You are going to burn. In fact, you don’t know it, but you are already burning.
~ I pray that you suffer in your life, as much as I have suffered in mine.
~ One day you WILL repent, and you will find yourself in church, or at my grave BEGGING
for my forgiveness.
~ Are you moving to town full of those people?
~ How many are going to be living with you? (WTF?? This one sort of offended me, frankly)
(I should have said 5 muscle-bound, constantly horny gay men, and a lesbian security
guard)
~ Have you thought of your nieces... of how this will DESTROY their lives?
~ Hmph... How far you have wandered from your family circle.
~ They are going to take everything from you, everything you ever had, or ever earned... and
leave you with nothing.
~ I used to be so proud of you and of your accomplishments (which obviously, mean nothing
now)
Her phonecalls continued most of the night. I feel calm. I’m not upset.
I’m not angry or even hurt. I’m free.

~•~
02.25.08 • Mellow Monday
Mood: Exhausted
Weather: Clear Skies
Computer systems are down in the office for the moment, so I thought I’d take a few moments
and catch up on a few e-errands.
I’ve changed my address on Paypal, eBay, CafePress, LuLu.com, USPS, and my bank. *Yeah*
to the “Age of Technology”. LOL. It all took less than twenty minutes to update. Thanks to help
from my sister, brother-in-law, nieces, and two friends... everything but my heavy furniture and
computer was moved to the new house yesterday. Professional movers will be coming for the
rest of my things on Saturday. Brighton, and our dog, Beamer, are already at the house. He
brought in all his stuff yesterday. I will still be living this week at my old apartment. I’m very
“body-tired”. LOL. There were an insane amount of boxes to move in. We own a lot... A LOT...
of crap. Expect yard sales... or salvation army donations to follow soon, no doubt.
I did almost have a major freakout yesterday though. Major. All of the sudden, I couldn’t find
my older niece. My heart stopped. Where’s Bianca? I must have called her name, half a dozen
times. People looked at me like I was crazy. LOL. I didn’t know that my sister had taken both
her daughters to go grab some food. I thought she had stayed behind. I pretty much almost
demanded that everyone stop and find her. I didn’t calm down until my brother-in-law called
my sister and verified she had both her daughters with her. Yes... I am my mother’s son... and
as such am entitled to my fair share of “drama”. LOL. All kidding aside, It was probably one of
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the scariest ten minutes of my life. I love my sister’s children with all my heart, and would lay
my life down without a second thought for either of them.
Drama aside... yesterday was insanely productive. Poor Brighton’s got to sort through boxes
and move things to the basement to make room for the next wave of my things coming this
weekend. LOL. Then the painting marathon can begin, followed by endless weeks of unpacking. Oh.. the joy ahead... LOL.
My mother’s attitude was very different on Saturday and Sunday than it was on Friday. The tone
in her voice sounded almost defeated. Whether that’s another tactic in her arsenal of manipulation.... I don’t know. I don’t want to sound heartless, I do pity her... and the way she chooses
to view things, people, and the world around her. I’ve noticed that my attitude has changed as
well... and quite drastically since Friday. The anger is gone. Just gone. The bitterness is gone.
The frustration is gone. There’s a strange sense of peace and calm over me. So much so that
there are moments, where I just want to cry because of the relief. Does that make sense?
On the bus this morning, my eyes drifted shut, and I saw an image start to take form in my
mind. It was a clear blue sky with the sun shining so brightly... it was blinding. Then I saw a
large bird. I’m not certain if it was a hawk or an eagle, but it was swooping over open fields
and flew over an Indian hunter with his arm held out. The bird kept soaring past until it
reached the end of the fields towards the woods... and freedom.

