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EDITOR’S NOTE


It is with a bitter mixture of scholarly excitement and deep personal sadness that I present this account of the strange events leading up to the tragic end of one young woman’s life. Readers familiar with my earlier volume, Diary of a Haunting, will know of my commitment to the search for evidence of paranormal phenomena—some might even call it my obsession. The story that follows is the most startling documentation of the effects of supernatural forces I have ever yet encountered, and its significance to human understanding cannot be overestimated. It pains me, however, that this revelation comes at such a heavy cost.


The author of this text, called Laetitia here, is a singularly brave soul who endured unthinkable torments before developing a hard-won understanding of the forces afflicting her. In the eight months prior to the events reported here, she maintained an unremarkable Internet journal detailing her pursuit of a career as a musician and offering personal grooming tutorials to her followers. In January of 2014 the tone and content of her entries shifted as Laetitia became troubled by inexplicable physical symptoms. She began posting more locked entries that could not be viewed by her followers, and gradually started to use the blog more as a personal diary.


Upon Laetitia’s death, her mother found the password for her blog among her things and read the private entries. Her mother was advised by a friend familiar with my previous work to pass the document on to me, and so I came into possession of this unique document. The horror I experienced in reading of Laetitia’s bizarre condition is matched only by a determination to make such knowledge public, and thus serve both science and the memory of this remarkable young woman.


The journal has been lightly edited, mostly to protect Laetitia and her family’s privacy, and to remove irrelevant passages that have no bearing on the tragic events that led to her death.


I can only hope Laetitia’s family is comforted to know her courageous sacrifice has increased public understanding of the terrifying yet awe-inspiring anomalies that may be found on the fringes of human experience.


Montague Verano,    Ph d.


Professor, Department of History


University of Idaho




All identifying names, places, and images have been changed or removed to protect the anonymity of those involved.





MONDAY, JANUARY 6, 4:15 P.M. (PUBLIC)


Thank you all for your comments on my last tutorial on creating a two-tone wig! I’m glad it was useful. And you know, you can use that same technique to create more than two tones if you want to do three tones or go crazy and do, like, a million different colors. Actually, that would be difficult—you probably want to limit yourself to four or five at most.


And thanks to everyone who said I looked fabulous! You guys are the best.


[image: images]


Sometimes people at school or on the street try to judge me for having pink or purple or turquoise hair, or wearing glittery eyelashes in the middle of the afternoon, but screw them. You guys understand me and always know how to lift my spirits.


Speaking of which, today was rough. I lost my voice! Totally and completely lost it—I opened my mouth, and nothing at all came out. I panicked, of course. That’s never happened to me before. . . . I’ve had sore or scratchy throats, and I’ve gotten hoarse, but never anything like this. Completely out of the blue. I can talk a little if I force it—croak like a frog, really. But what good does croaking do me when I’m supposed to be rehearsing every day? The open auditions for America Sings are only a few months away, and I definitely can’t sing like this.


It’s really stressing me out. I *have* to make that audition! When am I ever going to get another chance like this? A chance to sing in front of real TV producers from Hollywood? I need this. I know if they can just hear me, they will love me. But I *need* to be at that audition.


I’ve been working at this for so long. My whole life, really. And I can practice and post videos online and do all the little church solos I want, but none of that is going to make me a star. It’s not enough to sing just for the people here, in my neighborhood, or the handful of people reading my blog. I want the whole world to hear my voice. And for the longest time, I didn’t see how I was going to make that happen. No matter how bad you want something, you can’t just will it into existence.


But with these auditions coming up, I feel like I finally have a chance. I’m not worried about my voice or my talent. . . . Mostly I’m worried about getting up there and freezing, and blowing my only shot at being famous. That’s why I’ve been rehearsing so much.


I got permission to use the school auditorium when no one else is, and I go in there and stand in front of all those empty seats and force myself to imagine those bigwigs from Hollywood judging me and making me feel small and insignificant. And I focus all my energy on showing them I am not small or insignificant—in letting them see the real ~**laetitia**~. The one who has a date with destiny.


