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A diary reflects near 10% of an existence. These extracts comprise 10% of that. All told this compilation of edited entries reflects 1% of a life I often wished I wasn’t living but so fortunate I did - self-hatred be damned. 

Warning: diaries contain excesses in the realms of introspection and self-affirmation - written not for an audience but processing, ventilating, healing, improvement, self-assurance. Please forgive these excesses (and remember all the people on Facebook who flaunt daily while editing out the worst.) This exposition includes my ugliness so you’ll have to suffer the self-obsession and self-quoting in equal measure. In a world glorified on social media kindly allow the occasional glorification of a self I often fought. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


19


[image: ]




Talks with Miss Staley less regular now. Last semester frequent cafeteria chats: sudden loss of identity, new feelings of inferiority plus depression. “Melancholy,” she said. The descension from confidence to absence astounding.

––––––––
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Still have that feeling in my stomach when friends are funny and I’m not. I have to let go and let God. Feel inferior when less funny. God help me feel equal. When girls are around that’s the worst. I have to like myself more and not envy the funnier. I have improved on not going out of my way - not to mention myself - to be funny.  Lord help me trust You. 

––––––––
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I was pretty much myself today.

––––––––
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Felt inferior as I usually do around girls or groups. Tried to be funny. I have to relax. Too busy searching for the funny. 

––––––––
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Felt down today. It’s Sunday and haven’t much to do but ponder. Think back to many Sunday nights when I have been just a wreck thinking myself into a hole.

––––––––
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I wasn’t nice to her and regret it. Please help me to forget about that.  I hope I can begin to feel equal, not inferior, and no longer go out of my way to be funny. I love God and the things He’s done for me. I hope to become more comfortable around people so my personality shines.

––––––––
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Couldn’t be myself around the Group of Five tonight. But thank God for those guys; the four of them the best thing that’s happened in high school.

––––––––
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Talked to her an hour but couldn’t be myself, too busy thinking what she’s thinking of me.

––––––––
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Stomach acting up again. Went to the stomach doctor who looked at me asking if anything was wrong. I stayed silent. Mom looked at me. He knew something was wrong. A stomach doctor knows the connection between mind and gut.

––––––––
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Co-op internship at CBC Radio. Dead. Seven or eight lonely reporters at desks. No collaboration. Strangely attached to phones. Go out on calls alone. Edit alone. Voiceovers alone. Oddballs some of them. Poor reporter they stuck to babysit me: Aubrey Bell. Very funny. But irritated at my stupidity - about everything. I am realizing how stupid I am about politics, media, the world. He covered the news in Ottawa awhile. “All the party in power wants is to stay in power,” he says. “All parties want power. Their goals power. Nothing else.”

––––––––

[image: ]


Frustrated with doing so little at CBC Radio (and fucking up at even that) I asked the co-op teachers for a transfer to Cable 11 Television. They televise the weekly city council meetings that go till 1 and 2 AM. I fuck up less there. These co-ops strictly to bolster the letter to Ryerson’s Radio & Television Arts program. RTA apparently highest regarded program of its kind in the country - accept 150 out of a thousand or so. Grades not as important as experience, letter, interview. 

––––––––
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Stormed out of the vice principal’s office shouting at him to “suspend me for three fucking weeks then!” Next day mom and me invited to meet with him and the principal. They suggested counseling. I said, “The world needs counseling.” Mom in tears - likely at what I’ve become.

Grade 8: confident, student council president, football (champions), basketball, volleyball, track, cross country, badminton, friends, identity, well-liked, baseball (provincial champions).

Grade 9: high school in the city, football (champions), completely unknown, basketball team (champions), Mike in the hospital in Toronto, lonely house, alone Friday, Saturday nights, friendless, grade school friends don’t return calls, Mike dies, few at school know.

Grade 10: popularity gained from a rap speech, football (lost in championship), driver’s license, girlfriend, first job. Solid.

Grade 11: quarterback, popularity, friendships, kicked off football team in spring, baseball (national champions).

Grade 12: transfer high schools to play football, closer to home, reconnect with old friends, new friendships, football, settling in.

Age 18: lose confidence, identity crisis. Tears at dinner. Eating hamburger. Feel sad. Tell parents “I can’t be myself at school.” Mornings lay in bed feeling weight on my chest; want to jump out the window. Sad. Broken. Barely make it to school. Better by summer. At greater peace. Dating Jenn - in love with her. Dad gets me job in the Ford factory; nothing to think about so obsess about faults; mistakes; wrongdoings; how bad I am; that I’m a sinner; bring miniature New Testament to work; read passages; don’t feel better; new friendship with the Group of Five; Grade 13 quarterback; 1 win, 6 losses; my fault; if I had more confidence we would win more games; New Year’s Day break-up with Jenn; sadness. Final semester of high school - thank God. Identity in shambles. Who the fuck am I? As a child had more confidence and maturity than most; solid as the youngest of eight. Everyone moved out; now an only child without psychological boundaries. I want to be funny in conversation. Not sure I’m funny. In speeches, yes. In class, yes. In certain situations. But not as witty as friends. Trying too hard.

––––––––
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Some days I’m great, others I am not.

––––––––
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I don’t get why I fluctuate so frequently. Just know that God is with me.

––––––––
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I feel guilty on some nights when I don’t pray as intensely as I should.

––––––––
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Why am I different with everybody? I am different people around different people.

––––––––
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Feeling down, bored, told by dad to set up the badminton court in the yard to feel good about myself.

––––––––
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God, there are lots of angry feelings inside. What to do about them?

––––––––
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Thank God for Samantha. Friendship evolving. Never really been friends with girls. Older siblings from the 60’s and 70’s believe guys and girls can’t be friends; that the guy must be gay. Girls listen, enable relaxation. Can tell a girl anything. Can’t confide in the Group of Five. A girl listens as if she’s heard everything. Anne Marie from drama class also essential. After school hang out and talk; I pour out my pain. She listens. Never had that in a friend. Fear this new habit of excessive problem-sharing is becoming me; around these two my identity is fragile and defeated. Got to get back to normal.

––––––––
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Fr. Cullen called and asked how I was and said he was concerned.

––––––––
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The girl who listens to my problems sleeps around. Who can judge anyone for anything? Who we are behind closed doors and clothed demeanors.

––––––––
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Invited and interviewed for Radio & TV Arts at Ryerson and the man looked at me with concern. 

––––––––
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Runner-up for Prom King - again. Last year third runner-up; awarded a box of chocolates I opened and tossed pieces to the crowd. This year took the Mustang Convertible to the after-party where I watched Jenn and her date kissing. Got up, took Brooke and drove her home in the darkest rain and deepest misery. I used to be so happy. 

––––––––
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I thought the valedictorian was chosen for being smart but at this school they put together a shortlist and let the students vote. On that list but lost. Principal Staley says, “The vote was close. You almost won.”

“Good thing I lost,” I said. “You wouldn’t have liked my speech. I was planning to burn the hall pass” required for a nineteen-year-old to go to the bathroom.

––––––––
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Thank God high school is over. 

––––––––
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After exams got drunk at Gill’s pool party. Once home opened the acceptance letter from Ryerson then laid in bed listening to Angry Young Man in my Walkman. Why must you be such an angry young man when you’re future is quite bright to me? You had it all in the palm of your hand but your hands wretched with sweat, your head needs a rest and you’re killing yourself and you don’t believe it.

––––––––
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At graduation Miss Staley gifted a card: 


It’s been lovely getting to know the “real” you. 



––––––––
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Working as a bartender. On that patio men from the Chrysler factory - on lunch break. Two beers in twenty minutes - impressive. I engage well. I’m in a role and can play me like nobody else. Playing happy, playing myself easier than being myself.

––––––––
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Sort of seeing Becky. She’s beautiful. Long-desired since meeting last year. Something missing though. Conversation dull, hard to come by. Two decent people, nothing to talk about. Too bad. 
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When siting in church I want to be a priest. To give better sermons. A twelve-year-old could give better sermons. After dark I take long walks; climb the fence and sit on the golf course and motivate myself to get back to me. I sense so much potential I fear it. Keep myself down for some reason.

––––––––
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I have to lose the criticalness of myself and others.

––––––––

[image: ]


Confidence! Stop having to prove yourself to be funny.

––––––––
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Toronto. Ryerson. I felt a little lonely after the first day... called Scoot. From tree-lined winding gravel roads to the biggest city. Hate it - especially the streetcar where nobody talks; no eye contact in Toronto. Nothing of who I ever was.

––––––––
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RTA party for first year students. Handful of friendly second-year girls tried making me feel good. I told them my problems. Total depressant. A shadow of a shadow of anyone’s former self. Overheard one to another say: “He’s not going to make it.” 
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Hanging around Saturdays in an unfriendly city on warm autumn day bored and lonely watching American college football, students having fun.
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Boy am I undisciplined. Got to discipline myself, get up earlier. Discipline, being tougher, self-consciousness, not letter others’ opinions affect me - all interrelated.
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Lonely at times away from home but pretty sure I’ll get through it.

––––––––
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At school feeling insecure around most. I have good reasons to feel insecure and unconfident because I am never myself. God I must remember that You are with me. Hope to improve tomorrow.
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Relax. Be yourself. Friendships hard to come by. Apart from Chris - thank God. One better than nothing.

––––––––
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Was liked in high school - in fact depended on it - then suddenly felt I wasn’t. Heard the odd negative remark about me. Overreacted by putting myself down and losing self. Saw myself as the bad person God judged me as. Not easy to be myself when God and I are riding my ass every day.

––––––––
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Just get frustrated when I’m not myself around anybody much less everybody.

––––––––
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Far too worried about the image I think they’re getting - but the image they’re getting is different from the image I think I’m giving. The image I hope to give isn’t really the image I wanna give because the image I wanna give is that of the real me. I never give myself the chance to be the real me. The real me is the image people get of me anyway whether trying or not. They see right through me. Whether they like the other me or not depends on how long I keep up the act. I truly envy people who are themselves from day one. I used to be that way. So easily - the very reason I became popular in high school.

––––––––
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Tomorrow will be the first day of November and I’m still putting on an act as I did on the first day. The act has changed but still not being myself. The day I become me without awareness of the image I’m giving - or any care of what people think - is the day I become great. Like anybody I have talents. When I let go and believe in me again and know that I am worthy and have a great personality I will become me and at peace. The bickering with myself will stop - perhaps the bickering will never stop - maybe the day I die is the day I become me. I will see my best me and my best brother again and be happy. Maybe this burden is to stay with me forty years. Of course tomorrow I could feel totally different. I could be happy.

––––––––
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I made them laugh at lunch then at the Halloween party danced alone. They excluded me from the dance circle during Time Warp. What the fuck is wrong with people?

––––––––
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If everyone had a heart then all would conform to be nice, even more so to the unconfident. If being nice was a fad that lasted forever this world would be different. The streetcar would be filled with chatter, smiles, eye contact, “good mornings.” But this world is never gonna change. The reason why the phrase “that’s life” came into existence was because society is cruel. “That’s life” would take on a whole different meaning if people were nice. 

––––––––
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Little down today, wasn’t myself.

––––––––
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Not myself around family even, too busy worried about the impression I’m giving.

––––––––
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Speaking what comes into mind without a censor feels great. Like the old days.

––––––––
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I don’t trust the real me to give a good impression. Putting on a phony look just enforces the idea that I don’t trust the real me.

––––––––
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In the basement bedroom I’ll be doing homework and out of the blue start laying into myself. Calling myself a sinner. A no-good goddamn piece of shit. Just start picking on myself: my faults, thoughts, wrongdoings; how God sees me. As a no-good fucking piece of garbage. You piece of shit. I can’t believe you did that, said that. You deserve to feel like shit. Feel that guilt, you dumbfuck. Repent or hell. 

These thought patterns more than occasional. This started in November of Grade 12 while suffering mononucleosis lying in bed three days with nothing to do but think. For some reason the default was criticism. Self-annihilation. Self-condemnation. Dwelling on wrongdoings. “You got yourself kicked off the football team! Not everybody at school loves you the way you think. They think you’re full of ego and arrogance! Some people hate you for good reason. You should believe them. They’re right. You think you’re so fucking special, Mr. Popular. You ain’t shit. People talking about you behind your back now. Like those fuckers in grade school. You think you’re Mr. Lovable but a lot of people mock you.”

