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[H]o•-                  [un‘­d]
Do u ���r �e gÌ �• u u�d � 

 out w/ � S� Fšnc•� • ‹g«? 
Th¿e �ld ‹g«s œ�t � �ur ³Š, 
�lk�g � �e ‘rk? Do u �m�r �e 
gÌ u ®id 
º Âe � � B�gkoc a 
�� a
? In �e small air-�nd§i   ̂
hŸel ³Š, w/ �e 2 small �ds w/ 
‘rk b”e �v�s + �­r • �e air -
••, �­ • ‹g«, �t�ng � a 
p��ic 	air � ‰ t of �e Luf�� -
® air€† �un­r? Do u ��m�r �e 
gÌ 
o �oº � �e w��w � �ur 
p�† �xiiˆ �wn �e runw– tw�ds 
P�•? Do u ��m�r �e gÌ u �t • 
�e ¡a� �•i  � P�• �• hŸ 
œ‡ng ‘y a �� a
? He w� �m�g 
� ‰Š Am��‘m, u w�e we��g ²e 
€†r + �›ˆ †r…us, but exc§ˆ 
+ ha—y. Well, gu�s 
•, �• gÌ 
• �ill h�e + he • ��k�g a¥ut 
u. He m•�s u a �t, ��ks a¥ut u 
all of �e ��. He w•h� he �uld 
�lk � u, �e u a·�. He • ‚e€ng 
so mu	 ™� �• he • hav�g a h�d 
�� ƒa€ng w/ §. 

Do u ��m�r �e gÌ 
o �ft u � 
�e ��šunt   New Ye�s Eve 
� he 
w� �al� �unk + �� suÍ�� �m -
��d, run‹ng ba¬ � a•�gize, but 
§ w� �o �­, u 
�e al�Žy hu•. 
Do u ��m�r �e gÌ 
o œ�t a �t 
of �� �t�ng žgh + ��g d•�nt, 
a�of. Do u ���r �e gÌ 
o hŽ a 
��ssfull job „r a �up� of •n�s 
+ w� alw–s � a bŽ •º, ag§•ˆ 
(•�� cuz he w� �t�ng žgh ev�y 
‘y)? [H]o•, we have a ˜ob�m w/ 
�ugs, we’ve hŽ �• ˜ob�m „r a 
�ng ��. It †v� �al� �“ˆ 
€� a ˜ob�m � us �l u �ft �. 
We �n’t w�t � �t žgh �y•�, we 
have �solvˆ � Å§e �mp�­�. We 
have �� so�r „r • ��t a •n� 
©w + ‚el mu	 �t­r. We �e ©t 
��g § „r u, we’� ��g § „r 
ou•elf. We k©w if we �e ©t �t -
�ng žgh we c� � a �t­r •• , 
sŠe e •� ca™b� of �ve, �t­r 
su§ˆ � �¾u‹c•e w/ �e ••  we 
�e €v�g w§h. We w•h �• ��g 
�•, 	�g�g our €‚ � �• w–, 
w� �ough � ma� u w�t us ba¬, 
but we k©w �• § • ˜ob� �o �­ 
„r u � w�t � � w/ us a·�, we 
k©w �• �e 	��s we have ƒ�ƒd 
� ma� �e �o �­. A� u out ��e 
[H]o•? we m•s u, p��e �lk � �, 
�n’t shut us out.

14 Nov—Santa Monica
More of the same. Spent the day w/ S, doing nothing. Got high 
(for the 2nd day in a row, did not pay....). Have been going to 
meetings, tho having a hard time finding our “higher power.” 
Going up to S.F. this weekend (thanks to D, who bought us a 
ticket).

16 Nov—Santa Monica
Only 2 days of sobriety, but some new revelations, that take us 
further than we have ever been. These last days we have been 
struggling w/ the concept of higher power. We have prayed + 
we’ve cried at our inability to reach a peace w/ ourself. Amist a 
desire to get high comes a simple message, relax, quit fighting 
yourself, u have always had your super ego, your higher power, 
your voice of god. U have always had this voice, u just have 
always chosen to get high instead of listening. Fear + resent-
ment has always made us use. Fear of being alone + resentment 
against those who have left us alone. We guess today we really 
felt the reality of our situation. By using drugs we (were) are 
isolating ourself, making ourself alone. We will continue to battle 
our mind on some level, using drugs will always be a option 
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(just like suicide will always be a option) but it will remain an option that we have tried already + 1 we know 
will only make our life more unmanageable. Have faith Ulysses, have faith in YOUR higher power. Have faith 
in yourself, quit fighting yourself, relax, give yourself a break.

26 Nov—Menlo Park
It’s the Sunday after Thanksgiving (which we spent alone in Santa Monica) + we’re here in Menlo, again. 
After last weekend we went back to L.A. in a bad mood, we used a couple of times + let ourself get back into 
a rut. D went to N.Y. + his friend [B] came from New Zealand. B is a real A.A. advocate + forced us to talk + 
go to some meetings. Like D, he is a bit of a sex addict + this put some strain in his credibility, for us. E was 
starting to bother us also. We worked out a deal w/ B, where he would sublet our place, at least for a couple 
of weeks, while we came up here to Menlo. We couldn’t find any work in L.A. + Penelope said we could work 
on the old house, so here we are...

We still feel psychically uncomfortable, (it’s been 2 days) + spiritually we feel empty. We hard a have 
time acknowledging the blessings of life + we feel bitter + resentful to the world (for making us so lonely + 
broke...) we hope that getting in good psyshical shape + doing sum work (for money) will change all of that, 
it’s worth a try.

6 Dec—Palo Alto
Have been here for more than a week, working on the old house mostly. Getting paid by Penelope. We’re 
sub-letting our place in Santa Monica to B, all in all we shd manage 
to get by financially this month. G had her baby a 
couple of days ago, but have not talked to 
R in a couple of weeks, we wonder if he’ll 
ever call us. We’re struggling w/ the same 
old issues, have stopped (for now) going to 
meetings, maybe we will resume later, for
now we’re just in the place that persons like 
D.B. ssey we shouldn’t stay; in our own head.

   
12 Dec 95—Menlo Park
The 1st real day, off of dope. A storm, this 
morning, knocked out the power + left a 
live wire on the driveway. A huge old tree 
is blocking the driveway. Alcohol is much 
better than dope + cheaper + so began a 
new episode in our hero’s life..... what was 
it we were sseying, Penelope will show 
up w/ pizza, we’ve got a raging fire going, 
life, even when it throws curve balls, is 
grand, 1 pas tranquil ici! So let it be. Went 
to T + W’s last night, was invited to dinner 
tonight, but can’t go, waiting for the PG&E 
guy, if they ever show. Mom got mad at us 
+ went back to her place. Haven’t called + 
apologized, oh well. Want to call B + try to 
establish how it is to be worked out, as far 
as the rent goes. That is about it, oh yeah, 
this morning, when the tree fell, we found 
a dried poppy on the ground near the 
tree... felt that somehow the whole event 
was an omen of sorts, time to quit see-
ing the Chaltiels, going by E’space. 12-12, 
seems like a good date,  
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