







approximately 40,000 words 

RAINIE

A Short Novel

by

Heywood L. Williams

Last fall when I started sixth grade, my teacher, Ms. Lipton, had us write  journals. And that's how it started. Here is my story - what I wrote and how everything happened. 

Thank you, Ms. Lipton. And you, too, Doctor Jessie.   
September 2nd







ME 


My name is Rainie Wilson. Rainie is short for Lorraine and that's my middle name. I hate my first name. It starts with F and if anybody asks what it stands for, I tell them it stands for "Forget even asking" what it stands for. In Third grade I told my best friend Lauren, and when she told everybody else, they made up a dumb mean song. If I ever I figure out how to do it, I'll change my name. Maybe I'll just be "Rain" like "Madonna" is just "Madonna" or “Cher” is just “Cher.”  I don't think it's against the law. I would like to be the kind of person who can say I Don't Care. But I don't know if I do care or not. I just as soon not get in trouble.


I'm next to youngest in my family. My older brother is Brandon, my older sister is Jolene and my little brother is Danny. My mother works for a phone company and my Dad carries mail for the Post Office. 


I go to school and I go to church and I read and I run around places, just looking, just seeing, just checking things out. I don't hang out with other people much. I guess I'm a loner. 


I'm short, I'm skinny, I have a sort of big nose and brown hair. I hate dolls and dresses and I'm sure I will never really look like a Woman or wear makeup or paint my fingernails or stuff like that. I love horses and dogs and cats and knives to whittle and cut sticks with. I don't like other girls much and boys aren't all that wonderful either. None I met yet, anyway. I don't have much in common with the boys or girls I have ever met. 


I have two sets of Grandparents, eleven Aunts and Uncles, and so many Cousins I could probably get elected governor or something if they liked me. They don't. 


I don't have any hobbies much except that I collect Stuff. Not like match books or thimbles or stamps like you have to buy. Not stupid stuff like dolls. Good Stuff like perfect little paper boxes, green and blue glass bottles, neat rocks, books, bird nests and dried grass hoppers. Stuff nobody else wants, but good stuff. When I'm famous, someone will put my stuff in a museum. People will say, "What An Interesting Child that Rainie Wilson must have been."


When Jolene finds my stuff she throws it out if I don't catch her and make her stop. I have to scream bloody murder in a hurry, too, because she gets desperate to throw my stuff away. She says she likes to see the tops of dressers and the floors in closets and since we share a dresser and a closet that means I'm supposed to like that too. I don't. I like junk. Boxes of junk. Boxes I can drag out and look through and see what I thought was neat yesterday or last year. 


Once when I was little I brought some starfish home from the beach where I went with my aunt and uncle and I put them in the closet and forgot them. The starfish, not my aunt and uncle. It was summer and hot and when Jolene threw that box out it was ok with me. That was more than a year ago, but on a hot day the closet still has an excellent stinky dead fish smell. I smile every time I see Jolene wrinkle up her nose. 


Sometimes Jolene gets mean and mad at me, but I don't really blame her. Don't tell her that though. I don't want her to think she's RIGHT when she's mad at me.


More about Me, I'm eleven almost twelve. I weigh 70 pounds and I’m four feet three inches tall, and I’m in sixth grade. I wear size 6 shoes. I’m not pretty but I’m pretty smart. At English and Math. And puzzles. I figure out puzzles faster sometimes even than my Dad and he is without a doubt the smartest man I ever met. Maybe the smartest man in the United States. Wouldn't surprise me. And the handsomest.

 
I'm smart at spelling most of the time, too, but I always have to do "I before E except after C" to spell believe and words like that. I found how to remember how to spell "necessary." "Never Eat Chips. Eat Sardine Sandwiches And Remain Young." 


Great, huh? Now I have to make something up so I can be able to spell "occasionally." I always have to look that up in the dictionary - I had to just now - because you can't always say "sometimes." Know what I mean? And I don't always have the spell checker like on the computer at school to help me with my homework. Ocassionally? I always wonder. Or is it Occassionally? I’m trying to make up a thing for that. I have part of it. It’s “Old Coyotes Cursed And Swore In October Nights . . .” something. I don’t have it all yet. That much helps me spell “occasion” though. And I like to think about Old Coyotes cursing and swearing. Don’t you?
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Doctor Jessie said that sometimes I tell stories to keep from telling the truth. She said that I throw up a wall of words to keep other people from finding out about the REAL me and to keep  me safe. She said that I'm very verbal, too, and that it's not the same thing to talk a lot and want to use words to tell stories and to talk a lot so I don't have to hear other people. I'm practicing listening now and sometimes I can listen to three or four things people tell me before I have to interrupt and talk about me and what I know. 
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September third

Dear Journal. I forgot to tell you that my teacher is  Ms. Lipton, and she’s also the only person who will read this. It’s Lipton like the tea. She gave us the Journal rules: Date every journal entry. Don't say "Dear Journal," unless we want to. Have to write AS FAST AS WE CAN for at least 15 minutes or for at least two pages and we decide which. But it always has to be two pages every day even if it takes two days to write it and we always have to write 15 minutes even if we can write eight pages in 15 minutes. That's all the rules. Get it? Good.


Easy for me. In 15 minutes I can fill up two pages and more. I have lots to say. I don't talk much to people, but I read a lot and I think a lot.   


Another rule is if we can't think of anything to write we repeat whatever word we can think or the last one we wrote, over and over again, but probably not swearing. I'll have to ask about swearing. I really like to swear. I believe that it's creative. People write swearing all the time in my mom and dad's books. It's in the movies and on TV all the time. It's much more expressive than just regular talking. I mean, I know when not to swear, for crying out lout, which is one of the things I can say, like around most old people (unless they're super cool), but sometimes swearing is just plain satisfying. 





Another suggestion for the Journal - for kids who don't have their brain-cable connected - we can say over and over, "I Can't Think of Anything To Say." But I have hundreds of ideas already and I'm ready to write them now. Tie your hat on, the wind is going to blow. (My grandma says that, especially when I'm trying to tell her a story, but I’m pretty sure she likes my stories).


 Ms. Lipton said she would be the only person to read this journal ever, and she said if we wrote something we didn't want even her to read we could paste another page over it or cut it up and show her the pieces just so she can see the two pages got written. She said it's "practice" writing and not to worry about it being perfect or even making sense. I think it's cool even though I don't have any secrets to speak of. (That's a joke, Jack). No secret money. No secret dreams. No secret boy friends (gag me with a fence post). I am just not a secret kind of person. But if I did, I could write it and it would still stay secret. That is good to know. Just in case I ever get a secret.


Today you will hear about my animals, since  Ms. Lipton said to begin by writing about our friends, and I don't like people much, so I'll tell you about my Real Friends. I have a horse who belongs to all us kids so she's part mine. Paul Thurston asked me what part when I said she was part mine. Then he said "the ass end," or something equally rude. He is not one of my friends so I won't have to tell you much about him unless Lipton (Ms.) tells us to write about asses. Then I'll tell you about him if I find out I can write swearing. Is "asses" swearing? 
It's in the bible, so I don't think it is.


My First Friend is Queenie. She's black with a white blaze on her face, and she's not big like a work horse, not little like a Shetland pony. She's just right. She's incredibly beautiful. Her eyeballs are about an inch and a half tall and about two inches long and there's no white around them, like people's eyes, only peaceful black-brown. Her eyelashes are about two and a half inches long, and her hair is soft and blackish. Her nose where it curves around to her lips is softer than human skin, smoother than velvet, smoother than paint. On a list of people I love she is at the top. Right after Mama and Daddy and Grandma and Grandpa, but definitely for sure in front of Brandon and Jolene. I don't know how old she is, but she's more than five. 


We've had her three years and I've just got so I can ride her and I can make her mind me if she's in a good mood. To get on her I tie a rope around her neck. I haven't learned how to put a bridle and saddle on her yet but I'm going to learn. Jolene thinks Queen is all hers but she isn't. Period. OK. 


Oh – How I get on her is I loop the rope over her neck and I lead her up to the gate and I climb up on the fence and slide onto her back from the fence. Then she just walks around the pasture and I lay around on her back and talk to her. She loves me because I don't tell her where to go and what to do. We just both like each other just like we are. 


Another way I get on her is by putting hay on the ground and when she puts her head down to bite some I throw my leg over her neck and she throws her neck up and tosses me onto her back. Then I have to turn around because I end up on her backwards. She's hard to ride, backwards. 


I tell Queen everything. Happy or scared or nervous about something, I tell her. She always looks down her soft nose at me, about half cross-eyed looking, when I start to talk to her and her ears point at me and I think she's trying to understand what I'm talking about. I'm glad she can't talk, since some things I tell are things I just as soon nobody else knows like who shot all the BB's out of Brandon's BB gun. Only Me and Queen knows who did that. Bye. My two pages are way up and so are my 15 minutes.
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The thing about all the bb's is that I didn't KNOW I shot all the bb's out. I only shot it two or three times and then it wouldn't shoot any more but Daddy wanted to shoot at a dog in the garbage and there weren't any bb's in the bb gun and so he got mad and Brandon had a screaming fit because I woudn't admit I shot all the bb's out because I didn't KNOW I did. "All the bb's" should have meant more than two or three bb's. He should have said, "Who shot the last two bb's out of the bb gun," not "Who shot all the bb's out." So then he decided I was a liar. But I'm not. I just don't understand the question sometimes. Brandon sure was mad, though.


[image: image4.wmf]


 This is September 4th


This story I'm going to tell today happened last summer on my eleventh birthday.


Lauren gave me a cat. A kitten really. I named her Smokey because she was exactly smoke color and her fur was like smoke. Soft smoke. She was an Angora kitten and the most beautiful kitten I ever saw. I don't have much use for Lauren usually any more since she got mean, even though she is my age and has lived next door to us for five years, but she did give me Smokey. Smokey was so tiny she could sit on my hand and have room to turn around. She was more like a toy cat than a real one, like the ones on the drugstore toy shelf. Just like those toy ones, her hair made her look bigger than she was and stuck out all over on her like gone-to-seed dandelion fluff. She had green eyes and five inch long whiskers. I'm not really exaggerating. Honest. Well, maybe three and a half inches. No. At least four.


I took Smokey outside to show her to everybody and to Pam. Pam is the neighbor's Great Dane and before this day I knew she loved me. She had been a friend of mine since we moved here six years ago. And now you're thinking, Oh, no, Rainie! Dogs kill cats. Don't do it! But I really thought since I loved Smokey and Pam loved me, Pam would love Smokey. Now if that's stupid I guess it's stupid, but our old Cocker Spaniel likes cats and even had one of her own once (I'll tell that story another day). 


Anyhow, I was really dumb, thinking if I talked to Pam and was slow and gentle, Pam would like Smokey and protect her, like from other dogs and neighbor kids and like that. I hate this part of the story. I'll tell it quick.


I called Pam and she waddled over to me. She's a fat old yellow dog. She was wagging her old yellow tail and smiling her old yellow dog smile and I was all happy and I was sure she would love Smokey and I sat Smokey on the ground and Pam didn't growl or anything to warn me and it happened so fast I couldn’t do anything about it. Pam just leaned over and picked Smokey up in her mouth and shook her back and forth once. Like she was shaking her head No. 
And she dropped Smokey on the ground. I remember I couldn't believe it. All I could see was black. You know, when somebody gets mad and they say I got so mad I saw red. Well, I saw Black. I picked up Smokey and she was wet on her back from Pam's slobbers and she was like a little rag kitten with not enough stuffing. 


I knew she was dead. I kicked Pam hard in the leg and she just looked at me and wagged her stupid tail and walked away. I was screaming like I was killed and I went in the house and got my knife and came out and I was going to kill Pam. But when I came out still hollering I screamed at Pam and she was just walking away and I couldn't do it and I didn't know how anyway. I threw the knife into Queen's pasture and I jumped on Pam's back and I hit her and hit her but she didn't know what was wrong and she just growled and shook me off and went home.


I carried Smokey around with me crying like a crazy person and everybody yelling at me to shut up. Lauren's Mama was out in her garden and she called to me to stop hollering and come over and tell her what was wrong but I couldn't talk, I could only cry. I remember she told me to hush. I went to the haystack and pulled out a bale of hay and sat in the hole with Smokey and I cried for a long time. I felt like maybe God let Pam kill Smokey because I had been bad a long time ago. I thought maybe Pam killing her was like my punishment, you know what I mean?
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It made me cry to write about Smokey and it makes me cry to even read what I wrote about it. I was just a kid and it was so horrible. I feel awful when I think about it, because I loved Smokey so much and I loved Pam so much and in one second I didn’t have either of them anymore and it was my own fault. 
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September Fifth


You know, I have never talked about Smokey from that day to this. I cried when I thought about it again, but writing about it made it like it was a story that happened to someone else. Then I could talk about it. It happening was not ok, but being able to tell it was. 


What happened in the rest of the story was, I cried for a long time until my throat hurt like crazy and my eyes were almost swelled shut and I felt stupid and it was like I couldn't cry anymore. I put Smokey inside a bean can and inside a bigger can, a peach can -(Smokey inside smaller can). So dogs wouldn't smell her and dig her up. I wrapped the cans up in one of my undershirts and put it in a shoebox and wrapped it all up in some newspaper and dug a deep hole at the edge of the garden where the dirt was soft and I buried her. I prayed an Indian prayer I had made up and I told the Great Spirit to raise her into a big strong cat and it was all over. It was still my birthday but it had been a long day.


But here's the part about Queen I was going to tell about yesterday. At supper that night I still felt awfully sad. I kept remembering Smokey and how beautiful she was and she was dead dead dead and it was all my fault and I started crying right out loud. And Mama said, "For Heaven’s Sake, Stop that or go outside," so I went out because I couldn't stop. You need to remember I was only just barely eleven. Now I haven't cried in months and I’m almost twelve.


I went out to the corral where Queen was and she came over to the fence to see if I had any sugar or carrots. I put my arms around her neck and started to cry again and she stood real still for a minute and then she leaned over and picked me up in the air by the seat of my pants like a stick. A kicking and yelling and screaming stick because she had more than just my Levi's. She had some of Me too, and it hurt. 


I still have a five inch wide bruise on my butt that looks like a big fat smile. But it was like Queen was telling me to quit being a baby and quit feeling sorry for myself and I did. When she dropped me I fell on the ground and jumped up and slugged Queen on her jaw. I was mad. Slugged her hard, too.  But I didn't feel sorry for myself anymore. 


And I'm not mad anymore at Pam or at Queen. I guess they're still my good friends. I never felt like they didn't love me. I even apologized to Pam for kicking and hitting her. But I don't like her the same way like I used to. And I apologized to Queen for slugging her on the jaw. What Pam did was just her nature, Mama said, and I think Queen just got bored with a cry baby. Queen and Pam and Sadie Rae, our Cocker Spaniel, all love me. They don't care if I'm good or bad. They just love me. 


People aren't like that and I don't think God is either. If you do something bad or even if something bad just happens to you that makes you bad, then nobody loves you anymore even if they don't know what happened. It's like they know you're bad and they look at you different. And I think God lets bad things happen to you if you've been bad. And it seems to me like you don't have a right to be mad about stuff anymore. 


I don't really know about all this. I just know animals don't care about what you ever did. I don't think Indians care either. I have always wished I was a boy, and when I was little I used to wish I was a Native American Boy. I've wished that since I was little. I still do sometimes. And sometimes I wish I lived a long time ago. Out in the desert where not very many people lived. No schools. No stores. No bars. No post offices. Just us and our animals. 
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Now I know that I was afraid of what people would think if they knew what had happened to me. I thought they would think I was dirty or bad. I thought that what happened to me was what the teachers and the preachers were talking about and I thought it was my fault that it happened. But it wasn't. And I'm not bad. I'm normal. If there is such a thing. 
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September 6th


Today is Friday and I wrote a lot all week. This afternoon I'll give the journal to  Ms. Lipton. Hello,  Ms. Lipton. And she'll read it all. I bet she gets bored reading 23 journals this weekend. I don't have to write on the weekends. That's good because I have other stuff to do.


Tomorrow is Saturday, and soon as I wake up I'll eat some cereal, put on my tennis shoes and Levi's and T-shirt, and as soon as it's light enough I'll go to a place I go when I have enough time. Usually I only have time enough to go to places this side of town, but on Saturdays I can go out to the desert the other side of the river behind the cemetery. I go before Mama or Daddy or Jolene or Brandon or Danny are awake. I eat some cereal real quiet and sneak outside and I run like an Indian up to Main. That's about 10 or 12 blocks. Then I run to the river. That's a couple more miles. Maybe three or four. I'll have to ask Daddy how far it is. He knows stuff like that because of his job as a mail carrier for the Post Office. Then I cross the river and run along the back side of the cemetery and then out along the edge of the desert next to the river. 


Some of the things I see sometimes along the river and in the desert you wouldn't believe. Wild animals live right next to town. Really. Wild animals! I've seen wild donkeys and coyotes, owls, crawdads, seagulls, rabbits, ducks, eagles, pelicans, rock chucks, whistle pigs, snakes, one time I saw a real wild turkey and lots of times I have seen scrawny calves that looked like if they weren't wild, they should be. 


Let me tell you about how I run like an Indian because you might think it's weird if I don't explain it. I forget sometimes  Ms. Lipton is going to read this and I think it's ok to write almost anything. It's like I have this new friend, you know, who likes everything about me and is excited to know all this junk and what's happened to me and what I do and what I like and who thinks, like my journal is thinking, "Yes, That's Just Like Me. I Feel Like That, Too." 


And sometimes when I've been writing in this journal, even if it's just for an assignment, I think, "Thanks,  Ms. Lipton, for this Friend," and I want to write more than two pages a day and then I think, Crap. Ms. Lipton would go crazy trying to read it all and besides, it's just like now. I wrote almost my whole two pages and I didn't get it said, what I was going to say about where I went and where I can go from early morning until dark because nobody worries about me. It's not that they don't love me or care about me. It's just that they know I can take care of myself. And of course I can.


I'll tell you, like I started to, how I run like an Indian. I don't pick my feet up off the ground very far. I don't put my feet down very hard. I breathe deep and slow. I don't thump like usual. I hold my elbows in to my side. I look straight ahead and hold my head up. I don't try to go fast. I just sort of float. And I don't ever get tired. It's like a bicycle moves. Smooth. Not clumsy. There. I got it all told. Monday I'll tell you about the river. I just read this. Sometimes it sounds like baby talk with little short words and little short sentences. I wish I was more grown up and maybe even sophisticated. (I bet you think I had to look that up, but I didn’t). I don't even have to wear a bra yet. Sometimes I feel like I'm older than anybody in my class. But right now I feel like a baby.
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Doc Jessie says that there are lots of reasons for me to want to run into the desert. She says that for one thing I can see that it's beautiful and she says it’s good  that I have an appreciation for that. I think she's right about that. And she says that if I avoid people then I don't have to try to talk and act like I think I'm okay. I don't have to worry about whether they like me or not. I don't have to pretend to be okay. I can just be. But she says that I need to learn how to inter act with people and I can't do it when I'm alone. duh. 
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Today is the ninth of September


I hope you like my journal,  Ms. Lipton, but even if you don't like it much, I like it. I'll be glad when I get the first week journal back so I can find out if I'm doing it right. 


I was going to talk about the river today but I didn't get to go to the river Saturday because my cousins were here but I did get to go to the canal so I'll tell you about the canal that goes past my house. 


I don't know why Mama said I had to stay home just because my cousins were here. None of my cousins like me much anyway. They are big pains in the butt and I just walk around and they tell me to "Shut Up" or to "Quit Gawking." I hate it when I have to be around people instead of animals. I asked my mom and asked her if I could just go run for a while and finally she got all disgusted and frowned and said, "Just Go." So I did. I knew she'd give me a lecture later, but right then I didn't care. She says “I wish you would grow up." I wish I would too, but not so's I could get along with my cousins. So's I could move away. Get a job. Get my own place. Be my own boss. Go where I wanted when I wanted. Have my own TV and my own remote.  Live in a tent beside a river if I wanted to and catch fish and eat them. 

