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MORTIFIED Is about our
relationships to memory.

This book is for Judy, who continues to offer a
lifetime of great memories.
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—Shay DeGrandls, Poetry Notebook, Age 18 



THANGST!


We’re thrilled to have the following BFFs in our lives to offer the support that helped make our second book possible: Ben Acker, Sarah Faith Alterman, Anne Altman, Curtis Armstrong, Bill Barminski, Marty Barrett, Leah Bathe, Ben Blacker, Judy Blume, Jessica Bogli, Bill Byrne, Lia Buman, Meg Cabot, Cheryl Calegari, Hillary Carlip, Karen Corday, Egan and Susan Danehy, James Denton, Andi Gabrick, Eddie Gamarra, Annie Girard, Green Mill Lounge, Anastasia Goodstein, Kirsten Gronfield, Abby Gross, Annabelle Gurwitch, Angel and Kevin Herlihy, Perrin Iacopino, Dmitri Johnson, Sydell Katcher, King King, Thomas King, Krista Lanphear, Erica Lies, Kiki L’Italien, Makor, Make-Out Room, Frank Matthews, Erika May, Mo Pitkin’s House of Satisfaction, Sarah Grace McCandless, Kevin McDonald, Matt McDonald, Marc McTizic, Bruce Miller, Stephen and Judy Nadelberg, Tim Owens, the Paradise Lounge, Shaun Parker, Elena and John Pellegrino, Mark Phinney, Ed, Pingol, Busy Philipps, Sascha Rothchild, Jami Rudofsky, Eddie Schmidt, Adam Schwitters, Will Seymour, Simon Spotlight Entertainment, Law Tarello, Kevin Tidwell, the staff at This American Life (Ira, Jane, Julie, Jorge, and more), Christian Wolf, Elijah Wood, Anne Woodward, Megan Zabel, Gwynne Zink, Jason Zwolinski, the Mortified After School Orchestra (Renee Albert, Gordon Bash, Mark Beltzman, Andrew Glazier, Ethel Lung, Adam Smith, and more), all our fans everywhere.

Finally… thanks to our fearless editor, Patrick Price, for agreeing to throw all time-honored rules of grammar out the door.



INTRODUCTION


As adults, we’re fascinated by the subject of love and lust. Ballads dominate pop radio. Sex scandals stalk CNN. Dating sites boast more subscribers than most magazines.

As kids, our curiosity about romance is even more intense. After all, we don’t just like someone. We like like someone. We don’t just flirt. We fixate.

The voices captured in the pages that follow are like brave little explorers surveying foreign soil, desperately hoping to make sense of the terrain. Some are cautious. Some are reckless. All are clueless. Imagine Lewis and Clark lost in the pages of a Judy Blume novel.

We spend our whole lives trying to understand that terrain. Hell, even asexual people—from monks to Morrissey—struggle to make sense of it. And regardless of whether we are pining for it, experiencing it, or alienated from it, each of us manages to emerge from the ashes of adolescence with our own personal interpretation.

From the first kiss to the first rejection to all the thrills that fall in between, the following entries chronicle our early awkward attempts to understand the one word that we never quite master anyway: love.

Through delusional displays of celebrity obsession, prudish outbursts of hand-holding, and disturbing sexual awakenings, whatever we discover about romance during our adolescent expeditions is what we carry with us for the rest of our lives.

As such, we hope you’ll see this collection as we do: an overdue Valentine to those confused kids we left behind on the bright yellow bus.

After all, they deserve some action.



A NOTE TO THE
READER


To protect the innocent, awkward, and angsty, some of the names, dates, places, and other identifying details in this book have been altered.

Sadly, everything else is true.

As is the nature of Mortified’s commitment to authenticity, no language has ever been added to the source material or rewritten for the sake of entertainment. Material is selected and then presented around unique narrative themes that emerge from the author’s life.

In short, these kids really wrote this crap.