~•~
03.05.08 • The Good, The Bad, The Ugly... & The Move
Clothing: Not Sure ~ It’s Covered In Dog Hair
Mood: Exhausted
I’ve been out of the office since Thursday afternoon. I’m back at the office and have a ton of
work to catch up on, but the sense of routine, and normalcy is greatly welcomed. I probably
won’t have internet access at home for about a week (until we finish up the upstairs office).
The Movers
The movers on Saturday were three hours late; charged me $75 more than they said they
would; and my microwave has gone missing. Obviously, it completely ruined my day. I didn’t
get into the house until almost 7 or 8pm. Moving companies can act with such impunity, it’s
just unbelievable. After all, they have YOUR belongings in THEIR van. By the end of the day, I
really just wanted them gone from my sight and gone from memory. Unreal.
The Paint
We’ve spent about $500 on paint at Home Depot. Our budget was $400, but at least we
bought enough paint for the whole house (including 4 gallons of primer). So far, the bedroom
has been primed, the office has been primed, and the office ceiling has been painted. It took
us almost a full day just to spackle, and sand down the walls. It was exhausting but well worth
it. The walls look almost brand new. It’s amazing what some spackle, a coat of primer and a
little sweat can do. I am very tired though. Tonight we’re planning to paint the ceiling in the
bedroom, and do the moldings in the office. Our goal is to finish the upstairs rooms by Friday
night. It’s possible.
Brighton is going to sand and stain the floors upstairs on Saturday, and varnish them on Sunday. I have to disappear for most of that due to my asthma. I’ve already had two pretty heavy
asthma attacks since moving in... thanks to a combination of dust, sanding, weather, stress,
paint / primer fumes, and dog hair.
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Once all THAT is done, we can finally begin moving our furniture upstairs and unpack. A large
majority of our things go into either the bedroom or the office. THEN we can paint the downstairs. It will probably take us somewhere between a month or two to get ourselves settled.
The House
Right now, it’s a box garden, with very little area to walk around. We’ve managed to turn the
Living Room into just that... the “room we are living in”. LOL. We’re sleeping on the futon,
have access to one chair, and are having takeout on a foldout TV dinner table. I feel like ghettowhite trash. LOL ~ We should be wearing a pair of “wife-beater t-shirts”, boxers, and drinking
beer. I know the place will look amazing once we’re finished. I know that. Everything in its
time. I know that. However, by nature, I am a very organized and neat individual, and I fear
this clutter will be the end of me. *dramatically faints* LOL.
Realistically, we shouldn’t push ourselves too much. Technically, we are just renting the house
right now; and won’t actually be buying it until next year. BUT... I’m an artist... and he’s a
Virgo... the place needs to look fabulous.... and soon. LOL. It’s time to call in the recruits and
hand them all paint brushes!
Beamer (the dog) has been following me everywhere the past few days. He’s very well behaved, and very well trained. I’ve never had a pet, and have had my share of surprises over
the past few days. He’s stayed near me all the time I’ve been working... but never in my way.
He’s also been fairly obedient with me... surprisingly... considering the fact that he’s only just
met me. There are several other dogs in the neighborhood, so he’ll soon have some friends.
*smile*