Always more mature than peers; and strong; too confident maybe but sure of myself. More than most. Into the first half of high school. Eye contact to all in the hallways. A contrarian, tried to be different - not the mopey teenager but upbeat, acknowledging, greeting. Couldn’t let anybody familiar pass without a nod. As the popularity grew so did confidence but dangerously. The self-love switched from self-powered to other-powered; abandoned self for the gratification of the love I assumed more and more had of me; the more funny speeches, the more sports teams, the more morning announcements, the more assemblies I participated in, the more funny things I said in class the more popular - the greater the self-love. But die by the sword. The first I heard someone didn’t like me began to doubt. To the point where I lost all belief thus self-love thus self. Alas the breakdown. And nobody to tell but parents - and with great embarrassment. Still unrecovered. 

––––––––
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I hate the sociology teacher who tries too hard to be un-professorial to make a point about fronts, that everybody hides behind fronts. Dresses in shorts and t-shirt to challenge ideas of what a professor should look like. Got drunk at the university pub during the day and came into class at the end of which UnProfessor was asking who thought he was asshole. More shockery. Nobody responded. “I do!” I said. “I think you’re an asshole!” 

––––––––
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I presented to that sociology class a piece about the death motivation introduced by Freud who theorized that our subconscious goal is to die. Nobody in class agreed. Shows the difference between Freud and the average person. Not a conscious wish to die, a subconscious wish. At the end during Q&A they asked of my interest in death: mentioned the loss of Mike. That night the UnProfessor called and told me I felt guilty as might someone on an elevator watching the door close on approaching riders.
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I went to a pretentious party by the waterfront where the clothes and furniture were as unfriendly as the conversation about “Floyd” (Pink Floyd), “Mac” (Fleetwood Mac) and “Zeppelin.” Hated every moment and pissed off the prettiest girl in the room by saying things the real me wouldn’t say. I trudged out into the rainy city alone and took the streetcar alone and opened the door alone and went to sleep alone regretting who I was.

––––––––

[image: ]


The girl from Year 2 said my letter to her was “stupid.”

––––––––
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I ran into Christelle on the train home for Christmas and was completely myself, the two of us laughing four hours till she invited me to join her for a semi-formal at her college.

––––––––
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It’s been a year since we were together but invited over by Jenn twice over Christmas; I thanked God that I was confident around all the old faces.

––––––––
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At my sister’s wedding I read a poem and everybody laughed and I was happy.

––––––––
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Over Christmas I was me the whole time. An evening with Jenn like when we were together. A year I’ve spent longing for her. 

––––––––
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I’m really depressed like the times in 1st semester.

––––––––
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There’s a lounge where students hang out and I hate it there. I hate most of the people, none of whom I would have dreamed of being around in high school - none of whom would ever guess I’d once been one of the most popular in two schools. The social structure of high school has collapsed and I’m a self-hating soul without the old stage. All the characters new and none of them care who I was and most avoid who I am.

––––––––
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I nap three hours per day after telling myself I won’t.

––––––––
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I still have troubles with the personality. Like, I don’t have one. I have no personality. I just try to get through the interaction.

––––––––
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Miss Staley’s hand-written letter of response: 


I realized how wonderful it was to mean something to someone... About your masochistic tendencies they’re normal - a search for identity if you will - in a world of plastic sham. Toronto’s tough too. People can’t expose themselves. You must accept it. Struggle to find out who you really are. You won’t however discover this for another six years, and even then it’s tentative. I’ve often considered myself a sham, a bubble easily burst at the pinprick of another’s discontent. Sometimes you wonder if you really are good or if all the trash, the weakness, anger, frustration, disgust you sometimes feel is the real meat of your psyche... It’s just a silly world. A crazy mixed-up merry-go-round... It does get better, kiddo... Keep believing in yourself, Ken.





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


20


[image: ]




Five years ago today Mike died.

––––––––
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I shouldn’t look at myself as someone else. That’s how I look at myself now. Like, when I don’t believe in or trust in or have faith in me I’m not me; which means I must be someone else. So I look at myself now as someone else. My other self isn’t concerned that I have faith in my real self - I don’t know what that means.

––––––––
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Can’t bury my talents, can’t care what others think.

––––––––
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I am still struggling with the personality.

––––––––
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I find when I’m upset I am myself at school. Anger brings me out.

––––––––
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Danced like I didn’t care at the Valentines party in front of everyone. Fuck ‘em.

––––––––
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I met up with Kim in whom I was infatuated two months in Grade 11 after seeing her in Grease; took her a while to return the interest, so long that mine disappeared. Wondered if it would return but never did. I wish it would, and she does too. Five-hour conversations by phone a few times a year the highlight since transferring high schools.

––––––––
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The younger, more mature me wouldn’t have lost his virginity - well into high school still thought most held off till marriage. I was old when I realized the truth that nobody lives their “faith.” That most Catholics don’t go to church, that most Catholics aren’t Catholic including teachers.

––––––––
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I am too worried about what people think, spraying my hair with hair spray. The old me would be laughing.

––––––––
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Pretty girl told me today that I have “violent mood swings.” She said her older sister watched me in the video and said I was going to beat women. Frustration presents as anger. Mood swings are personality swings. Nobody understands anybody.

––––––––
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Doesn’t matter who I’m around, I’m not the same around two people. Gets interesting when around two people. Personality sort of takes on a different shade, a combination of the two.

––––––––
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It really is too bad that my real personality hardly exists. Swings of confidence, self-esteem.

––––––––
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Bad day at school worried about people not liking me, my image, reactions, questions, answers, conversations, looks, people’s opinions, my goddam image; my personality around certain people.

––––––––
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I am lonely.

––––––––
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Gosh I spend a lot of time alone. Too goddamn much. Sleep too much. 

––––––––
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Brother Chris drove me home for summer and said, “Sounds like you’re going to self-destruct.”

––––––––
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It is spring and I am home from university but really depressed so started seeing a psychiatrist in Detroit; he thought twice about prescribing meds and told me to read the Relaxation Response. Super nice; with a stutter; he detected mine. He didn’t think I needed him. Urged me to relax.

––––––––
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Four of us went camping and I was myself most of the time. Tim got me a job landscaping where I am myself most of the time. One day the owner asked Tim if I was okay.

––––––––
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I asked the monthly newspaper Tecumseh Tribune if I could write a column, the first of which was “Students Need Counsellors” about the needs of teens and the incompetence of high school “counselors.” The response incredible.

––––––––
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Personality great, better. Still tested by who knows: Satan, conscience, God - but get passed it. In a moment I was giving myself shit for not being myself and funny. I put pressure on myself till the mind said, “No, Ken. No. Don’t do this to yourself. Don’t do it.” The Lord came and stopped it; slipped something into mind to keep me positive. I get into these trances but instead of pondering faults and what I can improve on I give myself a pat on the back. 

––––––––
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I am not the best me.

––––––––
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You’re okay.

––––––––
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Got an earring. I used to make of guys who did that. 

––––––––
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On the landscaping job: owner asked Tim to choose a co-worker to help irrigate the fresh sod at Leamington Marina. Tim chose me of course. Each of five days without supervision we filled jumbo tumblers with beer and sipped in the sun while flooding the enormous property with firehoses pumping water from Lake Erie. Best work-week of life that I’ll never remember.

––––––––
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Three nights a week bars. Bars. Bars. Beer. Girls. Eye contact. Sip more till the courage comes. Chat. Lucky sometimes. Unlucky most times. Mostly good times. Thank God for the Group of Five. Laughs at least. Lots of laughs. Together we’re hilarious.

––––––––
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Laying sod and landscaping, being yelled at for nothing, being commanded by a fat, callous old man dreadful but “have to experience it” and “need it to pay for school.” Consider school: decade-and-a-half of hating - and only been alive two. Socially school was good to me though fell from its pedestal. Academically a waste of time, energy, talent, personality, life. For all. Suffer manual labor to pay for more suffering.

––––––––
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London Celebrity Classic softball – Olympic brother Chris invited to play alongside Gordie Howe, Alan Thicke, other athletes and celebs. Attended with Tim and Mcleod then camping. Meet three girls, mine the look of the whore but barely legged out an infield single while the others with theirs touched ‘em all. Again.

––––––––
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Landscaping job over. Now I sit on a clay packer twelve hours a day building an off-ramp - ever talking to myself. That’s healthy. “The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” Clay and dirt carried in by dump trucks, spread by bulldozers then packed by a clay-packer with rotating, vibrating drum. Owner doesn’t let us break for lunch so we eat while driving. To make a point I stand and pee while moving, vibrating. Co-workers laugh. Three weeks of utter hell, a waste of eighty summer days. Gotta do something different than this monotonous crap. People say I’m a wimp and can’t take it... well, they’re right. Summer jobs have taught me to be cynical and complain. They’ve taught me to hate authority even more. 

––––––––
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Grand Bend camping. Girl on the patio of the bar. To the beach. Sand in the lips but thank God for kissing.

––––––––
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Back at Ryerson doing much better. Closer to being myself. Still a few obstacles of retaining my actual self. But more confidence; a person growing within; somebody with an opinion, a sense of humor, caring heart, someone learning that others should not affect the way he thinks, feels. This summer got it back. I was me. Still have to improve on relaxing and letting the mind ease up instead of freezing up. I’ll get there. And I’ll be the happiest man, the me who once took advantage of every moment. The older but much matured me; both the popular and loner, the confident but sensitive; the fun but dark and serious. Perhaps when I finally find me these entries will no longer be filled with painful days and over-analyzations of who I can’t stand being.

––––––––
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In RTA second year students are paired randomly with first year students as “siblings.” Just met my younger “sister” Zelina - the most beautiful face and personality - part Portuguese. And hilarious. If only I had confidence. For now holding back, pretending not to be attracted. Wait till after the onslaught of approaches. Beautiful girls need to wonder if you find them attractive.

––––––––
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Still struggling with crap like not being me. Thinking about it, worrying.

––––––––
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I was not me today until I went to a weekday mass at St. Mike’s cathedral. Last year when really depressed went to mass and the priest asked us to “make peace with someone.” So I did, with myself. And for the next four weeks I was happy and myself. Then lost it. These feelings only arise at Ryerson. Today the Gospel told of Jesus ordering a dead man to wake from sleep. I commanded myself to wake up, to not let others’ affect me.

––––––––
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Still struggling. I have to love myself. I don’t need a girlfriend. I need to love myself. Gets pretty saddening when you can’t be the person you are. Just love myself, damn it. 

––––––––
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Went with Chris and friends to other friends in Ottawa. Sat around smoking joints and making them laugh. Totally comfortable around everybody and laughed the entire weekend. Thank God for Chris. Last year my only friend - in Toronto. People save us and don’t know. Every time he invited me out he saved me - from myself, loneliness, depression, dwelling, hating life, resenting everyone’s perceived rejection, pondering why, retracing how it all came to this. Thank you, Chris. Godsend - unawares.

––––––––
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I can’t care what that guy thinks - long-haired, cool, mocking me. In grade and high school I was cool. Anyone confident in high school is cool. Because it’s different. Anyone different, engaging, unafraid of authority, of making dangerous comments in class - is cool. That was me. Now? A spineless, soulless, fearful mouse. Pathetic. The transformation of God into grime.

––––––––
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Today I wasn’t totally myself but went to mass at noon and the sermon was “people that are not against me are for me.”  That afternoon in Television Production directed, hosted and guested a talk show. 100% relaxed. Free, loving, fun, hilarious. By the end so happy, in a good mood, hyper, full of life. In short: me.

––––––––
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I come home and sleep away two and a half hours every fuckin’ night. I’m lazy or mind gets tired at school from thinking too goddamn much.

––––––––
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Fuck it. I’m me from now on. I miss me too much. I awoke and contemplated calling home to drop out. I got to class late where a sign on the door read CANCELLED. Arriving at the same time Mevy who I’ve seen around. We agree to hang out and do so a long time in the cafeteria - hours talking. Women are Master Listeners who relate to everything; intrigued by men’s struggles.