TABLE OF CONTENTS


Introduction

A Note to the Reader

Shay DeGrandls /Goth Girls Need Love Too

Leslie McLean / The Biblical Sense

Justin Jorgensen / Looking for Love in All the Wrong Places

Lorelei Hill Butters / The Art of Love

Laurent Martini / Introducing Live Evil

Sherry Richert Belul / Good Cheer

Jane Cantillon / My Life as a Biker Babe

Maurissa Tancharoen / Dissed

Charles Young / The Pussy-Whipped Playa

Angie Lawson / The Joy of Nimoy

Liz Black / Foreign Affairs

Lucinda Blackwood / Cowgirl

Leonard Hyman / The New Girl

Jennifer Anthony / Speechless

MCC / Angry Erotica

Kate Augustine / Head Games

Erin Carter / Fast Food Romance

GJ Echternkamp / Male Chauvinist Geek

Laura Chapman / Down with Whitey

Lacy Coil / Escape from Planet Texas

Brian Polak / The Year of Living Poetically

Karen Corday / My Imaginary Valentine

Jami Mandl / Corporal Punishment

Colleen Kane / Heavy Metal Heartache

Sean Sweeney /I Need a Hero

Johanna Stein / Stairway to Winnipeg

R.P. / Parents Just Don’t Understand

Carrie Seim / Sexual Harassment Essay

Scott Lifton / The Starter Girlfriend

Boni Joi / Breakup Poetry

Marnie Pomerantz / Hot for Teacher

Matt Berck and Kirsten Gronfield / Dueling Diaries

Kevin Wofsy / Back into the Closet

Nellie Stevens / Playing House

Epilogue: What the Hell Happened?



[image: image]




[image: image]

In high school, some girls were worried about not being able to get dates. I was worried about not being able to get murdered.

I had convinced myself that I was completely unlovable. I attempted to have the upper hand, however, by purposefully making myself appear undesirable so I wouldn’t have to worry about actually being undesirable.

I presented myself as a miserable wreck of a girl— tangled disarray of black hair, paler than a ghost, always walking around looking sullen and angry. Outside, I looked like a depressed mess. Inside, however, I was really just one big raging hormone. I often fantasized that Robert Smith, the lead singer of the Cure, was totally in love with me. Obviously, he couldn’t really be in love with me on account of the fact that I was unlovable.

So in my lonely yearning I wrote many poems in my journal—a black book on which I scrawled “Book of Depression” in black puffy paint. These helped me get out my teenage sexual frustration and were a way to let Mr. Smith know how exactly I felt about him.

Untitled

So you say you have

always wanted to commit

a murder and get

away with it?

Kill me. PLEASE.

Wrap your long, white,

wedding-banded

fingers around my throat,

look into my eyes with

your small, brown irises

until mine drop into blackness

and my sight

and breath are gone

forever,

kiss my purple-tinted lips

with your red-stained ones

until mine are stained with

your loss.

no one could ever murder me

as well as you,

my god.

And no one ever will.

Untitled

The flat character

looks up at him

The sad, unsatisfied god.

She is worried, so she prays.

It is no help.

He is too sad to grant wishes

or answer prayers.

She wishes she could do something

but it is no use

He is in a world too far away

for her to see or smell.

Untitled

Speeding along in my compact space of metal, glass

and rubber

I feel like God—able to do what I please to anyone I

please.

Synonymous to the red blood cell on the rural

Artery on the way home.

I can see far ahead of me on the highway

As I realize that there is another vehicle

Coming from the other direction.

I recognize the driver—my love for him immense.

I race faster towards him, my heart beating

And increasing with the speed of the car.

I can feel warmth like no other as I envision

My vehicle moving into his lane and

Realize that I have already done so without

Enough time to turn back.

Blackness.

I open my eyes to see that the artery has

Burst, across my windshield the blood is

Spattered in a mixture of flesh and glass.

The idol lay dead, his face inches from mine

Which is stuck on-to the steering wheel.

But he is not dead yet, he moves,

Enough for me to look into his eyes

And ask him if it was as good

For him as it was for me. I stop,

Knowing that the line was too commonplace for

The God on my windshield, so I closed my eyes and

shuffled off this mortal coil.
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In high school I vacillated between being extremely horny and a very active member of the Ukiah First Presbyterian Church youth group and Bible study. As such, I was a militant virgin and a compulsive masturbator.

Over the course of six months I set out to find God, only to discover something else as well.