 
The irrigation ditch goes in front of the house and up to the corner. Then at the corner it goes into the canal. The canal is wide as a road and deeper than I am tall, over my head most places, and the water is muddy but not dirty. Do you know what I mean? I mean it's field dirt, not rotten dirt from garbage or dead stuff. You can swim in it and not get sick. We swim in it every summer when we don’t have money for the swimming pool and it hasn't made us sick yet.  Don't tell Mama. Ok? 


The canal is probably a hundred miles long. I ran along it for a long way lots of times and I never found the start of it or the end of it. It's far as I can travel on foot both ways. It doesn't look like much from the road, but from where I go it's great. 


What the canal looks like is this. Along the canal are tall gray-green bushy weeds. Ditch weeds. And small and medium size other kinds of weeds. Some fat and some skinny. Some short and some tall. All colors of green and yellow. Some have stickers and some have flowers and stickers too. There's one kind of weed that doesn't look like it has stickers, but will grab you on your clothes and stick to them but doesn't sticker your skin. Then there's a purpley flower one that doesn't look stickery till you get close and it will sticker your skin and make it bleed if you're not careful. I don't mind the stickery weeds but I most of all don't like to step on punch weeds. They hurt for days. Hurts me just to think about them. Yikes. Lauren calls them goat heads. They can make a new bike tire flat. 


At the top of the ditchbank on one side there's a really narrow dirt road and there's a wider road for farm trucks on the other side. I'd rather stay on the path side. It's safer. Nobody can see me running because of the tall weeds. 


I hate it when I'm running Indian and some dumb kid starts to give me a bad time. I know they don't like me and when they try to stop me when I'm running it's to find out something to laugh at me about. Mama says it's not so. “They're just trying to be friendly,” she says, and "They Wouldn't Tease You If They Didn't Like You," but I know what happens when I try to be friends with kids. It just doesn't work. I like animals better. 

 
And the things that live along the canal are cool. Mostly mice and little snakes and really little birds and caterpillars and other really strange bugs and stuff. I'll tell you about them. But not today. Today I have other fish to fry. (My grandma says that.)
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Some times just for fun I take the remote with me when I run but I have to be really careful when I get back so that Brandon doesn't see I had it. Then I have to hide it under a couch cushion so when they find it it's like it was there all the time. 
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September 10th


I'm so happy today I feel like laughing right out loud. My Uncle Brian is here. He's been in the Navy and he's home here now. He was here last night when I got home from church and right now he is sitting at my very kitchen table with my mom who just got home from work. I'm writing this sitting at the coffee table and they're just sitting in the kitchen where I can see them and they're talking and telling each other stories about all sorts of stuff. Uncle Brian just now saw me looking at him and he winked at me. I winked back at him. He taught me how to wink when I was real little. 


He was here last night when I got home from church. He is Mom's youngest brother and his name is Brian but I like to say Uncle Brain. It makes him laugh. He's not like a grown up and he's not like a kid. He's better than either. I love him more than any other living person except Mama or Daddy. He gave me an enormous book full of stories and poems when I was only five and some of the stories are still ok for me to read. I mean I like them now and I liked them then. I will have that book until I'm an old old person and I will read it to my children.


There's one story about a tea cup whale which is a great story about a kid who finds a minnow and keeps it in a tea cup and it outgrows the cup and a bowl and the bathtub and a swimming pool and his dad hires a truck and they cover the fish up with wet towels and take it to the ocean and it swims away blowing water out its spout. Cool, huh? Better than Free Willy.


Uncle Brian knows more about me than any other living person and he likes me just fine just like I am. He says I am one of his favorite persons. He doesn't say Kid. He says Person. He's 20 now but he's not embarrassed to have me go with him like Brandon is. It's like I really am his friend. Last Christmas he gave me a box in a box in a box in a box. Each one had different pictures on it. It's the most beautiful thing I own. I think he bought it in Japan, Really. He gave the other kids stuff too, but mine was best. He'll be here just one more day then he's going to my Uncle Bob's house. When he's gone I know he still thinks about me and loves me. Part because he sends me post cards and part just because I know. 


Mama said that she doesn’t know what I’ll do when Uncle Brian gets married and has kids of his own. I told her not to worry about it. I’ll just babysit for him and then I can be around him and around them. I’ll be just as nice to his children as he has always been to me. 


Sometimes I get mad or just want to cry because I know I'm not as good as he thinks I am, because there's stuff about me if he knew he'd be ashamed of me. Sometimes I think it would be easier if I was just dead because there's so much wrong with me, but I think about how Uncle Brian would be sad if I did, so I try to get happy or at least not to be so crazy about stuff that can't be changed and won't really matter until I die anyway. 


Most of the time I'm glad to be alive. Things are really beautiful sometimes, you know, like mountains and the sky and clouds and little yellow green grass tipping rocks over so they can get out where it's sun shiny and dry. So I'll stick around. I think I'll just be tougher than dirt when I grow up. Then I won't worry about how I feel or how anybody else feels either. And it won't matter.
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When I think it would be better if I could just be dead, it’s only that I hate being uncomfortable with my big brain thinking how bad I am. When I pretend like I’m somebody else, then I’m happy. Maybe when I grow up I’ll be an actor in the movies and then I’ll never have to feel bad about being me. 
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September 11th

I wonder who ever decided how to spell Wed Nes Day like that. Or who decided to say it like Wenzdy. I wonder that once a week. Thank you  Ms. Lipton for the A. It was the easiest A I ever got except for book reports. And thank you for my journal back. Did you really read all that? Two more days and you'll have another five days of journal. I bet you're tired. If everybody else wrote as much as I did you'd probably have to get new glasses but I see Lucinda writing great big and round words and I see Greg with a little tiny journal instead of a big one and I bet Duane had his mom write his. He's such a. Blank. I don't know what he's such a one of but there must be a word for a boy whose mama drives him to school and kisses him good-bye every morning. Worse than just a sissy. It makes me want to throw up. Peeyuke. 


My Daddy has never kissed me since I was a little tiny baby and the only reason I know he did then is because my Grandma has a picture of Daddy kissing this fat little baby and Grandma says it was me. He's not much of a hugger or a kissy face and either am I. Mama either. She kisses her Mama, my Grandma, tiny smack, little tight dry mouth face, on the cheek. Uncle Bob, Mama's oldest brother, he kisses his kids all the time. Hugs them too. When they come over here they climb on him all the time and he never says "Why don't you go out and play?" I think they're spoiled rotten but I think he's ok. He's just different. 


Sometimes I think Daddy and Mama are afraid to hug and kiss us kids because then we might get spoiled and not mind sometimes or we might argue with them like Uncle Bob's kids do. My dad says if he had Bob's kids for a week he'd Straighten Them Out, but I don't think Uncle Bob would let them stay here. He argues with my Dad lots about how my Dad drinks too much beer and smokes cigarettes. 


And I wouldn't like other kids to stay here. I hate even for my friends to come over because I never know if Daddy will be drinking beer and be stupid or mean to them. I don't mean like hit them or anything like that. Just he says stupid or mean things to us kids sometimes and I would hate it if he said mean things to other kids. Mama says we have to learn to mind so people will like to have us around but I think we mind pretty good. It's just sometimes we do things we don't even know aren't minding and then it's too late. 


Daddy said we're going to graduate from the school of Hard Knocks, but he doesn't ever hit us. He doesn't have to. He has a look he gives us when we're bad or when he thinks we're bad or even if he thinks we might be going to be bad. It's a look that makes my stomach feel funny just to think of it. When he looks at me like that it's like his face has never had a smile on it and it's all my fault. It's like, How Could Anybody as Bad and Dumb as You Be My Kid? And I think he's right. He's the handsomest, smartest man I ever saw. I'm lucky to have him for a Dad. Mama has a mean look sometimes too, but if we can make her laugh we can get away with anything. Brandon is good at making her laugh. He runs away from her and gets where she can't reach him then pretends she's going to beat him to death. "No Mama, No. Please don’t give me the RatFace," he screams. And she gets to laughing and the trouble is over. 


He's good at it. I'm not. I get too scared, but I'm not sure what I'm scared of. I know Mama wouldn't ever hurt any of us. I know Daddy wouldn't either. I can only remember getting spanked one time in my whole life and I don't think it was a hard spanking but I remember it sure made me feel bad.
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I probably don’t have to tell what the spanking was for. But it was for waiting too long to come in the house when I was outside and I had to pee so bad when I got to the house that I wet my pants and Mama spanked me all the way to the bathroom. I hope she got pee on her hand. 
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Today is the 12th day of September

Along the canal where I run are weeds so tall on either side of the walking path I can only see ahead and nobody can see me unless they're in an airplane or on the path. Some of the weeds are wild oats and some of the weeds are thistles and some of them have tiny berries. Green with stripes on them and they look like lady-bug watermelons. On one side of the path on the other side of the weeds is the road. It's black asphalt and gets sticky when it's hot. 


On the other side of the path on the other side of the weeds is the canal. It's not quite as wide as the road. At the edge of the canal there aren't many places where you can get right down to the water. It's really steep and weeds grow straight up. But some places the dirt at the edge is tromped down and I can sit on a little edge and I put my feet in the water. Sometimes I just sit and put my feet in the mud and squeeze mud through my toes and sometimes I hold a weed with all the branches tore off and pretend I'm fishing. Pretty dumb, huh? Well, sometimes I just like being a baby.


Mostly I stay up on the path and just try to cover ground. That means I like to go as far as I can in not much time. I like it that the weeds are tall. I can't see houses and people can't see me. So it's like a jungle or a desert or maybe the Great Plains. I can see for miles ahead and I'm the only person in the world or at least in this part of it. I run Indian style down the path. I am like a coyote or a wolf. I see everything. Right, left, ahead, above. I hear the water, the bugs, the birds, and I even hear my heart beating and my breathing. And I know it's ok for me to be alive and nobody else is in this part of the world to touch me, to laugh at me, or frown at me, or make me do anything I don't want to do.


I don't think about people when I'm running. I just look and listen and breathe and run and sometimes I feel like laughing out loud because it's so beautiful When I have that feeling then I think, if I was God, this is the way I would make my children and all my creations feel all the time. I would make them full of happiness and let them see what a beautiful place I made and they would be so busy seeing and hearing and breathing this beautiful stuff they wouldn't have time to judge or criticize or hurt each other and I think I would never let bad things happen to little children that would make them feel bad.


This isn’t two pages and I don’t know what else to say. Maybe I’ll talk about the argument I had with Brandon yesterday. He kept looking over my shoulder and I kept closing my notebook and he tried to act like he wasn’t snooping and I knew he was. I don’t know why he’s interested, but maybe he thinks I’m writing about him. Maybe he thinks I’ll tell about what I heard him saying to Renay the other day about the cigarette the cowboys at her dad’s ranch gave him and how he smoked it and how grown up he is. I would never tell on him because he’d kill me. Seriously. Or he’d certainly make me wish I was dead. 


Sometimes Mama says things like, “I’ll skin you alive!” but I know she’s exaggerating. Sometimes I pretend I think she means it and try to act like I really think she would do it, but she always knows I’m not serious and she ignores me. Or she laughs. I like it when I can make her laugh. 


This is the hardest day to write I ever had and it just seems like it’s too hard to think of anything to fill up page number two, so I will just keep talking until I run out of page because I don’t want to do this journal wrong and not get another A. So, how are you doing now, Ms. Lipton? Did you have a nice day? How is your family? Do you have a family? I don’t know anything about you and you know a whole lot about me, that’s for sure. And that’s two pages. Whew! 
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It's Friday the 13th. September

I don't know about good luck or bad luck. I think it's beezack to worry about black cat junk. I am not a superstitious person. I know it's probably stupid not to write about Friday the 13th on Friday the 13th, but the day isn't over yet and I don't know yet if it's a lucky day or an unlucky one. So I'll write about what I'm thinking. It's been two weeks since  Ms. Lipton gave me this journal for a friend. That's how I feel. I could say Dear Journal, now, I feel, Dear Journal, like you are a Good Friend to me. 


Today I'll turn in this week's 10 pages except it's more like 15. Some days I feel like a stew pot and it's bubbling over. Sometimes it's too salty and sometimes it's just sour. Sometimes happy and sometimes sad. Spilling all over the page like on a stove. Today the heat must be turned down because the pot won't boil. It won't even get hot. I don't know what to write about. But I know it won't be about Friday the 13th. Maybe it will be about Not Writing about Friday the 13th. Is that still about it?  Oh, well.


I can't even smell what's cooking in my stew today. Sniff sniff. I really like ideas like that. You know. where something is like something else. I have heard my Dad sometimes make jokes like that. Like, to Mama once he said, "You, My Belle, are a Thorn on the Rose Bush of Life." I thought that was funny, but it made Mama cry. Except sometimes I think she tries to cry. But he says she always nags him about he drinks too much beer. She likes to drink beer too, but she gets mad at him when he drinks because she gets happy and funny when she drinks beer and he gets drunk.  Stupid. She says he gets stupid. "Why Can't You Drink Like Other Men?" she says. Then he says mean things to her and I'm in bed and I hear them fighting and I put my hands over my ears and I hug my pillow and I bump my head into the bed and I sing or just make noises inside my head not to hear them fight.


Usually I like the things people say. I like to hear them say neat things and I like to read neat things. My Grandma and Grandpa are very opposite to each other. They take turns being up and down, like on a teeter totter. Sometimes they're funny to listen to and sometimes it scares me because they get more than a little bit mad and slam doors and yell.


My Grandpa plays solitaire all the time when he's not at work and he always wins. Every game. My Grandma says, and I know it's true, there are two kinds of people in the world. Those who cheat at solitaire and those who don't. When she says that you know she's telling Grampa that he's bad because he cheats and she's good because she doesn't cheat. But he just laughs and he says, "Yes, Florrie, There are two kinds of people in the world. Those who cheat at solitaire and those who lose."


Sometimes when I hear stuff like that from Grown Ups I think maybe there's more than one way to be right. Maybe not though. I think a lot about right and wrong and I wonder if I'll ever really know what's what. I hear stuff in church about being pure and honest and how bad somebody is if they're not pure and nobody ever talks about everyday stuff. Oh. One more thing. My Daddy said about two kinds of people when he heard what Grandma and Grandpa said. He said, "Yes, There are two kinds of people. Those who think there are two kinds of people and those who know it's not that simple." 


You could think about that for a long time if you wanted to. I didn't tell my Dad about what Grandma and Grandpa said, but I told Mama and she told Daddy. Us kids don't hardly ever talk to Daddy. It's like he can't hear kids. You know what I mean? That sounds funny, like he doesn't have good ears or something, but I used to try to talk to him but it's like he would be looking at something behind me instead of at me when I tried to talk to him, and he would always ask questions that weren't about what I was trying to tell him and pretty soon I would forget all I was trying to say and he would get impatient and sometimes I would stutter or cry and then he would get mad like I was wasting his time or just trying to bother him so now I just tell Mama whatever I'm going to tell. Then she tells Daddy the funny parts and he laughs and smiles at me, but he doesn't talk to me. I don't hardly remember him even ever saying my name. 


He talks to Brandon and to Danny about fishing stuff and he asks Jolene questions like about where's Mama or where's the dishtowels or where's the deck of cards, but he doesn't talk to me. I think he thinks I'm weird. I used to think everybody's Dad was like that, but I have seen Dads with their kids at church and I have seen some Dads talk to every one of their kids, even the airhead ones, just like they were grown ups. Sometimes I write letters to my Dad and tell him stuff, but I always tear them up into little pieces because it's so dumb. 


Don't blame my Dad. I probably just don't tell stories very good. 
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This day in September is on a Monday Monday Monday Monday Monday Monday mon mon mon mon mmmmmmm oooooooooo nnnnn. dumb dum dum dumb duh du dumb dum 

That's enough. I don't know, journal, if  Ms. Lipton meant for me to write the same word over and over where I'm stuck if I can't think of anything to write because most days words come out of my stew pot head faster than I can write them and sometimes I'll start on one idea and find out at the bottom of the second page I wrote about something way way different and I say I'll talk about that idea I started with later but then I don't because sometimes something else more interesting bubbles out of the pot. But it’s not that I can’t think of anything to say. There are too many things in my head to know where to start.


The pot is boiling hard today and the lid is jumping up and down and making a terrible happy noise and stew is drying up hard and burning on the stove and I don't know if I should just have a bowl of soup or clean up the mess or just go away and let it burn. That's an analogy. I think. My dad says that's when you make an idea stand for something else. Or a Metaphor. I don't quite understand the two things and Daddy would say one thing was one thing one time, and the next time he explained it it seemed like he had it the other way. There were other words too, but Mama made him quit. I think she gets confused a little bit about that stuff. We're going to study those things in junior high. I saw them in Jolene's book.


My dad is so smart. I love it when he talks to us. Last night he was home for supper and happy and Mama was happy and we laughed at everything at the supper table and I didn't spill anything and nobody got yelled at and it was like something wonderful happening at our house. I don't know what made it like that but it's ok with me. Daddy didn't drink any beer this whole weekend and Mama and Daddy didn't fight. 


The only thing bad was me because on Saturday I went to the desert before anybody was up and I didn't get home until almost dark and I got in trouble and I hate that. But Daddy TALKED to me after Mama yelled at me. He said, “We Were Worried About You.” But I didn't know. Usually when I go and I come back nobody says anything because Saturday night Mama and Daddy aren't hardly ever home and Jolene is always glad I'm not home because she doesn't have to watch me and Brandon is always glad when I'm not home because I make him sick he says.


But it was ok to be home and Daddy popped popcorn and us kids played cards. Even Danny got to hold some cards and Daddy showed him how to put his cards together and what to put down and what to pick up. Brandon kept having to tell Daddy how to play because he doesn't play rummy like we do. He said, “I don’t Play rummy. I AM one,” whatever that means. Mama didn't think it was very funny so Daddy only said it once. I notice things like that. And I remember them. 


So my stew pot is still bubbling over and I want to tell you about the desert and about the river and I'm almost out of pages but I'm going to start to tell you anyway. It was still dark when I got up Saturday. I was excited because I hadn't been to the river in a long time. When I don't go for a while lots of things change, like the animals and where the water comes up to and the color of the plants. I was kind of nervous too. I didn't want to wake anybody up because they might stop me again. 


I ate some cheerios and I gave Sadie Rae some so she wouldn't bark when I left. I put on Brandon's new tennis shoes but they were way too big so I didn't wear them and I didn't have to get killed for that. But I hate my own tennis shoes. They're white, and skinny, and have pointed toes and anybody can see they're girl shoes and cheap, and I want good high tops. I wish I was a boy. Or somebody else's kid. Sometimes. Half the girls in my class have high tops and nobody makes a big deal about it. Sometimes I just get sick about stuff around my house.
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September 17th
Dear Journal,  Ms. Lipton. 


Got my journal back. Now I have a lot of pages. I read it all through this morning. I sure talk a lot. Sometimes after I write something I think, I probably shouldn't say that. What if Mama or Daddy read it and they got mad. What if I didn't get to write in this journal anymore? Then I make myself feel real sad like I might lose this friend. Probably that's pretty weird to make a journal your friend, but that's how I feel and  Ms. Lipton said to write how I feel. She said sometimes she feels when she's writing like she's writing to a friend too, so I guess if she can feel that way maybe it's not too crazy. Or she's crazy too. Just kidding,  Ms. Lipton. 


I decided the other day maybe I should burn this after you give it back, but I like it. I look in the mirror and I don't like the way I look much, but these stories and ideas I write here, after a couple of days, especially, and I read them, it's like I, this weird person named Rainie, didn't write them but maybe some other kid and it's a kid I kind of like. Do you think that's weird? Some things I can't tell anyone, but sometimes I think them sort of soft to my pillow like as if I was writing them and it's a little bit like when I wrote about Smokey. If I talk about it then it doesn't bother me so much. Pretty cosmic, huh? 


Today I'm going to tell about the river and the desert. I'll tell about last Saturday. I started to tell you about it before but I ended up talking about tennis shoes for crying out loud. I don't really care if I can't have high tops. Much. When I grow up maybe I’ll buy me some and wear them when I’m home alone and nobody will say oh, look, she’s wearing boys shoes. 