But I can’t do it without my voice! That’s kind of an important part of being a singer.


I’ve never experienced anything like this before, even in a nightmare. Gramma Patty says it’s just a cold, nothing to worry about, and I want to believe her, but I’ve got to admit I’m a little nervous. My head keeps filling with all these horrible things it could be—polyps, cancer—but Gramma Patty made me gargle with salt water when I got home (blech), and now I have some hot tea with honey, and it does seem to be helping a bit. I’m going to get some rest, and hopefully, it will all be better in the morning.


In the meantime, I would really appreciate any thoughts and prayers you can send my way. This is *so* important to me, and I can use all the support I can get. Thank you!!! I love you all so much.


[image: images]





TUESDAY, JANUARY 7, 4:12 P.M. (PUBLIC)


Thank you for all the get-well-soon notes! I checked my messages this morning, and I was overwhelmed! You guys are the greatest.


I’m happy to say my voice is much better. There were one or two creaky moments when I was rehearsing after school, but nothing like yesterday. Hallelujah.


[image: images]


I was so happy I could talk and sing again, I decided to do an extraspecial ~*divanation*~ to celebrate. A pink-and-lavender wig with sparkly barrettes! Hope you like.


[photo redacted]


[photo redacted]


Since I got some new followers recently, I should explain: divanation is a word my best friend, Angela, made up when we were eleven, I think. It means “the process of making myself up like a diva.” Turning plain old Laetitia into ~**laetitia**~, the fabulous diva who’s going to rule the world with the power of her voice. I know it’s silly, but it helps me be bold and confident to have this persona I put on every day. And it makes people treat me differently too. Back when I would go to school, looking ordinary, that’s how everyone treated me. When I told them I was going to be a famous singer someday, they’d laugh or give me pitying looks. But when I put in a little effort every morning to look ~fabulous~, suddenly my dreams don’t seem so crazy anymore. Now all my friends and teachers and everyone look at me like they see the person I am on the inside. Like they believe I’m capable of anything. And that helps, especially on days when I’m not so sure of it myself.





MONDAY, JANUARY 13, 4:17 P.M. (PUBLIC)


It happened again! My voice disappeared. Now I am seriously worried. [image: images]


Last time, I woke up the next morning and felt 1,000 percent better, and I was *so* relieved. I could talk again! And more important, I could sing! Praise be, etc. I didn’t know if it was a cold or what, but all I cared about was that it was over. A little part of me wondered if that day of loss was meant to remind me to appreciate my gifts and not take them for granted, and I didn’t! I went back to my rehearsing with new gratitude, and for five days everything was just fine.


Then today I got up there on the stage, opened my mouth, and *nothing*. I came straight home, and Gramma Patty sent me to bed again. She says I pushed myself too hard and didn’t give myself a chance to fully recover. Maybe it’s true—I do feel kind of awful. Last time it was just my voice, like someone had flicked a switch and turned it off but left the rest of me just fine. This time it’s definitely more than that. I feel . . . run-down. Exhausted. A little achy, maybe. I wonder if I have a slight fever. I had strange dreams last night, and this morning I felt so low, I actually thought about going to school without doing my ~divanation~. But I can’t do that—you have to have standards. And it’s what people expect from me. The whole school might become demoralized if I showed up in plain braids.


Gramma Patty just brought me some more tea, and now that I’ve written all this out, I’m feeling a little calmer. Maybe this is just a message that I’ve been pushing myself too hard, and I need to rest for a while. I’m going to sleep early tonight, and I’m going to take a whole week off from singing, even if my voice comes back. That should help, and one week isn’t really going to set me back for the audition. I have to remember to take care of myself.





TUESDAY, JANUARY 14, 6:15 A.M. (PUBLIC)


I just had the most terrible nightmare. I don’t even know how to describe it. I know, I know, no one ever wants to hear someone describe their dreams, but . . . this wasn’t like a normal dream. Not even like a normal nightmare. It was so clear and vivid—not all mixed up and confusing, the way my dreams usually are.