~•~
03.26.08 • Time For Some Updates...
Clothing: Brown Suede Boots
Mood: Too Tired To Have A Mood
Music: Can’t Really Make It Out...
Weather: A Bit Crisp
Setting: An out-of-the-way Internet Cafe in the Financial District of New York City.
What I Had For Lunch: A California Burger
The House
The second floor, with the exception of the landing, is almost done. We’ve FINALLY spent our
first night in the actual bedroom on Monday. The bedroom is so very VERY cozy! We’ve painted the walls a deep rich chocolate, and the stucco ceiling is sort-of a “coffee with milk” color.
LOL. We picked up some shimmery copper curtains this weekend that look very dramatic
and sexy against the chocolate walls. Most of the upstairs furniture is in place now too. The
office also looks really great! One whole wall (side to side) is just bookcases... full of TONS of
books... everything from comics, and witchy books for any (and all) ocassion(s), to erotic gay
vampire fiction. No joke. LOL.
I’m hoping we can finish up the small landing between the rooms by this weekend, so we
can start on the main floor of the house next week (Living Room / Dining Room / Kitchen /
Bathroom). The landing’s going to become our “witchy area” of-sorts. There’ll be a dedicated
Wiccan altar at the top of the stairs, and my collection of “wicked witches” to the right (I’ve
collected quite a few witch dolls, statues, and action figures from various movies through the
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years... including Disney’s Maleficent, Oz’s Wicked Witch of the West, Pirates of the Caribbean’s Tia Dalma (LOVE HER!), etc...). I promise to post the “Before & After” shots of everything
once everything is done. Needless to say, we are tired ~ very VERY tired.
My Asthma & Allergies
Shoot me. LOL ~ Between the dust, the floor sanding, floor staining, polyurethane, painting,
dog hair, and now (of course) the slow arrival of Sister Spring... I am miserable. Correction... I
am taking an insane amount of medication JUST to feel “miserable”. LOL. At least, I still have
my humor about it. It will all settle down and even out, once the madness does.
Mother
Sadly, I’ve decided to put some distance between us. It wasn’t an easy decision to arrive at,
and there are moments where I feel very guilty about it... but my mental health demands it. I
just don’t have the energy to deal with her negativity on an almost daily basis anymore. I just
don’t.
Beamer
Getting used to having a dog (a Jack Russel Terrier, no less) in my life is quite the adjustment.
LOL. Earlier this week, he caught hold of the groundhog that apparently lives (lived? LOL) in
our backyard, and gave me the scare of my life. He managed to somehow hurl the poor thing
halfway across our yard, and then chase it under our back deck. I think we should call “Animal
Control” later this week about the groundhog. ~ P.S. Groundhogs are fucking huge.
CafePress
My shop on Cafepress continues to expand! Considering the fact that I haven’t really done any
advertising for it, it’s managed to make some cash already. I’m very excited. Frankly, it took
me a long time to get comfortable with the idea of putting my artwork back out into the world
again, but now I have to confess... I get giddy every time something gets purchased.
Other Creative Endeavors
I’ve got quite a few projects in the works... (again, once things have settled down a bit)...
I’ll be launching the “Wolf & Dragon” newsletter (and website) soon. I’ve FINALLY come up
with a really great name for the newsletter ! I’ve always wanted to run my own pagan publication, so (obviously) I am very excited about this project. We’ll also be offering a few witchy
products (exclusive herb blends, embroidered pouches, etc.) on the site too (http://www.
wolfanddragon.com)!
I’m currently putting together a compilation of most of my old poetry, fictional short stories,
journal and blog entries, and will probably self-publish it through LuLu.com (http://www.
LuLu.com), once it’s finished. I intend on sending the first copy (signed) to the Gay & Lesbian
Historical Society. How fucking narcissistic is that? LOL
I’m also tossing around the idea of a fiction novel based in New York, and...
I plan on creating my own truly eclectic tarot deck (incorporating: Elves, Fairies, Mermaids,
Greek Mythology, Celtic, Native American, Caribbean, and Yoruba influences) later this year,
and see if I can get it published.

~•~
04.05.08 • Happy Birthday, Mabelyn
Music: Tommy Shane Steiner: What If She’s An Angel
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(Courtesy of Lady Wolf Mists Blog In The Background)
I have had the pleasure of knowing Mabelyn since 1990-1991. I’ve shared more laughter,
tears, fears and hopes with her than with any other person. She’s never failed me, and has
always been the truest, most selfless friend I have ever had. She is the example I have held
other people to.
Felicidades, mi Cubanita! Siempre mires para el sol.