I didn't wake anybody up except Sadie Rae and she was too busy eating my cereal to bark when I left. I carried my shoes to the top of the stairs before I tied their laces together and tied them to my pants. Did I ever tell you we live in a Basement House? It's going to be a regular house someday but now all that's finished is the basement. It's real neat though and has big dug out windows because Mama said she would live in a Hole if it didn't Feel like a Hole. 


Anyway, I almost left my shoes there at the top of the stairs when I decided to go barefoot, but then I thought they’d think about me if my shoes were there, but they wouldn’t if I was just gone. I have the toughest feet of anybody I know. I can step on sharp rocks and hot pavement and it doesn't hurt. Last week I put out somebody's cigarette with my bare foot. I can't say whose. And it didn’t hurt. 


Anyway, I wore my favorite Levi’s and my baggy Levi Jacket I got Christmas before last only it's not so baggy anymore, and my boy's snap up shirt. That's my favorite outfit, even if it looks really dorky. When I look in the mirror I don't look like a girl. I think maybe there was a mistake when I was born because I feel more like I would like to be a boy than a girl so it makes me happy when I look like a boy. They make me wear dresses to school but I don't have to be in school all the time. Mama says I'll outgrow it. I seriously doubt it. I think she's starting to doubt it, too. She keeps trying to get me in dresses though. It's not like I'm going to be a Lesbian though. (Yes, I know about that. Don't worry. I do know how to read.) It's more like I'm just not going to be an ordinary regular woman. 


It didn't take me very long to run up the ditch past the school to the main road. It was just getting light and the cars still had their lights on. That's my favorite time of day. I made it to the bridge just as the sun was coming up and across the bridge and past the cemetery before I could even see a piece of the sun. 


Sometimes I stop at the cemetery and say a prayer at cousin Benny's grave. He drowned when he was little, before I was even born. I don't know if he was my cousin or my Dad's cousin, but my Grandma Wilson, that's my Dad's Mother, is always sad when she talks about it. She talks about Benny like he just died last year, but I guess he died when Daddy was little. When I was little, I thought the moss that grows from the bottom of the river wrapped around his feet and drowned him, and when I would get in a boat with Daddy when we go fishing I would always feel real spooky about the stuff that grows under the water, like it might reach out of the water and grab me. 


Daddy always asked me, “What's the Matter With You?” But I know dead people is one of the things that people aren't supposed to talk about so I would just tell him Nothing, or I'm Cold or something dumb like that. And I didn't want to make him sad like Grandma gets. No wonder he thinks I'm a dummy sometimes. I don't want him to think I'm stupid but he does sometimes. He says, “Don't Be A Dummy, Dammit.” Mama tells him, “These kids are gonna think their names are Dammit if you don’t stop saying that.” I think that's funny but I never know when laughing will make Mama laugh or make her mad so mostly I just keep my face straight. When I can. But this last Saturday I'm telling about I didn't stop at Benny's grave, I just waved at him and ran up the path beside the river. I wanted to cover more ground than I had ever before and I had to keep moving.


It's cold in the early morning by the river and the wind blows. It's like it blows the cold from the water into the air all around the river. But as soon as the sun is clear up it gets warmer. The trees growing right by the river are willow trees. Some of the willow bushes have real red bark, especially in the late winter just before spring starts and when there's snow on the ground the red looks even redder and it does something to me to look at it. It's like it's so beautiful it hurts me in my heart. Does that make any sense at all? 


The leaves of the willow trees are long and thin and pointed and sometimes they look silvery on one side like birch leaves. Then when the wind is blowing just a little bit, their leaves twist and sparkle like icicles on a Christmas tree. Willow trees are my favorite trees except when they're next to a house because they make weird noises in the night when the wind blows. It's ok in the daytime but not at night. When I hear them scratch scritch on the sides of a house at night like they do at my other Grandparents' house, my Dad's folks, I always think of terrible stuff like murderers and war and zombies and stuff like in Brandon's not funny comic books.
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Here we go again on the 18th day of September

I sure don't know what to write about first today. That river story is sure getting to be slow. Like a bad joke. Takes so long to tell to tell it isn't good by the time it's finished. So I'll finish telling about the river first and if I have any lines or time left I'll tell the other stuff. 


When I grow up maybe I'll write two journals. One for stuff already happened and one for stuff that keeps on happening. Seems like now I don't hardly have time but if I'm a Writer like  Ms. Lipton says I might be, then I'll have time to write anything I want. I'll have to keep on doing stuff too, though, so I'll have stuff to write about. Back to the river.


Elm trees and  Poplar trees and Cottonwood trees and Willow trees grow there too, but they're mostly where farms used to be and not real close to the river the way the willow trees are. And another kind of tree I don't know its name yet but it's all bent out of shape and looks like it's been hammered and twisted – some kind of pine tree. Juniper, maybe. Or Ironwood? And Russian Olive trees are a pretty grey-green and have BIG thorns. And sagebrush. It’s everywhere and all different kinds and all different colors of green. And lots taller than it looks from the road. Taller than a grown man. Horses and deer can hide in sagebrush, did you know? 


The desert is on the left where I run when I'm going into the desert and the river is on the right and I'm in the middle. I wish I could learn to tell North and South and East and West. Grandpa Wilson says Think Like You're Holding a Map. But when I do that then it seems like the way I'm facing is always up and should always be North. Sometimes I can figure it out from where the sun is, because I know it's in the East in the morning and in the West at night but there's lots of times that doesn't work very well, like at noon. So I'll just have to keep just saying Left and Right. 


On my way home the desert is on the right side and the river is on the left and I'm always in the middle. When you're talking about being at the edge of the river and the desert, the middle is a good place to be.


Sagebrush grows out in the dirt and lava rocks and in the sand by the river too. Sagebrush has a good smell, especially right after rain. It looks different from anything else too. It's not really green and it's not really brown and the bark is mostly soft and papery and twisty like a rope. 


Mama always says Stay Out Of The Sagebrush! It's Full Of Ticks! But I've only seen a few of them, and mostly they just get on dogs. I had one in my hair once. Daddy took a match and burned its tail so it would back up, but it didn't. But some of my hair burned. Then Mama painted its butt with fingernail polish. She said that would make it back up because it couldn't breathe. Daddy said that was the dumbest thing he ever heard of, and he wouldn't wait for it to back up. He grabbed the tick with pliers and it broke on my head and then Mama washed my head and pulled out the pieces of the tick with tweezers. 


But that tick came off a deer Daddy killed, not off sagebrush so I don't worry too much about sagebrush. It's still one of my favorite plants. When the leaves die, I can pull the sagebrush stumps up real easy, just with my hands. Sometimes I make a little fire but it's not big because ONE, I don't want to catch the desert on fire and cook the rabbits and birds and snakes and bugs and because TWO, I don't want to get caught and THREE, get into big trouble. DEEP DOO DOO my uncle Brian says. 


When I was little I used to hike out to the desert with Brandon and one or two of his friends. They would act like I was just another boy and they'd let me help carry their bb guns or twenty-twos or fishing poles. Sometimes they would build a fire but Brandon would always make sure that it was safe. He showed me that who builds a fire on the desert should always make sure it's in a hole or has plenty of rocks around it so that the wind can't blow pieces of the fire onto the desert which would catch the desert on fire. He said too, try to make the fire almost small enough to spit on to put it out. Actually, he says piss. But that's another story. 


A few years ago, maybe two, Brandon started being meaner to me and wouldn't let me go anywhere with him and his friends anymore. Mama said it was because he was growing up, but I think he's growing down. Acts more like a baby all the time. But I learned a lot about the desert and where to go when they let me come with them. Now I don't need them. I can go by myself. But it's lonesome mostly.


So I run along the river Zig Zag. The path isn't straight like along the canal, but I have to dodge rocks and trees and sagebrush, so it's like a contest between me and the path. I run sometimes almost sideways. Jump here, land on my toe and twist around here, land on a piece of rock that looks solid but it slides away and so I have to be ready to jump the other way in the middle of a jump. 


I run a while, then I stop and survey the situation. (I like that. Survey the Situation. It's from a poem my sister says, but I like it. It just means look around, not "survey" like George Washington, who was a surveyor, you know.)


I like to look all around and take a picture with my mind like I might never see this place again and I want to remember it. I turn all the way around and I look up close first, then all around me, then toward the mountains. Up close are the stink bugs and grasshoppers and ants and deer and rabbit raisins. And then lava rock, sagebrush, desert dirt and river sand. Some places the desert dirt is hard and like clay. Some places it's hard like rocks. And some places it just IS rocks. 


Other places it's more sandy than anything and some places, usually, it's like tan flour and goes poff poff between my toes when I run in it and when it's wet it's slick as grease. Run in that and hit down wrong and you'll be sliding on your butt in the mud. I stay home when it rains if I know it's going to rain. If my clothes get covered with mud I get into Deep you know what.
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19, September


That's a different way. I try not to always say things the same way. I'm thinking today about this journal stuff, Mister Journal, and the way it stops and starts and goes off in one direction and then another. I don't mind it much, but don't you wish I could just tell you everything about one thing and then when that's finished tell about something different? Well, I guess it can't be helped when I only have two pages to write on and my mind just goes where it goes. 


When I try to think and plan ahead on this writing stuff then it stops. Skreetch. Crash. Back to the desert. OK. Where was I? Oh yeah. Looking around. If I close my eyes a minute I'm looking up close sort of and there's the river and the desert.
Some ratty trees off by the drain ditch. Willows by the river. Sand dunes with lava rock camp fireplaces where the high school kids have parties and the tramps camp out. High school kids leave beer cans and tramps leave pork and bean cans and wine bottles. I think it would be nice if they would clean up after themselves. I always take a garbage sack and clean the place up so it looks like they weren't there, but I wish they would do it for themselves. Except then I wouldn’t feel so good about doing it.


Along the river there's car tracks from boat trailers and out on the river there's wood rafts tied where we swim to in the summer time. I'm a good swimmer. I can hold my breath longer than anyone I know. I can swim underwater almost all the way across the river without having to come up for air.  Sometimes I pretend I’m Tarzan of The Apes and if I come up too soon I’ll get hit in the brain with a spear. 


Saturday just a little way up the river from the bridge there was a dead pup. It was a German Shepherd pup. Pretty big but still a puppy. It hadn't been dead long enough to stink but flies were on it and it was stiff and was starting to swell up.

 
It was wet too, from the river. I don't know how it died. If it got hit by a car or if it drowned or what. I couldn’t tell if the river had washed it up here or if people had brought it here and dumped it. I thought about burying it but I didn't really want to touch it and I didn't have a shovel anyway. It made me feel real sad and I sat down by it, but not too close, and said an Indian prayer and told the Great Spirit that this could be a Good Dog for him to walk with. Maybe this dog could be friends with Smokey. I hate it when animals die. I hate the way it makes me feel. 


The Happy Hunting Ground is a better idea, I think, than a Heaven where there aren't any animals, just goody goodies sitting around talking about how good they are and how bad everybody else is and making rules for keeping the bad guys out. If I was God I'd make heaven just like here on the desert but only just me and animals. I guess everybody else can have their own Heaven, but that's how mine would be.


After the river and desert there's the mountains. It's hard to remember that I live in a valley unless I look up once in a while and look all around and see that there are mountains on every side. Usually they're almost purple. I don't know why that happens because up close they're just like here. Tan desert dirt and sagebrush. But from far off it's purple. I never noticed that until I saw pictures of mountains and they were purple. I thought the painter was crazy until I came outside and looked and sure enough, Purple.


When I come home after I've been in the desert all day I like to try to remember all the neat stuff I saw during the day. Then no matter what is happening at home, like if Daddy is drunk or if Mama and Daddy are fighting again or if Daddy isn't home and Mama is worried or mad, then I can go to the bedroom and I can sit and think soft to myself about what I saw that day and how nice a day it was. Sometimes I sit in a corner of the closet so Jolene can't see me and get mad at me or find some work for me to do. Now that I think about it, I guess it's kind of strange for me to be happy sitting thinking in the closet but that's the way it is and it's the only thing I can think of to do when stuff is happening.
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September 20th 
Dear Journal, 


who is really  Ms. Lipton, only I forget sometimes when I write this junk. I feel really stupid. I have felt really stupid ever since you asked me yesterday if Mr. Hamilton can read my journal. I'm sorry, but I don't want him to. It isn't for him. It's for me. And you, maybe. I want to be polite. I do not want to be rude. And I do not want to get into trouble, but No. I don't care if he is a counselor at the Jr. High School, whatever a counselor is for, and besides, I'm not IN Jr. High. 


This stuff I've been writing might look like I'm some kind of a maniac or a idiot and they might want to take me to the funny farm like my mom says, and put me in a rubber room for strange kids. Brandon says that all the time, that I'm crazy and that's what they're going to do to me. But I don't care. It makes me kind of almost mad to think about it. I just been playing, you know. I'm not mad at you, but I feel mad. You said we could say anything, no matter how dumb it sounded to us and so I did and now you think some weird guy should look at what I said and maybe see if I'm whacko or something. No. I don't want to talk to him. Or anybody. 


Maybe I can explain something. I been thinking about it a lot. I wouldn't have written this stuff, most of it, if I had thought it was for anybody but you and me to read. And I wouldn't have written it, most of it, if I thought you were going to take it serious. Know what I mean? It has been like a book to me in a lot of places where sometimes I can say things I think whether they're true or not. I am not the kind of person, either, to walk up to somebody and say, Listen to Me. I need to TALK to you. This journal has been a way for me to say things that I wouldn't say to you if I was talking to you. I mean, I know that you can read it when you have time and so I can say things that you wouldn't have time to listen to if I was talking to you. I wouldn't bother you with all this stuff I write down if I was talking to you. I hope you know what I mean. I don't want to be rude and I don't want to get in trouble. I don't want you to not like me or be mad at me. I just want to be able to write in this tablet and let you read it if you want to and I don't care if it gets a grade or not because it's not like an English assignment anymore.


But the biggest reason I don't want anybody but you and me to know what I write in this tablet is that I don't want my Mama and Daddy to know that I ever say ANYTHING about them. It would hurt their feelings and it would make them not trust me. And it would make them mad at me. This is very important to me that you and me are the only ones ever EVER to see what I write. I should have been more careful but I wasn't and now I'm really nervous. Like I did something wrong and now I might get caught. I don't know if it's wrong or not, and to tell you the truth, I don't care. I am not a crazy person. I know that I'm not supposed to tell things about my family to other people. I really like and love my family and I don't want them mad at me, not even Brandon. But they would kill me if they knew I talked about them in this journal. 


And if the reason you want Mr. Hamilton to talk to me is because you are worried about me because sometimes I say I want to die, well, I don't, really. And if I really did, I wouldn't want to talk about it. I wouldn't know how anyway and besides, I feel better about everything than I used to. I think part of the reason I feel better is because I can talk about it when I write here. I'm really happy that I can. Is it ok if I keep writing like I have been, only maybe not exactly and just you and me will ever read it? I don't know what else to say. Please promise me no matter what you won't ever let anybody else see what I write and don't tell anybody. If you worry about me, write a note to me. I'll try not to make you worried about me anymore. I'm sorry I did.
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September 23rd 
Dear  Ms. Lipton. 


Thank you for my journal back so fast. And thank you for saying nobody else has to read it. You said you didn't mean to upset me, but I wasn't really upset. I just didn't want to get in trouble and I didn't want you to not like me. Anyway, thank you. I feel kind of relieved. I hate being so weird. I didn't know what to write today so I read back through the old pages to see if there was stuff I said I would write about and then I didn't do it, and I found a place where I said I'd tell you about Sadie Rae.


She's great. To me she seems like Nana in Peter Pan. She's a registered Cocker Spaniel Bitch (you can say that if it's a female dog and not be swearing. Honest.) She's red and she’s four years younger than me so she's seven, almost eight. I was four when Daddy brought her home. I don't remember much about being four, but I remember that day. Sadie had long legs and long ears and she bounced all over the house like a kangaroo. She jumped on me and scratched me and knocked me down and slobbered all over me. I hated her. But not for long. 


Mama named her after a red haired girl friend my Daddy used to have, probably before him and Mama were married. I heard my Mama tell my aunt about it. She said Daddy's face got as red as Sadie's hair when Mama said Let's Just Name the Red Haired Bitch Sadie, but she said that he didn't dare argue about the name. 


Mama laughed when she told my aunt about it. I don't think I like Mama to laugh about Daddy. At least not like she did that day. It was not funny, it was mean. I don't think my dad has any old girlfriends around. I mean, how could he? He's married to my mom and he has a bunch of kids. Why would anybody want to have him for a boyfriend? He's not even a boy. He's an old man. He's more than 30. Grown ups are pretty weird sometimes.


The name Sadie is easy to call. Real high voice and fast, Yee Sadie, Yee Sadie, Yee Sadie, we call, and she runs fast from wherever she is. Her ears flop and her whole body wags like her tail and she always ALWAYS is happy that we call her. She loves me and loves to be with me, but she's mostly Daddy's. She's funny when we go to the park. She likes to go down the slippery slide and she gets in line with the kids and climbs up the ladder with us. 
She hated when she was a puppy and we made her climb up the ladder and then we'd slide her down on our laps, but after a while she started just doing it by herself. The other kids think she's a trick dog. She is. I love her with all my heart. 


Daddy got her so he could have a bird dog, but the first time he took her hunting she got so scared when he shot the gun at some birds that she hid under the car and he couldn't get her out until he put the gun in the trunk. He said he was going to take her back to the guy he bought her from but all us kids already loved her too much so Mama said he couldn't. Daddy loves her too. I can tell by the way he talks to her. He talks to her more than he does us kids. 


Sadie has puppies twice a year. Daddy always wants Red Cocker Spaniels so we can sell them, but they hardly ever are. Sometimes they're black and once they were black with white spots. Brandon always finds the pups because Sadie has them on his bed so we have to wash all his blankets because they get all hairy and bloody and slimy, and we put Sadie and the puppies in a box on the floor in a closet. 


Brandon goes to tell Daddy we have puppies and Daddy says, “Are They Good?” And Brandon says, “No, They're Black.” Or sometimes he gets to say, “I don't know, They're Red, though.” When they're black Daddy says something I know I’m not supposed to write and when they're red he says, “All Right. Maybe we'll get the car fixed.” Or he says, “Here’s my new fishing pole.” He means with the money we get when we sell the puppies.


Anyway, Sadie's pregnant again. Danny says Fragrant and everybody laughs so he says it again. Daddy locked Sadie up with a big red cocker belongs to somebody we don't even know for four days and I hated it. They barked and barked and Sadie growled and barked and cried to get out and Daddy said if we let her out he'd skin us alive so we didn't but she might of got out anyway one day for a couple hours but it wasn't me who let her. 


I think it's stupid to care what color puppies are. I don't mean that Daddy's stupid. I mean people who won't buy them unless they're red are stupid. They'll take them for free, but they won't pay money for them. I think all puppies are beautiful Like babies. Doesn't God love all colors of everything? I really don't mean my Dad is stupid, but I don't have to believe everything he does. If I did, I'd have to drink beer too, and I hate beer. It smells awful and it tastes awful and it makes me feel funny and once it made me throw up. Don't tell.

[image: image31.wmf]
[image: image32.wmf]

I started to tell about Sadie Rae yesterday so I will finish telling it today which is September 24th

Last year I told my mom that one of our neighbors gave me a kitten but really I got it from a little boy by the grocery store who said his daddy was going to drown them if he couldn't give them away that day. 


The rest of the story is that my Aunt Laura Anne has the cat now because it got ringworm after I had it a few months and Mama said we couldn't keep it and Daddy would have to kill it so all us kids wouldn't get ringworm. 


He would too. One time I saw him shoot an old tom cat right in the head with his 22 rifle, but that cat really was bad. One time it ate all our hen's baby chicks and another time it got into the rabbit cage and tipped it over and some of the little ones got killed, and he would pee on everything he could, like our toys if we left them outside, like Jolene's Raggedy Ann doll that I wasn't even supposed to touch and she never did figure out what happened to it, so Daddy said enough is enough and even though I hate to see animals die I was glad that old Tomcat was history. 