––––––––
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Spent the evening watching Gone with the Wind with Mevy and Suze - finally people around whom I totally relax. Finally effortlessly funny. Finally.

––––––––
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Pretty good mood. Knowing me: it’ll all end in stomach cramps from worrying people don’t like me then go to sleep and wake tomorrow in a different mood; and people will be, like, “What a manic fuckin’ depressant!”

––––––––
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I think people like me at school. Around some I’m just not me. If I care about their opinion, can’t relax. If I don’t care, totally relaxed - the fulcrum is whether I perceive them worthy.

––––––––
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Wasn’t in the greatest of moods but didn’t get that stupid little feeling in my gut - you know that guilty “because I’m rich” feeling.
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Been doing well. No stomach doubting feelings. 
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Remember in bed in Grade 13 thinking: “You’re gonna have to stop putting yourself down in front of others.” I remember the long struggle - two years ago. Remember saying to myself, “It’s gonna take a while to get over the confidence problem, get back to being myself, being positive, happy, funny - if I ever was funny.” Those damned grade school “friends” would cut me up behind my back from which all this insecurity, doubt, guilt, identity-confusion, depression stems. Grades seven and eight they would go out and do things without inviting. That’s where the insecurity can be traced to - subconsciously. All culprits two-faced.
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Elated yesterday. Media Writing Professor handed back my script about the teacher and student and said, “Congratulations, it was one of the better scripts.” He held out his hand for a shake and smiled.
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I was self-doubtful about a few things I’d said this morning but went to church and felt good after.
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Woke up in a bad mood, sorta feelin’ down. Don’t know why. I wake Mondays and wonder “what the hell am I doin’?” On days like these close to calling the parents and saying I’m coming home. 
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I was being me more than ever with Mevy and Suze.
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After the bar. Drunk. Took a piss on Queen Street and lay down on the streetcar tracks and rubbed myself as if I was a girl and kept shouting the Heaven’s Door cover by Guns & Roses: HEY, HEY, HEYYY! People on the sidewalk in horror, streetcar approaching, a cop pulled me aside to issue a warning. 
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I just feel down today. I’ve never been this lazy in all my life. Money not smartly spent.
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A little better today. Went to church. Wasn’t perfectly me and it was frustrating. Taking myself too seriously again. 
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The personality thing was a little low this week but bounced back. I went out Thursday with gorgeous Cheryl with whom I’d reconnected at Corn Fest back home in August. At her apartment her roommate - also from home and gorgeous -  brought up Mike. I became somber and decided rather hastily to bike home. 
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In the last two to three weeks things couldn’t be better. 85% me, relaxed, not too concerned what people think; not to the degree of last year. This year more steady, consistent. I feel good. I have friends in Mevy, Suze. I know they like and accept me. Most importantly I have a friend in God. Nicer to myself now. I knew from the beginning of this whole self-esteem, self-conscious thing that it was to be a long struggle. Almost there. God has taken His time but no doubt He has been there.
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Got home drunk and thought, hey, give Cheryl a call. Next day invited herself over. “I’ll grab a movie,” she said. All day told myself, “Don’t say anything stupid. Just be yourself, don’t put any pressure on yourself - have a good time and don’t hit on her.” Did exactly as commanded till she asked if she could kiss me. Then all night. Occupying mind ever since.
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I told her the story of the personality struggle. God I’ve told the story so much it’s beginning to sound fake. Went to her place and kissed for most of the evening. This morning and afternoon kissed away the hours. She keeps telling me how attracted she is. “I’m not usually attracted to guys younger than me.” I think she’s using me for physical pleasure so can’t get too attached because I’ll get hurt. I hate pain... especially when a woman is inducing it.
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I’m a complex person with a multi-layer mind. Then Cheryl. Gosh, is she pretty. Strong, confident. She’ll slap me in the face if I upset her. Direct, straight forward, matter-of-fact. Can’t believe she’s the one asking me to go to bed with her, asking to go to her place last night, this morning, tonight. My problem is that she doesn’t like me as much as I do her. She told me today that she felt like raping me.
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I called her back drunk at two in the morning and embarrassed the hell out of myself. Told her about why I am different around friends, that I get jealous when they’re funny and that I’m always afraid of losing girlfriends to friends. She had to listen to this crap and I feel awful now. Girls love unconfident men.
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Last night and the night with the Filipino girl I was funny and myself. Surprising the hell out of even me. Becoming charming. Things couldn’t be better socially with women. I’m really confident now when I go out. I’m known to be rude to women - as a defense, to hurt before being hurt - but getting better. One reason I’ve been rude to girls is because I get frustrated when not me and can’t get them. Regardless, women are beautiful. I have to realize that.
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Lately waking up unfulfilled. I must become closer to God. Ironic how much I love Dead Poets Society and its message “seize the day” yet how lazy I am.
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I had a party. Friends came all the way from Windsor. Full house. Cops at midnight walk in unannounced. Pull me into the cruiser. Back seat. Through the screen I see them writing a ticket for drunk and disorderly. “You were supposed to have a warrant to enter the house,” I say. Seems I’d watched too much Simon and Simon. I say, “One day I’m going write movies that expose the corruption of cops.” Drunk and stupid. They laugh. Back inside friends pressure not to pay the fine. I write a letter sans cheque to the TPD - ticket attached. We’ll see.
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I don’t think there’s anyone in the world who takes being funny as seriously as I do.
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M was down this weekend and I was an asshole around him. I’m just not very nice to him. I get that way. I can be a total dick. I don’t know why. Must be something about me that tips it off. I’m coming out of my shelled, self-conscious self but now a dickhead to good people. Feel like I’m falling toward the other side.
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I wrote a piece for the Tribune about wealthy hypocritical Christians called Confront Your Conscience and Cheryl read it to her friends. She was proud. We had a great conversation on the phone. Tribune editor decided against its publication. “Those are our readers,” she said.
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I wasn’t the greatest me today but at least it doesn’t occupy the mind like it used to. 
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Today in Television Production I would give ideas but the crew of fourteen would shoot them down. Individuals only against you when the group is.
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I went to church then talked to Cheryl. We ended things. I feel terrible but has to be that way. That feeling in my stomach like I just lost someone.
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Had a rough day. Didn’t relax and consequently wasn’t me. Irene was nice; came up and put her arm around me. Must have sensed I needed it. The vital roles people play.
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I’ve accidentally established - in my mind - their image of me; now afraid to be the real me. I love having Jimmy around; I let go, relax, rattle off witticisms. Astonishing the variety of people I can be here in Toronto.
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Feeling lonely. I just sit and eat alone at the table. Nobody to talk to. Really looking forward to going home for Christmas. Miss Cheryl some, anticipating her phone call. This semester has been good. Enjoyed weekends with Mevy and Suze. A little down now.
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Mevy drove me home and said, “Ken, I swear, you’re the crudest guy I know.”

––––––––

[image: ]


Wrote notes to the production crew; told Irene what a special person she was: warm, kind, generous, sweet, laughy, cute - a plus for the world. She got emotional and hugged me.
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D and L wrote to thank me for writing them personalized thank-you notes. Kate also wrote a note saying:


You’re good in an authority position because you’re not moody or impatient, and you’re understanding. 



All wrong but I’ll take it.
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Wonderful Christmas. Noticed an improvement but still not funny enough around the boys. They just seem to take over.
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Canada’s never-ending “unity” debates. Talk about identity crisis.

––––––––
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Just need someone to talk to, that’s all.
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Today we learned in Media Management: “Your attention span must be shorter than that of your audience.”
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I did little nothing today. Mac called. Nice to hear from her. Sometimes I’m not the me I’d like to be with her. Either in a pissy mood or subservient or some other mood than the one I’d like to be in. Today perfect. We chatted a long while. 
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Analogy to describe inferior disposition around girls: age fifteen in baseball lost all confidence at the plate; started the season hitting well but lost faith - nothing to do with the swing. All in the head. Around girls I choke - then hard on myself I dig the hole deeper. Similar to golf; you have the best swing, all the mechanics in place but without confidence the ball is going everywhere but where you want it.
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I go from one class to another where I’m totally different based on the people in that class. Still regaining the old self.
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Reached out to the man I got to know at Windsor’s Cable 11 to pitch the idea of a sketch comedy show - a local SNL. Rejected.

“There are difficulties with comedy,” he said. 

“If you don’t tackle difficulties,” I said, “you’re stuck doing Talk Shows the rest of your career.” 

“Frankly,” he said, “We don’t like the idea of a comedy show.”

“You don’t overcome difficulties by not tackling them,” I said.

“We don’t really want a bunch of guys coming in and using the equipment,” he said. “There are time constraints.” Within a 24-hour cable station.