There wasn’t really any story to it. All I remember was I was strapped down so I couldn’t move at all. At first I thought I was on some kind of bed, but it wasn’t really a bed. . . . It was more of an iron grate. I wasn’t scared or anything. I was just like, Oh, I guess this is what’s happening now. But then I realized someone was lighting a fire under the grate. Under *me*. And it started to get hotter and hotter until I could feel the flames tickling my skin.


And it *hurt*. I thought things weren’t supposed to hurt in dreams! I don’t think I’ve ever experienced pain in a dream before, except when something also hurt me in real life (like when I fell out of bed that one time). But this wasn’t like that. It was like I was being burned all over my body, and I could *feel* it—my skin blistering and crackling like a roasted pig.


But I didn’t scream. I didn’t do anything to try to save myself. Not that there was much I could have done, but I don’t remember crying or struggling. It was just me and that grate and the fire. And the pain.


Then I opened my eyes and I was in my bed. I never even had a sense of waking up. It was just like I’d been living through this horrible thing, with my eyes closed, and when I opened them, I was back to myself.


I don’t know. I know it was just a dream, but it shook me up, I guess. It was just so real. Part of me still feels like it really happened, even though I know that’s impossible.





TUESDAY, JANUARY 14, 6:25 A.M. (PUBLIC)


That was weird.


I just got done writing up and posting my dream, but when I reloaded the page, there was this other post I don’t remember making already on the blog. I mean, I *definitely* did not make that post. It was time-stamped from the middle of the night—when I was asleep!


It was just some weird photo. I have no clue where it came from. Some kind of glitch with the website, I guess? Wires crossed? [image: images] I don’t even know if that’s possible, lol. But I don’t know where else it could have come from, so I guess that must be it.


Anyway, I deleted it as soon as I saw it. I’m sorry if any of you out there saw it before I caught it! That’s not the kind of thing I usually post at all.





TUESDAY, JANUARY 14, 6:33 A.M. (PRIVATE)


I was going to just delete that photo from the other post, but I decided to save it first. Just in case it’s not a glitch. Like if it’s someone who has hacked my blog and is trying to mess with me, maybe. I don’t know who would do that, but you never know. . . . All kinds of crazies out there.


I thought it might be smart to save it in a locked post in case I ever needed to show it as evidence or something.


[image: images]


I didn’t notice before, because I was panicking about a strange pic on my blog and whether it would upset people and cost me followers, but now that I look at it again, it kind of reminds me of my dream, and that metal grill I was strapped to. Isn’t that strange? I mean, it must just be a coincidence. What else could it be? Gives me the shivers either way, though.





FRIDAY, JANUARY 17, 4:30 P.M. (PUBLIC)


Hey, everyone!


I just wanted to let everybody know I’m doing okay. Thank you all for your concern. I have gotten soooo many nice messages from people since my last couple of posts. You guys are the best, seriously. I know I’ve been kind of down lately and not like myself—some of you were worried about that dream I had, and then there was that weirdness with the picture—but you don’t have to worry. I’m getting better, and I’ll be back to your regularly scheduled ~divanation~ posts before you know it.


It’s nice to know you care—I love you all!


Also, I hate to bring this up, but to the people who felt the need to send anon messages complaining about the “turn this blog has taken” and threatening to unfollow . . . yeah, I didn’t appreciate that. This blog is a labor of love, and I haven’t been feeling well, so that means I haven’t been able to post my usual stuff. If hearing real stuff about what’s going on in my life bothers you so much, go ahead and unfollow. Fine by me.


Okay, sorry about that. It was only a few people, but it had to be said.


Thanks again for your notes and messages! I love you all.





FRIDAY, JANUARY 17, 10:15 P.M. (PRIVATE)


I’m so sick of my blog fans making me feel guilty for living my life and wanting to share it. I thought they all supported me, but they’re only here for ~**laetitia**~, not the real me. I guess that shouldn’t surprise me, but I wish I had someone to talk to about what’s going on.