And I didn’t have to go look at its dead bloody-head body. Daddy said, “You get back in the house,” and I acted like I did while he went and picked up the old cat body by the tail and dropped it in a gunny sack and dropped the gunny sack in the garbage can. It didn’t bleed very much. You couldn’t even tell where he hit it unless you looked up close. It was right between the eyes. My Dad’s a crack shot.


So my Grandma said that Aunt Laura Ann would get some medicine and take care of my kitten and she did and now it's a beautiful big long haired cat who doesn't even know he's really mine but I'm really glad that he's alive no matter where he lives. His name is Peanut Butter because that's what color he is and he's a Tomcat. But he's a nice tomcat, not like that other one.

 
Sadie had puppies then like always and for some reason they weren't red and Peanut Butter was too tiny to have been taken away from his mother so I thought Milk is Milk and I tossed old Peanutbutter into Sadie's box with the puppies. Sadie growled at him so I growled at her and put my hand on her nose and I told her, “You Leave This Kitten Alone,” and Sadie put her head down and flip flopped her tail a couple times and said OK. I found a faucet for PNB and he knew what it was for and there they were. One peanut butter colored long tail and five little black bottoms with no tails.


It's called Docking the Tails is why they don't have tails. Daddy cuts their tails off with a razor blade when they are new born and they yipe yipe yipe, but they're so tiny it's almost like they meow. Daddy docks and Sadie doctors. She licks their tail stubs with her tongue until they stop bleeding and even though it stops bleeding real soon it still makes me sad, but Daddy says if the puppies had long tails we might as well knock them in the head because nobody wants a flag tail cocker even if it's a mix. 


Anyhow, back to Peanut Butter. There's a whole row of five fat short tailed black puppy bottoms and right in the middle there's this skinny yellow long haired long tailed kitten. He looked like a chunk of cheese in a row of black potatoes. I know there's no such thing but I couldn't think of anything else. That's what it looked like.


Anyway, PNB ate off Sadie with those puppies until they were all weaned. He played with the puppies when they played too, which was most of the time, but they got pretty rough. He hissed and scratched a lot but then he'd get right back in the middle of it again. I’d yell at the pups to stop chasing that cat, and they would quit, and PNB would run up to them and bat them on the ear so they’d chase him again. 


Even now he doesn't ever get afraid of dogs no matter how big or mean looking they are. It isn't really that he trusts them, I don't think. He just isn't scared of them. And they don't seem to chase him or bother him either. Maybe he learned their language. Or maybe they know that he's really an adopted dog. Or maybe it's like Daddy says, they know he's not afraid and they wonder if he's got some secret weapon. Like a cannon or a big knife. 


Daddy thought Sadie feeding Peanut Butter was really funny. He came home late for supper that first night smelling all beery and flopped down on the floor by the closet in his post office suit. He sat and talked to old Sadie and he laughed and laughed. What's One More? he'd say, and he'd laugh some more. Mama got mad when he said that. “What's One More?” she almost shouted. “It's One More To Feed When You're Out Spending The Grocery Money On Booze,” she said. 


But she was mostly mad because Daddy was supposed to come get her after work and they were going to go play pool at the bar and she was all dressed up with her make up on and everything and he went by himself. I knew she wasn't mad about the groceries. She was walking back and forth in her tall high heels all afternoon saying mean things about Daddy.


Then she almost cried when she came to look at the blanket full of black and yellow babies. I don't know why it seemed so strange to Mama and Daddy. It seems to me that if somebody hands you a hungry baby you just feed it if you can. Worry later about where it came from or what it's going to grow up into. I would feed it first. Wouldn't you? I mean, which is more natural, to act like Pam, the neighbors' dog I told you about who killed my kitten Smokey, or to act like Sadie? 


I don't really know a lot about stuff like that but I know how I'd make it if I was God. I'd change a lot of stuff around.


One other time. I get really tired of this next story cause Mama tells it all the time, but I'll tell it to you once because I didn’t tell you about it before and it is a little bit funny. Mama came home from work and fixed supper and called us kids in to eat and Danny said, No, I'm Not Hungry. He was almost five then and he was always hungry. Not Hungry? Why Not? asked Mama. And Danny said, Cause I already ate. And Mama said What Did You Eat? And Danny said, Milk. And Mama said Where? And Danny said, With the Puppies. And Mama says that maybe he did, but I think it's a dopey story. How would Danny know how to get the milk out? 
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The day that I tell you about my Dad is today, September the 25th

My dad is my favorite person in the whole wide world. He is like a movie star to me. He looks like Glen Ford or Robert Redford on the old movies channel. Glen Ford is my favorite actor because I pretend that's my dad in the movies. Daddy smiles like Glen Ford too. He's very handsome and very smart. 


He works for the Post Office where you have to be smart to work there. He is a mail carrier because he likes to be outside and meet lots of people. Everybody on his route knows him and a lot of them know me because I know where his route is and sometimes when I walk that way to the movies or to the library I tell them if they are out in their yard that my Dad is their mailman, and they always tell me what a great mailman he is.


I don't see my Dad very often because we both go away in the daytime. I go to school and he goes to work. He leaves in the morning before I get up. When he comes home from work he sits at the table and drinks coffee until supper time. When he doesn't come home after work, which is more usual because he has a lot of people he knows downtown that he has to go see, I don't see him at all that day. Saturdays I see him unless he goes fishing or hunting and then I go to the desert.


I love it when he just drinks a little bit of beer before he comes home because then he's happy. He tells us stories and poems and jokes and makes all of us, even Mama, laugh and laugh. Other times he doesn't get home until everybody is in bed and I hear him come down the stairs and he bumps into both sides of the stairway wall and he sounds sick when he talks. He says the same things over and over when I hear him and Mama talking and she tells him “Just Shut Up,” and she tells him “You Don't Know What You're Talking About! You're Drunk.” 


I think he knows that, but he argues with her anyway and says, “No, I’m Not Drunk. I just had two beers and I didn't buy them, a friend bought them for me and made me stay and listen to some important stuff.”


Sometimes I think if Mama was nicer to him he wouldn't drink so much and other times I think if he didn't have so many kids he wouldn't drink so much but mostly I think if I was a better person or smarter or prettier or especially if I was a boy, he would love me too much to drink. 


I think maybe if I would run away somewhere maybe he wouldn't have so much to worry about and then he wouldn't drink so much. I don't think it would make him very sad if I ran away because I am not his favorite kid. Lots of times when he's been drinking beer he calls me Jolene. I would rather be spanked than that. I want to scream, “I'm RAINIE. Don't you even know the name of your own kid?” It makes me sad because I love him more than anything else in the world. I feel sad when he's sad and I feel like a balloon with too much air when he's happy. I wish I really had been born a boy because then I could be a better friend to him not just a kid that needs food and shoes and clothes.         


I would like to have a lot of money to give him so he wouldn't worry all the time. I have heard him and Mama fight about it so I know it's true. If he didn't get married so young and have kids he would have been a writer or a poet. He's very poetic. He knows lots of long poems by heart that are funny and sad like the Cremation of Sam Magee and The Shooting of Dan MaGrew (or something like that) and when he feels good and he hasn't had too much but some beer he tells us those poems. He never forgets any parts of them like I forget when I try to memorize poems.


I'm getting better though, and I know probably fifty poems by heart. Nobody likes to listen to me tell them, but I tell them to myself at night when I can't sleep. My Uncle Brian gave me a great book with just one poem in it and I'm memorizing it. It has 82 or 84 verses. I memorize a new one every day and then I recite the ones up to that new one and if I leave one out I start over. I'm on the 35th verse now. The name of the poem is the Rubyat of Omar Khayam (I hope that's how you spell it because the book is in the living room and I'm in bed and I don't want anybody to know I'm still up so I can't go get it and look up the spelling.) and I don't understand it all but it sounds beautiful and it's full of Analogys and Metafors and stuff like that. It starts out saying "AWAKE! For Morning in the Bowl of night Has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight. AND LO! The hunter from the East has caught the Sultan's Turret in a noose of light!" 


It would be cheating on my journal to put the rest of it here, but I could fill up a lot of pages with poems I know. When I have this one all memorized I don't know who I'll tell it to. Maybe Mama. She likes to hear my poems when she has time. I can't tell it to Daddy until it's perfect because if I make a mistake, he makes a pigdog noise and walks off and says, “Let Me Know When You're Ready.” When it's perfect he claps his hands and says, “Good Work.”

 
Maybe I'll surprise Uncle Brian when he comes home again and tell it all to him. None of my friends like to listen to my poems. They think the poems are boring and they think I'm showing off. I wish it was ok to show off. Memorizing stuff is about the only thing I'm good at. But if the teacher asks me if I know any new poems and I say yes, cause I always do, everybody in the class just groans like they have stomach aches. Makes me want to cry. So I don't say yes anymore. But that doesn’t feel good either. 
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September 26th 


I don't feel like writing today. I have a rock feeling in my chest right on top of my stomach. It feels heavy and sharp and ugly at the same time. I'm not pretty and I don't pretend to be, like some people do, and I don't worry about my hair or my clothes the way the other sixth grade girls do, but sometimes, like today, I don't even want anybody to even look at me I feel so ugly. I have to keep looking in the mirror to see if I look like I feel like I look. Like I have lizard skin and maybe one eye up and one down. I look in the mirror and I see this not a girl not a boy person and I think, she's not the ugly one. But she's not the Me that looks ugly. Where is Me? Where is Rainie?


When I had long hair I could really look ugly, more than I do now. I'm happy I cut it. After I cut the big pieces off, Mama yelled at me and then she sat me down and she cut more off here and more there and then it looked better. She wanted me to comb it down with bangs and down around my ears, like an elf, she said, but I part it on the side and I comb it back like a boy. At first everybody teased me but they leave me alone now. 

 
One time all the girls ran out of the girls' bathroom screaming There's a Boy in There! There's a Boy in There! It was me. It didn't make me mad like they hoped it would. I thought it was neat that I looked so much like a boy. But I really knew they knew it was me, Rainie. They don't like me much.


Do you think it shows in a person's face? What they are? You know, Whatever You Are It Shows In Your Face? I can't see it in my face. I don't even know what to look for. I have done some very bad things in my life but I can't see it in my face. Sometimes I think other people can see it and I want to hide and die. Not really die dead, but not BE ME anymore. I think, no matter what else I ever do and no matter what ever happens to me in my life I will always have done this one bad thing and I will never have not done it and sometimes I get a crazy feeling like growing up is a big joke and nothing will ever make any difference. I will always be bad ever since I was four. 


When I feel this the feeling feels like it's always been there and it will never go away ever. It's like another person sleeps inside me who wakes up, more and more, and this voice says Don't Ever Like Anybody, Rainie, Because They Might Find Out and Then They Won't Like You. And this person, this feeling, says, “Don't be Happy, Rainie, Because The Wages of Sin is Death and We Know You Are Bad and You Will Be Bad Until You Die.” And when kids laugh at me or fight with me or look at me funny it's like they know. 


Maybe they don't know what I did, but they know I'm bad. I think maybe they see it in my face but I don't know what they see. And other times I think a person told somebody what he did to me when I was four. Then I get really afraid because it has to stay a secret. Sometimes I'm even afraid of little kids and I cross the street so I won't have to say hi because if I talk to them they might know.
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The 27th  day of September

A Story about Me. A story I never told anybody what really happened. When I was in third grade a boy named Monte liked me. He was my same size - we were both littler than the other kids - and we liked each other right away. He lived in the new houses by the school and always wore new clothes. No spots or holes in. He could have had anybody he wanted for a friend because he was nice and he was rich.


Every recess, me and Monte would talk and talk about stuff. All the other kids said stuff like “RAIN AND MONTE IN A TREE  K-I-S-S-I-N-G,” (spelled out). I would get mad, but Monte would just laugh and say, “It's Ok, They're Just Teasing.” They liked him, but nobody liked me. I was proud he liked me. 


So the story is this. For his birthday Monte told his Mama that only Rainie was who he wanted at his party and his Mama phoned my Mama and said Could Rainie Come? and my Mama asked me did I want to and I said Yes. He was going to show me his microscope and his telescope and his bug book and his star books. I gave him a book about Ghosts that I really liked that Uncle Brian gave me, but still just like new. Monte liked it a lot.

 
I wore a dress. Nobody thinks I have any dresses, but I do. I just hate them. Mama said it wouldn't be nice to be a special guest at a party and not wear a dress, so I wore the only one I could stand. It was pale orange and pretty cute on me. Me and Monte, just us two, were going to eat dinner and then cake and ice cream on their front porch, which is just like another room only with lots of windows and plants, and then his mama was going to take us to a movie. It was all Monte's idea. His mom does what he likes. She listens to him, too, like he can boss her.


Mama drove me over to Monte's house and he came out to the car and even opened the door for me. He didn't even act surprised I wore a dress, and we went into the house and I got weird. I didn't know how to act. I never go to anybody's house but Lauren's. 


Monte and I sat at a table in his bedroom and looked at his books and I felt really bashful. I couldn't think of anything to say. At school I always had a gazillion things to say to him, but his house was so big and so nice I kept thinking What Am I Doing HERE? 


Then Monte's Mama said Go Sit On The Porch and I'll Bring Your Dinner, and we went out on the porch and Monte's big brother Ryan came out with his friend, Bobby. And they were laughing and they said to me and Monte, “We Know What You Do.” I thought they were just saying it to me. I thought maybe they knew about me and maybe even it had been one of them when I was four years old and maybe they would tell.


I got scairder than I have ever been in my whole life. First I couldn't say anything. I started to cry like a first grader, and I just could only say that I wanted to go home. The big boys said I was a big baby. Monte cried and said, “Don't Go Home, Rainie,” but I couldn't stop crying. Monte went into his room and shut the door. 


Monte's mama was mad at me because I ruined his party. She drove me home and didn't say one word all the way. But I was glad, too, when I figured out they didn't really know about me. The were just teasing me and Monte making a stupid teen ager joke about me and Monte doing something nasty. I hate teen age boys. They are just gross.


That's when I decided then just not to be friends with boys at all because it is too scary. I didn't want to talk to Monte after that day. He asked me why I was mad at him and I couldn't even talk or I would cry, and I would go home from school and cry because I had made him sad. But I couldn't explain. It's easier not to have friends. It always ends up making me and other people sad.

 
But you know, not having friends is ok. I have read almost every book at the public library and the librarian knows me almost as well as my teacher. If I couldn't read I might be lonely, but it's like I am friends with who I'm reading about. Sometimes I feel like I am who I'm reading about.


I have read all the Tarzan books and all the Wizard of Oz books. I like them more than most of the books for kids today. My librarian tells me the books she liked when she was my age and I think we are a lot alike. Most of the books she liked aren’t even in the library any more so she brought me books from her own house. When I was littler I read a whole bunch of the librarian's books about the Bobbsey Twins that she brought from her house for me. Now I'm reading everything that a lady named Willa Cather wrote. It's a project for the librarian. She told me she thought I'd like these books and she was right. I do. Except that some of the stuff that happens is so sad. 


But I really like how Willa Cather talks about the way things look. In one of her books I will probably remember forever the way she talked about deep snow in winter and being snowed in. When I'm reading stuff like that I don't mind being alone. And Willa Cather was alone too when she was young. I read a story about her and it said so.
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30th  of September

You know, I never told anybody before what happened at Monte's birthday party. It was a little bit more than three years ago when I was eight years old and Mama asked and asked and I would just cry so she quit asking and I felt bad because she thought maybe Monte's brother was mean to me or bad to me and Monte's Mama was mad and said to Mama that I was spoiled and maybe a little crazy. She said I was Nurotic. Mama was really mad at Monte's mom.


I knew it was just only my fault but I couldn't tell anybody because first you tell a little bit and they say But Why This, and When That, and Where, and pretty soon what you weren't going to say any of at all is all said, and you don't know how it happened. Last Christmas, Danny said to Daddy, “I'm not going to tell you that Rainie got you new gloves for Christmas,” and Daddy said, “Good, Because That Would Ruin The Surprise,” and I'm so stupid I didn't even think until later that Danny told. Do you believe I'm so stupid as that? 


I love my Dad because at Christmas he acted surprised. He said he remembered, then, what Danny had said, but that he had forgotten before he opened the package.


Sometimes, like that, I think maybe Daddy does love me, but then I think, No, not me specially. He loves all us kids because we're his kids and because he's a good dad, but he does not love Me Rainie, just because I'm Me. Not like I love him. He doesn't know who ME is. He doesn't know what I like or what I like to do. Sometimes he even forgets my name or calls me Jolene. 


And he didn't come to the Christmas play last year and I looked and looked for him and Brandon said he was drunk. And he gets mad so easy. He yells if we spill something at supper or if I forget to put the salt and pepper on the table. Not a loud yell. A quiet yell with a bad look on his face. I couldn't look like that at someone I love.


When I have children when I grow up I will always ask them how they feel and what they want and what they like. And I will hug them a lot and ask them questions and I will be very careful to always know where they are and who they are with and I won't ever let bad things happen to them. I will let them dress like they want and I will listen to them and I will make them be nice to each other and not to fight or be critical of their brothers and sisters. And I won't marry anybody different from that. 


Only I will probably never get married I think, because for one thing, who would want me? And for another thing, who would I want?
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It's the very first day of the Halloween Month of October


Thank you for my journal back so soon again. It's really getting big. I think I'll keep it and when I grow up I'll let my little girl read it. I wish I knew what my mom and dad were like when they were little. 



So maybe my little girl will want to know about me when I was her age and so when she's 11 or 12 I'll say Would You Like To Know About Me When I Was Your Age? And maybe she will say Yes. Then I'll let her read this journal. Only I'll take some stuff out.


I have a new friend. Oh, Journal, I have a new friend. I almost forgot to tell you. When I met her I thought, I want to write about this in my Journal, so now I'm going to tell you about it. She's a really truly friend, too. She likes Me. She said so after we talked. She said, "You know what? I like you, Rainie. You're the kind of person I always like and want to get to know."  


Here's how I met her the first time, but I saw her two other times too. Her name is Jessie. I was on my way to the river road on Saturday, but when I got to the river I just didn't feel like being Indian. I didn't want to be home either. I didn't want to be anywhere. Do you ever feel like that? Jessie says she does. She has long hair in braids. 


Anyway, I stopped on the Town side of the river and nobody was on the pier. Usually there's people fishing there, but nobody was. So I walked out to the end of the pier and I sat down and looked at the water. The pier bounced up and down like a cradle and the sun was coming up and I got warm and sleepy and I just laid down at the end of the pier and I went to sleep. 
I woke up because I felt somebody walk Thump Thump Thump Thump up the pier and she said, “Don't let me disturb you. I'm just going to drown a worm here.” Isn't that funny? I never had heard that before. I had to laugh. 
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October fifth


Here I am again. I quit writing last night because it was late and I had to go. I am still telling you about the first time I met Jessie, my new friend.  Anyhow, she said she was going to Drown a Worm and I laughed, but I was going to leave because usually grownups say “Go Play Now,” or “Shouldn't You Be In School?” even if it's Saturday. 


She didn't. She said, “My Name is Jessie.” And she said, “I'm glad you're here. I didn't especially want to be alone this morning.” And so I couldn't just run off. That would have been rude. I wasn't ready to go home anyway. 


I put my toes in the water. It's pretty cold this time of year, but not like in the spring when it's just melted ice off the mountains. Jessie asked me what was my name and I said Rainie, and she said, just like she knew me, “Short for Lorraine, huh?” Isn't that weird? It was like she knew me. Most people say when you say your name is Rainie, “Is That Because You Cry All the Time?” Or something dumb about rain or clouds. Sometimes I hate people to ask me my name because they're going to say something they think is funny about it. 


But nobody ever just knew what it was short for, before. I told her my full name. Even the one starting with F. I told her I didn't like it and she said, "Oh My Yes." She said, "You Don't Look Like a ________ (F. name)." And I said, Thank You.


