THE GADABOUT LETTERS

Highway Insights & Life-like Correspondence
Letters 2000 - 2005
Leonard Treadway
Foreword
I had a job one summer working on Purgatory Mountain near Durango, Colorado, in the southwest corner of the state. I was hired on as an aprentice carpenter, and helped install new wood finishes on the boardwalk lamp posts and hammered new stairs into place on the outside of the new ski patrol shack at the crest of the highest peak. But one day when I saw them tie off the rock climbing ropes at one end to a couple of nineteen-sixties model pickup trucks, and us, the carpenters, at the other end, and send us up onto the roof of the new patrol shack, I had my doubts. The mountain peak on its own reached over 14,000 feet above sea level. On top of that sat the new four story patrol shack. On top of the new patrol shack, then, stood us, the carpenters, ropped to the pickup trucks. We were all just a couple of kids rolling out tar paper, tacking it into the plywoodÑthe sometimes very wet plywood, as the snowfalls still in July at 14,000 feetÑfor ten dollars an hour. I was coming down for lunch one afternoon and the thirty foot aluminum ladder jolted violently, probably slipping off some faulty rock footing it had, and I thought I was falling to my death. That was it for me, I told the foreman, the view up there is next to heaven I think, but I'm not climbing back up that ladder again. Get the pros to do that job, that's just too damn high for me.

So I was demoted to mason and was sent down to the middle of the mountain somewhere to lay down these sandy orange bricks all day with a crew of reckless mobsters and one master mason pointing his fingers everywhere and stretching long kite string seventy-five feet across the ground getting the whole operation just as linear as could be. It didnt feel like a lessening in status to me, I showed up in the morning and had coffee with the Mexicans and the Indians and the college kid from Portland, then went to work, kneeling down in the soft smooth sand, placing down those hexagonal sculptures that came on pallets, day after day. We'd lay out a whole eighteen wheeler shipment and step back feeling sunburnt, stiff and greatly accomplished about our work. Those thousands of bricks running like a Kentucky fencepost up and down the little grades of the mountain, and the whole thing was held together and made possible by two things, I thought, gravity and sand. The indians liked it the most, they talked and joked to eachother and slapped eachother on the back. I just looked over at them a lot when I wasn't in on the joke and nodded and laughed with them. I liked the Indians the most that summer, they were always in a good mood and funny and easy to get along with. The kid from Portland I think missed his girl, but she was always coming up for the weekends, so even that was alright in the end. 

Most days I could feel the southwest sun warming my back through the military surplus wool field jacket I'd wear all day long in the clean and high altitude summer air. Going down the rows, I'd make up poems in my head like Brick Layer Poet and write them in a notebook over lunch. I didn't write too many letters that summer, but the letters that make up this collection are like the sand that held together and eventually became the foundation of our enormuos masonry undertaking. I'm sure all that sand and brick is still there, with thousands of folks walking over it every week, but none of them I'd guess ever even wonder about the bricks, let alone the sand between them. But it's the sand between the bricks they that allows for the continuous nature of the walkway to exist. Without the sand, the bricks would end up chipped and jagged, or sink deep into the earth underneath. The folks in summer sandles might trip or stub their toe. 

Some of these letters stand on their own. Some read well as a continuum, or insight, or sequil to other poems and stories I've written and appear in other books. This book of letters is the B-side to those poems and stories. It's full of what might have otherwise ended up on the so-called cutting room floor. Some of them can get rather personal as they were all written to friends and family. I hope no one is offended, but know that the letters are all read and thought about in their genuine honesty and humor.

Leonard Treadway
Dear Beloved Reader of The Gadabout Letters,

Welcome to the technocratically corrected, gonzo-liberated world of The Metaphorm Technodysseys™, where the only real way to write a story was devised long ago by writers far more skillful than I, and is now augmented and broadcast to you, the reader, by means not limited to my love child, Radio-QMX™, the virtual broadcast headquarters of The Quantumedia Experiment™.

This manuscript for The Gadabout Letters is generated on-the-fly, as the saying goes, by a single media documentary component of Radio-QMX™ called The Graphagromaniac Blog™. For this reason, you are getting a temporal version of the whole story. In other words, the manuscript is updated almost daily with new anecdotes added whenever I, the author, see fit and feel ready to do so.

For more explanations, and the updated manuscript, please visit the web site below at your liesure, for, as a great man once said, "What is life if not a constant effort toward the honest manifestation of our wildest dreams and visions?" (Chet Voulliard to Noah Dempsey, October New Mexico).

Big world. Now go. 

This book is part of a collection of literary works by Gregory O'Toole entitled The Freeway Chronicles, The Quantumedia Diaries Documenting the Ongoing Adventures of the Interstellar Roadside Prophet 
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Wilderness begins in the human mind.

―Edward Abbey, Notes From A Secret Journal
THE GADABOUT LETTERS
From: Leonard Treadway
Sent: December 04, 2005 11:53 AM
To: The publishers of "Big City Freight Train Blues Denver Poems"

Subject: RE: The Plan
Hello,

OK, good. I think we should keep an open dialogue as well. 

I have been busier in the past year than I have probably ever been, other than when I was at the Art Institute of Chicago all day and then working at a production house at night (but that's neither here nor there, as they say). I have not been able to do much other than what I have going here at the University along with my personal work that I always have had going. I do plan to start scheduling readings for myself, just not right now. I know that will generate sales. I have gotten in with the Colorado Poets Association, and have been involved with the Academy of American Poets for some time now, but I think having a regular local reading schedule would do us all well. I also contacted the festival in Salida but have not heard anything back from them.

(I saw 270 "new/used" copies of Big City Freight Train Blues on Amazon.com or something the other day... have those all sold?)

I guess the difference here is that I am much more interested in having my work juried, as opposed to it (the work) making money. That's pretty much how I have always felt. (Jack London is often harshly criticized for living a life of luxury in San Francisco.) 

Thanks for sending my book in to the Pushcart, also. I appreciate that.

After the wedding in December, and after I find out in Feb/March where I will be for my Ph.D. work (very well may be University of Denver), I will feel more settled. I applied to two Creative Writing departments, and if I am accepted into one of those (as opposed to the two media studies departments I also applied to) my creative non-fiction/poetry writing will take a precedence over the media studies, and, therefor, I will start scheduling some readings around the state. 

If I start into one of the Media Studies departments, I will have to put the creative writing aside somewhat, except for the new book of poems I have just finished and the novel which is going really well. I am excited to find these two works a home at a publishing house. Actually, the novel is ten years (the past ten years) of my life, traveling around, and all the people, places, etc. Then there is (so far!) a 570 page manuscript of all the letters I've written to people during that time. I think someone might find that to be of interest, from a marketing perspective. (I am not dropping hints, I just feel like typing right now!)  : )   A novel account of a life in narrative form goes out and people like it, read it, buy it, talk about it, etc. Then, one year later, the same company puts out the companion to the novel: a lengthy collection of personal letters written by the author of the novel. Wamo.

Actually I am just excited about these three books. Anyway, my point is that because I love both avenues (creative writing and media studies) and have strong skills in both, and find it hard to decide on which route to take, I am, to an extent, letting these Ph.D. jury boards decide in which of the two fields they think the stronger of my strengths lie. It is a process of getting "opinions" and advice from seasoned pros. Its not that I will stop writing creatively, ever, its just that there is far too much to write about, and I need some parameters around which to focus an up-an-coming faculty career.

OK, that's all I have for now.
Nice to hear from you. 

Leonard
From: Leonard Treadway
Sent: Thursday, November 03, 2005 11:03 AM
To: 'Samuel Bartlette; LL Bomber
Subject: RE: Letter to the Editor

Howdy, Sailors,

As for accommodations, the Alcott would be most convenient if the cost isn’t too high since the ceremony and reception will be held there, and because everything in town is right there within a few blocks, including the ocean. However if you feel like finding a less costly room, check out some of those other options on the list I sent out. Most of them I believe are within a few blocks of the Alcott. (in some email clients those links should click to a mapquest or yahoo map as well.) In December, it's been said, little Cape May can be rightfully likened to our famed Desolation Row, so have some fun with it.

I think we roll in on Wednesday and have some preparations to do Thursday evening (ie dinner for her family to meet mine out somewhere), then Friday is the day, Saturday is a casual coffee and art sale at Carey's grandparents home a couple miles from the Alcott which everyone is invited to attend, then New Years eve that night, which I think we should have a good crowd to go out and tear things up with, and then, Sunday we'll be sticking around to recover and do nothing. Monday, I think, we'll hit the road. Ireland is being postponed until September when things are a little more settled out here, so we may drive up to a Vermont B&B for a couple days before heading back across the country, stopping in PA to visit her parents, Chicago for my family, and then, finally the mile high in the infant days of our ever-approaching and will-be ephemeral two-thousand-and-six.

More soon.

Yours,

Doc 

(Ph.D. courses start March 17, 2006 – for some time then I'll be a doctoral candidate in Media & Cultural Theory, a division of the Joint PhD in Theology, Philosophy, and Cultural Theory between the Iliff School of Theology and the University of Portland. Now that's a mouthful. Cheers.)

۞
A letter to the editor

Samuel Bartlett, 
Yo, chiefy. How's tricks these days? 

I have a question for you in regards to the wedding, so here goes. As it is easiest, and most sensible to us, we'll be doing the paperwork here in Colorado. So, legally we'll be married here a few days before leaving for Christmas in Chicago, and then, the actual wedding in New Jersey will be the small ceremony and the big party. We figure no one will mind in the least, if they even know, so it seems like a good plan to us.

Hopefully, one of Clara's friends (the friend is pondering the proposition as we speak), a Psychology M.A. from Naropa, will stand in as an excellent officiator at the actual wedding in Cape May on Dec 30th. Clara has prepared a few excerpts that we would like read at the very small and intimate ceremony on the 30th at the Hotel Alcott (90 people max). Her maid of honor is going to read some things, and then Clara thought it would be cool to have someone from my family read a short paragraph. My brother is standing in as best man, so I was wondering if you might want to stand up and read the following text. I would really dig it if you would, but I only would want you to do it if you felt comfortable doing so. Since I cannot have two "best man's" I figured this was a pretty solid way of making clear to you the role you've played ever since that parking lot in Steamboat Springs, CO, oh so few summers ago.

Here's the quote. It's from "The Prophet" by Kahlil Gibran. To familiarize yourself (and the Bomber's self) with his work go here http://leb.net/gibran/
"Love one another but make not a bond of that love.  Let it rather be like a moving sea between the shores of your souls.  And stand together, and yet not too near together.  For even the pillars of the temple must stand apart; and the oak tree and the cypress will not grow in each other's shadow.  Remember that love gives nothing but from itself.  Love possesses not nor would it be possessed, for love is sufficient unto love.  And think not that you can direct the course of love.  For love, if it finds you worthy, will direct your course."
No obligation, amigo. Either way, I'll see you in NJ.

Let me know………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………. LT

۞
Alaska Postponed
OK, Im postponing the Alaska trip a little longer in light of sticking around town to save and earn some cash. So, Im still coming to attend one (at least) paid ticket day at Bluegrass. I was wondering if you had tickets for all weekend, or if you were only going in certain days. Friday looks tempting. I can swing $55 for all that I think. Only one day though, I think, because I already have all festival passes for Folks Festival in Lyons later on.

I like Mountain Dew.

LT
۞
Thu 10/27/2005 5:44 PM

Dear Mr. Coach Munro,

I am a lacrosse team fan and an employee of the University of Portland and everyday I walk through the lacrosse area on campus. To be direct, I think the way some of the men's lacrosse team practices is extremely dangerous to people walking by. It's when they take shots on an untended goal that backs up to the walkway near the underpass that houses the locker rooms and entranceways to the stadium that this happens. Several times now I've seen someone recording the speed that the players are shooting on goal, and several times the players miss the net which sends the ball tearing into the walkway. Sometimes the balls get stuck in the black chain link fence, but often times they rip through it and smash against the brick wall. The numerous bends and warps in that fence are testament to this ridiculous and unsafe behavior. I don’t need to tell you what would happen if someone walking by were to take one of those shots in the head. The other day a girl walking in front of me had to duck and was visibly shaken.

Honestly I am shocked at the lack of forethought and maturity, not to mention the amount of disregard for others around them which these students show.

Please see to it that they move to a safer location on the field.

Thank you for your time.

Leonard Treadway

۞
9/30/2005 11:21 AM

Joe and Danimal,

As long as they keep making the donut easier to handle, more convenient, and more accessible to the healthy professional on-the-move, we're all in good shape. Whether its so past the safe shelf life that the company wont even try to profit off of it or not.

Peter Whybrow: "Two-thirds of Americans are over weight."
A guy in the Law school yesterday reading a magazine: "Americans consume 55 million hot dogs a day." Jesus, I said to him, there are 300 million in the country.

LT

۞
Fri 9/30/2005 3:08 AM

Mr. Youngblood,

I had a fabulous time tonight getting fired up about your talk, and then having the good fortune of speaking with you casually, like friends on the street, later in the evening. Going on about Kerouac is always a highlight for me, being a top-notch "hero and influence"; but getting a couple first hand accounts of old bull Bukowski was just plain fun.

Pretty much, with this right-away letter, I wanted to initiate a dialogue between you and I. 

I hope you enjoy the poems at your leisure, and maybe make some time to get up to Big Sky Country. Near Bozeman is where Brautigan fished, drank, and wrote; the Flathead Valley is my preference, but both and anywhere in between is just about God's Country, as they say.

If I ever can be of any help to you, just say the word. I'd be honored. And I never have said that to anyone before. (Even though it’s a disturbingly applicable cliché. )

Pleasure meeting you,

Leonard Treadway

۞
Fri 9/30/2005 3:19 AM

Samuel Bartlett,

Tonight I drank with the ex-editor of the L.A. FreePress, the underground paper from the late 1960s which featured a rambling, drunken column from Charles Bukowski. Gene Youngblood is his name. He's a world-known media philosopher and grand advocate for the Media Democracy Movement since before anyone knew what the Media Democracy Movement was. They didn’t know what it was because it didn’t exist, aside from being an ideological method to something more honest that CNN, NBC, or Comcast. (I don’t know that Comcast even was back then, but fuck em anyway.)

For real, though, the guy gave a lecture for the DMS department tonight on campus, he fumbled with his laptop, said some magnificent things about DemocracyNow.org, etc. (full list to come at radio-qmx.org), and then the momentum turned to the Breakdown Collective Book Depository in my famed Capital Hill neighborhood where the beer and wine flowed like wine, the veggie hors devours and crackers no one ate, but guests ranted on about cross-continental treks, and speaking Spanish, and taking the only drugs that'll render a solid Yankee parasite-free after two months in Brazil.

So, Gene comes over to snack on a grape after I'd had a few, asks me my name. I fill him in and off to the races we are. Me: DMS; Him: Santa Fe College; Him: Art Institute of Chicago; Me: Art Institute of Chicago; Me: Northwester PhD; Him: LA Free Press, Me: Media Psychology; Me: "You ever meet Bukowski?"; Him: "oh yeah."; first hand accounts of the mad loon handing in his work; and on and on.

Best Goddamn guy I ever met on a Thursday night in Portland. I told him about GreenDoorHouse and the cabin in the woods and the NEA and why Chicago is the best city and about Bernie Luskin in Santa Barbara and the books of poems and teaching a new kind of creative media class and the potential of "me and some of my buddies" being a production crew for his publication of articles from the Bukowski days, and "the editor down in Tennessee…met him on the road at a string cheese show….edited our way into a NEA / MAC grant to fund the operation…" etc.

"Montana." He says. "Why'd you go up there?"
I told him.

"Montana." He says. "I gotta get up there."
Oh, one of those nights that should never end. And make chapters worth of frick-a-freck rock a day poems. Here it comes, I say, stay tuned.

"Control the context…" Gene said, in a pointing-finger, straw hat, black shirt, black suspenders, old man kind of way from up at the bar stool lecturn. "Control the context, and you control reality."
LT

۞
Bridge Jumpers Union, Inc.
Dear Jeffrey Levine,

Thank you for your note concerning Bridge Jumpers Union, Inc. I am very happy to submit the manuscript to your Snowbound Series Chapbook Award. I will be sending you a hard copy with a copy of your note as soon as is possible.

I also wanted to let you know that the manuscript is growing, and I am certain there are a few additional poems in its table of contents than there was when I initially mailed to you the manuscript. I do not know if this has bearing on your considerations for the current poetry collection jury, but I thought, because you seem genuinely interested in the work, that I would attach here the current table of contents for Bridge Jumpers Union, Inc.
You may choose to consider the larger content for your book contest; include only the ones you most like, and consider them for the Chapbook Award; or come up with another plan of your own making all together. I simply wanted you to know how the manuscript was coming along and that I am very pleased to be even considered for publication with Tupelo Press.

I look forward to hearing from you again.

LT

۞
Sat 9/24/2005 8:09 PM

Yo!!  What's up Kimmee?!?! So great to hear from you. How's things?

Things are good in CO. Portland's OK, but kind of 'big city' and it gets old. I'd rather be in the mountains. But all in all I cant complain.

I'll be in Chicago for Thanksgiving. Long weekend hopefully. 

Getting married to my sweetie, Clara, in December in Cape May, New Jersey.

Just finished Grad school. And Doing web development for the University of Portland.

Hmmmm...what else...i Just found an enormous outdoor fireplace in the park so I might go over there and bring a bundle of wood this evening. Bars are gross; tired of drinking.

I've been hooked on veggie brats lately, sos im going to cook one up right now.

Where you live?? Rolling Meadows?

Here's a new poem for you.....(see attachment)

So between my last email to you and now I cut the backyard grass with the landlords lawnmower. I left it go for about three weeks, in which time I also watered it continuously, so, you might say, it resembled a gnarly weedy smurf jungle with a big old warn out hammock hanging above. In addition to the ridiculous height, its dark out here and all I had to go by was a shoddy old light with about a 30 watt bulb bent on top of the garage and a sliver of partly cloudy moonlight. Now I smell like gasoline and freshly mowed grass. Life is good.

Good for you not drinking. Probably don’t need to start up again. Its really only fun and beneficial before turning 21, after that it just becomes severely routine. 

Dang, I didn’t know your son would be 11. crazy. Congratulations, too. Time flys and flys. What's his name? He's most likely a very cool kid, coming from you and all. Maybe some day I'll get to meet him and tell him to get in all of his drinking before he turns 21 because after that it just becomes severely routine (just kidding).

Me no longer restless. I have this job at the uni with rad benefits, a cool house 4 blocks away (rental, and want to buy a house very soon), a sweet retirement saving thing that the school gives me tons of extra cash to just fester in some obscure 403b account, free tuition to start the PhD next spring, free tuition for Clara to do her MBA or PhD, the mountains within earshot, mild weather, the mountains within earshot, tenure track prospects, and the mountains within earshot.

Someday I'll move back to Chicago. Or Montana. But for now, things are good. And moving when you cannot any longer fit everything you own into your 4 cylinder pickup truck is a royal PITA.

--as you most definitely are aware.

Didn’t you live in Nevada for a while? My good buddy from SHS Bob Bartusiak bought a house in Henderson. Im supposed to see him again soon, too. Its been way too long.

Nice work emailing me. Now we can be chums again and listen to the Darling Buds and wear fake, thick rimmed eye glasses, and cruise around in the coolest Ford Escort that ever lived.

۞
Ten really kind remarks
Joe and Danimal,
These are people that will have a wedding website and continually email innocent bystanders about the updates.

I have about ten really kind remarks I'd like to send in reply here. 

Jesus, god, this is worse than the fkn sick cat emails.

LT

۞
Hello anyway
Neenah Coldstone,

Hey. How are you? I realize that I called and left a message for you last week and you didn’t respond, but I figured I would just write and say Hello anyway. I hope this doesn’t make me a stalker again.

I just found an old email from you when we went to the mountains, apparently, and then you were all stressed because it was fun but you felt like you should have been studying. I forgot about all of that for a long time. I don’t even remember where we went, but, apparently it was fun. We both said so in the email.

LT

۞
Collect the $$
Joe,

I just got your message. Sorry to hear about that, but maybe you don’t' mind too much. You can collect the $$, stay home with MJ, and find a job in the city to where you can take the train.

Yes?

This is strange timing. I just told Clara and left mom a vm that I was coming home after BT at RR to find a job. I cant stand E. Colfax neighborhood any longer, and the thought of getting up everyday looking for a job online for Chicago, then running around this dump is too much. I've had it with Portland and enough is enough.

The LAW job is pushing things back anyway. I was supposed to start full time tomorrow. Now they say "two weeks" which will surely be "two weeks" in two weeks. $200/wk isn’t doing shit either.

So, what did Chuck say? What was the reason? The sleeping IT guy was feeling pressured to do more than sleep? You finally put gramma-one-cube-over in her place? You told the gossipers talking about wearing shorts to work to shut the f#&% up, once and for all?

Oh well, maybe we can take Martin to a cubs game. That would be cool.

LT

۞
Colfax From the Highway

Clara,

So I was just thinking about a solution I came up with as I got back to Portland (boy do I love this place, not only do I get to think about not seeing you for a while, living 30 miles apart, how lame Portland has become, etc., I get to cruise the length of Colfax from the highway to the shitway and take detours due to the fair…jesus.) anyway…the plan. It will work and we can start it right away!!

We find a place in chicago with the help of apartment people (im working on that already), rent it as soon as possible and move there. Then, I leave my truck here, and just fly back and forth ($200/week RT tickets deducted from a $1000 ish a week salary is a lot better than no income at all!) on the weekends to be with you guys in Chicago where you are living full time and looking for a job/there for interviews/etc. and I just keep this job until either I get bored sick of the commute, or I find a job in Chicago, whichever comes first. Either way, I'll still be pulling in almost $800 a week!!!!!! As long as I have this lease, I can stay here while going to work at DU during the week. By the time its up, I expect I'd have a job in Chicago, then give two weeks at DU and wallllllahhhhh, never come back to this dump AGAIN~@!@@@!!! I am excited, can you tell by my excessive use of exclamation marks?

YEAHHHHHHHHHHHHHH LETS DO IT?!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Steve said he wants to. I asked him at Quizno's.

xoxoxoxoxox

LT

۞
The Black Crowes
To Jordan Fairway,
Any takers? I say we get a crew together, meet up for happy hour after work, and do it up like old times. Maybe hit the Snug?

The Black Crowes are playing tomorrow (Tuesday) night, but for 33$. 

Iron & Wine is a mere 20$. And Calexico is playing as well, although about them I know not a damn thing. 

LT

۞
CASE NO. 99T29

Judge Elah May
Pitkin County Court

5061 E Main Street Ste 300

Aspenville, CO 81611









September 28, 2005

Dear Judge Elah May,

I came to speak with you this past spring to clear up my record that had (unknown to me until this past spring) an outstanding warrant in Pitkin County. My arrest/case originally took place in January of 1999. At that time I was assigned 20 hours of alcohol education. Due to a miscommunication between myself, the alcohol counselor (in Illinois), the Oregon DMV, and the Pitkin County Court, I received my drivers license back after completing 10 of the 20 hours. 

When I spoke with you this past spring, you allowed me until September to finish the ten hours and report back to you. I am writing to you today to say that I have completed the required hours. I have included here a copy of the paperwork as proof.

I attended classes with the following institution:

A.C.S.C., Inc.

Portland, CO 60216
At your convenience, I would appreciate it if you could please have mailed to me some kind of acknowledgement that this matter with my driving record with the Pitkin County Court has been cleared.

Thank you for your help in this matter.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
CASE NO. 99T29

۞
The Stalker

Detective John Doe

Court Hollis Police Department

400 Laporte Ave

Court Hollis, CO 80521









September 19, 2005

Dear Detective John Doe,

In March of this year I received a voice mail from you concerning a harassment problem with Roda Leeverson. At that time, I returned your voice mail to say "thank you" for your help because it had been many months at that point since I had asked Roda Leeverson to leave me alone and stop the harassment. You said you told Roda to leave me alone. She has not done so. I am sorry to bother you with this situation, as I am certain you are a busy man. However, it has been almost a full calendar year since I first told Roda to cease contact of all kinds. She still is sending me emails of a harassing nature, and I am no longer feel that I should have to put up with her behavior.

I am also very busy with a new fiancé and full time career at the University of Portland. Roda Leeverson has a long standing personal history of child abuse, drug and alcohol abuse, several suicide attempts, acts of violence and general trouble with the law. She cannot be trusted, and I am tired of wishing this would "just go away".

After explaining the situation to Officer C.J. Lowerty of the Portland Police Department in early March 2005, I spoke with the Portland City and County Court on March 29th of this year. At that time, the judge told me that if there was no "obvious physical threat to my well-being" there was nothing she could do. I would just like Roda to stop contacting me all together. She just will not do this.

Below are just a few of the recent emails from Roda. I emailed her back to ask here for the hundredth time to leave me alone. She wrote back and said she was talking to the police. Is there anything I can do to get her to leave me alone?

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway, M.A.

۞
CASE NO. 99T29

August 31, 2005
Dear Judge Elah May,

I am currently in the process of completing the remainder of my required alcohol education classes. I came to speak with you this past spring to clear up my record that had (unknown to me until this past spring) an outstanding warrant in Pitkin County. My case originally took place in January of 1999. At that time I was assigned 20 hours of alcohol education. Due to a miscommunication between myself, the alcohol counselor (in Illinois), the Oregon DMV, and the Pitkin County Court, I received my drivers license back after completing 10 of the 20 hours. 

Right now I am making up the other ten in order to clear myself with you and Pitkin County. When I spoke with you this past spring, you allowed me until mid September to finish the ten hours and report back to you. I am writing to you today to say that I have two (2) of the ten hours done and will attend class at the below agency for two hours each Tuesday evening for the next four weeks. 

I recently completed a graduate program at the University of Portland, and was unable to begin the classes until this time. At the end of September I will have a document stating that I have completed the required ten hours and will make sure to send a copy of that paperwork to you directly.

I am currently attending classes:

A.C.S.C., Inc.

Portland, CO 60216
Thank you for your help in this matter.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
CASE NO. 99T29

۞
The Pottery Connection
Mon 8/29/2005 7:12 PM

HH,

Hi. So I told Clara all about what you do up there and showed her my only remaining HH work (blue sugar bowl) but I showed her the still life of your stuff, told her about the infamous Jug, and she agreed that we should have a 4-person multi-piece HH dining set. I told her I would conference you on the idea way ahead of time because me knows how busy you are. We were thinking it would be a cool present from maybe someone in my family for the wedding with whom we could easily arrange payment to you for the initial costs + shipping down to the Mile High. So let me know your thoughts on the idea. We were thinking 4 big serving plates, coffee cups, small serving bowls and then one big bowl. Something like that.

 
How’s things? 81+ sunny down here. Too hot for my blood. Better than New Orleans though. That place is messed.

Remember when your buddy Amia Diorio stormed out of the Rippling Waters cabin? she took a lot of stuff, including The Jug.

She even tried to take one of my Kerouac books. (as if that would slip past me.)

Anyway, I want to come up real bad, so no arm twisting needed. The wedding is Dec 30 in cape may, NJ. You will be getting an invite when they go out. No worries if you cant swing a trip to the far reaches of the Atlantic seaboard.

Whenever you can get the set done is cool. No rush what so ever. Me wants new, rad glaze.

Im going to figure out a chance to fly to MT. more on that soon…

 

 Tell Lorenzo hello.

LT

۞
Capitol Hill Ghetto Update

1. So last night I was running around 9:30 pm, started at 14th, ran down to 1st, turned around the block and ran back up to 13th. On about 12th, I saw some backed up cars on the cross street, and heard a lot of honking horns, and one male voice in particular yelling his head off. So I get closer, round the corner and see this station wagon stop in front of a wiry man wearing a soiled "wife beater" tshirt, walking out into traffic and waiving his hands in the air. This was the yelling guy. So I see him go around to the passenger side window of the stopped station wagon. It seems he maybe knows the driver, but I could tell something wasn't right. All of a sudden the yelling man leans in and I see his feet disappear into the station wagon, diving-in style, the car rolls forward about two feet, lurches, and slams on the breaks. The driver gets out, waves over the guy who's stopped behind him, and starts yanking at the screaming perpetrator who'd dove into his car through the drivers side door. When the other guy gets there, they're both pulling on this still-screaming slime of an individual. Finally, they drag the dirtbag out of the station wagon, and pull him across the street, and drop him on the curb where he laid, rolling around, and hollering, until about six police cars and two ambulances showed up. The station wagon guy and his helper drove off like it was no big deal. 

2. This morning I went to the post office to stand in line for a while. Some haggard, scantily dressed woman behind me came up and tried to pick up a piece of scummy paper that was stuck to the floor. Clearly it was some inch-long piece of garbage that had probably been stuck to the floor for years. She got all mad when she couldn't peel it up. Then she went over to the counter and started brushing imaginary dirt or dust from the top of it with her mail. She worked at this for about five minutes, getting in people's way, etc. Then she got back in line and pretended to drop her envelope (and, honestly, she acted as if she hadn't noticed she dropped this no. 10 size piece of mail from her own hand). The guy behind her, for some ungodly reason, went for the bait and said "you dropped your envelope". She said "oh, thank you", picked it up and then started talking to him like she was going to pick him up or something. The whole place makes me want to vomit. (except to pick up the rest of my stuff later on) I won't ever go back to Capitol Hill again. 

The place is a shit hole. 

Portland 06 July 2005

LT
۞
Mon 7/4/2005 3:36 AM

Leah Starlight, Hi!

On Thursday I am outta here-packing up the truck and heading home. and as I first came to this state in 1996 for a Red Rocks Allmans show, I'll be hitting her up one last time for the annual Blues Traveler Fourth of July tomorrow, and then I'm pretty much done. A double latte and a hint of nostalgia led me, today, to write up a little something that I thought I'd share with those of you who've, over the years, been around the various turns inside this maddening state. See you around. Enjoy!

I'll have you know that your letters are the most genuine I get these days. By a long long shot. When I think about Portland, I'll forever think about crazy fkn Colfax, and the best part being the Tony Montana Booth (whether we have it or not) at that bar—and you.

I just have to get out of here, you know, its time to go, but it's been a splendid, full-blooded, can't-give-any-more situation for the past two years. The best part is that I feel very much in love with Clara and I feel so happy about what is to come. But I have about ten close-to-my-heart folks in this mad world, and you, for sure, are one of them.

You make the best of what you have going down there and I'll see you again soon.

Onward!

LT

۞
Sun 7/3/2005 6:48 PM

So, if you guys want to meet here around 3:00 pm Monday we can head over to the parking lot, circle the wagons, and do a bit of the old tailgating tradition, or hang out in Morrison.

Im a bit apprehensive to pile a shitload of people into my truck. That's how I got the DUI in Aspen. We'll see what works best.

If you're coming, take Downing to 14th , go right. It’s the building called O'Neil Apartments right on the SE corner of 14th and Marion. Marion is one block east of Downing. 14th is one block south of that greasy roadway they call Colfax.

LT

۞
Sun 7/3/2005 3:12 PM

Neenah Coldstone,

Thank you for the explanation. That was very thoughtful….Late, but thoughtful.

I am not really sure what you mean by putting quotes around "just friends", but at this point, it doesn’t matter. I'll be in Portland until Thursday morning, after which time I'll be in Chicago. I'll be back during the summer at some point, briefly, to help Clara move her things, and to get the rest of my stuff as well.

There are a couple big Colorado poetry readings that the publishing company is setting up this fall and winter with other literary organizations, so if I don’t see you before I leave, maybe (if you're still at DU) you could come up (they are in the mountains) to the readings, we could have some drinks, hang out, etc. 

LT

۞
Tue 6/28/2005 11:22 PM 

Dear Mr. Larry Bernard,

I am attempting to contact your photography department on behalf of the photojournalism job posting. Oddly, I cannot find a direct link to email anyone in that department. Please excuse me, but could you please direct this to the proper hands, or let me know who I should contact.

Thank you for your time and assistance, 

Sincerely, Leonard Treadway, Esquire

====Letter to Photo Editor Included Below=====

I am writing you tonight because I just found your opening for a new photojournalist for the Rockford Register Star, and I would like very much to have a shot at being considered. I noticed the said title is specific – you are looking for a News Photojournalist, and that is what I am. My last full time position as a photographer won me the Best Spot News Photograph, an award juried by the Montana Newspaper Association. At the time, I was shooting for the Flathead Publishing Group, a large conglomerate of Northwest Montana, Idaho, Nebraska, and other state papers.

I am 31 years old and healthy. My hometown is Schaumpton, Illinois. This month I finished my M.A. in Digital Media Studies at the University of Portland, where I have been experimenting with various media hardware and photo techniques. I am going to be getting married this New Years. My soon-to-be wife and I are looking forward to moving back to the area where I grew up, or as close to there as we can get, as soon as we secure jobs. Neither of us wants to leave our current jobs here in Colorado until that time. We are hoping to move next month at the latest. (Currently I am a web developer for the Educational Technologies Department at the College of Law at the University of Portland.)

I attended and graduated from Bradley University with a B.S. in Communications Photography where I studies with Howard Goldbaum.

I attended a year of Post-Bacc studio classes at The School of the Art Institute of Chicago before heading out to Montana to shoot (and write news and editorials) full time.

Bigfork, Montana proved to be too small of a town for even me, the mountain lover, and I had to find more, so I applied and was accepted to the DMS program for my M.A. at the University of Portland.

I would like to send you a digital portfolio of some of my recent work, as well as some of the shots from Montana and other projects I've worked on since. I can email them to you right away.

Please let me know your thoughts. 

Thank you for your time, 
Leonard

۞
Sat 6/25/2005 8:21 PM

Dear Milton Dennison,
I wanted to point out one last thing here, because something you wrote (below) rubbed me the wrong way.

Note the recurring element in each of the four books of poems. 

1. Say No More / Poetry from the back roads and blue highways of AMERICA and the adventures of the interstellar roadside prophet

2. Outlaw / AMERICAN poems on the run

3. Big City Freight Train Blues / PORTLAND poems

4. Bridge Jumpers Union, Inc / A neo-propaganda strategy for the hangers-on: a past time for helots, North AMERICAN poems

You have to have completely turned around my stand on things within much of my writing in order to say what you have said below. It's exactly what that brain-damaged dolt of an ex-girlfriend (had to get a restraining order against her, etc.) used to do all of the time. Funny thing is, she was bi-polar, too, had a serious break with reality, and always believed everything she said. 

What I write has been called a social critique (of the very people and places I am surrounded by all of the time.) I've been to more places, met more people good and bad, driven more roads in this country than you could ever dream of, Suburban Boy. After you leave home for a while, you'll understand the magnitude of what I'm saying.

You sound like such a chump, telling me to expand my horizons in what I choose to read, or what you called it—"required reading". That doesn't even make sense to me, however, if I told you the things I was ACTUALLY required to read and then present on for the M.A. graduate seminars, you wouldn't even understand the titles. But, I'll pass that one around, people who know me will find it truly amusing.

Now fuck off for good.

LT

۞
Sat 6/25/2005 11:15 AM

Dear Milton Dennison,

This is the most lashing, ridiculous missive I've ever read from you. Clearly I was accurate in my assessment that you harbor many years of frustration and self-disappointment.

That's great that you are happy with your life, the way you've created it. That's about all we can work toward, ultimately.

I never looked or spoke down to you, Mike, until you started this angry game of yours years ago, while I was still living in the cabin in Redstone. I don't look down or speak down to or about anyone in this world unless they assert themselves, ironically, into the mindless, immoral parade.

You and I are not alike, I'd like to point out, once and for all. Let me repeat that: You and I are not alike. Judging from these letters, I see nothing more in you than a bitter 30 year old family man. I am sure it would not be accurate to say that is ALL that you are, but, it's highly predominate for sure. 

I've dealt with many unstable, bored, anxious, bi-polar, lunatic "friends", "girlfriends", etc. over the years, and as we all know after time we leave people behind, they come in and out of our lives, etc. So that's that. I'd expect no more emails from you. I've far better things to enjoy with my time.

As for the details of your family, work, etc that you listed, my questions on them in the past have been genuine, however, that too has changed, and I could not care less about you or any of that any longer.

I think I'll just put you and your secretary on the "blacklist" (blocked emails) so that I don’t have to be bothered again.

I will grant you this, your long, mad letters are unique in my in-box, for you and the secretary are the only people to attempt a tearing, like cornered tigers, into my autogenously composed stand in life. 

Signed, 

Leonard Treadway (the person in CO who is unoriginal, jumped on a "9-11 bandwagon" whatever the hell that means, thinks he's better than everyone else, thinks he's smarter than everyone else, hides in politically left college towns, doesn’t understand what it means to be American –not because he's driven to and through the 48 contiguous states at will, but because his little bro didn’t go to the ME to fight GW's oil supply war--)

This whole thing is insightful for a minute, then I start laughing because you are just plain old pissed off. It’s a joke, really, and reminiscent of the hallways of high school.

Au revoir

LT

۞
Thu 6/23/2005 11:10 PM

Hello Professor Billingstonvilletown,

Long time no see. I hope things are going well for you.

A have been working on some ideas for critical, academic papers these days, and finding out some things about the tenure track process. I have a question and I don’t even know how relevant it is, so I thought I'd offer it up. The question is, when considering published papers in peer review journals, is it essential that all papers be based in data/recorded/field research, or is it just as respectable to (at least attempt to) have more lofty, theoretical papers printed?

Maybe if I include an abstract of one of my papers here my question will be made clearer. There is research going into it, and backing up the theory, but as far as I know, there isn't any other documentation out there making the same connections that I am with this paper. At the same time, I don’t want to be working on something that most of these communication journals would just shake their heads at. In other words, I'd like to contribute in a practical way, with original ideas.

Thanks for your help,
Leonard

۞
Colfax Ave Nightlife

Thu 6/16/2005 4:41 PM

Jordan Fairway and DON CARLOS,

Sanchos is two doors down from the carpet bar, remember that joint, oh so long ago...?

Its all about two blocks from my place here in lovely capital hill. Im figuring I'll mix up the last of my white Russians around seven, party starts at 8, maybe head over around 830.

If all else fails, the Snug is a couple doors down and there is always the chance of making out with girls locked inside one of those things. (unless youre engaged, and then your friends have to do that part.)

Portland weather sucks.

 LT
۞
Thu 6/16/2005 2:01 PM

Clara O’Leary,

I would LOVE to marry you. "Are you asking me to marry you?"
That's what you said, sitting there, chilly by the fire, wearing hiking boots that were too big, looking like an angel.

I wish you were coming over.

Did you talk to your buddy at the Alcott?

Xoxoxo, LT

۞
Sat 6/25/2005 10:42 PM

Joe & Jennifer,

So, I've been doing some thinking and figuring out how we can get things moving to get the hell out of the Mile High, find a place in Chicago, get there for interviews, etc. What I think will work best without either of us missing more work than we can (without quitting the jobs) is to still come to Chicago/Michigan for the vacation week, but we will use the first two days of that week to check out apartments and (hopefully) do some job interviews.

So I was hoping it would work if we could use one of your guys' cars that week, and then use it to come meet you up in Michigan. We could just rent a Chevy Malibu at the airport if you'd rather not have the miles put on one of the cars or whatever. I just thought it would save some cash. If you could maybe drop one off at mom's on your way out of town to go up to Michigan, or leave it somehow so we could get to it at your house, we could fly in that Saturday morning, get the car, check out apartments Saturday and Sunday, do job interviews Monday and Tuesday, then drive up to the beach house Wednesday and stay till everyone leaves on Saturday.

If we did pick up a car at your place we could feed the cats/keep an eye on things until Wednesday when we'd come up to the vacation place.

It would also give me ample time to throw poison meat to the beagle. 

LT

۞
Old Good Friends Gone Bad

Fri 6/24/2005 9:26 PM

Dearest Milton,

I acknowledged the ridiculous accusations of the email that your tangled wife sent to me out of the clear blue about a year ago, and I pretty much corrected each of her flailing misconceptions on things, at least as far as my knowledge went on the subject, at the time. As you are fully aware, I did not hear any rebuttal: a typically spineless, American move.

However strong my lack of interest is in some girl I went to see years ago, it's apparent that you, and old friend, are harboring more of a (passive aggressive) grudge than I knew existed. Clearly it's personal. To be completely honest, I don't, for the life of me, understand why there would be even a minute trace of enmity to begin with between you and I, but it's something you've been working on for some time now. Surely, I am sure you two have your reasons, however obtuse and charlatan they may be. And surely, you two have each other. Ho ho ho.

I thought I removed you from the list a year ago. My bad. 

Enjoy the bitterness, Dennison, it will keep you spry and kicking for years to come.

I truly hope your situation there is happier than you appear from afar.

Adios, muchacha. And, please, do not write back…hehe get it? (And tell your whiny secretary the same. I don't need to be blocking any more obsessive compulsives from my inbox.)

Leonard

۞
Like a kid

This is a day I feel like doing no work. I've been in Rocky Mountain National Park and Lafayette for five days and I feel like doing no work. I got back to Portland yesterday and I was depressed a little bit, like having house guests for a week, and then all of a sudden, they're gone. It was windy in Portland and the neighborhood isn't too safe anyway, so that just added to the mess. 

I have two cuts on my right hand so I'm wearing two bandaids there. I haven't worn bandaids since I was a little kid. Sleeping in the national park and watching the huge moose elk stick his head into my campfire where I poured out the boiling hamburger water from ten feet away made me feel like a kid, too. I bet kids often don't feel like doing work either. So, that's what I'm like today: a kid. 

Portland, Unfortunately 13 June 2005

۞
Sun 6/12/2005 4:43 PM

DON CARLOS,

This is correct, I am engaged to be married. I've grown bored with the American bars and girl pickups (who all turn out to be nuts anyway) and hangovers that ensue. 

Even laying on the beach in Mexico I felt like I have had no stable home since I left Chicago about ten years ago, off and on. Something has shifted, so Im going back there to re-stabilize the roots.

So, thanks for the good word.

Party details to follow.

LT
۞
Portland is even worse
Sun 6/12/2005 4:20 PM

DON CARLOS,
I'd go, but Im going to be in MN at the 10K lakes festival that weekend.

You should go. 

I think I might just pack up my stuff and put it in a trailer and drive to Chicago and unload it all. I hate CO. Portland is even worse.

I think my limit this round was just shy of two years. DMS/thesis/bitches/drunks/etc compensated for the rest.

Next time you see me, I'll be buying a farm house on the skirts of the big windy.
LT
۞
Friday Night Chess

Clara and I went up camping around Buena Vista on Friday. We got snowed on and rained on, and her feet were cold in the mummy bag until I wrapped them in a fleece blanket after two flashlight chess matches inside the late night tent. 

But, earlier, when we'd just gotten the fire really going bright and warm and blowing around the metal pit, I told her, somewhat spontaneously, that I never have meet anyone like her in my life, and that, for a hundred different reasons, I wanted to marry her. And so I started out boldly--on the longest question I've ever asked, chest pounding, foot tapping--in a roundabout, lengthy, explaining-my-genuine-heart-to-her-kind-of-way, and said this: Will you marry me? 

She said yes. 

The ring is sterling silver with inlaid, milky blue opal. And with it on her, she's the most beautiful person I've ever seen. (Her without the ring on is the second most beautiful person I've ever seen.) A day later, walking around town in Boulder, I found this etched into an alley wall and wrote it into the notebook: "As the opal changes its color and its fire to match the nature of a day, so do I." --Henry David Thoreau 
Sometimes, even the cosmos seem to be right where they should. 

Portland 08 June 2005

۞
The Lotus

Sun 6/5/2005 2:48 PM

Jordan Fairway and DON CARLOS,

Yeah, no worries, I'll be here at least till the end of Sept when the lease runs out. Clara is trying to save cash on a therapists salary, so that stay could get extended month-to-month. We'll see. Either way.

Im going to run in Wash. Park. Right now. 

The Lotus. Ho ho ho. That place, man. Quintessential LoDo right there.

You should have taken off your shirt and strutted around bare chested just to see how long they'd go before kicking you out. Then again, you prob would have gotten a lot of phone numbers first.

I may be weird, but this story makes me want to drink. What's up for this evening? Anything involving bags of green liquid and/or cops.

Last night the tent got snowed on and we slept through a wicked storm near Buena Vista. In and out of the campground before the host could make us pay.

That's what federal taxes are for in my world.

Let me know on tonight.
LT
۞
On a Dylan Article

Thu 6/2/2005 9:39 AM

Samuel Bartlett,
Well, Im pretty sure that guy/girl had to meet a deadline, and I was equally turned off by their use of Bob's lyrics as quotes, furthering the ambiguity between Bob's status as song writer or poet. (Who cares, really.) I still couldn’t help but get in a good snicker (at people like the relatively uninformed writer of this article) when I thought back to the black and white footage of a somewhat spotlight jaded, sunglass-clad young Dylan smoking the omnipresent cig, and boasting, "I think of myself as a song and dance man, really."
Fkn brilliant.

LT

۞
Thu 6/2/2005 4:08 PM

Jordan Fairway and DON CARLOS,

Yeah, me too, and I hate Portland too. So much that I might just drink a lot. Just because I hate Portland. And, speaking of that, I hate Downing Street even more. Just because Im sick of it. So I might just drink those Dos Equis in my fridge with lime, Just because I hate Portland.

And DU.

And especially East Colfax.

LT

۞
Chicago Breakins

Thu 6/2/2005 11:41 AM
I'd get an alarm, at least. Maybe even the dog would be a cool, sensible addition. 

The neighborhood isn’t the best but I didn’t think you really had to worry about break ins, either. If you did get a dog, Jennifer could take him with all over the place (park, for walks, etc) and the guy would soon learn to protect her, and Martin instinctively. 

I like dogs, but ones I don’t know Im very concerned with, like while running, etc. It’s a good tactic for protection.

As far as moving out of the neighborhood, Im not sure. I don’t think Ive spent enough time wandering around yet, but, as witnessed here and for several blocks (ten at least) from Colfax, I'd NEVER think about buying here. Its just too close to the shady element where shady things go on. I don’t think you need to move to Sch. to be safe, but if Jennifer is not content maybe a bit nicer neighborhood should be a consideration. Im sure you think about MJ being 7, 8, 9, whatever and wanting to cruise around the neighborhood with his buddies. 

Also, I was wondering what the school situation is like for that area.LT
۞
To All,

Blues Traveler tickets just purchased. Being an official, school-closed Monday holiday this year, I say we arrive early at the Rocks, cook up some food, get some sun burn, drink some suds, etc. 

With The Wallflowers opening and the exceptional fireworks display afterwards, the 40-ish $US, I think, is worth it, at least as concert prices go these days.

Let me know if yous are going.

DON CARLOS, you see that story in the Post about "Cop Shoots and Kills Robber" ? I walked through the mob forming as a result on Colfax after you got on the bus Tuesday night. I thought I was going to be strung up for being white.

Nice neighborhood. Jordan Fairway, Capital Hill aint worth it. Do the loft idea downtown.

LT

۞
Like I wish you were
Clara,

I wanted to tell you this because you aren’t here to see them right now, like I wish you were, but last night, as I was walking home, I picked you some little white flowers. I put them in a clear glass antique drink bottle with some water and put it on the shelf next to the still life paintings in the kitchen. They are for you, and they'll be here when you arrive.

I get so excited thinking about us in Chicago. 

I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you, writing you notes like this.

LT

۞
To Stay in Chicago

Sun 6/12/2005 10:17 PM

DON CARLOS,

Right on, man. Fk it, just stay. We'll be there in a couple months.

Meet me at the Gingerman on Clark. Couple doors down from the Metro.

Damn. I cant wait.

I saw a commercial on TV today for people to enter and win a trip to "fly to Wrigley Field" for a game.

Hehe LT

۞
Sun 6/12/2005 4:45 PM

Leah Starlight,

I'll be there. I was going to go down to Telluride Bluegrass the next day,
so I might not make it an all nighter on Colfax.



Im going up to RM National Park in a couple hours. We went camping last
friday but kindof got hassled by the snow and weather. I asked Clara to
marry me anyway.

She said yes.

۞
Portland in the spring
Joe and Danimal,

So, I wasn’t going to say anything until I had confirmation, but Portland in the spring, apparently, is the windiest fkn place on the planet. This has been going on for weeks now, everyday, and almost all the time at night too. Im tired of it, I'll tell you that much.

And I think Im ready to live somewhere where there wont be these ageless cracked out homeless meth heads wearing four winter coats in june out on the sidewalk pushing the cart. Full of more winter coats.

LT

۞
On Thursday I am outta here
To All,

On Thursday I am outta here—packing up the truck and heading home. and as I first came to this state in 1996 for a Red Rocks Allmans show, I'll be hitting her up one last time for the annual Blues Traveler Fourth of July tomorrow, and then I'm pretty much done. A double latte and a hint of nostalgia led me, today, to write up a little something that I thought I'd share with those of you who've, over the years, been around the various turns inside this maddening state. …See you around. 

Enjoy!

LT

۞
Say "Fuck OFF, Loon." Would that be oK?
Clara,

Let me know if you receive my contest submission email. I BCC'd you and Joe and Danimal, and I want to make sure everyone doesn’t get spameratoredaplopolisized again.

To add to your fun today, I've forwarded this message from your BFF, she resent it today, from a different email address, just to make sure I'd gotten it. Im sure the fact that I ignored it was killing her. I will continue on in this manner. (unless you think it would be cool for me to write her back and say "Fuck OFF, Loon." Would that be oK?)