Perhaps they feel we’re the enemy. Dealing with authority I have been the enemy. Naturally - without trying - abrasive towards authority. Oh Lord allow me the grace and patience to listen, relax, keep my mind at ease but quick to respond in defense of what is right and denounce what isn’t true. I request strength - not to be overbearing but overwhelming. Come, Holy Spirit.
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Convinced Cable 11 to give us another chance, to tape a pilot of Our Show. 
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Today great. Loved today more than ever being me. In a video production I had the girls laughing. In my glory. Confident. Uncaring. Great to be back. At school relaxed, myself. After years of toiling. And God is to be thanked and worshipped. So too Mevy and Suze - likely extensions of God. Hope to never lose me again. A Second Awakening. Only one thing better - Mike alive. Hope Mike is smiling. Hope he has hair, his body. When I lost Mike that’s when I began to lose everything: childhood, boundaries, love, attention, sense of self - and brother.
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Even if Zelina were interested it wouldn’t be cool to like me. Why girls don’t like me anymore? Maybe nervousness. Personality swings. Maybe the inferiority. The stupid things I say to try to be funny. Maybe that’s fuckin’ why. When I talk to girls it isn’t with much conviction so how could they be interested? Till Monday when I was vintage me and thought perhaps I’ve got a chance with Zelina but reality set in, night fell, skies turned red and the next day came.
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Closer than ever with Mevy and Suze - really like that, the three of us into deep discussions about life, people, ourselves. Who knew friends were so fucking important? Love those two - all the difference this year.
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Been great two days closer to God. Happy mood, confidence for longer periods. Last year: “Hey maybe this self-esteem thing is finally on the way out! Maybe I’ll start to enjoy myself and get girls!” But within days the cycle would return to former dissatisfied self and I’d be down. Now I don’t care what I’m like so that relieves the pressure - the result is that people like someone relaxed and not worried about impressing. I’ve come to expect good things from myself; sense of humor has returned, smile restored, personality back. Ready to soar.
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“I really don’t think it’s any of our business,” I said in defense of an absent girl guilty of everything the group was saying. I suddenly found myself defending the girl just for the hell of it. Felt good not to give a shit what the girls thought and make the point that nobody understands anybody. Finally spine reporting for duty. Me before losing confidence; all through school to teachers and coaches no student ever spoke up. 99% quiet. Obedient in the face of wrongdoing. Always bothered me. My conscience always spoke louder than fears. Always. Born that way. Raised the same: speak mind especially when observing wrong. But that’s what earned eviction from the football team; calling out a bad coach who fucked up. Six months prior: I’d gone to the principal Fr. Zachor to urge him to replace those coaches. Nobody would have dared set up a meeting with him in his office; everybody feared the old man. But listened twenty minutes as I ran him through the coaches’ mistakes game by game that season. Walked me to the door and extended his hand. “Some kids,” he said, “peak in high school. Not you. You haven’t reached your peak yet.” He made a minor coaching change but they remained coaches. Six months later during spring practices I called out the Fitness Coach for a dangerous mistake of not spotting a bench presser. Next day ousted by the four. “We’re taking your equipment away,” one said. They talked about my “attitude.” I didn’t understand. I had the most positive attitude; they meant my habit of speaking to authority. 
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Talked to Mevy at length. Discussion forever lost. Most conversations forever lost. She and Suze described my personality as “intense” and “blunt.” Urged me not to burn bridges with the RTA crowd. The bridges I burn are with people that mean nothing. 
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Her head on my chest. Next night the other’s head on my chest. Both asking if I’d slept with the other. I hadn’t.
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At the bar we stole a stuffed pheasant and left it on the dude’s porch - not long after we kicked his mailbox off. Always hated the fucker - especially in high school. Materialistic little fuck. When I took out a girl known to be loose he said, “Did you fuck her?” No, I said. He didn’t believe me.
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Toronto Star article about the problems of teenage girls. My screenplay about a teenage girl and her problems. Concerned about teen suffering - immeasurably and seemingly without end. 
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Cable 11 told us they liked the pilot of Our Show, the actors, the script. Deciding on what they want.
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At church the last words of the first reading were “those who are exalted are humbled and those who are humbled are exalted.” Do I need to hear this again? Doesn’t God know why I put myself down so much? That verse right there. Humbled. Forever humbled.
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The past two weeks wrote two angry and cruel letters, three cynical lecture reports for school (one of which about the media’s negative impact on teenagers) and broke up with a girl I feel I used. Cable 11 requesting a half-hour special versus weekly series. Disappointed but when I next speak to them I must sound happy, nice, non-abrasive.
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Gets lonely here alone. But, gosh, what I didn’t have last year! I didn’t have two friends like I have in Mevy and Suze.
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With the Group of Five over Christmas: tipsy, an easy target for jokes. Hate when someone takes advantage of a weakness. I say stupid things then they pick on me. Just bothers. For their own entertainment. Like staring at a mentally retarded person for the joy of laughing, caring nothing about how he’s affected. How can one be like that? Why would you push someone off their rocker just for fun? I don’t get that. I never do that. Never go after a weakness. Don’t deliberately hurt - for entertainment.
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Just finished writing an opinion piece for the Tribune: Being Yourself is Being Different. Needed to release, be vulnerable. A lot of readers know me or the family. Hope it isn’t laughed at. Suppose who needs to read it are teenagers. 
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Just need to settle down a bit. Lately been high fuckin’ strung. Just don’t feel I do enough to improve myself. And. I don’t. I don’t do fuck all. 
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Most cynical time. More of a cynic than any. Cynicism rooted in victimization; when the stronger takes advantage of the weaker instead of helping. Students sense my inferiority but instead of helping, take advantage. To feel superior. Because they were losers in high school. Finally the chance to flaunt social superiority. Human beings.
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School year over and what’s happened since September remarkable. Regained myself at Ryerson. Mostly. Always around Mevy and Suze and Chris and now Steve who moved in for the final month. Learned that I give opinion too bluntly and with vengeance. Need to pray more. When home over Spring Break became closer to God praying a lot. Prayer amounts to great days and moods - things go well. Funnier, sharper, more confident. Then suddenly feel guilty; to stop the guilt I stop praying so things aren’t as good. Fucked up? 
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Screenplay about the teenage girl and her teacher (You’re Worth It) nominated for Best Screenplay at the Tara student awards but didn’t win - perfect way to end the school year. Even better was attending the after-party where all these peers with heretofore low opinions approached with surprise and fake congratulations.
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Went back to the party in the hotel room and she led me into the bathroom. So much inside her that’s hurting, she says. Can’t talk to anyone, she says. I say she’s the best thing that’s happened to me in years. Says she wants to “make passionate love” to me as she had on the dance floor, that she loved me.
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Kept obsessing: “I was nominated for a Tara!” Then: “probably not many submissions.” My thought patterns in sum. Anything to bring myself down. Today needed some serious fuckin’ counselling so called Mevy.
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Commented that I don’t like to be labelled a “writer” and hate people who say, “I’m a writer.” Never had the audacity to consider myself one. 
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Cable 11 excited about Our Show so shooting this summer. Spoke to the editor at the Tribune about Being Yourself is Being Different. She’d changed several things and added two lines. “I’m not apologizing for what I did,” she said, “and can’t say I won’t do it in the future.” 

“Revisions are fine,” I said, “but if you’re going to add your own material then perhaps put both names on the piece.” She asked what kind of responses I’d been getting and I said “favorable.” About her edits she said, “Sorry, Ken” in an insincere way so I said “No problem” with equal insincerity then stepped into the rain.
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I feel kind of insecure. I just sit and let negativity permeate and worry me. Improved over last year but can’t shake the onslaught of self-condemnation.
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Two years of living in the Toronto basement done. Spent many a lonely night and day down there. Many a nap, many tears of loneliness, self-doubt. Wrote my heart out down there. Cold, damp, drafty. Dark. Full of spiders. I may even miss the old Parkdale house. I won’t miss the loneliness though.
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Jurors acquitted the fucking LAPD of beating up the black guy on video. 
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Dee called and asked me out; at the end of the date told me she wanted to make love to me. Once seated in the car clutched my hand; our eyes met and she kissed me. Messing around on the first date ruins it.
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Waiting tables at a sports bar. Love having an audience. Last night only served two tables but had them laughing. I think if my peace of mind continues, my humor flourishes, my mood swings become less frequent, I’ll have a good summer.
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Our Show in short: last Christmas dreamed and drew up the treatment and with J came up with the ideas for the pilot. J hilarious in high school, talented with improvisation. For the pilot he wrote most of the sketches. For the first episode Cable 11 let us shoot a man-on-the-street video bantering with folks downtown - accompanied by station producer JB. J tries his luck at striking up conversations but unsuccessful; his strength comedy writing, improv, acting. My strength engagement. I take over. Two police officers approach. I invite them to talk. They ignore. A few minutes later they approach again. I invite them to talk. They ignore again so I look into the camera and say, “Is there a cop in this town with a personality?” That was all it took for JB to rip the mic out of my hand and start packing up the camera and gear. He lectured about being insulting. I responded that local corruption was rife, that cops had been caught drinking in a park and shooting beer bottles. Outside the television station he balled us out saying, “Right now, guys, I’m thinking of canceling the show.” 

“Comedy is risky,” I say. He starts into us again then pushes his fingers into my chest.  

“Boy,” he says, “you have some nerve coming in here thinking you can produce a show. This show is canceled!” 

“Hey,” I say, “don’t be pushing me! Don’t raise your voice to me!” 

“Don’t worry about unloading the van,” he says. “Just get out of here!”
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Probably the best summer ever. Closest to being me; funny as waiter, funny with the guys, funny with girls. Never take myself for granted again.
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Responding to my eight-page letter to Cable 11, the response from JB:


I am sorry if your chest or feelings were hurt but it was clear that my warnings about your unprofessionalism were not making my point so my finger tried to make it for me. My apologies if I acted unprofessionally... . You had good aptitude spoiled by bad attitude.
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Strange. Inside there’s a person few know. In fact nobody knows. Buddies haven’t a clue. Ah fuck - what am I doing here? I’ve written this over and over.
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Cutting lawns for cash. Next door neighbor old and abrasive Art Ferguson - the original in the neighborhood, he and wife reclusive on their ten acres of forest. Had shoved a flyer into his mailbox then shocked by the phone call. Still gruff, the smell of cigar on his breath - loves to talk. “The only way the world’s gonna get any better,” he says, “is if we burn it to the ground.”

“You’re a maverick,” he says, “like me.”

His dogs as intimidating as he is. “Call before you come,” he says. “I’ll bring the dogs in.”
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Sports bar owner Dan called me into his office and talked about not pulling my weight. Started the meeting with “Do you wanna work here or not?” Unexpected. Caught off guard. Hence on the greater portion of the mind the greater portion of that day and the next. Hate being criticized. Turns out - yet again - not everyone likes me. Always smacked in the face by this. Up at school L told R she didn’t like me. Why? What do I do? Realize moodiness - but doesn’t affect you. Sure I sin, swear, talk about people behind backs. Not only imperfect but far from improving. Don’t talk to God as much as I used to and feel guilty about that. Don’t have the interest anymore. Perhaps lazy. Sleep all the time. Time to step back and re-evaluate. 
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Poor Dee. Bad relationship. All physical. No conversation. No soul. She called but I didn’t want to see her. Feel awful. What we’re doing is wrong and bad and shouldn’t be. I have to make up my mind on things then fucking do them. Stop drinking - it’s bad. Stop swearing - it’s bad. Stop sleeping too much - it’s bad. Stop allowing worry and negative thoughts - just isn’t good and shouldn’t feel guilty. 
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Visited by Mevy and Suze but disruption of the fragile three-way emotion-ship. The weekend ending with Mevy feeling the odd one out - in Mevy’s eyes Suze and I to blame. In the mail a beautiful thank-you card from Suze while on an 8 X 11” sheet in 12-point font typed by Mevy:

Thanks... 

Complication-ship. I’m in trouble.
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Camp Trillium. Summer Camp for kids with cancer. Right now asking a serious question - what the hell am I doing on this island of cancer kids and their siblings? Counsellors college aged: over-organize, over-lead, overrule. Too much oversight. Let kids go. Respect the rebels. Let them be funny. They removed Courtney, Blair and One-legged Mike from dinner to ask what their beefs were. Everything overdone. Let them grow up. Trying to over-control their minds and actions causing the very rebellion the counsellors resent! Be nice to those who need niceness - don’t corner or embarrass them. Their beef is you and your beef seems to be their personality. So let it go - don’t press or repress - if that’s who they want to be - let them be. I’m no psychologist, no personality expert but when I was younger I was a rebel simply by being myself. When kicked off the football team it was for being myself. 

Authority hates authenticity. Inherent in originality is rebellion. Everybody else quietly following rules; repressing truth and the true self to avoid trouble. Authority hammers the original. Hence identity crisis - rooted in part by the inability to be approved by authority. I feel what these rebels feel when reprimanded - I know their thoughts. How do we treat rebels? Punishment. Literally, socially. These kids don’t deserve removal from the quiet majority. These are your ground-breakers yet under the thumb of mediocre “leadership!” Here a microcosm of society - rulers oppressing the free spirited including One-legged Mike - facing death at fifteen. One leg removed to run from the cancer but too late; the body invaded. Still funny and damned strong with a soul as big as his swath of curly black hair. He read his poetry to the other rebels - they loved it. Made him read it twice. 
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Mike sent off the island for medical flare-up. Everybody misses him. Yesterday: emotional day for campers when Mike taken away by boat. Has a hell of a lot of spirit, personality, talent, brilliance. Last night I stayed up with brothers Blair and Barrie at the fire two hours talking Mike. Hope to visit him in Ottawa before home. None of the staff like me because of my unorthodox ways; kids love it, counsellors hate it. Thank God I only volunteered for a twelve-day session. What I’ll miss is the constant hugging.
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In Ottawa visited Mike - fifteen-year-old Amy by his side. Got into his history, his few friends since skipping a grade in elementary school; being deeper and more mature and intelligent since Grade One. Always tried to fit in with kids a year older - an endless search for the proper combination to be accepted. When diagnosed with cancer, he says, is when he became himself. 

Family began to crowd his living room - then two counselors from camp visibly nervous, unknowing how to act now that they weren’t in fucking charge, what to say, where to begin or whether they even belonged there; had treated him like shit and now in his living room noticing our bond. Mike pleaded for Amy and I to stay but we hugged our hugs, made our jokes then left. 
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September. Back at school for the final year. Mike asked if I’d take him to Lalapalooza at Molson Park headlined by Bryan Adams and the Steve Miller Band. Pushed him in a wheelchair around the outdoor concert grounds; he wasn’t feeling well. During the early bands his view obscured by the crowd on its feet; he wasn’t happy. Difficult to push him on the lawn but nice people helped carry his chair to a better view. Mike loved it. Super dangerous but super cool was a stunt pulled by Bryan Adams after an encore. Lights down. All dark. Thousands cheering, chanting, calling him back. Nothing. Then a guitar riff. But from where? Nobody knew. Suddenly lights up on a tiny second stage toward the back. Crowds rushing; some falling but nobody trampled, thank God. 
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With tickets in hand appeared at Rockefeller Center at 12 noon, the first in line five hours to secure front row for David Letterman. Once inside near 5 PM Dave appeared inches from me to warm up the audience; offered to shake my hand but so nervous I couldn’t pull my hand off the arm rest. During the show’s monologue what struck me was him playing to the camera versus the audience. Almost silly. My dreams of hosting a late-night talk show suddenly silly. As a teenager wrote Dave a note that he should apply his intellect to worthier projects. In high school recorded on VCR nearly every episode.
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On the drive back to Canada Dave and I got to talking about how people develop group attitudes and opinions - to fit in you must comply with each other even though feelings may differ; the attack on an absent third party is unfair. When going through the worst of my identity and self-confidence issues I saw how people took advantage of people. Sensing weakness people take power. Rather than help, seek to understand, lend an ear or extend an invitation - to be sensitive - we victimize the inferior. Being the weaker has taught me the worst of humanity, that the lot would rather reject the weaker, thrive on their inferiority, embarrass even - then lift. So many times the other person sensed my inferiority yet instead of helping, hurt. That’s how empty and fucked people are. Finally in a position of power these historically uncool fuckfaces mistreat as they’ve been mistreated. I may never have learned this had I not lost self and self-respect. 
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First day of school went well. Confident with everybody. Positive. Funny. Of sound mind two years to the week of the first RTA party at which I was a self-pitying, faceless, blubbering high school has-been in fear of the big city and all that was to come; that’s how bad I was, openly sharing woes with complete strangers and ruining their good time.
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For the Media Management presentation told the story of Cable 11 to a rivetted round table of students after which L who felt I hadn’t provided their side of the story threw up her hand and said, “Ken, you’re not very diplomatic.” 