My Mama hates it that I don't like that name. She thinks I don't like my grandma because I don't like her name, but it's not because it's her name that I don't like it. I love my Grandma. I just don't want a Grandma kind of name. Don't know how old Jessie is, but she's not as old as my Grandma, but she's older than Mama. She listened to me. I didn't actually mean to talk her head off, but she asked me a question like did I have any brothers or sisters and I told her about Mary and Jolene and she listened. And when I finished talking about that she asked another question. Most people try to tell you about themselves and can't hardly wait for you to finish talking about your dog so they can say, “You Know, I Had a Dog Once. He Was a Good Old Dog.” Well, Jessie didn't do that. 


I told her about Queen and she asked me when I thought I'd learn how to put a bridle on her. I had to think about that.  I told her about Daddy, just a little, and she told me she was pretty sure Daddy loves me. I asked her how does she know, and she said I look like a person whose parents love her. 


I don't feel like it most of the time. I don't think I'm good for much. But Jessie says we don't love people for what they do. She asked what can new puppies do? And I said Just Poop and Wet and Make Noise. And she said, “Don't You Love New Puppies?” You know what? I do. Everybody does. 


And Jessie said too, something else I liked. She said, “Why else do you think nobody loves you.” And I said, “Because I'm so Ugly.” And she didn't say, No you're not, like Mama does. She just smiled and said, “Who do you love?” And I said, Mama and Daddy and both sets of Grandma and Grandpa, and Uncle Brian. And she said, “Who do you love just because they're pretty?” Nobody. That's who. Grandma is fat and she had a stroke and walks funny and nobody can hardly understand her, but I love her. We all love her. 


But she's good. I forgot to tell Jessie that. Puppies too. They're not bad. Or they don't know any better.
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October the sixth


I talk so much I bet you get tired. I have only told you about the first time I met Jessie, but I saw her two other times this week. First she saved my life from Brandon, Tuesday night late. I'm going to try to tell that today. And last night I saw her when I was with Mama at the store. At the store, Jessie said, “Hello, Rainie. Is This Your Mama?” And I said, “Mama This is Jessie Who is a Good Friend of Mine.” Jessie shook Mama's hand and smiled at her and she acted like she was a teacher or something and when we left the store Mama said, “Who is That and How Do You Know her and Where Did You Meet her and Be Careful of Strangers Because They Might Hurt You,” and I just said, “Nope, Nope, Nope. Jessie Is A Nice Person And My Good Friend.” 


And I wanted to tell her one more thing but I knew she wouldn't understand even if she did listen to me, but she usually only starts to listen, and then she says something else and I don't ever get to finish telling her everything. So I can't tell her this one other thing. I have to have it for a secret and that is that I know that Jessie loves me. Not like a girl friend or a daughter or relative like that, of course, but like someone you read about in a book and you know you want good things to happen to them and you're glad when good things do.She didn't say that about a book, but that's how I explain it to me. Jessie said she likes kids like most people like animals. She said, “Don’t worry about me. I just love kids. I think kids are like new puppies.” 


Jessie said it's easy to like animals because we don't say, “That would be a nice snake if only he had nice long legs or if only he would pay taxes.” We just say, “Look at that great snake.” She says animals are easy to love because they have INTEGRITY.She spelled it for me. She said that meant they don't worry about what the rest of the world expects them to be. They just do what they feel like. 


That's integrity. Being your best you can because what you want to be is ok. She said I have integrity and think for myself. I always thought I was just too weird was why I was different from other kids. I thought I was just wrong and dumb was why I didn't like their ideas like having to have certain clothes isn't very important. I just thought they knew what was right and I didn't, but I still didn't try to be like them because I just didn't agree. Jessie said it's integrity. 


I know a puppy doesn't have to do much for me to love it and Jessie says it's easy to love people if you don't expect them to be perfect. She said I probably thought I was supposed to be perfect but that is more than what is possible. Everybody IS perfect, she said, but perfect like something is even if it isn't all grown - not finished, but still, everybody is exactly like they should be. 


It made me laugh she was so serious when she said it. It seems funny for a Grown Up to talk so serious about what I think. Grown ups usually know ahead of time what they want you to say, like, “What Do You Say?” when you want something, and after they give you something, it's, “What Do You Say?” again, like that's the pay they want for it. Sometimes I want to say, “How Come I have to say Please and Thank You For Food?  If I Didn't Have It I Would Starve.” 

But I know it's about manners, not really about begging. But still, not everybody has to say those things. I know. 


Jessie talked a lot. There was lots more I didn't really understand, but I like to think about it. She talked to me like I was grown up and like she expected me to know just what she meant and like she knew things that had happened to me, but she was just talking about people, not just about me. Maybe everybody does feel like she says, but I don't know. It always seems to me everybody but me knows what's going on. Everybody but me always looks like they know what to do and what to say and I always look and act like a big dummy. Feel like one, too. 


I put that stuff about Saved My Life so you would stay interested. But I felt like she saved my life from Brandon, and she made Brandon even be nice to me for once. 


I was at the dock after school Tuesday night and Brandon came along and was going to go fishing and he saw me on the dock and told me to get home because I shouldn’t be there so late. He said it would be dark before I got home, but I knew it wouldn’t be. I told him I didn’t have to go home and he wasn’t the boss of me and he didn’t need to try to tell me what to do. That made him mad and he told me if I didn’t mind him that he was going to kick my ass. That’s what he said. I’m just telling the exact words that he said.


I was out on the end of the dock and I couldn’t get past him and he was walking out to me and I knew he was going to hit me or push me in the river. I was backing up fast and trying to figure out which way to jump. Just then Jessie walked onto the dock out of nowhere and she didn’t say anything to Brandon, just she said, “Hi, Rainie. What’s up?” like she just was going to have a conversation with a friend. 


Brandon said, “Who are you?” and Jessie said, “My name’s Jessie, and I’m just a friend of Rainie’s. Who are you?”  And Brandon said, “I’m her big brother, and she’s supposed to go home.”

 
Jessie didn’t say anything about that. She just started to talk to Brandon then, like I wasn’t even there. She said something about Brandon’s fishing reel, like “That’s a Dyewan reel, isn’t it?” And Brandon looked at it and he looked at Jessie like he was surprised and he said yes it was and told her it cost fifty dollars and it was the best they had in town. Jessie said she wished she had one like that because she knew they were good and Brandon said he had saved his money for a long time to buy it and Jessie said that only real fishermen had that kind of equipment and I just walked past Brandon and Jessie and thought I should just leave them talking and maybe I’d go home. 


When I started to leave, Jessie said for me to wait a minute. She asked Brandon if he was going to fish for long and Brandon said, no, he had to be home before dark and Jessie said that was cool because probably Rainie shouldn’t walk home alone clear across town and Brandon said that was probably true, just like he was supposed to babysit me. Brandon said for me to sit down and wait on the dock until he was ready to go home and I could walk with him. I wanted to tell him to go fish, but I thought I shouldn’t in front of Jessie, especially since Jessie had got Brandon to act like he was a good brother. I thought the least I could do was act like I was a good sister. Brandon could be a pretty good actor if he tried, you know. And we walked home together but Brandon threw little rocks at me all the way. I had to run to stay out of range. It was almost fun, though.
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October the 7th 


You know, there's only so many ways to say what the date is. I guess I could misspell it. That would be different. 

Dear Journal and  Ms. Lipton, 


It's been five weeks since I started this journal. I wonder how come I didn't keep a journal before. It's neat to talk every day and just say what's happening and to remember stuff and tell it. I had a friend once I talked a lot to, but we were both really little. It was before Danny was born. 


She lived across the street from where we used to live. We were both four, only she was just a little bit older. We talked and talked. I bet we were cute because when I see little kids like we were, playing, I think they're cute. It seems funny to me now, that I had such a good friend when I was little. I haven't had a friend like that since then. Her name was Cindy. 
I don't know if something that happened to me when I was four was why we weren't friends anymore or if it was because of her birthday party. Maybe both. I don't have very good luck at birthday parties. Mostly I try to avoid them.


My Mama liked Cindy, but Cindy's Mama didn't like me. Or hardly anybody, really. Other people said she was cranky, so I guess it wasn't just me but I remember I thought it was my fault she didn't like me and I tried to be especially nice so she would but she never did. I always knew she was going to be cranky but I always hoped maybe she wouldn't be. 


She would ask me in a mean way, “Where's Your Daddy, Little Girl?” And she would say, “Rainie, Why don't you go tell your Mama she wants you.” Cindy's Mama didn't act very grown up, I think. Sometimes though she would be nice to me but it was scary not ever knowing if she was going to be. And Cindy and I were always together, either at her house or at mine. Always. Cindy would come to my house and she would act like she never wanted to go home. Her mom would always have to come and get her and Cindy always made a big fuss.


Cindy invited me to go to her birthday party when she turned five, but she didn't invite me until the day she was going to have the party. I remember I thought it was weird because my Mama wasn't sure if I should go. Maybe she knew something I didn’t, or maybe she just knew that Cindy’s mama hadn’t just forgot to invite me. Mama asked Cindy, “Are you sure?” And Cindy said, ‘Yes.” “Does Your Mama Know You Are Inviting Rainie?” “Yes.” 


So Mama said I could go, but I couldn't take a present cause there wasn't time to go buy one. But I had a new glass piggy bank and I asked could I give her that, and Mama said OK and she helped me wrap it up pretty in some tissue paper left over from Mama's present on Mother's day.


I went across the street to Cindy's house at 2 O’clock and Cindy's mother answered the door. I could see a bunch of kids inside the house, and a record was playing. “Oh,” she said, when she saw it was me. “You Weren't Invited.” I said, “Yes I Was, Cindy Invited Me.” And she just stood there and looked at me like she was trying to decide what to do. Finally she said, “Well, Come In Then.” But she didn't smile and she looked mad. And all through the party, even though Cindy smiled at me a lot and acted like she loved my pig, and even when we played musical chairs, which was really loud and rowdy I could hear Cindy's Mama saying, “Oh, You Weren't Invited.” 


I was only four then, almost five, but I felt terrible. I remember when I went home I was afraid to tell anybody what happened. I knew Mama would be mad and I was afraid she would be mad at me. I don't know why. I just felt that way.


I was sad, too, that I had lost my glass pig. If I ever see one like that again in a store I'm going to buy it. I’m mad that I lost something I loved and had to feel bad, too. I hate to be somewhere I'm not wanted. It’s the worst thing in the world. It always feels like that, “Oh, You Weren't Invited.” It feels like ice in the stomach and drums in the head. I hate it. I never feel like that when I'm alone unless I'm remembering something that made me feel that way. Only when I'm around people do I usually feel that way. 


I don't feel like that in school while I’m in the classroom, but I do at recess and I hate lunch hour most. I walk through the hall by the coat room where the other girls are playing jacks on the floor or tic tac toe or talking about make up and nylons and periods and boys and that crap, and I feel like Get Me Out Of Here.  


Only lately I've been working in the kitchen at lunch time and I like that. The cooks give me an extra dessert and they tell me about their kids and pets and husbands and they like me to tell them jokes. Especially not very nice ones. I always tell them like I don't know why they're funny and they laugh at that too. My favorite dessert they make has cherries and red sweet sauce on cake stuff. It's really good. Today I had three dishes of it. Cherry something, it’s called.


I have been thinking about what Ms. Jessie said. (That's how I call her because I don't feel like I should go around calling a grown up woman her first name.) I been thinking about what she said about expectations. How she explained it was like, we decide what a mother or father should be and if they don't do those things we think they should do, we are disappointed. The parents see kids the same way, she says. We sure don't see each other as people. That’s why we don't appreciate what we really do and what we really are because we're so busy expecting other people to follow our expectations. 


I am going to try to see Mama and Daddy as people, but I will have to learn more about them. I would try to see Brandon as a person but I think God made a mistake there, for sure. 
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October Tenth

I feel like I am upset. I am really upset. I don't know if words will work. I don't know what will work. This isn't working. I would like to swear a horrible swear. Those words look funny and I don't feel funny. I know some words that I could write, but not in my journal that my little girl might read someday. A million no’s. No. No. NO. A million million times. I feel like swearing really bad I'm so mad and mad and mad and mad. I feel like I don't want to write today but my hand just keeps on writing. 


Do you ever feel like crying? If I was to start to cry I would never never ever stop. So I won't start crying. I would like to hit something. I would like to hit it hard. I would like to scream. Only more like a roar. 


Words are stupid things. They don't make noise when you write them and what I would like to do is make horrible noises and all I do is scratch scratch scratch on paper. I want to, I would like to run away. Yelling. I would like to leave here. I think I really would like to be somewhere else. I would like to be someone else and be somewhere else and not feel like this. I don't know what to do. Really I don't know what to do. I wish I could talk to Jessie, but I don't know even where is her house or even, really, who is she? I don't even know who she is. But she would know what to say to me to help me not feel so crazy. I know I can't do anything about Mama and Daddy, but I would LIKE to tie them up on a chair and make them to talk to each other together not fight. I would make them not yell, just to listen quietly to each other but they act like they hate each other sometimes. 


I hate it when they fight. They were fighting all weekend. They screamed and yelled at each other and Daddy got to drinking and drunk and mad and both of them screaming and yelling and doors slamming and Mama mad and crying and us kids crying and Mama saying to him, “Look At These Children! Look At What You're Doing to These Children,” and I really want to talk to Jessie because I know she could help. At least I could tell her how afraid I am and I think if Mama and Daddy really loved me and Jolene and Brandon and Danny that they would know that we hate it when they fight and they would just talk to each other nicely like they tell us kids to do. 


They don't fight over anything real, just You Said This and I Felt Like This and You Did This and I Did Not and You Did Too, and other stupid stupid stuff and nothing real and nothing about I love you and please don't fight and please don't go away because I'll die if you go away and Mama wants to make him go away and I hate her for that. If I was bigger maybe they'd listen to me. If I was like the President, or Joseph Smith or Moses, I could say I have been talking to God and he told me something to tell you guys! 


If she makes him go away I want to go with him, not stay with her. If he goes I won't have a Dad and, where will he stay and who will take care of him? And who will tell us stories and poems and take us fishing and who will he talk to and where will my Dad live if he doesn't live with us? I don't care who knows about them. It isn't fair that they act like that. 
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It's October 11th

Dear  Ms. Lipton. I feel like I have an enormous mountain of gray rock inside me that if there is added even one more piece of sand I will crack into a million zillion pieces and everything of Me, Rainie, will just be gray lumpy mud. I don't feel good. I feel sick. Not like I’m going to throw up, but almost. I have to give you yesterday's and today's writing early because I need you to help me. I wish I could talk to you, but I don’t want to cry in front of the class and if I start talking about this I’ll cry, but I think maybe I’ll just go crazy.


They were still fighting this morning. Mama and Daddy. Only it was worse because he wasn’t drinking. They were just talking to each other all quiet and crazy. “I want a Divorce,” Mama said, and Daddy said “Fine, Fine.” Only he looked awful. Like I feel, all gray and tight feeling. Mama looked all muscle and no soft. No hugs and her arms folded tight over her chest and her mouth all tight and then Daddy said, “All I ever wanted to do was to make you happy and make these kids happy,” and he cried. My Dad cried. 


And Mama was crying too, only she was laughing too, and she started yelling mean stuff again, especially about him being drunk and embarrassing everybody and not doing his work right. She said he passed out on the mail sacks at work and they called her to come get him and it was bad enough to do this and that and she just kept yelling and Daddy just looked Furious and he started yelling OK OK OK and he left and Mama was out in the yard yelling at his back and he just walked away. 


He didn't even take the car. 


I wanted to run after him and ask him Please Please Please Don't Go. Or at least please take me with you. And then I remembered that sometimes he doesn't even remember my name and what would he want with me? What would anybody want with me? 


But all I want is for him not to be so sad and Mama not to be so mad and me not to feel so crazy. Brandon was in his bedroom and I could hear him kicking stuff and screaming and swearing real bad and he was crying. I could hear him crying but I didn't let him know I heard him. It just made me cry to hear him crying. He never cries, ever, and he was just crying like a little boy cries, only he sounded like his throat hurt and it made my throat hurt too.


And I'm really afraid now that Daddy really did leave to go live somewhere else and Mama was giving us kids a long talk already this morning before we even had breakfast about Helping and stuff and she told us another thing and I don't understand it at all. She's going to have another baby and it's the craziest stupidest time in the whole world for her to make my Dad leave and I think she's mean and stupid and crazy and I wish she would die and then Daddy would have to come back and take care of us kids. He's responsible for us and he'd have to. Somebody would make him do it. He's our father. He would have to do it.


Only,  Ms. Lipton, I don't really want my Mom to die. I really do love her. I just don't want Daddy to go. I know he wouldn't leave if she told him he didn't have to. But she won't listen to me. She just cries. I really do feel crazy. I don't know what to do. There must be something I can do. Do you know what I can do? Can you help me? I don't care who you tell or what you say. Just please help me not let my Dad leave. Please. I don't want my Dad to leave. I want to have him come home. I don't want not to have my Dad not live at our house. Please help me. I don't know what to do. I'm not old enough. I'm not smart enough. There must be something somebody can do. Or I will kill myself. I will. I'll find a way and I'll really do it if somebody doesn't make my Dad come home and make my Mom let him come.
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          Rainie: Part Two

Dear Journal, 


It is the 21st day of October and almost two weeks since I wrote anything to you. I'm supposed to start writing like I used to but I don't know if I can. So much happened in two weeks it's hard to even think about it. I'm supposed to just write about whatever stuff I want to like I did for school only now it's not for anybody, not  Ms. Lipton or anybody. Except I guess it's supposed to be for me so I can see what I think about stuff and then I can tell it but I don't know who I'll tell it to yet. 


I guess I'll start by telling what happened if I can sort it out. I was really beezack when I wrote last time. Things are better now. I have to think back and start back then. 


All I could do was cry when I tried to talk to  Ms. Lipton about what happened at my family when Mama made Daddy leave. I wanted to see if she could help me. I tried to tell her and I couldn't even talk so I wrote it and gave it to her. I hoped she would read it then and maybe she would have an idea for me. I couldn't think of anything. I was really desperate when I handed her those journal pages and I was scared too, that I would get in really bad trouble for telling a teacher on my parents but I was half crazy and I only could think I had to get help. I went to the bathroom without even looking at her face when I made her take my pages. I was nervous and crying.  Ms. Lipton said she read my pages right then and then she came and got me. She just said, “Come with me, Rainie.” So I did. I don't know who she left babysitting the other kids in the class but we went straight to the principal's office only I didn't go in, she made me wait in the hall. Then when she came out of his office she grabbed my hand and we went right out of the school and got in her car and went to the Junior High School and she and I walked around the school asking people where Mr. Hamilton was until we found him in his office with two other teachers. 


 Ms. Lipton sat me down in that room and she grabbed Mr. Hamilton and said to him, “Come with me,” just like she said to me. They went out in the hall for a few minutes and I waited. My head felt full of soapy water and I couldn't even think I was so scared. I felt like I had really done it now. I must have looked weird too, because the other two teachers stayed there and just looked at me like they thought I had done something terrible. That was how I felt, too. Like I had done something terrible. 


Then  Ms. Lipton and Mr. Hamilton came back and Mr. Hamilton made a phone call. Then Mr. Hamilton gave Ms. Lipton a note and we left the Junior High School. I didn't even ask where we were going. I felt like we were on our way to do something. I didn't care what. 


 Ms. Lipton started saying that she was taking me to talk to a Feelings Doctor who would be able to help me sort out how I felt and even maybe help my family. I wanted to tell  Ms. Lipton that I knew Feelings Doctor was baby talk for Psychiatrist, but I wasn't sure how to pronounce it. I knew it didn't spell like it sounds. She told me the Doctor's name was J. D. Clark and that she especially talked to families that had been hurt by alcohol and other drugs and by violence. 


Then I got more scared than I have ever been in my life because I knew that Daddy wouldn't like I had written in my journal about his beer and about him and Mama fighting. I wasn’t afraid he’d spank me, because he just doesn’t do that. I was afraid he would hate me. I was afraid he wouldn’t want me for his kid anymore.


I started to cry some more and I told  Ms. Lipton I wanted to go home.  Ms. Lipton told me to shut up. She did. She said Shut Up Rainie Wilson. She said, It's about time your family got some help and it's up to you to get it started so stop whining and let’s get it done! I was so surprised  Ms. Lipton would talk like that, but I shut up. 