There’s Mamma and Gramma, of course, but they don’t really count. They’re too full of opinions on how I should lead my life, plus they’ll get all worked up and worried if they think something is really wrong. I’ve got my crew at school, but I guess I’m realizing now that I’m not all that close to any of them. We mostly just kid around, and I never have deep, serious conversations with them.


The people I know just aren’t interested in the same stuff as I am. For as long as I can remember, all I’ve cared about is my singing. A lot of people think that’s cool, but that doesn’t mean they want to hear about the hours I spend practicing every day or the techniques I’m trying to develop or the recordings I’m listening to. If I talk about that stuff, people tune out after a few minutes and change the subject to something I don’t know much about: parties or movies or sports. I’ve learned over the years to stay quiet and just laugh at other people’s jokes.


I wish Angela were still around. I miss her so much! She always had time for me. She lived across the street when I first moved here, but she moved away last summer. We were about five when we met, and back then you could just walk up to another little girl playing in her yard and be like, We’re best friends now, and that was that. It was simpler. I remember when I first realized I was going to be a singer, I told Angela that when she grew up, she could be my manager and we would always be together. I have no idea how I even knew about managers then. I must have heard some diva talking about hers in a TV interview or something. Angela and I both thought it sounded grown-up and impressive. We’d play for hours, me as the pop diva, and her managing me. She’d dress me up and show me how to move while I sang. We were a great team.


Then Angela’s mom got a new boyfriend, and they moved to another neighborhood. And I know, it’s not like they moved to the other side of the universe—it’s just two short bus trips away—but she goes to a different high school, and we don’t see each other every day, and it’s just different. She texts me sometimes or we chat online, but we don’t seem to have as much in common anymore. Angela got a boyfriend, and now all our conversations are just Tre this and Tre that. She doesn’t seem interested in music. Maybe she never really was, and just did all that stuff for me.


We used to talk about anything and everything. I want to be able to go across the street and tell her all the crazy stuff that’s been going on, and have her listen and reassure me that I’m not just making a big deal out of nothing.





SATURDAY, JANUARY 18, 10:30 A.M. (PRIVATE)


Oh great. Now I just lost a bunch of followers. Seriously, people? Folks are damn fickle. Oh well, who cares about them anyway? Haters, etc.


Maybe I shouldn’t have posted so much about being sick or losing my voice. People don’t like to hear about that sort of stuff, I guess. Or maybe it wasn’t even that—maybe it was that last public post I made, complaining about the anon hate I was getting. People come here, expecting positivity and sweetness. I guess I better keep it that way.


Things *have* been getting a little gloomy around here. I need to post something more in my usual style to reassure people the blog hasn’t changed. But I can’t sing, and I’m just not up to the hair and makeup tutorials right now. Maybe an AMA? People usually like those.





SATURDAY, JANUARY 18, 10:45 A.M. (PUBLIC)


Feeling a bit better, but I’m still resting my voice. Since I’m just stuck here, moping about how I can’t rehearse, maybe you all can entertain me. Ask Me Anything, starting now!





SATURDAY, JANUARY 18, 11:54 A.M. (PUBLIC)


Hi, Laetitia! I really love your blog! You’re so fierce and ambitious and driven, I just know you’re going to be a big star one day. Can you talk a little bit about how you got started as a singer? Do you take lessons or have a voice coach?—anonymous


Thank you so much for the ask, Nonny! You’re so sweet.


I can’t believe I never told the story on here of how I got into singing, but I can’t find it in my archives. I’ve been singing since I was a little girl. I got handpicked out of my church congregation to join the choir when I was only seven years old, because the choir director said even from the pews, she could hear I had a voice like an angel.


[image: images]


Since then, I’ve had more solos than anyone in the history of our church. I love it! Most teenagers probably think going to church is a pain in the you-know-what, but I look forward to Sundays all week long. I’m never more myself than when I’m performing for people.


My deep dark secret is . . . shhhhh . . . I wasn’t a *bit* surprised when I got picked that day. I know, I know! You’re not supposed to admit to stuff like that. You’re supposed to be all humble, like . . . what??? Little old me? But I can’t lie: that’s never how it’s been with me. I still remember the day the choir director approached Mamma and Gramma Patty after church, and how amazed they both were that their little baby girl had been picked out of the crowd, but to me, it felt inevitable. I felt like I’d always known this was coming.