~•~
04.21.08 • All Systems Down
Computer systems are down at the office. LOL. We’ve been notified by “Tech Support” that we
should receive a notice shortly about when to expect them back up. LOL.
Happy Monday! *stares at the wall*
04.21.08 • Teeky-Teeky
Beamer (our Jack Russel) has needed to get his nails trimmed for some time now. Brighton’s
been apprehensive to do it himself, because (a) he’s always had someone else do it, and (b) he
didn’t want to accidently injure Beamer.
As a result, I have taken to calling Beamer “Teeky-Teeky”, because of the sound his nails
make across our hardwood floors. LOL. Personally, I think he sounds like a little drag queen
in heels... teeky teeky.
The funny thing is... now Beamer responds everytime I call him “Teeky-Teeky”. LOL.
Mind you, Brighton’s had Beamer for almost eight years now, so he was non-too-pleased to see
Beamer responding to “Teeky-Teeky”. LOL.
“That’s not right! My dog’s name is Beamer. LOL”
“Yes, but MY dog’s name is “Teeky-Teeky”. ROFL!”
Needless to say, that Beamer’s nails have now been trimmed. >snap<

~•~
04.24.08 • American Idol Outrage
Mood: Annoyed
Music: Carly Smithson: Jesus Christ Superstar
Weather: Too Many Magnolia Trees
First off, let me say that I don’t consider myself an American Idol fan. Up until this year, I only
have watched the auditions just to get a good laugh at the expense of the truly insane horrorshows that show up to give it their all. It’s mean of me... I know... but it must be that 46% Evil
I possess (according to a Blogthings.com survey)
Brighton’s a fan, so for the past few shows I’ve been watching it with him. David Cook, and
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Carly Smithson instantly became my top favorites. LOVE Carly. Her performance Tuesday night
of “Jesus Christ Superstar” was nothing short of amazing. Carly was eliminated last night.
Brighton and I were floored. Even Simon has called her one of the three power-voices of the
season. WTF? The two BEST performances of Tuesday night were the bottom two scheduled for
elimination last night. Wrong. Just wrong.
Sadly, I’ve lost all interest in watching the rest of this season any further (I probably will regardless). Not because Carly is gone... but because it has become so obvious... that’s it’s just
a popularity contest.
Last night, I downloaded several of her songs and video clip performances unto my iPod from
iTunes. I really hope Carly lands a record deal. Her song selection has been brilliant from the
start. Much love to you, girl >snap< ~ hope the road ahead opens real wide!