Now is the really truly weird part. We went down town to the old Monkey Wards building and went upstairs in the elevator and down the hall. I got more nervous the closer to wherever we were going we got and I was really glad that  Ms. Lipton was with me. She was nervous too. But I was desperate and I had decided I would do anything so my Dad could come home and stay, even If I got into serious trouble. Even if my dad didn’t love me any more. 


We got to this door that only had written on the door, J. D. Clark, and we walked right in and there was a little room with a desk but nobody at it and a door that was open. 


We looked around and a Woman Voice said, “Come on in,” and we walked into the other room and there was a couch like in anybody's living room. There was a rocking chair and a desk and a coffee table and a big blue high back soft chair and sitting on the couch with her feet on the coffee table was my friend Jessie. I was so glad to see her, it was like in that poem, “My heart leaped up.” I figured she was there to see the Doctor too, and I asked her if she  was and  Ms. Lipton said, and she acted like she might laugh, she said, “I didn't know you two were friends.” And she told me that Jessie was not Just Jessie, she was Doctor Jessie Clark.


“So this is the Ms. Jessie you've been writing about in your journal,” she said. I couldn't believe it. I forgot why we were there until Ms., I mean Doctor, Jessie asked me, “What's Up, Rainie?” And I started to tell her and I didn't know where to start and I just started to cry again. I think I cried more that day than ever in my whole life.


Jessie told  Ms. Lipton to go back to school and she said she'd see I got home. Then we talked for a little while and she asked me if I knew my dad had a disease called Alcoholism and then I really knew I was really in Big Trouble. The last thing I wanted was for Daddy to find out I talked about his drinking to strangers. Or really, to anybody. I tried to explain that to Dr. Jessie but she said it was all right and that it might be just what Daddy needed. 


Then Dr. Jessie telephoned my Mama and talked to her a long time on the phone. I didn't get to hear what she said to her because she made me wait out in the other room. I read a book and I sat there watching TV until she came out again to take me home.

 
Whatever she said to my mama, it must have worked, because Mama didn’t kill me and they arranged a meeting of my family. Dr. Jessie telephoned my Dad at work and told him he needed to come to her office and talk to her. She set it up so that on that very night Mama and Daddy and me and Jolene and Brandon and Danny and Dr. Jessie got together at Dr. Jessie's office. Daddy and Mama thought it was going to be about me, or at least Daddy did. I guess Mama knew it was going to be about Daddy, but it ended up being about me and the other kids too. 


Dr. Jessie asked questions like she used to ask me to get me talking back when we were just friends down by the river. She even got Brandon to say some stuff. Brandon started out being mad at everybody there. He acted like he thought everybody was picking on Daddy. But it was Daddy who told Brandon to hush and listen.


Jessie started out talking about families. Then she showed a short movie about alcoholism. But you didn’t know it was about alcoholism until the middle of the movie. After the movie we were all quiet, even Danny, and Dr. Jessie asked everybody questions about our family. She made it so we could say how we felt without hurting Daddy's feelings. 


I can't remember all of the questions but I do some. She knew about stuff that Mama must have told her because I sure didn't tell her all the stuff she asked us. She asked us kids what we thought about bringing other kids to our house to sleep over or to come to dinner. We all said we didn't want to anyway and it didn't matter, but when she asked Jolene if Daddy had ever embarrassed her in front of her friends with his drinking she started to cry and told about when she had the folk dance class from church at our house, with all of her friends from her Sunday School class there, and Daddy came home drunk and threw up on the floor and then passed out on the couch. I hadn't heard about that one. Ugh. That would be hard to forgive, I think.


When Dr. Jessie asked Brandon about if he was afraid because of Daddy's drinking, Brandon got real tough and said he wasn't scared of anything. Then Dr. Jessie asked Brandon to tell about what he likes about when Daddy drinks. Brandon said he liked the jokes Daddy tells. And he said he liked how Daddy would hug him. That was about it. Then Dr. Jessie asked Brandon about things he wished didn’t happen. 


Brandon wasn’t going to say anything, but we all had to sit quiet until he said something. Brandon told about going fishing with Daddy and Daddy left him out in the car in the cold while he went in a bar and when Daddy came out to the car after three hours, he just sat behind the steering wheel and went to sleep and Brandon couldn't get him awake and Brandon was cold and hungry and scared and had to go to the bathroom. 


Brandon wouldn't look at Daddy while he told about that but I did. Daddy had water running down his face, so I knew he was crying and so was Mama. I hated it. But it felt good to say that stuff. Mama didn't tell much stuff on Daddy, but we all knew that she had lots to tell. 


Danny was funny but he was sad too. When Danny saw Daddy cry, Danny cried really loud and yelled at everybody to leave his poor little Daddy alone. Then Dr. Jessie asked Danny if he would like it if his Daddy wouldn't drink beer anymore and Danny said he would give Daddy all the beer he wanted any time he wanted it because Daddy like beer and then Danny said, “And so do I.” He said he wanted to drink beer just like Daddy when he grew up. Daddy didn't look very happy about that.


I didn't know what to say when Dr. Jessie asked me about Daddy's drinking and my friends and stuff like that. I just told her it didn't hurt me about friends because I didn't really have friends. But I said that I didn't think beer could be very good for a person because they always acted sick when they drank too much of it. I mean, they say things over and over, like they were really retarded. And sometimes they throw up and sometimes they smell really awful, like vomit. And they fight over stupid things. And they don't act like they should. That was all I said, and that was all I was going to say. Then Dr. Jessie asked me if I ever felt really bad, really desperate, like I didn’t think there was anything anyone could do, and I saw Brandon giving me awful looks like he hated me. If he hadn't done that I don't think I would have said anything but it made me feel so bad that I said, Yes, sometimes I felt like I wanted to be dead. But I didn't say why. It’s not just only because of Daddy. It's not Daddy’s fault.


We sat there in Dr. Jessie’s office for a long time and then us kids went out in the other room with the TV. Brandon sat and just gave me the rat face and Jolene just looked out the window and Danny went to sleep. Mama and Daddy and Dr. Jessie stayed in Jessie’s office and talked for a long time. We were all asleep when they came out so Daddy carried me and Mama carried Danny out to the car. I woke up when Daddy picked me up, but I pretended to be asleep so he wouldn’t put me down. He kissed me on the cheek when he put me in the back seat. I hope Brandon saw him do that.


Before I went to Dr. Jessie's office I couldn't imagine what Dr. Jessie could do to help me and my Dad, but what she did, she said, was help us so we could help each other and help ourselves too. I don't know how it will work but I know that I know a lot about my Dad that I didn't know before. And so does the rest of the family. Even Daddy.


Now Daddy is gone to a Treatment Center where he will stay for four weeks altogether. When he comes home again Mama is going to let him stay at our house like before, but only if he finds a way not to drink alcohol anymore. Mama goes to some kind of meetings with other people who have alcoholics in their families and they talk about themselves and how they can get better. They are not supposed to talk about how bad their alcoholic is. Mama said you'd have to be crazy to live with one, so it's that craziness she gets to talk about, not what Daddy did wrong.


I go to a meeting too, with other kids who have alcoholics in their families. Some of them have a lot worse problems than I have. I went twice already and I met some nice kids. I already knew two of them from school but I didn't have any idea that their parents are alcoholic. I can't tell you their names because we are Anonymous too, but one girl's parents haven't had anything alcoholic to drink in two whole years. I think that's amazing. I can't imagine two whole years without those scary fights. 


And one boy's Mom is sober now and has been sober for six months but his Dad is still drinking. He says coming to our meetings helps him whether his Dad gets better or not. He says he was ready to kill himself before his mom got sober. He says he thought that would make his dad quit drinking, but now he says he thinks it would just have given his dad more to feel guilty about. 


I think the meetings will help me too. Jolene and Danny are going to start coming too, but Brandon says he doesn't want to. Dr. Jessie says we can't make Brandon go. She says the only way it will work for Brandon is if Brandon wants to go, but he might want to when he sees what fun the rest of us can have. I don't know about that yet. I think it’s pretty important to Brandon that nobody is right about anything except him.


Brandon says Dr. Jessie is a Shrink. That she'll try to shrink my head. My brain I guess he means, but I don't care what Brandon thinks. Brandon's sick, like all of us, Dr. Jessie says. But I don't care what Dr. Jessie says about that. Sick or well, Brandon's mean. Pretty is as pretty does, and Brandon does meanness pretty good. 


Grandma and Grandpa Wilson are mad at me for talking about Mama and Daddy fighting, especially to a stranger, but they said it's good that Mama and Daddy aren't getting a divorce yet. I think they worried that some of us kids might have to come live with them. 


It took me all week to write this. I didn’t put the days on it. I’m sorry.

[image: image55.wmf]
[image: image56.wmf]
October 24th

I go to Dr. Jessie's office and talk to her about everything three times a week after school. I think Brandon's jealous because he really gives me a bad time about it. He punches me on the arm and says, “Tell your Shrink about that.” And if Mama yells at us kids for anything, Brandon says, “Better be careful, Mama. Rainie will tell her shrink.” I think I really do have to talk to Dr. Jessie about it. Maybe she can tell me something to say to Brandon to make him quit. Or something to say to myself to make me not care if he quits or not.

 
I don't know how I'm going to keep up with you, Dear Journal. I want to tell you everything that happened and everything that's happening now and it takes a lot of time. I know I don't have to do just two pages, but maybe I will. Yesterday I wrote about ten pages and didn't get any school work done. I got to get organized I know. Changes. So many changes. 


I don't get to go to the river or to the desert alone for a while. I don't know when I would have the time anyhow, but would like to be able to know I could go if I really needed to. Dr. Jessie talked to my Mom about it, too, but even after she told her she thought I could take care of myself there, Mama says no. Ever since Daddy left to go to the Treatment Center, Mama acts like we're all babies and she has to know where everybody is every second. That's hard to get used to. Maybe that's the way Normal families are. Maybe that's why people say they're Close. Means Close By. But I don't like it much. I liked my freedom.

 
But it is nice knowing where Mama and Daddy are all the time, even if it is just because Daddy's in Treatment. Mama is here pretty quick after I get home from school and she gets our breakfast in the morning before she goes to work. The only where she goes to at night is to her Meetings now and she still goes to work in the daytime. 


I wonder what's happening to Daddy at the Treatment Center. I wonder if they try to make him mind. Grandma and Grandpa Wilson tell stories about how wild Daddy was when he was a kid. They always laugh about it like they were proud of how bad he was. I think he likes the idea of being a Bad Boy too. Daddy says that they lived up in the mountains in Wyoming when he was a kid. He says that at the old log cabin bar up the road if you were big enough to put a quarter on the bar then you were old enough to drink beer. He says he was eleven or twelve when he started to drink seriously. 


Grandma says Daddy was big for his age, so maybe it's true. I guess I'm sort of Wild too, but in a different way maybe. I'm wild like I can’t stand to stay inside a house for very long. I think I would love to live up in the mountains, but I love the desert, too. I rather run in the desert than go to a movie. But I don’t think I ever want to be big enough to put a quarter on the bar. I don’t think it’s just because I’m little, either. I don’t like the idea of drinking something that makes you stupid. Maybe I’ll change my mind when I get older, but I doubt it. 


I don’t know if I’ll grow much more. It seems like I’ve always been littler than anybody else my age. I am small for my age but I'm tough. I have really hard muscles in my arms and I can run as fast as anybody I know. And I can run for miles without being tired, too. 


Dr. Jessie asked me questions about how I think I'm like my Dad and I think there are lots of ways I'm like him. But I'm not much like my Mama at all. I rather be a boy anyway so it's ok with me that I'm not like a girl. Dr. Jessie says she wonders how I got that way. She says all girls don't hate being girls. And I have noticed myself that hardly any boys hate being a boy. I think that’s because there’s just a lot more that boys can do and nobody tells them that it’s not ladylike. 


Maybe I'll find out why I hate being a girl in the Therapy. That's what we call it when I go talk to Dr. Jessie, because she's a Therapist. Dr. Jessie says that what therapy is, is Finding Out. And she's a Helper. She's going to help me see why I don't like people and why I don't like me. 


But I do like me. Parts of me. It’s just that I feel so ugly and I don't like that. I like the wild part of me though. It's not like a Not Minding kind of wildness like Daddy's was. It's more like I can be wild when I'm on the canal or in the desert. Wild like a coyote. It's not that I can't mind or won't mind. It's that I don't have to. There's nobody to mind. I like that. It's the only time I feel really free. It’s the only time I feel ok, and what I look like to me or to anybody else just doesn’t matter.


I talked a little bit about it to Dr. Jessie and she talked about it back to me. She asked me why the freedom is gone when I'm with people and then we had a quiet time because I couldn't think of the words. But I guess I know. It's because I feel people looking at me and laughing at me and being disgusted because I'm pretending to be something that I'm not. Maybe pretending to be smart or pretty or graceful. Like the way I can feel when I'm alone. 


And I feel like they all know that I'm not nice. Not normal. Not good and not pretty. And they laugh, or I feel like they Would laugh, or be disgusted if I acted like I thought I was OK. I don't even know who THEY are or how they know or why it makes me afraid to think about acting like I think I'm all right, the way I do when I'm alone, but it does. I feel Afraid around people. Afraid they will look at me and I'll see on their faces how awful, how really disgusting I am. I'm afraid now, thinking about it. It makes me feel sick.
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October the 25th


I want to tell what happened one day at Dr. Jessie's office. It was maybe the third time I went and I was real nervous that day. Like I wanted to cry. I don't know why I was that way. I just was. I was afraid of Dr. Jessie that day, too. I couldn't even look at her. I remember wanting to go talk to her but not wanting her to see me like that. I felt like I didn't want her to know more about me. I wanted just what she already knew about me to be enough. Like, I’m this interesting kid, you know, and I’m smart and I like the desert. That should be enough. I felt like if I was going to start over, that’s where I’d start, and then the fact that my brother was mean to me or that my father was an alcoholic, well, those facts just wouldn’t exist. There would just be me. But I knew I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t just be me. And I hated it.


I felt bad, too, like I was wasting her time. I feel that way a lot and Brandon says it's true too. Like what if she finds out stuff about me and finds out I'm not worth it. Brandon says it is a waste of time and money for a psychiatrist to talk to me. He said I should have gone ahead and killed myself but that I was so dumb and stupid that I wouldn't have been able to do it. It makes me sad that Brandon hates me so bad. I don't know what I ever did to him to make him hate me. Seems like he always has been mad at me. Dr. Jessie said that maybe he always has been mad at me. Not because I was me, but because when I was born, Brandon wasn't the Baby anymore and didn't get as much attention as he might have gotten before I was born. I don't know about that. Being mad at a baby just because it was born seems pretty dumb. But Dr. Jessie says that Brandon was really just a baby himself when I was born. Brandon is not quite a year and a half older than me. But I never thought about that. He was only sixteen months old when I was born. No wonder he was mad. But he should get over it. He still acts like he’s sixteen months old some days.


Anyway, that day I was feeling really nervous. Embarrassed that I was making so much trouble for everybody. I went into Dr. Jessie's office and all I wanted to do was not have anybody see me cry but I really felt like I was going to cry anyway. I couldn't even talk. I was embarrassed to have Dr. Jessie see me that way. I knew I was acting weird and looked weird too.


She didn't ask me what was wrong and I noticed that then because I had been thinking that if she asked what was wrong I wouldn't be able to tell her because I didn't know what it was. She asked me how I felt and I told her I felt dumb. Then I cried a little bit. She said, “Just sit down. Sit still and close your eyes.” So I did. I was in her big blue chair. I was jerky, like a dumb sleeping dog chasing rabbits in his dreams. It was embarrassing and I felt like laughing at me and crying at the same time. Real silly, but sad too. And I still don't know what all Dr. Jessie said, but it was something like this.


“Sit still as you can, eyes closed. Breathe slow. Just feel your body, toes, knees, stomach, arms, neck, face, head. Just feel them get heavy and let them just fall into the chair,” she said. The chair feels like a big lap. I really love to sit in it. Sometimes I would just like to stay there and sleep. And I almost did this day I'm telling you about. I was feeling silly one minute and the next minute all I could hear was Dr. Jessie and she was talking real quiet and at first I could hear cars go by her office window and the phone ringing in the other office, but then all I could hear was Dr. Jessie talking and she asked me questions that seemed real dumb until I realized I knew what she was talking about.


She asked me what I was feeling and at first I wasn't sure I had the right answers but she said for me to say what I thought. She said, “What are you feeling?” 


“Nervous,” I said. “Scared.” 


“What does that feel like?”


“Shaky,” I said. 


“Where is it?”


“In my arms and legs and stomach. Mostly my stomach.”


“What color is it?” 


And then I thought talking like that was crazy. But it was yellow. So I said, “Yellow.” 


“Can You See It?” 


And I could, so I said, “Yes.” 


“What Does It Look Like?” 


“Like a horse chestnut, all mean and spikery.” 


“How Big Is It?” 


“Like a bowling ball,” I said. 


“Where is it now?” 


“Just in my stomach.” 


“What Is It Doing?” 


“Holding me together,” I said. Just like that. Too fast to even think about it, I said, “Holding me together.” I don't know why I said it. But it made me flinch. Like it didn't want me to say it. 


Then Dr. Jessie asked me, “Can it talk?”


And I said I didn't know. “But I think it can think,” I told him. 


“What is it thinking?” 


And I knew, so I told her. I said, “It's thinking, ‘Go Away, Dr. Jessie. Go away from Rainie. You don't know what will happen to Rainie if you make me go away. You think I'm hurting her, but I'm not hurting her as much as she will hurt if I go. She'll fall apart without me. I protect her. I keep her from being foolish. I keep her safe. She needs me more than she needs you, more than she needs anything else in the world.’” 


We said other stuff that day, but at the end Dr. Jessie said again, “What is it made of?”


And I said, “Glass, like a plate.” Because it had changed. And it was smooth, not spikery. 


“What color is it now?”


“Blue.”


And it Was blue. It really was. 


“And How Big?” Before, it was really big as a bowling ball, but now it was like a grapefruit, and not spikery. It was a very strange thing. I hadn't known it was there but now I know it's been there a long time. I love Dr. Jessie. I really do.
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October 26th 

I have an appointment with Dr. Jessie after school today. Last time I talked to her we just talked. It was weird that time before, talking about that spikery feeling, but it really made me feel better. She said we might do it again. I wasn't so nervous this time. 


We talked about me being a girl. Why I hate it so much. I told her any girl who had any brains would hate being a girl. She didn't even laugh and she didn't act like I was saying she was brainless, she just said, “Why is that?” I don't know why she asked me that. She must know. Everybody knows it's better to be boys. Girls are supposed to be quiet and helpful and only think about how they look and they're supposed to be more careful than boys and keep their knees together. Not as many women are doctors or pilots or explorers, and if they do get jobs, they don’t get paid as much as men. I don’t care if it’s against the law, I know it’s still true. Women don’t make as much money as men. And there's never been a woman president.  And girls are supposed to cook and clean and take girl classes in Jr. High and High School and not fight or swear and when they get married they have to marry who likes them not who they like. And they’re supposed to have clean fingernails and always wear makeup and fix their hair and stuff that’s really a lot of bother and when they get old people think they’re more like witches than dignified like old grey haired men are supposed to be. 


When I told Dr. Jessie that, she said, very serious, “Says who?” and, “Who told you that?” But I know it’s true and I know everybody says so and everybody believes it. Mama and Grandma and Jolene and Mr. Braun and Mrs. Harris, and Brandon. Brandon is always saying how dumb girls are and how they can't do anything good. We used to do everything together and go everywhere together and whatever Brandon did I could do, but now that I'm turning into a girl he won't let me go anywhere with him and his friends unless like last week when he let me go shooting with him and his friend over to Frog Island I had to carry both guns, his and Graham's. 