I can’t really explain it. As long as I can remember, I’ve always had this sense I would wind up doing something really big. Something that would make people all over the world know my name. I don’t know where this certainty came from. . . . It’s like a little voice inside me that has always whispered that I’m special, and it’s only a matter of time before the rest of the world realizes it too. Does everyone feel this way? Maybe they do. Maybe we all feel like we’re special and destined for some particular kind of greatness. And I guess in a way, that’s true. We’re all part of God’s plan, and what could be greater than that?


But for me, it’s always felt a little different. Mamma likes to tell a story from when I was a baby. She says I always loved it when people cooed over me and said, “That’s the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen” or “Aren’t you the prettiest little girl in the world?” Mamma never thought much of it. Then one day in the grocery store, I heard an old woman tell some other little girl she was the sweetest thing in the whole wide world, and I went right up to the woman and said, “No, she isn’t. I am!”


[image: images]


I was only three when it happened, so Mamma and Gramma Patty mostly just thought it was cute, and didn’t make too much of it. And I learned pretty quickly you’re not supposed to say that stuff out loud. But the truth is, I still feel that way sometimes. Maybe I’m not the prettiest or the sweetest or whatever, but that little voice telling me I have a special destiny has never gone away.


For a while I wasn’t sure what it would be. I thought maybe I would be an adventurer and travel the world or I’d cure some disease or be president. But the day that church lady spoke to Mamma and Gramma Patty, I knew I was born to be a singer. My voice was the thing that made me special, and someday everyone in the world would be able to see me the way I had always seen myself.


But of course that doesn’t mean I’ve just been sitting here, waiting for the world to beat a path to my door! I know it doesn’t work like that. *I* may have always known I was special, but if I’m going to convince the rest of the world, I know I have to pay my dues and put some real work in. So even as a little kid, I practiced every day. I just started singing all the time, and I’d sing along with my favorite songs, and every time I found a note I couldn’t hit or a rhythm I couldn’t copy, I’d work and work at it until I did. I’ve never had a teacher or a coach, other than the church choir director, but I know I’ve worked as hard as any singer out there.


And thanks to that, my voice is so much stronger and clearer than it used to be. My pitch is more accurate, my range extended. I know there are still better singers in the world than I am, but I think I’m ready for my shot now. I want the world to hear me! But I just have to be patient a little while longer, and practice and train all I can, so when my chance comes, I can really blow them away.





SATURDAY, JANUARY 18, 12:30 P.M. (PUBLIC)


I love your style and aesthetic, and your voice is so beautiful. Do you ever write your own songs? It would probably help you get your big break if you did. It seems like all the biggest singers write their own lyrics.—[username redacted]


Thank you—you are so sweet! Actually, there is a long tradition of singers and songwriters being two separate callings. A lot of my idols never wrote a word or a note, but they put so much passion into their singing that it became an art form. Right now I want to focus on training my voice, because I feel like that’s what I have to offer the world. Other people may have the gift of writing lyrics or composing, but maybe they can’t sing. We all have our callings, and mine is to give a voice to the words and music that might be someone else’s calling.


[image: images]





SATURDAY, JANUARY 18, 12:42 P.M. (PRIVATE)


I think that’s the third (fourth?) time someone has asked me on the blog why I don’t write my own songs. It’s pretty annoying, to be honest. Yes, I realize that’s the fashion now, but I don’t know how! It’s not that I haven’t tried coming up with some lyrics; it’s just that they’re all terrible. I mean really bad. I don’t even know what to write about. In church we sing all these praise songs, and they’re beautiful, but there’s nothing I could add to those. I’d be ashamed if I wrote something silly and stupid and then tried to offer it to God. That doesn’t seem right.