~•~
05.05.08 • There’s No Place Like Home
Clothing: New Jeans
Mood: Scattered, Unfocused
Music: Office Chit-Chatter
Weather: Allergy Nightmare
There never seems to be enough time in my days anymore. At least, not at the moment.
Things at the house are moving along (slowly at times, but we’re still on track). The entire
second floor (bedroom, landing, and office) has been painted, and the furniture’s been moved
in place. The living room and dining room have also been painted, and partially set up. The
kitchen and bathroom are all that’s left to paint (and the basement ~ but there’s no rush for
that). We started on the kitchen this weekend, but spent most of our time just cleaning up the
years of accumulated grease and dirt (yeah). We’ve decided to try doing a Venetian Plaster finish on the ceiling for both the kitchen and bathroom. May take an extra coat or two, but should
cover all the cracks and defects of the ceilings. Yup, we’ve become quite the handymen. My
best friend, Mabelyn said, “All this house needed was two gay men.” LOL.
Mabelyn and her boyfriend, Rob bought us a gorgeous stainless steel microwave (to replace
the ones the movers stole from me two months ago) as a housewarming present. Our first
housewarming gift! It’s beautiful and we’ve really needed one. We’ve been spending so much
money on take-out, and we really need to take some control of that.
Thanks to Brighton’s friend, Angel, we now have fabulous 150 year old, 9 1/2 foot, church
pew. It only cost us $90. We still don’t have a dining table though. LOL.
It’s funny how quickly humans adapt to their surroundings. This is home now. My two apartments and even my parents’ old house seem like such distant memories now. I have someone
to share my life with, to laugh with, to cry for, to have dinner with, to wake up next to, and to
love until my last day on this earth. I have a dog that sheds way too much, doesn’t listen, and
humps the air. LOL. I have a house that’s a bit crooked on one or two sides... maybe three.
LOL. There’s a squirrel in our walls hoarding nuts, who drives me insane with his scratches,
and chitter-chatter... but you know what... I’m the happiest I have EVER been.
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~•~
05.08.08 • “Mother Love”
On my first day of Kindergarten in 1980, I met a young girl named Jewel Hall. Jewel was
probably the only non-Hispanic black girl in Public School #2 back in the 80’s. Quite a “signof-the-times”, huh? LOL. For most of my Elementary School years, her mother worked as the
Crossing Guard on 51st and Broadway. Her name was Porscha, but through the years I would
grow to call her “Mother Love”.
Jewel and I have always shared a very special bond... a reminder to each other of a time of
innocence in our lives... back to when Santa was still real, and so was the Easter Bunny. Jewel
and I remained classmates up until our senior year at high school, but little did I expect back
then how much Jewel, her sister, Nichele, and Mother Love would come to mean to me.
In 1999, when I moved into my first apartment, I threw a small house-warming party. Jewel
and her mother were the first to arrive ~ and with food enough for everyone and anyone
else who would show up. The leftovers kept me fed for days. I was floored, and so grateful. I
couldn’t believe that someone would put so much time aside in their lives to do something so
generous for me. They were genuinely and sincerely happy for me. Their housewarming gift
was a gorgeous blue glass bowl that has sat center on my kitchen table in both of my apartments (always filled with fruit), and will have the same place of honor on our dining room
table once we finish unpacking.
A few years later, Mother Love and her daughters would move out to Las Vegas. Contact between us became sporadic through the years. We lost contact for awhile. Then regained it. An
e-mail here. A phone call there. There just never seems to be enough time in our days to reach
out to the ones we love, but they have NEVER been far from my thoughts.
Mother Love was the first adult... the first mother-figure in my life to tell me that there was
nothing wrong with me ~ that I was just fine the way I was. It sounds like such a small thing
when put to paper, but to a young teenage boy whose thoughts secretly turned too often to
suicide, those kind words of support from such a strong maternal figure, from such a strong
woman... made him choose life.
Wednesday night, I received a call from Jewel. I hadn’t heard from her in quite some time, so
when I picked up the phone my heart and voice were filled with joy... until Jewel spoke...
“Robert, are you sitting down?”
She told me her mother had been previously diagnosed with Pancreatic Cancer. Mother Love
had passed away 7:30 am that morning. I can’t tell you how difficult typing those last two
sentences just were.
Jewel and Nichele have lost their mother, and I have lost the woman I have always wished had
been mine. I never told her that. I guess partially out of some level of embarrassment, or perhaps fear of being regarded as just silly or over-emotional... perhaps it would have acknowledged issues at home, that I wasn’t ready to yet acknowledge. Who knows... but I should have
told her that. I really wish I had.
I saw my cousin’s uncle pass away from Pancreatic Cancer. It’s not an easy road for the family.
I can only just imagine what Jewel and Nichele have gone through (and continue to). How I
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wish I had the money and means right now to fly down to Vegas to see them. Hug them. Cry
with them. Laugh with them. Be at Mother Love’s wake, and see her laid to rest. There’s a part
of me that just doesn’t want to believe it’s true. I would have loved for her to meet Brighton,
and be at our wedding. It would have meant the world to me.
I asked Jewel to please send me something of her mother’s... a penny she carried in her
pocket... a tissue... I don’t care... anything. I just want something of hers with me.
~ I love you, Mother Love... Rest In Peace... and... Thank You ~

~•~
05.20.08 • Yesterday
The train station smelled like poo. Everywhere poo. Everything poo. Icky-poo.
My computer at the office started crashing again (spent all day last Thursday doing that). I was
not in the mood to sit there a whole day going through that again. I spoke with Tech Support
(I’m getting a new one sent over today ~ yeah!), then I spoke with my boss (and took the rest
of the day off ~ yeah!).
I went shopping around the city, and picked up a few knick-knacks we needed for the house
(switchplate covers), came home early and super cleaned up the house.
Now it’s uber-shiney!