We weren't supposed to have Daddy's 20-20, but Graham didn't have to swear he would never tell. Boys just know they won’t tell, but Brandon told me he would tear off my head and throw rocks down my neck hole if I told. Then, when we walked over to the island on the train bridge, Brandon and Graham jumped down on the cement part that holds the bridge up when the train was coming and I couldn't get down with both guns and after I handed the guns down to them so I could get down before the train came, Brandon screamed at me and said I could never go with him again anywhere. He said he ought to throw me in the dammed river I was so stupid. Graham said if it had been him and not me, he would have thrown the guns into the river. “I’m not gonna let a train hit me for no stupid gun,” he said. But if I had let the train hit the guns, Daddy would have killed me and Brandon anyway.


But Brandon wouldn't have yelled at me like that to me if I was a boy. He's nice to Danny. But you know what? He's nice to Jolene, too. Maybe it’s just me he hates. 


Dr. Jessie said that because Brandon and me were born very close together probably Brandon doesn't know whether to love me or hate me because he has to share everything with me, especially Mama, but I don't think he even especially likes Mama. Probably because she's a girl. I told Dr. Jessie that and she smiled like I made a joke. 


Dr. Jessie said my ideas about what girls can or can't do all come from me and I picked those ideas up because I wanted to. She said if I let other people tell me what to do, it's because I want to. I don't know about that. She said I can say, “Says Who?” if somebody tells me to do or not do something just because I'm a girl. She said it was up to Me to decide what I want to do and then plan to do it and not worry about girl or boy. Like what I want to do today or this week and what I want to do next year or in my whole life. 


But I think she just wishes it was true.


There are other reasons I hate being a girl too, but some of them I can't say. They make me maddest about being a girl. I wish I wasn't one. I can't see anything good about being a girl. I mean, what good is it? Dr. Jessie asked me if I liked any women and I had to think about that. She said for me to write about women I like and why I like them. So I will. Maybe. Pretty soon.


It's not even light out yet this morning. When I got up and brought my tablet out to the kitchen table the clock said five O'Clock. It's six thirty now. It's a good time to be writing because nobody tries to look over my shoulder and read what I say. Jolene tries to act like she's not trying to read my stuff but when she's drying dishes she walks over behind me. 


Brandon doesn't even try to pretend. He tries to steal my tablets and he's always looking for where I hide them but he hasn't found them yet. I make sure only to get my writing stuff out when Jolene or Mama is around if he's in the house because he hates everything I do. 


Mama just says, “Oh, Rainie. Boys Will Be Boys,” and expects me not to be mad, but that makes me madder. She won't let him hit me or take my stuff if she's in the room, but she doesn't care about what he does when she's not around so he just waits until she's gone and then he is mean to me. Dr. Jessie should maybe talk to him sometime and make him be nicer to me because he is one mean kid. I am tired of writing about Brandon. I need to write about Women I Like. So here goes. 


I like my Mom. Not because she's a woman, though. Because she's strong. She had a fight with a policeman once who came to the house with a piece of paper and he wanted to take the car away. Not a fist fight. An argument. I don't know what the paper said, but Mama stood right up to him and didn't yell or cry. She just kept saying over and over to him, “You have no right to take this car. It's in my name, too.” 


The whole deal was some thing about money she said she had paid and the policeman said somebody else said she still owed money and he was supposed to come and get the car, and Mama said, It will have to go through the court,” and finally the policeman said OK and left. Then Mama cried. She did some swearing too, but she didn't know I was listening. Until that time I didn't know Mama knew any swears except hell. Then Mama called Daddy at work and then Grandpa and then she went to get some money. I was proud of her the way she didn't give in to that cop. He had a gun in a holster on his belt too.


My Mom is funny. She can make a joke faster than anything. When we are scratched but not hurt, she always says, “It's a long way from your heart.” Or she says, “It will heal.” And when we want something we can't have she says, “I knew a little girl who died of it.” My Grandma says that too. 


But if we're bleeding, Mama goes white as a sheet and has to sit down. She says The Bones Go Out Of her knees. And she swears. She says, “Oh My Hell.” That's the only time she lets us kids hear her swear. And both my grandma and Mama say, if we're upset, “In a hundred years you'll laugh about it.” I don't really think that's very funny. I'll probably be dead in 100 years.


That's another woman I like. My Grandma. Both my grandmas really, but my Mom's Mom lives in the same town as us. She's calm all the time. Nothing ever really upsets her. She never waves her arms around or shouts like Mama does sometimes.


Except my Grandpa sometimes can make her pretty mad. Then her mouth goes shut tight like a straight line on her face and her lips disappear. She can say some tough stuff, but she doesn't have to act mad to do it. She tells my Grandpa to “Take a Hike, Mike,” if he argues with her. Especially about us kids. And he walks right out the door and slams it and she just laughs.


When Mama and Daddy fight and he walks out the door Mama runs screaming and yelling after him and if he leaves anyway she goes in her room and cries and cries and cries. I asked Grandma, “What if Grandpa doesn't come back?” and she said, “Good. Let somebody else cook his biscuits.” But she was smiling.


Grandma thinks it's ok to say what she thinks even if somebody might get mad at it or even gets their feelings hurt. And sometimes people do. And she says, “They can get glad in the same shoes they got mad in.” That's neat, I think.


Nothing seems to really surprise her but it's easy to make her smile or laugh. I tell her jokes I hear at school like, “How do you tell one end from the other of a worm? You dunk it in flour and wait till it farts,” and she laughs and laughs and laughs and doesn't even say, “Don't say ‘fart.’” 


But Bees make her crazy. If she's driving the car and a bee or wasp or hornet gets in the car she just stops it wherever it is, even in the middle of the street, and she just gets out until the bee gets out. I feel the same way. This Room Isn't Big Enough For Me and A Bee. 


I love her a lot. She tells me I'm a good girl because I love her peaches she cans and her bread she always bakes and she loves me because I'm quiet sometimes and noisy other times but I always mind her. She says I am never boring. And when I tell her I'm ugly, she just looks at me and shakes her head. “I just can't see it,” she says. And I don't feel so ugly.


I love to be at her house. It's so peaceful there. She lets me play quietly. I can build with blocks or tiles or draw on the blackboard in the bathroom and she never tries to get me busy doing something else. When I tell her something is bad about somebody she always agrees with me. She doesn't tell me to look at their side of it. I appreciate that. And she smells wonderful. Like bread and flowers. 


Sometimes she gets a book out of the magazine rack and she tells me, “Rainie, get my rat tail comb off my dresser and comb my hair.” I get to go into her bedroom which is always dark and the bed is always made, and I find her brown comb which is always in the same place in front of the mirror on her great big dresser. I always want to wind up her music boxes when I'm in there, and sometimes after I comb her hair, when I'm going to take her comb back and put it right back where I found it, I ask her if I can bring out the music box. She almost always says yes. 


After I get her comb, she sits down in her big chair and I climb up on the back of it and put my legs over her shoulders and I comb and comb her hair while she reads. She says her head itches and she says, “Comb Hard.” She says I am the best comber of all her grandkids. She probably says that to all her grandkids, but I don’t care.


Another woman I like is  Ms. Lipton. She loves to read and tell stories out loud to us kids. You can tell she loves what she's reading, too. She is not just trying to keep us quiet. And she's gentle. She talks in a quiet voice and she moves fast but not jerky. Smooth. 


And she's pretty. Not like a movie star but clean and nice eyes and always smells nice and always smiles. When she talks to me I feel like she sees me, Rainie, and not just one more student.  My teacher last year never remembered anything about me, but  Ms. Lipton remembers what I tell her and asks me stuff like, “How's Queen?” or “How are the puppies?” And she brought me to therapy. 

 
I'm specially grateful to her for that. When I was writing in my journal in school I knew my journal was to her. I felt like she was a friend I was talking to, not just a teacher. Dr. Jessie says I must really have trusted her to do that and I did. I still do, but I don't share with her anymore because I was never able to talk to anybody much about anything until I started writing in the journal and I still don't talk much except to Dr. Jessie.


The English class isn't doing journals anymore for a class assignment but  Ms. Lipton says she encourages us to continue on our own. Now I don't know Who I'm writing to. Posterity maybe. That's my children and their children. Sometimes I think I need to be able to give this writing to somebody. I think I have to talk to Dr. Jessie about it tonight. I talk to her about stuff I write about, but I always forget something. I guess I want her to ask me if she can read it. I don't want to have to ask her if she wants to read it. I mean, what if she said No?


I have to hurry now. Mama's going to be up pretty soon and the kids will be messing around. But I want to write about one more woman because I love her so much and that's my Mom's younger sister who is my Aunt Laura Ann, only we call her Lauran. It sounds like Laranne, like Saran, like Saran Wrap. Like it's one name instead of two.


When I sleep over at my grandma's house I sleep in Aunt Laura Ann's bed and sometimes I wear her pajamas. They're way too big on me but they make me feel all cuddly. Aunt Laura Ann snuggles up to me and holds me like a Teddy Bear and I don't hardly breathe cause if I wake her up she'll let go of me and she's the only person who I know has ever hugged me like that since I was a baby. I can feel her heart beating and I can smell her shampoo. 


Sometimes I just stay awake until I know she's asleep and then I wiggle very carefully onto my side of the bed so I can breathe and kick my feet and not kick her. But she always makes me say my prayers on my knees at the side of the bed instead of in bed like I say them at home. She says God can hear you wherever you are, but everywhere else you say your prayers you're doing something else too, like resting. 


I hear Mama waking up. Bye. It's eight O'Clock. I wrote for two and a half hours!
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October 29th 


Do you know what today is, Dear Journal? It's Saturday, October 29th. I have never written in you on a Saturday before but now that the journal is just for me I can write whenever I want. And today Danny and Brandon are gone fishing with Grandpa, and Jolene is gone to her girlfriend's house, and except for Mama who is taking a nap, I am all alone in the house. It feels wonderful.


Yesterday I went to see Dr. Jessie after school. It started all right. We talked about women. I told her about the women I wrote about, Mama and Grandma and  Ms. Lipton and Aunt Laura Ann. And Dr. Jessie wanted me to put Me on the list and I got afraid and I cried like a dummy.

 
She acted like it made her mad, only I didn't feel like it was Me she was all mad at. I don't know. Her mouth got all straight and she didn't make any jokes like she does sometimes. Made me nervous. This is hard to explain but it makes me want to give up. If I'm going to have to like Me to get better then I don't know what I'm going to do. And I hate it when somebody is mad, even if it’s not really me they’re mad at. I still feel like it’s my fault and I should do something to fix it.


There is a Me I like. I like my Indian Coyote me. I didn't tell her about that very much because I don't want her to think I'm too crazy. But I think I will probably tell her about it sometimes. I know Dr. Jessie likes me. It makes me dizzy sometimes to try to figure out why she likes me and why it's ok with me. She is a true friend to me. I would like to figure it out. Sometimes it scares me when I realize my Mom and Dad and Grandparents and Aunts and Uncles and teachers and Dr. Jessie like me, because I feel like if they really knew about me they wouldn't like me. But Dr. Jessie even told me she knew I felt that way and she said lots of people felt that way. I didn't know that.


She also told me there really is a whole person named Rainie and she is made up of a lot of parts. That's why sometimes I feel like I don't know who ME is. Those parts are sometimes kind of at war with each other, you know, good and bad, maybe, I'm not sure, and she said some of the parts of the whole person Rainie are not even awake yet. She says they're all there, but some of them are just asleep. It makes me feel like a box of puzzle pieces, you know, Scrambled. And I feel like there's some pieces missing, like the pretty piece and the piece that knows how to act around people and the piece that isn't afraid. 


But Dr. Jessie says all the pieces are there, I just haven't figured out what I want the picture to look like yet and I also haven't decided to accept the pieces of me I have decided are bad or don't fit. I want to throw those pieces away or pretend they're not in the box or saw their little knobs and bumps off so they'll fit where I think I want them, instead of where they're supposed to go. I don't know about all that, but we'll see. Isn't it a great idea though? About the puzzle? About me choosing what it will look like when it's all together?


I tried yesterday, too, to explain to Dr. Jessie about being ugly and she listened. I told her when I look in the mirror there's this short person with a round head and short dark hair and green eyes and she's not ugly. But I'm not sure that's me because when I can't see a mirror I don't know what people see when they see me, and I feel like maybe I do have lizard skin or dead people eyes like from a horror movie and people try not to look shocked when they see me, how ugly I really am, maybe inside. Maybe they see my soul, whatever that is, but they still might look shocked and disgusted and I'm afraid to look at them because they'll look at me with that look and I'll see them looking.


You know, when I can't stand it anymore, and I tell my Mom I can't stand it going to school, being around people, because I'm so ugly I can't stand it anymore, she always looks like I hurt her feelings, like I'm blaming her, and once she said, “But Rainie, you look just like me and your Daddy. Do you think we're ugly?” And she knows I think they're both beautiful but she didn't understand the ugliness I was trying to tell her about. It's like there's a monster inside me people can see but I can only feel it. It's gotten worse the last couple of years since I've gotten bigger.


When Dr. Jessie talks to me about the parts of me that will come together some day, I want to tell her about this monster in me. Like sometimes the only part of me that is me is my skin and my hair and if you look at me close you'll see this ugly thing in the Center of me and that's the Me I hate and that's the Me I'm afraid to let anyone see and it's like the glass horse chestnut in my stomach. I didn't know what it was but I knew it was there. 


That's the way the monster thing in me feels and now I'm writing the words down it looks real dumb, but that's what the glass horse chestnut is protecting me from. He's keeping the monster inside me. Writing it can't hurt me and if I don't say it out loud it can't hurt me. I wonder if the monster is The Real Me. Sometimes now I think about it and I know I've always known about him. He's always been there trying to get out.


Dr. Jessie says the plate is a cymbol of a feeling but I don't know about that. Maybe the monster is a feeling too. I think he's the Bad part of me. Maybe he is the Real Me. I'm not even sure it's a He but I'm sure it's not a She. Careful is how I've always felt like I had to be. Careful around people so they can't see that part of me. When I remember me little, I remember me careful. Don't laugh too loud. Don't talk too much. Don't sing too loud. Don't run too fast. Don't jump too high. Hold back, hold back. Don't look right at people. Don't let them look at me. Since I was little. Since I was four years old.
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Halloween, October 31st 

Trick or treat. It seems like a good day to talk about monsters. Dr. Jessie and I talked about mine. She said it's not THE monster. It's MY monster. She said I made it and it's mine. Not from outside me, but from my own wonderful brain and I made it so I wouldn’t have to feel bad, to keep what I thought was bad about me from the rest of me because I thought I was supposed to be perfect and I also thought I knew what Perfect needed to be. I don't know about that. We didn't talk about that much more. It makes my head hurt.


She said I was supposed to tell her about my earliest memory of the glass horse chestnut, only today its spines are gone. It's just a flat plate. Last week it took turns being spikey and being flat. Dr. Jessie said it could if I wanted it to. It's my feeling. I own it. I made it and I can control it. I don't know about that either. So I told her about the first time I remember that feeling. It was weird. She said, When? And the very second she said that I remembered this time I never think about but that's when it was. 


I told her about my Mom's older brother. Not Brian, but Uncle Bob who is huggy with everybody, especially his kids, but I don't think he ever hugged me. Dr. Jessie said it's cause I never let him, but I don't think so. Anyhow, this is what I remember.


It was after I was four years old and I was on the sidewalk in front of our house and Uncle Bob and his wife, my Aunt Verna, drove up and got out of their car and started to walk up to the porch and I came close to the sidewalk and I wanted Uncle Bob to notice me, so I bit my hand as hard as I could and I almost made it bleed. There were deep teeth marks on my hand. Maybe it did bleed. I remember the teethmarks. And I remember I wanted him to say, “Oh. There's Rainie. Come on and give me a hug.” Or maybe he wouldn't say anything. Just hug me. 


But instead he looked at me sort of silly, and his eyes went big and he looked at Aunt Verna and he said, “Well, will you look at that? This little girl is biting her hand.” Like he didn't even know me. And I felt like the dumbest stupidest ugliest girl alive and that's the earliest memory of this feeling only when I remembered that time it was a big spinning spiky horse chestnut. Ouch ouch ouch.


And Dr. Jessie said, real quiet, she said, “OK. Remember back to that time and here comes Uncle Bob.” And I remembered. And she said, Dr. Jessie said, “What do you want, Rainie?” And my eyes were shut tight and I was crying in Dr. Jessie's office. 


And I said, real quiet cause I couldn't hardly talk, “Just a hug.” 


And Dr. Jessie said, “Walk up to Uncle Bob. He's just standing still waiting for you.” And he was. “And ask him for a hug,” said Dr. Jessie. 


But I didn't know how. So I said, “How?” 


And Dr. Jessie didn't even laugh. She just said, “Uncle Bob, I need a hug. Will you hug me?” 


And I said, with my eyes shut tight, “Uncle Bob, hug me.” And he did. In my memory, like it was a movie, Uncle Bob smiled and leaned over and picked me up and hugged me and carried me into the house and he was glad to see me. And I was sitting in the big blue chair in Dr. Jessie's office, crying.
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Today is the fourth day of November


I sure hate not going to the River on the Desert. I haven't even hardly been to the canal lately and it’s so late in the year that there's hardly any water in it. I just go to school and church and to Dr. Jessie's office. 


It's still about two weeks until my Dad will come home from the treatment center but he wrote a letter to my Mom the other day and she was really happy after she read it and she reads it over and over and sometimes she cries. 


But she still wants to know every minute where we are and what we're doing. I hate that too, but Dr. Jessie says, “It’s a trade off. What you lose in freedom, you gain in security,” she said. I don’t know about that. Seems to me like sometimes she says things are true that she hopes are true or that would make sense if they were true but I don't know if she's sure any more than I am. 


Anyway, it seems to me like a person ought to be able to be free and safe too. You shouldn't have to be just one. Security is feeling safe, and not just safe from danger but safe from being all alone too, from being lonely and scared. But the only time I feel safe like that is when I'm in the desert or on the canal and not always those places and sometimes I feel safe when Daddy's home, but not always then. Sometimes the most dangerous and scared I get is when Daddy's home and when he's mad. That's when I want to hide. 


We all try to make Daddy not cranky when he's cranky. I want him to smile and laugh again when he’s unhappy, and when he's angry it's like the whole world might break. I hate to feel like that. It's like there might be a storm going to happen. That's how it feels when they're going to fight, too. 


And sometimes I don't feel like I have security even when Mama has to have us all home and know where are all of us and what we're doing every minute. I feel like I'm in a cage. I hate it. Dr. Jessie says everything will work out whether I go along with it or not. She says it doesn't matter if I’m uncomfortable sometimes. She says nobody ever died of it. But maybe I'm so used to being nervous it will take me a while to get over it. Restless is what she called it. That's a good word.



I was thinking about when my folks fight. It gets so stupid, but sometimes after it isn't scary anymore it gets funny when I think about it. Like one day Daddy said, “These kids drink so much milk I'm going to buy a cow.” And Mama said, “If you do, you will be the one who milks it.” And in just a few minutes there was an enormous yelling fight about if they had a cow who would milk it. It was funny to them the next day but that night us kids were crying and hiding. Last summer they had a really big fight I never did learn what it was all about. Maybe someday if it doesn't start it all over again, I'll ask them about it. When I'm grown up, maybe. Here’s what happened.


We were all in the car ready to go swimming at the hot springs. It's forty miles away and we were going to meet some people we know who live near there who have kids our ages. We were going to swim and then have a picnic and then go to their house for the evening. We had been planning it all week and we were all excited about it. We were all in the car, even Daddy, and then he turned off the car and said, “Just a minute,” and he went into the house. 


After about five minutes Mama went back into the house to see what was keeping Daddy because it was hot in the car and we were all ready to go except for him. Pretty soon Daddy came out of the house with Mama right behind him with her face all red and crying and Daddy yelling at her and her yelling back at him. I just felt sick and scared too, and mad because they ruined our picnic. 


Us kids just looked at each other and Danny and me started crying and Brandon swore a couple of pretty bad swear words and got out of the car and walked off down the road. He was crying too. I know he was. I saw his face and he was crying hard. I felt awful about that. If somebody tough and mean as Brandon had to cry, he must have felt really really bad. We didn't even get out of the driveway that day because Mama threw the car keys at Daddy and they went in the ditch and they never did find them because the water carried them into the culvert under the road. Jolene just walked into the house, not looking at Mama and Daddy or at Brandon. Danny and me sat in the car until Mama came and made us come in the house after Daddy walked off to go to the bar.