12-14-87
Sexual frustration. I constantly dwell on this subject. Perhaps God put trials on earth for people and mine is good-looking beautiful males. It is the thorn in my side-that which prevents me from furthering my spiritual growth. I need to be gently touched, physically, emotionally, spiritually. I touch others, but Jesus is the only one who touches me.

1-13-88
I was reading a book about major religions and I found the basic truths of Buddhism to have significance.
1. All life is suffering. (ie sexual frustration)
2. Suffering is caused by craving (ie wanting, lusting and not satisfying desires)
3. Deny earthly cravings.
4. Transcend—become Buddha, enlightened one.

A Christian can transcend as well. Perhaps I need more meditation, more dedication to other people, more time in prayer, Bible study. No, not perhaps, I do need to do this. I must be a rebel, as was Christ!

1-21-88
The drive to Tahoe is so boring. Wendy is so infatuated with this guy and she can’t stop talking about him. We get there and Jeff, Greg, Brady and I build a snow sculpture of a penis complete with a garden hose. It was a riot. Then we steal some rum from a cabin. Brady is sexy. After Bible study we all goof around until Wendy gives me a lecture about how out of line my behavior is. True I was obnoxious, but it really bugs me when everyone is too prudish to enjoy themselves.

1-29-88
I have three earrings in my right ear. I did this myself last night but this morning is not beautiful. I am happy with myself until I think about my life. I fantasize about marvelous men who are non existent in my life so I masturbate (I hate that word) for sexual fulfillment but my state of frustration continues. I have so much desire, creativity, imagination, sensuality, sensitivity but with whom may I share these feelings?

2-14-88
Sometimes I wish I were a guy. Guys are kinder than women. Women are highly sensitive and creative individuals thus causing them to be raging bitches. Women are manipulative, cunning, back-stabbing gossiping snags. Guys are oblivious, susceptible, sexually active, misguided lost people, but they are sweet. I would be a wonderful guy—so sexy. My body, hair style, looks would be uniquely exquisite. I would be a swimmer, a rad guitar player and an accomplished actor. Tons of girls would lust after me—I would see most of them as utterly foolish, but there would be some friends, females, who would keenly see my value as a human being.

2-29-88
I started out ugly in junior high. Awkward, boyish, big nose, no make up, no breasts, nerdy clothes. Then like a flower I bloomed into a young woman. I keep getting more beautiful on the inside and out and my father says I will continue to do so. I think my body developed in a perfect sequence. I have a beautiful body—shapely legs, curvy slim hips, large full breasts, interesting face structure, blue/green eyes, shiny golden hair, perfect teeth, a big smile and a tall 5’8” body. I need to lose 15 pounds to attain bodily perfection though… Right now I am a blob, but come summer I will be gorgeous!!

3-10-88
I will be 18 soon, a legal adult punishable by law in the adult courts. So before I reach this turning point… I must rape the little ones. Perhaps I will briefly indulge in Todd, a sophomore to be completed by a triumphant act with the unbearably gorgeous freshman Brian. It is so sad that these two are underclassmen. Being a senior girl is difficult. There are no desirable men in my class and I have gotten to the point of self-assurance that I don’t care what others think of what I do.
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4-11-88
Yesterday I went to Chris’s house. Chris is my current mate. I went over and brought my guitar and stood there and played for Chris and his very fuckable little gorgeous freshman brother Brian. I played my version of the Cure’s “Boys Don’t Cry.” I really embarrassed myself which is terrible. The problem is Chris is too hung up on coolness to get into my eccentricities.

Maybe I should shave my legs, dress wonderfully, stop playing my guitar along with my stereo with no lights on while wearing my underwear. I shouldn’t laugh out loud, I shouldn’t dance like a freak. I should calm down. I shouldn’t sleep in the nude, model for my mirrors, dance with only my garter belt on. I shouldn’t press my breasts against the icy glass to see my nipples get hard. I shouldn’t swim seductively, skinny dipping when I get the chance. I shouldn’t dance with my flowing pareau and stay up reading and writing. I am self confident and happy and therefore a threat to the existence of insecure people.