OK, im off to the meeting. Be back in an hour or so.

Xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxxoxoxxoxox if I win free beer, you can have some.

۞
Thu 6/2/2005 11:06 PM

Dear Dr. Pinkard,

This week I completed my course and thesis project/presentation requirements for the M.A. in Digital Media Studies at the University of Portland. The program focused cross-disciplinarily on the influences of media (with an emphasis on digital) on society. We covered, in some detail, Sausseure, Benjamin, McLuhan, and Kittler (my favorites). With my personal research background in Eastern Philosophy and Western Psychology (Dr. Frankl), I am looking to now go beyond what I was exposed to in DMS and find a significant way of merging the media studies with my philosophical examinations. 

I have two additional academic papers going right now, one goes by the name of The Quantumedia Experiment and the other, Xtremediation. The first is an 'extension' if you will of McLuhan's "media are an extension of ourselves" to which I affix "the self can become (or is) a medium in turn." The second posits that "The excessive bombardment of media and its effects on the human central nervous system is a dangerous place to be before we are "techno-psychologically" acclimated".
I have been researching Northwestern University's Department of Philosophy as not only a potential laboratory to further investigate these ideas, but also as a home to where I can commence work on my PhD, fusing socio-cultural Marxist theories, and the practical applications of cognitive scientific effects of the media through which we, as a society, communicate every day. I have a fascination with the philosophical process of the mind, a process which I think is changing with the media with which we augment our interpersonal and mass communications.

I would like to apply for fall 2006 acceptance into the program, and specify a Cognitive Science Specialization. I thought you might have some guidance to offer in this early stage of my progress with a PhD, especially as it is related to your department.

Thank you for your time,

Leonard Treadway, M.A.

۞
Wed 6/1/2005 3:41 PM

Dear Dr. Miller, Dream Analysis Specialist, Smarty Pants, & All Around Sexy-Thing-That-I-Would-Like-To-Marry,-Especially-Because-Then-I'd-Get-To-See-Her,

I am writing you today because I have interest in your plan for this evening. Even though we've never met, I would like to let you know that I would like to be licking you down there by ten p.m. tonight. If you are unavailable, and I cannot come to see you, I will be here, in Portland, reading Dr. V.E. Frankl's account, and sipping well-deserved, icy-cold Dos X's with limes.

Please let me know your thoughts.

Sincerely,

T.B. Face, M.A.

۞
Mon 5/30/2005 11:07 PM

Leah Starlight,

I was going to call to see if you wanted to go out tonight, but then I thought about getting up and going to work for a full day at 9am and decided against going out.

So im going to read in bed. But when can you go out this week??

I think its been a very long time since we hung out.

LT

۞
Last night in celebration

The celebration last night, in light of my new-found, rediscovered freedom, was a smashing success, harrowling and drinking around lower downtown Portland. We started at the pub sing-sing, with dueling piano compositions that was simply piped out to their audience at a much much to high level. Later, sitting atop the Soiled Dove, we could see clear to Kansas, and talked about some runaround brazilian chick, and the differences of the Portland neighborhoods. The evening went sour fast, though, when I was nearly home and ran into a mob forming three blocks from my place. A white cop had allegedly shot a black man for pulling a gun first. Whatever the truth was here, the angry crowd on the corner only saught revenge. Some trashy looking white guy offered me some drugs because, in his world, I looked like I wanted some, I guess. I told him no, and hurried on before Colfax turned into Watts, and me and the drug dealer became public enemy number one. 

I just cant win with housing in Portland. 

University of Portland 25 May 2005

۞
Finally. Damn.

Tue 5/24/2005 7:42 PM
As of 12:29 pm this afternoon, after a long and arduous, 2.5 hour final project defense with three faculty and two half-present colleagues, I've progressed two-fold. The first, and most obvious of these progressions, is the completion of the M.A. degree which I will not hang on the office wall just yet as it is not in my grasp (university attempts to foil the rebellious plans of any feverishly bitter or hyperactive graduate to streak across the commencement ceremony stage, etc.), but will use it in preparation and entrance report for an upcoming PhD. Second, and no less important in the realm of the ongoing publishing empire, is the inception of what I now refer to as the Shakori Rambler Quantumedia Research Library and its soon-available archive vault. Perhaps we should build up a nice world wide web page to get the stacked works (poems, songs, stories, photographs, paintings, theories, academic papers, drunken letters, campground transcripts, etc.) out to the world. 

Im not sure exactly how it will go, but for right now, I am definitely sure that I am going down to the pub sing-sing, next door to Fado, for twenty-five cent pints, to revel in the recent victories, and drink myself silly. 

Onward! 

LT, M.A. 

۞
Tue 5/24/2005 1:56 PM

Jedidiah Morris,

Ah! To where are yous moving?? We're moving back to Chicago, fars I can tell right now around October. NM has always been an attractive option since I first traveled through her in the fall of 1996. Clara really wants to move there for a while to fine tune her silversmithing to augment her jewelry making.

Let me know whats up, Jedidiah Morrisy.

LT

۞
Letter to the Shakori Rambler Founders 24 May 2005

Tuesday in Portland, i now live about a block away from the irish snug on Colfax. ill be there officially full time end of May. for now i have moved many things over there from the old apartment on campus, but my bed and internet connection are still over there. ive just been very busy and the leases overlap by one month so no rush. 

Ive been out of the country since last week. right now im typing this from a very strangely laid out keyboard en La Isla Mujeres, Quintana Roo, Mexico in the Mayan Carribean, of couse, writing, documenting everything, and doing research on the access digital divide. We decided yesterday while floating in the aqua water, that once the PhDs and teaching tenurships are in the works, coming down here to paint, write, etc for two months of the year is the way god made life to be. its cheap to live very comfortably, and the sun all day makes the greatest shadows ive ever seen outside of central New Mexico, USA. 

i sat meditation in the sand as the sun set into the ocean a short while ago, and now im just kicking around down here in the narrow stone streets of town, hearing the sidewalk musicians play whistle and nylon string guitars, smelling food all around, being heckled by every vendador en la Isla. we decided to found a moped gang and call it the Starfish Liberation Front in light of the small starfish Clara´s friend, Payton, bought from a little girl last night at happy hour for 40 pesos. the sea crustation was very obviously still alive, and someone then paid her ten pesos to throw it back into the ocean. i dont know if that happened, but i thought it was a brilliant idea at least, hence, the birth of a new street clan with a diesel powered, but green, moral mission. 

thats all for now. more later. 

۞
Sat 5/21/2005 7:05 PM

Hey boss,

I'll be going up to vegetate in the mtns for a week in june then going home for a week in july/aug so let me get the dates together and let you know exactly when I wont be in town. That way, any other times than those'll be great. Sound ok?

I'll get you a list of local folks, as well as any places I know of that I'd like to read, but I've been so involved with school since I've been here that I think that the places you know of will far surpass any list I can compile. However, if we're talking about doing reading around the state, etc. I could be a big help I believe.

Also, could you mail me a copy of the book?

The Ghetto

1372 Marion Street

Portland, CO 80210

This is where I'll be from now on.

LT
۞
Off To Tulum

Enjoy the American crowds, boys, Im off to La Isla Mujeres in T minus 18 hours. The stack of pesos in my pocket is obnoxious. If I don't come back, you can have my apartment in Capital Hill, and tell the DMS dept that my thesis is in the bag. I'll be posting photos and blog entries from the beach, proper connection allowing, so stay in touch through the Technodysseys. I'll have some Geospacial Locations going on shortly as well. Dios amio. Adios. 

PORTLAND 05 May 2005

۞
A General Shakori Rambler Announcement

Thu 5/5/2005 7:28 PM

A bunch of out-of-state jubilant hobos are making a summer rendezvous of this 10K festival in Minnesota July 22-23-24. Some have already purchased the reasonably priced tickets, so you should get yourself there if possible. It's going to be something special, I tell you, the Black Crowes are playing and everything. Just like old times. 

A smaller, but no less harmonious crew is also going to this scene in Lyons, Colorado August 19-20-21. 

10,000 Lakes festival in Minnesota http://www.10klf.com/index_main.php
Folks Festival in Lyons, Colorado http://www.bluegrass.com/planet/folks_festival.shtml
Hope you can make it. 

Leonard
۞
Thu 5/5/2005 7:07 PM

Yo, Billy Chaston,

Clara, the girlie ive been hanging with lately, and a bunch of out of state hobos are making a rendezvous of this 10K festival in Minnesota in July. We've already got tickets, so you should get yourself there if possible. Its going to be sick, man, the Crowes are playing and everything. Just like old times. 

Clara and I are also going to this scene in Lyons, but the MN one would be closer for you to drive I'd imagine.

10,000 Lakes festival in Minnesota http://www.10klf.com/index_main.php
Folks Festival in Lyons, Colorado http://www.bluegrass.com/planet/folks_festival.shtml
Lemme know, Chief. Hope you can make it to MN.

LT
۞
Thu 5/5/2005 2:10 AM

Letter to the Shakori Ramblers,
It sounds like you made many right choices today, Grasshopper. And congratulations are in order for the promo/raise situation whereas your money belt will feel a bit fatter in the months and years to come. Sounds well timed in light of what the recent grapevine is on S.E. Headquarters.

Onward, the tickets for the 10K are purchased, x2. the Rocky Mountain Headquarters Office is writing it off as some sort of gonzo-literary philanthropical multi-media documentary long distance device, and, as far as my word goes in this institution on the hill, they're sending two finely tuned and raspy, hard drinking Irish blood representatives abroad to the low lakes of Minnesota. 

This is gonna be sick.

Yours in all the world's great great IPAs,

Doc (LT)

"its been a long time comin, and a long time gone."
۞
Thu 5/5/2005 1:41 AM

To Clara,

This is about as sick as it gets, as far as new sites go, and as much with which I'm concerned at this six-pack Bridgeport IPA 1:25 am Thursday morn. I was over at the new place, fixing up the bookshelves, hanging some paintings, and listening to KBCO when, to my pleasant surprise I gaint a surmise of the disc jockey announcing a joint summer tour of Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers and special guest The Black Crowes coming to Red Rocks August 30-31. I would have hollered out in ecstatic joy and (fittingly, of course) jubilance, but the wild haired madman down on Colfax probably would have left the hookers be, cease his harassment suit on them, and come after me. So I decided to pass on the good word, the tour is reaching far and wide with noted dates in Chicago, the ATL, and if you're just lucky enough to be a fine-hearted Tennesseean, somewhere's yonder… http://www.blackcrowes.com/ 

(I bet if your boyfriend writes a missive such as this, it would be his joyous occasion to spend a timely birthday celebration in the warm, loving arms of such a Red Rocks night.)

Love, LT

۞
Mon 5/2/2005 3:42 PM

DON CARLOS,

Jordan Fairway and I were just discussing the dynamics of Portland nightlife. And my presentation has been pushed back to May 24th, Im going to Tulum, Mexico on Friday, and think I might need a few pints this evening. 

Clara is coming down around 8pm I think and we have to record some stuff for her job. Perhaps a trip to the Snug after that??

Ill be in touch.
LT
۞
On the Lunatic Stalker

Mon 4/25/2005 5:55 PM

Clara,
 Yeah, she was really fun and cool for about that amount of time: one 

 month and a half. at two months we moved into that house, and the shit 

 hit the fan, as they say.

 before that though, i just thought she was this really cool girl. i 

 didnt question her substance abuse (because i didnt know it was abuse 

 yet), I didnt know about her mood swings and bipolar situation because 

 all i'd seen was one good mood (of course!), etc. I didnt know how 

 manipulative and overwhelmingly disrespectful she is of everyone and 

 everthing around her, because i didnt know how much she dislikes 

 herself. I didnt know any of these things because I didnt know her.

 mostly, though, its good that i went through that because in life, one 

 has to experience how absolutely weak and shitty some people are in 

 order to fully appreciate how absolutely strong and beautiful others can be, like you.

 sorry it made your chest pound. better you get that from some Morning 

 Thunder.

 i love you.

LT

۞
Mon 4/18/2005 2:56 PM

To the Shakori Ramblers,

I just got word that one of my poems ("A Painted St. Jude" written about traveling with a little st jude picture mom gave me one time a few years ago) and a short story ("The Two Bedroom Apartment") were chosen for an anthology by Ghost Road Press called Open Windows coming out in July. www.ghostroadpress.com
Okey doke. 

I can bring a specified # of BCFTB to the 10K, or better yet, you can order them (slated June 5th) straight from www.ghostroadpress.com 

This other one, Open Windows 2005, can be ordered there as well I would imaging starting in July. (They told me today that’s when its coming out.)

Also, did you order tix for the 10K? benny said he's got his on the way. I just want to secure my spot if everyone else has already done so. I don’t want to go hopping race track chain link fences unless its purely required and strictly unavoidable. 

I do believe summer has nearly arrived.

Doc
۞
Sunday

Well, the flight in was easy, as they go. ATA seems ok in the late plane realm. We met Dad after I tried to sleep off a mini hangover on the first flight (to no avail). He met us near baggage claim and then we left the airport to get some TGI Friday's. There was a delay (15 min) flying out of midway, and some queezy turbulence on the way down to Portland, but that was it as far as being in the air. When we landed, though, it was a whole other situation. We sat on the tarmac, listening to the jackass pilot say things like "we need to wait a few more moments for the snow plows, I don't want to get stuck..." for an hour. I kept thinking how heavy the plane must be, and wondered how it could possibly get stuck in 7 inches of snow. Plus, the pilot loved to hear himself talk over the PA, which just made matters much worse. The fkr wouldn't shut up, often. Then we had to wait "a few more moments" for the jet bridge thing to de-ice or some sh*t. Who knows. By then the talky, sauced bum across the isle was close to having himself shot or stabbed by someone I am sure. 

Finally, we got off the plane. There were about 5 other people (playing cards or sleeping) in the entire Portland airport. All of the bags from our flight came out the assembly line, but no one was there to claim them. It was weird. I made sure the talky, sauced bum wasn't going to follow the two old ladies he'd latched on to out to their car or something, and we left. 

The only way we found the truck out there in long-term parking was to use the panic button on the remote keychain. I worried for a minute. The snow was coming down, the parking lot was covered with about a foot of powder by now, and it is very difficult to locate even your own vehicle when all you see are thousands of giant snow balls lined up in many, many, many rows. It was near dark as well, making me even more nervous. But, only after walking two or three rows in the general vicinity, me carrying the bags, and Clara pushing the panic button, we heard the sweet sound of safety, honking horn, flashing hazards and all. Then I got to dig it out. 

Portland 14 April 2005

۞
Letter to Stephanie Holiday,
On the lady... I think so. I mean, yes, I can see myself marrying her. Sometimes it seems automatic, like I already know we are going to be married some time not too far off. Then sometimes I think something along the lines of 'slow down' to myself, there really is no rush. Going to the wedding last weekend was good in the way that it sort of confirmed my suspicions that we could get along in a long term, very sane and compassionate relationship. You know the saying, or I should say, theory, that 'ontogeny recapitulates phylogeny' (Haeckel), is pretty loosely applicable to a lot of things, in that going to a giant, family oriented, somewhat disorganized and stressful event such as a cousins wedding five states away and coming back in a giant snowstorm, and never once getting annoyed and/or frustrated with her (and she, me) can sort of be looked at as a relatively small instance of a larger life, lived together, just very much getting along and fully enjoying every moment of each other's company, the way I always thought I would with the girl I chose to marry. 

On city living... Half the time I really want to leave Portland, travel, move back to some small town. The other half I really like it here, and think that moving away is simply a symptom of the ever present 'Greener Pastures' sydrom... 

"Ah, Life, your essence indeed is the righteous and clever temptations which you most often bring." Dempsey, 2054 

Portland 14 April 2005

۞
ETA is October 1
Hi there amiga.

I have to make this real quick because we're out the door for WashinLTn Park, but Clara and I are moving to Chicago this fall. ETA is October 1. Cool huh?

But I wanted to ask you some things, being the rad dog-loving, school-wise windy city success that you are, so here goes.

Clara is a therapist and works with kids and families so I was thinking you might have a few suggestions of schools/school districts she might check into for a job.

Also, she has a monsterous 120 lb boy mutt named Tyler, so I was thinking you might have some ideas of apartments she could look into (or areas around) that are handy and safe for her to have a dog, be able to take him for a walk whenever, etc.

You can email me, or email her (Claram@naropa.net) or both. 

When we get there, we'll be needing you to pencil in some hangout time for us into your busy head-of-the-family schedule !

PS Photos from Mexico trip: http://www.flickr.com/photos/technodysseys
See you guys soon,

LT

۞
Wish I was still on a plane

That drunk guy was entertaining, and unless you are a monk or nun, and trying to set an example for your students, he deserved us getting in a few good laughs. What else are people like that good for? Do you think he offers any benefit what so ever to his society? I sort of doubt it, but, that's just me assuming things after only knowing him for one long, obnoxious plane ride. All in all, I think we're good. 

But, in the case that one of us ever did end up in the psych ward, I'd be the first one to come visit all the time and hang out and write funny stories about what I saw and heard. That, though, I doubt very highly will ever happen. 

Im glad you got to go to the gym. I got a free new testament from the Gideons dudes who've seemingly flocked to the University of Portland campus today. 

Lastly, last night I watched Me, Myself, and Irene. Three excellent parts: 

1. Irene asks Jim if his ass is numb from riding on the motorcycle for so long, Jim replies: "Oh, no, my ass has taken a pounding over the years." And then the face that he makes as he realizes what he's saying is fkn priceless. 

2. The pills he takes give him really bad cotton mouth, and the scene where he does the old Fire Marshall Bill face in front of everyone and gags trying to get some spit in his mouth, and then realizes that everyone is watching him. 

3. The scene in the police station when he gets water from the jug to take the pills and coughs a little and chokes and keeps spitting up the water as he walks away. 

oh well, back to the grind. 

Portland 12 April 2005

۞
Mon 4/11/2005 11:16 AM

Jordan Fairway,
I don’t know. We got in (ATA was only airlines that did the flight, so im not sure if that is good or bad..) but DIA had about five other people in it when we finally got off the plane after waiting for snow plows, etc.

I wouldn’t mind  getting on the lift right about now.
I missed the game, but saw they won at about 2 am Sunday morning from a bar in Cleveland, OH. 

Damn, it was 75, slightly breezy, and sunny out there. Like a Miami beach, smack in the middle west.

I had to use the "panic" button on my truck keychain to find it in the parking lot at DIA last night due to the snow. All giant white piles of new powder look pretty much the same.

۞
A Letter

My bet would be that they were doing coke, fars I can establish from the circumstances. That's probably why also they had no problems staying up, partying till 6am.That stuff is everywhere. Its like cigarettes, you just have to make the decision that you aren't going to be that guy. Its not a tough one, once you imagine yourself as 'that guy'. Its like a lot of things, like having fun with it now is just borrowing from later. I guess it's just up to the individual. Me, on the other hand, Im starting to realize that hangovers are a serious waste of time, and a big burden to boot.So, I just got word from the publishing co. they said they wanted a few more poems to fatten the book up and that it is looking top shelf. I sent them the recent one 

Portland 14 March 2005

۞
The Stalker

Leeverson Residence 

Belly Up, CA 00231
March 27, 2005




Dear Mr. Leeverson,

This is just a note to inform you that there will most likely be paperwork intended for your daughter, Roda, coming to this address. I used this address as Roda's permanent address because I don’t know her current address in Court Hollis, CO. The paperwork I refer to will be coming from the Portland City and County Court pertaining to a restraining order being filed against Roda as of Monday, March 28, 2005.

Thank you for seeing that these papers do not become misplaced, and that Roda receives them as soon as possible.

I apologize for any inconvenience to you, but someone needs to see that Roda stop harassing others and causing stress and anger in other people's lives. The situation will now be left in the hands of the Portland Police and the Portland City and County Court.

Sincerely,
Leonard Treadway
۞
Whores in the Park

Yeah, she was big and presumptuous, sitting there in the car parked next to your truck. After we finished running, when you were still out there in the grass doing calisthenics or something and I was in the xterra listening to the radio, I looked over and she was staring at me with this big nasty head of hair, a brick of make-up, big gold shades, earrings, jewelry of all kinds dangling everywhere and being obnoxious and whorish. She did something with her fingers and her mouth as she was maybe waiting for us to leave, and at that moment I saw these Jackie Joyner fingernails with more chrome and décor. 'Horrendous' is the only way to describe it. 

At first, I just thought she was kind of a gaudy dresser, etc. Then we backed up and I saw the head-bob pumping away. 

That was nearly worse than running over those innocent raccoons in the VW Rabbit ten years ago as they darted across Bode Road near the Church of the Holy Spirit in the dark. 

21 February 2005

۞
Heroes, Influences, and Then There's Hunter

An installment of The Vagabond Notebook, editorials by Leonard Treadway; and The Gadabout Letters being generated by the new media application The Graphagromaniac Blog. This missive was written on 02.21.05 Portland


I was walking across campus in the cold sun to work this morning when I got a text message from my brother in Chicago, it said this: "HST commits suicide. MSN headlines this morning. Haven't yet read the article." As seriously few things are capable of doing, the message stopped me-as they say-dead in my tracks. I realized, after what was, most likely, a full two minute stare down, that I'd been standing there on the sidewalk perfectly still, holding the small LCD of my mobile phone in front of my face, and that people all around me were walking right past, dodging the mannequin without pause. 

I told my good friend Bob Bartusiak many years ago, at the birth of our gadabout obsession with the free-wheeling live music scene creeping up all over America, just after a few good Allman Brothers shows somewhere in the Midwest US, that it's weird to think that all these heroes and influences we have right now-whom we have come to know somewhat, and refer to by their first names like friends or loved ones-are going to die in our lifetimes. It is not an 'if', I said to him, but a 'when', and every one of them is eventually going to go. Countless days are ahead of us, I continued, of waking up to the early morning media headlines, feeling stunned, shake off the misty eyes and goose bumps, get stuck ruminating for days or weeks to come, and later figuring out the magnitude of what these people have done, the effects they've had on our cultural thought processes, if we haven't already been mindful enough to do just that. 

The big one, of course, came in August of 1995 when my girlfriend at the time woke me up in a state of minor panic as I slept in my room in my parent's home after college. "Jerry's dead." was all she said, and went running back out of the bedroom, down to the living room, where the sad details were being broadcast, louder than what was necessary, across an FM frequency I've long forgotten. I'd heard what she said to me a minute before, but the radio disc jockey somehow made it more real, and the effect was a powerful roundhouse kick square to the unsuspecting abdomen. I had to sit down. I felt sick all day. My legs were weak and I cried a little bit at a Grant Park vigil later that night. Lots of people were crying and lighting little candles. Then the cops came through on horse back, broke up the instantaneous commemoratory pow wow, and pushed all the hippies into the Chicago streets. It's a conditioned societal response, I think, to oppose being moved en mass by uniformed and mounted law enforcement, but no one argued, no one smarted off, we just left. 

I remember in the late summer of 1997, two days after my birthday, when the pager I carried around at the time, which emitted textual CNN updates on the hour, alerted me of the violent, accidental paparazzi death of Dianna, Princess of Whales. I was driving the old pickup (new at the time) to see a different girl, drink some wine probably, pick up my friend Milton, smoke cigarettes at the park. That was what we did: hang out, talk about being big artists, and talk about living in the woods. I didn't know much about Dianna, other than the fact that she traveled a lot and spent her time in philanthropy projects and seeing that sick children were ultimately looked after and well taken care of. I liked her, I thought. I think she used what she had to do some good in this mad world, I told my friends at the time. Then we went back to our wine and smokes, and talking probably about Bob Dylan. 

Earlier that year, in April, Allen Ginsberg died of heart failure due to terminal liver cancer. I didn't know his work at the time, and, in fact, had just barely cracked the cosmic literary floodgates more commonly referred to as The Duluoz Legend by Jack Kerouac, however, Allen's quiet passing in his Lower East Side NYC apartment was certainly a main event. "He had cancer for a while," someone told me sometime later. It was about then when I started thinking that smoking wasn't such a good idea. HST smoked. Kerouac smoked. Ginsy smoked his whole life. I kind of doubt Dianna smoked, but maybe she had a few drags behind closed doors when the stresses of global compassion and living in royalty just got to be too much. 

Maybe the stresses of living like an ardent, valiant American poet, holed up on the Owl Farm compound, and shooting double-aught buck at Titleist ProV1Xs got to be too much for Dr. Thompson. Maybe he thought his proverbial time was up. Maybe he'd just been diagnosed with cancer, or some other potentially fatal dilemma and didn't quite know how to deal with it in a subjectively realistic realm. Maybe, if he wrote a note before he shot himself like Hemingway we'll know, but maybe not. I don't really have to know. But, strangely, even though I'd never once seen the man in the flesh, I'll miss him. I already do. 

I don't smoke any longer, but if I did, while running amuck in this crazy world, I'd use one of those long funny antique cigarette holders once in a while, laugh at myself, and think about Hunter. 

February 21, 2005
Portland, Oregon
۞
Mon 2/14/2005 7:09 PM

Hello Neenah Coldstone.

Apparently I am cursed with some type of veritably conscience literary outcast. In short, I just had a really quick something to say to you.

I occured to me (somewhat slowly) that what you told me you thought I was capable of some time ago actually kind of bothers me. What I am refering to is you telling me you thought I might "stalk" you. The reason it bothers (or should I say "bothered"--past tense) me was this:

obviously you did not know me well enough to make such an accusation. the fact that you indeed made this accusation is proof of that. people who know me would laugh at this, they'd be laughing at you for saying this. If you dont know someone, Neenah Coldstone, dont make such misleading accusations. I think I learned and started to put into practice this concept in grade school, or perhaps from my parents, before I even got that far.

Maybe you feel kind of foolish for thinking i'd NOT be able to let you go. maybe you based that half-assed attempt at rationalization on some rediculous event from your past. (I am very aware of how common that is with people.) I dont really know how it went or how you feel. I just kind of realized how absurd you were being when you told me this in the law building the other day. if i'd known this earlier, trust me, i never would have contacted you after you contacted me with your broken arm news.

The one other thing I wanted to get out of the way is this: I feel now that I was obviously led on. You are fully aware of this, afterall, you were the one doing the leading. Do not put someone in a position like that, child, its rude, for starters, but more seriously, it's twisted and manipulative. I am sure you are aware of this as well.

You are far from what I thought you were when I first started to get to know you. I am happy the way things turned out. It is important for me to clarify things with people these days, and I just wanted to get this off my mind (because every now and then it kind of comes up and i wonder what happened in yours).

Somehow, without knowing much about me, you had the nerve and the audacity to conclude such a narrow and generic claus. Think about the little that you do know about me for a second. You'll probably laugh at yourself for thinking what you did.

Enjoy your schooling.

Leonard

۞
We Miss Ken

Ken kesey, wrote One Flew Over the Cookoos Nest early 60s, tested LSD, met Ken Babbs, Tim Leary, Stanley Owsley, Berkeley, rallied the Merry Pranksters, coined term, bought big 50s bluebird schoolbus, painted it 'Fuurther', met Neal Cassidy (Dean Moriarty from Kerouac's On The Road), "cowboy Neal at the Wheel on the bus to never ever land (Grateful Dead song lyrics), drove cross-c to NYC met Jack in small Greenwich apt, Jack already burnt from overwhelming literary successes of On The Road, drunk, lives with Meremere (his French Canadian mom) in Lowell, Mass., drove down for reunion with Neal and to meet new cultural-literary star Kesey, Jack grumpy and pissed at Kesey's stoner primo-liberal anit-US-government compadres wearing cutup American flag as tank top, makes his dislike known, fed up with slacker wannabees doing nothing with their lives, no discipline, just fuking off. Whole scene goes down in great history books of global literature. 

none 08 January 2005

۞
Old Glory rock and roll/A Letter to the Ramblers

Happy holidays, fellows. I was flipping through this Old Glory rock and roll magazine today, laying in quilted bed on the second floor of my moms house in suburban chicago. new snow on the ground (due to it being just after christmas and all), and the rare blue winter midwest sky, sun shining in through the fridged glass. in the catalog i came across this very plain, old-looking tshirt with a black and white portrait of jim morrison and a line of text pronouncing the years that mark either terminus of his life. its about $16 US. i think i'll order it. the image will be less warn than the one of bearded young Ginsberg on the blue homemade tshirt laying on my temporary bedroom floor right now, and a replacement is much needed for the homemade iron-on dylan one i was wearing all those years ago, drinking cold bottled beer in the stiffling parking lot at the resort in steamboat springs, Oregon, where a kinship was induced, unknowingly, that effortlessly proved itself transcendent of the normal monotony, and lay-man's ups and downs of youthful friendship. somewhere in the foothills of north carolina, some years later, the shakori circle was made complete. 

so, without further adeau, i have just this much more to report: we need to make a trip somewhere this spring, take a slew of new photos, strum a few guitars, bang on drums, lay around in the troubadoric afternoon sun, and perhaps even let a line of two of verse shoot through the hot neurotransmitters of the mind. with that seed planted, i'll leave you with this new pome from the upcoming Portland collection. it was written the other day in chicago, but is universally necessary for the next book. (See Big City Freight Train Blues. 

03 January 2005

۞
Happy Holidays, once again
December 14, 2004









Portland, Oregon
Dear Nana & Poppop,

Hello!! And Happy Holidays, once again. The time sure flies by doesn’t it? How is everything in Cleveland these days? Going well, I am certain. Things have been pretty busy here in Portland. We're on winter break from classes, but I'm working 20 hrs/wk doing web development in the Educational Technologies department in the College of Law at my school. It’s a great job and it stays pretty (pretty!) interesting most of the time. I mostly just like having a paycheck coming from an educational institution. I saw something on TV the other day that said people in the medical and academic fields are working 'for the common good'. I like the sound of that.

Joe and some of his friends came out to ski and snowboard at Copper Mountain and Vail this past weekend, so that was a lot of fun. We rented a fancy room with a fireplace and more than one television and a big common room to play cards. We never did get around to soaking in either of the hot tubs out on the patio.

My big news right now is that last week I signed a book deal with a Portland-based publishing house called Ghost Road Press. They are going to put out a collection of my Portland poems entitled "Big City Freight Train Blues".  I'm really excited about that. They want me to do a painting for the cover art as well. It should hit the stores June 5, they're saying. After the book comes out, then they want to set up reading dates at galleries, coffee shops, and universities around the state with their fiction and essay writers. I'll be the crazy lone poet riding the rails with the Oregon Fiction Award winners, and old guys writing long, introspective essays. That should prove interesting.

Other than that, I'm working on a few PhD applications for fall 2005. I think they are all very competitive departments, so keep your fingers crossed for me. Schools like Berkeley, UC Davis, and Northwestern, I would imagine, get swamped with applications for study every year. But.... we'll see what happens. I think it has to be more difficult to get someone to pay you for your poems than it is to get into school!

Though, if I don’t get in for next year, that’s OK too because they offered me this full time job here where I'm working now, complete with free tuition (for classes that I can take now toward my PhD) that way I could also more finely tune my anticipated area of study for Doctorate applications the following year. 

I have been in touch with an organization called Bridges to Understanding (www.bridgesweb.org), thinking maybe I would go abroad this spring quarter on one of their photography and writing expeditions in March for ten days to Dharamsala, India. If I don’t go with them, then I may try to fit that in during a tentative June trip to Europe. I figure, just after the book comes out, I'll jet over to Dublin, and then just start hitching my way to Prague, Paris, etc. Maybe sit where Hemingway wrote in A Moveable Feast. I just know the risks of traveling through/flying over the Middle East, and I think it's not worth it. Then there is the current situation in Nepal: those Marxist rebels have turned that country into the most dangerous place in the world for an American journalist to be right now. So, maybe I'll just stay in Europe.

Well, I hope things are going well there for you all. I miss you very much. I miss the little ones in Chicago, too! I get pictures all the time and sometimes can't easily recognize who the big ones are with full heads of hair. Hope to see you this summer. Have a very happy holiday season…

Love you very much,

Leonard
۞
As you know








December 14, 2004









Portland, Oregon
Dear Poppop,

As you know, I am working on some applications for potential PhD study. I have a list of departments here to which I will apply. The deadlines for application are staggered, with the earliest being December 31, latest being February 15. I have all of my materials ready for the most part, and now am working on getting three solid letters of recommendation to send to each school. I have asked (and not yet heard back from) one of my professors/my graduate advisor here at the university, as well as the director of my department, a professor for whom I TA'd last spring. I am confident they will both respond in a timely manner. I would be very pleased if you would write the third letter for my applications. 

I will include here the abstract and technicians statement for my M.A. thesis project. I am using this as a technological tool toward gathering and investigating content which will go into my intended PhD research. I just figured this would more familiarize you with what I'm currently working on in addition to my photography and creative writing. Mostly, I am finding ways of using new media to influence creative outlet, and it is a lot of fun!

My address to where you can mail the letter is as follows. I know you are busy, but I really appreciate your help. It means a lot to me, and always has.

Thanks again, Poppop, and next time I see you, I'll owe you a beer or two.

Take care over there,

Much Love,

Leonard
۞
Port Town WashinLTn
Seattle on the ocean city of transients and sailors; neon light suitcases purple and green on Broadway wet sidewalk puddles and the hotel district by the sea Port town down town renaissance coffee bean heaven pop-top early morning satori Sunset over the Olympic Mountains... for the bicycles silhouetted black and the space needle crackpipe homeless and cardboard wanderers. 

08 December 2004

۞
GW STALIN

Have you guys seen the front page of today's NYTimes? What's with the 'uniform' GW is wearing among a heep of his grunts? It was brought to my attention this afternoon that this custom-tailored, military-like attire may ring slightly Stalin-esque, among other potentially dictorial semblance. After refreshing my memory of a few of the more common, historical J.S. images, the whole thing seemed a bit odd. Supporting the 150,000 soon-to-be troops in the middle east is one thing, but we couldn't remember any other president wearing his own stand-alone form of military attire. Can you?

(The photo seems only to be easily available in the print version of the Times, so check it out. Imagine the photo to be a black and white, a bit grainier, with his coat only having maybe a style more reminiscent of Eastern Europe circa 1939. There are a couple pics on the whitehouse site, but they sort of soften the NYTimes' impact.) 

08 December 2004

۞
Keeping things in check

sorry for the lag in correspondence tonight, I left my phone in the truck, and didn't mean to be lame. i went to a bar by Jordan Fairway's, drank a few; went to bar by DON CARLOS's, drank a few more, then gave my old warm striped quilt to a freezing sad cool bearded shivering homeless guy at a gas station with obnoxious Jessica Simpson posters plastered about. I can't get that cold guy out of my head. 

we should make tons of thanksgiving food and eat a little then bring the rest to the shelter when its hot and ready to eat. that way no one has to do anything with it; people can just eat it. 

24 November 2004

۞
The Metaphorm Technodyssey 1.0 | Virtual Graphagromania

Creative Expression & Innovative Cultural Documentation through New Media 

A Research and Field Thesis Project by real-world vagabondarian graduate student Leonard Treadway to fulfill requirements of the Master of Arts Degree in Digital Media Studies at the University of Portland | quantumedia.org/technodysseys 

ABSTRACT & ARTIST/TECHNICIANS STATEMENT

The Metaphorm Technodyssey 1.0 is a useable, stand-alone new media application that posits live (and recorded) virtual 'performances' of world-wide, real-time documentary excursions, fusing traditional and innovative approaches to photo/journalism, gonzo journalism, poetics, and spontaneous bop prosody. TMT 1.0 is the founding incarnation of a series of technology-based artistic works developed in the field by a single composer, and made instantly available to internet audiences of an interstellar scope. The individual projects are each a part of the Quantumedia Technodyssey Experiment, a conscious combinatory effort of everyday life experience, and thought-provoking, intentional image- and text-based artworks served up within the context of a series of virtual global expeditions. 

For more see: the project 

23 November 2004

۞
Last Winter: Portland Nascent-alian Letter

(written January 04) i scrubbed dirt off of white walls under dressing room counters for four hours last night in the new multimillion dollar performing arts building--and mopped the bathroom backstage, and stood, holding nothing but a soiled rag, onstage front and center and looked high up into the darkened balcony seats stomping my echoing foot, and giving the audience a real dose of the true magic of the spoken word. Wired to the gills, as they say, from a tall boy of starbucks, i realized on the way walking home from said post as custodial poet laureate, that the secret ingrediant those fat fuckers up at corporate headquarters unleashed, and the key element that keeps the average customer spending their dollars in their retail chains, is non other than this: crystal meth. 

but today i just returned from securing myself a position (part time) with the university digital media department as an author and tech. it wont buy me a big house in the hills just yet, but it should keep me employed for the duration of my two years as an M.A. candidate. then, of course, the big bucks, and the runaway cabin in the woods? 

Oregon 13 November 2004

۞
Because my intrepid hibernation

Whooo. I just got into work, due to the fact that I slept for 15 hours "last night". I use the quotes around "last night" because my intrepid hibernation really began in the late afternoon, just after two six inch subway delicacies and a small bag of sun chips. Around 1030 am I roused myself from bed, hesitantly, because, I think, after sleeping that long, it sort of becomes what you know, and anything else is just harsh and cold. 

So I went for the good 4-miler in the late morning frosty cold. That helped. Then I went to starbucks (yes, sadly its on the way to school) and talked to this kid from class about video games and him moving to San Fran to work for EA where his brother is already employed. 

So now, here I am. Thinking I should go purchase the new deck and boots this weekend, and wing the lift tickets from here on out. They are highly temporal anyway. 

I know Jordan Fairway's roommate has a place near vail. We stayed there for Blues Traveler last spring. She's a stickler and the chances of us securing the place as a fallout shelter for a two-to-three-night bender are slim, but I'll see what I can do, maybe Jordan Fairway can take her on a date and get in on the goods. In the meantime, find backup lodging. 

Over and out. 

Oregon 12 November 2004

۞
In Response to Silvia Midtown's Plee for Help

I have 'Fahrenheit 911' at my house right now, but I still haven
t watched it. I don't know why I would want to just make myself feel worse about the whole thing. 

Fck it, though, we all voted. People are scared, just how the B-Administration wants them. Good work, all you strongly independent, highly objective US media companies, good work.

On another note, there is much speculation in the cosmos that the Democratic party put Kerry up there for a good show, but never intended on him winning in the first place so that they could put Hillary Clinton up there in 2008, in which case--unless the G.O.P. puts up a woman as well (further speculation on Condoleezza Rice being the one)--Hillary C. will take the election by a landslide. 

You think things are weird now, wait till then. 

Oregon 09 November 2004

۞
On Forgiveness, Human Behavior & Virtual Reality

If it is Real, or not claiming to be Real, no matter what, you forgive it.

If it is not Real, but trying to be Real, or claiming to be Real, but isn't, you don't. 

Oregon 09 November 2004

۞
Right On

The rule was actually adopted on 1/12/2001 by the US Forest Service but has since been under constant fire. The Bush Administration even lifted its application to the Tongass national forest. 

Any of the major conservation sites will assist people in contacting their congressmen/women and ensuring the fact that these people understand the importance of this issue. 

At the same time one may make a conscious effort to limit the amount of paper products that one uses. Stop buying Klenex and purchase a few hankies. 

Oregon 05 November 2004

۞
A Blast from the Past and Keep Up the Good Fight

Just a little something here from back when, to keep in mind the Great American Division, and to remind the more mindful ones out there to--as Bayard Black says--keep up the good fight...

Chances are most of you have never even heard of our Roadless Area Conservation Rule. Chances are the White House would like to keep it that way. The rule -- which was set into motion by the US Forest Service back in January 2000 -- 'protects the last remaining wild National Forest lands from road construction and most logging, except when needed to restore ecological integrity, protect habitat for endangered species, or reduce threats of catastrophic wildfire,' according to the Heritage Forests Campaign. 

With well over half of the United State's National Forest land presently unprotected from logging, mining, and drilling, the rule set aside 58.5 million acres, or 30% of the total USFS land, for recreation, rare wildlife, clean air and drinking water, and scientific research. I think that's fair. 

In an admirably eco-conservative and astonishingly conscious move our beloved George W. Bush & Co. made several promises to do its part in upholding the rule. To many people I know this promise came as quite a shock from such a distinctly big-business-bigger-oil-supporting office. We even got an Earth Day Pledge on April 22, 2001: up on the shiny podium, smiling in front of the crowd, crimson, white and indigo blowing in the breeze behind him. Here's some of what our forest-friendly President said: "Our prosperity as a nation will mean little, if our legacy to future generations is a world of polluted air, toxic waste, and vanished forests." 

And I agree. But, I learned early on, like most things in life if it seems too good to be true than most likely it is. 

The rule was slated to take effect on March 13, 2001, but when Bush was elected his office immediately postponed its adoption and is now taking steps to allow the dismantling of the rule it claims to support. In fact, the administration, in its corporate interests, just finished up another comment period which will further delay implementation of the rule. 

Boise Cascade Corp. who happens to be one of the heavy hitters in the National Forest timber market is already into at least one lawsuit challenging the rule. The Mountain States Legal Foundation, a property rights group, is suing. Perhaps their clients are in need of more land for another housing subdivision. Maybe more shopping malls -- who knows. But they want it. And I'm just going to assume they don't plan to protect it as a wildlife or recreation sanctuary. 

In addition, the Justice Department and Attorney General John Ashcroft have the power in settlement of any of these lawsuits to render the rule obsolete time after time by continuing to bury it in the 'legal limbo of indefinite review and impact studies', according to the Heritage Forest Campaign. All the while subjecting it to big business interests around the world. 

At least for now the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge is safe from the proposed drilling. But excavation interests now only shift. Other areas under the threat of commercial endeavors are the National Forests covering the Front Range of the Rocky Mountains, parts of Montana, and the Tongass national forest, the nation's largest old-growth forest, just to name a few. 

Get involved if you feel the need. For starters contact Heritage Forests Campaign www.ourforests.org. You will find yourself as part of the solution. According to the U.S. Department of Agriculture, "Never before have the American people so actively participated in helping to decide how their public lands should be managed." This is a good sign. Get involved. 

Oregon 03 November 2004

۞
Karen James, (Wed, 24 Nov 2004)
Actually I am only an "ass" when prompted. That way its easily justified.
im also not sure what you mean by 'me being the one who missed out on something'. (mostly because I don’t feel like ive ever missed out on anything. Its just how I live.) I mean, actually I think I know what you are trying to insinuate, but at the same time, I cannot imagine you are really foolish enough to talk like that. but I cant be sure, I don’t even really know you. we only ever hung out when we were drinking, so perhaps there is some "memory loss".

but, oh, speaking of "memory loss" the last thing that I found annoying/confusing was the informal plan we had that you were going to call me when you got home from Portland. Apparently you changed your mind on that at some point. Or maybe it was that darn "memory loss". this is pretty much what I was referring to in my first letter. but in the context of this 'friendship' we've had, none of it surprises me, I just think its obtuse and mindless when people don’t do what they say. But, you know, people are people and I don’t hold anything against you. I don’t have reason to. In fact, I hope you are happy and found your "fantasy" situation or however you phrase that idea. I really do think that is possible, contrary to popular belief. 
either this cut off, or it just doesn’t make sense: " but try not to put expectations that." Im confused as to what you are saying about being my friend but I shouldn’t expect something out of it? What the fuck is that, we've struggled with this situation for months, you told me you were going to call me when you got home and you didn’t.
I guess this could be easily considered a bit excessive, even 

superfluously ridiculous at this point, but I just wanted to make sure that 

I wasn't missing something because A, I don't hide away from a situation, 

and -more to the point - B, you seem to be doing just that. I just figured 

id say hello and see if you still wanted to talk, maybe hang out. if you 

don't want me contacting you, how about say so, so I know and stop wasting 

my time doing so, the fulfillment of your ego aside: I understand such 

effort takes more assertion than the average individual has hold of. last I 

knew we were "being friends" and there was a reason for that. last time I 

had a friend that ignored me, they weren't. im busy too, that is why this is 

being written at 530am on a Wednesday. 

id imagine I wont hear back from you on this one either. In which case: too 

bad, have fun. 

LT 

۞
Land Hunting 

So I got some good photos of the land down there. It's a solid hour from taos, which is good... and bad. There is a ski mountain right above the acreage that I was running around on, tripping over sage brush. Its probably small compared to Snowmass and Vail, but it looks damn cool from where I was standing. Plus its new mexican snow, not mushy like CO or in the east. The land is pretty damn flat, but relatively secluded. Its in about the sickest valley I've ever been in in my entire life as far as the surrounding sangre de christos (as far as the eye can see). They are a craggy mountain bowl surrounding 1600 acres of sage, and a couple hard to distinguish dirt roads. Its absolutely ideal for solar power year round, a septic, and--if water was easily attained--it could be a good getaway place. But it would definitely be a place that you would go to JUST to be THERE. Maybe drive down to Taos here and there for people contact, restaurants, bars, music, stores, etc. but im not too worried about that right now. it was dark when we headed off the land down to Toas, but im sure it is all mtns and really beautiful. While we were running around on the land we ran over to the town bar (in Costilla...not much there but a cemetery and this bar) and had a shot of tequila. It was an old dance hall, but this day there was no music or festivities going on. There were four other guys in there drinking, all wrinkley and brown. One was pretty friendly. He had a phone call over at the end of the bar. Then we left. 
20 October 2004 

۞
Portland Meditation Sounds 

19 October 2004 

۞
rambling stanza of prose 

some of you are too busy with your modern-day professional fast-food instamatic endeavours to write much, but that happens, so it goes. so here i am well caffeinated, before noon, and about to drive down to old new mexico in a handful of hours to shoot yet another series of "Poems and the Pictures that Go", quick-captures that may or maynot become fadder for a rambling stanza of prose; may or may not retain the latitude to stand on their own as impressionable images in this mad-cap mixed-up world. but what follows is of relevance, so write back if you can... (side address: Greaserelli, drive up to Costilla...we drink, be merry, and purchase huge tracts of land beneath the ethereal Sangre de Christos!... onward!..) 14 October 2004 

۞
Headquarters Update 

no saturday night red rocks for me, sadly. man, i hate to admit that...i even didnt go see Robert creeley in order to wrap things up moving into the new flat. i exhausted myself, but then went running yesterday and felt good again. my bedroom feels like i wake up in my rich aunt's house or some fancy Sheridan on Michigan Ave (ok, its maybe not THAT good...it is still Portland afterall) with the fancy ceiling fan, huge room, stucco neutral earth-tone two-tone paint. the kitchen is the same way with the marble countertops and walls, etc. i have one complaint, thought, that due to the wooden floors, i can hear the people upstairs walking around. as of this morning (first morning they have been home since i moved in) i didnt think theyd ever sit down. i found out a bit later though that today was the tenants' father visiting from breckenridge. i met him on my way out to work. he's a shifty guy, wont look you in the eye much, picks at his dodge dakota exterior paint job. i saw him up there ea rlier through the window drinking coffee. he seems bored maybe and shouldnt just be hanging around the house during the day. all i care is that this means he wont be up there shuffling around all morning on a regular basis. so now im stoked again and the new office is pretty much set up with the old black and white bearded jim morrison portrait in the antique frame setting on the windowsill. i was wondering this morning who billy collins has in his office, on his windowsill? 04 October 2004 

۞
Siraha Haiku 

Six Mao rebels dead; 
Royal Nepalese Army 
Claims no involvement. 
29 September 2004 

۞
Five O'clock 

Five o clock: Quittin' time, just like factory workers and offshore oil riggers, and southwest new mexico mason brick layers. Thats me. 
27 September 2004 

۞
On the Dan Rather/CBS Decision 

So would you still switch channels if you see Rather now? (if he sticks around i guess, that is.) I'd probably watch him for a little while. I still think its funny that he "once" brought back all sorts of information from Afghanistan and then reported it (western-worldwide, maybe) standing there all serious and straight-faced in his "ludicrous peasant disguise". He had to have looked as reputable and established as the dressed-up characters who performed their own rendition of Peter Pan, back in the early 80s, in the basement of Theatre 2138. That kindof rocks, thinking of him, holding mic, turban-wrap billowing across his face in the desert wind. But, it is unforgiveable and sad, really, to forge docs/use unvalidated info/etc. as propaganda in an already squirmy political world. Its all just testament to the idea that people shouldnt be hinging on what CBS or any of the other news channels say (save for the BBC World and NPR, argueably). Maybe this whole "Memogate" will shake up a few more folks to realize even the rediculously highly-paid news people are only human, subject to potential personal persuasion and political party pay-off. 23 September 2004 

۞
Only One Natalie 

Oh, nice, I just heard Natalie Merchant on the billy bragg & Wilco album. I love her. I met her working at an outdoor concert venue in Chicago over two early college summers. I walked up really close to here in the plaza; her giving an interview to a camera crew; me in greasey work jeans and no shirt July, gazing at her face and lips and thinking of her voice and shaking hips on her always barefoot stages. I don t know if she looked at me, really, but anytime she comes up in conversation or letter, I tell people she asked me for a date, anyway. 