“I have my drawbacks,” I said. “I have my faults.” She continued to assassinate my character before I asked her to stop.
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Let the newspapers fly by me, Lord, let the world’s troubles trouble someone else... Let me drift into a non-conscious realm of simple living... 
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I don’t just hate them for them. I hate them because I can’t be myself around them.
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Living with Suze downtown next to Chris, Steve, Mevy. Just started yelling to Susan: “Fuck! I’m not doing anything!” I feel like that. Too old to be in school doing nothing. Justify naps by telling myself I didn’t sleep much the night before then feel the guilt: “Bullshit you didn’t! Nine hours of fucking sleep - wake up you slouch! You want to be a fucking success? Well you won’t get anywhere like this you lazy fuck! Get off your ass and read or write or call someone.” Then I plead with myself about all I’ve done and the argument wears on. “Please,” I answer myself, “I have the best intentions. I want success as badly as you. Get off my back or I’ll break! You have set me back five years. Let me go, let me be myself. You’re turning me against friends, you’re making me hostile and bitter. You, you’re the one who’s pissing others off! You’re the one causing people to turn away and YOU’RE THE ONE FUCKING ME! YOU CAUSED ME TO BUY HARD DRUGS IN FRONT OF THE FUCKING HOUSE AND SHOUT INTO THE NIGHT ‘SHOOT ME! COME ON YOU LITTLE SHIT! SHOOT ME!’” I respond to myself: “Calm down and fuck yourself. Prove you’re so fucking ‘talented’! You little out-of-work peon who sleeps all fucking day! Come on, you fuck! Be fucking funny! Right now! Knock me off my fucking chair with all your fucking ‘talents,’ you little shithead!” People are worried - me included. 

––––––––
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Living with Suze in a unit next to Mevy causing problems, especially for the latter who’s been a bitch lately - a real fucking bitch to both of us. Wrote her a letter to which she just responded:


I’m sorry if I’ve hurt you with some of the things I’ve said over the last month. The truth is that you didn’t just hurt me...  you killed me. You killed the one thing I thought you would protect - my fuckin’ trust!



... I would be lying in my bed and you would call me at 1:00 in the morning. Even though many times I was exhausted I would listen to you. I was there for you because we had a special kinship.



... At 2:00 AM you called me and asked me to come over... We had a good laugh. We smoked cigars and got buzzed on the wine and beer I brought.



... We talked and talked and talked last year. We spent hours in front of a candle and on the phone. I forget how many times we slept beside each other, as innocent as brother and sister. I’ve never had and never will have the special relationship I had with you, Ken.



... I’ve got to get it out of my system - FUCK YOU. I loved you. I didn’t love you in any sexual way. I loved you mentally. 



... I can’t explain our relationship last year. It wasn’t brother/sister. By no means boyfriend/girlfriend. It was more like... . soul mates.



... I was the one person that spent hours talking with you. I talked deep when you were sick of superficial gossipy nonsense. I was the one you asked for advice...



... I’m sorry if I’ve said things that have hurt you, but I’d be lying if I told you I don’t mean them. How else am I going to get through that shield of yours?



... This last month I’ve never felt so lonely.



Thank you for the letter. This letter is my soul. I’m hurt, betrayed, frustrated, and lonely. You say you want the old me back? She’s gone.



... I feel like I’m the star of a really bad remake of When Harry Met Sally. I miss you, Ken. I don’t know what else to give you. I’m not sure I have any more to give.




––––––––
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With Mike in Ottawa. Not doing well. Near the end poor kid. Sleeping since arrival - eyes closed, oxygen mask - his frail tiny body lying on the couch covered with a sleeping bag - Eric Clapton quietly from the corners. In pain, a lot of pain - pills for stomach, pills for bones, pills for muscles, pain killers. Lights on low so he can sleep. Coffee table of pill jars, flowers, Kleenex, glasses of Dr. Pepper, Kool Aid, basins for spitting blood. Conversing quietly with the nurse - then his dad’s friend Karen. Now a new nurse. As life ends more and more strangers. Younger brother Steve leaves to have fun with buddies. My brother Mike in the same condition. How much worse is there? All Mike Lori wanted was to die of old age in his sleep but suffered his body and hair away - here too Mike Liddington fights a losing battle. Trying to make up for the lack of attention I provided brother Mike - the lack of concern when dying. Somehow filling a void left opened seven years ago - haven’t been able to share more than five minutes of conversation with Mike over seven hours. Nearly midnight Eric Clapton jams on - Mike barely breathing - I’m tired - Mike just finished Kool Aid - new nurse Seline stares at her notebook in her lap. Poor Seline keeps being told by Mike to shut up. I awake from the couch during the October night and hear Mike apologizing and thanking her and wishing her luck in life; the teenager wishing the adult well. 

Originally planned to stay one night but Mike asked to stay another. Only so many times I can smile at the nurses. Talk to his dad awhile. Mike isn’t eating. Normally he’d be fed intravenously but dying at home doesn’t allow that service or perk. Comfortable at home but drawbacks. Another nurse comes - another leaves. Nurse Brenda rubs Mike’s knees. Brothers Blair, Barry, Bruce from Camp Trillium visit awhile and keep it light. 

Mike’s mother and boyfriend watch the Blue Jays in the World Series of a dark room. A muted TV of baseball - the nurse into her book. Mike’s mother tries to follow the game but God knows what’s travelling ear to ear. I try reading but fade into other worlds; times. His mother worried sick, the days passing by thoughts - dreams, sadness, then away. Portraits on the wall, smiles of childhood with brothers. His back sore; needs a pillow. His mom wondering of me, the nurse also suspicious of this 21-year-old just sitting here. Even me - suspicious of me because all I do is pass the time by sitting in this small part of the house. Can’t talk because he wants silence - don’t know what more to ask nurses about - and right now the only sound is my pen scratching this page; the bubbling from the oxygen tank; the odd whisper between mother and nurse. Another inning passes and the score is tight - the mood nervous. Ted Turner and girlfriend Jane Fonda attention-loving. Brave fans on their feet Tomahawk-chopping. Mike inching closer to death; the arms of Atlanta up and down, their eyes on a game - the money pouring into sports as Mike’s oxygen tank decreases. He clutches his mask - the gateway to the next breath. Silence - all he asks for. Soon what he’ll get. A homer by a Brave. You want brave? Strap yourself to a hospital bed three weeks and struggle for breath. Bravest thing a big leaguer does is walk alone to the bank. Mike utters a noise, a whimper, a grunt, a complaint - but that is all - he asks to be rubbed but in silence. “I think silence is the subject here,” he says. “Silence, I say.” We’ll give it to you, buddy. Sleep - there’s silence. Mike’s mom asleep - the rest of us riveted to the screen. The nurse serious now, her blue rimmed glasses enhance her sight to see the pain we are all breathing - Mike refusing normal air - needs the manufactured air. I may sleep next to him on the floor. Just hope his pain can be impeded. The rest of us breathe hard, inhale air too thick for Mike’s lungs.

––––––––
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Just got off the phone with Mike; hard to understand him through the oxygen mask. Wants me to visit again, soon. Fuck, I don’t know what to do. Too goddam young to die for Christ’s sake. Feel guilty about that but, shit, I have to think something.

––––––––
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The semester’s writing assignment is to write an episode for an existing show and get it adjudicated by two professionals who work in film or television. Mom calls, says a Seinfeld writer performing stand-up comedy in Toronto, that I should approach him to read my Seinfeld episode. Call comedy club which shares that Marc Jaffe is staying at the Sheraton with which I leave a message. Three hours later Jaffe calls back. I explain the request. He is reluctant but I stress that I am not trying to sell the script. He succumbs, agrees to read it after his set, during the headliner’s set after which he’ll provide feedback. I arrive. He performs. In the adjacent billiards room I meet and hand him the script. He’s in good spirits, his set funny. He gives a firm handshake and smile. Then? Not one of the more pleasant experiences: an hour later I am called back into the billiards room where he rips the script to shreds. Destroyed, nitpicked; took shots at everything almost to prove superiority and make clear my lack of talent. By the end he said something like, “Well, that’s it. All I can do.” Thanked him for the fifth time and shook his hand like a wet rag this time. During the latter part of criticism he was beginning to annoy. When he told me that “Wheel of Fortune jokes are a tired subject” I was tempted to tell him that his joke about answering machines was a tired subject but thought better of it. Rejected, dejected, now reflected. Afterwards at the RTA Halloween party I noticed Zelina looking my way as peers gathered round to hear my tale of the Seinfeld writer destroying my dreams.

––––––––
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Still coming down from the Jaffe annihilation. Sensitive. Must learn to accept criticism in the entertainment business. All this balanced by the eyes from Zelina last night and word from a friend that “someone is interested in you.” I love her entirety - personality, humor, beauty, playfulness. Always feel like hugging when near and I do. Love to hug her, love being around her. Love listening to her. But I call and she doesn’t call back and never calls unprompted. Never get these things right; need someone who I can hang out with and be funny with. Need someone desperately.

––––––––
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Zelina didn’t call as promised.

––––––––
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Well, it happened. Mike died last night. Message on the answering machine this morning. Went for a jog but feel worse than when first hearing it.

––––––––
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Goddam it, Zelina is perfect for me. Thing is: millions of guys say that about her and I don’t stand a chance.

––––––––
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Emotional week. Started with the Seinfeld writer and ended with Mike’s death. Mike lying in his coffin at the funeral parlor before family and friends. The smell of lilies, the poetry on his chest; notes on flowers. Tearing up. At the service I cried when a little girl read a note to Mike. Mike’s teenage brother recited a poem Mike had written for the funeral. Amy and me sharing tears. Nice to hug Mike’s mother and shake his father’s hand. He said, “You’re a good friend” which is strange because I’d only known Mike a few months and within which only spent a few days and within which only shared a few words.

Remember the night he was about to be boated off the island - he’d wanted me to accompany him. Counselors denied his request, wouldn’t let me go. Once gone a sad feeling among all. Emptiness. So bold and alive and crazy and funny was Mike that his absence left a void the size of Lake Ontario which surrounds the island. Was evident that The Spirit had left us. The only camper I stayed in touch with was the one diagnosed terminal. At Lollapalooza thought I was a failure because we didn’t talk much. He’d slept on the way there and back; speaking sparingly. Only in a good mood on the way out of Molson Park. When visiting Ottawa I’d said, “I’m going to bed now, Mike.” He’d said, “Can you sleep beside me on the floor?” I’d said, “I’m going home now, Mike.” He’d said, “Bummer,” muffled by the pillow, eyes closed, oxygen tank breathing. 

––––––––
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Last Friday Zelina called for the first time - wishing me luck with Mike’s funeral. Now keeps calling; Friday night “just to talk.” Saturday again, Sunday to apologize for “being weird last night.”  Trying like hell to get a sign out of her but none. Why torment myself like this? Why let women torment like this?