And then there are love songs, which are what most pop songs are and what most people want to listen to, but it’s not like I have a lot of experience in that area. I can’t write about deep, passionate love. And besides, I’d be way too embarrassed to sing about anything so personal. I like singing, not writing—what’s wrong with that? I have one gift, and I just want to make it the best I can. Why does everyone want me to be something I’m not?





SUNDAY, JANUARY 19, 3:43 P.M. (PUBLIC)


My week of rest is almost up, and I have been *really* good about going to bed early every night, eating well, and not singing, not even in the shower. Hopefully, when I start rehearsing again this week, everything will be back to normal!


Except I’m not sure I’m getting better. I don’t exactly *feel* better. I thought, after all this rest, I would be full of energy, but even though I try to fight it, I feel worse than ever. I’ve been dragging myself through school every day, like [image: images].


I’ve also been kind of sick to my stomach all week, except when it lets up for a bit and I’m suddenly *starving*. What is this? The flu? I really hope it gets better soon. Maybe I’ve been resting *too* much, and that’s what’s making me feel bad. I just need to get back to rehearsing, and I’m sure I’ll feel better.


By the way, thank you all for your thoughts and prayers—it means so much to me to have your support. Sorry I haven’t felt up to posting any hair and makeup tutorials lately. I’m just too worn-down.





SUNDAY, JANUARY 19, 9:20 P.M. CHAT LOG


angela: hey. you there?


laetitia: hey, girl! i was just thinking about you the other day!


laetitia: i miss you so much!


angela: i miss you too.


angela: i saw tre talking to another girl today. i don’t know what to do.


laetitia: about what?


angela: about tre!


laetitia: oh. he was just talking to her, right? that doesn’t seem like that big a deal.


angela: maybe. that’s what lisa said. but then tasha said tre’s only been with me less than a month, and he shouldn’t even be looking at other girls when he could be looking at me.


laetitia: i guess.


angela: or am i just making a huge deal out of nothing?


laetitia: maybe . . . ?


angela: well, which is it??? geez, don’t you even have an opinion?


laetitia: come on. you know i don’t know about this stuff. plus i’m not feeling well.


angela: why, what’s wrong?


laetitia: lost my voice.


angela: what? like, you’re sick?


laetitia: idk. i can talk, still. . . . it’s just my singing voice. i can’t sing *at all*.


angela: wow, that sucks. worried about your audition? you’re still doing that, right?


laetitia: hope so. idk. not if my voice doesn’t come back.


laetitia: plus it’s not just that. i’ve been having these really scary dreams. only . . .


angela: what?


laetitia: don’t call me crazy, okay?


angela: ha-ha, of course not.


laetitia: sometimes i wake up with, like, bruises or sores where i got hurt during my dream. and they hurt really bad when i press on them. sort of a burning feeling.


angela: maybe don’t press on them??


laetitia: ha-ha. yeah, that makes sense.


angela: don’t worry, babe. you’ll be fine. you’re just anxious about your audition, but you’re gonna be great! you always are.


laetitia: thanks.


angela: oh no, tre’s online. should i talk to him?


laetitia: idk . . . probably?


angela: okay, i’m going to ask him about that girl. talk later!





TUESDAY, JANUARY 21, 4:40 P.M. (PUBLIC)


I guess I really must be exhausted still. I think I fell asleep on the bus. I’ve never done that before. Usually I’m up, chattering away with people or texting with Mamma or listening to music. Today I couldn’t seem to do anything but just sit there and stare out the window. Then, one second I was looking out the window at the streets I’ve seen a million times before, and the next, I guess my eyes had closed, because the scene was totally different. There was a crowd of people all yelling at me. I couldn’t make out the words, but I knew they were saying terrible things about me, like I had committed some awful crime. In front of me, lying flat on a platform, there was a giant wheel, like maybe for an old wagon or something . . . only there were sharp spikes all over it.


Then I was grabbed from behind and turned around, and the next thing I knew, I was being strapped across this wheel. I knew I was being punished for my crime, and even though I couldn’t remember what I had done, I didn’t fight or struggle. I just accepted that I deserved the punishment, like last time.