۞
Monday in September 

Today is monday, everyone knows mondays. Coffee helps, but its best when the house is just quiet, your roommates dog isnt barking at ghosts, and the sun is still cool in the cold leftover air from the night before... this is the new QUANTUMEDIA GRAPHAGROMANIAC BLOG. type away. enjoy. 13 September 2004 

۞
My insurance company
Dr. Ben Jackson
Medical Hospital
140 Johnson Street

Portland, CO 80206

Leonard Treadway
Portland, CO 80210

Chart Acct No. 3144631

Billing Acct No. 32445936

Admit Date 01-20-2004







September 12, 2004

Dear Dr. Jackson,

I am writing you today to hopefully clear up a situation with my insurance company and the billing department at National Jewish. I came to see you in January of this year. I needed to get the respiratory tests done, and also needed the medical treatment on which you started me. The Advair has improved my asthma 100%, and I have you to thank for that. 

Now, though, due to the scheduling of the tests, I have over $1600 in debt with the hospital. My university student insurance company (Aetna) says they don’t have to pay any of this bill because I didn’t have medical insurance prior to becoming a student in August of 2003, and they have a six month grace period from that time for "pre-existing" conditions. 

I tried to explain to them that the asthma from running in the cold weather and seasonal allergies was a new situation for me and that I could not wait until March for tests to be done because of the trouble I was having just breathing on a daily basis.

I was hoping just a note from you explaining the necessity of the situation would get them to pay some of this gigantic medical bill. I am currently working part time at school, and studying as a full time student at the University of Portland, and I cannot afford to have this outstanding debt go on my financial status.

Thank you so much for everything.

Sincerely,
Leonard Treadway
۞
Farm Homes & the Republican National Convention 

Rolling across the North Dakota planes around midnight last night I heard GWB on NPR from Madison Square Garden. It was ink black out there and the moths were tapping and smearing the windshield like butter. Every time I passed a farm house, little orange square windows off to the east or west, I wondered if the families were maybe sitting in their living rooms, not listening to the radio, but watching the Presidents speech on satellite tv. He mentioned God twice in his well-planned acceptance speech, once calling it "The Almighty God", once calling it "a power from beyond the stars". Both times he used the idea, saying, essentially, that God is the ultimate reason for him invading other countries. It wasnt as direct as that, but when you listen past all of the world class rhetoric and discoursive skills he's polished, this is what he was getting at. He kept talking about liberty and "what America stands for" and "is responsible for". The Star Spangled Banner should have been playing in the background. They had a movie screen of fireworks when he was finally done. After the speech the broadcasters said he skated over domestic issues and mentioned vague ideals in place of possible plans for dealing with education, health care, fucking up the last few ecosystems within our national borders that are not yet fucked up. He should have just stood up there with a Ted Nuggent trucker hat on backwards and a bandana tied around his leg, and yelled "God, Guns, and Country...maybe not in that order..." in to the microphone. It would have saved everyone a lot of time. 
04 September 2004 

۞
Letter to Lish on Her Dream About Me Wearing Shiny Jacket in A European Sidewalk Cafe 

thats me, after i get my phd and tour europe and the Himalayas working on and performing "Pomes & the Pictures that Go", my newest arts-and-documentation-through-new-media project. its the leg of the tour where we meet up, somewhat spontaneously, and spend the better part of a couple of weeks sloffing lazily in sidewalk cafes, rewearing the same old clothes, and ruminating over master oil paintings that never made the giant coffee table books Simon & Shuster puts out every year. i'll have a girlfriend, i guess. but things will be slightly hyper-real. you are prophetic. i knew you were different. 
11 August 2004 

۞
Private Blues Traveler Party Thursday Night 

Oh, yeah, I forgot to mention, I'm feeling a bit tired this morning. It could be due to all the free Pilsners at the free Blues Traveler private party we attended at Joe's on Weed last night. I didn't even think we were going to get in, the tickets were gone--all 1,000 of them--but then we jumped out of a cab and waltzed up to the doorman around 9:30pm, told him we needed in. He said..."Ok, go around there, I got ya." And that was that. If you had a crappy Walmart point-and-shoot camera in hand, you would have had to zoom out, or back way up from the stage to get a decent shot. We were that close. I think there were a couple hundred people, but I never waited more than fifteen seconds to round up the complimentary bottles of Pilser Urquell. The band closed with the smoothest and clearest "Hook" I've heard in years. Not a bad night to close out the current Chicago reign. 
30 July 2004 

۞
Michael Moore 

i dont know if the free movie tickets i have would work for opening night of the new M.M. film, especially one designed specifically to rail and hammer the child president in the final days of his disasterous reign. i doubt it. that dude (M.M.) is like the youngster, mussed-hair bob dylan when he started openly taunting and wilfully crushing the socio-political monsters, calling them on their absurdities, and then walking around smoking cigs like its no big deal. people love that shit. 25 June 2004 

۞
Portland to Bismark 

Hi. how's things? ben said you might have some routing trix to expedite my high speed vindication from Portland to bismark, in order to make it on time for opening ceremonies on the infamous north dakota song writing farm. i calculated about 10-12 hours tops. that's with cruise control and six cd changer, luxuries i neglected to entertain myself with for the duration of my previous ten year, 300,000 mile requiem for the road. needless to say, im looking forward to it. Lucky Charm rocks. the boy is brilliant. 25 June 2004 

۞
Paris in June 

(In response to a letter from a friend working and showing art in Paris, Summer 2004.) hey man, maybe you can drink a glass at Balzar's in the Rue des Ecoles, watch the street people, scribble out a poem in an old notebook with the nub of a pencil rescued from a rainy gutter. have fun. 
25 June 2004 

۞
Dr. Ellis Stellard 

You should think about Dr. Ellis Stellard, the old man on the hill, who says he's been here forever and knows this valley like Jack Castor who drug his father's old Pacific Santa Fe railroad caboose up the mountain to rebuild as his summer cabin, only because his eighty-year-old knees can't take the dry winter cold any longer and who has been living right here for decades. He says he's witnessed generations contemplating the very complexities he now sits here listing off the top of his head as the criminal investigations that were great murder mysteries of the past straight to the one main reporter of the local newspaper, sitting in a stiffy metal folding chair along side a grey desk like a questionable suspect getting typed-in and booked on Barney Miller with Dct. Fish still in the men's room and all the hanger-arounder's getting bug-eyed, a bit sweaty, and fastooned cause they wanna do a story on the idea that there's now a pinned suspect in the Wild View murders that happened two years ago right here in town and allegedly this wiley suspect has been living here all along. the FBI has been closing in on him and now they hint they have some sort of water-tight case that can't go wrong, but can't tell the local press anything just yet. If they let any leads leak out, the district attorney says, the suspect may end up missing and high-tailing it out of town, or vacationing down in Oaxaca next week, and that, they say, wouldn't be good for anything. But Dr. Stellard just sits there telling them from memory a ten instance list of the killings with shotguns or hatRobs, of all the bodies found over the last forty years within eleven mile radius of his friends house and he's so calm and matter-of-factly with Poppop clothes and velcro sneekers from Marshall's with a little bit of that elderly shake that so many of the great ones get past maybe the age of seventy-five or so...but his mind is sharp and he offers up a few exact details saying this: "you'll haffta research my facts on that to see exacty what it is that went down...it's been so long...". The part of his monologue that makes me shift in my chair sitting across from him is when he says " the guy from Nicaroagua...sure they were all drug dealers everyone was convinced of that, but they found him right there in the woods all in pieces hacked up with a hatRob." Stellard all the time talking like maybe he was just making sure you understood his grocery list as you picked up your car keys to make the rounds for him and made your way out the front screen door and out into the neighborhood streets. 23 June 2004 

۞
Tamara Hugo 

Tamara Hugo sometimes wears pony tail braids loosley twisted down the sides of her head, no make-up ever painted on her face, she prefers those same old work boots she always has on or sandals when its warm to regular walking around shoes. She spent several summers, to my knowledge, working at an old dude ranch in the Flathead Valley of northwest Montana that had been there since 1945. At some point, she'd come from the west coast in WashinLTn state and then from Texas in search of a real working Montana horse ranch. Ironically enough, Austina's Heads-Up is what she found. Like all of the other seasonal help at Austina's, Tamara lived in a dorm style cabin from May through September, but her job was to oversee the waterfront there, checking the many boats that the owners had docked, along with a stretch of canoes and kayaks lined up on the grassy beach. Tourists and vacationers from all over the world would come to Austina's and Tamara was just cool with all of them. Never shy about much, she had a natural nack for just telling people how it was, uninhibited by what they'd say or think in response. None of that mattered to 'Miss Tamara', as she was sometimes called because she had the contentment of a woman twice her age whose been around the world and back, been to heaven and back and still just wants to keep on keepin' on in the most general ways. She's got plans to move to a country called Istanbul way over on the other side of the world, simply because her mother used to listen to some country western song that sung that country's name in its lyrics. Tamara would talk about Istanbul sometimes as we'd paddle out toward the sunset over Flathead Lake real quiet, just talking slowly and low because it was getting late in the day and most of the tourists were eating dinner or slowly getting drunk on those manicured lawns and the adarondack chairs on decks overlooking the lake. You could here them laughing and carrying on obnoxiously clear to the other side. To us, and to whoever else was around those summers, this was officially titled 'the brilliant time of day' and to be anywhere at this time where you weren't in the direct line of sunlight from just over the western mountains, or couldnt see the stretched out and skinny lamp-black shadows running along and over the solomn, sacred earth was a sin. 23 June 2004 

۞
A Somewhat Ragged Intro to the Yet to be Fully Seen "The Mandolin Diaries" 

1. Seeing as though the permafrost has temporarily lifted itself from the region (or at least from around my humble cabin in the woods) and the sun is dropping again behind the westward thicket of foliage, I came to the conclusion that a campfire was overly due to myself and the howling mutts stationed sporadically around the perimeter. I think they realize the same, because since I put this thing ablaze they've begun to call out to their brethren, me not excluded, as I've now well passed the one year mark of living every day in these desolate and dense woods. Their sounds are of a joyous bay, a comradery I heard in the Flathead coyotes and timber wolves out on the prowl the other night as I started off on my daily run of approximately four-and-a-half miles. Always during my run, which sometimes leaks into the dusk, I find myself mindful of what--or who--I might come across as I go trotting off into the wild and eerie blackness of another magnificent, star-spotted and ink-hued montana evening. The running, I've realized, keeps me sane. And even after fifteen months of general solitude and a very scant personal social schedule with the outside world, I've yet to experience what Jack London, or perhaps the old settlers might have referred to as Cabin Fever. During the winter months, many afternoons when the mercury has settled itself well below the twenty degree mark in the thermometer wedged tightly into the logs just out the back door, I've layered on jackets and warm mittens and taken off on my nearly five mile trek. 

۞
Portland to Miami 

Thursday, October 30, 2003 ...yes, preferably by the 20th of nov so i can kick things off rightly. i'll be kicking them off rightly with or without the invoice payment from bensuchy-rock-star-extraordinaire.com, but the extra cash on hand would definitely help the cause. snow in Portland today. i'm going to work on trying to make it down to bask in the west-F-LA-fade-away sun. and drink like a poolside barfly, writing maritime poems and laughing with the angels. 

۞
The Radio October Thirty First 

Friday, October 31, 2003 i. The detachable-face blaupunkt has gone missing. some problem child decided it was a good idea to smash the passenger side window of the green beauty (again) and, once inside, proceeded to tear the place up. Now (I don't know exactly when it happened) there is a cracked and gaping hole in the dashboard with colored wires hanging randomly about. Some of the heating vents which were also yanked are lying around on the dirty American freeway floor. The interior is covered with glass chips that till now stood strong against many western winds. I purposely did not leave anything of value in the truck starting several weeks ago when I began to park out there on the street, sometimes for days without changing my location. I wasn't too concerned about the vehicle as an asset, considering its beat-down and roughed-up highway state because the neighborhood is "pretty good" and I didn't really think people were still concerned with car stereos. Apparently, though, they are. Once again, our mindful and well-informed Americans are doing a fine job of proving themselves stupider and far more useless than I recently have been giving them credit for. America, check your hopeful anticipatory compassions at the door. The smart ones have long-past given up. ii. So I walked to the festivities, which I wasn't sure about for a costume. Being October 31st on a Friday, and it being a party I was invited to, I thought maybe I should have something drummed up, not to walk up the front steps of a stranger's house fully under-dressed, it being Friday. It being October thirty-first. The phone rang as I was writing some lines to an independent whiskey beat, so I picked it up: screams of shrieking laughter, vibrato on the hammer and anvil of my inner ear. After a point, things got comprehensive and it was Mona Lisa insisting there is no other way to go out of the house on Halloween, but to be dressed up. I hung up, went back to my words. And in a flash of minor brilliance, I stuffed a flask of the fridgidaire solution into a back pocket, and a stack of new inner-city line-break typewriter verse into my other, and darted out the icy front door, down the wicked steps, slipping and sliding like Mickey Mouse Icecapades frozen hydroplane on midnight rain, no moon no stars and the street lights burnt. And if some five foot California Raisin or Sponge Bob Square Pants asked along the way, I roared out a Montana poem, drank down a beer can, put my arm tightly around their shoulder and said this as sincere as the day I was born "I'm Jack Micheline, you poor scoundrel, my wavy hair and San Francisco heart, a dry-leaf hurricane kicking over New York garbage cans like a common-day minstrel jean jacket troubadour trading prose for wine or prose for food or prose for prose... You, my new found friend, can call me Harold Silver, though we've never met before!"... And gone along the way reciting Keats' 'Nightingale' to the crumbling sidewalk hopscotch squares, sipping flask and making jokes with the leaves. 

۞
The Jazz of Darwinian Theory 

Tuesday, November 04, 2003 Funny how the TV plays John Coltrane low slung seductive blacktop puddle saxophone, slow motion channel 12 PBS documentary against the flash pan camera motion filming a spotted cheetah in hungry pursuit of a warthog terrified screaming for his life across the grassy Serengeti like a Tanzanian love affair, or rainy day spent lazily shooting billiards in the back room of the Gingerman in winter time Chicago. 
Josephine Street, Portland 

۞
in response to Q's on the old truck 

it was probably some shit bag from around the area. mainly dumb-as-fuck mainstream college morons whom seem to be in-the-plenty around here, but thats a whole other can of worms as it goes. that blaupunkt rocked and rolled in the past two years (much of it true Traveler sounds) over more miles than most people ever even think about covering in a lifetime. i'm outwardly pissed that it went missing, but as it went down, and unsuspectingly unfolded in the street, the whole deal was somehow greatly liberating: i took out the rest of the highway-worn parapherenalia that was living inside the thing and placed it retiringly into three plastic grocery bags from my last trip to safeway. then i brushed over a pile of ironically geometric glass shards, pushed in the key, fired up the engine and rolled it into an open and well-saught-after parking spot right out in front of the building, where everyone who has a brain outside of their cellphone will see the obnoxious and ludicris damage that was done. so help them if they look further, beyond their shoes, and get a glimpse of the gaping canyon that used to be the army green plastic board of the trucks dash... 

۞
confusious is in the top ten 

Thursday, November 06, 2003 I sling theory with the best of em. I roll through the code. but this here letter, my dear, actually does the job in confusing me... who is "the wrong girl"? who's wallet do i have on my formica counter? i think i know one allman's sweet melissa with long dark hair and camo glasses (sometimes) with two email addresses who claims to frequent the dms lab at the university of Portland in a building called sturm. i could very well be wrong. i spent the evening (and well into the wee's) at a dark place referred to as the Larimer Lounge with men in space suits rapping out forever rhythms and hammering on commodore 64s, and their "girlfriends" pouring out their life stories down the breast pocket my thrift store flannel shirt, leaking out their inner emotions into the pockets of my missoula montana government issued iron-clad navy blue navy pea inner-city coat. 

۞
...on the New Earth Mud 

Friday, November 14, 2003 so i guess the ticket officially goes to the infamous "cute, unkempt and sneaker-footed dready girl, smoking an american spirit, eyeing me, and leaning on the sun-warmed red brick wall outside of the cervantes masterpiece ballroom on this stirring, and folky-rock november friday night: me in old courderoys and greasey prosody hair growing out for the winter, strolling into the venue, under looming grandfather backdrop mountains... forever in motion with the big city freight train blues." 

۞
What Most Don't Know 

Saturday, November 22, 2003 But as for your situation: good work making it out to montana. I know you mentioned some other place and some other options for the "great getaway," but no getaway is like a montana getaway. Trust me. I've spent the better part of my 20's "career" finding this one true answer to exactly this question (while everyone else was groping themselves in a cubicle...or worse.) I've forgotten when you said you were going exactly. Spring? That would be nice. During the winter months, and depending on where you go, it's pretty much like this: Brutal. But you live in Chicago, so this could be good, I say, sitting tucked away every night with the black iron wood stove cracking and popping, sipping quietly at a cup of decaf green tea, and not much in the way of technological distractions, etc. you will hear a new silence that very few from our generation (or others before) actually tap into. You must get a feel for the true mahayana and zen buddhist simplicity of having nothing to do all day but crunch through the big fallen leaves, or kick a path through the piling snow that only you and the feeding white tail's will use, out to the road to maybe get your mail, breathing in full lungs of clean, high altitude oxygen that fills up your brain, making available in your consciousness the honesty you realize, day after day, toward the new trust you've discovered in your own true nature. You must cook dinner, for at least you, in this same brilliant simplicity. You must really feel the genuine and adrenaline-pulse fear of what you think could be the grizzly bear or lurking coyotes (whom you heard howling in the distance an hour ago among their pack up on the mountainside and now are not quite sure where they are...) beyond the luminescent reach of your outside porch lights when you crunch through the still-cold or snow-covered ground to piss in the outhouse before bed. You must know in your mind the grizz are hybernating for "at least" another two months. At least that's what everyone seems to say. But there are sounds in the evening's inky and frosted woods (it gets dark in wintertime Montana at 4:30 p.m.) and they are not scavenging racoons. 

۞
Letter to Milton (a.k.a. Col. Chiburb) 

Wednesday, November 26, 2003 First of all, I do very much agree with you (as usual). But, i do have to admit--or confess may be a better word, because i feel a little guilty and saddened because of it all-- that since friday, i have let "the morons" get under my skin so to speak. i can keep the sanity in my own mind pretty darn well, if i do say so, but there comes a limit to where one finds oneself wondering if any of this is really even worth anything. i have a defense, though: i've been out looking to trade in my truck, and we all know what that entails, sadly. so i grew tired of the whole lame and rediculous capitalist consumerist propaganda-strewn process about ten minutes after it started. but this time, i knew that i really had to get a newer truck, and so i forced myself to stay with it. the green beauty (green monster, according to joe o) was tired. he'd still been kicking, but most of the time, he sat out there on josephine street, watching the college people go by, looking tough as ever, like a hockey player or a dirty-faced orphan, got his side tooth knocked out in an alley fight. he had fulfilled his earthly highway duties, we all knew it, and i miss him. i'll put up a few photos maybe, around the apartment, in small department store frames, like one would their girlfriend or little nephew in another state. mine, however, will be reflective and solomn of an old, small, dirty pickup truck parked on the side of the wyoming highway, in front of the pacific ocean in big sur, or on the snowy driveway of my dad's house in schaumburg, IL. the truck was more of my life than any girl, any dog, or just about any friend i've ever had. i understand not to be attached to material goods, and i fully appreciate that philosophy because i know it, and know that it is real and true. my favorite photo of the old truck is one i took from the second story window of our apartment over the Enterprise bar in Rico, CO while i was on independent study, painting for the Art Institute of Chicago in 2000. The town was filled with old mining houses from eighty years ago. I found purchase orders in the abandoned shafts. My truck was a hobo: a real-life american-born contemporary rennaissance troubador. My truck knew America better than most of em. My truck was a vagabond in wolfs clothing. My truck was dependable, it helped me to grow more wise. My truck was a saint. so... what i was saying is that i had to do the process of getting the new car, which is bullshit like none other. i found the truck i wanted and i like it much. its very nice and solid and will take me places, further places, that when i had the Ranger i was either not ready to go, or unequipped to get there. so this is the logical next step. however, i will NEVER (---and you can mark my words, because during the stress-relieving high-velocity run i took late last night, i made a personal pact that i will not break---) EVER buy another car or truck through a dealership. they find ways to make it a miserable and trying experience, that i stake myself, my life, and my very ideals firmly against. But, what doesn't kill you, makes you stronger...and, of course, more wise. The good news is that i have a passenger side window. a stereo. a truck that locks. a truck that doesnt choke in the early morning. a truck that is safe and strong and will drive me back to chicago in a few hours so i can have thanksgiving with the few real and sane people in this maddening and mixed-up world, whom i love, can genuinely laugh with, sit quiet next to, and feel good. 

۞
Big City Morning 

Monday, January 12, 2004 i was sitting here with the window open drinking coffee with the warm rocky mountain sun falling through the window across my desk until some workers down the street decided this was the right time to cut down a big old tree in the empty lot down the block. they are starting at the top with an overweight chainsawyer hauled up in a yellow crane-lift thirty feet high taking off two foot chunks and throwing them down to the earth. a police car in hot pursuit, sirens screaming and echoing around the alleys nearly woke me up this morning. nearly meaning it would have if i hadnt just crawled out of bed during the five minutes before it came racing past the apartment building. and when i did get into the shower and looked out the window down to evans avenue, there was the normal line of cars, sitting there at a dead stop in traffic. ahhh, the big city. i can step out onto my veranda of sorts, which looms fittingly over the black cracked parking lot, and see the white snow-capped peaks sticking up all jagged and glowing in the sun back behind the more rounded brown and green foothills, much lower to the east.---- 

۞
The Boss and the SuperBOWL Media Blowout 

Friday, February 06, 2004 he pretty much sounds like a usual jackass: all opinionated and huffy when sparked (and given the chance to yap at an assembled audience), but not so mindful enough to actually be faithful to such claims of worldly ethics. most people like to fire their mouths off, and get overly garrulous, if you will, but dont retain the self-discipline to live out what they just finished bantering on about. on another note, how can anyone with half a brain NOT understand that the whole superBOWL/JJ nakedness episode was planned, and successfully carried out, as the latest media-ized "accident" or absurdity to cause celebrity controversy -- a SLIGHT (and VERY boring) enigma -- the next "something" for 200 million American sheep to talk about at work -- radio talk shows to discuss -- massive amounts of publicity for all those involved (bad or good attention, dont matter, remember andy warhol and Louie D.) -- a twistedly absurd amount of money pouring into the recording and entertainment corporations, etc. (due to this overwhelming and sickenly FREE publicity) -- which eventually finds itself trickling down into the pockets of the network machines, tv people, jack asses, idiots, company CEOs, blah blah, with a few mil floating around, just enough, it turns out, to anesthetize the FCC. and in the meantime, Janet shits gold tootsies, timberlake drives off in his fifth H2 to his number six estate (for the ladies, of course), the superBOWL lives up to its rep as the sad american annual televised highlight of many peoples sad american lives, and the rest of us loose a little more hope. until next time. 

۞
Slavic-Proletariat Messages 

From The Man with the Movie Camera THE REAL The Man with the Movie Camera seemed to elucidate and exaggerate the ideas of separation between the Imaginary (perhaps Spectacle) and the Real. The old theatre as an opening scene is what got things rolling in this direction. The theatre is universally known to be the environment of the imaginary: sets, actors, scripts, plots, costumes, audiences, etc. As the film went on, I thought the cinematographer/director might have consciously juxtaposed this idea against (or as an introduction) to the rest of the film in order to send out the message (once the viewer has experienced some of the body of the film) that what you are about to see is not Imaginary&but Real. Further, it is made clear in the opening credits and subtitles that there were no sets, actors, scripts, plots, costumes, audiences, etc. used in the making of the film. Before too much of the film gets underway, then, we as the audience are guided to the intended interpretation on the part of the cinematographer/director that what you are experiencing is the Real. In conforming well to Kittler s theory that frequency is of the Real, because there is no line between where the audio experience stops and (ultimately) our consciousness begins, that we are possibly completely saturated with sound, the cinematographer/director adds in the musical compositions carefully altering the moods of the various scenes or chapters of the film. This has great effect on the viewer s immediate perceptions of the scene being played out at any given moment in the film and viewing experience. (e.g. The light, flowing scores harmonizing around scenes of the busy, flowing, trafficy city streets gives the sense of continuity and naturalness to what is seen later on, with much stronger, faster and heightened, pounding beats, as complete industrial and ontological chaos.) THE IMAGINARY As the film continues on the cinematographer/director then begins to take another stance the first time he is shown in a scene carrying around his camera and tripod. This, to me, was the first moment of HYPERMEDIACY as we are abruptly reminded that we are indeed watching a film, and the separation between the cinematographer/director s message and (ultimately) our own consciousness is drawn agape. Moments later, though, we are drawn right back into the film, to a sense of the Real, because of the use of the film, its content, fast pace, wonder of why? (it was made), and, of course, if not mostly due to, the audio compositions surrounding us as the viewers. This continues on until once again, almost like clockwork, we begin to see a pattern emerge of cinematographer/director in and out of scenes, reminding us of its HYPERMEDIACY, then soon into an IMMEDIATE state, back and forth&etc. THE REAL There is another aversion to the sense of the Real that happens when we experience the cinematographer/director carrying around the camera which we associate with having emulsified the very film we sit and watch: an impossibility we (maybe subconsciously) decide to overlook. We see scenes of the laborers, the factory workers, the minors, the working class hard at work, sweating, breathing in coal dust, molten metal exploding brilliantly around old mechanized gears. Then we see the cinematographer/director walking among them, wielding his camera and tripod on his shoulder, no differently than a minor carries his pickaxe. This is an exaggeration of the notion that, although we are not seeing the very film he turns in his camera, we as the audience are experiencing what cinematographer/director is experiencing as he stands or trudges through those very scenes in his real life. For the times, the cinematographer/director goes to great lengths to immerse his audience completely in 1920s Russian working class existence. THE IMAGINARY Just as these ideas were going on in my head, for the first time, the audience witnesses the use of split screens. The surface of the film, or movie screen in Sturm room 434 once again, becomes mindlessly apparent. A jarring realization, once again, that we are not walking around in 1920s Russia, but have been using our imaginations all along to put us there. THE BREAKTHROUGH The film takes on the qualities of a Dadaist or Surrealist painting or installation, where we as the viewer are intentionally placed in a waking dream state, only to be constantly reminded that it is indeed only a waking dream state. The crude special effects (choppy magician tricks, hallucinatory audio instrumentation in looping trance-like compositions, the velocity of the tracks, etc.) remind me of maybe what the Cedar Bar painters (the Abstract Expressionists, The Founders, The Heavy Hitters, The Originals) might have gone through trying to break down barriers of communication and emotion, creating something spontaneous or unconsciously tapped into through the extreme use of the logic of hypermediacy. The cinematographer/director, like Pollock painting drunk in old white barn upstate New York, is trying to do something he maybe doesn t fully understand himself: the manifestation (in Real form, a physical object we can see and touch and experience) of Subconscious Communication. SIGNS and SYMBOLS noted of great import on the cinematographer/director s message: 1. V.I. Lenin s workers club in Odessa: headquarters of the Proletariat 2. Radio tuning: an informed and technological culture 3. Folk music: a cultured, uplifted community 4. Chess: and intelligent community 5. Karl Marx bust: devotion, faithfulness to belief systems (political, religious, philosophical, etc.) 6. Industry: hard working, working class ethics 7. Factories, autos, street cars (vs. --and filmed next to-- the horse drawn buggies): technologically advanced, forward moving society 

۞
OUTCOME: PART OF THE HERD 

The Situationists, Debord, and McLuhan Debord s Society_ The illusion (vs. truth), the sign (vs. signified), the copy (vs. the original) has become society s one reality. In entrusting (or mindlessly following) the path of least opposition, people have become/are becoming disillusioned and sidetracked from their truths. Life becomes a grand collection of spectacles and events of distraction, nothing more, and nothing less. Life becomes a representation of what it could (or should) be. The spectacle presents itself as an instrument of unification . It concentrates on the gazing and consciousness part of society; fooling and deceiving because, inherently, it has a separateness. Therefore then the gazing is deceitful and consciousnesses false: creating a rather unfounded "unification", but one that is easily believed. This seems to be much more apparent now than it even was when Debord was writing The Society of the Spectacle. Perhaps then this is causing a snowball effect into the new millennium? Alienating people further from their nature? Seemingly content with their cell phones duct taped to their heads? On The spectacle is not a collection of images, but a social relation among people, mediated by images _ Media puts out these images. These images portray a version of society back to that very same society. People buy into these images as at least having some amount of truth or accuracy. The people are then buying into the media itself. They begin to ENTRUST the media, whatever that media may be, and the fact that they are simultaneously distracted by the CONTENT of the message doesn t aid in their subconscious desires for independent thought. The media-FAITH is built up. The media knows this because THEY pay for this INFORMATION (which becomes KNOWLEDGE because they put it to use). The media has successfully manipulated the unknowing (or dim-witted) consumer/user/viewer, and the process continues on and on& resulting in a poorly informed community and further down the line, newer generations, each one more misguided than its predecessor. Why does this massive misconception Debord calls the Spectacle exist in the first place? Numbers of people? Media gain? Capitalist profit? Lazy people not doing their homework, letting things be decided for them? Knowing a good deal about many different types of people around the country and seeing obvious patterns in human traits, it is easy to see HOW the Spectacle CONTINUES to flourish in society, but I wonder WHY it even exists at all. A Connection With McLuhan_ As we were talking about in class on Wednesday, about the video camera becoming a tourist s vacation; that blurred line between the media as an extension of our perceptive senses and the actual reality surrounding the extensions, and the changes this causes. The danger comes when these people start to accept a certain FAITH OF THESE MEDIA. They start to ENTRUST the camera as their EXPERIENCE of that weekend in Paris. Not the Paris they are standing in, walking around in, smelling coffee in the cafes and baking break in, but the electronic images they are seeing in the 2x2 in. viewfinder as they wander the rue Cardinal Lemoine, or trip over the morning edition of La Gazette de Lausanne in a twine-wrapped bundle tossed along the sidewalk from the truck. (Although W. Benjamin brought up the idea of unconscious optics showing us a reality, or maybe more of the reality we think we already know, as does psychoanalysis examines unconscious impulses, I don t have any reason to assume that is what the average dv camera buyer from Best Buy is out to accomplish.) McLuhan's thesis that media as extensions of our perceptive senses has us believing that media IS the reality. Debord: social relation among people that is mediated by images . The connection I am trying to make is the similar existences of faulty perceptions through TECHNOLOGY/MEDIA that people have been somewhat fooled by, and continue to TRUST, and that these perceptions are of an unfounded FAITH. So, once again, we find the masses to be unknowingly comfortable in their own processes of OBEYING THE GIANT. Ignorance is said to be bliss; America, sheep don t think. Then again, perhaps technology IS actually the natural process of man s evolution. Perhaps through research and applied technologies to create further technologies that extend our capabilities as a species, we will begin to use the other 90% of our minds. Maybe the process has already begun, and I m just being the skeptic, watching the next wave manifest itself from my front porch in the Montana woods. 

۞
The eMPATHY Machine 

God,


Someone said to me once that the internet is the only functioning anarchy that can exist. Maybe that means a truly operational state of anarchy has to exist in the "other world" that we have created. Maybe not the ideal word to use here is "anarchy", but the concept of an idealized world. Starting with roll-playing, Bolter and Grusin examine how this idea can be a benefit to the self. Specifically, they talk in depth about virtual reality ultimately leading to a form of universal Empathy. Where B&G leave off this clause and I pick up is here: what the human race needs is more opportunity (forced or not) to experience empathy. Quite possibly it is the answer to a more sympathetic and understanding race. Beyond that, it is a method of creating a better world for the inhabitants of that race, and the "lesser" animals who share in this space. "Benedikt thinks of the relation between these two worlds ("natural" and cyberspace) as an evolving process of dematerialization..." (B&G, 181) "...with the ballast of materiality cast away--cast away again, and perhaps finally." (Benedikt) "...Proponents of cyberspace seem to be replaying the logic of transcendence at the heart of Christianity..." (B&G, 182) or Buddhism, or Taoism, or Hinduism, Judaism, etc. "The design of cyberspace is, after all, the design of another life-world...offering the intoxicating prospect of actually fulfilling--with a technology very nearly achieved--a dream thousands of years old: the dream of transcending the physical world, fully alive, at will, to dwell in some Beyond--to be empowered or enlightened there, alone or with others, and to return" (Benedikt, 131). The concept of "immaterialization" and the shedding of material goods and concerns go back as far as I ve ever read in the beneficial creation of a more spiritual identity for the self. Empathy, along with the idea of shedding materialism is universally relevant on the path to enlightenment (no matter which structured Religion you are discussing, if any). From simplicity and empathy comes a further understanding, compassion, good will, grace and heightened awareness of the world one inhabits and "beyond". So I m going to build The eMPATHY Machine. Starting in grade school, children would have to sit in The Machine once every school year until they are 18. Then, it would become something like the civil service act, and every US citizen would have to stay registered and sit in The Machine once a year, every year. Once it works and goes out for mass-use among the people, it would be advisable, most likely, to change the name to something like the CAT Test who seems so harmless as its induced into every child across the country every spring time elementary year (California Achievement Test). More technically, The eMPATHY Machine could be a VRML-based application that allows for the user to live out fifteen minutes of life as experienced by the a starving Sudan child as seen in many an Adbusters socio-political work (Remediation), a twelve year old black girl in Selma in 1954, a Jewish father in Poland 1939, an abused woman, your movie star of choice, homeless folk, handicapped war veterans... and on and on. 

Who knows?

LT

۞
An Interpretation on Walter Benjamin's "The Work of Art in the Age of Mechanical Reproduction" 

In the preface of "The Work of Art in the Age of Mechanical Reproduction", my interpretation of what Benjamin is saying may or may not be accurate to the author's intended rationale. It seems, though, that to Benjamin, the changes in conditions of art production or reproduction are much more noticeable today than they were fifty years ago. This argument can be more clearly, or more readily, elucidated by examining (or writing or reading a thesis about) the developmental tendencies of art under present conditions in the world as opposed to, for example, utilizing a thesis on the art of the proletariat after its assumptions of power or about the art of a classless society. Reason: Today it is noted that the dialectic ("The art or practice of arriving at the truth by the exchange of logical arguments." (dictionary.com.)) of the developmental tendencies of art under present condition are just as prevalent in and relevant to our economy as they are in the superstructure of our society. For this reason they have much potential to wield power: "It would therefore be wrong to underestimate the value of such theses as a weapon" (W. Benjamin, 1). Further: The developmental tendencies of art under present condition brush aside elements "such as creativity and genius, eternal value and mystery" (W. Benjamin, 1), words with which we are familiar, but when applied by an individual in any seat of power, an autocratic (or Fascist) institution, information can be processed in error. Be it a trendy magazine editor, corporate CEO, or high-tiered politician, it is dangerous for one person to have the power of influence over the masses. Keep in mind, people are like sheep, generally, and will assume the role (buy the product, agree with an argument, vote this way or that, etc.) which is most readily presented to them. With this in mind, Benjamin sets out to show that his concepts introduced into the theory of art are not so that the information can be misunderstood or manipulated in a Fascist way, but perhaps so that we can decide, in the light of our current instamatic, mass-produced and mechanically reproduction-alized world, what is and what is no longer to be considered art. On A Relation Between Steve Mann's Cyber-Men Experiments at the University of Toronto and Paul Valery's Excerpt of PIECES SUR L' ART, "La Conquete de l'ubiquite" As I watched the bearded man in dark sunglasses walking down the rainy sidewalks of Toronto or across the University campus with the narrator explaining Steve Mann's experiments, it seemed plain to me that the need for art galleries and concert venues-- among many other public places-- could, or perhaps would, soon disappear. With the convenience of a limitless database of information available to the individual, called up upon request to a small monitor on the inside of a dark pair of sunglasses, eyeglasses, or own inherent retina, any and all information requested by the individual would be omnipresent. This includes books, weather forcasts, your neighbors favorite color, the price of a six pack of beer, famous paintings on exhibit, new works of art, and your friends live music performance--as it is happening--in a bar across the city. No longer would the individual necessarily have the need to get up out of their house, fight traffic, pay for parking, risk an auto accident or getting mugged, etc. With an AOL Buddy-list-type collection of friends and family in your iPod sized database, the individual will tap into the virtual space of their friends band while their friends anywhere in the world will do the same. Connected wirelessly with voice and video streaming the friends can enjoy a night out on the town together without ever leaving their homes or paying a cover charge. As we all know, beers from the store are cheaper than beers at the bars; in the long run this would save people money, but perhaps simultaneously render the venues and galleries obsolete. I have a tangible and pragmatic definition for Benjamin's "Aura" that I keep in mind. It can be said as the following: An object's uniqueness; not limited to but including it's placement (historical, physical, spacial, timely, etc.) in the superstructure. It is the elements of the object (art work, natural object, etc.) that give it it's unique and authentic value. (Which makes me ask this to anyone who's read "Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance": How is the Aura the same as Robert Persig's 'Quality'?) The viewer's experience would obviously be much different, much like Benjamin's comparison between the actor's aura in theater and film? Perhaps this eventual breakdown of the need for art galleries and concert venues would result in a decline of the art work's aura? 

If you have any thoughts on this matter, please let me know—

Leonard.

۞
Gone To See A Movie as A Prize Fighter Writer 

It s Sunday night and I ve gone to see a movie as a writer, out the front door, down the steps, bouncing out into the city streets, horns honking, coffees steaming in hands of bustling citizens, the cracked sidewalks with newspapers like a mogul run down the long block of greystones and two-flat bungalow haven. The evening snowstorm in March is not unexpected. The Chinese restaurant is always closed at this hour. The gas station beer store, on the other hand, is always open. People buying cigarettes and pumping foolish gasoline with engines running, wintery exhaust filtering up into the fluorescent glow. Lotto scratch-off metal dust tickets that don t match a thing. Scuffing my blacktop alley soles along the pavement I think about the film house, old broken down popcorn bags one dollar a piece. No soda, bring your own, or bring your whiskey if you need be. The movies usually aren t that bad. Rip rap on bullet proof glass, One, Please. Only one, tonight, suga? She creamed back slowly. Yeah. I said, sliding in the dollar bills, Just one. You don t look lonely. She emphasized the word look in her statement and pulled pornographically on her cigarette. I m not. I smiled, and looked right past her to the black and white Jack Dempsey poster hanging on the ticket office wall. Passing by the black windows at Red Dragon after hours, I seen myself hip hopping past the shops, hands jammed down into front pants pockets, reflected in the flat plane glass like a Portland Polaroid self-portrait not much like a solitaire drunkard in the streets, but like a Belfast prize fighter, lean to the bones and muscle, quick in the mind, fast on the bout, right to the fists for any yip yap passer-by, floating from the skinny profile, proletariat knit hat tip-tilted atop my head at just the right victorious, spit-bucket, pay no never mind angle, zip front sweatshirt under thrift store snap-up windbreaker died skyblue and radiant in the yellow streetlamp glow, snow falling all around, sticking to these heavy leather shoes. The movies usually aren t that bad when you enter the film house with illicit industrial intentions of filtering your future content back onto the street, thoughtful detournemonte, concocting a new Bigger Picture, more honest than the rest. In the light of things, the movies are just usually not that bad. 
03.04.04 Josephine Street Big City Freight Train Blues: Portland Poems 

۞
Untitled 

Saturday, March 06, 2004 Lately hey girl, lifes crazy sometimes. i've been running around with a lot of girls lately. i guess that might come off as an attempt to rub in that very idea, but, ironically, that is not my intention. i dont know, but the whole girl scene is crazy, and/but i've been writing even more lately, working till 2:30 am in the computer lab, etc. so that helps. one of my teachers turned me on to this wonderful book that i have not been able to much more than crack at this point, but it's a gem of insight. that much i know. its called the road to excess, a history of writers on drugs, and so far the speed freaks are my favorite. there is a whole section on bodhidharma (the missionary monk who brought buddhism to china from india, where it originated) having trouble staying awake during meditation, and finally, in frustration, he tore off his eye lids to be eternally awake. where his eyelids landed, tea plants sprouted. later the drink was used to aid prayer in the eastern christian church of ethiopia, and on and on. its a great book. anyway, we got into the gothic theater (where we saw liquid soul one time when you were here) last night for free. the radiators tore the place up. i havent been to see a solid five man band in way too long. new earth mud, i think, last quarter was the latest. at first i attempted to drunkenly sweet talk the girl at the door, because Jordan Fairway was digging her, and i just feel free enough to do that these days. it didnt work. it was late and she was probably tired of dealing with people, not being able to go see the show herself. eventually, though, she just let us in. i was asked by the director of the program to TA his internet design class over my spring break. it pays really well, and it will lead me to a professorship at some point. life is crazy sometimes. i was thinking today...well, i just wanted to say hi i guess. im sure that your new long distance dude is planning on coming to Portland for your operation, so it might not be a good idea for me to come see you. i dont want to have to hit a nurse in a hospital. hehe. i hope you are having fun there. ps benny suchy called yesterday, he's back on tour after a long bout in FLA. he's got dates in sandpoint, hot springs, and bozeman. im hoping to tag along and be the rambling SPOKEN WeRD roadie. what fun it is to ride and sing, a sleighing song tonight. oh! i have my own editorial column again. this time its for the DMSpace website here at the university. its called the unKnown Zone. its like spring in Portland today, and some soul just drove by down on the street below my window blasting Against the Wind by bob segar...life is good. g When you cut up the present, the future leaks out. :WSBurroughs 

۞
Another Night 

Friday March 05, 2004 no drinking for me till friday. i made the pact. last night a downed a few with stephanie (from club spank's) and watched that fucking twisted ass freak of a movie i borrowed from you. jesus, god that thing was strange. those fucking infecteds, man. and why the hell didnt the black hot girl and bubble head go loot a few uzi's early on. this baseball bat and broken beer bottle as weapons shit just didnt cut it. i guess it wouldnt have been nearly as suspenseful if they just roamed around london mowing down the screaming vomiting neo-corpses at the flick of a trigger. i sure woulda dug it. stephie and i bonded over that one, man, nice work. a couple pass time pales and a cutie on sunday night. somebody in the big house likes the technO-dee. waking up at 730 sucked. the border? what the fuck? you're looking for some freshies, i guess. that place now reminds me of the gaming dreddy girl. i just want to run into her out one night and make eye contact, and give her the three-second "what the fuck's your mis-deal" look, and go back to my pint, full belly laughing at something DON CARLOS does. fear not, stranger prophesies have happened. keep friday open. notify the scouts. its going down. -the doc 

۞
01 March 2004
Silvia Midtown,

No modern-day bhikku, mindful bodhisattva, veritable philosopher, or corduroy clad poet would call himself so, if he left things the way I have with you. Although I may not agree with many of the things you’ve done, they were still things that you did in your life, or with your life, and I am not the one to say what is right or wrong in that situation.

The few simple things that I know for sure in this life is that I will always be skinny, looking for answers, and then writing documentary prose in reflection, in order to share what I’ve found out with the few people in my life whom I love to no end. I feel lucky enough just to know this. The rest will come with time.

I am sure you figured out by now that the reason I reacted to things the way I did was only because I loved you very much and because the pain of separation was very hard to bear. Remember that, because that is the truth.

There are crazy changes going on all the time here, from one day to the next. Debbie wigged out and I told her to take a hike. Simultaneously, I met a beautiful girl on the sidewalk out front of my apartment. I left her notes on her windshield, and a Portland poem from a while ago. Perhaps there is honesty in serendipity after all. 

I also know that your operation coming up will be a success.

Wishing you always—

Walls for the wind,

A roof for the rain

And tea by the fire…
LT
۞
Revelation and the Holy Breath of Heightened Awareness

A Prose Missive on the Personal Repercussions of Distrust

18 February 04
i. Ironically, as unimaginably mad and disappointed and utterly disgusted I am with you, I don’t really have much to say. But then, at the same time, I do because I don’t like things left unfinished. So right now, and with this letter, I will close up this ridiculous situation. 


Ostensibly, I wanted you to know how I feel, because a lot gets left out in our phone conversations, especially when I have to keep calling you back after you continually hang up.


First of all, you should know that I never trusted you from the beginning. I’m sure you were somewhat aware of this, yet you never did anything to fix it. I was the foolish one for hanging on, thinking you’d change. But, just like your ex-husband, "change" is obviously too much to ask. (Perhaps you two have more in common than I thought!) 

Regretfully, now, I did keep talking to you, even when I had a wonderful, trustworthy, and respectable woman to love who I knew from the hour I met her that I would be able to be with her and trust in her ways. 

I realized how unbelievably naïve I was being when I called Friday morning, and your mother had to be the one to tell me what you’d decided to do. It is all very clear to me now why your own family sometimes cannot even stand you. You don’t know how to treat people. I had a nice conversation with Haakon the other day and I now have more respect for him than I ever had for you the entire time we were together. 

This thing you did was the last straw. I wanted to tell you this: Do whatever you want, with who ever you want, and whenever you want. I no longer care at all about you, or anything that happens to you.


Also, you should know I feel a bit stupid, upon retrospect. This is due to the fact that you were a trampy sluttish Bigfork girl before I met you, and, mirroring what people close to me warned me about, as soon as I left town, you reverted to your old and terribly whorish ways. As they say: once a slut, always a slut. Congratulations. You see, Silvia Midtown, you never will be with a quality guy because quality people, sooner or later, realize distrustful, whorish qualities in the girls they may temporarily be dating. And then they dump them. It makes me only a little bit sad because I really liked you for a long time. I let it drag on. But that too will go away on it’s own, just like you already have.


The worst part, though, is that you let some fucking asshole who we used to make fun of have sex with you, you Jackass. But, hell, Silvia Midtown, knowing you, you probably initiated the whole goddamn thing. The most ironic part of all this is that we also used to make fun of all the sluttish white-trash Montana girls like Jen Legland, Kailey, Abbey, etc. and now you are one of them!! I should have slowed down when I realized that all these tramps we ripped apart, time after time, day after day, were the girls you called your friends!

JESUS, that was stupid of me.


ii. I am sure you will crumple this letter up and throw it angrily away. This is only because you know what I am writing here is true; you don’t like it, yet you consciously live it.

It feels good to get it all out and let you know how I feel. I feel free now, with optimistic views on my career, future, and upcoming travels with an intelligent, honest, aware, and successful, twenty-seven-year-old Irish red head from Chicago whom I’ve told you about, and whom I care very much for, since we met, New Year’s Eve. 

Please do not respond to this letter. After all, you would only prove to be a nuisance to my days and nights.

On a side note, I do have to come by there sometime and pick up the paintings I have at your house. I do not know when this will be. (If you could use that small brain of yours to figure out how to ship them to me that would be ideal. Please also include the H2O bath set, it cost me a lot more than you are worth to me now, and I would like someone I care about to have it.) Otherwise, perhaps we can arrange it for a time when you are not there for whatever reason, because I do honestly hope that I never have to see you again.

۞
digitology 

Friday, February 20, 2004 digitology i was thinking this today: i walked down, to the way south end of campus to the mass comm building to try to open the last issue of green door house that i only have a digital copy of left, in quark from mac0s9, on my hard drive, which is running on OSX. its not a good scene really, but this is not the issue. anyway, it was warm and sunny and i was having this really great walk down there, listening to jason mraz, singing, etc. (people probably get a kick out of me walking by, especially when im walking and its sunny and i can see the snow capped mountains to the east and if feel really good and high, drinking tea and on and on..) and then i got into the lab and there was the email from jjReal and i read it and it was all just very cool, you know. so then my buddy Jordan Fairway came by unexpectedly and i told him some things that were going on. his bike is broken. he's from chicago. so i read over her email a few more times and wrote her back and left the lab. THAT is when i wondered why you never mentioned this girl or her work before... so i guess we had the same thought today, independently... on another note: im working on this semi-anonymous/virtual identity idea tonight. my teacher has a rad one: pHarmanaut. so i've been thinking though, you know, about chat places, SPOKEN WeRD cd/dvd publications, performance, etc. sort of like a stage name for the digital realm. its pretty fun really, make a list of words, cut them up, combine, chop apart. i havent gotten The One yet but when i do it'll stick around, you know, then ill use it to sign in everywhere, IM, chat, etc. 

۞
Mixed Up Auditory Experimentation 

Monday, February 23, 2004 Mixed Up Auditory Experimentation E23: right now, i have four main ideas which i plan to manifest as at least part of my trace class material. im sure i'll pick up a ton of cool stuff from him during the course, so its all a work in progress. what i have for now is a endless supply of poetry/prose/ramblings/cut-ups/etc to record of my own which will be mixed and layed over and experimented with the following: 1. man made rhythms, sounds and beats, one track which will be something like "Thrift Store Courderoy Jam" (various rhythms created with the scratchy ribs of old school Levi's) 2. the experimental piano compositions of MissDelReal. you may have seen the cd for it on the site (http://ninearts.org/real.htm). shes this rad computer lab chick in chicago who creates these works and mixes them up, plays around with her own original piano scores. i have only two mp3s right at the moment, but she's stoked on the idea and working on many more. (Stephanie Holiday--the last Industry Profile i wrote for dmspace--introduced me to her recently) 3. my riotously dionysian drunken poet friends in knoxville tennessee 4. the delta folk slide guitar acoustics of my good north dakota traveling hobo friend Ben suchy (http://bensuchy.com). right now, i dont know HOW these ideas are going to pan out. by that i mean, im not sure if i have four separate cds here or one bad ass MF that does and interesting job of spaning the potential spectrum for fusing contemporary american road poetry with a lot of different types of performance work... i really think the SOMETHING OF THE REAL cd will be its own work. miss del real and i have been talking and she's so stoked to be composing for it. we've already decided its going to be titled above with an american roadtrip theme running through all the tracks. i think right now its going to be a pretty somber and reflective type of outpouring, you know, a meditative album that ironically battles back the chaos of city traffic, busy lives, the samsara circle, etc...i think its going to be pretty sick, volume turned up in peoples car stereos, you know, they're cruising around dodging stop lights and the voice and music coming out of the speakers is like "...in the mad hoard of twisted spoke hysterics, my gang and i first took over iowa, then nebraska, then..." submissions always accepted. i'll keep you posted as to how the SPOKEN WeRD projects evolve. i have traces class next quarter, so most of it will go down then. thanks for inquiring man.... so many projects...so little time... we definitely need to find PhD teaching jobs so the summer and part of winter are semi-free for work in the field and studio! 