––––––––
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At the party about midnight Zelina shows up and I say “I have feelings for you” to which she responds “I like you too” but, as expected, wants to take things slowly - very slowly. In fact probably not at all. I’m not cool enough - this her challenge; drawn to someone she perceives uncool. Could get any guy but on some level wants me. Like most women worried about image. All challenges meant to be; testing where weak. We usually fail. Just happy we were straight with each other.

––––––––
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Mevy letter: 


... Now that Suze is always right beside you, you don’t feel the urge to pick up a phone to dial my number.



I admit, Ken, my stubborn bitch pride refuses to always be the instigator of our conversations. Shit, we used to talk for hours about everything. What happened to everything...  are we both too caught up in nothing? I used to have the most incredibly invigorating talks with you. Later my mind used to feel like it had just had an aerobic workout.



... I loved talking to you. Not because we could be depressed together but because we understood each other’s depression. I find by not talking to you much this year I’ve refined my depression. I’m not mentioning to anyone how scared I am sometimes.



... I would however love to hear how you are?




... Finally I’ll get to the point. Last year Ken you were closer to me than my brother. Judging from our talks I hope I’m right to say that I was like a sister to you. I can never forget someone I let into my heart.



... Can we go out and have a heart-to-heart talk? Even if you decline my humble offer (written with gritted teeth and repressed pride) I’ll always be your soul sister.




––––––––
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At the open mic at Yuk Yuk’s Comedy Club asked how an amateur gets on the list to perform. They said, “call noon Tuesday. If busy, keep dialing.” Noon today Suze calls and books me in, both thinking it is for the following week but it’s tonight! Nervous as fuck. Don’t know how I’m going to perform five minutes under this state of nervousness. Scanned my file of “comedic observations” slapping together a short set but extremely under-prepared.

––––––––
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Got to Yuk Yuks 8 pm. Nervous as hell. Met the emcee with cigarette in hand, ponytail. Told me to sit in the back with fifteen others in the dark. Lots of tables but few people, a group of ladies at the front for an office Christmas party. Name called. Step up. Grab mic. Look out. Blinding light. Can’t see. My voice through speakers. Self-deprecating introduction. No laugh. “I’ve had a hair in the back of my throat since, like, Labor Day!” No laughs. “Tried everything to get rid of it. Finger, fork, knife, toothbrush, spatula, weed-whacker.” Light laugh. “Eventually I just shove the shower head into my mouth and blast it.” No laugh. Joke. No laughs. Joke. No laughs. “Shopping for greeting cards. Pick up, read. But never remember which slot I took the greeting card from.” No laugh. Joke. No laughs. Joke. No laughs. No laugh. No laugh. No laugh. Emcee shakes my hand with cigarette in the other. Grabs the mic. Walk off stage into the darkness, eyes adjusting as I wipe sweat from forehead; intense, reeling, cutting through the back to other comedic failures. A big guy with scruff and ponytail - one of the judges - leans over, shakes hand and says, “Nice work.” A girl I’d met before the show and offered tips said, “Hey you did pretty well up there. You’ve got promise.” Finally done the thing I’ve always wanted, the most nerve-racking day - but did it. 

––––––––
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I think this says I’m obsessed because I talked to Zelina three times yesterday, twice today, plus tomorrow. Addicted. When I cut conversations short (to feign disinterest) she has the funniest way of responding: “So... I guess I’ll just... talk to you later then?!”

––––––––
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Zelina received my Christmas card which included two poems and a picture of me. I’m no challenge for her. For me, the biggest challenge. Her card: 


So glad we’ve had the past few months to get to know each other. You’ve helped me out more than you can ever know with all the problems I’ve had... There’s too much I’d like to say, to put it in a little card but just know I’m so happy you and I are friends and that you are in my life.



––––––––
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Shopping at Eaton Center non-stop laughter with Zelina till over lunch her telling of sexual exploits. I shut down. She apologized. I remained down, obsessing even into the evening where friends and I met her at a bar which I left in gloom without telling anyone. She called at midnight wondering where I was. I hung up. She didn’t like that. Called and talked to her machine. Through snowfall marched to her apartment but not there. She called this morning but I wasn’t here. I called back but she wasn’t there. Finally spoke but cut it short. She didn’t like this. She said “Okay, bye.” Our cards to each other reveal interest but I sabotaged. She’ll talk to me in January, she said. Steve thinks she’s a tease. If ever a chance between us, not now.

––––––––
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Feeling in my chest that wants to ridicule myself: “God, are you desperate!” Over Christmas read Wayne Dyer’s Pulling Your Own Strings and Erroneous Zones, both helping forget Zelina. I shouldn’t feel my self-worth depends on her approval. Read Anne Frank’s book: teenagers the same forever; my problems not problems. What occupied the holidays most was the self-help book for teenagers I started writing.
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Re-met a girl at a bar over the holidays and she visited me in Toronto. Bubbly, fun, attractive, willing to have marathon sessions. Just wish I liked her. Physical Pleasure Unlimited but physical relationships limited.
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Zelina called and we got everything out. Just hope I don’t fall back in love with her. Told her we couldn’t be friends. Can’t have you? Can’t have me. Deal with your image, bitch. I’m cool with mine. Who am I kidding? Love her to death. 
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Amazing how different women are from each other. Letter from Christelle:  


I really just wanted to thank you for what you did for me that lone weekend so many months ago. It was truly the most singularly gallant act anyone has ever perpetrated on my behalf... . Your-hopelessly-late-but-hopefully-still-fondly-remembered-somewhat-slightly-spun-friend, Christelle.



––––––––
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CASSIES - Canadian Advertising Awards. Enormous ball room. Round tables of advertisers eating, sipping wine. With RTA friends walked around as mascots in brand costumes (as a Campbell Soup Kid) after which we drank leftover wine; Snuggles the Fabric Softener - an older man - seemed to know everyone at the Academy of Motion Picture Arts & Sciences; he was going to call Gregory Peck and tell him which films should be nominated for Best Picture. Later at the bar friends made fun of Snuggles but I defended; even “understood” him. Was my birthday after all so entitled to raise a glass and exclaim, “Never under-estimate the power of Snuggles!” Just felt so badly for the guy I couldn’t walk away from him - like everyone else - half-dressed as a bear talking about how tight he was with “the academy.” Mike said, “I can’t believe you entertained him so long. I tells guys like that to fuck off.” Understood. But the more I pretended to believe him the less I was pretending. Derangement is contagious. 
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Still pushing on the self-help book for teens. Only thing on my mind - at school, on the sidewalk, in the shower, while talking to people, while trying to sleep.
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Zelina at a party told Chris, “Ken dissolved the relationship.”

––––––––
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The book consuming everything.

––––––––
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F called but I was so pensive and introspective and distracted by my book that when she told me she missed me I said, “Yeah... that’s great. Uh, I miss you too.” It was the way I said it that bothered me. I hurt people because I can’t be fake - unless you’re dressed as Snuggles. Truth is feelings mutual; she likes too much action and not enough me. Impressed with parts of her; when conversing focuses hard and picks up everything. Wish I could listen like that. Can’t talk to a guy about the psycho-drama within. Only a woman understands; probably why men get married - to have conversation. Because guys never get real with each other. 

––––––––
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At school in the hall Zelina with friends walked past then grabbed me from behind. She said, “Hi guys!” in that excited way, that beautiful goddam smile. But pretending. Forever pretending guys don’t want her, that she’s not pretty - bobbing, weaving, smiling; smacking her fingers together in excitement, congratulations, approval. A perpetual smile to protect herself from the come-ons, comments, ogling - pretending her heart doesn’t exist, never existed, never to exist. Zelina is a thousand-act play. Juggling dudes, playing them, preying on their attraction but paying us no mind, no matter, no result. Forever perfecting the art of denial - denying her denials, denying herself.

––––––––
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For an inspirational chapter in the teen self-help book I wrote letters to Tom Cruise, Julia Roberts, Christian Slater and Shannon Doherty inviting them to share struggles to help suffering teens.
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Once in a while you get love out of the blue. Valentine’s card from Suze: 


I can’t believe that we have lived together for five months. It has flown by so quickly. We have shared things that I will always remember. You are an important part of my life and I hope that we can be friends a for a long time. I love you - Suze.



––––––––
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Letter from Bruce Allen Talent: 


Unfortunately Bryan Adams will not be in a position to contribute to your book.



––––––––
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Talent Show. Hanging out with Zelina. I voiced the regular complaint that she doesn’t express herself, protects feelings. I want feelings. Tell her feelings; what I love about her, her personality, humor, that hand-flinging. Girls typically used by men for attention, ego-stroking, action; girls less attracted to guys who actually appreciate their personalities, idiosyncrasies, talents or brains till later realize what they’ve missed by choosing nice shoes and coolness; trapped by who she’s supposed to like and who she likes; trapped between mind and matters of the heart and soul she abandoned years ago when damaged in development. My words about and to her revive the heart she refuses to listen to but the heart, once soothed and massaged, never forgets. She has to live with that. Me? Told her how I feel. I can move on now. She? Will die not saying “I love you” - to anyone, and mean it. She said, “you’re different.” Closest she’ll ever get.
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“So I’m not invited to your party?” she said - this from one of many who perceive me uncool within the social strata of RTA. “That’s okay,” she said. “I don’t want to go anyway.” Another of the cool kids told another of the cool kids that he wasn’t invited either. Enjoying the power of deciding who’s coming. But lying if I said I didn’t feel a little guilt.
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The guy friends from high school completely different from the self-proclaimed “unique ones” of RTA. Tom called and said “I’ve decided I’m not gonna be a party pooper and that I’m gonna go along with everything planned and not sit in the corner with Tim and make fun of people. I’m going to get along with everyone and have fun.” Hilarious. Since kindergarten Tom one of the funniest people I’ve met.
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Life’s been happy and fun lately so hope to finish RTA in style.

––––––––
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Friend’s sister on a date described herself as average. “Average hair color,” she said. “Average eye color. Average height.” Told her she shouldn’t compare herself to others but to herself yesterday. She wasn’t buying it.
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Disney World called. I’ll be working in the Canadian Pavilion of World Showcase come November. Six weeks ago in the fifteen-minute interview among a hundred in the hotel conference room my chances slim; everybody knew the movies, characters, songs. I have no love for Disney. When asked of weaknesses I urged the interviewer to call my mother. It worked!

––––––––

[image: ]


Talked to Zelina but much more self-disciplined about revealing things - I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like her. Love her actually.

––––––––
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Gonna miss Toronto. I’ve hated it. Was dropped here by parachute, knew no one, felt intimidated - remember the first day I walked down Fuller Ave and ambled toward the streetcar on Queen West on that Indian summer day. Learned to hate everything quickly - cynicism doubled, pessimism tripled, heart shrank; I became a Torontonian. Hated RTA’ers. Hated a lot of things these three years. Struggled and overcame. People like me more than when I wasn’t me.

––––––––
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“Don’t be nasty,” I told myself. 

“Tell the bitch off,” I responded. 

“Don’t be nasty,” I told myself. 

“Tell the bitch off,” I responded. 

“Don’t be nasty,” I told myself. 