~•~
05.22.08 • American Idol: And The Winner Is....
Mood: Bit Sniffly
Weather: Rainy / Sunny / Rainy / Sunny
Cook. David Cook. The Rocker. Awesome. I was never a fan of American Idol until this year.
I knew it existed. I almost always watched the auditions when the season started... because...
come on... let’s admit... those are a riot sometimes. LOL.
This is the first year, where I have faithfully turned my television to Fox 5 every Tuesday and
Wednesday for the past few months (originally because Brighton was a fan ~ but now... so
am I... to an extent. *wink*). Loved Carly Smithson (wish she wasn’t voted off when she was
~ LOVE YOU, CARLY! LOL), hated Jason Castro (he reminded me WAY too much of that idiot
with the ukulele who sang “Tiptoe Through the Tulips” back in the 70’s), thought Syesha was
fabulous, tolerated Archuleta (whose last name is very similar to “chuleta”, which means: “a
1-pound boneless center-cut pork loin” in Spanish), thought Brooke White was the living version of “Musician Dream Barbie” with new longer bolder curls, but... David Cook was my
favorite (next to Carly).
I was very surprised he won, actually. Not due to any lack of talent (obviously), but the rockers
usually don’t win top spot on Idol. Way-to-go, Mr. Cook.
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~•~
05.26.08 • Happy Memorial Day
Clothing: Paint-Splattered Mickey Mouse T-Shirt
Mood: Very Relaxed
Music: Nothing Yet, But Charmed Is On The Television Downstairs (Does That Count?)
Weather: Gorgeous
Well... not too happy. LOL. The flu has finally caught up with me... somewhat. I shouldn’t
complain I don’t feel anywhere as near as bad as most of the people around me who’ve caught
it have. So, I should be grateful for that. It’s been a very lazy and uneventful weekend. I have
the day off, so I will probably take it super easy. Burn some incense, and play video games all
day! LOL.
~ Hope everyone has had a safe and happy weekend ~

~•~
05.28.08 • Wednesday
I ended up staying home yesterday too (thanks to the flu). So much for an enjoyable Memorial
Day weekend. Ugh. Back to work today, with less than 100% full energy... but gotta pay the
bills. LOL.
I wish I was home playing video games, though.
At least, it’s already Wednesday, so it’s gonna be a short week for me.
*yeah*

~ 149 ~

T

~ the last word ~

Moments. Fragments. Pieces. Gaps. Memories. Shattered Glass.

Gathering the components of this compilation took almost two months. I have to confess
that initially, I found the process to be very ironic. Many of these entries initially came into
existence in physical journals (thanks to an elective I took at college), then were transcribed
online, and then... were exclusively online (blogs), and now... once again... have returned at
last, to the pages of a physical book. Full circle?
Reading the older entries, and hearing the voice of the young man I no longer am, was a
unique experience for me. I cried a lot, but laughed even more. I was possessed by a freedom
that eventually gave way to maturity, and the wisdom that hopefully came along with it. No
regrets. Honestly, none. So much of what I had longed for, cried for, and would’ve died for... I
now have. Love. A home. My own rules. A future. Direction. Joy. Moments of peace.
Good or bad... our “nows” are the culmination of all our “thens”, “back whens”, and “if onlys”. So few of us, take a moment to breathe, look back, and ask, “Have I evolved?”, “Have I
learned anything on my journey?”, “Have I made a difference to anyone?” I’ve reached a point
on my journey where the energy around me just felt heavy and stuck. I needed to stop, take
that look back, and ask myself those questions. The answers weren’t bad.
I’ve discovered that I’ve been fortunate, and I’m grateful. My life has been touched by the
presence of some truly beautiful people, and some truly beautiful moments. Even the difficult
lessons were still, in their own way beautiful. Even the moments when I had fallen, even the
moments when I had chosen to fall, were beautiful.
I choose to celebrate.
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