۞
BLUES TRAVELER 

Thursday, February 26, 2004 BLUES TRAVELER | CO leg : miniSpringtime Rockies Tour i plan to be in full attendance, armed only with the Cat's Meow, freestanding SlickRock, and new truck--dirty and packed with all of the necessary rations--at the following shows. if you haven't seen the Traveler on a mountain venue in Oregon (where they are at their auditory prime) you are missing one of the great pleasures in life (not to mention the lightening fast, mind-bending, contemplatory harmonical enigma we refer to as John Popper). if any of you modernday gadabouts are interested in coming along, here are the goods... (this could be a good trip-swap as well, if you are unable to ski due to a torn ACL which you registered while busting a 'fancy move' around a squirley defender on the sticky turf of the indoor soccer field.) BLUES TRAVELER | CO leg : miniSpringtime Rockies Tour Fri., Apr. 9 : Steamboat Springs Sat., Apr. 10 : Vail Sun., Apr. 11 : Grand Junction 

۞
Extra 

i needed a more powerfully connected M-A-C for the zip disko fantasmic orchestration technique i was mastering for the final project. the F.A.J. was not in the house. i think he got back today as well, but not in office. no need for that on a saturday night fever. DON CARLOS, on the other hand, is running amuck, solo in orlando. he's got the fukin bus schedule mapped out all over the hotel room, figuring exactly what time he's gotta get up, swim, etc so that he can make the crosstown transfer to the rap show and have time to sauce in between. brilliant stuff. next year you will go to the iDMAa. no law abiding dms hoodlum should go without. some chick called the hotel room when i was writing and Don Carlos was saucey talking to his brother or his girl, and this chick asked for me then said she'd call back because feefee said he was on the other line. i still have yet to find out who this chick is... intruiging, dont you think? so is anne going out dressed like pat benatar again? are there chicks swinging freely around your house this evening? i'll bring em some killians. they will dig. be there soon.. blasting the neighbors with truth be told in the six speaker surround sound leather pimp R.V. ... 

۞
To Jordan Fairway 

hell yeah, i was kikin it in leo block. just me and one other chick, one teacher came on through on his way out. it's a bare ass annie going down over there after the last critique in fajardo headquarters let out, the lights went out in georgia. the whole fuckin place was locked good thing some dude was going out through the indoor and that i use no punctuation anymore high dive? yes rockit someone pick me up i dropped a fitty on the cabbie in the F-L-A and dont qwant to do that anymore no punctuations cool check this essay out kiddies --- http://ninearts.org/academic/beatific.htm got word from DON CARLOS, he's rockin it at a rap concert downtown disney tonight. the kid is high on life right now guaranteed. but the dewars pitcher in his backpack is helping. dive: 11:00 pm i have a few kills to finish before then. Jordan Fairway im coming over to drink at your place. call up the hunnies. 

۞
To Jordan Fairway (again) 

Jordan Fairway: the paper was excellent, well done. Father cakes: when i graduate, and have a job, indeed i will, but he'll be the biggest jet black dog you've ever seen and i'll name him Moses. on the other note, i wasnt using the critical approaches final essay comparing marshall mcluhan freidrich kittler the beats and most specifically the media of the three part model to pick up chicks, she'd already been picked up at this point, and it was at least our third email. now, stop writing me you fuckers, im trying to post up the good dr.KIT, and i cant get away from this iBook, i seem to have developed a vanilla latte induced addiction for sending along short paragraphs of electric prose. snap back to reality, op, there goes gravity... you know the rest. 

۞
Four Days in the FLA 

i just returned from four days in orlando. it was 85 and sunny the whole time. hot chicks by the pool...me, kickin it, digging them all...flashing them a smile here and there....you know, working the scene in general. my friend DON CARLOS who went with (it was a conference for school) shared a room. i was working on a paper one of the days and he went to the "free booze" party in suite 1113. i knew it was going to be trouble because he was so stoked about it and talked about "oh man free drinks..." and on and on. so he comes back into the room two hours later hammered and rambling on, carrying a plastic tumbler of white wine in one hand and one of red in the other, going on about how he "talked to everyone" and tried hitting on some girl, but got blocked by some other dude, and that he told at least one person there (he had no idea who he was talking to at any point during the cocktail party) that he was a professor! i was like, "man, how many of those free stiffies did you get your greedy little hands on, anyway, you're slurring..." and he started giggling and said, "seven or so gin and tonics, plus these two..." then he dssappeared into the bathroom for a while and i though he passed out, but came back out saying "oh man i just thought of something...i know they ran out of dewars, but i didnt check if they still had any beer." and he turned and ran out of the room. then we went down to dinner in the big banquet room when he got back. we were standing in line with a lot of other people and DON CARLOS was talking loud and saying things about the conference sucked. at first i was going to tell him to keep it down, but then i figured maybe he has an opinion and it takes nine cups of the sauce to get him to voice it, so i just let him rant for a while, and laughed the whole time. ahh, florida...the eternal spring break. 

۞
Earlier in Orlando 

dr odyseuss is back in the operating room after a lovely early morning jet airliner across most of the contiguous united states. remind me not to fly again for a lo-- oh shit, im going to chicago in two weeks. oh well, traveling offers the luxury of seeing hot chicks in a plethora of environs, not excluding the two we tried to meet at the hotel bar after seeing them sunbathing at the pool earlier in the day. the plan may well have worked, only i think i took too much time doing my hair in the room. five minutes after DON CARLOS left me working with kittler last evening, he came busting back into the room, sweaty and out of breath, doing his best not to spill a pint of killians that he'd brought up with him from the lobby, going on about "the chicks from the pool" and how he'd seen them in the elevator. and now they were in the bar. "did you talk to them?" i questioned, looking up from page 24.5. "no." "no? why not, we need to know where they're going. get on that, man!" "because i only had this much killians at that point." he put his thumb and forefinger together about a half inch apart and lined them up with the two-sips worth of empty glass at the top of his pint. "they're all perfumed up." he added, stretching my imagination a bit further. we rushed down but they were gone. point is, we drank three pints a piece there anyway. fuckin broads, man, who ne--- HOWEVER... "The Grand Wizard LexiConductor or The Lunatics Have Taken Charge of the Asylum" is complete. i will be uploading it in a number of minutes, and quarter two closing celebrations will be well under way shortly thereafter. anyone have any plans for tonight? i was thinking maybe something different for a change, you know, a lot of drinks and some chicks. (maybe i should stop referring to them as chicks and one of them would actually stick.) 

۞
LexiConductor 

Despite the onslaught of his 1964 publication Understanding Media: The Extensions of Man, the book's strangely overwhelming and nearly immediate academic acceptance, metamorphosis into Holy Scripture, and the ensuing run of celebrity status years on television talk shows, corporate lecture circuits, Warhol canvases, and Hollywood movie sets, the man who had the air about him suggesting a firm belief that it was the business of prophets to bring prophetic news (Lapham, ix), and a scholar who retained the charisma of a haruspex with the irresistible certitude of the monomaniac (Thomas Wolfe), Marshall McLuhan s rather ubiquitous hypothesis that The Medium is the Message, denies the condition where the more consistent message is not only prior to medium, but exists independently of it. The medium, not only plays a vital role in the transmission of a message-concept through time and space, but serves as primo-translator, manipulator, and even possible interpreter of the message-concept, and its content, from its preexisting and preemptive incarnation. ...see-- http://ninearts.org/academic/beatific.htm 

۞
Chicago Letter to Anyone Who's Listening 

Chicago: my family all lives there. my brother just bought a house at Irving & Francisco and had a baby boy three days ago with lots of black curly hair. his name is Martin Joseph O'Toole. my sisters both live in the suburbs. same with my mom and dad. i have a girlfriend here, Roda, its only been a month/half, i want to marry her like mad. crazy world. No, i dont talk to jen (collier) anymore, havent for years. i used to email them (i was pretty good friends with her boyfriend after a while) and it was all cool then she just stopped ever writing back. so it goes. i think she still lives in carbondale, but for all i know could be in chicago, 30, with a dog, etc. bagging groceries at Jewel, running a company, who knows. i have one more year of my M.A. and i got one of the G.T.A. positions here at the university in my department (Digital Media Studies). getting a Nikon D1X in a couple of paychecks. also trying to go abroad to shoot and write sometime soon...somewhere with enormous mtn peaks and dirty faced children who run around barefoot, live in tents or huts and soak up their surroundings and laughter like a sponge. it'll happen, i just haven't hit the nail directly on the head just yet. im getting more excited to stay in school: Ph.D. in mad cap laughs and philosophy, figure out some way to get payed, buy a cabin, 20 acres, three dogs, my studio, and a few guns, just to shoot around and never hurt no one. the manager of the band My Morning Jacket is personally UPSing their extra bonnaroo ticket overnight to me to my friends place in Knoxvegas TN where we're meeting before the shows. ...small world, and on a daily basis now, i realize that each one of us isn't much different from the next... g Founder & Publisher-at-arms NUMBER NINE Arts & Books | http://ninearts.org ANECDOTES of a GRAPHAGROMANIAC | http://llc.du.edu/gotoole POLYFonic RECORDS | http://llc.du.edu/gotoole/polyfonic 08 June 2004 

۞
Mountain Arts Rescue Mission 

using DSL/mozilla, sipping heavey vanilla latte in Alley Cat Coffee house, Court Hollis, CO: ================================================ 
im in. ill be on the road second half of june for benny's second grassroots fest and a stint in the humid tenements of chicago, and--if all goes well with another grant proposal--there is a slight chance i'll be "culturally mapping" the islands off the northern coast of norway for a week in june. this is uncertain, however, and regardless of these two trips, i'll be in Portland the remainder of the time. also, there is a chance Roda and i will be securing this fkn fat house with big yard, two stories, studio space "up the wazoo" as she would say on columbine near the uni. in such a case, the first incarnations of the Mountain Arts Rescue Mission will be in full swing as of June 1... see: http://www.ninearts.org/collaborative.htm i'll be back from the hills sunday, experimentally audiologizing in my office hours mon-wed, and a free bird running amock in the Portland streets come thurs 3:00 pm. lets get this show on the road. 28 May 2004 

۞
Monday Letter To Jordan Fairway, Last Week of Spring Class 

by this time i was fast asleep. the devil got in me sometime sunday evening and i drove to taco bell to get stared at by the hispanic drive-thru girl, and to pick up two burritos too many, i realized, as i gorged my tired and spent self in front of the television, Friends reruns where someone was kissing someone they probably werent supposed to in a quaint wooden coffee shop. Then, out of guilt and boredom, I went for a late night stroll through the neighborhoods looking for houses to rent, maybe something with a driveway and hardwood floors. After twelve blocks or so, I returned home and collapsed into my cold midnight bed. I'll be in the faction 2-1-1 later today. Im working in the College of Law right now, coding for a few hours into the afternoon due to the fact that i rolled in here at noon after sleeping in very late and taking a long oatmeal-soap shower. ps your parents signed up, and are now official Graphagromaniacs. i'll be eagerly anticipating baring rants from the ex-prof. 24 May 2004 

۞
Sundance Saturday 

i was mighty taken by the combo of the studio library (much expected, literarily speaking) and little hoodied eli handing me some of the best jazz ever recorded as a sort of toddler-esqe collaboration saying something to the effect of 'im in this scene, too, man, just cause im little dont mean a damn thing...'. but then sleepy Roda opted for a later night of sundance films at the place she's house-sitting this weekend back in Portland, mainly because her healer (Hydy) was there and needed to be let out to pee and what not. i have to pass this on to you guys, because tonight i experienced the single greatest film i've yet to sit through to the most recent of my relevant recollections. its called Love Liza. get it somewhere. blockbuster's sundance section should suffice. have nothing else to going on for the most part when you go through this thing. its heavy. its real. its Great. 23 May 2004 

۞
Rue des Ecoles 

here's some news. because i've known her for 12 days, this seems a bit strange to be writing out, but Roda and i last night decided we were going to get married. she said she wanted to elope in Vegas, but i said we cant, benny just did that a few weeks ago. i said we'll just go to Paris for the rituals, if its legal, and then hold hands as we stroll Le Louve and later have cafe pints at Balzar's in the Rue des Ecoles, where Hemingway wrote stories, and walk along down by Saint Germain-des-Pres and the Seine and write sidewalk prose on the Boulevard Montparnasse. Then we'll come back, I said, and have a giant party with the families. It is slightly overwhelming to know the girl with whom you are telling stories on the porch, or sitting under a wire chair awning in the city evening; who tells you she's loved you from the night you met; who in the abstract value system of the mind is the same girl who's strutted across the seven hundred pages of poems and prosody and letters, a sea of quatrain stanzas and triplet madrigals, in the freest form of Ozer Chenma, Buddhism's Queen of Light, the embodiment of sunrise or dawn; and always veritably dignified, like a transcendent dove, making some form of truth for herself out of a rather reckless, fully obliquitous, and at rare times, astoundingly beautiful world. 18 May 2004 

۞
Sassy Ann's 

To whom it may concern, I am not hungry, though I haven't eaten since late in the weekend. I have been drinking water and some papaya juice, but nothing else as part of a 60-hour fast. This, of course has nothing to do with the matters at hand, which will necessarily involve indulgences of an unimaginable magnitude all across the eastern range of our great nation. As for transportation to the Roo, any and all who fly into the outskirts of Knox-vegas T-N will be met and ushered into the loving arms of my long-standing black love, Arleen, my '94 Honda. The next step will be to unload all travel bags and rejoin the madness that will be most likely in full swing in a small old house in Fort Sanders. At this point, Sassy Ann's will have been calling us toward her and we will abide. Flight details should be made available as they become available. It is recommended that said flights arrive as early on Wednesday, June 9th as possible (if not before). We will depart for Coffee County the next morning and will want to be packed and ready before we venture to Sassy Ann's. Elvis.A. 18 May 2004 

۞
Extract from A Portland Friday Night 

Roda and i and some other people went to the Rockies v. Philly game last night at Coors Field. as a side note, you wouldnt be wrong to assume they only serve coors products... and fat tire. we bought the cheap seats, of course, and sat in the last few minutes of sunset which falls deep behind the third base line. as the game crossed to the bottom of the third, the rows in which we were seated became continually more crowded, until there were about 100 of these crazy high school kids, taking over the "Rockpile" (the honest, but failed, Portland attempt at creating their own bleacher seats like the bleacher seats at Wrigley) and having a grand time of it all. so these high school kids were all rubbing this purple and black paint all over the place, and wearing wigs spraypainted silver, giant penny carnival sunglasses, glitter, waiving fists and chanting; most likely they were all just feeling stoked that it was friday, and nearly summer. But then this one kid gets down in front and turns around and starts rallying the rest of them, raises his hand into the air, other hand layed across his chest like a knight, and kicks into Mel Gibson's war-ready motivational rant from Braveheart when he is about to lead his infantry head-first into the climax battle and this kid's just down there, maybe seventeen years old, no shirt, backwards baseball hat, flailing his arms, pointing to the crowd, then to the field, then back at his ragged band of painted troops, never skipping a beat or fumbling a syllable--and the kids were all digging it, crawling all over eachother, getting fired up and he just kept on going with this speach, man, it was so excellent. I had to cheer him on a bit and give him a few claps, if based on nothing more than masterfully executed and timely kicks, and brilliant originality. Roda was like "who does that?"... i said "him. he rocks." then philly won. i didnt really mind. g Saturday, May 15, 2004 Extract from A Portland Friday Night from THE GADABOUT LETTERS coming soon. NUMBER NINE Arts & Books http://ninearts.org "Sometimes I walk around town looking at the faces, wondering why the bodies go to silly places." Jim James 17 May 2004 

۞
Meeting of the Minds in the Masses Part II : Ramblers in NYState 

after speaking briefly with jim james last night at the fox, and a long phone conversation with the kindly modernday american troubador, ben suchy two days ago, i've come to the conclusion that among other things, two unsurpassable events of the ensueing summer are as follows: bonnaroo and the grassroots in NY state. i will throw the air plans together last minute if necessary, and hope to have a car and driver(s) awaiting my arrival in Knox-Vegas on wednesday june 9th, sometime after noon. (i'll need a car and driver, then, if possible, back to TysonMcGee the following monday at whatever time is least expensive for yours truely, and whatever time keeps you both from getting any sleep.) when you pick me up, though, just remember classes will be over, the summer will have officially begun, and i may be wearing a broad tweed sunhat and dark incognito sunglasses, sandals, the same cutoff jeans i never washed during all of SCI AMerica, 2001, and a cigarette holder like the one HST sports, just for the hell of it. i'll be carrying an old bed roll and rucksack, and not much besides. I may have the most beautiful girl i've ever seen walking along side me, if im really that lucky. on another later-into-the-summer note, your presences are highly sought after by the rambling storyteller himself at his performances in NY state July 22-25. My plan at this point is to drive with the love of my life, in the new beauty (now with fresh MMJ sticker) up to Bismark, ND on July 16th for ben and bridgets party, camp on the parents farm somewhere far from downwind of the maneure patches, but close enough to be awakened by the rooster at dawn (just to say i did it). their party is the 18th, sunday, then we head for a night into the windy city of chicago to see one new niece, and one new other baby who're being born as we speak. We'll be in NY by wednesday the 21 and i told ben if he needs a ride from syracuse airport to the fairgrounds, i'd probably be there already and that he should just let me know if that occurs. same for you'all if you decide you may need to fly up in order to save time/money. (as we last parted ways, sam, you were saying something about needin g to get in a plane and fly somewhere far...) we'll head out of NY monday the 26th, and i'll stopover again in chicago for maybe a week or so. if Roda doesnt have a job yet, she might probably hang out as well if she can, tour the art institute school and museum, show her the Gingerman Poetry Bar, hang out at my brothers new house, etc. so that's that fans and loved ones. the point of this letter is to muster up the Meeting of the Minds in the Masses Part II: Shakori Ramblers SummerTour2004. PS on a side note, as soon as my last class is over next thurs, you'll all be getting an invitation to join the new virtual open mic performance space and become a registered user of "Anecdotes of a Graphagromaniac". just like me. 17 May 2004
۞
Portland Parking Violations Bureau

P.O. Box 46500

Portland, CO 80201-6500








    September 11, 2003

To Whom It May Concern:

On 09/10/03 (twice) I received parking violation notices (#91934662 and 91934290). There are two problems with this situation, elucidated as follows:

A. The LOCATION(s) printed on the violation notices state that my vehicle was  illegally parked at "2000 E. Columbine St. S". 

The reality is I have never parked my vehicle at 2000 E. Columbine St. S. I park LEGALLY with my RESIDENTIAL PASS on S. Josephine Street every day. Further, I have never had a problem until now.

B. The IN VIOLATION OF ORD. #  fields on both of the tickets state "Over time Parking Non Meter 54-482a" and both of the two OFFICER'S COMMENTS state "1HR LIMIT".

The reality is as a resident of 2075 S. Josephine Street with a valid RESIDENTIAL PARKING PERMIT No. 153141 Dist. 307 (given to me by my apartment building manager), I am not subject to this one hour parking limit. For over a month now, I have had this bright yellow 8.5" x 11" pass, stamped with large black antediluvian lettering, located in plain view, setting on the driver's side dash of my vehicle. Apparently, it was simply overlooked.

I have included for you a copy of this pass as proof of my legality in this matter. As stated above, I have not until now experienced any hassles with parking violations on my street. After all, I shouldn't, I do not park illegally, and I intend to keep my record clean for the duration of my residencey.

Please take the time to look into this matter. It will probably take up about half of your day, as dealing with it has for me. I will not be paying this or any other parking "violation" that is wedged into the door jam while my vehicle is parked in front of my apartment on S. Josephine Street. Please also have your parking  officers take the time to observe their targets with a bit more accuracy. It will save us all time in the future. I appreciate your efforts.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway, OPA

2075 S. Josephine Street #201

Portland  USA

THE CABIN IN THE MONTANA WOODS
Amia Diorio

hello. 

i tried calling you tonight but some people said you have no phone where you are staying. wherever that may be. Its getting cold here and i stacked the wood back up in the back of my truck just in case. its coming soon. it hailed of all things a couple times the other day...and night.

i got a lecture last night from linda and david ensign about finding the lord and how everyone else is wrong. i dont think ill be talking to them much more about that. maybe ill recommend they go to the dharma center to see wangdon and sit sunday morning meditations. it would open their minds, but i dont think they'd like that. aside from Silvia Midtown, that whole family seems very concieted. too bad. narrow-minded-ness must breed in the woods. i cant wait to get back to chicago. maybe i should head for  paris or london and sit in a foreign cafe for a change.

i saw a guy fly fishing today under the bridge as I ran across the swan river. Big sky Journal emailed me and said they need a story about fly fishing for the winter issue. maybe i should work something up, but it was so brief today. i want to see more fly-fisherpeople.

I have many freelance writing and photo oportunities for montana magazines (some poems too) so im thinking of fronting the cash for a new D1X. cant make money unless you spend money i heard someone once say. i think maybe it was emerson, or that chrysler guy.

im going to see 20 acres for sale up near trego (south of eureka) tomorrow. old "bill" wants $1400/acre, he said, and "if a guy has cash, I can make a deal yet." he's had the land for eight years and him and his brother used to go up there and "have all kinds of fun, but then (his) brother got killed last year and (he just has) to sell it... too many memories."
i imagined for a moment maybe how his brother was killed, then said this to him over the phone: "oh."
old bill sounds like a really nice guy and i hope he's not too sad about his brother. but, but the sounds of it, he is.

i hope everything is good down there. 

LT
۞
Amia Diorio
please remember to forward me the letter and poems from samuel.

the weather here has been a brilliant indian summer and we sat on the porch out at echo lake cafe this morning with green tea and coffee, then went to ensigns and got a small collection of things for new still lifes, including a mechanical typewriter from the 20s. it still works, Jordan Fairway told me, as he was saying he wouldnt need it back for a long long time and was polishing it up for the painting. i will put in a new ribbon on monday and hammer out many new poems sitting out under the trees or set it on top of a stump i carry up next to the chair on the balcony set up simply to sit back and contemplate paintings-in-the-works, sip on chai, and soak up and in the afternoon sun
LT
۞
burrito boy, (Danimalkeenan)

due to insinuating circumstances i havnt considered many details for "the thursday night". but we should get it down in ink sometime soon. im assuming its still going to be something like this: meet someplace, maybe yours or joes, have a cocktail, get to the hawks game, have a cocktail, from there, go where the evening leads... have another cocktail...try not to get in any fisticuffs...have a cocktail...burritos...cabs...etc.

as of this moment, ive only gotten up to chpt 2: somalia but i like it a lot. it makes me wonder if the whole piece will be based on facts you retained via extended cable package CNN, etc. and elaborate on or just a completely fictitious account of what 'could be'. either way im digging it so far, even the method in which it is written: the short, precise sentences one after another are great little puzzle pieces. ive never read tom clancey, but i know his style now.

keep it up. write more.

went to the "boobie bar" (village shwell with the wet tshirt contest that night) and consequently or not have one chick curled up in the fetal position on the couch behind me right now and Silvia Midtown is up in the loft: oh, montana, you never leave time to ponder... its time to hammer out some new prose.

۞
 Erol Hideaway
Ireland! aw man i wanna go so bad. im off to chicago in a couple weeks by train. i just got canned from the photo job at the bigspork eagle. right when i was really planning on bying a house with some land up here... damn, its a bit of a monkey wrench in things, but actually i just filed for some pretty decent (for montana) unemployment benefits and i have a lot of time now to paint (having one man show at coffee traders in whitefish in december so much prep work for that, ill send you an invite when they are done) and finish OUTLAW: american poems on the run (book II, hopefully'll be out early next year...or sooner if things go nicely!)

i have been seeing a new girl these days. her name is Silvia Midtown (pronounced soul-vay). she's rad. we hang out a lot, she lives with her brother in a cabin on their parents land down the road on rainbow. did you read "satire poem for all the homies..." on the REVIEW? 

excerpt: "On top of all this, Rob, I've made the acquaintance of the most gentle and beautiful girl living in a cabin down near loon lake. I've been spending a lot of time with her and things are really cool and smooth and sometimes she comes over and climbs the ladder to the studio where I'm working on a new painting, and leans on me looking at the canvas and gets really happy and says 'its the best one yet'---or something along those lines---and I know she means it. I think she's already read every poem I've ever written. She makes candles and does pottery, has a three-year-old daughter. 

Once a week we go to the hot springs late at night and drink juice all the way back after midnight because the good people in hot springs feel no need to lock the gate. 

So we stay way past closing time and sometimes I sit for a while in the hotter pool and meditate until my stomach gets warm and then I lay on the edge with the cold wet cement all down my back. 

It feels good to reach into the pool and trickle steaming mineral water on my chest as I look up at the black cold night, stars twinkling by the thousands filling up the sky."
we are also thinking of renting part of her friends house on the orchard side, right up along flathead lake towards yellow bay. half the house for $200 a month, perhaps that will be the right move for now, keep the state checks coming every two weeks and finish the novel. then i can look for a job.

winters coming, eh? we've had an indian summer here for about a week, sleeping out in the backyard everynight. very nice indeed. then i get up, make some coffee, check email and go up to the studio to paint...check out the new still life and landscape paintings. (http://Leonardotoole.com) ..they will make up the bulk of the december exhibit.

thats crazy about jason's situation, but nothing both you two-fisted hard-drinking irish mountain bums cant topple. tell that kid i said hey and hang in there. 

blues traveler is my favorite band to see, leftover too on a good night. you guys should attend rocky grass near boulder...ah, now THAT is classy.

come up for string cheese oct 11 bozeman, oct 12 msla. fixin to be a kicker...

Buena gente, ustedes son los nuevos profetas en nuestro mundo transtornado y moderno.

thanks for writing its always wonderful to hear from you and i always imagine hanging out drinking capt morgan/cokes and oasis in skinny frosted mugs at the ship o' fools...how fitting, mi amore, how fitting.

LT
۞
 joe
maybe i should ace that beeatch with the 10 gallon hat, but that would require more effort than its worth. so ill probably just leave her there smiling like barbie, stroking her horsey until i redesign the site some day to freshen it up...but no time soon.

in more pressing news...i got canned.

unemployed again.

i wonder how long it will last this time...right now im in the process of getting in touch with HR for my monthly checks from uncle sam. they will probably try to get out of paying me (the company that is) but im going to make sure i get the money. who else do i talk to if HR lady doesnt call me back?

the sales girl overheard the editor discussing my employment future many times in the office when i wasnt there. she called me on the phone last night to tell me what was up. i said thanks and got on the dangerous keyboard and put a little something together and sent it to the publisher (her boss), her, and the last real writer to work at the paper. the writer lady wrote me back and said it kicked ass. i think so. i thought you would get a kick out of it:

ill let you know what the publisher says, if anything. he's a dodgey bastard as well.

۞
 Karen Hillary
hello.

i had a wonderful evening at the symphony and got big smiles from high-society girls (like the one sitting with another girl talking at the table) in flowered sundresses and long summertime hair, and me in my unshowered shirt sleeves and dirty hiking shoes walking around pointing the giant camera, smiling at them with my m/v coastal star hat on backwards like wartime correspondant shooting photos in the hood, and dodging the spotlights that came on as the sun went down behind the pavillion.

if you have 2-3 minutes to let this lazily-designed page load, you should check out some of these facial expressions on honri d'esuthe the composer from the old country making jokes between compositions and talking about the pink panther and how it brings everyone to the same level. (i dont know really what his name is.)

۞
 hi.

its been a fabulous day for painting. and its going much faster than the cabin did. i guess thats what comes with practice. i was talking with haaken about how much time we each thought it took, for example, walter ufer to paint the cover painting on the taos book with ALL those models standing there. i said after so many years its like anything else, its just second nature (in a way) and higher efficiency, etc. and he told me a story about one of the masters only allowing himself to have a model in his studio for 20 minutes or so...maybe a little longer, but just enough to lay down some paint and use the element of speed. (maybe it was degas with those ballet girls...) i dont like that story really, but it was interesting (not too much convo in the spork about the 'real painters'). as much as ive thought about it so far, its not a very contemplative way to paint (i know because thats what i used to do.)

anyway, i was up in the loft working when i heard this horrendus crash. i looked out to see arlo bolting across the yard, shitting his fur probably, and the ladder was crashing to the ground! the little bitch probably got his favorite rope toy wedged in there under the legs of the ladder and pulled the thing out from under its own feet. (unless maybe he was attempting a new method of dog ladder climbing out of boredom and wanting to finally see where it is i keep disappearing to day after day. hehe.)

at any rate, i obviously had to find a way down and after a failed attempt at waiving down some people driving by from back there, i crawled out and grabbed onto one of those logs sticking out and lowered myself down until i had to jump the rest of the way. then i had to nail some of the ladder back together that had cracked upon impact. i scratched my armpit in the process and applied some rescue remedy to myself afterwards. also, i tied a bit of the climbing rope around the ladder rung on top and the metal rail of the balcony to avoid this from happening again in the future.

so its all fixed and im going back to paint.

arlo doesnt know what to do with himself being out of his house all day long.

OH!  i was having this cool idea the other day at work. yesterday i think. it was this: i would like to maybe have a bookstore somewhere cool (portland by the beach? maybe...not important right now) just a small sort of place with of course all the good books and tons of the great ones, all different topics, cool rugs, etc. then, there would be spots around the store to hang new paintings, and also a main painting exhibit area that would have couches and a few chairs, and a thrift store table, etc. in one of the corners where there would be lots of paintings on exhibit. i would have a coffee maker there with free/donations coffee for people to sit and read or chat and look at paintings and all the paintings would be for sale. i could price them accordingly (like ive been doing) and put a little tasteful sign to just make people aware that they are for sale...like a little gallery within the bookstore. sort of how paintings seem to sell pretty good at the knead cafe, you know. then maybe the word would get around that the book store is a good place to see great paintings too. maybe we could live upstairs from the store/gallery. or i could paint up there or something. we could both work the store and maybe hire some other cool kids or people to work there if needed. i could even have "openings" to sort of publicize the new paintings once in a while. run an ad in the entertainment section of the paper and make up my own signs and flyers on my computer in the back room where my office would be and thats where i print new poems and hand them out at the counter. all the while i could be writing the rest of the books and getting them done.

i know you want to have a career job of some kind, but we could always have the store too. i wonder how much that would cost to get going? buy a place? rent? live upstairs? yeah that would be cool, like lawrence ferlinghetti and city lights books in san fran ( http://www.citylights.com ) some day. i dont think id want to do it in the flathead, but ill check out the scene/success of the whitefish bookstore where i have a show in december.

maybe we could do this after i get done with MFA and you get done with school too.

what do you think? thats what got me thinking maybe just get the truck fixed instead of buying new one because if we did it in a city, i wouldnt want or need shiny new passport...but then again, it would be key for camping at the beach! hehe...

love and misses.

LT
ps ive been painting to nirvana unplugged and toots's favorite tape: the bridge street concert.

۞
 "Sultry Radio-Free Girl and Silver Foxy Mama--

...tales of the telluride nightlife."
i said i didnt remember the bar. i didnt say i didnt remember you at the bar.

but now it comes out:

although i dont remember it especially as "being hit on". i do recall feeling rather high sitting next to Lish on bar stool to my left. i guess because it was just cool and i though/think you are cool and when i first saw you strut into our remote office corner i remember doing a double-take even though that matt dude was looking at me explaining something simple about tdp layout or the server network...blah ....our computer system....blah blah...here...blah...graphics something or other...blah...     ....then foxy lady walks in----------                             

۞
 JOE

hell yeah. you should put that thing on, go over to the new and updated keller j.h. and stroll into third period pe sometime, bouncing an old basketball like nothings up. just blend into the gym class after they break into squads. see what happens. they'd think it was cool because you'd have the 'retro' gym suit.

that would be (without the perv element) just as good as me sliding around on my back under the volleyball chicks shooting photos in the high school here. (remember that photo?? hehe...)

shot that ribbon-cutting-rich-dude-or-wanna-be-rich-dude-new-holes-at-the-golf-course thing. what a joke. they were all getting sauced from the 'wet bar cart' (which was complete with full around stereo system, vanity MT plates, pleather seats, wood trim, etc...) and it took forever for them to cut the fuk'r. hehe. meanwhile, im standing around in dirty sandals and mud on my feet, smelling like no-shower-many-days because of... well, no-shower-many-days and of course adding to my scent of the week: the near canada hiking this morning/afternoon... i blended in well on the golf course. actually though, i am wearing a striped shirt with a collar (thrift store purchase chicago) so maybe they thought i was blending well. hohoho.

۞
Corrina
whats on the agenda for one more saturday night?

me: working on the novel for now, having a pint o' the sauce, some day will sell it and then tell all these chumps what's really in store for them. then ill buy all their silly drinks just to make a point and jump into the custom wet bar car and do fishtails like at chagrin valley.

for friday from october new mexico: "when im thirty-six ill have big bushy brown beard, maybe wear suspenders on old courderoys for fun who don't ever match my checkered shirt...old beat-down running shoes on my feet no socks...and live in wood-stove mystic cabin on the oregon coast writing poems between paintings, catching fish and eating them with fresh veggies from the rainy autumn harvest garden out back... maybe we'll have a child...a bouncing and playful little three year old boy with curly hair, even though i dont know where that curly hair would come from, Rob... i can see him running around some crazy wood treehouse hanging spirally outta one of those grand redwoods way up high and when the fog comes in real heavy i cant even see him up there when he climbs in through the little round-cut door, i just hear him singing...that little boy singing that nothing hinders and it bounces back off the wet coastal rocks...it's not that nothing can get in its way exactly, Rob, its just, i think, that nothing wants to get in its way...'OOOLLLY OOLLLLY OXEN FREEE...' innocent harmony voice through the midday fog seeping into the treehouse walls...and the thing about it, hehehe, is that no one even knows what that means." 

i didnt really want to get off the phone with you just a little while ago. of course i didnt want samuel and presley to leave, but i was looking forward to everyone leaving me alone for a spell so i could (hopefully) talk to you on the phone for kind of a long time. im not much for phone conversations but its definitely better than email, especially if the wonderful girl you are trying to communicate with lives exactly 100.7 miles from your cabin.

i still cant find that cigarette smell and its starting to gross me out. it smells like an old beer can with cigarette butts in it. sick.

i wish you could have come up here today and shared some rosa's with me. its cold now and the salads gone, but its good for laying around resting from marathon party night watching the news or discovery civilization/science (either one of those 'nerd shows' did you call it? would do.) we even got those fancy breadsticks again. that was a pretty cool accidental discovery on our part.

(you said in your email that i didnt read until after the phone call that you didnt know if i wanted to see you? what the hell? are you crazy woman? i know its not the easiest situation but not seeing you sure wouldnt make any of this go away.)

lets see.... both those guys read the start of the novel book: october new mexico so far and both dug it. they took a stack of say no more with them for the remainder of cheese tour to 'spread the word' as they phrased it and make me some cash and them some gas money (just a little). they're going all the way up to new england by august. that part sounds cool but being on tour all summer again doesnt right now. i guess maybe the flathead holds a bit of contentment for me.

well, guess ill go find the cigarette smell and maybe have a piece of rosas. wish it was the bridge.

love you.

g

۞
HH
im glad i had a little letter from you when i got on here. i woke up thinking stuff along the lines of this: i know i didnt "do" anything wrong but drinking like i did last night ends me up smoking and then driving home way past the point i should have and i remember with clear thoughts actually being in the act of opening my truck door and then turning the key thinking "i shouldnt be driving" then im pulling out of the parking space thinking "i shouldnt be driving", then im driving down 209 thinking the same thing. so i told Amia Diorio this morning as i was rolling around in the comfy bed singing made up songs and she was getting ready for work that we cant do that anymore. like a pact. is pact a word? its just not a smart thing to do. corse, then as time went on i dont much remember even driving home. thats not a good sign.

(mmmm. taco bell sounds good right now. hehe.)

anyways, my conscience is killing me so to speak right now for driving home (and for smoking four cigarettes at the bar: my delicate lungs dont like that) so im taking advantage of wonderful HH and unloading it on her. but she's so cool i bet she just shrugs it off like its no big deal because its all part of this thing going on and she's a really weathered and really wise old soul anyway. so its no big deal. but in a way its just lots of fun to write about.

so when you guys move into the new house can i put my tent like 4.32 acres from the house and just hide out there from time to time. you wont even know its there except for the fact that arlo gets sort of vocal when he's all rested and wired in the mornings like he is now.

im glad you made it home safe. it IS a long drive late at night.

didnt you guys purchase that mammoth ceramic dog for the entry way in the new house?

hehe

۞
i was told two days ago that the NOW Entertainment site is getting the axe. big jim who minds the ad sales vs. public hits came to the conclusion that it just wasn't profitable. i guess thats big jims job. so dont waste your time submitting anything as far as that website goes (i thought it was pretty cool, but...). you can still submit to the hardcopy publication which is tom lawrence at the Pilot: im sure that guy has a collection of goodies going on in his town. he's the one who started the NOW thingy dingy both in copy and online.

we went out to the VW tonight. most of the time that place is a waste of time. but met two focused people tonight: one whose going to school in austin and one who plays bass for the band up on the squeesey little stage they have there...

then this sales chick showed up from the paper said "hi" and then kept staring at me from 'cross the bar. (f'kn hate that.) she came up to me later after she had a few budweiser bottles and told me about all these sales managers and business end management dudes blowing coke during their "work days" and how there was missing cash in the office, etc...

right at that point i really couldnt bring myself to saying something like this: 'hey, shake yourself out of this funk and get on with it' because then id have to go into a whole other thing about what exactly i meant by that. so i just noded a lot and laughed at her phrases.

(we didnt go to the yaak due to the fact that Amia Diorio got off work at 930 and the drive at that point wouldnt -- to me -- make much sense)

but anyway, enough about lame stuff: here's the poem i wrote and dont think i sent the day after we named arloÑ

۞
JOE

last night i had some pints at the booby bar and took a bunch of photos of the band playing then realized i didnt eat much and felt pretty hammered pretty fast so i left my truck in town and didnt drive home. 

i just had Amia Diorio drop me off there on her way to work this morning and pick it up. no need to drive saucey.

i have some new classifieds, ill send them out. 

we got arlo a new big bone (hehe) for the cage and a bag of little ones for inside and a new plush animal shaped like a mokey that he likes to tear into and throw around the living room then pounce on so i think hes pretty good for now, but if you see anything cool in the store send it out, he'd dig anything. we had to move the cage again (actually don and the Kat did it i guess yesterday sometime) because it was on the neighbors property and they are putting up some kind of property line fence wire thing or whatever. so its just where the little cardboard house used to be sort of. but don also dumped a new stack of fire wood out on the pit so thats pretty cool.

well i guess its time for a nap.

۞
 hey.

sure I can build an ad for you. i can do it here at the cabin no problem. just let me know what you want. i can scan some photos or shoot some but shooting whould take a lot more time finding time to come up there. you probably want it done soon i would imagine.

but anyway, let me know. and i would just call any of the flathead papers, ask for the advertising and then ask what their prices are. they will tell you exactly in a minute. i dont know the prices. i do know that the missoulian will be the most expensive one. the independant i imagine would be pretty reasonable. and cooler people read the independant anyway.

would you want it to say something like this:

HH, superstar pot maker is having a show...

enjoy the sunshine. i have to be inside for about 2 hours (at the cabin) to finish a site for an el paso interior design company.

got the backback easel last night! ohhhhh...

see ya. 

well, i didnt proof read that letter very well:

'(dishwasher sucks, as Amia Diorio)' was supposed to read '(dishwasher sucks, ASK Amia Diorio)'

'space over the car port that(S) my painting studio'

ok no big deals i guess. anyway this cabins right on the swan river across the road and the swan mtns cast shadows in our yard. ill send some more photos as they come. im thinking of starting up either a print or online version of "The Rhythm Mountain Review", where i could always update new paintings, poems, prose, and the new photos from around this beautiful area. i would like to have it a print newsletter sort of publication that would be good for possible gallery shows, publishers picking up the new book, etc. plus, just let people see and read the new work.

i have three side job web sites im building right now for three construction/interior design companies down in el paso, i have paintings to do, and the story novel to finish and of course this job, so i dont have much time for a Review right at the moment. ill have to decide what to do because i will have all these great "Photos from the Flathead Valley" to publish somehow in a neat little package for everyone to see. ill just have to figure out the best way. perhaps cd rom.

you'll dig this thou: down the road before you turn on to rippling water, if you go straight there is an old one way Wooden bridge spanning the swan river over there and the rocks creep out almost to the middle on both sides of the water in this shallow, late winter season. i thought you'd like to imagine that. its cool.

see ya.

g

۞
this is chinese charlie parks. i shot him out walking near the cabin, and he invited us over for dinner that night. we had fried noodles and veggies with lemon marangue pie, chinese pineapple upsidedown cake and a scoop of vanilla ice cream on top for desert. we ate in what used to be his chinese restaurant (1978-1993) down the road. he calls me kid and Amia Diorio sis.

we talked about the power of light as being god. he says with a smile, when he dies he'll be as young as me. i said i think he's right and don't have no need for bodies over there. he's 86, walks several miles a day and says as you leave his house with a hug, 'sure no depression here, kid, see you soon'. he sleeps in a teepee INSIDE his house, carries all the firewood by himself and brings it inside in a wheelbarrow. 

hey whats new. we moved into the cabin i was telling you about. i took some digital shots of it but although i installed the nikon viewer software on the laptop, i neglected to bring home also the driver extension...well, all but the 'right' driver extension i guess. so ill get it tonight when i stop back by work and hopefully can just email it to myself. anyway: i guess that could be a little more information than necessary. superfluous if you will. 

so ive been finishing Ram Dass, 'the only dance there is' and the book is blowing my mind. you have got to check into this guy, and if you can read the book, you'll be glad you did. he's got another called 'be here now' which i will be finding soon.

the couple other book stores around are going to carry my book and this old-timer painter from this valley (elmer- i told you about him) is pushing the galleries around to get me a show. plus, his middle aged son stopped into my work the other day and told me "they" were kicking around the idea of putting together 4 painters as the "young up-and-coming montana artists" exhibit (those are HIS words). i was like this: "sure. of course, that sounds great." he said our works had things in common but that they are nothing alike. the only guy i know of, elmer showed me some cards of this guys work which he did as film backdrops for some hollywood production something or other...  they seemed like pretty stagnant jungle scenes: real commercial-ish. i dont know.

i think you should check out Ram Dass. the book is just absolutely great. 

i think i want to just paint real long five year still life paintings using only hand crushed pigments and finish off all these books one by one and also working on all of them together all the time. 

ive attached the outline i worked up just before leaving chicago. i thought you might want to check it out.

let me know whats going down.

how's the boy these days?

LT
۞
hola soldier, well...we've done it again. another successful jaunt in chicago/burbs and we didnt get to spend any time...

as you probably figured out by now, im leaving. we're going back to montana for a while in a week. i got a job as digital photographer/web designer for the weekly newspaper in big fork which is a small "art town" with more galleries than houses or so, right on the northern bank of flathead lake up there in the northwest corner. its a very chill place (as you can imagine: pop. 3,500 winter, 10,000 summer) with a lot of money being spent in the galleries so i figure ill finish the book and then get some new paintings done and up in one of those galleries... find out about MFA schools in a month anyway so itll be nice to stash some cash too for a change. the company set us up to stay in some big fancy resort on the marina there until we find our own place! hehe. plush living...ooooo. doesnt really fit, but its a roof and a bed. maybe ill have some tea and biscuts in the morn. hehe.

(also, have you checked this out: http://www.ninearts.org/books ? maybe you can be thinking and turning some ideas for the story part of this childrens book. i know we've talked about it before, but i have this very defined idea for the illustrations for it (which really will be painting digitally juxtaposed on the pages) and think we should get it rolling. i have a lot of other things going on, so i just want to be thinking of ideas for the story right now. so get on it. keep some notes, we'll have some kind of morality lesson for the whole thing, you know. let me know what you think.)

more later, 

L 

۞
I just witnessed one of the most disturbing things I've ever seen. 

Since I started here, one of the sales guys in this office has consistently been somewhat of an obnoxious loudmouth. And Although I didn't pay too much attention, I figured he was one of those people who seeks a lot of attention. On the surface, he appears relatively stable and professionally successful. But my interpretation was always that he wasn't as cool and collected as he liked to let on.

About a week ago he was finishing up moving into a new place (apparently he was relocating for proximity). Right around this time he stopped showing up for work. He called into the office and said he was sick. A day later word around the office was that his ex-wife had checked him into Pathways, one of the many alcohol and drug abuse centers in the valley. 

A few more days went by, he got out and went home, only to call in sick again to work, saying his medication made him over sleep. He disappeared again for several more days, during which time a worker in another office reported getting a message from him, and now she was worried he was 'suicidal'. No one could find Salesguy's cabin to go check on him so they called the Sheriff. I never heard what they found.

Then, late this morning, through a dark and unexpected stormy rain—about a week after our Salesguy first went missing—I came into the office and there he is in the corner of the front room with the business manager and the receptionist staring at him. I didn't know right at first if he was severely drunk, had over-dosed on something or was possibly even holding these people hostage, but I knew without a doubt he was in a desperate state—I could see it in his face. 

I tried to figure out exactly what it was that I had walked into. At first, I saw him swaggering around, completely bloated and puffy and purple all over. His head was huge and swollen. He looked like he hadn't slept, bathed or even changed clothes in weeks. This came as somewhat of a shocking transformation from the clean cut sales associate we were all accustomed to seeing only a week before. 

As I stepped closer, the worst part was this grown man had watery, scared, crying eyes that couldn't focus on anything. He was trying to make sentences but talked like a little boy, stuttering and pleading. His whole body was shaking and shaking and he kept saying he couldn't stop. He kept taking little steps backwards whenever someone talked to him or if he could see you were looking at him. 

His hands were stiff and rigid like on a corpse, like they were full of a crazy tension he couldn't control. He knew he was having DT's, he said, and "the shakes" and was terrified now because "the detox will take over the next 48 hours" and he said how torturous it was going to be, like he'd been through it before. I thought how disturbing and twisted it is that he did this to himself.

After the manager got him into the car, they drove off to take him back to the emergency room. The receptionist said he'd come in about a half-hour before I did. She said he had driven by the office five or six times before building up enough nerve to come inside. And when he finally did, he was carrying a bottle of vodka wrapped in a brown paper bag. 

When I walked in the door he shook, barely able to hold the plastic bottle of 7-Up he was now trying to drink. He looked at me and said "Leonard…please, don't ever drink and drive…" clutching his trembling and swollen hands as a sort of pleading gesture to his pitiful and sorrowed statement. The second half of which I was unable to comprehend. 

After a minute of silence he said, "She won't give me another slug..." Then they walked out the door and drove off through the rain.

۞
i dont live in CO anymore. used to live in Redstone, somewhat close to aspen, then boulder, then durango, then....best of all Rico. its about 20 mi south of telluride...oh, if you ever get the chance check it out. we had an old vintage (closed down temporarily) pub underneath our place and a natural hotspring down the street i used to walk to on november mornings and sit in before driving that sick drive over to telluride to work on the newspaper there. not a bad gig all in all. and leftover used to play the rico theatre once in a while then, no cops or anything organized governmentally in rico so the party would spill out into the street where we had a bonfire outside the old shut down enterprise bar. if you check the "zip usa" feature at the back of national geographic march 2001 issue you will see rico's people and then you can see our house too above the enterprise bar. the two windows on the left are the communal kitchen, two on the right are our living room. thats where i used to paint then we'd go get beer at the mother lode later on and id look up from the street to see my paintings from a distance up there in the orange lit window and it was freezing outside. rico is just pure.

now we live near bigfork montana. i was thinking of buying this old A-frame house on ten wooded acres. that would be a good place to paint.

i love that bus.

LT

۞
ooooo... yes ill be here in the fall. when in the fall?..

now damnit, i must know noooow! 

just kidding. just got coffee. hehehe... 