“Tell the bitch off,” I responded.” This the one I didn’t invite to my party invited herself to Buffalo with seventeen others I’d organized - then proved difficult to be around. Felt justified when I said, “Go party by yourself and leave the rest of us alone.”
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[image: ]


With Sandi strolled Bathurst from Bloor to Queen West and ended up in four bars before arriving at the place RTA’ers went after the TARA awards. Towards the end of the night Zelina pulled me onto the dance floor and proceeded to kiss me and into my ears under the music say, “If there’s anyone I want to be with tonight it’s you.” Shocked! And caught between her and Sandi. Waits till a week before leaving Toronto to reveal. “Since arriving at Ryerson,” she said, “you’re the only guy I’ve had feelings for.” Sandi looked on. Torn. Sure she would understand then forgive but I had too much respect for her. Didn’t know whether Zelina was sincere or just saying it - she looked lonely last night which is rare - never alone nor even slightly sad. 
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After the formal she came back and we talked deep then she said “don’t bust a move” which, after all she’d said, gutted me. Still doesn’t want to move forward. In the morning she stood at the foot of the mattress and jumped up and down saying, “This is you every time you roll over!” Will miss our play arguments telling each what we can’t stand about each other. 
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After three months of research and collecting students’ opinions of the RTA program three of us presented to the nine top administrators/professors a marathon of work, focus groups, questionnaires, rehearsals - ending in applause from all thanking us for the “professionalism.” In the surveys some pretty hard complaints to swallow. Can’t believe that the most powerful nine listened so patiently to the onslaught. 
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After Zelina invited me over I trudged to her apartment at 2:15 AM. Then left. She won’t let me kiss her. Gives signs. I don’t understand.
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Professor Clive claimed my short documentary about Olympian brother Chris was “a strong piece” so set up a conversation with an executive producer at TSN to whom I confessed that I didn’t want to get into television now, “especially sports television.” He laughed and said, “Yeah, we’re not exactly curing cancer, that’s for sure.”
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Clive also claimed that the How to Get a Job video I hosted for Greg’s production was well-received by classmates, many of whom admitted surprise by the quality of my performance. I’d missed that final class in fear of being embarrassed by the screening. Apparently Greg did an outstanding job in post-production. Hence admiration and congratulations by many the ensuing week. Never judge a cover.
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Returned to Toronto and met again with Clive who compared his original view of me to what he’d discovered after watching the feature on my brother, the presentation to the faculty and the performance in Greg’s video. “Startled” by what he’d seen, asked about future. “Don’t find much value in television,” I said, that I’d written a self-help book for teens, seeking publication. He said, “That’s been done before” but “No,” I said, “not for teens. Self-help books galore for adults but nothing for the most difficult phase - with only childhood as their teacher.” I told him to read Teen Trends: A Nation in Motion that would alert him to the overlooked confusion of today’s adolescent. As I walked out he said, “I hope to see your name in lights one day.” I hope not.
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With Zelina poking fun at each other as usual into, at and out of McVeigh’s dark Irish Bar after which we ended up at The Library Pub where we drank in a corner and danced to Dock on the Bay a thousand times while we got drunk on Peach Schnapps mixed with Sprite she’d smuggled in with her purse. Our chests together, my face in her hair, my hands on her back – my heart in hers. My head! At some point we were leaving the Hard Rock Café and at some point I grabbed and kissed her passionately and at some point along Yonge I pushed her into the doorway of an apartment building and we kissed madly some more and at some point we were at her place slamming each other into walls and doors kissing madly some more. “Kay, Ken?” she said. “We shouldn’t have to be drunk to be doing this!” She played the mixed tape I’d made for her and we slow danced till we fell into bed where she ripped off my shirt. God, it was sweet - finally! - but nothing more. Just kissing, more kissing. “Hi Ken!” she’d shout into my face.
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Tecumseh Tribune. Dropped in to meet the new editor and family. A striking young lady with an edge. Her name Jewels.

“Do you have courage?” she said. 

“I’m here to see Cheryl.” 

“You need courage to work here.”

“Okay. Is Cheryl here?”

Cheryl wants an article on Checker Flag Speedway closing down after thirty years. Local icon. Sadness all around. No idea where to start. Interviewing drivers, employees, owners. 
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At the bar in one of those somber moods like when Luigi would say, “What’s wrong? You look pensive.” Pretty girl volunteers at this group called Alive which helps suicidal teenagers. I told her about writing the self-help book but conversation died. Told me to get her number from her brother which I failed to do and don’t know why. She sensed insecurity anyway. 
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Zelina sent a mixed tape and letter: 


I admit I don’t know what I want. I know I need space but it’s when I’m with you or when I think of you that I begin to question that... I guess what I need and want you to know is how much I care for you. You’re so special to me.



You’re just so... so... I’m not sure, but you just make me feel so many things... I already miss you. I missed you before you left. 



I’m so glad we shared that night together... I’m really crazy about you - God I really am... You’ve found a special place in my heart and I know that’s where you’ll stay forever. I’ll miss you as we go our separate ways but you’ll never be far from my thoughts.




––––––––
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Outside the RTA office noticed a flyer for a Screenwriting Contest hosted by CKCO Kitchener with a deadline of September 1, an award of $5000 so decided to write about a troubled family that robs a bank and gets trapped inside which forces them to talk. 

––––––––
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At home with parents without a job waiting for Disney to begin in November - feeling lonely, lost. Six months to kill and no matter what I’m doing around the yard or house Zelina fills my mourning. What I do all day is alone. Researching the Tribune article. Writing the film. Reading. Missing Zelina, Mevy, Suze, Sandi, being around people. Riding the crest of success with accolades from professors and students but three weeks later gloomy. Bigger loneliness in a bigger house and smaller town. I need someone. Group of Five going their own ways, some into careers, some out of town.
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Visited Toronto and popped by the old RTA office where a staffer said, “Hey, Greg’s production won Best How-To video at Tele-fest” - a competition of student productions across Ontario. At first miffed my video wasn’t chosen; then realized I’d hosted the winner. Invited to the TV Ontario Tele-fest award ceremony this September. She said, “I loved your performance. You should join my theatre company.”
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The blame is mine. Sucked back into Zelina when I knew I shouldn’t be. We kissed all night but in the morning she said I liked to be too deep, that she’s not on that level, that that’s what’s wrong.

––––––––
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3rd Annual Mike Lori Charity Classic “one of the greatest days of the year,” said Mr. Brown. The party rolled into the evening among old family-friends who commiserated till after dark. 

––––––––
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Zelina letter: 


We’ve shared a lot of ourselves over the months that we’ve known each other. You’ve let me see into your heart and mind...  You’ve got an amazing presence Ken! There is so much about you that is unique, rare and wonderful. I’ll always think of you Ken, no matter where our lives take us and remember the special time we had. Here’s to our special friendship and to a person I love very much... I hope you find what I know you’re searching for!



––––––––
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Went to the Sandwich Teen Action Group to sit in on a meeting. All black teens. The guest speaker from the Amherstburg Museum of Black History, the topic racism. My eyelids whiplashed. A girl talked about being followed around stores at the mall and many shared similar experiences - with anger.

––––––––
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I need a close friend, to look forward to seeing and talking to.

––––––––
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I offered to volunteer at the old age home and was referred to Mr. Pare who’d had a stroke, could barely talk. Tough to understand. Struggled to keep conversation going but engaged roommate Mr. Hillman. 
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Went to the Sandwich Teen Action Group and talked to Tina who needed some cheering up - always looks like she needs cheering up. Some teenagers that permanent expression.
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Outside the movie theatre on a date ran into beautiful JR - attracted to since grade school. Introduced her fiancé; disappointed but not bummed. She had been reading my columns in the Tribune; she probed deeper into my life in two minutes than the girl I was dating two weeks. JR in the deep crevices of childhood hopes; to run into her and husband-to-be at Sleepless in Seattle about fate and two people getting together a little too coincidental. In fact Meg Ryan calls off a wedding to pursue Tom Hanks for whom she feels destined.
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Zelina letter: 


Dear Kenny... You’re a special person and I thank God for putting you in my life. You’re one of my many blessings Ken.



––––––––
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Dale Carnegie Class. For a project to improve a relationship I reached out to Jenn who I haven’t talked to in two years. Chatted effortlessly an hour and a half. She shed a few tears when I mentioned that I had been thinking about her and having dreams and she shared the same. Females. Want you more when absent or not available. I was more myself around Zelina than Jenn. I may favor Jenn over Zelina but favor myself around Zelina.
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Friend is an apprenticing electrician and perceives me lounging around the pool; figures that writing a script or volunteering or writing for the Tribune aren’t worthwhile. 
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With Jenn walked late night around and across the golf course talking, bantering. Came home and drank beer and smoked cigars and thought, God, I love this girl. 
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Lonely summer so call a lot of people at night. Need human contact. Group of Five into the real world. Still meet up but less often, and rarely all together.
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Pitched radio station 89X the idea of a call-in show for teenagers to share issues. Turned down.
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Kissed two girls through separate windows of their car in the parking lot of a bar. 
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Positive responses to the three-part article about Mike from Ottawa. One minute I’m an insensitive hound, the next a sensitive sage. A student in first year Ryerson once said: “I don’t understand you. One minute you’re the most sensitive person on the planet. The next you’re a complete asshole.” And wonder why I hate myself.
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Wondering about Jewels at the Tribune. Wish I had the “courage” to approach. 
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Trying to become better - less lazy, better listener, better communicator, better at controlling myself. And getting back with God. Benjamin Franklin makes a case for self-denial; claims self-denial brings longer satisfaction than gratifying the passion or desire. But loneliness causes gratification-seeking. I argue that gratification makes life tolerable.
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I sent flowers and a card to Jewels: “Thinking of you today and during the months ahead” but didn’t sign it. She was in court today in a case against her former boss who sexually assaulted her and, apparently, others.
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Mac urged a connection with childhood friend Cheecha - two years older but five doors down. With Cheecha conversation about death; she about her mother losing to cancer, me about Mike. All these years living this close but never talked - she went to public school.
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Cheecha kept telling me “I like you for who you are. I really do.”
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Reached out to Mevy to make amends. Her response: 


... No matter how much you piss me off or how much I’m pissed off with myself for letting myself be pissed off with you you’ll always remain embedded in every fiber of my miserable heart. You, Kenny Lori, are a bastard. 



... You are the most infuriating, lovable, shit-disturbing, candid, endearing, intellectual, beautiful man. One day you’ll make a woman either incredibly happy or incredibly cursed. I’ve got another quote for you:



Once in a lifetime you will meet you emotional equal. You have two options. A. Make a pact to be friends for the rest of that lifetime, or B. Blow each other’s brains out.



You’ll never guess who wrote it... . me.



... No one will believe in you like I believe in you, Ken.



... Never have I reached that incredible depth of emotional bonding that I felt those few months with you.



... Before you yell at this letter that I was a bitch last year and blah, blah, blah, and I deserve a good deal of your scorn, I admit it... Both you and Suze kicked me pretty hard but my bruises showed most from yours.



Now that we’re out of Ryerson I want you in my life again... I ask for your forgiveness.




––––––––
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A half-dozen interviews into the Checker Flag tribute and Cheryl agreed to expand the piece to four pages; a half-dozen interviews later to eight pages; then twelve pages - as long as I solicit advertising to offset costs. Now it’ll be a pull-out. The more people I talk to the more compelled to give what they deserve. A full section of memories, quotes, photos, stories.
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Thinking about Jewels. Jarring wit, poet, all ways attractive - told me how the owner of the fruit market drove her home but parked in an abandoned lot to force himself into her. She grabbed for the door and ran off. But hasn’t been the same - which would explain her demeanor. Noticing smiles, glances. I’ll be at the Tribute another month working on Checker Flag. Hope to get closer.
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Cheecha kept saying “Isn’t it great how we can make-out and still be friends?” Don’t feel anything for each other but really secure around her and that’s what I need.
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God’s been super, and all I have to do is ask and give Him what He wants, like being myself.
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Can’t get Jewels off my mind. Agonizing times.

––––––––

[image: ]


“I tried calling you five times,” said Jewels, “but the line was busy.” Yes! Ecstatic. Elated. Though her old boss found Not Guilty. “He was allowed character witnesses,” she said. “None of my co-workers showed up to testify.”
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TV Ontario Telefest awards gala - the atmosphere impressively akin to the Oscars. The only one of our crew to attend. Accepting the award I said: “Just so you know the four of us who wrote, produced, directed, hosted and edited a video about how to get a job are all unemployed.” 

Near the bar some Director of Children’s Programming with English accent: “We really enjoyed you in that video,” he said. Apparently one of the judges, works for TVO. “Going into television?” he asked. 

“No,” I answered, “I don’t really see TV doing much good.” This to Senior Producer Adrian Mills. Grinned and tried again. “Ever thought of hosting?” he asked. 

“No, thank you.” Not expecting the encounter didn’t know how to protect myself from compliments. He allowed that “perhaps the current state of television isn’t high quality but that shouldn’t keep you out of the industry.” Needs better people, he said. Gave his card inviting a follow-up when sober. Back at the table told the story to mother and Steve and together with the daughter of CBC journalist Barbara Frum and an actress from North of 60 gave me shit for how I’d handled it. “Typical you,” Steve laughed. I knew goddamned well I wasn’t joining any industry of self-important fame-seekers.
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Apparently she’s anemic, her tongue peels, hair falls out, may not be able to have children. In addition to being traumatized by a penis in her mouth.

