
not expecting to hear what I heard. I was expecting to hear some sort of explanation. An 
apology yes, but an apology that accompanied a request to try again, an apology that gave a 
different explanation for his disappearance. The truth is that I was expecting that I was still 
wanted, that he would be calling ashamed at having acted so but still wanting me. That's the 
truth. Nevermind what I knew, what I wished for was quite different, and because of that I 
was genuinely surprised and hurt that I wasn't wanted. Anyway, I am welcoming this 
sickness. It gives me a reason to feel unwell, at least it gives my feeling of dis-ease a definite 
reason, a place to go - onto my soggy tissues. 
I was almost going to say that I wish I wrote like Alice Walker. But that is not what I want. I 
wish I wrote with the confidence and honesty and clarity that she does. I'm reading a lot of 
her books lately. In fact, very soon I will have read a majority of them. 
I'm starting to notice that there is a certain calmness about my reading. That I am actually 
hearing myself read the words in my head. A certain flow. It's truly peaceful to read in this 
way. 
I keep replaying the events and conversations of the past days in my head. Of Tuesday 
morning, and of Tuesday night. I want to go back and redo it all over again. I'm not sure how 
I would have it tum out. 
It occurred to me as I re-read yesterday's entry that my conflict towards my work stems from 
the fact that I don't feel that I have a right to express myself. What I need to do is start 
believing that I have a right to speak my truth, to express my reality - regardless of how 
others perceive of the "importance" of this reality. My expressing what I need to say does not 
in any way negate the experience of others, neither does it devalue or belittle them. I am 
simply exercising a right and a need. Whatever judgement others may choose to have about 
that choice, or about what I choose to express/say in my work, that is their prerogative. But I 
need to stop it from getting I the way of doing what I want to do. The funny part of aiJ this is 
that nobody has yet expessed any negativity towards my work. Yes they still have trouble 
conceiving of it as "work". That bothers me. I'm going to need to work on that. If anything it 
is those who have such a fiXed notion of what constitutes ''work" that need to reinvestigate 
that for themselves. I simply have to live by my rules and whether that gets any respect or not 
it should not affect my respect for the value of my work. 
It all comes down to respect? 
I have to respect my work before I can demand that respect from others? 
In order to fully be able to respect my work I have to fully understand why I am doing it? 
Yes. 
I want to start looking into meditation. For real. 
About A. W ., having read her biography, I am AMAZED at how much of what she writes is 
drawn from her life, is either completely or semi-autobiographical. Of course I am coming to 
this realization at roughly the same time as others, since her biography came out only 
recently, therefore the Jinks between her work and her life are only now becoming apparent. 
Still, whether the majority of her readers knew it or not, she knew that she was drawing from 
her life immensely. How fearless. Here it is taking me years to finally be able to admit why I 
write what I write about. The lady had it from the start. I guess that's what makes a Pulitzer 
prize winner! 
He's gone. He's really gone. He is in another country. Right now. I can almost feel his 
absence. I can feel his absence. Like a sad afterthought. It's almost as if he's dead. He has 
died. I'm remembering him as we remember a departed. 
It just occurred to me, all those times in which I had missed calls from him during the last 
two weeks after I left the message, two weeks into the ordeal, he was probably calling to 
finally meet up in order to apologize. Left the message on Monday, got missed calls on 
Wednesday and Thursday. That was the only kind of meeting he was interested in having I 
guess. But what of the long gaps between returning my 1 voicemail that was in response t~ 