(wo) man, you would thrive in missoula. absolutely. its one of the highest-minded places i have ever been and without a doubt the greatest small city in this vast america. not to mention one of the coolest. 

plus, it has the university, 

all those freaks walking the streets, 

the train rider hobos for late-night post-growler philosophical talks on the sidewalks, 

many conscious people...perhaps more conscious people than all of Oregon and chicago combined. (ive concluded that Oregon as a whole is an over-priced farce for the wickedly self-absorbed and mindless... "stupid" is a goodie too. gets right to the point with sort of this 'fed-up-with-these-bullshit-people-who-seem-to-never-learn inflection." very nicely done.)

what im saying is you should seriously consider missoula. i do all the time (again). plus, then we could hang out. ill come down there when you are there to visit. we'll go to charlie b's and sit by the windows and maybe watch an taped replay of one of the world cup games from this summer and drink heffeweissen or scape goat pale ale. there's always good music in that crazy town too. hmmm. im making myself miss it. theres just great culture in the american northern rockies and i talked to some guys at global jas who are starting a 'green pump' system there to see how bio-diesel feuls go over. it would be like a co-op burning half diesel, half corn-based auto fuel. hellyeah.

ok. hope you got your breaking t-ride story. someone in north face shoes and sunglasses must have dropped a fifty outside the coffee shop and someone else's yellow labrador on a sierra designs leash must have eaten it.

later baby.

leonardo 

۞
HH

hi there.

i like the photos. whats the sq ftge of the studio going to be? one floor or two. i like the size that it appears to be in relation to the people.

Amia Diorio goes to the doctor tomorrow to see if the tumor has gone down in size. they said it may have been that big before due to the misscarriage/pregnancy. so ill let you know what they say. i dont obviously want her to have to have surgery, but i am hoping they remove the thing. seems to me something like this would only cause further problems down the line. and she wants to have a baby very much.

so, also, i told Karen Hillary this weekend when she was hanging out over at the cabin that since the baby thing with Amia Diorio, smaller 'problems' between us seem to have dissipated. not that im being naive saying "oh, the baby made our problems just go away" because that couldnt be any further from what i feel, but certain things make certain other things more apparent, or clear, and im not ready to not be with Amia Diorio. at least for now.

so basically, yes, things are smoothing out. 

we went to look at that A-frame off red owl road yesterday and it was pretty crazy. that lady has a full grown female grey wolf, about 15 foxes, and a bunch of other shit. she says she does "wild animal rehabilitation" and im not so sure she's not a self-proclaimed biologist. and the old man has no good teeth left and was getting drunk on red wine in an old coffee cup.

but wonderfully nice people i must say.

as we were leaving the old man said, "have you seen that cup i was carrying around?" (its sitting right on the truck bed where he put it, where we were standing) "this is my first cup, probably going to be my last, too..."
hehe. sure dude.

Plans for New Years Eve

i was sitting with Silvia Midtown at the village well having a rougue the other night. the owner came over and started talking about their plans for a new years party at the bar, about a balloon drop and streamers. she was especially excited to tell us about those flourescent plastic party sunglasses molded into the shapes of the numbers 2-0-0-3.

"where do you find those things?" i asked not wanting to sit there silently.

"im not telling you. then you would have them too." she continued on about her plans for girls in sparkly clothes and how "lots of people will be walking around on ecstasy."
"ohhhh..." i said to her, watching some dog chew up a paper MGD coaster on the rotten floor, nodding my head slowly and sarcastically, "...that sounds greaaaat."
"yeah..." she kept on, "we're planning on making resolutions you know hehe like we should you know drink more do more drugs smoke more eat more greasy foods work out less..."
she was trying to make a joke of this and i couldnt help but think to myself: this absolutely has to be one of the stupidest things ive ever heard anyone say. i know big cousin matthew topped this on several occasions however this poor attempt at tasteless humor comes pretty damn close. 

"yeaaahhh...(silent pause)...yeah, you guys should come all the girls are going to wear sparkley clothes and makeup."
i thought to myself: i cant even fake a laugh at this crap. so i just turned around took a sip of my pint and watched some football on the television. she kicked a blowup ball to the dog. 

the owner sort of walked away after a while and i was sitting there talking with Silvia Midtown again when this drunk girls mom pulled up in front of the bar to pick up her daughter and her daughters boyfriend. neither one of them can drive because they've either totaled their cars in drunk driving accidents or their licenses have been revolked for the same reasons.

my back was to the windows, but Silvia Midtown saw the girls mom stick her hand out the driver seat and hand some cash to the girl. the girl then proceeded to walk back into the bar fumble with her money and ask the bartender if he had any packs of marlboro reds left.

"im out." mark said running a soggy rag over some empty shot glasses.

"camel filters then." said drunk girl apparently more than familiar with the top three brands of cigs her mam sends her to the store for time and time again. mark slid the cigarettes on the bar. she walked out, got in the back seat and the car drove away.

later in the night back at the cabin Silvia Midtown and i were laying in bed talking up in the loft.

"drunk girls mom had to come pick her and her boyfriend up from the bar. on sunday night. thats so sad."
"yeah. i didnt know that was her mom."
"she came in to get her cigarettes. how could she be ok with picking up her saucebag daughter and druggie boyfriend on sunday night from the bar because they cant drive? they are there every night. whats wrong with these people?"
"as we all know... the apple," i said, pushing through the bathroom door to wash my hands, "does not fall that far from the tree."
LT 

۞
hell, yeah i forgot to mention that lou's rocked. the veggie one was excellent. i'd never had that kind before. fine choice my boy, just fine. 

as for the party, looks like dan is trying to come up with a good plan too so we'll just have to figure out what works best for everyone. i thought we should have it that thurs night since some people will already be comming in for the wedding. 

right now, im trying to rebuild the same fuckin photo page for the third time now since the smart people who send us these pages cannot seem to figure out how NOT to send always a few corrupt files with the big batch. this place is such a f-ing joke its not even funny anymore. then, einstein editor comes in asking in her backwoods drawl...."whudddyou mean its gone? it just disppeared?"
"...yeah, you fucking idiot, it just disappeared."
probably now, because im looking for one, there wont be a decent job opening around this town for the next two months. sad.

guess i should go waste some more time on other peoples fuck-ups.

later.

ps nice ones, brazil girl.... reeeeal niiiice. 

 LT 

۞
well, i sent that libby dude my columns along with a bunch of other clippings, so i suppose i should just right that one off, according to black and white ultra cool naked photo lady. i wish i was the photo taker on that shoot. (just kidding)

i dont know about libby though. i know how it is to a degree (although had no idea how extreme) but seems like it would be too much of a good old boy place without many kids to socialize with as well. not that a social scene is a main concern anymore or at this point, however i do like to kick it when the urge arrises as you may know by now. and im sure there is a ready supply of old people in libby at the bar for stories and what-not, but if i wanted to hang out with old people there would be no need to leave the spork. but also, well....theres a lot of considerations at this point. paintings and where to show them being high on the list if not no. 1. i may or may not get hooked up by that gallery for 2003 like i was telling you about rolling around in pine needles and sap of the rattlesnake, and if that happens i could pretty much live anywhere within reasonable driving distance of this town i would imagine. i want to have a job for a couple more years or so and the creative freedom i get here might not come anywhere else. unless i just got extremely lucky. 

1. i would really dig keeping this job and getting that A-frame. did i mention anything to you about the A-frame? did i ever tell you i like this one A-frame around here? i wonder now, if i ever mentioned that one A-frame?...hmmm.

2. the job at the university would be cool and keep me glutoneously rolling around in piles of greenbacks on my giant king size bed laughing like dr. evil. but i have a feeling they have somewhere in the ballpark of 500+ resumes stacked up for that bad boy and the odds alone are not good for anyone.

3. libby job: see above.

anywayssss. maybe i should just stay here. im going home to paint. what are Karen Hillary maria's options for the futurama?

LT 

۞
Armando 

that rocked! you rock... no one EVER writes back stuff like that! (except YUR on occasion, and its always about skating.) you must be the coolest realtor in chicago, aaaaaaaaaalyn.

i should have a 'guest works' clicker on the Review and put up "just some good old fashion pooping" by AT, the property slinging poet from the streets of schaumpton.

i wonder if anyone else tried to run away from their harsh cutters mill surroundings and planned to meet their friend at that park (where the hill was). that would be cool. im still amazed i got outta the house that night without waking up jean. jay never woke up after his news and nightcaps.

later bater,

write more often and ill do the same.

lt
۞
hi. yes, new email works. 
and i did get the letter too. im sorry to hear you wont be here soon, but getting the surgery done and out of the way is much more important. especially if you may be able to come out later in the summer. if we stay in bigfork (i applied for three other jobs this week. better jobs: missoula, whitefish and libby) im thinking of buying a 2 story A-frame on 10 wooded acres under the swan mtns. its not far from the cabin we're in right now, but im tired of wasting money on rent and i love this place.

we'll seeeeeeeeeeee. you might be first house guest in the bad ass unibomber A-frame.

so just let me know whats up with the surgery and coming out and all. you guys are more than welcome to stay at the cabin anytime. as you should already know. plus, then arlo and willow can tear eachother up in the yard.

okey dokey.

ill write more soon.

stay in touch....

Lazarous
see this?: http://www.ninearts.org/ 
۞
what a cock. 

im off to popper and the crew now so wont type much till we get back. ill keep the setlist and send you the goods. i do hope to hear 100 years. if so, ill think of you and the big boss man.

no need to apologize i think. i wouldnt. 

went to meeting today with new owners of the papers and my job is secured. this place is so full of sallies i think i could run the show without much thought. hehe sad fuckers.

anyway. popper is waiting. im pretty pumped up.

alright have a texas star special on me this weekend. tell that swirly waitor not to rip anybody off.

seeeeeeee ya.

tell spazzy hello.

۞
your subject made me laugh.

im confused about why jesse couldnt go to a bluegrass festival whether you are there or not. and im not so confused about the fact that you guys hashed for three hrs but i did think that part was sort of in the over-with-now-and-move-on phase.

well, what i couldnt write about the other day i can now, sort of. so here goes the concise and loconic version: on tuesday night Amia Diorio said she needed to do two of those home pregnancy tests so we went and got them. shortly after getting home she started crying in the bathroom because one read positive. so we went around and around as you might imagine for hours until we were both exhausted and went to bed. at this point i thought those things were pretty reliable and was unbelievably confused as to what this would mean for both of us. but couldnt imagine this being a good thing. but ive never ever seen Amia Diorio so protective and firm about anything in the two years ive known her. it made an impression on me that i will not forget. (i also havent seen the girl cry as much as she has in the past week either) so on we go...

then i woke up in the morning feeling much more calm about it all and feeling as though the shock had passed. i called my mom to talk to her which calmed me even more and worked wonders on my mind. so somewhere between waking up and hanging up the phone with my mom i got to be feeling really good about everything. Now, even getting more and more sort of stoked about maybe having a "little Leonardgy" (as my mom put it) running around. she said things like "of all the negative and ugly things in the world you could have this." at this point i started thinking about being a dad. it made me feel good. then i started to have this warm and secure glowing feeling inside and got off the phone and went inside to talk to Amia Diorio.

then things went wrong. we had to go to the hospital as recommended by the clinic. they spent three hours doing tests on her during which time she miscarried in the ER. then this morning we got the test results saying what may or may not have caused the miscarriage is a fibroid tumor 'the size of an orange' on her uteris. they said its benign and non-cancerous and doesnt have to be treated immediately so they will examine her and decide on surgery or not july 10.

sam bartlett and daniel are here indeed. rolled into the spork late last evening around 2am. we were planning on making the run to bozeman early as possible but i just found out i have to "secure the job" with the new company tomorrow at 11 am in kalispell so we'll be leaving right after that. should be 5 hrs. damn. fuckin job. i should quit just to make it to the show.

i hope you guys can see popper and vince. they will definitely jam together as the traveler did with cheese last june in that boiler room they call steamboat springs. let me know your plans. too bad about hornings, but that place isnt going anywhere.

LT 

۞
saintly confrere to me
this is meant to be like the companion person (confrere = Middle English, from Old French, from Medieval Latin word meaning fraternal or intimate associate, colleague, an equal, etc.) is heavenly or ethereal, you know, 'saintly' to the narator.

"the Amitabha, buddha of infinite love."
amitabha is an ancient sanskrit word which translates into: the awakened being of infinite love, or the embodiment of unlimited compassion and cherishing. it is a manefestation of the idea of the perfect mind of enlightenment. or buddha.

so basically the narator is metaphorically comparing the institution of marriage with being in a heavenly garden surrounded by strong and sturdy mountains, rooted old trusty trees, the sun resting on his shoulders, and while things in the garden change everyday (like everything else in life) his most ideal companion is there for him to be with. all of these things make up this wonderful marriage or environment from which he is feeling so content, he feels like he will never have any reason to leave.

ill forward this on to joe too because i had a feeling that some word arrangements might make the foundations a little difficult to fully understand for people. but i like that it contains not all common words and therefor leaves a little mystery like great art should. you know. but even with that slight incertitude the reader will still get it. (and if you guys dont want to use it of course dont feel obligated.)

see ya

 LT 
heres what i wrote in msla this weekend sitting on the porch waiting out a rainstorm. after this, i went to watch the game. let me know.

(i sent it as Word attachment so the line breaks wouldnt get messed.)

see yaaaa.

 LT 
Great Gates in the Garden

Sometimes I imagine the bonds of marriage 

to be like passing through the great gates 

in the garden. Radiant and pure early morning 

sun resting on my shoulders 

reminds me of why I came. Elysian and eternal

silhouetted mountains to the west remind me 

of why I never would want to leave. Serenity 

in my heart contents me to stay on 

as I reach across the wild and untamed grassesÑ

changing every day, 

rooted and sovereign as the grandfather oakÑ

to touch the hand of my companion,

saintly confrere to me,

the Amitabha, buddha of infinite love.

for Joe and Jennifer

October 26, 2002

Chicago

noah's words:

You can't just assume that you like the company you keep with yourself, like most people seem to do. You have to put this thing to the testÑa real testÑlike driving across the country and finding some town to live in and stay, and know no one, just you and your thoughts.  And it turns out goodÑactually better than you ever expected from the beginning. And now you are smarter and wiser than the rest of the terrible shmucks who never leave the town they grew up in, take two weeks of vacation each year, year after year, and are in worse shape than they even realize. 

hehe. bitch thlap.

yeah, i thought the ireland match was pretty stressful. i was yelling and jumping around the cabin with Amia Diorio and my friend Karen Hillary visiting for the weekend. it was pretty cool to lay there watching the game in old dirty yellow tshirt and boxer shorts until i jumped up to cheer for a penalty kick call and my peter swung out of that pee slot in front.

just kidding. i had pants on during the game.

that would have rocked if they won those pks at the end. 

abc announced airing mexico/us today at 330. how'd you see it already? ill cheer on korea and brazil. how much is the pot?

what did you guys do for fathers day yesterday? i called dad but no answer so left vm and email too. maybe he's out of town?

got tickets coming in the mail for BT and leftover salmon show in bozeman next weekend. hell yeah. then they play in boise Idaho for free so maybe we'll trek over for that as well if the timing works out. sammy the saucey tennessee guy in the photos on the fridge is on his way out for that and then to camp in the backyard of the cabin for a while. he is presently floating in the abyss of unemployment.

alrighty then. if you are bored watch the cable guy. it contains some rather priceless jim Clara.

veeeeery funny. i got all nervous and scared when i saw that. this is because you are my favorite didnt-know-you-were-going-to-be-a-subscriber and that word: 'unsubscribe' gave me quite a bad jolt. now nothing is seeming to sit right. (just kidding) Perhaps that didnt make as much sense to you as i would hope. but then again, we've been exchanging mad-cap letters for ...ah...oly shit...eleven years... twelve years. (so i assume you get my drift.) 

about the longevity: id have to go dig up the stack of original uncial cerography and check some dates... either way, i think that its very damn wonderful.

give me some dates when you can about your chicago-rockford visits. my brothers wedding is october 26 in the city so ill be there for a week i guess around then. i hope to be there for (or around) christmas, maybe earlier so we can be back here for new years. jesus, thats kind of a long way off.

anyway, montana's always cool. this job is pretty much a cake walk, so i spend most of my time on my own taking photos and writing (paychecks are not to be shunned: its nice having one for a change.) i have a small but excellent painting studio over the carport at the cabin that hasnt been getting as much use as it should. however i just received a whole new shipment of re-supplies (paints, canvas, stretcher bars, gesso, etc) on my front porch last evening so things in the painting world are about to change. i have two works in a group show this month, then three more coming up in july, august and october. i think by winter here i should have my own one man show and not look back... spring at the latest. perhaps those mass emails (i apologize for that, but it seems to work out ok for the people on the list) will keep you posted. hehe. or else i will personally.

that just gave me an idea for the RMReview: a link that tells the info of current exhibitions that im showing in. cool. thanks woman.

this is cool too: the bigfork summer playhouse wants me to work painting their backdrops. that would be excellent, unfortunately, they want me to VOLUNTEER to paint their backdrops. do you find yourself with time to volunteer these days?

---------------sort of responses to what you wrote:

seems like vision design ended up a good place for you to be right now. after all the uncertainty i remember discussing with you as i sat in that highrise midnight building over the loop. would you be going to idaho for work?

Amia Diorios her name. you got it right. shes the one with a few photo portraits in there. not the cowgirl. that would be candy ellis, miss montana rodeo 2002. she's a very busy young woman with all her fund raising and rodeo riding in tight lee jeans and pointy boots. if you came to visit, you'd never see her around town WITHOUT that big fuckin hat on her head, the shiny metal plate on front scribed and polished up for the day. its quite a site, she'd smile real huge right at you and shake your hand for a while too.

tell me about fredword. im just interested to know a little about the guy you have been with for 15 months. i dont know exactly where this curiosity stems from. i guess just because we're buddys and thats one thing buddys do.

we had kind of a really late night party at the cabin saturday night after the bar closed. while i ran inside to get some beers or waters or whatever, i found out later, this girly that we hang out with usually on the weekends smooched Amia Diorio on the lips and wanted to have a three way. i came out and her legs were draped over Amia Diorios lap. i was sort of in the cups at this point, it being 3 am and all, and upon witnessing this very obviously sexual leg situation between my girlfriend and other girl, didnt know quite what to make of it... till i found out later. sometimes things get a little over the top in mi current vida loco.

-----------------

ok, its a while later now and since i last wrote i put 1199 dollars on my never-used-credit card. the purchase was well planned and executed. i feel good about my brand spanking new Nikor 80-520 mm fully automatic vibrational reduction enhanced zoom lens. i will try and get a few candid pics of the girl in the house across the road showering through her window and send them along. (just kidding. there's no girl there.)

then, came out and my truck wouldnt turn over so hadda call tow truck back to bigfork, pay him a cool fast $80, walked back to my truck and, strangely, it started. in the parking lot of the mechanic place. but...thats not such a reliable history so i left it there to have them look at it maybe tomorrow. must have dependable vehicle in ole montana hills.

alrighty then miss d'leure,

have a wonderful night.

 LT 

 hell yeah, i met larry keel in chicago...oh wait, no, i saw larry keel and his long coal-miners beard on the last square tablet of lysergic dyathalamide i have ever ingested (...i think that was missoula during a two week stay from the art institute)...it was tony furtado i met in chicago a la wooden nickel and we talked about the freezing fine pickin's show two years before. i rode up the metra train from the loop. i was having an ale, he nachos.

anyway, ill be painting tonight. then perhaps hit the shwell for a bomb. walked the eagle bend links all morning shooting candid and hilarious photos of ultra-rich-folk and getting sunburn on my face. i cut my hair a little last night and shaved some too so they all thought i was "that one movies star....you know...that one."
okey doke. time for a smoke.

just kidding, thats the mountain dew talking.

it rhymed, so i typed it.

peace.

CABIN IN THE MONTANA WOODS
yeah, i imagine the hippie situation is the same as in boulder. things would be more productive if they'd all just shave their heads and start sitting meditation holed up on some vermont hillside becoming monks instead of smoking pot, being lazy and thinking its getting them somewhere.

but no im not dead. just sorta broke and staying at my moms back near chicago with lauren who seems to always land a job in the natural food stores wherever we go faster than i can do anything. i used to be the one to get a good job quick after a relocation but not anymore. the last job i had was in the spring of 2001 and i havent had one since (unless you count delivering pizzas in boulder for six weeks... but i dont, it barely bought beer, let alone food or bills)

the cows sound alive up there, i dont remember any of them getting up over a slow walk, but they probably are relatively healthy animals and the cardiovascular excersise'll maybe make better milk, i dont know. 

----------------

excerpt:

Chet Voulliard who sometimes sits on top of mountains for whole days studying Rousseauean chapters and eating fruit from the open air market streets below, where the sunday crowds are thick and the people are always strangely busy, ducking into drug stores for cough drops and newspapers, or nodding off on buses and on bus stop benchesÑ Voulliard walking around spinning off lines like 'what is life if not at least a constant attempt at a manifestation of our dreams...' to his friends or right to the clerk at Donnely's pretzel stand who makes em "Just Like Coney Island" with sea salt and dijon french mustard and who he's never met before in his life. Chet's always had some beat-up black cotton bomber jacket left in his grandmothers bar in Gerome, Pennsylvania that he wears all year round (in winter with a red knitted cap) and a crew cut that he says makes him look more republican and this is good he says as he goes looking for a desk job in the tax department at city hall in Spellman, Tennessee where he grew up and even spent two years at the University there philosophizing with the professors any chance he got, and running around the campus with giant books filled with Dylan Thomas lyrics and Marxist theories and the beauty of the Communist Party in 1835 so honest and concerned about everyone

----------

seeing as though you're up in newengland, have you ever heard of scott nearing? whats the word on that guy these days? the only time i was up there i didnt know of him enough to ask. i wonder if his cabin is still around...maybe we'll come have a look.

hows cholo?

g

we moved from boulder (for worms) last day of november and went up to whitefish again hoping to maybe get the graphics job i interviewed for, and i got it, but the wages are so bad up there (ok for montana, but...) and the position ended up only being part time, and i wanted to apply to grad school in chicago so we came back here after a couple weeks. its so intense up there i think about going back take that smally job and get some land put up the cabin, but i guess ill stay in chicago for a while and maybe save some cash. 

laurens good. shes working at a natural foods/nutrition store but she's getting tired of that retail monotony so's always trying to decide what to "do". same old storey with folks uncontented with the everlasting push toward social and economic success.

sometimes i wonder if i didnt think about things so much if id just float around like a lot of people unaware and mindlessly sedated. but then again, all this thinking and figuring is leading me right to that same understanding and bliss only difference is its in a mindful way. 

ahhhh simplicity, or "it woooont mean a thing in a hundred yeeeeeaaars. ding dun de de de do do do..."
i've got an exhibition at the gallery on damen in may for art international 2002. coincides with the grand production set up on navy pier every spring. its quite good actually another one of those benefits of being in the city. ill put up the new paintings on the site as soon as i get the slides back (they had to ship as part of my mfa application stuff) if you would like to see them.

there's some warm front here in chicago like spring so im going outside into the wind. tell me about your cabin: how long you been there, where is it, did you buy it, rent it? land? animals roaming, etc etc.....

g

thank you ben. hehe.

hippies should all be shaved and made into monks sitting up on mountainsides praying for all things to be equal, they'd be a lot more useful this way.

chow.

g

hombre,

yeah i bagged naropa cuz it wasnt going to be worth the 25 large i woulda owed come graduation day. (other than just having that piece of paper, but im in this game for more than that). so i got out before add/drop and took a leave of absence. im still eligible for a study abroad semester in nepal this fall, so if i dont get into MFA at missoula or UIC, than i was thinking of doing that... well see..

no, mcdougals for me dont worry. 

ah, chicagos cool place. its snowing right now and just went to van gogh and degas exhibit at the school museum. theres no work here though so im in the process of finalizing a position of photographer/designer for the Big Fork Eagle! HA! fuckin A, buy me a little cabin on flathead lake, set up my easel and watch the world from up there maybe... hehe. get a big ass dog and go snowshoeing out my back'ard all winter...

ohhhh...montana. anywaysssss hope LA's treating you like a rockstar. tell those fatty ho's on the strip I cant take no 4 on 1, they nearly attacked me in their lampshade eye makeup dripping down their autumn faces and Oakland Raider parkas pushed out to maximum density. hehe. scared the shit outta me man, scared me worse than getting jumped in daylight hours ina Memphis gas station on "the wrong side of graceland", the hood is what we call it here. huh.

alrighty, grasshopper, let me know whats going down when you get a chance. 

ciao.

g 

NO WAYYY! CONGRATULATIONS, folks. that is great great news. i didnt know... fill me in on the details when you get them.

otherwise ill be here most likely in chicago looking for a job. theres some crazy stuff going on with the economy eh? its creeping into (or hopefully OUT OF) some major depression situation around this city (and most others im sure) no one is hiring for ANYTHING. i cant even get a warehouse job up here! im walking around the industrial parks in my dress shirt and heavy navy pea coat and knit hat asking in big white-collar headquarters: "wheres the employment office" like some broke sailor on the docks turning up my collar to the grey morning skies and freshly falling midwest snow.

laurens working at the natural food store so at least we have some small cash.

anyway, let me know whats new in KC.

g

mike:

what up dog?

might be heading back to NW montana for a job up in big fork on flathead lake. ill let ya know what happens, im waiting to get the "final decision". its a mixed job for the small paper there called the Eagle. i would be the photographer, web designer, and part time writer of sorts. i sent the head lady my url and check out this crazy letter she responded with...(attached below)

so, how bout that coffee, sailor. you working these days? how bout some adivce, or your opinion: i was planning after the first book of poems (say no more) to just keep on with the poems (which ill always do) and put together the next collection and try to get some university press or maybe shambhala to publish it, take care of the marketing, etc... but ive been doing some story writing lately and dream writing that i think i like very much how it is coming together... so im trying to decide (not right away i guess) what kind of format to use. think i should write out a whole book length story novel, have the main guy (me basically) having these wild dreams and include them in the book, have a poetry section at the end?.... or have (1)Book of Dreams, (2)Book 2 of Poems, (3)Story novel book, AND (4)Book of LEtters? all separate? (i could include some of these grand corespondances we've had (saved them all) into the first single-book-with-everything idea.

hmm. this is what ive been thinking about lately. no matter really let me know what you think. in the meantime im just drinking hot coffee and hammering away at the keys everyday.

also, found Great Plains Zen Center for sitting meditation sundays and tuesdays up in Palatine...wanna go some time? i usually go out to eat with my dad, sisters, etc on sunday nights and my brother plays indoor soccer tuesday nights in palatine so we can work something out. the games are great to go and spectate. no one else there late at night so i run and fetch the long shots go outta bounds playing ballboy!

let me know what you think about the book ideas.

g

HH:

hey again. check this out: i applied for the photographer/web design/part time writer position at the big fork eagle and have been in contact with those people for the last couple days. they've all checked into my site and love all the stuff on there they tell me, including the poems and paintings and they're all stoked about all the other computer jobs i can do for them as well. it seems they all want me to be the one to take the job and said they'd make the "official" decision in a couple days. that'd be pretty cool job i think. at least then id have some income and then can set up my studio there and also get into the galleries eventually and maybe start selling some again... i dont know anything about any of the galleries around there (except Jest by you: which i like) but these ladies keep saying things to me like "we're sure one of the galleries here would carry your work" blah blah.. and "you can write things on your own for the paper" and so on.

ill let you know, but also there are two web develop. possibilities now (of course all at the same time) here in chicago which i have to find out about over the next few days as well. so ill let you know.

as for the questions i sent, i am in agreeance with you in all areas, the challenge is Excellent and im having a longer term relationship of sorts with the novel-story form (and will im sure continue for a long long time) as opposed to hammering out poems, which even the longest ones only ever took a couple hours to write. i've never known or read anyone who could write novels AND poetry both at the same high level i plan to achieve so we'll see what happens with it... ill keep you going about it and have more sections to send along, but tonight ill attach all of the other responses from that quote about painting, etc.

surely send off those papers if its not too much trouble (thanks alot for all of the other ones), otherwise we may be there to pick them up ourselves soon!

have a good night and have fun in missoula!

g

KL:

hey kurty, 

good to hear from you. i like your idea about the novella (and collection of poems). did you mean to have these two in the same book? or two separate volumes? 

i was thinking how i have incorporated some dream writing into the story now, and also, how would it be to also include once in a while along the story all of the poems i have so far and will write for the new collection. maybe in the long run this would be good because i've been told by others that novels sell and poetry is difficult.

here's a sample of how i've put in the dream writings so far: (attached Word file, hope you can open it, if not ill resend as just text)

good work with the website authoring, its a valuable tool to have at your disposal, plus you can do it all from home in your underwear with coffee.

let me know when so i can check out the site and we'll link them up for sure.

g 

HH:

(ill tell lauren you said hello. i usually just tell her i got a letter from you and what you said, she asks anyway, so you guys have been staying in touch even without you knowing it. hehe.)

yes, i figured it would be a pretty cool place: big fork, for some different reasons. so i guess we'll just see what happens, and ill let you know. thanks for the papers, i know you are busy busy

Aint No Hippie Days was inspired by simply BEING in the town/city/suburb called boulder (and it didnt help once i left naropa classes to be stuck paying rent and looking for a job there). that place i think, and that rediculous aspen valley, are groundbreaking in the whole "rocky-mountain-living-means-you-are-a-trustfunded-hippy-and-drink-microbrews-exclusively-and-drive-shiny-saab-with-Tule-rack-on-top-dont-forget-a-few-'conciousness'-stickers" thing going on and spreading madly which i cannot allow myself to be categorized in or participate in, and even if i could, by nature i would not be able to conform to such extreme mind-less-ness. its very discouraging actually.

i wrote this other one dripping with sarcasm that i first sent to my brother (who has lived in boulder and Portland in the past) who from then on would say he can picture me drinking alone on my back porch  (which was adjacent to 30th street) waiting for lauren to return from work sitting in my lawn chair or staggering around pissed off at boulder citizens, throwing empty bottles into the street, hollaring drunkinly at the passing cars about how much boulder sucks...(hehe its funny to imagine, but NO, it never really happened of course..) i did however send it in to every Boulder Daily Camera connection i could find one afternoon, with a letter attached covering the reasons they should not ignore such a piece (which i knew they would, or something) and that its Freedom of Speech on my part, and on and on...aint never got no responseses.

ill attach it, just as simpletext, ill be here writing for a whileÑ

g

VG:

alright, cool. ill check out the salt lake tribune. if you see any places looking for graphic or web designers let me know somehow, emails cool or phone (you should call me anyway tas been so looong). aint got no fax ma--cheen neither. 

what are you up to? i saw Karen Hillary in missoula while back and ben jammin sent me email saying he was going to read one of my poems in his acting class. ok, i said-- thats sure cool with me. he said you "dumped" him and the first thing i thought of was: "man, i havent heard that word since high school". honestly i cant say that i was surprised to hear that, i love ben and all, but i always thought of you as one to be stronger on your own... v, youre one of those chicks that is so righteous, you are above ever NEEDING a guy to do things for you, you have a very cool angel presence, especially as an individual: but im sure you dig the attention, too. everybody does.

...plus i just think of you in your rock and roll party shirts and i know theres probably 3.2 mormon dudes hovering all over you at those bible dance clubs you guys frequent...

maybe i can get a group photo of your SLcrew clad in america's UNI-tards?

anyway. write when you can.

g

________________________

Rhythm Mountain Studios

www.ninearts.org
303.881.8421 

HH:

Hi. we're coming back.

sorry to hear about the crappy exhibition and all... my gallery in chicago (since 96) Gallery 1633 did the same thing. when it started out i was selling pretty consistantly a few paintings a year out of there, but as time went on the other stuff hanging in the place was honestly just very poor: people with a "hobby" wanting to "get into an exhibit..." (i foockin hate that). so the place started getting less and less attendance and sales went away, then i went away...

so anyway you can find another higher quality show for the winter where you SHOULD be showing anyway. i bet your glad to be home too.

we are leaving for BIGFORK on sunday!! i took that job at the paper and they set it up so we could stay at the marina cay resort place for cheap till we find our own place.  hehe.

cant wait to find out about MFA schools next month. guess ill forward my mail to my next mountain hideout. 

how are the roads these days. me thinks i need some new tires with big sharp teeth.

NOW! oh i forgot. CAN YOU DO ME A FAST A HUGE FAVOR?

(the art institute didnt do what it was supposed to and now) i need ONE MORE letter of Recommendation... fast. Will you write one real quick for me, as a professional reference and put what you do and who you are and how you think i would benefit the schools with my work and being a TA, and all that and send them off to the following schools??? 

pleease i hope you have some time. i would think you were even cooler than before! here are the addresses. im writing in a panic because i just found this out and its already past the deadline for all but one, so...   

studio (painting) at U of MT

Graduate Fine Arts Admissions

University of Montana

Missoula, MT 59801

creative writing at U of MT

Graduate Creative Writing Admissions

University of Montana

Missoula, MT 59801

and studio (painting) at UIC

University of Illinois, Chicago

Office of Admissions and Records (MC018)

Box 5220 Chicago IL 60680-5220

if you can do this: thankyou thankyou thankyou

let me know,

g

MC:

hola soldier, well...we've done it again. another successful jaunt in chicago/burbs and we didnt get to spend any time...

as you probably figured out by now, im leaving. we're going back to montana for a while in a week. i got a job as digital photographer/web designer for the weekly newspaper in big fork which is a small "art town" with more galleries than houses or so, right on the northern bank of flathead lake up there in the northwest corner. its a very chill place (as you can imagine: pop. 3,500 winter, 10,000 summer) with a lot of money being spent in the galleries so i figure ill finish the book and then get some new paintings done and up in one of those galleries... find out about MFA schools in a month anyway so itll be nice to stash some cash too for a change. the company set us up to stay in some big fancy resort on the marina there until we find our own place! hehe. plush living...ooooo. doesnt really fit, but its a roof and a bed. maybe ill have some tea and biscuts in the morn. hehe.

(also, have you checked this out: http://www.ninearts.org/books ? maybe you can be thinking and turning some ideas for the story part of this childrens book. i know we've talked about it before, but i have this very defined idea for the illustrations for it (which really will be painting digitally juxtaposed on the pages) and think we should get it rolling. i have a lot of other things going on, so i just want to be thinking of ideas for the story right now. so get on it. keep some notes, we'll have some kind of morality lesson for the whole thing, you know. let me know what you think.)

more later, 

g 

MC:

hey whats new. we moved into the cabin i was telling you about. i took some digital shots of it but although i installed the nikon viewer software on the laptop, i neglected to bring home also the driver extension...well, all but the 'right' driver extension i guess. so ill get it tonight when i stop back by work and hopefully can just email it to myself. anyway: i guess that could be a little more information than necessary. superfluous if you will. 

so ive been finishing Ram Dass, 'the only dance there is' and the book is blowing my mind. you have got to check into this guy, and if you can read the book, you'll be glad you did. he's got another called 'be here now' which i will be finding soon.

the couple other book stores around are going to carry my book and this old-timer painter from this valley (elmer- i told you about him) is pushing the galleries around to get me a show. plus, his middle aged son stopped into my work the other day and told me "they" were kicking around the idea of putting together 4 painters as the "young up-and-coming montana artists" exhibit (those are HIS words). i was like this: "sure. of course, that sounds great." he said our works had things in common but that they are nothing alike. the only guy i know of, elmer showed me some cards of this guys work which he did as film backdrops for some hollywood production something or other...  they seemed like pretty stagnant jungle scenes: real commercial-ish. i dont know.

i think you should check out Ram Dass. the book is just absolutely great. 

i think i want to just paint real long five year still life paintings using only hand crushed pigments and finish off all these books one by one and also working on all of them together all the time. 

ive attached the outline i worked up just before leaving chicago. i thought you might want to check it out.

let me know whats going down.

how's the boy these days?

g

this is chinese charlie pearks. i shot him out walking near the cabin, and he invited us over for dinner that night. we had fried noodles and veggies with lemon marangue pie, chinese pineapple upsidedown cake and a scoop of vanilla ice cream on top for desert. we ate in what used to be his chinese restaurant (1978-1993) down the road. he calls me kid and lauren sis.

we talked about the power of light as being god. he says with a smile, when he dies he'll be as young as me. i said i think he's right and don't have no need for bodies over there. he's 86, walks several miles a day and says as you leave his house with a hug, 'sure no depression here, kid, see you soon'. he sleeps in a teepee INSIDE his house, carries all the firewood by himself and brings it inside in a wheelbarrow. 

JO:

can you bring something small from moms house? its a small brown paper bag full of little pocket size notebooks and then theres a stack of other larger notebooks underneath it in that old chest under the tapes in my/your room.

maybe you could carry them on or cram them into your pack. let me know. you shouldnt have any trouble locating them in the trunk. I need that little drum too by the door in that room for a painting but i think that might be a pain in the ass to fly with so dont worry about it. maybe you could package it up in some of those polystirene peanuts and ups it out to me.

let me know.

i got all the flights down. what are you guys going to get as far as a car/truck goes. the roads here are mint these days since the suns been out, so no 4x4 is even needed really (that could change of course). plus we can take a free shuttle from town in whitefish up to the summit. (that road is always a little hairy in winter). maybe you guys could save a little green by renting a chevy malibu or something. hehe.

g 

KP:

well, i didnt proof read that letter very well:

'(dishwasher sucks, as lauren)' was supposed to read '(dishwasher sucks, ASK lauren)'

'space over the car port that(S) my painting studio'

ok no big deals i guess. anyway this cabins right on the swan river across the road and the swan mtns cast shadows in our yard. ill send some more photos as they come. im thinking of starting up either a print or online version of "The Rhythm Mountain Review", where i could always update new paintings, poems, prose, and the new photos from around this beautiful area. i would like to have it a print newsletter sort of publication that would be good for possible gallery shows, publishers picking up the new book, etc. plus, just let people see and read the new work.

i have three side job web sites im building right now for three construction/interior design companies down in el paso, i have paintings to do, and the story novel to finish and of course this job, so i dont have much time for a Review right at the moment. ill have to decide what to do because i will have all these great "Photos from the Flathead Valley" to publish somehow in a neat little package for everyone to see. ill just have to figure out the best way. perhaps cd rom.

you'll dig this thou: down the road before you turn on to rippling water, if you go straight there is an old one way Wooden bridge spanning the swan river over there and the rocks creep out almost to the middle on both sides of the water in this shallow, late winter season. i thought you'd like to imagine that. its cool.

see ya.

g

DAD:

hey dad, 

im real glad to hear you got those photos open. i have a couple newer ones since the big snow the other day, should i send them to you? can you open them right on your computer or did joe have to forward them to you? im not sure so let me know where i should send them.

well, i sent the last paper myself so you wouldnt miss a week because im not sure of the delay like i mentioned before. let me know if you get the one for march 20. and i put grandpa on the mailing list so that should be taken care of too. thanks for showing those to mom, also, i was wondering the best way for her to see them, i know she's curious.

ill tell lauren about the john grisham reference. she'll get a kick out of it! i might go check it out myself. im just about done with a book chinese charlie gave me (one of the people in the photos!: he invited us over for dinner that night and made a great meal. he used to own a chinese restaurant here in town until it burned down in 1993! (he's not really chinese, but he told me to call him that))

well, i may be going to take some photos of a new art show at the BACC tonight, but think i might pass since its just a high school exhibit and the whole paper pretty much right now is all school stuff! 

....plus...its cold out there.

take care dad, tell everyone hello,

love,

g

HH:

oh. man, i hope everything is gettting better with your dad's ulcer. im sure you have things under control, but if there is anything i can help with let me know.

as far as dinner: thanks. that will be excellent. im excited to come by. we should do it next weekend or whenever is good for you. lauren works until 9 most thurs-sat, sometimes wednesday so maybe sunday?? arlo says that would be good for him. but just let me know.

my brother and three of his friends are visiting this weekend, we got split up on big mtn and i rode back here with lauren so she could get to work. im not sure where those guys are right now! haha. hopefully not getting hammered in one of those ski bars. we're supposed to be going to el topo and im starving. i wish they'd hurry.

you should check out the eagle this week, i wrote a story about some skater kids and got some pretty good photos for it as well.

ok write when you can.

HH:

hey.

sure I can build an ad for you. i can do it here at the cabin no problem. just let me know what you want. i can scan some photos or shoot some but shooting whould take a lot more time finding time to come up there. you probably want it done soon i would imagine.

but anyway, let me know. and i would just call any of the flathead papers, ask for the advertising and then ask what their prices are. they will tell you exactly in a minute. i dont know the prices. i do know that the missoulian will be the most expensive one. the independant i imagine would be pretty reasonable. and cooler people read the independant anyway.

would you want it to say something like this:

HH Haugen, superstar pot maker is having a show...

enjoy the sunshine. i have to be inside for about 2 hours (at the cabin) to finish a site for an el paso interior design company.

got the backback easel last night! ohhhhh...

see ya. 

JO:

last night i had some pints at the booby bar and took a bunch of photos of the band playing then realized i didnt eat much and felt pretty hammered pretty fast so i left my truck in town and didnt drive home. 

i just had lauren drop me off there on her way to work this morning and pick it up. no need to drive saucey.

i have some new classifieds, ill send them out. 

we got arlo a new big bone (hehe) for the cage and a bag of little ones for inside and a new plush animal shaped like a mokey that he likes to tear into and throw around the living room then pounce on so i think hes pretty good for now, but if you see anything cool in the store send it out, he'd dig anything. we had to move the cage again (actually don and the Kat did it i guess yesterday sometime) because it was on the neighbors property and they are putting up some kind of property line fence wire thing or whatever. so its just where the little cardboard house used to be sort of. but don also dumped a new stack of fire wood out on the pit so thats pretty cool.

well i guess its time for a nap.

(RED
EYE
SERIES
#1 HERE)

HH:

i was told two days ago that the NOW site is getting the axe. big jim who minds the ad sales vs. public hits came to the conclusion that it just wasn't profitable. i guess thats big jims job. so dont waste your time submitting anything as far as that website goes (i thought it was pretty cool, but...). you can still submit to the hardcopy publication which is tom lawrence at the Pilot: im sure that guy has a collection of goodies going on in his town. he's the one who started the NOW thingy dingy both in copy and online.

we went out to the VW tonight. most of the time that place is a waste of time. but met two focused people tonight: one whose going to school in austin and one who plays bass for the band up on the squeesey little stage they have there...

then this sales chick showed up from the paper said "hi" and then kept staring at me from 'cross the bar. (f'kn hate that.) she came up to me later after she had a few budweiser bottles and told me about all these sales managers and business end management dudes blowing coke during their "work days" and how there was missing cash in the office, etc...

right at that point i really couldnt bring myself to saying something like this: 'hey, shake yourself out of this funk and get on with it' because then id have to go into a whole other thing about what exactly i meant by that. so i just noded a lot and laughed at her phrases.

(we didnt go to the yaak due to the fact that lauren got off work at 930 and the drive at that point wouldnt -- to me -- make much sense)

but anyway, enough about lame stuff: here's the poem i wrote and dont think i sent the day after we named arloÑ

Arlo

This is a poem for Arlo Guthrie

so Arlo Guthrie knows we stole his name

and gave it to new born puppy

like a bathen fluffy ball of puff

that's soft on your face

and chews on your beard

when you pick him up outta the 

snow by the log cabin Montana.

he's eight weeks great pyranese

and maybe someday'll have long hair 

like Alice's Restaurant

kids in Volkswagon buses running

all day jumping down river 

or floating there on tire tubes with no jobs

getting harrassed or love

in the Gerdy's gaslight folk bars

playing acoustic pre-war ballads

for dimes and no one seemed

to give a damn about paychecks or beer.

but those kids did not need jobs, they had 

their church, and Alice gave away food

so if you're hungry, it's good to know Alice.

Alice is an angel and loves Arlo Guthrie, too

so much I thought they were married in another life,

and should have a baby between themÑ

crying up over the horizon like our new born sun,

or maybe just get a dog,

and name him Arlo, too.

HH:

im glad i had a little letter from you when i got on here. i woke up thinking stuff along the lines of this: i know i didnt "do" anything wrong but drinking like i did last night ends me up smoking and then driving home way past the point i should have and i remember with clear thoughts actually being in the act of opening my truck door and then turning the key thinking "i shouldnt be driving" then im pulling out of the parking space thinking "i shouldnt be driving", then im driving down 209 thinking the same thing. so i told lauren this morning as i was rolling around in the comfy bed singing made up songs and she was getting ready for work that we cant do that anymore. like a pact. is pact a word? its just not a smart thing to do. corse, then as time went on i dont much remember even driving home. thats not a good sign.

(mmmm. taco bell sounds good right now. hehe.)

anyways, my conscience is killing me so to speak right now for driving home (and for smoking four cigarettes at the bar: my delicate lungs dont like that) so im taking advantage of wonderful HH and unloading it on her. but she's so cool i bet she just shrugs it off like its no big deal because its all part of this thing going on and she's a really weathered and really wise old soul anyway. so its no big deal. but in a way its just lots of fun to write about.

so when you guys move into the new house can i put my tent like 4.32 acres from the house and just hide out there from time to time. you wont even know its there except for the fact that arlo gets sort of vocal when he's all rested and wired in the mornings like he is now.

im glad you made it home safe. it IS a long drive late at night.

didnt you guys purchase that mammoth ceramic dog for the entry way in the new house?

hehe

DAD:

Hey dad,

im going to check into the train situation right now. if we cant bring dogs along than i guess we'll be driving. not too excited for that 3 day drive, but its worth it to get back there and especially to have arlo along so you guys can meet him. also, he can run around in shannons backyard with cody (and probably make fun of him for wearing boots).

anyway, ill let you know about amtrak. i think that would be a great ride through the northlands.

have a good sunday, tell everyone we said hello if you see them tonight.

love

g&L

PS i have 2 paintings in a group show that opens up this friday with a reception. there are somewhere around 40 other people in the exhibit so it should be a relatively large party. ill let you know how it goes.

maybe we'll get all dressed up and walk around drinking flutes of bubbly white champagne. (but probably not! beers fine)

see ya.

HH:
hey dudes,

whats new. i neglected to respond about the mailing address so here goes. do you want some new eagles up there? let me know there are a few weeks backed up in laurens car so...

PO Box 2333 

Bigfork, MT 59911

laurens cooking pasta and is in dire need of a collander. know where she can get a nice one? she said she almost bought a martha stewart model from kmart the other day.

we are going to chicago in october for my brothers wedding. around the 22-27 or so. im planning on booking some amtrak tickets, but amtrak doesnt seem to allow anything other than seeing eye dogs. and i dont think they'll fall for it. would you guys be interested (or able) to watch arlo for a week?

let me know when you can, hasta luegoÑ

see ya.

g

CH:

<left favorite nalgene at your house??>  drinking out of favorite nalgene as we speak. distilled watered down apple juice, so when you get it back hopefully it wont make your water taste appley (but that wouldnt be so bad actually). 

it appears i will be coming down there alone on friday (that is if my truck holds up, which it has been even though its been in the shop for two days. of course, it started up fine every time the mechanic tried to see what was wrong with it. so i said this over the phone today: "ok, then ill just come pick it up, no charge.").

this isnt something i like to do over email but i told lauren that--considering all the other garbage that has gone on between her and i lately--i need some space to see what is the best situation for me. this is a bit difficult seeing as though we share this one small cabin, so she very uneasily decided to go stay with her friend/boss lindy from work. she's really hurt. this is all pretty strange, but i still really want to come down especially to get out of bigfork and hang around msla. t'will be a good head change. maybe ill cruise around to see who i know is still around. if anyone.

rainy here too,

more later

g

HH:

yeah sorry about the reception thing. i didnt go either. last week was very crazy here and i pretty much forgot about the thing. i will tell you in person more details, but in short we found out tuesday night that lauren was pregnant (!--which, after about 4 hrs freak-out for me, then 8 hrs sleep, and one phone conversation with my mom, seemed like the coolest thing i could ever image). but before we could even get to the doctor on thursday morning for a check up, i had to take her to the hospital wednesday afternoon due to irregular bleeding and some time during a three hour testing session she miscarried in the ER. now, they found a fibroid tumor on her uteris and said its non-cancerous and benign so they are going to check into it further july 10 to see if she will need to have it surgically removed.

the whole thing has been really exhausting (especially for lauren of course). then this weekend we went to bozeman with my two friends on string cheese tour visiting from TN for blues traveler/leftover salmon show at the rainy fairgrounds, slept out somewhere near bridger bowl in the sticks. that was really nice.

anyway, im applying for the head web designer at UM and need to type out a new cover letter. so ill write more later. let me know how you are doing. leif's in a cool cool place.

g

HH:

w.h.,

ill give her a huge hug from you soon as she gets here (went back to work today). thank you for your thoughts. i finished the application stuff so now we'll see what happens. i wonder how many people and what types of people applied for that job. ill let you know if i hear anything. otherwise some dude at national book cover design and maps or something has been inquiring about my working there (its in whitefish). i should probably know more about it monday or tuesday. 

i wont stop taking photos, though it would be one more discipline to keep up with. happily, that is.

i guess ill go soon to see how those hospital folks hung that show. but then i gotta start paintings for elmer sprunger retrospective in august. all new paintings for sure. that should be a goodie. any news about the coffee traders deal? still december scheduling? 

what else.....thats it for now. put on any BT, its the best for painting. should be good for pots too.

chowwwwwwwww.

g 

JO:

yo. no 100 years, but a damn fine show. although the sound sucked, it was held at some fairgrounds and the metal roof, screaming people and hammering rain on that roof for the most part messed up the acoustics (if there were any to begin with: the soundboards were blocked off with rodeo fences!)

anyway, heres the setlist as i kept it and its not posted on bt.com for checks or official names:

band walks onstage, me leaning on livestock rails

star spangled banner (mainly popper making jimmi hendrix look like a musical toddler of sorts) >

take it for granted, guess thats what its for... (name?)

you reach me

(? not sure)

mountains win

searching low and high (that 60s tune, 'the guess who' maybe?..) >

NYC prophet

felicia

i cant see why >

slow change >

crash burn >

slow change

back in the day

and the bell rings seven times (name?) >

bad ass bass solo >

bad ass drums >

there is a way

new one (name?) >

hunt with the free people (name?) >

funky groove >

crash burn

hook

E: blackbird (beatles tune)

new one (name?)

all in all the show rocked aside from the difficulty in hearing the always priceless comments between songs.

be looking in the mail for a small payyyycage. and announcement of new album.

enjoy work. i almost got canned today because i left the office and the "editor" didnt know what to do next.

its a sad sad situation. but amusing to watch her pacing around the office yelling in her intelligent sounding drawl about things to which she makes no conclusions but gets more and more pissed as i sit there calmly saying things like "well, if we dont have any disks, what then am i supposed to do?" (and of course she hasnt a clue because as proved today, doesnt even know how to turn on any computer other than her own!) i walk away laughing at that lady. i applied for the director of web development position at the university down in msla today. need to maybe secure a (cool) job before looking further into buying a unibomber cabin.

hehe.

lateeeeeee.