––––––––

[image: ]


Called five girls to come over but only one replied.
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A group of us saw off Cheecha at the airport. Australia for a year. Neighbors our entire lives but not till this summer did we bond. We feel things. My breast against her bosom as we shared inner inertias. 
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Find myself remembering, reliving, dazing back into yesterday and the thousands before and regret. Finally feel happy with a touch of sadness for what I went through. 
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In another book on Abraham Lincoln the author concludes that countries created out of war have battled to become themselves. I am happier because I suffered battles of becoming. I’m better because of the wars. The battle of and for myself. 
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Dale Carnegie graduation party. Private conversation. Man of fifty tells of his poor relationship with wife, that he gets along great with a woman at work, can tell her anything yet to the wife very little. They just live together without talking.
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Stopped visiting the nursing home awhile because Mr. Pare difficult to talk to. Why would the Volunteer Coordinator place a young volunteer with a man who can barely talk? My visits more of an inconvenience, the poor man lying in bed struggling to answer - and what questions to be asked? “How’s your day?” Well, as terrible as all the ones that came before. Needing to feel good, forced myself to go and ended up talking to roommate Mr. Hillman. He thanks me for the visits. “You don’t know how much I appreciate it,” he says. Only in his sixties speaks of his six weeks in a coma, his career in the Ford factory, his divorce, that she left him for a woman - mostly he wants to “walk right outta here.” In a wheelchair but believes he’ll return home. Poor man destined to die there.
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In one of those feel-sorry-for-myself moods, that stupid Sunday evening mood.
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Jewels wanted to break up with her boyfriend but not yet. We talked an hour by phone. She was smiling. I could hear it. Wasn’t completely myself but this happens. Once I sense attraction tense up - “Okay,” I say to myself, “she finally likes me. Now what to do?” Be your fucking self - try that.
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With Zelina on Friday picking up the laughs where we left off chatting all the while through Eaton’s Center into the food court. Hours talking. Bantering. Playing. To the street corner near Ryerson where I’d come to attend a speaking appearance by Seinfeld Story Editor Peter Mehlman. I looked at her. She looked back. No words. Always her way. Never “I’m going to miss you” or “I’d love to spend more time with you” or “Great to see you.” Always cautious, always hiding. Never breaking character, never a tear, never a moment’s apprehension. Hardly admitting; then pretending she never did. Always skirting and flirting. If I asked what she wanted she wouldn’t say. She’d make something up. I said, “I came to Toronto to attend this talk.” Her smile hanging. “How about drinks with me instead?” she smiled. I had to go to this talk. Why I was there - to learn about episodic comedy, to open doors, to be responsible, mature. Her eyes in the smile, our combined vibrations like a jack hammer to my heart. That face of beauty. Her hyper-ness. Her everything. I mimicked her classic line: “I no knows if I should!” She laughed and smacked her fingers together. We hugged like we’d never again and likely won’t. She turned and walked and I watched her from behind. Her thoughts just now, I wondered. What are they now? Right now. I turned and went toward the auditorium and sat among hundreds of wannabe Hollywood players regretting yet another decision.

––––––––
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A man called and explained that he used to race at Checker Flag and thanked me for writing about all the drivers. The Tribune receiving calls since Monday complimenting the section. As I interviewed another driver, announcer, flag-waver, owners the project spiraled - audio taping then transcribing long talks, soliciting photos, writing then placing stories. Never interested in cars much less racing the more I listened the more I understood the impact of the institution on so many. “Checker Flag provided a hobby for hundreds of people,” one said. “Each driver has a crew of mechanics, sponsors, supporters. What are they gonna do now? Nobody gives a shit about car nuts.”
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Sunday night talked to Jewels till 2:45 AM. I revealed feelings. I feel lighter yet saddened by the inability to have her. Disney fast approaching.
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The self-help book for teens finally done.
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Reading Road Less Traveled... “with some discipline you solve some problems. With no discipline you solve no problems. With full discipline you solve all problems.” Peck talks about passive dependency - people who depend on others for gratification. That’s me. I need people, friends - all summer how lonely I was. Just hope at Disney I can be happy, myself, funny; just be - without acting differently around people.
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What was nice about coming home after visiting Toronto was the list who’d called: Jewels, Sandi, Tim, Mcleod and a few others plus a postcard from Zelina and letter from Mac. “Passive dependency” or natural need? Life always challenges belief. The moment I believe something, the next moment challenged.
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Grown closer, much closer to God. 
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Zelina letter: 


Long time no communicate. It’s been nice!... I really wish we had gotten the chance to see each other over the summer. I would love to see you before you go Ken.
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Talking daily with Jewels who doesn’t want to get any closer because she’s afraid she’ll like me more than her boyfriend; and suffer the separation by Disney. I predict that with time running out (under three weeks) she’ll panic.
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In conversation the thing I try to avoid takes place: over-thinking. I have to establish a universal me. Whoever I am in early interactions is who I must keep being in ensuing interactions. Fuck me. How much longer to establish a universal me?
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[image: ]


Mac letter: 


I hope you write a book about yourself one day.
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Tonight she said, “I like you... I like you a lot... I’m a little embarrassed but tonight I wanted to kiss you.” 
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Hugged hard - tightest squeeze since Zelina. Wrapped arms around, hair in the eyes, nose, mouth; we squeezed. Upon release just smiled looking at her - giddy too - both of us. Stood there taking in the situation - two weeks before vanishing. 
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When she drove me home we got out and she said, “God, I’m gonna miss you.” I couldn’t think of anything to say. “I’m growing attached to you,” she said. Towards my front porch she said, “Come here” and pulled my face into hers and we kissed, warm lips, soft tongue, closed eyes, warm cheeks, not knowing when to finish, not wanting to, just wishing the moment could last forever. Finally forever.
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Emotions high. Revealed ourselves more on the way to Sweeny Todd. “I think about you continually,” she said. Mutual infatuation. In the theater couldn’t keep hands off each other. Back home burned leaves and kissed. The flames’ light on our faces in the bitter November, warmth only between us whispering, complimenting, talking, laughing, loving; the lips deeper and around, grabbing the back of her neck, rubbing the skin on her back, caressing her cheeks with my forearm, locking eyes, loving. 

Next night I drove by their shop and noticed her boyfriend’s car. I peaked in the window and there he was. She called but I was at the cemetery visiting Uncle Phil, Aunt Madeline, Gramma, Grampa, Mike. Late autumn solemnity. Swept leaves off gravestones and pondered. Think about death too much but especially there. 
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We met at the Tribune to print up the self-help book and again fell into kisses throwing each other into walls and pressing madly. Distraught about her boyfriend, I said, and she started crying.
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She broke up with him.
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The boys out for a final night. After exiting the bar alone I stood outside the floor-to-ceiling windows looking in. Now banging on the window to catch attention till suddenly the music was loud because I was on the fucking dance floor amid busted glass! Tried running down Ouellette but bouncer caught up and dragged me into an office where young owners demanded I pay for it. 

“Did someone push you?”

“Yep.”

“Who?”

“Nope.” I’d been drinking.

Released but told to call them. Skipping town instead into the arms of Micky Mouse. Criminal record might impede ability to cross border. Arriving at Disney World with bumps on my forehead running from the law.
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Once said Cheecha: “You have nine lives,” shaking her head with amused astonishment. “You are protected” - by God from myself.
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Leaving tomorrow. Sad. Always gotten sad over things like this, even in high school at the end of a semester - each class its own personality, feel, camaraderie. It all ends and everyone moves on without saying anything.
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Fall in love with Jewels then leave town. Zelina - The Sequel. Typical. Sunday night Jenn came over with a card and mixed tape and we talked awhile but Jewels occupies massive property within. 
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Bonded with mom and dad all summer. Nightly dinners. I’d ask of pasts, upbringings, parents, lives. They’d divulge and explore memories, stories, finding new ones to recall and just happy to share with one of eight children. Not many know much about them because none ever asked. 
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Her final note: 


I’m awake now... feelings of intensity...   I don’t know how I got so lucky...  I want you to feel this with me... This is so great. This feels so good.  I just wish I had the time to share it with you in person.  No one else has been so real to me...  I can be so ‘me’ with you and you don’t mind. In fact I believe you like it. I want more than anything for you to feel the same way. I have never in my life felt even slightly the intensity that I feel for you.
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Wouldn’t it be weird if all this feeling for Jewels turns out to be unreal?

––––––––
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Tomorrow: first day Disney. Talking to myself: any time I’m myself I make friends. Any time I’m not, I don’t. This life good, the next life? I begin another life, another dimension, another element. Time never backward.

––––––––
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About fifty from the Canadian Pavilion appeared at my apartment in the housing complex singing O Canada, set up a Molson umbrella, poured a shot of Canadian Club - “This is made in my hometown!” I announced to the crowd squeezed in. “Shut up and shoot it!” one said. Laughter. Faces painted, smiling, flags draped over shoulders. Fun-loving crew. Kidnapped and brought to the doors of other newcomers leading to the pool where they stood us - backs to the water - then pushed us in. Called the Canadian “Throw In.” Apparently Canucks the only ones to hold this tradition most of EPCOT’s eleven years. 
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Three sorry situations yesterday. Ed from Rhode Island hired by Disney as a cook. He stutters. My stutter mild but Ed’s constant. The more he stuttered the more he talked - we do that to prove we don’t really stutter. 

Next at Shoney’s: two fat kids in glasses behind us: “Would you like to sit here, Grandpa?” Almost cried. Sweetest kids but obese. The sounds of their voices, their love for grandpa - my fear of them being ridiculed. 

In the elevator at Embassy Suites a short Italian man really bothered. Face soaking wet from crying. Agitated, nearly breaking down, embarrassed to be seen this way. We felt for him. “Sad,” dad said after the man stepped out, “how some people suffer.”
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The “arrival group” includes Germans, Mexicans, Moroccans, French, Italians, Norwegians, Brits. Trying too hard at times but on the whole good, engaging all.
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So far incredible. Listening to twenty people with different accents; speaking to each other in their own languages, the combined sound a beautiful blend. French Sandrine chats with the orientation speaker while presenting; especially painful because she hardly speaks English. Wish I had her obliviousness. Just happy I’m myself - at the moment. Two-hundred-fold better than the earliest days of Ryerson. Outgoing. Humorous. Confident. Talking to everybody without a care - deeply listening and engrossed in countries and cultures. 

––––––––
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Peter Kent from CKCO Kitchener called to inform mother the manuscript That’s How the Conklins Bond won Best Dramatic Screenplay! $5000. Covers the debt owed for tuition. Fingers on the laptop fighting over what feeling or thought I should push out next; more intriguing is that after submitting the screenplay I just believed I’d win as learned in the Magic of Believing. Apparently Mr. Kent irked I can’t make the ceremonies; but not as irked as I for missing out on networking and hustling. As done so smoothly at Tele-fest.
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This morning realized Walt’s dream for EPCOT to facilitate connection among cultures: conversation with two Germans about World War II. Watched Splashtacular. The lengths to which Disney goes. Nothing average, nothing underdone, nothing seen before. Always above and beyond, out of reach. Disney World urges us to go “beyond expectations,” beyond potential.
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Dad called and we talked a little, and mom talked also. She’d read the self-help book which includes a brief biography and felt awful because she feels she failed. We talked about it, say seven or eight minutes, and she did most of the talking and it was tough to listen to. She noted the part where I claim I never talked to my parents about problems then said, “Nothing’s changed.” It struck deeply. Afterwards I was desperate for a call from Jewels; laying in the pain of the previous call hoping like hell the phone would ring and it did and it was her – thank God.
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It’s a world of laughter, a world of tears... It’s a world of hope... it’s a world of fears... there’s so much that we share that it’s time we’re aware it’s a small world after all.

––––––––
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First day of work. Costume Building. Change room. Flaming gay approaches and begins pulling lint off my logger uniform saying, “You must be new here” as all looked on. Turns out Disney’s male staff 40% homosexual. Walking the back rooms and halls I feel eyes on me - now I know what a woman feels like; why they avert eye contact; why the attitude. I get it now. Sorry for the resentment, girls.
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