4-30-88
Yesterday I took an adventurous walk in the rain through the hills and valleys behind my house. I crossed creeks, hopped fences and got lost. I finally came to my secret grove as the sun began to set. I took off my shirt and bra and laid down breasts first in the wet grass. I thought about Dustin Welch and the Indians of Ancient Days and I came. I am a very sexual person!

6-10-88
Jay keeps finger banging me in the hot tub. We’ll be there with many people talking, then we start teasing each other with our hands and feet. Before too long, he is touching me in the forbidden THERE and I indulge while other people in the tub continue chatting in celibacy. I smile and talk like nothing is happening but something is definitely happening. I just get such a charge from attractive people. How superficial I am with relationships!

7-1-88
Well a certainly sexually frustrating day. I must be near menstruation. But today was Bible study. How wonderful it is to sing praises to God. I feel my spirit singing inside of me reaching and connecting with God. It makes me elated with euphoric tears in my eyes.

I have such a different view of religion. I’m happy or mad with God, not usually sad and overly emotional. Joy or anger. God I want sunshine. I want to be beautiful. I feel beautiful. I am beautiful. If only I could stop my chocolate addiction. I need help, I shake, my eyes water. I satisfy my sexual needs with chocolate. Maybe I should stick a chocolate bar inside my warm moist vagina. It would melt. Then I would die.

Did you know I can fold my tongue? Yes I can. Then I flick it out like a lizard. I am a reptile. Then why do I have allergies? Wow, I can’t wait to graduate. I run naked with anticipation. School is a sweet slow hell. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to be a fish? To live underwater with your entire body engulfed in aquamarine joy. Water is so beautiful. I hate wearing a swimsuit. I am a liberated woman… FREE! Oh I smile a knowing smile. I am detached from everyone. I look older, much older than everyone here at school. I am older and more independent.

End of Summer 1988
Jay came into my life on June 10, 1988. He had long flowing blonde hair, a lean tone body, a keen interest in nature, a confidence and aura which molded and entwined with my spirit. We were so in synch, on the same wave. Beautiful, glowing—yet self-indulgent drinking wine and smoking cloves. Jay made other relationships and boys seem obsolete. Jay was all. I was so attracted to him.

We made love in Berkeley at the Marriot Marina on July 20, 1988. We were too in tune with each other—out of touch with God. Yet we did make love again and again. Uniting our bodies, souls and minds in a way which is less than the best. More wrong than right. Yet so incredible, so powerful and moving.

ADULT ME SAYS:

And that is how I finally lost my virginity to a visiting Mormon delinquint from Utah. It turns out that Jay is currently employed at a Vegas hotel. As for me, I am still a horny Presbyterian. 
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In seventh grade I realized I was gay. And although this was in Fargo, North Dakota, I did manage to find a couple of gay friends. But those friendships were born from circumstance and maintained by necessity, not desire.

Through my remaining high school years, I continued to search for a more fulfilling relationship with someone I actually wanted to be with. These journal entries were typed on my Amiga 3000 beginning in 1988, when I was thirteen, and span the following six years.

Jon is a jerk! Uncle Gene thinks I’m a fag because I like stickers. That’s ok, he’s a jerk too. Tom Montague died his hair auburn and wants me to call him Bernie. My mom says Sam and Tom are a bad influence on me. She thinks they’re turning me into a fag. I don’t see how they could be a bad influence. Tom is on the honor roll.

I just thought I’d list the good and bad things about
Sam.
Bad:
He’s not like me
My parents dislike him
He thinks negative
Acts stupid
Weird
Fat
Boring
Unattractive
Never compliments me
People think we’re gay

Good:
He’s my age
He’s in my grade

Sam jacked me off tonight while we watched my video.

ADULT ME SAYS:

The “video” was actually a tape I’d shot of myself masturbating.

He wants me to make one for Steve.

Sam doesn’t like me jacking him off. I sucked his a couple of times… but sex is so boring really. Liz is bisexual. However I don’t really give a shit. I love popping zits.

After eating at Randy’s a couple days ago, Mom said, “Sooooo… would you consider yourself… homosexual. . . heterosexual?”

“I like to think of myself as sexually open-minded,” I said. A complete lie. Granted, I do believe there are true bisexuals, but I’m not one of them.
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