CH:

i didnt really want to get off the phone with you just a little while ago. of course i didnt want samuel and presley to leave, but i was looking forward to everyone leaving me alone for a spell so i could (hopefully) talk to you on the phone for kind of a long time. im not much for phone conversations but its definitely better than email, especially if the wonderful girl you are trying to communicate with lives exactly 100.7 miles from your cabin.

i still cant find that cigarette smell and its starting to gross me out. it smells like an old beer can with cigarette butts in it. sick.

i wish you could have come up here today and shared some rosa's with me. its cold now and the salads gone, but its good for laying around resting from marathon party night watching the news or discovery civilization/science (either one of those 'nerd shows' did you call it? would do.) we even got those fancy breadsticks again. that was a pretty cool accidental discovery on our part.

(you said in your email that i didnt read until after the phone call that you didnt know if i wanted to see you? what the hell? are you crazy woman? i know its not the easiest situation but not seeing you sure wouldnt make any of this go away.)

lets see.... both those guys read the start of the novel book: october new mexico so far and both dug it. they took a stack of say no more with them for the remainder of cheese tour to 'spread the word' as they phrased it and make me some cash and them some gas money (just a little). they're going all the way up to new england by august. that part sounds cool but being on tour all summer again doesnt right now. i guess maybe the flathead holds a bit of contentment for me.

well, guess ill go find the cigarette smell and maybe have a piece of rosas. wish it was the bridge.

love you.

g

KT:

you are wonderful. but this i already knew since discussions of legal pads and white out and sugar cubes tucked back in the corner of the tdp. i hope you are able to come to montana soon. 

must 

hang

with

kara t.

whats your middle name?

started new still life. laurens at work. drinking vino on veranda. first smoke in ages. american spirit greens no doubt.

when im thirty-six ill have big bushy brown beard, wear suspenders on old courderoys for fun, old beat-down running shoes on my feet no socks and live in wood stove misty cabin on the oregon coast writing poems catching fish and eating only fresh veggies from the garden.

CH:

for friday from october new mexico: "when im thirty-six ill have big bushy brown beard, maybe wear suspenders on old courderoys for fun who don't ever match my checkered shirt...old beat-down running shoes on my feet no socks...and live in wood-stove mystic cabin on the oregon coast writing poems between paintings, catching fish and eating them with fresh veggies from the rainy autumn harvest garden out back... maybe we'll have a child...a bouncing and playful little three year old boy with curly hair, even though i dont know where that curly hair would come from, Chet... i can see him running around some crazy wood treehouse hanging spirally outta one of those grand redwoods way up high and when the fog comes in real heavy i cant even see him up there when he climbs in through the little round-cut door, i just hear him singing...that little boy singing that nothing hinders and it bounces back off the wet coastal rocks...it's not that nothing can get in its way exactly, Chet, its just, i think, that nothing wants to get in its way...'OOOLLLY OOLLLLY OXEN FREEE...' innocent harmony voice through the midday fog seeping into the treehouse walls...and the thing about it, hehehe, is that no one even knows what that means." 

JO:

hell yeah. you should put that thing on, go over to the new and updated keller j.h. and stroll into third period pe sometime, bouncing an old basketball like nothings up. just blend into the gym class after they break into squads. see what happens. they'd think it was cool because you'd have the 'retro' gym suit.

that would be (without the perv element) just as good as me sliding around on my back under the volleyball chicks shooting photos in the high school here. (remember that photo?? hehe...)

shot that ribbon-cutting-rich-dude-or-wanna-be-rich-dude-new-holes-at-the-golf-course thing. what a joke. they were all getting sauced from the 'wet bar cart' (which was complete with full around stereo system, vanity MT plates, pleather seats, wood trim, etc...) and it took forever for them to cut the fuk'r. hehe. meanwhile, im standing around in dirty sandals and mud on my feet, smelling like no-shower-many-days because of... well, no-shower-many-days and of course adding to my scent of the week: the near canada hiking this morning/afternoon... i blended in well on the golf course. actually though, i am wearing a striped shirt with a collar (thrift store purchase chicago) so maybe they thought i was blending well. hohoho.

whats on the agenda for one more saturday night?

me: working on the novel for now, having a pint o' the sauce, some day will sell it and then tell all these chumps what's really in store for them. then ill buy all their silly drinks just to make a point and jump into the custom wet bar car and do fishtails like at chagrin valley.

KT:

i said i didnt remember the bar. i didnt say i didnt remember you at the bar.

but now it comes out:

although i dont remember it especially as "being hit on". i do recall feeling rather high sitting next to kara on bar stool to my left. i guess because it was just cool and i though/think you are cool and when i first saw you strut into our remote office corner i remember doing a double-take even though that matt dude was looking at me explaining something simple about tdp layout or the server network...blah ....our computer system....blah blah...here...blah...graphics something or other...blah...     ....then foxy lady walks in----------                             

........"oh, yeah, what were you saying, matt?"
i think thats what happened.

i do remember you saying you were going to leave the party bar because lauren was there, even though i remember her over in the corner with some other chicks doing i dont remember what...i think dancing crazy or throwing pool balls at each other or something. (it gets a little hazy in there a little bit time and again.)

well i think this: how sad that we worked so close that i could feel your puffy silver north face jacket hitting the back of my chair. then i tried to keep you warm too with crazy space heater when the gas company struck pipe. and we only really went out once? and we lived (sort of) in telluride: which, according to Frat Boy magazine, is one of the top spring break party scenes in the west! 

ps i think msla U is an excellent school and you should definitely check into it. im going to try to get into MFA there......again. but last year they took 1 grad painting student out of oohhh.. maybe 500 applicants. its a great school. cool people attending. and even cooler town. 

LD:

hi tooties.

i was hoping you would have sent me some email. i got your vms. (voice mails). i wish there was some way that i would know whenever you call--I just come home and theres numbers blinking and i hope your voice is on one of them. ..but i wish whenever you rang there would be a buzzer in my pocket or something.

did you get the rough draft of the new pome? p-o-m-e?

i went to IGA today and pushed around a cart and got red lettuce, etc but i just now realized i forgot to get a new bottle of sprite. damn! guess ill have to have cereal to make me forget.

im having the last of the enchaladas now. mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.

we (me and barlo) went to the shwell tonight and there was this new band playing: pedacter project. the bass player came up to me asap when i walked in the door and said they'd play some BT for me.

i talked to amy quite a few times here and there, but orange dude sorta gave me the "hey, whats up dude" walk-off thing(?!?!) when i saw him.

hmm. (thats the most thought-less "hmm" ever.)

i k-need some more food in my stomach.....

want some.?....

M

O

O

S

E

S

?

with salad?

this suk's. you have good food there with those yard-sprinklers all along the running route.

¼»¥¤¦

xo

g

ps got invited to "smoke bowls" by lisa & co. tonight. hehe. rent-a-cops in town. (?!)

me and arlo sneaked out.

LT 

KT:

hmm. i never knew (some of) these things...i will have to officially reply to that beauty later. right now i need your mailing address.

kara tatone

_____________

Telluride, CO ....ahhhh 81332...?

does that d.dion girl still work there? and are you guys still carousing (sp? but dont care) the seedy mtn taverns.......in.........

....big.......

ok, small...........

                                   silver

               coats

               ?

KT:

"Sultry Radio-Free Girl and Silver Foxy Mama--

...tales of the telluride nightlife."
LD:

hi.

its been a fabulous day for painting. and its going much faster than the cabin did. i guess thats what comes with practice. i was talking with haaken about how much time we each thought it took, for example, walter ufer to paint the cover painting on the taos book with ALL those models standing there. i said after so many years its like anything else, its just second nature (in a way) and higher efficiency, etc. and he told me a story about one of the masters only allowing himself to have a model in his studio for 20 minutes or so...maybe a little longer, but just enough to lay down some paint and use the element of speed. (maybe it was degas with those ballet girls...) i dont like that story really, but it was interesting (not too much convo in the spork about the 'real painters'). as much as ive thought about it so far, its not a very contemplative way to paint (i know because thats what i used to do.)

anyway, i was up in the loft working when i heard this horrendus crash. i looked out to see arlo bolting across the yard, shitting his fur probably, and the ladder was crashing to the ground! the little bitch probably got his favorite rope toy wedged in there under the legs of the ladder and pulled the thing out from under its own feet. (unless maybe he was attempting a new method of dog ladder climbing out of boredom and wanting to finally see where it is i keep disappearing to day after day. hehe.)

at any rate, i obviously had to find a way down and after a failed attempt at waiving down some people driving by from back there, i crawled out and grabbed onto one of those logs sticking out and lowered myself down until i had to jump the rest of the way. then i had to nail some of the ladder back together that had cracked upon impact. i scratched my armpit in the process and applied some rescue remedy to myself afterwards. also, i tied a bit of the climbing rope around the ladder rung on top and the metal rail of the balcony to avoid this from happening again in the future.

so its all fixed and im going back to paint.

arlo doesnt know what to do with himself being out of his house all day long.

OH!  i was having this cool idea the other day at work. yesterday i think. it was this: i would like to maybe have a bookstore somewhere cool (portland by the beach? maybe...not important right now) just a small sort of place with of course all the good books and tons of the great ones, all different topics, cool rugs, etc. then, there would be spots around the store to hang new paintings, and also a main painting exhibit area that would have couches and a few chairs, and a thrift store table, etc. in one of the corners where there would be lots of paintings on exhibit. i would have a coffee maker there with free/donations coffee for people to sit and read or chat and look at paintings and all the paintings would be for sale. i could price them accordingly (like ive been doing) and put a little tasteful sign to just make people aware that they are for sale...like a little gallery within the bookstore. sort of how paintings seem to sell pretty good at the knead cafe, you know. then maybe the word would get around that the book store is a good place to see great paintings too. maybe we could live upstairs from the store/gallery. or i could paint up there or something. we could both work the store and maybe hire some other cool kids or people to work there if needed. i could even have "openings" to sort of publicize the new paintings once in a while. run an ad in the entertainment section of the paper and make up my own signs and flyers on my computer in the back room where my office would be and thats where i print new poems and hand them out at the counter. all the while i could be writing the rest of the books and getting them done.

i know you want to have a career job of some kind, but we could always have the store too. i wonder how much that would cost to get going? buy a place? rent? live upstairs? yeah that would be cool, like lawrence ferlinghetti and city lights books in san fran ( http://www.citylights.com ) some day. i dont think id want to do it in the flathead, but ill check out the scene/success of the whitefish bookstore where i have a show in december.

maybe we could do this after i get done with MFA and you get done with school too.

what do you think? thats what got me thinking maybe just get the truck fixed instead of buying new one because if we did it in a city, i wouldnt want or need shiny new passport...but then again, it would be key for camping at the beach! hehe...

love and misses.

LT
ps ive been painting to nirvana unplugged and toots's favorite tape: the bridge street concert.

DAD:

hey dad,

well, laurens doing better with the doctors. she is seeing one now who is very good and is going to be recommending the best person he said for the surgery. i think the preliminary tests are done now, and she has an appointment tomorrow (thurs) to set up the surgery. she's been getting checkups and ultrasounds until now. im not sure when the surgery will be.

i will let you know. as soon as i find out.

thanks for the financial advice. i dont think im going to move further with a house here. i have been thinking it wouldnt be such a great situation to be in to have to sell a house if i get into one of these grad schools i am checking out. so i think im going to wait on that, but i have been wondering about what i asked you so its good to have those things answered.

things at the newspaper are pretty much the same these days, no big news. (although i went to shoot a one-car wreck the other day that turned out to be pretty bad. i shot some photos and went back to the office. turns out, the writer for the paper gets a call in a little while and it was her son who was in the wreck!...pretty crazy... i guess he's ok, just got a lot of facial damage, stitches, etc.)

anyway, im painting a lot today and just came in to check email and get something to eat. ill write more later. did you get my voice mail the other day? any big plans for the weekend?

oh, my truck is in need of a new fuel pump ("for starters" they said) for $350. i've been thinking maybe i should put that money to a more reliable vehicle. my truck is still stalled out in the mechanics lot. (im very happy to have laurens car to use in the meantime.) but i was thinking of going down to missoula this weekend to see if i could find a good deal on something with a four wheel drive option and a good engine....ill let you know what i find.

talk to you soon,

hope everythings going well...

love,

g 

CH:

(as little teeny moths fly around my desk lamp, i dont have your letter here at the cabin so i cant address specific points, but i remember some of what you wrote...the rest i can respond to tomorrow.)

yes, it was very unexpected to read those things. i was sort of confused that those (your) feelings came out like that. i say "those" because, mostly i guess, i didnt know you felt this way. then, in addition, i get this long, sort-of yelling email about it all.

when we talked that one day outside in the new lawn chairs under the car port i thought i was being pretty clear that--in the light of the new circumstances--i was not ready, or willing, to jeopardize or change what i have with lauren. (and therefore, because--as you know--im not into keeping a harem, i thought that you understood that meant you and i cannot be more than friends right now.) 

since that day, im sorry if you feel i have been acting as if you (--and Amia!?--) are pawns in some sort of long and drawn-out emotional game im playing. but, in reality, i have been very concerned and occupied with my girlfriend of two years who is in texas with a (growing, maybe not growing) tumor in her body and who has been bounced around from dr. moron number one to dr. moron number two, who seem to give worse "trained advice" than a fucking drunk.

i do remember you saying/typing that i shouldn't have made lauren feel like she had to apologize to you. well, guess what, i didnt. i never once said anyone should apologize to anyone, she did that on her own.

you ARE important to me. I never "missed" that or overlooked that. but, you tell me for a week of your plans to pack up and move to portland soon, that you want to hang out one more time before you leave. 

that would be cool. i would like that. i even understand the motivation behind your last letter, but what i dont understand is why you wrote it.

Karen Hillary:

hello.

i had a wonderful evening at the symphony and got big smiles from high-society girls (like the one sitting with another girl talking at the table) in flowered sundresses and long summertime hair, and me in my unshowered shirt sleeves and dirty hiking shoes walking around pointing the giant camera, smiling at them with my m/v coastal star hat on backwards like wartime correspondant shooting photos in the hood, and dodging the spotlights that came on as the sun went down behind the pavillion.

if you have 2-3 minutes to let this lazily-designed page load, you should check out some of these facial expressions on honri d'esuthe the composer from the old country making jokes between compositions and talking about the pink panther and how it brings everyone to the same level. (i dont know really what his name is.)

http://ninearts.org/photography

(i set this up because the whole thing turned into a freelance gig for some nice-o caysh.)

have a good weekend.

g 

JO:

maybe i should ace that beeatch with the 10 gallon hat, but that would require more effort than its worth. so ill probably just leave her there smiling like barbie, stroking her horsey until i redesign the site some day to freshen it up...but no time soon.

in more pressing news...i got canned.

unemployed again.

i wonder how long it will last this time...right now im in the process of getting in touch with HR for my monthly checks from uncle sam. they will probably try to get out of paying me (the company that is) but im going to make sure i get the money. who else do i talk to if HR lady doesnt call me back?

the sales girl overheard the editor discussing my employment future many times in the office when i wasnt there. she called me on the phone last night to tell me what was up. i said thanks and got on the dangerous keyboard and put a little something together and sent it to the publisher (her boss), her, and the last real writer to work at the paper. the writer lady wrote me back and said it kicked ass. i think so. i thought you would get a kick out of it:

ill let you know what the publisher says, if anything. he's a dodgey bastard as well.

letter:

Dear Tom Kurdy,

Over the past several months I have had some mounting concerns with the way the Eagle office is run. These concerns stem mainly from one source: the editor, Laurie Dillard. Since the beginning I have been shocked at her inconsistencies and incompetence at running a paper, due, mainly I imagine, to her lack of professional experience, technical knowledge, leadership skills, communication skills and abilities (I apologize for my bluntness) to stop talking and listen. This becomes a major liability when coworkers are attempting to educate and instruct her on the small but important factors that go into putting out a newspaper, especially with the pressure of a deadline.

One thing in particular that has held up progress at the Eagle is Laurie's lack of ability to complete even the simplest of steps on her computer. Time after time I have laid out much more than my share of pages each week, only to come back in early on Tuesday morning and literally have to redesign the very same pages I spent up to 10 hours on the day before. (If needed, I'm sure Chris Friar you will find in agreance with these points of concern.)

As a solution to these and other problems, I personally have tried many times to sit down with Laurie and teach her some simple Quark XPress items to lessen her strain. Judging based on recent performances, I don't believe she has retained a single lesson, and week after week, continues to harp and brood over the same exact obstacles. This is the reason the Eagle was not laid out until midnight some weeks, causing everyone involved to experience a lot of unnecessary stress.

It is nearly impossible to continue to work with an editor--who is supposed to be the leader--who seems timid, scared, and unable to communicate with her staff. I am aware that I am of a higher skill level in many elements of newspaper, technical processes, layout, design, communications, etc. than Laurie ever will be. I understand this situation and use it to the newspapers advantage. I have never held this against our staff. However, it seems to me Laurie is mentally unable to accept this situation and allow it to work to everyone's benefit.

There are other concerns of mine, but I feel I am starting to make myself clear. I know other editorial staff members have left the Eagle because even "after 2 years of trying to make things work, Laurie has not improved." Sales associates have had the same problem.

If you would like, I will supply you with a current list of professional references with whom I have worked in the past. I encourage you to use these references just to sort of base my character and level of professionalism on. I have not had any personal time talking with you, and I don't expect you to fully understand these judgments of mine and realize, just from this letter, how much of a serious liability Mrs. Dillard is to your companies well being. But I would expect you will want to look more closely into just exactly what she is and is not capable of handling. I am sure after careful consideration, you will realize the latter far exceeds the former.

I am also aware of the rumors that are flying around the Eagle office these days like a high school cafeteria. Frankly I am shocked at the way the staff there conducts themselves from time to time and also with the lack of professionalism. But, this is really not one of my concerns. 

The purpose of this letter is mainly to inform you of the current situation at the Eagle, and also to ask your professional opinion and advice on what you would do in such a situation. 

Reaching me via email would be fine. I appreciate your time and attention.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
Eagle Photographer

DS:

well said.

one of these days we'll run into eachother on some mtn trail or big city side walk amongst the rest of the civilian crowded hustle and humdrum.

hello.

i was wondering why you didnt reply last letter. maybe you have not gone to the library or you didnt like what i wrote, you have a new boyfriend, or you are just busy. i got this cool letter today from a reader in california, ill put it at the end of this letter.

your mom and sister called here a while ago sort of worried and said you hadnt called them when you were supposed to or something. i gave your mom suzy's number, thats all i had i told her. 

im extending the chicago trip and going to bring in all the new slides and try to get a show in the city soon. 

well, i was just thinking of you and wanted to say hi. let me know how you are doing or if you have a phone number, i dont know for sure, but hopefully i wont be in this house much longer.

take care,

LT
Leonard Treadway
Rhythm Mountain Studios

www.radio-qmx.org
"The characteristic of modern art is to participate in our lives."      

-henri matisse 

Erol Hideaway:

Ireland! aw man i wanna go so bad. im off to chicago in a couple weeks by tin. i just got canned from the photo job at the bigspork eagle. right when i was really planning on bying a house with some lrain. i just got canned from the photo job at the bigspork eagle. right when i was really planning on buying a house with some land here... damn, its a bit of a monkey wrench in things, but actually i just filed for some pretty decent (for montana) unemployment benefits and i have a lot of time now to paint (having one man show at coffee traders in whitefish in december so much prep work for that, ill send you an invite when they are done) and finish OUTLAW: american poems on the run (book II, hopefully'll be out early next year...or sooner if things go nicely!)

i have been seeing a new girl these days. her name is Silvia Midtown. we hang out a lot, she lives with her brother in a cabin on their parents land down the road on rainbow. did you read "satire poem for all the homies..." on the REVIEW? 

excerpt: "On top of all this, Chet, I've made the acquaintance of the most gentle and beautiful girl living in a cabin down near loon lake. I've been spending a lot of time with her and things are really cool and smooth and sometimes she comes over and climbs the ladder to the studio where I'm working on a new painting, and leans on me looking at the canvas and gets really happy and says 'its the best one yet'---or something along those lines---and I know she means it. I think she's already read every poem I've ever written. She makes candles and does pottery, has a three-year-old daughter. 

Once a week we go to the hot springs late at night and drink juice all the way back after midnight because the good people in hot springs feel no need to lock the gate. 

So we stay way past closing time and sometimes I sit for a while in the hotter pool and meditate until my stomach gets warm and then I lay on the edge with the cold wet cement all down my back. 

It feels good to reach into the pool and trickle steaming mineral water on my chest as I look up at the black cold night, stars twinkling by the thousands filling up the sky."
we are also thinking of renting part of her friends house on the orchard side, right up along flathead lake towards yellow bay. half the house for $200 a month, perhaps that will be the right move for now, keep the state checks coming every two weeks and finish the novel. then i can look for a job.

winters coming, eh? we've had an indian summer here for about a week, sleeping out in the backyard everynight. very nice indeed. then i get up, make some coffee, check email and go up to the studio to paint...check out the new still life and landscape paintings. (http://www.radio-qmx.org) ..they will make up the bulk of the december exhibit.

thats crazy about jason's situation, but nothing both you two-fisted hard-drinking irish mountain bums cant topple. tell that kid i said hey and hang in there. 

blues traveler is my favorite band to see, leftover too on a good night. you guys should attend rocky grass near boulder...ah, now THAT is classy.

come up for string cheese oct 11 bozeman, oct 12 msla. fixin to be a kicker...

Buena gente, ustedes son los nuevos profetas en nuestro mundo transtornado y moderno.

thanks for writing its always wonderful to hear from you and i always imagine hanging out drinking capt morgan/cokes and oasis in skinny frosted mugs at the ship o' fools...how fitting, mi amore, how fitting.

LT
hello, wendy.

how are you? good.

hey, i was wondering if you would have a mailing list, or particulars from a mailing list from your work/shows with some local folks from around the valley that might be interested in getting a postcard invite to a fine coffee traders painting exhibition in december. i wont mail it out until the begining of Nov, but i was just thinking of it recently because the card is being printed as we speak. you and me.

tom lawrence said that NOW entertainment might not make it till december, but if it does he'll run a cover and center spread on the show. that would pretty much just cause me to giggle.

its chilly down here.

oh, i got fired.

no more job at the paper, so we might rent part of Silvia Midtowns friends house on the lake for $200 a month. i could handle $100 rent, especially since i already filed and am eligible for at least eight weeks (hopefully more) of unemployment benefits.

wanna read the letter i crushed that deranged, pre-senile dimentia snob with? i sent it to her, the writer chris, and the publisher, tom kurdy...the editors boss:

peace out, mama.

Dear Tom Kurdy,

Over the past several months I have had some mounting concerns with the way

the Eagle office is run. These concerns stem mainly from one source: the

editor, Laurie Dillard. Since the beginning I have been shocked at her

inconsistencies and incompetence at running a paper, due, mainly I imagine,

to her lack of professional experience, technical knowledge, leadership

skills, communication skills and abilities (I apologize for my bluntness) to

stop talking and listen. This becomes a major liability when coworkers are

attempting to educate and instruct her on the small but important factors

that go into putting out a newspaper, especially with the pressure of a

deadline.

One thing in particular that has held up progress at the Eagle is Laurie's

lack of ability to complete even the simplest of steps on her computer. Time

after time I have laid out much more than my share of pages each week, only

to come back in early on Tuesday morning and literally have to redesign the

very same pages I spent up to 10 hours on the day before. (If needed, I'm

sure Chris Friar you will find in agreance with these points of concern.)

As a solution to these and other problems, I personally have tried many

times to sit down with Laurie and teach her some simple Quark XPress items

to lessen her strain. Judging based on recent performances, I don't believe

she has retained a single lesson, and week after week, continues to harp and

brood over the same exact obstacles. This is the reason the Eagle was not

laid out until midnight some weeks, causing everyone involved to experience

a lot of unnecessary stress.

It is nearly impossible to continue to work with an editor--who is supposed

to be the leader--who seems timid, scared, and unable to communicate with

her staff. I am aware that I am of a higher skill level in many elements of

newspaper, technical processes, layout, design, communications, etc. than

Laurie ever will be. I understand this situation and use it to the

newspapers advantage. I have never held this against our staff. However, it

seems to me Laurie is mentally unable to accept this situation and allow it

to work to everyone's benefit.

There are other concerns of mine, but I feel I am starting to make myself

clear. I know other editorial staff members have left the Eagle because even

"after 2 years of trying to make things work, Laurie has not improved."
Sales associates have had the same problem.

If you would like, I will supply you with a current list of professional

references with whom I have worked in the past. I encourage you to use these

references just to sort of base my character and level of professionalism

on. I have not had any personal time talking with you, and I don't expect

you to fully understand these judgments of mine and realize, just from this

letter, how much of a serious liability Mrs. Dillard is to your companies

well being. But I would expect you will want to look more closely into just

exactly what she is and is not capable of handling. I am sure after careful

consideration, you will realize the latter far exceeds the former.

I am also aware of the rumors that are flying around the Eagle office these

days like a high school cafeteria. Frankly I am shocked at the way the staff

there conducts themselves from time to time and also with the lack of

professionalism. But, this is really not one of my concerns.

The purpose of this letter is mainly to inform you of the current situation

at the Eagle, and also to ask your professional opinion and advice on what

you would do in such a situation.

Reaching me via email would be fine. I appreciate your time and attention.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
9-18-02

Mr. Otoole

I will investigate your allegations and discuss them with the appropriate

individuals.

It is my understanding your employment with the Bigfork Eagle was terminated

as of yesterday.  Please return your key and our camera plus any other

equipment in your possession to the BFE office as soon as possible.  When

this is done, please contact Dorothy Glencross and we can take care of the

necessary details concerning benefits, payroll etc.

Thank you,

Tom Kurdy

DK:

burrito boy,

due to insinuating circumstances i havnt considered many details for "the thursday night". but we should get it down in ink sometime soon. im assuming its still going to be something like this: meet someplace, maybe yours or joes, have a cocktail, get to the hawks game, have a cocktail, from there, go where the evening leads... have another cocktail...try not to get in any fisticuffs...have a cocktail...burritos...cabs...etc.

as of this moment, ive only gotten up to chpt 2: somalia but i like it a lot. it makes me wonder if the whole piece will be based on facts you retained via extended cable package CNN, etc. and elaborate on or just a completely fictitious account of what 'could be'. either way im digging it so far, even the method in which it is written: the short, precise sentences one after another are great little puzzle pieces. ive never read tom clancey, but i know his style now.

keep it up. write more.

went to the "boobie bar" (village shwell with the wet tshirt contest that night) and consequently or not have one chick curled up in the fetal position on the couch behind me right now and Silvia Midtown is up in the loft: oh, montana, you never leave time to ponder... its time to hammer out some new prose.

today while out collecting fire wood i was wondering how your guys mom is doing these days. perhaps these thoughts came about due to two factors: 1. talking to mi padre last two days about his brother in law and 2. your recent addition to "the legacy of the voice-mail north-chicago burrito-gang saucies".

either way, i hope she's doing well.

should we reserve some tickets for the hawks game?

LT
----------

From: OTOOLEJ776@aol.com

Date: Sat, 21 Sep 2002 11:41:19 EDT

To: go@www.radio-qmx.org
Subject: thursday night

my buddy geoff from atlanta is arriving in town on thursday night before the wedding and would like to participate in any festivities.  would you email him any details? 

you met him in atlanta at one point... 

geoff_gardner@hotmail.com 

also have you been keeping pringles boy up to date on the evening? 

seanwebb2002@hotmail.com    

LD:

please remember to forward me the letter and poems from samuel.

the weather here has been a brilliant indian summer and we sat on the porch out at echo lake cafe this morning with green tea and coffee, then went to ensigns and got a small collection of things for new still lifes, including a mechanical typewriter from the 20s. it still works, dave told me, as he was saying he wouldnt need it back for a long long time and was polishing it up for the painting. i will put in a new ribbon on monday and hammer out many new poems sitting out under the trees or set it on top of a stump i carry up next to the chair on the balcony set up simply to sit back and contemplate paintings-in-the-works, sip on chai, and soak up and in the afternoon sun.

:

samuel RK compton

2107 highland ave

knoxville tn 37916

LT
***

Leonard Treadway
rhythm mountain studios

"when poems become outlawed

only outlaws will write poems."
OUTLAW: american poems on the run

by Leonard Treadway
Available spring 2003.

http://ninearts.org 

KL:

kenny G,

i've got one brand new peregrine falcon oil complete as of around midnight last. its crazy, you might just like it. Silvia Midtown and i minus little nilla will be on our way down tomorrow morning sometime. im stoked about the whole thing. i figured i'll bring my backpack easel to set up and just maybe work on some other painting until the auction time or whatever. ill just bring the stuff and we'll see what works best. I've also got a small stack of the article that ran last week up here.

so ill just give you a ring when we arrive in town and we'll take it from there. tell kate ill take her up on a few of those beers, especially since i got canned last week from the bigspork eagle! haha. and now im painting and writing full time collecting from the state starting next week...not bad at all.

see you tomorrow, amiga.

LT
***

Leonard Treadway
rhythm mountain studios

"Good people, you know how to create poems in the minds 

of saints and maybe you've never even picked up a pen."
OUTLAW: american poems on the run

by Leonard Treadway
Available spring 2003.

http://ninearts.org 

HH:

rick bass tonight or yesterday? if its friday night i'd like to get up there for it.

man, thats so great about your shop and you guys doing it by yourselves together. i've been finding some good property prospects around but nothing is "the one" yet. they always lack one thing or another. the studio and land is most important, so maybe i should suck it up till i can just build a custom structure that will work well for the next oh say many years...(just thinking out loud there.)

i was asked to donate a painting (peregrine falcon) for the raptors of the rockies auction in msla tomorrow night so the painting is done and we're going down in the morning. should be cool.

as for the job thing, did i send you that letter i wrote to the publisher? it was a goodie, and was written ten minutes after i got wind of the rumor i was going to get fired. the next morning the editor called me up and said a bunch of shit over the phone (she got a copy of the letter the night before) and said i was not entitle to be given notice blahh blah hand in your key blah blah then starting making excuses and said she did all the work, i did no work, and she couldnt "do this much work" blah blah and i started laughing really hard into the phone and said: "well, you going to have to do a hell of a lot more work now!"
check out the letter, publishers response first:

(call or write about the rick bass reading)

see you soon.

9-18-02

Mr. Otoole

I will investigate your allegations and discuss them with the appropriate

individuals.

It is my understanding your employment with the Bigfork Eagle was terminated

as of yesterday.  Please return your key and our camera plus any other

equipment in your possession to the BFE office as soon as possible.  When

this is done, please contact Dorothy Glencross and we can take care of the

necessary details concerning benefits, payroll etc.

Thank you,

Tom Kurdy

-----Original Message-----

From: Leonard Treadway [mailto:go@www.radio-qmx.org]

Sent: Tuesday, September 17, 2002 5:15 PM

To: Tom Kurdy

Cc: editor@bigforkeagle.com; crisfriar@yahoo.com

Subject: Eagle Concerns

Dear Tom Kurdy,

Over the past several months I have had some mounting concerns with the way

the Eagle office is run. These concerns stem mainly from one source: the

editor, Laurie Dillard. Since the beginning I have been shocked at her

inconsistencies and incompetence at running a paper, due, mainly I imagine,

to her lack of professional experience, technical knowledge, leadership

skills, communication skills and abilities (I apologize for my bluntness) to

stop talking and listen. This becomes a major liability when coworkers are

attempting to educate and instruct her on the small but important factors

that go into putting out a newspaper, especially with the pressure of a

deadline.

One thing in particular that has held up progress at the Eagle is Laurie's

lack of ability to complete even the simplest of steps on her computer. Time

after time I have laid out much more than my share of pages each week, only

to come back in early on Tuesday morning and literally have to redesign the

very same pages I spent up to 10 hours on the day before. (If needed, I'm

sure Chris Friar you will find in agreance with these points of concern.)

As a solution to these and other problems, I personally have tried many

times to sit down with Laurie and teach her some simple Quark XPress items

to lessen her strain. Judging based on recent performances, I don't believe

she has retained a single lesson, and week after week, continues to harp and

brood over the same exact obstacles. This is the reason the Eagle was not

laid out until midnight some weeks, causing everyone involved to experience

a lot of unnecessary stress.

It is nearly impossible to continue to work with an editor--who is supposed

to be the leader--who seems timid, scared, and unable to communicate with

her staff. I am aware that I am of a higher skill level in many elements of

newspaper, technical processes, layout, design, communications, etc. than

Laurie ever will be. I understand this situation and use it to the

newspapers advantage. I have never held this against our staff. However, it

seems to me Laurie is mentally unable to accept this situation and allow it

to work to everyone's benefit.

There are other concerns of mine, but I feel I am starting to make myself

clear. I know other editorial staff members have left the Eagle because even

"after 2 years of trying to make things work, Laurie has not improved."
Sales associates have had the same problem.

If you would like, I will supply you with a current list of professional

references with whom I have worked in the past. I encourage you to use these

references just to sort of base my character and level of professionalism

on. I have not had any personal time talking with you, and I don't expect

you to fully understand these judgments of mine and realize, just from this

letter, how much of a serious liability Mrs. Dillard is to your companies

well being. But I would expect you will want to look more closely into just

exactly what she is and is not capable of handling. I am sure after careful

consideration, you will realize the latter far exceeds the former.

I am also aware of the rumors that are flying around the Eagle office these

days like a high school cafeteria. Frankly I am shocked at the way the staff

there conducts themselves from time to time and also with the lack of

professionalism. But, this is really not one of my concerns.

The purpose of this letter is mainly to inform you of the current situation

at the Eagle, and also to ask your professional opinion and advice on what

you would do in such a situation.

Reaching me via email would be fine. I appreciate your time and attention.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
Eagle Photographer

JO:

i guess dan was confused but i dont know by what. the only girlie ive been hanging out with is Silvia Midtown and she's still coming to the deed in october.

its been a bit stressful lately with little nilla because she gets all hyped up like three year olds do and makes it very difficult to do things in a three room house like work on the novel that i plan to finish before starting a new full time job...if that can even happen here.

and where Silvia Midtown goes nilla goes so i had to just say something like this: "ahh...well, the cabins really small, as you know, and i am using this new stint of unemployment to continue on with my book..." and so she understands and all that, but is still a bit touchy on the whole situation. touchy mostly not because i told her to not come over so often, but because she's not real content living where she is right now i guess. probably a mix of both. ive been scouring the papers to find some cheap wood heated kazinsky cabin somewhere where no one can hassle me till the book is complete.

something better turn up soon, it snowed today.

From: "Joe O'Toole" <joe@highergear.com>

Date: Mon, 30 Sep 2002 16:35:49 -0500

To: <go@www.radio-qmx.org>

Hey I heard that you might not be bringing the new lady.  Dan mentioned something about a drunk email in which you referred to another girl being in the cabin.  Was dan confused? 

LD:

hello.

i tried calling you tonight but some people said you have no phone where you are staying. wherever that may be. Its getting cold here and i stacked the wood back up in the back of my truck just in case. its coming soon. it hailed of all things a couple times the other day...and night.

i got a lecture last night from linda and david ensign about finding the lord and how everyone else is wrong. i dont think ill be talking to them much more about that. maybe ill recommend they go to the dharma center to see wangdon and sit sunday morning meditations. it would open their minds, but i dont think they'd like that. that whole family seems very concieted, too bad. narrow-minded-ness must breed in the woods. i cant wait to get to chicago.

i saw a guy fly fishing today under the bridge as I ran across the swan river. Big sky Journal emailed me and said they need a story about fly fishing for the winter issue. maybe i should work something up, but it was so brief today. i want to see more fly-fisherpeople.

I have many freelance writing and photo oportunities for montana magazines (some poems too) so im thinking of fronting the cash for a new D1X. cant make money unless you spend money i heard someone once say. i think maybe it was emerson, or that chrysler guy.

im going to see 20 acres for sale up near trego (south of eureka) tomorrow. old "bill" wants $1400/acre, he said, and "if a guy has cash, I can make a deal yet." he's had the land for eight years and him and his brother used to go up there and "have all kinds of fun, but then (his) brother got killed last year and (he just has) to sell it... too many memories."
i imagined for a moment maybe how his brother was killed, then said this to him over the phone: "oh."
old bill sounds like a really nice guy and i hope he's not too sad about his brother. but, but the sounds of it, he is.

i hope everything is good down there. 

LT
***

Leonard Treadway
rhythm mountain studios

www.radio-qmx.org
"Good people, you know how to create poems in the minds 

of saints and maybe you've never even picked up a pen."
OUTLAW: american poems on the run

by Leonard Treadway
Available spring 2003.

http://ninearts.org 

KP:

KP-

as i pulled this from the desktop inkjet (crappy and brokedown) printer (where i can only print if i convert black text to pantone process 678 blue) and walked across the kitchen to fill a new mason jar with livingston white zinfandel i thought of you. i dont know why. but i did, so here you go...

Outlaw

It's near impossible to get a good black and white photograph 

   of Jack Micheline, Jim Carroll, 

   Alan Kaufman or Abie Hoffman.

The FBI did recon into the wooded tenement shacks of Northern California 

   and raided the cold water flats of the lower east side where 

   minority and pueirle prose was born, 

   hatched into this strange and capitalistic world

   spitting two-syllable machine gun verbs,

   dropping commas where commas don't belong, turning on the     

   young vulnerable intellectuals in housing projects or     

   Universities, and robbing everyday people of their monotony.

The CIA came down on the cussing and     

   perverted adjectives swilling around smokey speak-easys and     

   secret-knock-down vodka stills in their very own towns.

The OSS formulated a one-night sting, a crack-down on iambic pentameter

   bouncing around the elevated inner-city trains

   from Times Square, Union Station Chicago to San Francisco

   dancing on rooftops in the moonlight dawns mixing icecube cocktails

   with female Japanese Haiku in sheer silk indian sorongs

   sparking a new years revolution from barstool headquarters 

   and leaky alleyways howling in the night.

The KGB sent punctuation away, doin' twenty years hard time in San QuentinÑfor     

   parol there's no hope. Pronoun started gang-bangin' when he 

   was nine, Conjunctions sellin' dope. I wont even mention rap lyrics.

The SSU knows the lyrics of Waylon Jennings, Scott Nearing,

   Willie Nelson, Beck, and Sinead OÕConnor,

   pulled tight the reigns on the new American outlaw.

The CIG knows that in any outlaw story there's heroes. In good outlaw tales, 

   the outlaws are the heroes. And I'm sittin here hoping to get fired,

   turn this back pocket-poetry-notebook

   back into what notebooks are made forÑ

   grocery lists, hero novels and influential prose.

The GOP knows my heroes are my dad, my mother, my grandfathers at both ends,

   my brother and his big-ten campus whiskey crew,

   my sisters gunna maybe someday both have new, pink infants

   to dedicate a book of child-rhymes to.

   Robin Williams, Arlyn Tratt, Jackson Pollock, David Lerner.

   Sammy's in there too, like Chet Voulliard in his

       swingin single nineteen-seventy-five

       big brown econoline van.

   Rolling across the country, he too is an outlaw 

       against the proper grammar enigma militia.

       Neo-classical propaganda in the schools say capitalize 

       your names, dates. Unless your a poem, I say, and         

       speak like you talkÑAre there upper-case consonants in                     

       your literary gun rack? Do lower-case lay-words roll off

       your tongue and stand straight up in the air of your 

       everyday rhythmic conversations?

Check the history books or watch old films you just might get a glimpse 

   of the moment metered verse got hitched to rambling     

   fictional stanzas and rode off, wedded as prose 

   to the newly American literary dawn

   when poetry becomes outlawed,

   only outlaws will write poems.

10/04/02 MT 

LD:

after taking a shower and thinking about what you told me, im more suprised than i was before. and at the same time, im not. 

you are living in an old trailor (something you always told me you never would do again in even a nice one, let alone a dirty one) that you had to clean out the drug stuff before moving into, and getting free rent and already sleeping with someone...what does that make you? why do you think arlo was going to the bathroom on the floor inside?

if this is the type of person you are and your morals allow you to sleep with someone so easily--just after storming out of our house--then you had me seriously fooled for 23 months. how can you let these people touch you? it makes me want to vomit in shock and horror because i know about your decent heart-- something these guys dont even care to see because they'd have to think more than enough than it takes to get into your pants. give me a break, lauren-- you are allowing yourself to become just another human statistic? 

let me ask you this: what does "nick" do?

now i still wonder again about the rumors and the shit i saw you doing at the Well. the fact that you brought that stoned whore into our bedroom is no mystery to me now. dont ever tell me again that you never lied to me.

i wonder what nikki and the rest of your family would think about what you are doing. because i have a feeling they are truely not aware.

you make me sad. you have a brain, lauren. use it. get out of the trailor. go to school. stay out of the bar. and dont take another fucking JOB at the bar. i still feel like im your dad and we arent even talking much anymore. 

i was very hurt when i realized what is going on there--that is why i had to get off the phone with you. twice. 

you guys are always talking about how your mom needs to get out of her damaging situation. maybe you should take your own advice. you could be living in a nice house with your family until you get things going again. el paso is not a bad place. your family has unconditional love for you. think about it--im sure "nick" thinks he's got a good thing going, getting laid so easily.

if i can help you, let me know. but if you are going to keep lying to yourself and arent going to help yourself, dont ever call me again.

JO:

Mr. October,

that write up rocked, i like the "favorites" part the best. is the season over then?

i got an early morning call from lauren phoning from a payphone in durango. the conversation was going ok, we dont talk much at all anymore, until she let some stuff leak out that she was keeping from me until today. i hung up on her out of anger and frustration. she called back. i hung up on her again. i wont spell it all out for you right now, that would take too much typing and waste too much time. but here is the email i responded to her which covers a lot of it.

after taking a shower and thinking about what you told me, im more suprised than i was before. and at the same time, im not. 

you are living in an old trailor (something you always told me you never would do again in even a nice one, let alone a dirty one) that you had to clean out the drug stuff before moving into, and getting free rent and already sleeping with someone...what does that make you? why do you think arlo was going to the bathroom on the floor inside?

if this is the type of person you are and your morals allow you to sleep with someone so easily--just after storming out of our house--then you had me seriously fooled for 23 months. how can you let these people touch you? it makes me want to vomit in shock and horror because i know about your decent heart-- something these guys dont even care to see because they'd have to think more than enough than it takes to get into your pants. give me a break, lauren-- you are allowing yourself to become just another human statistic? 

let me ask you this: what does "nick" do?

now i still wonder again about the rumors and the shit i saw you doing at the Well. the fact that you brought that stoned whore into our bedroom is no mystery to me now. dont ever tell me again that you never lied to me.

i wonder what nikki and the rest of your family would think about what you are doing. because i have a feeling they are truely not aware.

you make me sad. you have a brain, lauren. use it. get out of the trailor. go to school. stay out of the bar. and dont take another fucking JOB at the bar. i still feel like im your dad and we arent even talking much anymore. 

i was very hurt when i realized what is going on there-that is why i had to get off the phone with you. twice. 

you guys are always talking about how your mom needs to get out of her damaging situation. maybe you should take your own advice. you could be living in a nice house with your family until you get things going again. el paso is not a bad place. your family has unconditional love for you. think about it--im sure "nick" thinks he's got a good thing going, getting laid so easily.

if i can help you, let me know. but if you are going to keep lying to yourself and arent going to help yourself, dont ever call me again.

KP:

as always, i've been building and stretching all of my canvases, only i have to pay s/h because i have to have it all mail ordered up here into the montana wilderness. however, it really isnt much more than buying them at a good outlet store in chicago, but buying paints and supplies in kalispell (largest town around here) is a joke.

anyway, what im getting at is that i could probably get it to you for the "family rate". which is basically materials, shipping, and maybe enough to cover the electric bill. 

ill paint, frame (natural lattuce wood), and ship an 18x24 african grey elephant to you for $200.

is that fair? i hope, because honestly id love to do it.

let me know, and dont waste your time in computer lab. (lab assistants know all.)

g
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KP:

i could have it done in about a week (i think). also, tell me which sopris painting you have and ill mark that its 'property of'.

ahhh, lets see....i guess thats about it. let me know about the painting. im finishing today a very classic still life bottle/roses/peach slices and long shadows for my brother and jennifers wedding gift, only in mine, behind the flowers hanging on the wall is an old framed montana landscape painting.

im going to take it to the shop this week and get it framed.

soon.

g

LD:

did you know when you got on the plane for el paso so long ago that things between us would never be the same? i think now that i did, maybe a little somewhere inside.

i was feeling really good about all this distance until you called saturday morning. that is when i realized what you are doing there. now im sick and my stomach hurts all over again. im assuming now because you couldnt be honest with me again on the phone that you are sleeping with that person you are living with. you have read many things i've written and it seems i have way of expressing myself through words. but i cant even begin to tell you how sad, sick and disappointed i am in you for doing this. i dont know what i thought was going to happen between us and i was being by myself through all this so far, then i find out you have been doing what you are doing. you are no longer the person i thought i knew. you are no longer a person i want to know. i will never again think of you in the same good way.

i imagine its time i be with someone else now.

AT:

heyyyyyo.

we'll be leaving whitefish on the morning of the 22nd on amtrak. the ride takes about 36 hrs total so then ill be heading most likely to my moms place with Silvia Midtown and nilla (girlfriend and her 3 year old daughter). im planning on staying for about two weeks at least so definitely after the wedding we should hang out--notify robbie m if you talk to him, i have no way of getting in touch with him lately. i still havent seen your place and Silvia Midtown's never been to chicago, so this trip should be cool. i need a couple weeks of galleries, museums, the art institute, good restaurants, thrifty villages, busy streets, the el, difficult to non-exhistant parking, etc.

see you soon.

arumphf say diddley boom.

g 

LD:

From: lauren deharde <laurendeharde@yahoo.com>

and my family does know exactly what is going on here. 

so you actually did tell them you got down there and jumped into the sack with the next available customer? maybe you can answer me this lauren: you said you were going to be alone for a while. a few days after storming out of our house you are living with a new boyfriend. can you say "rebound". either you have a wonderful turnaround time, or you just have an incredibly low amount of regard for anything you have in your life. you havent NOT had a boyfriend for 4 years, now you are starting in on another? why dont you EVER do what you say you are going to do? you obviously have ZERO respect for your relationships to be doing what you are doing. and since i was one of them, that makes me feel like shit for actually believing in you. for once, why dont you fucking THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU ARE DOING. 