When I think of that day I feel the same way I felt then. Sick. Like I could throw up.
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Today is still the fourth of November 


and I'm supposed to be asleep but I can't sleep so I'm writing. Mama's gone to a movie and the other kids are asleep. Dr. Jessie said this afternoon there's stuff I'm not telling her. Stuff I need to talk about and I think I have to quit going to see her. I don't have the words to say what she wants me to. She wants my old journal from school too and this one too if I want to share it with her. She wants it before she sees me again so I have to take it to her office before school Monday. I'm glad she wants it. I'm happy she is interested in my thoughts. I had hoped she would be. But I don't know why she thinks it will help her help me. She said it would, maybe, But I don't know how to tell her what she says I'm not telling her. 


How can I tell her? I know what she means, but she doesn’t know really what it is. When I think about it my brain seems to not have words. Just pictures. The only words I have about it are about Hell and Sin and Good and Bad and I did something bad and once something is done it can't be undone and I will always have done it, all my life until I die. I don't want anybody to know. Mama or Aunt Laura Ann or Uncle Brian or anybody and especially not Brandon or Daddy and Mama. Especially not Mama and Daddy. Especially. It makes my stomach hurt just to think about it.


Secrets make us sick Dr. Jessie said today. But this is not just a secret. And it isn't really I don't want to tell her. It's I can't tell her. In the first place, I don't know how, and in the second place, my Mom and Dad won't love me anymore. I know they won't. That's the first time I ever said that anywhere except in my head. Mama and Daddy won't love me if they know what I did. I was only four and didn't do it on purpose, but in Sunday School I have been taught we need to be good. To be pure. And I know what I did is what it all means. They don't ever say so but you know what they mean when they're talking about it without saying it. I didn’t used to know what they were talking about, but once it happened I knew.


At Sunday School two weeks ago in the girls class our teacher showed us a piece of new white satin and she showed us how clean and white it was. Then she had us pass it around. When she got the first piece back it was all stained and soiled. She put it next to the clean piece and said that was what happened to us if we get handled. We get dirty. We aren't clean anymore. I really felt sick after Sunday School that morning. I felt like a bee's nest in my head.


And I think if nobody knows about it except me and God and that boy who doesn't even live around here then I won't have to be punished until I die. And then my punishment will be I just won't get to go to heaven. I will just go somewhere else. And that's OK with me because I never really liked really good people anyway. They're too polite and they just watch and wait for me to be stupid or bad or at least that's how I feel.


Sometimes when I'm around people who are awfully good, like some girls in my class at school, I think they have never got dirty or said a bad word. It's like their whole lives their Mama and Daddy were dressing them and holding their hands and telling them what to say and what to do and where to go so they have never made any mistakes.


They make me so nervous because they don't know how to think about me because I don't know anything about what's right to say or do or be. I just know dumb stuff and I just kind of guess at what's ok and sometimes I guess right and sometimes I guess wrong but it's always a guess. Sometimes it's scary but sometimes it's fun. I been thinking about Sin. About making mistakes. I been trying to figure it out. And I want to talk about Me. Here it is if I can explain it.


It's like, I used to be Good. I think about me when I was four and before I was four. I remember I didn't worry about what I looked like or about what I did. I just Was. Do you know what I mean? And I was OK. I was a little child like Jesus loved. And I didn't think about good or bad. But I know now that little child I was, was Good. I can close my eyes and see Me, like movie pictures of me and I was cute and clean and the only word I can think of is Soft. Like easy to hurt. Like a baby or a little animal. Soft. Nobody ever really Hurt me, like to break my bones or make me bleed, but they could have because there was nothing to protect me and I wasn't big enough or smart enough to protect myself.


I'm thinking not Me, Rainie, but Her, Rainie. There was nothing to protect her, that little girl Rainie. Only I don't know which one is Her and which one is Me. Was it Me before I changed or is it Me now? One thing I know is that it is two people. And one is good and never did anything bad and didn't even think bad thoughts. And then something happened and that little girl became who I am now and I wasn't that little girl anymore. It makes me almost dizzy to think about it. I never could think about it before, in one way, but in another way, it's the only thing I have ever thought about.


And now Dr. Jessie knows something happened but she doesn't know what and she wants me to tell her. And I don't know now about mistakes or doing something wrong. Because that little girl Rainie didn't do it. Let me say this. Something doesn't want me to say it. Let me say it. That little girl Rainie was just walking. She was just alone and walking. And she was across the street by the neighbor's tool shed by the road. And this big boy she didn't know said, “Hello Little Girl.” And Rainie smiled at him and wasn't even afraid. And he was a big boy. I think about 12, but maybe only 10. And Rainie was only four.
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November 9th

I have to tell what Dr. Jessie talked about today. She read me some stories. At first I was real uncomfortable like I shouldn't listen. When I was listening I couldn't just sit still and listen and I couldn't look at Dr. Jessie. She read some stories and they were about children. And children wrote them. 


Dr. Jessie asked me if I knew what some words meant. I didn't know what they all meant and some of them I thought I knew what they meant, but I was wrong. One word was Molest. And Sexual Abuse. And she told me what they mean.


I didn't like to hear her talk about it. It made me nervous. I never heard a grown up talk about sex, especially to a kid, except I heard grown ups tell jokes about sex all the time to each other, but I had to guess what they were talking about. I always thought that sex was just something bad that bad people do. I guess I didn't know much. I still don't.


Dr. Jessie said sometimes children get sexually abused. Molested. That means bothered. That can mean a lot of different things. Sometimes people hurt children in a sex way but it isn't the children's fault. She said that over and over. It isn't the children's fault. And she wouldn't let me talk or leave because I wanted to leave. She said, “Just listen today. Write about it later.” So I listened.


Lots of people, lots of children, boys and girls, get sexually abused every day. Thousands every year. Some get hurt and some just get ashamed and some get killed. Some by people they know, even relatives, and some like me, by strangers. I didn't know that. 


 Mama always always said, “Be Careful. Don't talk to Strang​ers. Go straight home after school. Don't go for a ride in a car with strangers. Don't take candy from strangers.” But I thought she meant strange men. Not boys. I remember her saying that, even before I was four, but I didn't know why. Or maybe I did, but I thought the strangers were like the man in the movie theater who always tries to sit by little girls and tries to kiss them. He's nasty and we all know about him and sometimes we let him buy us candy and then we run. He's yucky and it’s easy to tell he’s one of the people kids shouldn’t talk to or take candy from, but I didn't know strangers could be a boy who looks like your friend's big brother.


I think they're ugly words. Especially Molested. There's not just one thing that can happen. It makes me afraid, but more mad than afraid. I thought what happened to me was bad. And worst of all, I thought it was a bad thing I did. I didn’t know that it was just that boy that was bad, not me. And I didn’t know that somebody should have taught me how to scream if somebody tried to take me somewhere I didn’t want to go, or tried to touch me some way I didn’t want them to. 


I didn't know about the stuff Dr. Jessie told me about today. She said I didn't have to tell her anything if I still didn't want to, but hundreds of children are molested and it makes them act like I act and feel like I feel, like feeling ugly, and feeling like you’re not worth anything. She said there are things we can talk about to make me feel OK about it and OK about me, and we don't have to tell anybody else about it if I don't want to. She said she's sure God knows it's not my fault and Mama and Daddy will know it wasn't my fault but I don't know about that. It still makes me afraid and mad. But I have some words now, so maybe I will be able to tell what happened.


The stories the children wrote were awful. One little girl wrote that all she could remember was pain. A man hurt her awful bad, and she was only three years old when it happened and she remembers awful pain and the wall paper. She had to go to the hospital to get fixed it hurt her so bad but she only knows that because somebody told her. She can't make herself remember. I wanted to close my ears when Dr. Jessie read that story because it made my stomach hurt for that little girl. 


And Dr. Jessie asked me, “Do you think what happened to that little girl was her fault?” I felt so angry I was afraid of angry I felt. I couldn’t believe a grown man could be so bad. It makes me want to kill men like that. Dr. Jessie said that there are more men like that, and women too, than most people think, but most people are not like that. Most people want to protect little children, not hurt them.


She read more stories these children wrote about stuff people bigger than them and older than them did to them or made them do. But one thing in all the stories was the same. And it is the same for me. All the boys and girls who wrote the stories wrote they felt like I have felt ever since. We all have felt from that time on that we were different. Different from what we were before the thing happened to us and different from other children. We all felt like we were ruined. No Good anymore. Like we weren't worth anything anymore. 


And everyone wrote they thought they were the ones who had caused the bad things to happen and like they didn't have a right to make it not happen again and like they must have always been bad and just not known it to have this happen to them. They all felt too, if they told what happened, they would be punished and people wouldn’t love them anymore.


So now Dr. Jessie wants me to write my story. She said she knew it was a scary thing to write about and she wouldn't blame me if I didn't do it, but maybe if I do it, it can help somebody else tell their story. She said telling it would let it outside of me where it can't hurt me anymore. Telling it will take away its power to hurt me she said. I don't know about that but I'm going to try, because I am tired tired tired of trying to keep it inside me and tired of pretending nothing is wrong.
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My Story


My name is Rainie and I'm almost twelve. When I was four I was molested by a boy who was about ten or twelve and he didn't live in our neighborhood and I never saw him again. When I think back to that time to remember how it was, I see me, Rainie, a very little girl who is small and clean and soft. By soft, I mean not tough, not strong, and easy to hurt. I see a boy who is almost grown up, it seems to the little girl. He is friendly to the little girl and I want to shout “NO” to her. I want to shout to Rainie, “RUN. Don't talk to him. Don't listen to him.” But I am helpless because I’m not really there except in my memory, and I can only watch.



He smiles at her and shows her some candy. Four pieces. It's funny how much I can remember. It was what my mom calls salt water taffy. And he says to Rainie, “Do you like candy?” And she nods her head. And he says, “Come into this shed with me and I'll give you all four pieces.” She can hardly believe it. She loves candy and doesn't get much of it at home except at Easter and at Christmas. So she says “OK.”


As I write this I'm crying for the little girl and I'm so sad my head hurts. I want to say, “NO. This is not just candy. He doesn't want to just give you the candy like you think. What he wants to do will change you. It will change the way you feel about yourself and the way you think and the way you are.” 


But Rainie is only four years old. She's proud of herself because every day she learns new things. Every day she discovers new places to find her way home from. She meets people every day and they are friendly to her and tell her that she’s cute and smart. But after this day when she meets someone new or learns something new she will think, “Yes, but it doesn't matter because I'm bad.”


Inside the shed is dark with some bright pieces of light coming through broken boards. It smells like grease and leather and dust. The floor is dirty but the boy tells Rainie to lie down on it. She says, “I don't want to. I'll get my dress dirty.” 


And he says, “OK, No candy then.” And Rainie starts to cry. No noise. Just tears.  


The boy picks her up and lays her down on the dirty floor and Rainie is frightened. She can't move or cry. There is a loud noise in her ears like the ocean. I can hear it now. Her eyes are shut very tight and she feels the boy pull her panties down and off. And he touches her. There. And she is afraid and ashamed. And the boy gets on his knees and kneels across her and he rubs her there. And she is crying. And he quits.


And he tries to put her panties back on her but she says, “No. I'll do it.” And she does.  


And he brushes her dress and says, “Here.” And he gives her the candy and says, “Go Home. And don't tell anyone or you'll be sorry.” And even though she is just little, she is amazed he would think she would ever tell anyone that this has happened to her. 


And I ate the candy. I hid and I ate it because I didn't want anybody to ask me where I got it. And from that time on until now I felt different about me. I knew I was bad. I knew that I could never tell anyone what had happened, and I knew that when I died I would have to just sort it out with God and let him send me to hell. I knew that when I was four years old. 


This is the first time I ever told my story about what happened to me. I told Doc Jessie, but not everything. And now I want other children who have been molested to find what I found out - that if I really do go to hell some day it won't be for what that boy did to me when I was four.  
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 Today is November the 16th. 


I gave Doc Jessie my Story. She told me first before she read it she would never tell anyone anything I told her unless she had my permission, so if she's the only one who knows, I guess it's OK. She said if she used it to help other children she would change my name in it. Then she read the story.


I waited for her to read it and I watched her read it. I wanted to see if really knowing would change the way she looked at me. A funny thing happened while she read it. She cried. Tears went down her face while she read the story and she didn't look at me, she just grabbed a Kleenex off the arm of the couch and she kept reading it.


When she finished reading the story she still didn't look at me. She sat back in her chair and her eyes were closed. She was just quiet. I was getting very nervous and I thought maybe what I wrote really was bad, just as I had decided it wasn't as bad as I had thought it was all those years. I was getting frightened when she didn't talk and then she sat up straight and looked at me and said, “Thank you, Rainie. That was a brave thing to tell.”


I told her I couldn't have told anyone before she read the other children's stories to me because I didn't have the words. It wasn't I didn't know the words, except for Molest and Sexual Abuse. It's that I didn't know how to put the words together that way. It might not make sense to anyone else, but that's how it seems to me. I have never had the words to tell what happened but its picture has been in my mind all the time.


Dr. Jessie and I decided yesterday after she read my story that what happened to me was not what was important, but how I felt about what happened and how I felt about myself. That's why Dr. Jessie was crying. She wasn't crying because she was sad about what had happened to me. She was crying because of how I felt about it - She was sad that I had felt so BAD for so long. Like I was a bad person. Dr. Jessie says the habit of feeling like a bad person will be hard to break but she will try to help me if I am willing to help too. I think it's a really exciting idea but it makes me afraid too. I'll let you know what's happening from time to time. I don't know how often I'll write now. Right now I feel like resting. So I will.
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But now somebody knows what I always thought was the worst thing in the world about me. Now that it's not the worst thing, it has changed from being what I thought was a secret I could never tell until I died to just something that happened. I think I want to tell those other children about how what happened to me changed from something terrible to just something. I think I might have never looked at anyone in the face my whole life if the things hadn't happened that got me to talk about it.
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November 22nd


I don't know if that was a rest or not. I been still going to talk to Dr. Jessie. Stuff isn't as easy as I thought it was going to be. I been mad a lot. I been cranky waking up and cranky going to sleep. I thought after I told Dr. Jessie all that stuff and I felt so good I thought I would always feel good. But I don't. I especially don't feel good right now. Or like writing. And I don't have to if I don't want to.
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November 29th. 


Hello again. Dr. Jessie keeps asking me if I'm writing and I say I will, I will. So I will. I feel more like it today. I have been talking to Doctor Jessie about how cranky I have been feeling and I finally got myself to tell her what I was mad at. It was hard figuring it out for myself. I have been afraid of being angry because of who I was angry at but Doctor Jessie says it's perfectly normal and ok and it doesn't mean I don't love them or that they won't love me. I have been angry at my Mom and Dad. For all sorts of things. 


When I was reading My Story a few days or weeks ago, I don't know when it was, I kept thinking about little Rainie. About that little four year old girl who was not able to protect herself. And I kept thinking, only trying not to even think it, Why didn't my parents protect me? And why didn't they know something was wrong? 


Every time I would think about it I would get madder and try harder not to think about it. I was scared they would find out I was mad and then I'd get in some worse trouble or they would stop loving me. Dr. Jessie said for one thing, being mad at them was a way for me to blame them and then I wouldn't have to work at getting better and I could just say it's not my fault so I don't have to do anything about it. 


And for another thing, we talked about why they didn't protect me. It was because children are impossible to protect all the time. And both my parents had to go to work. And my baby sitter didn't watch me as close as my mother would have if she'd been home. And even if someone was watching me almost every minute, it didn't take very long for me to go across the street and I was probably not even gone for more than a few minutes altogether. 


I think it doesn't matter. Dr. Jessie is right when she said the first thing I had to do before I could get better was to forgive everybody who I thought had hurt me. And before I could do that I had to know who they were. And I had to go ahead and get mad. And I had to admit I was mad. 


Maybe if my parents hadn't had so many of their own problems they might have seen something was wrong, but my Dad was an alcoholic and all he could see was himself. Dr. Jessie said that's another symptom of the disease. And there were other kids to worry about and watch, too. It's not like I was the only one. And Mama had to go to work, too. And I have always been a wanderer. like a Nomad, sort of. So it's easy to see why my parents couldn't protect me. 


But I feel like it's ok now for some other reasons. One is that it's ok I waited until I was old enough to write this all down and maybe my story will help some other kid. Another reason, and I hope I can explain this without sounding like a crazy person, is maybe if somebody who is going around molesting little kids could find out how much it hurts them, I mean hurts them in their minds and in their hearts, even if it doesn’t hurt their bodies, maybe they would talk themselves into getting help to stop. 


I mean, the person who molested me probably thought it wasn't a big deal at all. He wouldn't have known it almost made me want to die for years because I felt so terrible. I don't guess I want him to go to prison or stuff like that, but I want people who molest little children to know even if they talk themselves into thinking it's all right, it isn't. It's an awful awful thing to do. Little children have to be protected by anybody who is bigger than they are. If they can't help it they can go to a Doctor like Dr. Jessie and find out how to stop and how to feel good about themselves again. 


When I think about it like that I'm not mad anymore. But I feel like a preacher, you know, wagging my finger at people.  I guess that's better than being angry and then not trying to get better. I really don't want to be mad at anybody. 


Dr. Jessie says everything happens for a reason, she thinks, and sometimes bad things happen to us and we don't understand, sometimes for a long time, but then there will come a time when we will be able to help somebody who we wouldn't be able to help if we hadn't had that experience. I think that's a great way to think about the whole thing.


There are lots of things happening in my life right now. Daddy's going to be home soon. I worry about that a little because even though I have missed him it's been really peaceful not having to worry about him. Dr. Jessie says I have to give Daddy the responsibility for himself, and I know it's true because we talk about it at the meetings I go to with the other kids who have alcoholics in their families. I know his sadness or whatever he drinks about is not my fault and I can’t fix it. 


Nothing I can do can make him drink and nothing I can do can make him not drink. He drinks because he wants to and when he doesn't drink it’s because he wants to be sober. I'm glad it's not up to me and I can just be myself and not worry about whether I'm gonna make him mad. I am powerless over him. It's a real good thing for me to remember but I always thought before that if I was a better person he would love me better and then he wouldn't drink. I didn't know it was a disease and didn't have anything to do with whether he loved me or not. 


Dr. Jessie said, “What if it was cancer? Would you say, ‘If you loved me you wouldn't have cancer’?” Dr. Jessie says many children of alcoholics believe that it's their fault and that's part of what makes them sick.


Dr. Jessie said she guessed from the time she met me by the river I had been abused or molested, but my journal, especially the parts about my monster and my ugliness, made her sure of it. She said reading the other children's stories was a short cut to get me to tell her the truth. And it worked because it gave me a way to talk about it. I thought I was the only one. I really did. 


 My mother has always said there's lots of stuff we just shouldn't talk about - things nice people don't talk about and I always knew what happened to me was some of that stuff. But Dr. Jessie says our secrets make us sick. She's talked with my mom too, and she has had her own secrets and I didn't know about any of that, but now we can talk about it sometimes.


My secret made me lonely and afraid. It made me feel not good enough to have any friends. If anyone was nice to me it made me afraid. I didn't want them to find out I was bad. But I wasn't Bad. 

You know how people say, “I feel like a load has been lifted off my shoulders”? Well, that's how I feel. But I feel scared, too. It's really weird. Who have I been the last seven years? Instead of growing up and learning stuff, I have just been using all my energy to hide what happened to me. I couldn't even think about what I would do when I grow up because I couldn't imagine anything good happening for me or being able to do anything good. Now what? I still don't want to tell anybody else, but I feel like I'm so different now that everybody will be able to see.                

 
Yesterday I was walking home from the library and I was walking past the window of the department store and I saw my reflection in the window. I didn't know it was me. “That's an interesting looking girl,” I said to myself. “I wonder who she is.” Then I saw it was Me. Rainie Wilson! I couldn’n’t believe it. I look like any other kid! 


I just laughed.          

 [image: image77.wmf]
[image: image78.wmf]
PAGE  
80