That’s when they started beating me. I couldn’t see who—I don’t know if I had closed my eyes in the dream or if I was too focused on the pain to notice anything else. I’m not sure I’ve ever felt something so awful. They were beating my arms and legs with hammers and clubs, and I could feel the bones shattering under the skin.


I don’t know how long I sat there like that. The bus ride isn’t long, but I’m not sure if it was, like, a second or a couple of minutes. In the dream, it felt like forever. It felt like days. I was just lost in pain and hopelessness.


Who knows how long it might have gone on like that, except one of my friends said she noticed me sitting there, whimpering and crying a little, my eyes closed. She touched my shoulder and asked if I was okay, and I snapped out of it. The weird thing is, I wasn’t slumped down in my seat like I was sleeping. She said I had been sitting up straight, my whole body rigid and twitching. And when my eyes snapped open, for a second I didn’t even know who she was. I felt like I’d been in another world.


So weird to have two of these dreams in a row like this. Are they related to my other problems? If all this is really just the flu, then I guess maybe they could be fever dreams. Except I don’t feel like I have a fever.







TUESDAY, JANUARY 21, 3:50 P.M. (PRIVATE)




[image: Images]










TUESDAY, JANUARY 21, 4:50 P.M. (PRIVATE)


What is this??? Another weird photo? I just posted that thing about my dream, and it was there. I think I caught it and locked it up as a private post before anyone saw it. Lord, this is the last thing I need to deal with right now. It can’t just be a glitch, can it? I dream about being tortured on an iron grill, and a picture of a grill appears. I dream about being beaten within an inch of my life on some wheel, and this shows up? Someone must be reading my posts and then hacking into my account to mess with me. But how? And why? I’ve never done anything to hurt or offend anyone, I don’t think.


Also, both times these pictures have looked like they were posted *before* I made my dream descriptions. How could that be? Is my secret enemy psychic or something? It can’t be that. They must just be playing with the time stamps somehow.


It’s really creeping me out, though. This blog has always been a safe space for me, where I can get support and encouragement. It used to be a great pick-me-up when I’d had a bad day, to come on here and see people liking and reblogging my stuff and sending me fan mail. It made me feel like I was worth something. It’s awful for someone to attack it like this now, when I’m already feeling scared and sick and helpless.


I’m not sure what to do. I guess I’ll send a message to the support staff, to see if they can tell me what’s going on. And in the meantime, I’ll change my password. Maybe that will help.





FRIDAY, JANUARY 24, 5:20 P.M. (PRIVATE)


I just realized I lost a bunch more followers this week. Nice. Let people see a side of you that is anything but cheerful and upbeat, and they start to jump ship. I wonder if this has anything to do with that photo. I thought I had caught it quickly, but maybe some people did see it and then decide I’ve lost it. It probably doesn’t help that it’s been a while since I’ve posted normal photos, like selfies.


People see one thing they don’t like, and they are so quick to unfollow! It should have been obvious it was a mistake or a glitch and nothing to do with me. Anyone who’s been following me for a while knows I do *not* post stuff like that. You’d think they’d give me the benefit of the doubt, or maybe message me to ask if I’m feeling okay.


Maybe I should have been keeping up better with my in-box. There are a bunch of messages in there about the dream I posted. Some of my followers are just concerned, but of course I can’t get away from assholes who are like, I followed you for makeup tips; I am not interested in your creepy-ass dreams. Thanks for your support! Maybe it was dumb to post that kind of thing. I know everyone always hates dream posts—I’ve made fun of them myself—but I thought these were more interesting. Well, they were interesting to *me*. And isn’t this journal supposed to be about me and my life?


Ha. That’s not how anyone else sees it.


Maybe I better make another video, or at least post some selfies, before I lose any more followers. People are used to things being positive and uplifting around here. I guess if I ever want to talk about my not-so-good days, I should stick to private posts.





SATURDAY, JANUARY 25, 9:10 A.M. (PUBLIC)


Still resting my voice! But I thought I’d share a few pics of my look for today. I’ll write up instructions for it soon, I swear.
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