From: lauren deharde <laurendeharde@yahoo.com>

        you are a very judgemental person who thinks he is better than everyone else. 

you know in your heart this statement couldnt be further from the truth. (or, if for some twisted reason you hadnt retained any insight on me or about my ego - or id - or lack there of over the past 23 months thats ok too, because i know its not true. in times of emotional stress and duress, people are known to try and fool themselves as a means of healing. i understand you are upset at the things i wrote. they serve as a mirror of sorts.)

let me clarify that: the truth - when you tell someone (especially when they ask) what is going on in all reality and NOT hide certain aspects. (this is what you have always had trouble tapping into, and the more i realize this even now, the more hurt i get. so im going to stop thinking about it now.)

i dont think im "better than everyone else." i know im more thoughtful, mindful, and honest than most people because i know my own heart and understand my own mind. that is rare and you know this to be true. i dont feel bad about it. in fact most days it makes me feel rather high knowing i can do anything in the world that i can imagine.

i dont think your last letter would have been written with such an angry tone if i hadnt hit a nerve with my letter prior...think about that.

i dont think your last letter would have been written with such an angry tone if i hadnt hit a nerve with my letter prior...think about that.

going back to the first paragraph: it must be nice to heal your wounds behind some fabricated and made-up idea of me having bad qualities. "you are a very judgemental person who thinks he is better than everyone else." filling up your head and "memory" with ideas like this would very possibly ease the healing process. i imagine that is what you are doing, that is what the average person does. you know the story of mike and how hurt he got when things were strange between us a few years ago. he used to say things just like you are saying now. he laughs at how foolish he sounded back then and assures me (as if i didnt already know) he was just lashing out aimlessly and mindlessly.

on the other hand, i have always remembered the good aspects of the past. im not sure why. and sometimes it doesnt make things very easy when i wonder about certain decisions ive made. but, when im old and crazy writing poems on some parkbench or ocean camp ill be quite convinced i had the best life i could.

on another note, i remembered you saying while gritting your teeth on the phone something like this: " i cant believe you are taking her to meet your family." well, i am. she helped pick out clothes for shannons baby and my mom knows all about her. in fact, they have talked on the phone. so believe it.

you also said something like this: "i cant believe you are with a girl who has a child and you freaked out when i was going to have one."
yes, i was shocked and confused and leaning towards not having the baby that first night. and i regret that i had those ideas. but i was only thinking of your and my future. 

i thought i had told you about the rest of my feelings, but now that you said something like that, i guess maybe i wasnt clear. or it just got overlooked in all the other confusion....so, here: 

i knew i had to sleep on it. so i did. and when i woke up the next morning i felt better. the first thing that came into my head was a baby. my baby, our baby. in fact i felt really releaved or something. i felt lighter in my mind, like everything was going to be good. better than good because i thought i was going to have a child soon to take care of and love. then i wanted to tell my mom so i did. and walking around out in the front yard of the cabin, she told me things that helped me realize that the baby was good, that the baby was a wonderful wonderful thing. over all the cruel and evilness in the world, we could have something as wonderful as a new child. then we were laughing at the whole cool idea and i was really wanting the baby after those few minutes and i said to my mom i was going to get off the phone and "go be with lauren" and she said that was right.

then you yelled out the door you were bleeding... and thats when things went wrong.

i think i got it all out. we're headed east for SCI...------->E

CM:

whats up, mise?!--

good to hear from you too. right now im in charge of little three-year-old nilla. there's some canadian cartoon on something called 'global' amidst the rest of the twelve-dollar-a-month cable channels. she calls them 'kid movies'. if i let her, she would sit there barefoot on the rug for hours eating skinny carrot sticks with huge eyes mesmorized by 'kid movies'. 

this cartoon has a canadian accent.

when a toy commercial (pronounced "mersher-role" around here) comes on she says this: "you can buy that toy for later." then, all you say is "ok" and she's happy and completely forgets about the worthless plastic item. psychology's cool.

anyway, i guess you got the dates of when we'll be in chicago so lets figure something out. im stoked.

hope things are good there. you living in the city?

LT
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SO:

hey shan,

sorry it took so long to write you back. right now im in charge of little three-year-old nilla. there's some canadian cartoon on something called 'global' amidst the rest of the twelve-dollar-a-month cable channels. she calls them 'kid movies'. if i let her, she would sit there barefoot on the rug for hours eating skinny carrot sticks with huge eyes mesmorized by 'kid movies'. 

this cartoon has a canadian accent.

when a toy commercial (pronounced "mersher-role" around here) comes on she says this: "you can buy that toy for later." then, all you say is "ok" and she's happy and completely forgets about the worthless plastic item...psychology's cool.

anyway, hows things there? big? hehe. any news on baby? i talked to mom for a long time the other day and told her all about the "jesus dinner" i had over at Silvia Midtown's house the other night. she's so rad, but her parents are scardy cats, blaming their narrow-mindedness, fear of change and the outside world, and lack of responsibility on Silvia Midtown. they continuously tell her her cancer and CF are a direct result of her not "living in gods word". i thought they were just a little sheltered until this dinner. now i see how truely lame they are. 

i let them go that time but if they bring that shit again they're gunna have a conversation on their hands.

hope its warm there like here.

g 

JO:

sounds like a nice little tour. dont smoke any pole, i mean bowls while your there. maybe it wouldnt fly with the FBI.

Silvia Midtown has cystic fibrosis, which is a protien gene deficiency in all of the cells of her body so the sodium and chloride arent dispensed correctly. this makes the mucus thicker than it should be, causing build-up in places like her lungs and pancrease. she has to inhale pulmozime and saline in this battery powered inhaler twice a day and take a bunch of herbal pills to off set the other complications that arise due to the imbalance in her cells. digestion is a common problem with CF patience, she has pills for that too. as a result of all this, she gets worn out easier than most people. bacteria that you and i can just cough out or kill gets caught in the extra thick mucus in her lungs and lodges itself there. this is always a risk as well.

so the other day i went to the hospital with her and she got a pick line put in. its an intravenous needle that goes in her arm and has a little skinny tube that runs the length of a main vein into her chest. i watched the nurse push in the initial needle (with a little hole in the middle) then through the hole she pushed this 20" hairline tube up the inside of a vein. Silvia Midtown could feel it going around her shoulder and into her chest. the reason for this is administration of strong antibiotics into a high blood flow area to kill the bacteria stuck in her lungs.

its an ongoing thing. too much for one person to have to suffer through, i say. most of the time she's happier than most chicks i've known ever were.

the whole thing is caused by a recessive gene at birth. everyone has two CF genes. if you have two good, your fine. if you have one good, one bad your fine. if you get two bad, you got it.

she got rid of thyroid cancer last year also.

her parents are born-again backwoods morons who say stress and the fact that Silvia Midtown isnt "living in the word of god" are the reasons she has what she has. i let them pull that shit once in a suprise attack one night at dinner over at their house about a week ago. (should have seen it coming, but i didnt.) if they pull that shit again i'll be forced to intervene and point out to them that, contrary to what they are spewing, each of them has one good, one bad CF gene. they happened to pass one bad gene each on to their daughter. its no biblical enigma, this is the reason she has the disease. its fairly common knowledge that stress does cause health problems. even cancer. they are too narrow-minded, just this side of stupid to see that all they are accomplishing by their behavior are further problems...ie: soveig's health has nothing to do with the fuckin bible.

anyway, i was going to ask what you are doing with the cats/house during your sojourn. do you have someone to pretend they live there, you know, get the mail, pick up the papers off my campsite (your front porch), etc. ill be there for a week and more at least after the wedding so let me know.

time for an unemployment beer.

g

LD:

hello. i was wondering how you are doing. i was wondering what you are doing.

went to the string cheese shows in bozeman and msla this weekend. i heard a few great ones, but the scene is deteriorating into the new phil lot. it was pretty sad to tell you the truth. maybe its just all the druggies on fall tour because everyone else knows how cold it gets and prefers to stay home. who knows. i found some bad ass galleries in bozeman, so it was very much worth it. 

i dont really know exactly how to say what i want to say. and i thought i might just keep it to myself since you had no response to that long letter i sent a while ago. but i want to tell you this and i want to know how it makes you feel. ok?

i told you i am seeing Silvia Midtown and that we spend a lot of time together. i told you she is coming to chicago for the wedding. this is not because our relationship is so serious i am bringing her to meet my family or that i cant be away from her for two weeks. its because she wants to go, we have fun, and id like to have a date to my brothers wedding. i all the time thought it would be you with me, but that thought went out the window when you left montana.

i am not trying to play any mind games with you so dont think that. what i have been feeling is a very big deal to me. i would like to know if it is to you: i have been thinking a lot about the baby. maybe some people would say i shouldnt do that---but i have been, so i think i should. maybe some people would say i shouldnt bring this up to you like this because its hard and maybe you are trying to forget about it or something---but you are THE only person i want to share this with, so i am.

i know all this time apart is good to let things heal. its also a good amount of time ive had to think about things as well. maybe you have too, i dont know. when i told you i was feeling good about you being pregnant out on the front lawn, i was not just saying that, nor was i exaggerating. 

here is what i am trying to say. this is what i have been feeling: maybe you and i are a good match. for a baby. for life.

g

hello Mr Grahm,

i have been enjoying bonny doon tastes for quite some time now. so much so, that i had a few empties around the studio and incorporated the excellent labels into four of my new oil paintings. i have attached here a .jpg you may have seen in the past. also, please be looking out for an invitation card to the upcoming Nov 29 opening reception at the gallery space. the postcard invite shows another of the paintings in full color with a "big red" in a desolate landscape.

consequently, during a four hour stint of painting last when i was working on another containing the "big red" label, i had the idea that, since there will be three or four paintings on the walls with bonny dune bottles, it would be a witty and cool idea to have a couple bottles around for people to sip on as they inspect the new works. i thought you and bonny doon may have a bottle or two laying around that you'd like to donate to an always important cause: new art. 

i'd buy the bottles myself, but being as though the exhibition and sale has not yet taken place, the heating bill in montana october takes precedence.

keep an eye out for the invite,

thanks--

Leonard
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MC:

i needed tonight some props for a painting. i hopped in my truck with a couple of coldies and headed toward kalispell, the only somewhat real town within reasonable driving distance. i got the goods and started toward home, still enjoying a few autumn fat tires, need no summer cooler whenst you stash them through the sliding glass rear-windshield of your northwoods pickup. 

i had been listening to widespread panic for days and grew tired of blue indian. and in the graceful intermission between 'till the medicine takes' and my newest choice, jimmy page and the infamous crowes, i got a short but lovely taste of the only rock and roll radio station i believe exhists on the airwaves of this desolate mountain sect-o-graph of our USA-- i caught the last two verses of one song i have not heard in a long, long time: November Rain. 

as i swirved (reaching to turn up the volume so i could hear--amongst the rest--that sweeet home bass line) i thought of three things. here is what they were: that dirty-ass bottom floor of our red, wedged-shaped home-for-two-years in nowhere's-ville peoria illinois, you...and keith. 

LD:

the other emails, especially the last one, the long one, contain my feelings so dont disregard those. and if you dont have them anymore, i can resend the long one.

im not sure, of course what exactly is the best thing to do. i have never stopped loving you and many times i have thought about how we have worked our way through two years with many rough spots, but maybe that is a good thing. maybe that is just what happens when two people are growing up...together.

honestly, i dont even want to go through all that again with someone else. i have come to fully realize that i like what we had. i very well could do it with someone else, though, if thats whats best for me and my work, because its important to me to have someone to care for and love and take care of the way i love to.

i still dont know what will happen though. i need to know some things and i need you to spend time answering these things. if you have to print this out, take it somewhere and think about them, do that.

i need to know what you want with your life. 

i need to know where your motivation comes from to get up and be productive with your day. and im not talking about babysitting for money under the table, or waiting tables at a bar. im talking about getting yourself into the position to spend everyday doing exactly what you figured best you are here to do.

i need to know what you think about me. and what has happened with us.

i need to know exactly what you have done and why with this other person in durango. what feelings do you have and why did it happen so quickly after leaving our house. did you just want sex? did you have sex? jumping right into bed like that (if you did, and i kindof think you did) with someone makes me a little aprehensive to trust you like i used to. it makes me wonder what your standards for yourself are. what are your standards for yourself? do you like this person? or were you just acting thoughtlessly and some sex sounded good since you hadnt had it in a while? maybe you thought it would help in getting over "us". i need for you to understand what you did and explain it to me.

i need you to convince me that none of those rumors ever happened at the village well.

i need you to grow up, challenge yourself, take chances with your mind, be intellegent and still be the beautiful wonderful girl i met in lyons.

i would like nothing in the world more than if you could make me feel like i can trust you like i trust my own family.

you know i have a lot of solid things in my life. i like it that way. i want a solid life. i want a solid wife. and i at least for now, want the possibility of having a solid child someday to teach and love.

please think about all these things and even write about them one by one because there is a lot there and none of it is any less important than the rest.

g 

LD:

there is more to it than that, actually. i want to know that you are understanding what you are doing. but if you dont think its important to answer those questions i have then, for you, its not important. however what that means is that you dont think its important for me to feel good about the way you think about things...this, as you know, is not how i am.

please, at least, answer this one, all of it (although i would still like for you to answer them all). and if you cant do that in a honest way, than dont even write me back and i wont bother sending you any more letters. im not trying to be tough guy, that's just how i feel. 

you ask me what i am trying to do? exactly what it seems like, understand that if we were to get back together that you would be the one i would marry. you would be the mother of my children and you would be the one i would be more content than anyone else, spending the rest of my life with. 

but if you cant answer a few questions that would (hopefully) lead up to this conviction...then fuck it--it never would have worked out anyway.

**********

i need to know what you want with your life. 

i need to know where your motivation comes from to get up and be productive with your day. and im not talking about babysitting for money under the table, or waiting tables at a bar. im talking about getting yourself into the position to spend everyday doing exactly what you figured best you are here to do.

i need to know what you think about me. and what has happened with us.

i need to know exactly what you have done and why with this other person in durango. what feelings do you have and why did it happen so quickly after leaving our house. did you just want sex? did you have sex? jumping right into bed like that (if you did, and i kindof think you did) with someone makes me a little aprehensive to trust you like i used to. it makes me wonder what your standards for yourself are. what are your standards for yourself? do you like this person? or were you just acting thoughtlessly and some sex sounded good since you hadnt had it in a while? maybe you thought it would help in getting over "us". i need for you to understand what you did and explain it to me.

i need you to convince me that none of those rumors ever happened at the village well.

i need you to grow up, challenge yourself, take chances with your mind, be intellegent and still be the beautiful wonderful girl i met in lyons.

i would like nothing in the world more than if you could make me feel like i can trust you like i trust my own family.

you know i have a lot of solid things in my life. i like it that way. i want a solid life. i want a solid wife. and i at least for now, want the possibility of having a solid child someday to teach and love.

please think about all these things and even write about them one by one because there is a lot there and none of it is any less important than the rest. 

CB:

hi there.

long time no see. im hoping the train out of whitefish in about two hours for chicago. i havent been there in eight months and i cant wait. i need to get out of the woods for a while. i met a new girl, Silvia Midtown, she's coming with. she's never been on a cross-country train and never been to chicago, so she cant wait either. we are going to stay for two weeks and i think ill spend half that time at the art institute.

my brother is getting married in the city on saturday afternoon. thats the main reason for going, but im not working at the newspaper anymore, so i have the freedome once again. i've been painting full time and working on the new book. new books actually.

i sort of just went through a messy breakup with my old girlfriend and i have a lot of anger towards her and the way she handled the whole thing. i guess that is expected. its a sucky situation though. im glad to be leaving here for a short time anyway to get into a changed atmosphere.

ill be back after a couple weeks to continue with my work, but i dont know how long ill stay in the flathead. i like the seclusion and the mountains, but i need culture and stimulation as well. maybe this trip wll stir some new change, but im thinking if i leave here i want to have either a new job or a graduate school lined up. im still also throwing around the idea of going to nepal through naropa.

that would be incredible. (but expensive.) so we'll see.

NYC sounds like a great place to live. talk to you soon.

LT 
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AT:

AT--

sorry about the lag in communications for the party. i was on the cross-country train for two days and couldnt check email till a couple days ago, a lot of running around the city for the wedding weekend too. it all went off without a hitch and was a grand celebration for joe o and jennifer.

anyway, we'll be here till tuesday i think, so maybe we can get together this weekend. its a little difficult with the little nilla. we went down to the art institute all day, the little one was a whiny mess by the end of the afternoon.

im planning to take Silvia Midtown to a theatre production saturday night, if all goes well getting someone to sit with nilla. if it works, we should get some people together for after that. maybe you'd wanna go to the show as well? lemme get the info.....

ok... its Picasso at the Lapin Agile (steve martin comedy...fictitious encounter between pablo and albert einstein in a turn of the century parisian art bar). 

let me know whats up wi-chew.

LT
ps may be sticking around for three month web dev gig in the loop @!+=.!!..yee hah...

AT:

howdy. 

thanks for the invitation..we were planning on coming to the party after the play, but as it turns out, i dont know if we will be going anywhere. colleen was going to watch nilla, but got sick yesterday at work. my mom said she'd do it, but she's on call all night. jay is in pittsburgh because my grandpa is having heart surgery and im going to send him flowers today. shannon and tony are walking zombies with a seven day new-born baby boy of their own, and joe and jennifer are escaping the earthquakes somewhere around the toe or heel area of the italian boot.

im going to make a few calls to try and resussitate the situation. hopefully we will be sipping suds along side you sometime this evening...i know where you'll be.

soon,

LT 

JO:

thanks for the info on europe. i might use one of the Sikkim, India programs at naropa as a backup plan for fall 2003. (im going to apply also to the university of Portland digital media studies first.) it seems much more economical if im going to go to prague to go on my own. naropa is hosting its second annual international writers festival there for two weeks in may. if i can sell some paintings at this show, maybe ill hit that and stay in some cheap room in the city.

i was thinking we didnt even hang out in wicker or show Silvia Midtown the gallery places i've been in there, or even show her around your place, swirls, etc. shortness on time i guess.

i also think it will be very difficult to not be with her while still living here, simply because she's the only person of decent standings who i hang out with. i dont know, we'll see. that is always a difficult situation.

i guess you are maybe wondering what about coming to chicago: i hit two storms on the way to missoula and thinking about still having 1400 more miles to go, i stopped and did some quick math, realizing what i should have realized before i got that far: the money it would cost to drive, i could use to have the paintings shipped. this was a good move, because i also talked to someone yesterday whose friends came out from the east and there are storms all the way past chicago.

that would have sucked the biggie. i need a bigger truck if i stay in montana.

CM:

hey stranger,

sorry its been so long, i woke up this morning wondering how you are doing. i think i thought about you because i started thinking about wicker park, etc. im painting full time now and have this huge show in whitefish coming up. im working on framing about half of the 25 paintings right now. when thats done, i should be ready for the most part. i had a meeting with the manager of the space yesterday to go over some final details. two weeks or so till hang day. then the opening is going to be the day after thanksgiving. i have a list of things to finish once this show is hung and out of my way. hopefully some of the new paintings will sell and i can continue to pay some rent. thats always a good thing.

how are you? hows teaching? hows your dude? i guess he's probably not such a dude, i dont think you would be with a chump. i hope he's treating you well (although im sure you wouldnt stick around if that werent the case, too independent and smart.) what else is new?

i found a digital media studies program at the university of Portland that looks really interesting. it incorporates computer science, web development/design, creative writing, and psychology among some other subjects and things. i might apply for fall 2003 because even painting full time, i dont know how long i can stay in the woods, as peaceful as it is. long enough to finish my current list, but once thats done, it may be time for a city.

im thinking of going to Naropa's international writers festival in Prague in may. two weeks with workshops, and readings and meditation time in that city would open some new doors. by may, id have the infamous list completed...that actually, now that i mention it to myself and you, may be perfect timing...hmmm. interesting.

i think we should hang out sometime soon if at all possible. i was going to drive back to chicago tuesday. about 200 miles into it, i realized i was risking my life on those highways in all the storms. instead, im having the paintings i was coming to recon shipped to my cabin.

need a little vacation? come to my opening. i think i sent you an invite card. (do i even have your address for such and act?...oh yes, i do.) its Nov 29th in whitefish, montana.

we'll have wine and talk about the insignificance and mirror-like characteristics of shelf-life nicknacks filling up the halls of shallow people in a relatively shallow world.

hopefully sometime soon,

LT 

JO:

i think there is some lame tech stuff going on with the local phone co. here. i cannot send any email right now. i can receive it, though. so, this will probably be slightly delayed in response.

but i would just tell dan straight up. tell him right after you say it sucks that he's going to miss the game because he is going to go back and see that chick AGAIN...as he does all the time anyway. tell him he needs to find a cooler girl that doesnt smoke cigs, because she'll probably always do that if she's still doing it now.

if that doesnt make him think, tell him the girl talks weird, too.

if she's cool and he really likes her, then the girl he's with shouldnt make him act differently or take him away from other things in his life that were there long before she was. tell him i said that.

east coast rappazz!

LD:

hi.

thanks for the cds and the nice letter. i received them while visiting in chicago. i also wanted to tell you the book, 'into tibet', is really good. i am without as much time to read these days, but i've almost finished it (mostly in the bathtub, of course). 

i just wrote sam to see if he wants to come with to Prague in may. two weeks for naropa prameni international poetry festival. by then, the next three books will be complete and out to publishers so it should work out well.

after that, if things go right, ill be moving to start the digital media studies program at the university of Portland. i havent been officially accepted yet, so its not definite, i guess. i was over at elmers yesterday for a few hours talking with them and he wrote one of my letters of recommendation. we had hot cider and cookies on napkins and laughed about laurie dillard getting fired.

i thought you might like to see some photos from the wedding...

KF:

hello to you...

i wish we could meet up in chicago, but i dont think ill make it then. i do want to go home for christmas, though, so ill have to see what works out. i started driving back there to get some paintings i have in storage there for the upcoming show, but i got about 200 miles into the drive and, contemplating the next huge storm sweeping across the land right at me, i decided it wasnt worth it. so i had the paintings shipped out instead which actually ended up saving me about 200 dollars, and one full week.

rad...moms rule.

last night i slept 12 hours. i feel spacey now and slightly ethereal, except for the highly refined and heavenly part. i dont think, well, no i should say it this way: there is no chance that things are going to continue much longer with Silvia Midtown, so this has me slightly bummed. its fairly involved, but the bottom line pretty much comes out to this: its just not in the cards for me to raise someone else's child.

the rest of the issues i could deal with (and believe me, there are many of them). or maybe even if there were just one big issue, or a couple small ones. but its more than that. and, in addition, she's had a pretty good record of getting overwhelmingly frustrated with things and then taking it out on me. 

so, sorry, that just isnt going to work.

so i have this show in december and i dig the time and space i have to paint and write, and i love the montana woods where i am, but other than that, i am starting to get that all-too-familiar feeling back again and that is this: "what am i doing here? why am i here? i should probably just move on."
Silvia Midtown and i have already talked about this and although she understands the reality of the situation, still is hoping it will work out someway and we will eventually live happily ever after. so she's encouraging me to take these job possibilities around here, etc. even though i told her its just not realistic.

im in the process of putting together an application for the university of Portland for fall 2003. its an MA program in digital media studies which incorporates computer science, multimedia design, psychology & theory, and fine art/creative writing. i hope i get in, but if not i think it will be time to go to the far east and study there a while, write another book of poems, so i am lining up a study abroad program with naropa to sikkim, india for the same time as a backup if i dont get into Portland. i will eventually i think do both, because Portland also has a PhD program titled 'rhetoric and communication ethics' that covers the philosophies and so on of intercultural communications (perhaps some comparisons between intercultural digital disciplines and the altruistic mind)...something like that. plus, i suppose Portland would be a cool city to live in. not far from the rockies, and centrally located as well. thats four more years of school. but i figured after that id get hooked up with a state or private university or art institute somewhere and just keep painting and writing on the side..like rousseau.

i am also going to put some cash together (maybe sell some ptgs in the show) and get a plane ticket and food money to go to the Naropa University - Prameni International Poetics Festival in Prague in May with my buddy samuel compton from tennessee. i might have mentioned him before, he was on tour last summer with us, writes poetry down in knoxsville, etc... he's one of the few people i could rattle of as a list of 'those to trust on earth (as opposed to those you have a feeling you shouldnt trust for some reason based on past experiences or inherant intuitions'). (kara fletcher, of course, would go on this list of people i trust.) it would be two weeks in prague, maybe go somewhere else for a few days or weeks too.

other than that, ill be here painting and editing the next book, if you want to stop by and have some hot cider.

g

BS:

hola ben,

good to hear from you! its been a while. im happy to hear things are going well for you. ive just been real busy with the upcoming show and i have also been working on some things for another show in Great Falls. Montana is always a crazy place, and is currently living up to its reputation. maybe its just me?!..

i hope you are getting to play a lot of music. one of these days i'd like to get down there and jam a bit on the aishiko with you.

let me know if i can get a peak at your new roomies paintings on the web or some such shit.

alrighty, soldier. hope to see you chaps soon--

LT
***
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VG:

Veeeeee.

whats the story down there? hows things? i got a call from Karen Hillary the other day but didnt talk to her. you guys talk much? she left a portland number but i think i erased it. i also have gotten a few emails from ben jammin, this rockstar kid i know in SLC. i'd like to come down and visit my long lost friend valecia sometime in her big city UTAH life. perhaps we should work something out? hmmmmm?

im thinking ill be attending a visiting day at the university of Portland in january. ahh, the seventeenth to be exact--ly closer to the specific day. think you'll be around after that?

this email is full of questions. i wonder why that is.

R.O.W.Y.C.O.--

LT
***
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VG:

ok, Veeee... actually, i'd like to get out of this blasted town a helluvalot sooner than jan 17, but i have some things to do for at least the next week. then theres this show opening on the 29th, and thanksgiving im now maybe supposed to have with "this girls" family and i dont think that is such a good idea. i should probably not be around for that. i dont know.

so, ben jammin tells me he's "a completely different person" and i'd really like him. what's up with that? 

<--going for some coffee-->

vee, do you have any intelligent, sweet young hipster friends, with no kids or behavioral problems, or jesus addictions with whom i could fancy some folk clubs and write poetry to in the night? the chicks in this remote corner of montana just caint fair.

ps went to a potluck affair the other evening and got a glimpse of andy gib in shiney white poly, styling both front and back covers of the vinyl jacket.

oh, that sweet rock and roll. 

LD:

i was wondering if you would write back. 

yes, the wedding was a great time. it was great to be in the city and have everyone stay at the fancy downtown hotel. i got to see my cousins who i dont see often. sold a painting on my dad's side for katy's "beach house in north carolina".

this week im working on this SICK still life called "outlaw poet" for the cm russell auction in great falls. the other one i am submitting is a figurative of a long sleepy cowboy in the field reading a book. the painting is called "literary outlaw". they are this cool pair of paintings.

(i dont want to work at the eagle, even if they asked. waste of time.)

with Silvia Midtown, there is a lot to it, but basically, its not a very realistic situation for my sanity. well, actually it is a realistic situation right now...its just that it wont be as time goes on over the next couple months. plus, the whole thing with nilla just doesnt feel right to me. i've told her this.

odd that i am telling you this? somewhat, i imagine.

whats up with your dude?

take care,

LT
ps there wasnt a very realistic way for me to ship a mountain bike and portable stereo system while visiting my family, but that stuff wont go anywhere till you get it back.
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SS:

hola chica--

que pasa? hows tricks? you never told me the story of why you moved back to UT? too many pansies and hippies in VT? (hum, check that out, your two states have very similar initials...and if they were written in ancient rome, they'd be exactly the same.)

mi hermano just got married a couple weeks ago in chicago. the wedding was rad. it was great to be in the city and have everyone stay at the fancy downtown hotel. i got to see my cousins who i dont see often. sold a painting for katy's "beach house in north carolina". this week im working on this SICK still life called "outlaw poet" for the cm russell auction in great falls. the other one i am submitting is a figurative of a long sleepy cowboy in the field reading a book. the painting is called "literary outlaw". they are this cool pair of paintings. 

are you working? maybe you realized AOL was your true calling? 

hehe.

write back--

LT 

LD:

that is the second day in a row that i downloaded all my emails, read them, replied to them, and then just checked the "send and receive" button once more before signing off and there was a letter from you. crazy.

you must check your email about 1130 am mtn time on work days.

anyway, the falcon painting i did as a favor to ken. it was for the raptors of the rockies auction in msla a couple months ago (raised money for a wild bird habitat in the bitterroot). i wasnt very confident about the crazy bird painting at first but then it started to look like "a Leonard otoole with ed sandoval influence" (which is good, in my opinion), plus, since i was donating it, i did it on a crappy store-bought (crappy to me, not crappy according to others) canvas. you should have seen the lady that got highest bid! she came up to me really early in the evening and just kept saying how much she loved the painting, on and on...then i said i'd paint one for her and how much it would be (because she asked). she said she couldnt afford that. then the bidding started and she won for less than what i would have charged. but it was cool because i've never seen someone so happy to get a painting before. most people like them and say they do, but this lady was going a little crazy and crying and stuff. that was a fun night.

(speaking of paintings, nikki and matts is scheduled to arrive today. i sent her an email yesterday letting her know, but haven't heard back from her.) the painting i sold to katy (my cousin) is the sailboats one.

anyways, the univ of Portland program is their MA in Digital Media Studies. it encorporates computer science, multimedia developement, psychology, art/creative writing. they have grad teaching assistantships, monthly stipends, and tuition waivers. plus connections all over for jobs and other schools teaching, etc. it seems a good match..we'll see. the progam starts next august. if all goes well, that will be just soon enough after i finish here, perhaps prague in may, then go get set up in Portland.

what are your plans? 

you never answered me about your boyfriend/roommate thing. how is that going?

wanna know something gross but cool? i had a wart or something on the bottom of my foot i guess i must have gotten last summer. i put compound W stuff on it for two weeks and kept scraping off the dead skin and crap. then it kept coming back, so i cut out the roots with a sterilized x-acto knife the other day cause i was sick of it. now its healing well and i think the wart might finally be gone.

i bet you really wanted to know that! 

see ya--

g

SO:

hello there S.C.,

i was wondering how you were getting along. i figured/hope every day is probably a little smoother than the last. i wanted to tell you when we were there (but then didnt get the chance) that i sort of understand some of the feelings you were having. mom said you were feeling like you remembered how nice and easy or quiet, whatever, it was when it was just you and tony, and now that you have this whole new huge responsibility, thinking about the commitment you just made is a bit scary and worrisome... (this is probably in the past for you guys, but i wanted to tell you anyway.)

when lauren and i brought home arlo we thought it was so great, we found him in the paper, went to see him and all ten of his brothers and picked them all up, played with them, etc. and you know bathing him and getting him his bowls and stuff... but then that night and for several nights after we brought him home  he just howled and barked and cried ALL NIGHT LONG... REALLY REALLY LOUD!!! and we couldnt sleep and it was a mess. i started thinking very early on: "what was i thinking?"... and "im never going to have a baby!" and all this. then a little while later he started getting used to his place and his little house and hanging around our yard and it got easier and easier all the time. now, i think about those nights, or having a puppy or when i thought i didnt want a baby sometime and it seems crazy. because i know so well that it will all be fine. better than fine, it will be so much more wonderful and meaningful than i even imagined it in the beginning. and it seems silly to think at one point i thought i couldnt (or didnt want to) handle it.

i wish i could be there for thanksgiving but i dont think i can make it. im going to try for christmas though. ill let you know whats going on. 

laurens family commissioned two paintings before we broke up. they cancelled them both, apparently. one i found out about right away, the other one, her sister didnt say anything about cancelling it. i finished it last week and sent it all the way to el paso for her to refuse the UPS delivery. what an asshole. at least now i can hang it in my show here. hopefully sell it for more.

people are so lame.

alrighty, anyways...talk to you later.

g
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HH:

hi stranger.

sorry i didnt write you back last time. i have been pretty really busy. and painting too. i think i have everything set for friday. i was told it was being featured in Entertainment NOW. that would be pretty nice. i think ill just have a few bottles of wine. maybe some of the wine in the still lifes. there is a band scheduled to play from 8 - 11 or so. that should be cool. im happy there will be other activity going on. im going to set it up wednesday afternoon. i guess it'll take me a couple trips back and forth to get all the ptgs there. now is the time i wish i had a big van. will you be around wednesday? 

i have a couple hundred bookmarks that were printed up for my brothers wedding as sort of gifts for the guests to take home. they asked me to write a poem they could use for it. so i did. and there are tons of extras. i thought i'd drop some off at your store and saddest pleasure to give out to cool people who come in. only cool people though.

we are driving over to great falls tomorrow and coming back tuesday. i have two new ones to submit for the cm russell auction held in march. and Silvia Midtown has a doctors appt.

things have been getting stressed between her and i lately because of me applying to graduated school in Portland for next fall. i dont think its very realistic to think she and nilla could move down there as well if i get in. i told her this and she's just upset and thinks im leaving for sure even though i explained EVERYTHING. i really love her a lot. i have a problem with the idea of raising someone else's child, however. plus, the close contact on and off with the ex/child's father is never black and white.

tell leif hi. see you guys soon. have fun down in msla.

g

JO:

hiya!

i dont think dad has checked his email in quite some time or something. the card and small painting i sent to 511 neeb got returned and says i have the wrong zip. hook me up with the info if you can. the "get well" card, etc is getting further and further out of date as the days roll on.

plus, dad probably thinks i didnt even send grandpa a card now.

--happy turkey day. 

(i'd call, but when lauren hooked up the phone service she neglected to get a long distance carrier. i was uninformed of this move and over the past three months, apparently, i've been getting "open billed" as the customer service assholes explained to me. the result is my current $400 phone bill that i am paying in $100-extra installments over the next four months. DAMN.)

tell those keywas hello.

ps Silvia Midtown says to get your grapefruit seed extract on hand for the cold season.

see yous. 

HH:

hhi there again...

im happy we got to hang out for a while last night again. i honestly wish we could hang out more, but everyone's just busy all the time, i know. so, when we can, it is great. i was very tired all day yesterday, i think just exhausted from going all the time and it caught up to me right as i could slow down for a little while. but i am going to just take it easy for a couple days. i slept in till 1pm today, cleaned up the cabin, made some coffee and now just doing emails. i think Silvia Midtown and i are going to play some frisbee golf in a while then go back to hot springs (go there often). i can tell she really digs you guys, i like that a lot...last night was really fun.

as for school, i have been getting the materials together for applying to the MA in digital media studies at the university of Portland. it combines computer science, multimedia design, psychology, and creative writing/fine art. i dont know why i wouldnt get accepted, its not some mickey mouse operation (as far as i can tell so far) like a lot of the MFA departments at some of the schools ive applied to in the past, but i can never be sure. (i forgot to mention last night when you were saying how some art dept's are "so eighth grade" etc: i called around last year or so at UM to get some explanations on being turned down for the grad painting there and found out that out of 500 or so "applicants" they accepted this many new incomming graduate painting students: 1. That is ridiculous. How's anybody going to learn anything?)

anyway, Portland has grad teaching assistantships with tuition waiver, monthly stipend, good city, old school (1888 or something), lots of credits. seems a good match to me. plus, i was looking into a PhD they offer in intercultural Rhetoric and Communication Ethics that i think i might just head towards. by that time i will have gone off the deep end anyway and the academics will have culminated into me hermitting in some remote cabin writing a 700 page epic verse that will take years to edit and ill even do little pencil and ink drawings every five pages or so.

when i told Silvia Midtown i love her but i dont know how realistic it is for us to stay together if i go to Portland next year, this is the result: she gets into these phases and everything we talk about "doesnt matter anyway because we arent going to be together much longer..." --she says that ALL THE TIME. and is constantly bringing it up. and just said today that if i keep thinking about it, maybe ill change my mind. she told me i was selfish for going away and not staying here with her. i told her its selfish for her to say that. she's just trying all these things to get me to stay here. or maybe take her with me, but i cant imagine that scenario working out in the least. she tells me all the time how much she loves me and that i am very different than anyone else she's met, but i know a big part of it is that she needs someone to get her out of her parents house. and she wants someone to take care of her...which is understandable, but a heavy, heavy load.

i just say to her that i dont know whats going to happen exactly so i cant be very exact in predicting the future. sometimes its a difficult situation.

but, for now, i am going to go out into this cloudy, cold day. i am going to start the pencil drawings monday for "the year i changed the royal guard" and send that manuscript out along with "outlaw: american poems on the run" to a long list of respective publishers, "the year" will go to kids book publishers, "outlaw" to indy poetry publishers.

then ill take another nap.

see you soon--
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HH:

unfortunately, im not sure how things will work out with her. i do love her and i wish it would be easy and no worries (or at least a few less worries, i dont foolishly expect a perfect situation). maybe this just isnt the relationship for me. perhaps i will find it with someone else. it makes me wonder when, like last night for instance, she called me up crying and very upset about something and after i talked to her for a while and she calmed down she said that I am the only person she can talk to. i was thinking this: "well, who did you talk to before september?"
anyway, it will work out. for now, i just need to do these drawings.

this is a short letter. 10-4.

JO:

while driving home from the show friday night, another excellent human being smashed the windsheild of my truck by chucking what looked like a heavy red object from the oncomming lane as we were both probably doing about 55.

its cracked so badly that i have to replace it, but i was thinking maybe i should just trade it now. i remember you said you were going to just write a check for the green machine. is there a minimum you think at which it is wise to keep the usaa account? i payed everything off and am sitting right at about 50k. should i use some of it you think for a truck trade-in? or wait till i get some sort of income? i keep going back and forth about it.

g 

JO:

From: "Joe O'Toole" <joe@highergear.com>

Date: Mon, 2 Dec 2002 19:44:05 -0600

To: "'Leonard Treadway'" <go@www.radio-qmx.org>

Subject: RE: ps

"coasting to the

bottom is the only disgrace."  

this is pretty mint. i like it and will keep it in the archives.

as for the windshield incident: we left whitefish and got on the road heading toward kalispell which leads  then to one of two options to bigspork. it was dark and the trip was not on any schedule. it was so absolutely random it seemed to me at the time that i didnt even bother pulling over (until a planned stop at the grocery store on the way). i dont know anyone who would pull something like that except for Silvia Midtown's ex who lives in missoula (because he's an idiot and pissed that she is with someone--even after two years, he can't seem to get over the fact that he was the reason she left him). even if that dimmed wit wanted to do something, i cant configure how such an attack could ever be planned, unless one of his buddies (if he has any) or someone in whitefish was watching us and had that white boxed radio chest set we used for mom's bingo night on tiffany drive. even in this case, though, the oncomming car would probably have to chuck red bally things at most of the kalispell-bound windshields to have any effect on the desired auto: try to tell exactly what type of car is coming at you next time you are on a long stretch of one-lane-each-way highway going about 55 after dark with no street lights, etc. it's almost impossible to tell, it seems to me. 

so i thought about it, but that is why i didnt report it to the cops. i figured it wouldnt amount to anything but a waste of time. i chalk it up to one more act of meaningless (yet revengeful if possible) act of vandalism. i will bring it up to Silvia Midtown, though, just to see what she feels about that possibility.

that dude is such an asshole, continually making her upset, being uncooperative, etc. that something should be done to him. however, i dont want to end up in a court room as the prime suspect/defendant in the case of "pussy boy got his head bashed in with the louisville slugger by girlies new boyfriend". so, for now, i urge Silvia Midtown to seek female legal advise, and otherwise just try to let it go. that is tough for her because she has no money for that as is. all he wants is attention, im sure.

im going to check out the chidley-me-petto site and offer up some critical comments to see where it goes. 

im using this time in the woods to get these three books finished (book 2 of poems, childrens story with illustrations, and novel #1) and out to publishers, but i feel about once a day that it may be high time to get the fuck out. 

im looking into a couple of newer big vans around here. that would work for me for at least the next ten years or so, so i figure it would be a wise move. however, if the next time (hopefully sometime soon) i pull onto cornholia in wrigley behind the wheel of the classic green beauty with detachable-face cd player, don't be surprised.

i trust you received my approval rating and response to the dani-fe-mal note.

CB:

my dear ms. bristol,

i was hoping perhaps that you might be able to find a nice great photo of a lotus, in which case the canvas i have prepared for your painting could be finished and sent across the states to sweet home NYC.

unfortunately, i have had no luck in finding a real flower or a picture of one that i can use.

my cabin is freezing.

yours truely,

LT
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VG:

From: Valecia <outey5000@yahoo.com>

Date: Tue, 19 Nov 2002 17:40:55 -0800 (PST)

To: Leonard Treadway <go@www.radio-qmx.org>

Subject: Re: Crystal Gayle kicks ASS

I might have a girl for you, but you have to come

visit first, she lives with me, and is very cute.

i am slightly intrigued, v. i thought for a moment that you were cleverly referring to yourself, only to then read the sentence about going to see your "man" in NYC for christmas. 

i think the most convenient time to get there would be right after i go to this visitors day at university of Portland which is january 17. i dont really want to drive all the way down there so maybe ill fly. ill have to figure that one out. i might buy a van, so that would rock for cruising to Portland then SLC.

i have a bit of a tummy ache. i drank too much zinfandel last night, then moved on to a couple jager & redbulls. i really need to cut that out, but actually, it's pretty damn fun when your living in a small remote cabin in the northwest montana woods, have no job to wake up for, and its snowing outside in the dark december night. all i need to properly complete this scene is a wood-burning stove. im going to get one of those for sure when i get my own house sometime soon.

anyway, whats up there? i could have used the party shirt last night, but dont worry, i just got an old blue tshirt of my own and painted a little butterfly on it...(or star, or what's on yours.)

i'll write more later. im going to take a bath now. that sounds too good to not.

xoxoxo--

LT
LD:
hello,

the show is all set up with 35 paintings. it looks so rad. the ladies that work there said today that they have been getting more interested people already than any other show so far they've had up there. entertainment NOW did a big article with a photo. i should send you one, its pretty funny. leif said he saw my name from across the way they printed it in the headline so huge. whitefish looks cool this time of year. its still quiet, but the mtn is open and all the holiday decorations are up and i like looking at the train depot thinking of all the other places they can take you, clicking along sitting quiet in one of those big seats holding your book or just looking out the window at the passing landscapes...

i went up to coffee traders today to hang one new painting which didnt take very long (actually it was the one that was going to be nikki's, which also looks really sick with the drum half lit and then my whole guitar next to it, painted so realistically the strings look like they are raised above the survace of the canvas). i guess the lady who ownes wasabi restaurant wants the three small bottle & flower stills (maybe for her restaurant, that would look good). so i talked to her for a while then went over to see if HH was working but she wasnt so i just sat in this big comfy chair and looked over a cabin building book. they were playing the christmas bluegrass album that i had some girl in msla record for me in her store when i lived there, just before i left.

anyway, i will be going down to Portland in a few weeks to the university to check things out. would you want to meet up maybe? i dont know if ill be driving or what. i havent decided yet. 

i finished 'into tibet' last night. you should read it, its pretty informative. now into the bathtub with 'angela's ashes' by frank mccourt. i think its going to remind me of that other irish family book i was reading in boulder with pulled wisdoms and drunk thanksgiving in that big, fancy house-sitting house where we slept in the basement and i had morphine dreams starting even then.

crazy.

take care,

g

RM:

HHHEEELLLL YEAH!!! ROBBIE !!!!  THAT IS AWESOME. oh, man that's so mint.

i would love to see some images. i know you have been shooting slides of all of them, so scan a couple and send them my way. i left the job at the newspaper (and painting full time now!) and i dont have access to a scanner so i know its a little difficult. 

i sent in a still life and a figurative to the cm russell auction for this year. they were both fun to do and turned out well. ill send along a pic when i get them back from the photo place today.

i have a show of 35 paintings up in whitefish right now. i was taking advise from this little philly and i think priced them all too high for montana. so i lowered them a bit after a short while of earnest inquiries and nil purchases. you can see some of the new ones on my site.

i thought you might like to read this and see yourself down toward the end of the article: hehe...that's always fun...

later bater

LT
Leonard Treadway: Painting a 'Big Sky Mind'

by Noah Dempsey for Entertainment NOW

As our cultural history shows, there has yet to be a major, contemporary art movement born of Big Sky country. Judging by the recent energy moving through the art scene between Livingston and the Whitefish Range, there could be great changes on these sweeping, blue horizons.

Mention of an art movement coming out of Montana would fair incomplete without immediately crediting one of it's leading forefathers, wildlife and landscape painter Elmer Sprunger. In his home for some 80 years, the Bigfork Art and Cultural Center featured this summer a retrospective of Sprunger's life's work. The exhibition kicked-off with an opening reception held Aug 16 down on Electric Avenue. Afterwards, when asked about the show, BACC director Marnie Forbis reported record breaking ticket sales over any event held in the history of the BACC.

Among the political cartoons, and landscape and wildlife oils, this particular show of Sprunger's had one more interesting element: other painters. In support and admiration, Elmer invited three young Flathead area painters Stephen Nicodemus, Haakon Ensign, and Leonard Treadway to hang four recent works along side his own. Needless to say at this point, the show was a smashing success.

With an opening reception scheduled for Friday, Nov. 29, 6:30 - 9:30 p.m., Montana Coffee Traders and the Saddest Pleasure Book store in Whitefish will host the first one-man exhibition and sale in the Flathead Valley of 25 new oil paintings by Leonard Treadway. The show, entitled 'Big Sky Mind' is scheduled to run through Dec. 31.

The new paintings are a combination of western landscape, still life, and wildlife, mainly created in oils on canvas. There will be a few exceptions, however. "I think people will respond well to the scenes in the paintings that they recognize from around the area." said O'Toole, "One of my favorites is a landscape I just finished that shows the Swan Range behind that old, green pickup truck out on 82 near Somers. I love that truck, it looks beautiful in the snow, and in the summer sun, just all the time. I tried to capture it looking kind of beat down and tired, like it is, with the sun setting along it's side."
O'Toole's paintings are a successful marriage of two styles, western contemporary and european post-impressionistic. "For a few years, and when I was living in Chicago and Missoula, I was painting these huge wildlife portraits with big brushes, pastels, india ink and whatever else I could find to cover those big canvases. I still love that kind of expressionism now, but after attending the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, I was sort of awakened to this whole other side to painting. Just with oil, and a smaller brush, and a calm mind. I would spend whole days walking around the museum, you know, soaking up the biggies like Henri Matisse's Lemons on a Pewter Plate and Paul Cezzane's Vase of Tulips. I copied that one day, right down to the measurements of the stretcher bars, and when it was done, people freaked out. My mom still has that one hanging in her living room."
When asked about his past pupil, Chicago painter and teacher at the School of the Art Institute, Don Southard said his quiet student "paints like Matisse."
"Don used to tell us we had to first decide "what team we were on" he called it, depending on how we painted, on what we thought was most important in a painting. Don went to Yale and was an abstract expressionist for a long time, then I saw some still life's he did that made you want to step in closer and have a really long look. Those paintings make you wonder this: "how'd he do that? IÕve always loved that in art."
"I've come to realize that since I was born when I was, that I can relate best with the contemporary American impressionists like Edgar Payne, William Wendt, and Phil Dike. But if you ever get a chance to see the Russian impressionist, they'll leave you speechless."
O'Toole has shown in several exhibits at the BACC and had his last one-man show in Missoula at the UC North Gallery in 1999. In a recent fund-raising event for the BACC, owner and chef of La Provence Restaurant in Bigfork, Mark Guizol became the proud owner of 'Dairy Cow Portrait' O'Toole painted while attending graduate school in poetics in Boulder, Colorado in 2001.

"In addition to all the new paintings, I've already talked to Hannah (Plumb), and she said she'd love to have 'Say No More' available in her store and also for the show. I have the second book coming out probably Spring of 2003, called 'OUTLAW', which at this point, I think is even better than the first one. That would be great if it could be ready to have at the show, too...but I guess we'll have to wait a little while longer on that one."
Say No More is a collection of "Road Poetry" written by O'Toole and published by Rhythm Mountain Studios in November of 2001 while he was attending the MFA program at Naropa University in Boulder. O'Toole's second collection of prose entitled 'OUTLAW: American poems on the run' is slated for bookstores early next year.

"Those are just the first two prose books in the grand plan I have." said O'Toole, "I have a novel in progress of road adventures with my buddy Robbie Miller from Chicago called 'October New Mexico' that will be the first of a three book series, then there's the book of letters, the book of dreams, a big fat hardbound volume tentatively entitled 'American Photographs and Contemporary Prose', and a children's book I wrote with a metered, lyrical story. I've got to take a break from everything else and finish the pencil drawings for that one. It's going to be so rad, a classy, thoughtful piece that teaches ethical human behavior and is also fun to read, like Shel Silverstein's work. I admire that guy a lot."
A complete collection of O'Toole's works can be found in a virtual gallery tour at http://www.radio-qmx.org.
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JO:

unbelievable. sounds like you have a good plan to settle the situation though. if he's that much of an idiot, it's probably not worth having him around anyway. what a moron.

as far as the d.k./clingy girl situation, i think just letting it go is good. he knows how you and others feel about the wedding weekend, and if nothing else, im sure it will cause him to think about doing such things in the future. he was probably just trying to make his girlfriend feel comfortable as he says. still unexplained was the absolutely rediculously lame move of getting tipsy with her and then going home after dinner for the bachelor party...oh well, he'll get shit for that move as long as he's around for years to come im sure.

HH:

HA! if forgot about that. i was just doodling as Silvia Midtown was looking around. (she LOVES your pots, etc. --of course-- and made specific comments about the shiny black, which i dont know the name of but which probably has that for the scientific name of glaze chemicals: 'shiny black'...anyway...) i hope the little drawing was a nice touch to the guest book and made you laugh a little when you saw it and i wasnt there.

so, OUTLAW is done and im sending it to 15 (for now) publishers who specialize in unknown novelists, childrens books, poets, etc. places like milkweek editions and four walls eight windows, and red crane, on and on. thats exciting to have it done and out on the market. its going to be even more exciting to do that with the novel. i guess there seems more potential for a novel these days. 

apparently i am going to be scheduling an appointment monday with scott publishing company because the owner emailed me and said they need a graphic designer.

i started angelas ashes by frank mccourt the other night. its a powerful book already and im only to page 80 or something. it reminds me of All Souls by michael patrick macdonald, only that one takes place later, in the 60's and 70's in south boston.

coffees ready. 

oh, i guess Silvia Midtown wants to go see some music in whitefish after the art walk in kalispell. are you guys going to be doing anything tonight. i know you just sit around watching daytime tv usually and i thought you might want to get out of the house.

i wish i had that D1, i miss that thing a lot. it was so much fun i should just invest in my own newer model. plus with a camera like that around my neck, people gave me free stuff all the time. lastly, but surely most importantly, i just looked cool.

(just kiddin)

- n.d. 

RM:

hey robbie. thats great about your painting at the show. those big ptgs you sent are all beautiful, i hope the dude is right and they all sell. someone needs be selling so the rest of us know that people still are buying original paintings from emerging 21 century artists. 

maybe its the location im in, i have to call up the space where my show is up, but people arent laying out the cash. there are thousands of the same old paintings of elk on mountains with trees in this valley, but the art market as a whole is retained, perhaps, by the cm russell prints and the montana trinket shit. its rediculous. so i applied for the university of Portland and hopefully ill be starting there in the fall as well.

i think you are smart to get out of chicago for a while and get down there early. good work, soldier. i am assuming you will be working on the MFA. you decided not to do columbia?

alrighty then. take care. see ya.

LT
let me know your price ranges on these things, robbie. im curious because the woman that ownes the space im in said there have been more inquiries into the work then in the past, however, no sales. i dont know if i priced them all too high or what.

later bater.

LD:

hello. i got your message on friday night really late after getting home from whitefish ...again. i am not able to call anywhere long distance, i have a big phone bill to pay off and there is no long distance carrier on this phone line as you may be aware.

anyway. i am usually here and around in the evenings or whenever if you want to call back. i was suprised you called in the first place actually. you sounded a little unsure whether you should be calling or not on the machine!

i am in need of getting away from the computer for a while, i have been on it all day building this: http://www.radio-qmx.org/paintings to try and weed out any galleries that have no interest in even seeing slides. therefore, saving myself a lot of hassle and shipping costs. the reason is i made up a list of 45 galleries that i would like to show in and try to sell some more of these fuckin things someday. instead of shooting 20-45 sets of slides and mailing them, i figured i might narrow it down a bit by doing this page.

it's pretty cool and i think when its done (about 5 new ones i dont have digital images of yet) ill just use it as the paintings section of my website and just keep adding to it that way. thumbnail images i think are much more appealing than a list of numbers.

well, i hope the birthday party was a success.

RM:

RAM-->

yeah, i know you are right about finding the right market. it's just such a huge pain in the ass with all the slides, money for processing, trying to get all the older paintings together so all the slides look professional and consistant, finding galleries, shipping it all, writing letters, getting rejected then, most of the time because most people dont even know what good paintings are anymore, etc...

one idea i've had at weeding out lame galleries and saving myself some money (and time because i have only one set of slides for my current portfolio and the paintings are all up in the show until the first of the year and the dude at first avenue camera said its $3.99 a slide to copy) is this page on my website: http://www.radio-qmx.org/paintings i sent it out with a letter yesterday to about 50 galleries in montana, portland, cannon beach, taos, santa fe, one so far in chicago, a couple in idaho. when i feel like being back on the computer again for hours at a time im going to get some lists going for Portland, seattle, san fran, and maybe chicago. check it out and tell me what you think. i have this big hang up about everything having to look really professional and together. i think i do that pretty well. i dont want to be in a coop, but if that is a good option right now, then i'd do that as well. 

a good manager would take care of all this crap, so i guess thats whats happening, we have to be our own good managers for a while till we find that space and things take off.

im really happy for you robbie that you got into a good grad school and are going down to southern cali. maybe you can hang out with hollywood dave (or does he live in chicago again?). maybe you'll bump into two aussie chics at some random oasis hostel on the weedy and cracked concrete shores of highway 10 on the hill that you had to walk five miles to get to in the night.

the novel is nearly complete.

rock out, soldier.

LT
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HH:

wendy.

yeah, she was great. i enjoyed it very very much. there needs to be more of such things going on in this valley. if it doesnt happen soon, im going to move up to troy where the real culture exhists.

(that was so spontaneous, it makes no sense, just fits in a little sarcasm. and perhaps let out a bit of contempt i am feeling for wanting to see and here more worthwhile work, but thoroughly enjoy the simplicity and quiet of my little, very cold, needs-a-wood-stove-badly cabin in the montana woods.)

anyway, i told the dude at scott pub that i'd come there at one. its snowing and looks like its going to for a while so i better go. (but im thinking this: i need to finish two more books, my truck sucks in the snow, and im going to interview for a job that will cause me to drive in the snow and be away from my books all day, five days a week. i guess i should check it out, though, for the sake of the paycheck... 

sad, sad world.)

how's tricks up there?

LT
LD:

hello again,

so what happened to calling back or writing? im assuming you got my email in response to your phone call. 

anyway, i got all those galleries contacted so ill just wait to hear from them. i have heard from two so far, one said send slides in the spring, the other said they are hosting the national show for the oil painters of america group soon and that i should submit a painting to be in that gallery show/sale. its only traditional oil representational painters allowed, so i should fit right in. (i guess, once again, that is up to the jurors. im slowly growing sick and tired of that idea.) the show is in taos, so if i get in, it would be nice to go down and see the whole thing set up.

also, i sent out OUTLAW to 16 independent publishers that specialize in emerging writers and/or poets. some of them are holding contests with biggie cash prizes. they probably get swamped with thousands of submissions so, as always, the chances are very slim for each individual. i dont really care about the contests much.

i have to finish my application essay for Portland then it's ready to send in. the people there are really cool in all the offices, they call you back, email you back, find out information for you when they say they will. I think that is an advantage of a private university. i remember bradley being pretty solid that way, too. 

so now, im going to concentrate on doing these drawings for "the year...". im excited to get this other crap outta the way and just draw. i set up a drawing table in the living room. i made a list as i was going through about a hundred indy publishers for OUTLAW of a bunch that i can use for this book and then October New Mexico as well. that is such a tedeous process its good to get as much of it over with at once as possible. 

i had an interview with a publishing company in kalispell yesterday to work part time maybe doing design and web stuff for them. that would be great money each week. i think i would buy a van then too.

i saw something in Outside mag yesterday about a subaru race blah blah in telluride and stuff mountain bikes, big sponsors, powerbars, blah blah blah, but the thing that made me laugh was that the town of ophir made a red circle around the town so that no one from the race, or the media, or fans could enter the town, and they made the media sign something saying they would not even mention the name of the town. hehe. rock on ophir, telluride is for weenies and blond chicks that think they are cool like in high school.

alrighty, well im going up to whitefish for a while. i confirmed my RSVP in Portland for the visitors day in a couple weeks. did you want to meet up? get a beer or something?

speaking of beer.... 

MC:

what is going on there danger? i was not expecting an email from you. but it is always more than welcomed. 

anyway, i got all these galleries contacted so ill just wait to hear from them. i have heard from two so far, one said send slides in the spring, the other said they are hosting the national show for the oil painters of america group soon and that i should submit a painting to be in that gallery show/sale. its only traditional oil representational painters allowed, so i should fit right in. (i guess, once again, that is up to the jurors. im slowly growing sick and tired of that idea.) the show is in taos, so if i get in, it would be nice to go down and see the whole thing set up.

also, i sent out OUTLAW to 16 independent publishers that specialize in emerging writers and/or poets. some of them are holding contests with biggie cash prizes. they probably get swamped with thousands of submissions so, as always, the chances are very slim for each individual. i dont really care about the contests much.

i have to finish my application essay for univerity of Portland then it's ready to send in. the people there are really cool in all the offices, they call you back, email you back, find out information for you when they say they will. I think that is an advantage of a private university. i remember bradley being pretty solid that way, too. 

so now, im going to concentrate on doing these drawings for "the year...". im excited to get this other crap outta the way and just draw. i set up a drawing table in the living room. i made a list as i was going through about a hundred indy publishers for OUTLAW of a bunch that i can use for this book and then October New Mexico as well. that is such a tedeous process its good to get as much of it over with at once as possible. 

i had an interview with a publishing company in kalispell yesterday to work part time maybe doing design and web stuff for them. that would be great money each week. i think i would buy a van then too.

i saw something in Outside mag yesterday about a subaru race blah blah in telluride and stuff mountain bikes, big sponsors, powerbars, blah blah blah, but the thing that made me laugh was that the town of ophir (about 400 res, wedged between telluride and the town lauren and i lived in, rico) made a red circle around the town so that no one from the race, the media, or fans could enter the town, and they made the media sign something saying they would not even mention the name of the town. hehe. rock on ophir, telluride is for weenies and blond chicks that think they are cool like in high school.

well, let me know how the show went, soldier, and tell me about the girl.

LT
***

Leonard Treadway
rhythm mountain studios

www.radio-qmx.org
"If we live alone, it means living like madmen or criminals, in appearance at any rate, and a little bit in reality as well."      

OUTLAW: american poems on the run

by Leonard Treadway
Available spring 2003.

http://ninearts.org 

JO:

ahh, things here are ok. i had a job interview yesterday with this alright guy at a book/magazine publishing co. in kalispell. he's the owner and says he is figuring out how he can have me come in part time and build some web pages for them. i dont know if it'll go through, but he said call him friday and i'll have to go back up there to talk to him again (why exactly im not sure). but i told him how much i'd need an hour and he said he had to do some "budgeting". we'll see. im not holding my breath. actually i couldnt care less about the whole thing, aside from the fact that it would keep me from digging into the savings. 

on another note, i went up to my show today and hung up a sign i made that says this: "holiday sale, all paintings by Leonard Treadway up to 30% off" then i adjusted the prices on the sheet with a red pencil. the owner told me today and has made similar comments in the past that "if this was (a big) city, the paintings would be flying out the door" due to all the comments, feedback and general interest in the work. i would never think to do something like the sign, but Silvia Midtown's mom suggested it the other night when i was telling Silvia Midtown what the owner said. her mom was pretty stoked about her own idea and kept insisting, then the preacher dad got involved and they all kept saying things like "yeah, people love that sort of thing, especially around the holidays, blah blah" so i took this large piece of cardstock she handed me home (along with another christian book they gave me) and figured what the hell. i might as well try it. they may be on to something. i also figured maybe knowing things like this about this community might be one of the good things they developed from hiding out in the woods for 30 years. 

i built this page ---> http://www.radio-qmx.org/paintings and sent it out to about 50 fekin galleries. i've heard back from a couple so far (but i know more have seen it because i put a counter at the bottom of each page) and one told me they are hosting the annual national oil painters of america exhibit/sale in taos and that i should submit a painting and see if i get in. i figure it might be a good way to sell a painting here and there. i tell you this though im getting real sick an tired of the whole "send in your work and see if you get accepted idea". as if these chumps on the jury board should be making these decisions or something.

other than that ive been working on my application for Portland, sent out manuscripts of OUTLAW american poems on the run to 16 indy publishers, working on some drawings for another book then sending that out, then finishing the novel october new mexico and sending that out, and generally trying to figure out after i finish this work if i should stay here and how long. (i hope i get into Portland though that sounds about right for now then i can go through that program get a cool job somewhere buy a cool loft apartment or nice little house and stop all this maddness just work paint and write books. but sometimes i make myself see the forest for the trees and realize that is what i am doing right now. im just excited about keeping getting more done i guess.)

other than that im about halfway through angelas ashes its a great book and im learning some cool words like tuppence (change, like you get change for a dollar) and dole (financial help from the government) so i have been saying to Silvia Midtown at the grocery store, did you buy that with the dole? or can you get ice cream with the dole? and she says no i get it with food stamps. which is the same thing so i laugh and tell her. then theres this one omadhaun (fool) which seems to be the most useful word ive learned yet.

hows wifey? and 'the gear'? did you have to put together a huge application for your graduate classes? im not your theekret thanta... do you believe me?

tell the danimal & jennifer i said hello.

ps while in whitefish today i could see the mtn all snowed over and looking really ready and i was kindof jonesing for a ride. 

MC:

whats up sauce? 

since you didnt write back about the show (maybe you got laid or something and forgot you wrote a letter) i thought i'd go ahead and make the next move. its a letter of intent in purely rough form (certain italics and such nun-translated) for now to the university of Portland. and since i know you like writing, i thought you might like to read it.

but first, i thought you might like to know these words straight-atta the mouth of little frankie mccourt in limerick whom i've really come to know and love over the past couple'a days and it makes me feel good to have a split mahayana buddhist/Irish roman catholic mind and back'round and not feel so bad about living in a freezing little log cabin in the middle of know-where america. at least its america, and we're not all sick, dying, or worrying about pipe bombs in sidewalk cinemas in the night...here's the words:

tuppence: (change, like you get change for a dollar)

dole: (financial help from the government) so i have been saying to Silvia Midtown (my girlfriend, who does get the main of her income from the gov: foodstamp card, WIC, etc., but the small of her income comes from these really rad handmade candles she makes in this old-stove candle-making workshoppe in her basement) at the grocery store, did you buy that with the dole? or can you get ice cream with the dole? and she says no i get it with food stamps. which is the same thing so i laugh and tell her. 

then theres this one: omadhaun (fool) which seems to be the most useful word ive learned yet.

here you go:

University of Portland
M.A./Digital Media Studies

Letter of Intent - Leonard Treadway
                               11 December, 2002

   I see the merging of Western thought processes, educational resources and scholastic achievement with Eastern philosophies, human compassion and a universal respect and tolerance for nature as an essential part of human advancement. A merger such as this seems, essentially, inevitable in our global society, however, what is important is that we recognize that this is indeed what needs to occur and that we nurture this change with a clear understanding and conscience of this change.  In other words, it is not a situation which we can leave to chance, recognize its existence, and let the figurative chips fall where they may. We need to be aware of our cultural metamorphosese as they are happening, if notÑwith a bit of intuitionÑbefore they occur. Both a careful self- and a broad communal-awareness are the keys to such an idea; understanding what works and what does not in an attempt to upkeepÑor, if necessary, create a brand newÑharmonious lifestyle for all of the necessary elements to survive in a globalized society. We are in itÑwe need to make the best of it.

   "Making the best of it" needs to be the shared responsibility of both the individuals of our community on a daily basis, and furthermore, the leaders in our educational institutions. An understanding, tolerance and respect for cross-cultural communication and a solid knowledge of our rapidly changing world technologies is something I personally have been working on, thinking about and spending energy on since my graduation day at Bradley University (Peoria, Illinois) in May of 1995. This is my intended elaboration and focus for my time spent in the graduate DMS program at the University of Portland.

   Since 1995 I have mainly survived in the professional ways of a visual artistÑoil paintings, print graphics, interactive world wide web and computer generated, multimedia design. At the same time I have worked as a journalist, photographing news and editorials, writing missives and additionally contributing to my side of various ethical and environmental issues in a weekly editorial column entitled The Vagabond Notebook for months on end. 

   One very consistent and essential element to all of the work that I've done over these past few years has been this: Digital Media. As they say, "Everything is going digital". (For once, I believe, They are not wrong.) Digital Media is very much a major communications element of our future as a global society. If we can put this understanding to good use and good intentions, I think the educational institutions of the world can push to further what we have already begun.

   When I initially found the DMS program at the University of Portland just a few months ago, my first thought was that I had found a program where I could successfully incorporate all of the ideas and mediums in which I have been working professionally, have a passion for personal expression, and at the same time be working towards my graduate and post-graduate credentials. 

   I have a foundation understanding of internet and multimedia coding and design (see www.radio-qmx.org)ÑI want to learn more. Including a year of Post-Baccalaureat studies at The School of the Art Institute of Chicago I have been painting in traditional and non-traditional representational oils for nearly eight years, having shown in galleries and exhibitions all across the countryÑ I have ideas on how to incorporate these elements with ongoing digital media technologies. I have a passion for contemporary prose and creative writingÑI can write like a poet and as of today have nine more spoken word interactive CDroms in my head. 

   I meditate daily in the ancient Mahayana Buddhist tradition, and while I was working a freelance job on LaSalle Street in Chicago's Loop, rebuilding the internet presence and developing intranet design for SDI (Systems Development Integration, a nationally recognized technologies solutions firm: sdichicago.com) I was accepted into Naropa University's MFA program to the Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics (recently renamed simply, the department of Writing & Poetics). I have the desire to further these medias and find new ways to incorporate them as one. I believe the University of Portland is the place.

   In forethought, upon my completion of the M.A. in Digital Media Studies, I intend on continuing my education at the University of Portland as I move into the Ph.D. program in Rhetoric and Communication Ethics. Having spent my time as a Teaching Assistant as a DMS student, I will concentrate my time and energies in the Ph.D. program focusing on cross-cultural aspects of new-technology communications in our ever-changing world, with a concentration on issues emerging between Western and Eastern societies. 

   Like the cross-cultural and international opportunities of DU, Naropa University offers an impressive selection of study abroad programs. Because of my past involvement with Naropa, I have already applied, interviewed, and been accepted to the Kathmandu, Nepal/Sikkim, India semester as an open invitation for graduate studies. I thought, perhaps with agreement of my advisor at DU, that when the time came I might use this opportunity as an in-country study semester among the cultures of the Bhuddist Himalayas to further benefit my studies and research in Portland.

   For now, though, I would like to concentrate on my immediate  challenges, bring in new ideas, and work with the department and community of the Digital Media Studies program at the University of Portland.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
KT:

you like that word? dude? i fekin hate it. but, casually use it once in an intensely conversational while. usually only if ive had one of these two things:

1. JB: jeager bomb/une shot of jaegermeister and lotsa red bull. tastes like something good.

2. belfast carbomb: hasnt an abreviation, doesnt need one, speaks for itself maybe you've had one?... one shot, half jamesons, half baleys, drop shot glass into half pint guinness (after cleaning bottom of your shot glass, sick otherwise), drink really fast cause its gunna come up onya whetherwise.

how are you? 

jaysus, its been months since i last heard from you and me thinks you might be cuddling with some (dude) person there (!!) thats not a very comforting thought. (just jokin)

i had a job interview yesterday with this dimly alright guy at a book/magazine publishing co. in kalispell. he's the owner and says he is figuring out how he can have me come in part time and build some web pages for them. i dont know if it'll go through, but he said call him friday and i'll have to go back up there to talk to him again (why exactly im not sure). but i told him how much i'd need an hour and he said he had to do some "budgeting". we'll see. im not holding my breath. actually i couldnt care less about the whole thing, aside from the fact that it would keep me from digging into the savings. 

on another note, i went up to my show (35 ptgs up in whitefish) today and hung up a sign i made that says this: "holiday sale, all paintings by Leonard Treadway up to 30% off" then i adjusted the prices on the sheet with a red pencil. the owner told me today and has made similar comments in the past that "if this was (a big) city, the paintings would be flying out the door" due to all the comments, feedback and general interest in the work. i would never think to do something like the sign, but Silvia Midtown's mom suggested it the other night when i was telling Silvia Midtown what the owner said. her mom was pretty stoked about her own idea and kept insisting, then the preacher dad got involved and they all kept saying things like "yeah, people love that sort of thing, especially around the holidays, blah blah" so i took this large piece of cardstock she handed me home (along with another christian book they gave me) and figured what the hell. i might as well try it. they may be on to something. i also figured maybe knowing things like this about this community might be one of the good things they developed from hiding out in the woods for 30 years. 

i built this page ---> http://www.radio-qmx.org/paintings and sent it out to about 50 fekin galleries. i've heard back from a couple so far (but i know more have seen it because i put a counter at the bottom of each page) and one told me they are hosting the annual national oil painters of america exhibit/sale in taos and that i should submit a painting and see if i get in. i figure it might be a good way to sell a painting here and there. i tell you this though im getting real sick an tired of the whole "send in your work and see if you get accepted idea". as if these chumps on the jury board should be making these decisions or something.

other than that ive been working on my application for the university of Portland, sent out manuscripts of OUTLAW american poems on the run to 16 indy publishers, working on some drawings for another book then sending that out, then finishing the novel october new mexico and sending that out, and generally trying to figure out after i finish this work if i should stay here and how long. (i hope i get into Portland though that sounds about right for now then i can go through that program get a cool job somewhere buy a cool loft apartment or nice little house and stop all this maddness just work paint and write books. but sometimes i make myself see the forest for the trees and realize that is what i am doing right now. im just excited about keeping getting more done i guess.)

other than that im about halfway through angelas ashes its a great book and im learning some cool words like: tuppence (change, like you get change for a dollar) and dole (financial help from the government) so i have been saying to Silvia Midtown at the grocery store, did you buy that with the dole? or can you get ice cream with the dole? and she says no i get it with food stamps. which is the same thing so i laugh and tell her. then theres this one: omadhaun (fool) which seems to be the most useful word ive learned yet.

i dont know if you wanna read this but its a letter for the university of Portland for fall admissions to the MA in digital media studies. you seem perhaps to be one whose interested and knows how to write too. taint many of you around.

University of Portland
M.A./Digital Media Studies

Letter of Intent - Leonard Treadway
                              11 December, 2002

  I see the merging of Western thought processes, educational resources and scholastic achievement with Eastern philosophies, human compassion and a universal respect and tolerance for nature as an essential part of human advancement. A merger such as this seems, essentially, inevitable in our global society, however, what is important is that we recognize that this is indeed what needs to occur and that we nurture this change with a clear understanding and conscience of this change.  In other words, it is not a situation which we can leave to chance, recognize its existence, and let the figurative chips fall where they may. We need to be aware of our cultural metamorphosese as they are happening, if notÑwith a bit of intuitionÑbefore they occur. Both a careful self- and a broad communal-awareness are the keys to such an idea; understanding what works and what does not in an attempt to upkeepÑor, if necessary, create a brand newÑharmonious lifestyle for all of the necessary elements to survive in a globalized society. We are in itÑwe need to make the best of it.

  "Making the best of it" needs to be the shared responsibility of both the individuals of our community on a daily basis, and furthermore, the leaders in our educational institutions. An understanding, tolerance and respect for cross-cultural communication and a solid knowledge of our rapidly changing world technologies is something I personally have been working on, thinking about and spending energy on since my graduation day at Bradley University (Peoria, Illinois) in May of 1995. This is my intended elaboration and focus for my time spent in the graduate DMS program at the University of Portland.

  Since 1995 I have mainly survived in the professional ways of a visual artistÑoil paintings, print graphics, interactive world wide web and computer generated, multimedia design. At the same time I have worked as a journalist, photographing news and editorials, writing missives and additionally contributing to my side of various ethical and environmental issues in a weekly editorial column entitled The Vagabond Notebook for months on end. 

  One very consistent and essential element to all of the work that I've done over these past few years has been this: Digital Media. As they say, "Everything is going digital". (For once, I believe, They are not wrong.) Digital Media is very much a major communications element of our future as a global society. If we can put this understanding to good use and good intentions, I think the educational institutions of the world can push to further what we have already begun.

  When I initially found the DMS program at the University of Portland just a few months ago, my first thought was that I had found a program where I could successfully incorporate all of the ideas and mediums in which I have been working professionally, have a passion for personal expression, and at the same time be working towards my graduate and post-graduate credentials. 

  I have a foundation understanding of internet and multimedia coding and design (see www.radio-qmx.org)ÑI want to learn more. Including a year of Post-Baccalaureat studies at The School of the Art Institute of Chicago I have been painting in traditional and non-traditional representational oils for nearly eight years, having shown in galleries and exhibitions all across the countryÑ I have ideas on how to incorporate these elements with ongoing digital media technologies. I have a passion for contemporary prose and creative writingÑI can write like a poet and as of today have nine more spoken word interactive CDroms in my head. 

  I meditate daily in the ancient Mahayana Buddhist tradition, and while I was working a freelance job on LaSalle Street in Chicago's Loop, rebuilding the internet presence and developing intranet design for SDI (Systems Development Integration, a nationally recognized technologies solutions firm: sdichicago.com) I was accepted into Naropa University's MFA program to the Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics (recently renamed simply, the department of Writing & Poetics). I have the desire to further these medias and find new ways to incorporate them as one. I believe the University of Portland is the place.

  In forethought, upon my completion of the M.A. in Digital Media Studies, I intend on continuing my education at the University of Portland as I move into the Ph.D. program in Rhetoric and Communication Ethics. Having spent my time as a Teaching Assistant as a DMS student, I will concentrate my time and energies in the Ph.D. program focusing on cross-cultural aspects of new-technology communications in our ever-changing world, with a concentration on issues emerging between Western and Eastern societies. 

  Like the cross-cultural and international opportunities of DU, Naropa University offers an impressive selection of study abroad programs. Because of my past involvement with Naropa, I have already applied, interviewed, and been accepted to the Kathmandu, Nepal/Sikkim, India semester as an open invitation for graduate studies. I thought, perhaps with agreement of my advisor at DU, that when the time came I might use this opportunity as an in-country study semester among the cultures of the Bhuddist Himalayas to further benefit my studies and research in Portland.

  For now, though, I would like to concentrate on my immediate  challenges, bring in new ideas, and work with the department and community of the Digital Media Studies program at the University of Portland.

Sincerely,

Leonard Treadway
ps Portland, suck it 

CH:

hello there, young woman--- i meant to write you a short while ago after receiving your message/s on the vm. but due to insinuating circumstances, it haint happen'd till now.

starbucks sounds good for you especially with these on the hip: iced double tall soy no whip white chocolate mochas.

that sounds like it might have half a chance of standing up to the daily long and serious doses of 5 miles meditation green, good earth, and black spiced with milk. around here we like to call that stuff chai. chai in the flathead, dunkin donuts in chicago. ...huh?...you fuckin with me? ....you?--- ..gh,---tea, black.

anyway, the elmer show was a long time ago it seems. did you not get the card for the new show in whitefish? its up right now and looks really good, but i guess the economy is faltering again.

i got all these galleries contacted so ill just wait to hear from them. i have heard from two so far, one said send slides in the spring, the other said they are hosting the national show for the oil painters of america group soon and that i should submit a painting to be in that gallery show/sale. its only traditional oil representational painters allowed, so i should fit right in. (i guess, once again, that is up to the jurors. im slowly growing sick and tired of that idea.) the show is in taos, so if i get in, it would be nice to go down and see the whole thing set up.

also, i sent out OUTLAW to 16 independent publishers that specialize in emerging writers and/or poets. some of them are holding contests with biggie cash prizes. they probably get swamped with thousands of submissions so, as always, the chances are very slim for each individual. i dont really care about the contests much.

i have to finish my application essay for Portland then it's ready to send in. the people there are really cool in all the offices, they call you back, email you back, find out information for you when they say they will. I think that is an advantage of a private university. i remember bradley being pretty solid that way, too. 

so now, im going to concentrate on doing these drawings for "the year...". im excited to get this other crap outta the way and just draw. i set up a drawing table in the living room. i made a list as i was going through about a hundred indy publishers for OUTLAW of a bunch that i can use for this book and then October New Mexico as well. that is such a tedeous process its good to get as much of it over with at once as possible. 

i had an interview with a publishing company in kalispell yesterday to work part time maybe doing design and web stuff for them. that would be great money each week. i think i would buy a van then too.

here's some other goodies: its a letter of intent in purely rough form (certain italics and such nun-translated) for now to the university of Portland. and since i know you like writing, i thought you might like to read it.

but first, i thought you might like to know these words straight-atta the mouth of little frankie mccourt in limerick whom i've really come to know and love over the past couple'a days and it makes me feel good to have a split mahayana buddhist/Irish roman catholic mind and back'round and not feel so bad about living in a freezing little log cabin in the middle of know-where america. at least its america, and we're not all sick, dying, or worrying about pipe bombs in sidewalk cinemas in the night...here's the words:

tuppence: (change, like you get change for a dollar)

dole: (financial help from the government) so i have been saying to Silvia Midtown (my girlfriend, who does get the main of her income from the gov: foodstamp card, WIC, etc., but the small of her income comes from these really rad handmade candles she makes in this old-stove candle-making workshoppe in her basement) at the grocery store, did you buy that with the dole? or can you get ice cream with the dole? and she says no i get it with food stamps. which is the same thing so i laugh and tell her. 

then theres this one: omadhaun (fool) which seems to be the most useful word ive learned yet.

here you go:

Luv Ya,

LT
ps peace out ya'll, get yo digits into Yo MTV Raps. Shwigit. Shwigit. 

first, "barista" is cool. nice work.

second, im honestly happy to hear your back is doing better and that you are feeling better physically & health-wise.

third, im curious for an elaboration on this: "being single is altogether too much fun.  you would absolutely hate the scene. " i have an idea of what you mean or what you are getting at, but i've realized lately that having people spell it out is more exact (and more informative) than making an educated assumption in your own head. 

alrighty then, time for a spirit. 

LD:

no, i live alone. i hang out with Silvia Midtown once in a while, but not all that often anymore. i basically told her that i have a few hangups about raising someone elses child. especially one like nilla who has a.d.d. and really needs a lot more discipline than she is getting. i am not the one to step into the middle of such a situation and turn things around. and if i get into Portland anyway, i told her, it is not very realistic that she (and nilla!) would be coming with me. she's pissed about it and sad, but there really is no other way. its really fine with me, however. this all happened a long time ago so for quite some time now it's been this way and for the most part, we are just friends.

the drawings are for the year i changed the royal guard which i am turning into something somewhat like if you would imagine shel silversteins work, but with one long epic poem. then, leaving the royal guard behind will be the sequel. it will sort of be a cross between the simpsons (something in there good for all ages)/bob dylan (lyrics of a far away tale)/and shel silverstein (crazy and cool pencil drawings, illustrations of the poem). i can already picture the whole two books, so hopefully some publisher and marketer will pick them up.

im going to go for a bike ride in the snow now. i have been drinking lots of tea lately. no coffee. and lots of veggie sandwiches, apple, banana, and fish. the tea is just some green and then some spiced black with milk, but i bought this really great chai stuff called pacific chai. its a mix. you should get some. you could drink it over at your job, just heat up some water and mix in a couple tea spoons.

im trying to get some dig pics of the new paintings and as soon as i do ill send some. you'd dig this small one i did of some candles and a half of a pear. i think i will be sending it to shannon for christmas she is my or i am her i should say secret santa. (its a new thing this year.)

i wish i got nicholas, its fun to buy those little jeans and socks.

have a good day. 

LT
KT:

good job. 

as for the article, caffeine and the internet will do wonders for research on the spot. but im sure you are well aware of this.

write back when you're done. im going for a bike ride in the snow.

im supposed to be in Portland jan 17. wanna go on a hot date?

LT
KT:

this place is weird. its been raining for a week. no snow. good thing i didnt get a new board or i would want to go use it. but i cant do that because i dont have medical and i remember the bill from my concussion on snowmass and i just cant do it. i got a $400 ambulance bill and i dont even remember being in it.

anyways.

i am planning on being in Portland for a one-day invitation/new student thing. ahhh...visitors day or something like that. talking to the folks in the digital media studies dept is what im going to do. check out the scene, basically. i'm sure its a brilliantly layed out situation, most successful private schools arent lacking in the the funds department, and i thought because its a competetive admissions process, going to this deal might put my name into the right peoples heads. see what im saying? plus, i need to get the hell out of bigspork and the flathead valley all together. i need to be in a big city with a cool girl and have no worries but where we'll go eat or what museum to walk around in for the day and if its raining all the better we can run from doorway to doorway trying not to be wet for sitting through a theatre production or a new movie but it really doesnt matter because we're just running around town having a fun time of it anyway.

the thing is only one day. actually its more like four hours i think. i told them i need a place to stay overnight so hopefully theyll get back to me on that. i figured id just make a cool trip out of the whole thing and just take it easy you know and assume im going to get in because even in the case that i dont that would screw up my plans but would just open up some time to go to asia. that was a side note. 

see you.

DAD:

hey dad,

i hope you guys are all together for dinner right about now. it's that time. i wish i could be there for christmas, but it doesnt seem like its going to happen. im still waiting to hear about the book publishers job and have to be here for the first of january to take down the show. i think they need that done pretty punctually because of another show going up. im to be in Portland january 17 for a visitors day at the university and to meet people in the digital media program, so i was thinking maybe i could make a round trip out of it and come visit in chicago for a little bit. i thought i would figure out a safe way to drive because i want to visit some friends down there and bring back a couple things from home. 

no sales on the paintings up until the time i last checked, i lowered the prices a bit because the girl that runs the place told me that "if this was new york city" the paintings would be flying out the door judging by all the positive interest in them. 

also, the owner of a big gallery in whitefish and bigfork (called Jest Gallery) emailed me and said she wants to meet with me when she gets back from hawaii for the holidays because she saw my work online and in coffee traders. she says bigger landscapes of the area are hot and that is what she is looking for. so im going to pick out a couple great photos that ive taken and do some "contemporary landscapes" for her. its a bit chilly to be standing out there in the elements with the travel easel right now so ill do them from pictures in the studio.

dont bother calling that guy, the name doesnt ring a bell or even sound familiar. in fact, i dont remember having any friends named scott anything except for talbot. so ill just keep the number and if im back there some time i can call and see whats up.

have fun decorating your house. i had some egg nog the other day. i forgot how tastey that stuff is.

talk to you soon,

love,

Leonard
hey. 

(first off, Dad, i apologize for the use of language here, but im mad and sometimes it just fits the sentence. Dont be offended. i mean no disrespect. i guess there is no end to the shocking behavior of the beloved human race.)

i was just told by Silvia Midtown the other day that some guy that is friends with her brother and family was hanging out with her brother one night this past summer in their house. she said she was sleeping in her bed and this guy came down and started talking to her and got into her bed and said stuff to her and tried touching and kissing her. she was persistant in refusal and eventually he left. she said she was too scared to yell out to her brother who was apparently clueless of the whole thing going on downstairs from where he was.

i told her she needs to tell her family. she thinks its ok to just forget about it and not say anything. i told her she has to tell them, especially her brother who is thinking all this time that he and this guy are friends. i was over at their house today and he came over. it reminded me of the whole thing and i started getting more and more infuriated about the idea of this guy thinking he can do something like that and not have to pay for it. i told her again she needs to tell her family. her parents need to know what kind of people they are letting into their house, more importantly, her sisters need to know what he did for their own safety. she's scared to say anything so i made sure that he did nothing more than what she initially told me. i also said that if she doesnt tell them, that i will. but it happened when i wasnt in the picture. she had some other boyfriend at the time and didnt even tell him. 

i said to her if one of my sisters told us this happened, that my brother and i would find the justification in taking the proper steps in making sure he knew he fucked up and would never have the ability to do it again. i think she is sort of an asshole for NOT telling her family.

im so f---n pissed about the whole thing that i want to go tell her father and brother right now. but i dont know if i should. she said she would tell them maybe tomorrow. and the guy is some dumb ass drunk redneck that always talks about guns and carries a knife which i noticed today. he thinks i like him. he comes up and talks to me at the bar sometimes. he's a fucking idiot. i dont want to put myself in a dangerous situation. and im pissed at Silvia Midtown for keeping it to herself and not telling them.

what the fuck is wrong with these people? i sort of am at the point of packing up the truck and heading out. enough is enough. soon as i get my paintings down and finish these drawings, i might do just that. i was thinking maybe take the opportunity to trade in the green beauty for a dodge van and get the hell out of here. this place is rediculous.

currently looking for some sense in the whole thing,

g 

(sorry about the trashy language.)

i've decided not to do anything about the situation. i told Silvia Midtown several times how i felt and i think she is an adult and hopefully will see the right thing to do. im not going to put myself in a jeopardizing situation. that family has been here for 30 years so i guess they should handle their own problems.

still, i think, i will be taking on a change of scenery sometime not too far into the distant future. im hoping for the university of Portland. poppop wrote a letter of recommendation for me that you guys should read sometime. its pretty inventive and cool. i cant imagine a letter like that from the godfather not getting anybody into anywhere they want, but we'll see what happens.

just wanted to let yoose guys know what i decided.

take care. talk soon.

g 

LD:

i guess you never really got back to me about getting together around the time im going to Portland in a couple weeks. im trying to make some loose plans so i just wondered if you felt like doing that. im not sure what your situation is there as far as having a boyfriend or not, but i understand that would be an issue for both of you. 

i dont know if you got my last letter, since i hadnt heard from you. i understand we both ended up doing things that hurt each other more than i really like to stand, but i guess thats life and sometimes things get screwed up. i didnt write lyons in america as some sort of closure, i wrote it because we had a very fun and adventurous two years in love and i wanted you to know how important that is to me. i think about that every time i see the photo of our group from the taste of chicago with the city scape in the background. i think the poem is somewhat of an apology and an attempt to heal the wounds. 

I also wanted you to know that i only ever expected more out of you because you were my girlfriend. its sort of like when parents push their kids to do everything the best they can because they love them and know, more then the kids, how much potential the young ones have to do great things. only, i fucked up i guess, because good parents dont kick out their kids for living up to the parents ideals.

anyway, i would like to know what you are doing and how you feel about things, now that a little time has passed. i am very sorry for hurting you when i did. this is how i feel.

we should talk on the phone sometime soon.

g

KT:

its good to hear you have a quality painting above the workplace. most people are mentally thin in that arena.

i wont hear anything from Portland until probably late march i guess. that seems to be the normal delay in response. the deadline for admissions isnt until feb 18. i should be sending in mine though this week. im waiting on mi mama to send a cdrom that i had at her house.

i pretty much finished the sample drawings for the year i changed the royal guard today and got the rest of the stuff together for that book. im going to get a printer that also copies, faxes and scans. im tired of driving over to mailboxes in bigfork. one time though i made over a thousand copies (OUTLAW manuscript) and i think the guy who seems pretty cool was either confirming my assumption or mistook that 1125 or something for maybe 125. either way what should have been over a hundred dollars in copies ended up to be like nine bucks.

i payed quick and left.

see ya. 

CM:

whats new camper? 

i pretty much finished the sample drawings for the year i changed the royal guard today and got the rest of the stuff together for that book. im going to get a printer that also copies, faxes and scans. im tired of driving over to mailboxes in bigfork. one time though i made over a thousand copies (OUTLAW manuscript) and i think the guy who seems pretty cool was either confirming my assumption or mistook that 1125 or something for maybe 125. either way what should have been over a hundred dollars in copies ended up to be like nine bucks.

i payed quick and left.

how are you?

g

From: Carrie Mandel <cmandel@artic.edu>

Date: Thu, 21 Nov 2002 19:08:00 -0600 (CST)

To: Leonard Treadway <go@www.radio-qmx.org>

Subject: Re: new

How are things with your girlfriend? Is she living with you in the cabin?

well, i guess i dont really have a girlfriend anymore. she never lived here with me. but she lives down the road and i dont think its going to work. i wont go into reasons now. in certain contexts certain elements are irrelevant. but, i just wanted to answer your question.

see ya. 

JO:

ho man, that video was pretty cool. i like when the fisherman guy says in his english accent: "oh look, an eagle." then kicks the bear in the nuts.

where did you get it?

as for the Silvia Midtown/dude thing. im staying out of it. she told her sister and her sister is going to tell the family and confront the guy who is also one of her "friends". she (the sister) said if he does not appologize, there will be action taken. i dont know what that means. this is just what Silvia Midtown told me her sister said yesterday when she told her. 

i'll be out of the situation all together now. when confronting this dude the siblings cant even say "Leonard said" or "Leonard told us..." because i didnt. it seems now no one will get hurt any further and the whole thing will be out in the "open". and that guy will know everyone thinks he's a jackass.

i made plans for a movie tonight. its difficult here in the woods to keep up with such a demanding social schedule. so i will call you guys at your place thursday night if you wont be out at the pub for the pint.

job prospect guy neglected to return my calls and email again over the past few days, even after he told me to do so. the list of reasons for staying here with the rest of the unibombers is dwindling.

tell sauce-etta i said hello.

LD:

well so far all i know for sure is that i rsvp'd to be at the university during the afternoon of the 17th of january. other than that, there doesnt seem to be much in the way of a job holding me back here in the flathead, so im pretty much free. 

i talked to valecia and those guys in SLC and they want me to come there and i thought it would be cool to visit. i might do that still.

i was also considering making a huge loop that included the Loop. the real Loop. and see my family because i wont be going home for christmas or new years. i might try to find something cool for new years...somewhere.

but im pretty sure ill be driving to Portland. i dont see a plane ride making much sense at this point. its a lot more driving than i want to do now, but i need to get out of here for a while. (if not for good.) im still considering getting a van and going around a bit, maybe do a couple landscape paintings. small ones. i have a meeting with the owner of Jest gallery in whitefish when she gets back from her holidays in a couple weeks. she said she saw the paintings at coffee traders and wants a few new "contemporary landscapes" of the area for her place up there. i think ill do the swans, the missions and a glacier before she gets back. 

back to the point though. thats all the plans i have so far. 

its probably sunny down there. the school's literature "boasts 300+ sunny days a year." i didnt think Portland got that many.

my shoe size is 8.5, but im drinking milk, and before you know it, i'll be all grown up. i'd like some new running/trail running shoes with those blinky red lights underneath when you step. i saw some little kid wearing them in woodfield once. i think he also had a cape on, too.

tell colleen to get some email going. 

Happy Holidays--

In recognition of someone out there making

our 8000th visit today, we've updated the Review

with new works, begun to incorporate it into

the rms homepage ...and noted even more 

exciting upcoming elements.

stay warm--

rms/LT
***

"Poetry in cool loconic girl-houseÑ

fish fish rare sunshine singing silent neath the clouds."
OUTLAW: american poems on the run

by Leonard Treadway
coming soon.

http:ninearts.org 

From: Jody Bristol <greathabits@yahoo.com>

Date: Sat, 21 Dec 2002 19:23:04 -0800 (PST)

To: go@www.radio-qmx.org
Subject: amazing

your paintings are amazing and beautiful. i love them! i feel honored to know such a great artist. 

love, jody

i feel honored to know you.

love, Leonard 

LD:

lauren,

i guess you are getting ready to go to el paso for christmas. 

funny, we never did spend a christmas eve together. i thought we would this year, i guess, before.

i've had some odd calls lately. one from kristina in california who i talked to for a while then mike curtin actually called yesterday. talking to kristina was OK, but talking with mike was great actually and i told him a lot that he didnt know about things here and he told me what he is doing these days and coming up.

im not even sure why talking to these people made me think about you. probably because i talked about you a lot. and about this crazy summer and crazy things that happened and even weirder, more unexpected outcomes that came about as a result.

also i have about 4 pages left in angelas ashes and if you ever want to read a book that causes you to appreciate things on a very egoless level, thats the one. there are lots of babies being born to the narators mother in the first half of the book. he's a little boy and those are his little brothers and sister. a lot of them die due to unclean and harsh surroundings its really sad.

i was never in love with a girl who told me she was carrying my child until last july in this crazy cabin in this crazy town in this weird part of montana. i wonder if you hate me for hurting you? or making you feel perhaps as if you didnt matter? and i wonder if we could fix things. i just keep thinking lately about meeting in the lyons campground all the way to you telling me you are pregnant in our house and it makes me at a loss for words.

i hope you have a nice holiday with your family.

Leonard
BS:

ben-

whats up man? i finished this poem, well its been done for a few years actually but i changed around a few lines and did some drawings and sent the manuscript out to a literary agent and a stack of publishers. but i was cruising in the truck today and thinking about how johnny cash put shel silversteins 'boy named sue' to music and its one of the great country/folk songs of our time now. anyway, i thought of you when i was imaging this poem to music. i thought you might want to work with it sometime, come up with a tune and rock it out. of course, next time im in SLC ill have the aishiko drum to lay down some rhythm and maybe we can have a couple pints on the side and let the girlies boogie.

see you sometime soon...

LT
THE YEAR I CHANGED THE ROYAL GUARD

by Leonard Treadway
There was a time when I checked out

of that used-up town of mine.

My family split, my house was robbed, I took it as a sign.

So, off I went to find a place that I could call my home

All it seemed that I would need

was my toothbrush and a comb.

I shoved them in my pockets and started on my way,

crossed the Caribbean Sea and desert in a day.

When I looked and saw the road wound 'round out of sight,

IÕd take off down that road at dawn and use the natural light.

And when it came I grabbed my comb and drug it through my hair,

that night of slumber on the ground put tangles everywhere.

I passed the fence ten blackbirds perched and cawing at the sun,

the castle came up on the hill, I knew IÕd found the one.

I hit the road and came across a bridge that span a moat

and flags that snapped and old grey poets reading what they wrote.

Stilted clowns with fiery sticks that twirled around the air,

screaming frogs and pink go-teeÕs, and women with no hair.

And when that drawbridge fell upon the rocky, green terrain

for the first time in my life I knew IÕd never be the same.

I wondered where they came from, and the Jester tugged my shirtÑ

ÒItÕs all we have, my strange, new friend, the King treats us like dirt.

I try all day to make him laugh, but nothing seems to work,

he throws his food and spits it at the maidens with a smirk.Ó

So I went in to state my claim and see what I could do,

when Johnny Cash was up on stage singinÕ Boy Named Sue.

I knew right then that I would stay because you canÕt go back

when he plays the first few notes

of IÕm The Man In Black.

So here I am to fill my day with anything I choose,

and watch the Jester have his fun listening to the blues.

I played the Queen in aces, and took the King in pool,

the only thing we didnÕt like was listening to his rules.

As years rolled by and seasons changed

I climbed the royal ladder,

the Prince left town, the court fell ill,

the King did just get fatter.

The food was served on plates of gold and he always ate the most.

he started first and finished last,

no manners for a host.

The ducks were steamed and chickens plucked and pie to feed the world,

he ate it all, but never cleaned, just brushed his lovely curls.

And after that heÕd smoke his pipe, finest tobacco in the world

the Queen would screamÑÓYou see what I mean!Ó As her pearls began to shakeÑ

ÒYouÕre being rather rude, my love, and itÕs more than we can take.Ó

ÒIÕm rich and young and rule these lands, donÕt tell me what to do!ÓÑ

with that he screamed and grabbed his chest, his face turned awful blue.

The court went nuts, and I got up and ran to pump his chest,

all I could do was kick his gut or squeeze his head,

I didnÕt know the rest.

But what to do, heÕs mean and oldÑthe crudest man around,

his greed and grease and selfishness, layed there on the ground.

So that was it, his final meal of meat and bread and wine

tell the people not to fearÑI was next in line.

That crown was huge, the robe didnÕt fit, and the Jester was my friend.

The old king was an Englishman, and me an Irish blend.

But, I was king and did my job, and ran that hillside well.

You should have heard the children laugh and stories I did tell.

For every night the bands would play, and food and land for all.

No one poor, no one sick, the peasants had a ball.

ThatÕs how it was with me in charge and my new Queen right by my side.

The guards got paid, but did no work Ôcause my gates were open wide.

Everybody laughed and worked and camped out every night,

ÒYou know how itÕs done, our King, you really do it right.Ó

But, you all donÕt have to call me King, weÕre all the same Ôround hereÑ

the farmers farm,

the minors dig,

and the brewers mix the beer.

And no one seemed to cry or mourn about that mean, old king,

except that lonely Queen of his and all her diamond rings.

But, she too got old and used her gold

on wine and jewels and rent,

and before that year had long past gone her fortune was all spent.

But, I was king, my wife was queen, we took that old wench in,

we gave her everything she needs, the Bishop took her sins.

And we stood by as months rolled passed,

saw her through her final meal

of rice and wheat and cornish hens and silver-platter veal.

And when that hill was truly ours and royalty all gone,

we had a party went all day and lasted all night long.

The peasants laughed and I did too,

they were not peasants anymore

for all the gold that old king had was tossed out on the floor.

We all took just enough to keep our families fed,

and water warm, and roofs from leaking the rain upon our heads.

And there we stayed and slept and played, all the bellies full,

kindness and compassion became our golden rule.

And then one night the band we loved failed to show its face

so I got up, the Jester, too, and we sat in itÕs place.

All our people sang and danced when the Jester hit his harp.

He made it scream like I never seen, that man sure left his mark.

The court joined in with all the horns and I beat all the drums.

The queen sang mean, the dogs howled out,

I never heard such lungs.

Before that music ended we needed one thing more

the Bishop picked his six-string up and wailed like n'er before.

That crowd went nuts and we all just grinned,

realizing what weÕd doneÑ

weÕre all we need, thereÕs nothing left to keep us from our fun.

So we played and played till the moon was gone

and the little red rooster crowed.

We cleaned our mess, drank the rest and all left stumbling home.

And thatÕs our gig so every night we sit out on our land,

the music howls and the people come to see our rambling band.

And when the town across the hill heard our music loud,

they all came by with food and juice and to the king they bowed.

My people laughed and hugged them all, explained to them the wayÑ

itÕs up to you, do what you want to fill your everyday.

We donÕt need no king around to tell us reasons why

do what you do the best you can, donÕt let one day slip by.

And then they saw the way we lived and questioned with a grinÑ

Where on Earth you people from, and howÕd this all begin?Ñ

My queen stepped up to answer that and told them with a smileÑ

ÒItÕs been going on since we chose to make our lives worth while.Ó

With that they had no questions more, some took the time to think

the others laughed, joined our crowd and poured themselves a drink.

I kissed my new queenÕs lovely lips, and slapped the JesterÕs hand,

itÕs time to go this restless crowd wants to hear our band.

And on we played into the night with fires all around

the heavens shook and tombstones rocked

back and forth in the ground.

Our family doubled up in size and the band grew up as well,

and every night we gathered up until the full moon fell.

And in the day we do our thing, the life and love is grand,

the family grew, Ôcause all we need

is life and love 

and land.

i was just screwing around checking out some things on the u-Portland site and went to see what events they schedule. so i clicked on the lineup and was thinking it was cool they had in december the trans siberian orchestra (never heard of that but it sounds interesting), counting crowes, tori amos, and yep, back for more... ...you thought they were gone...but no, they're back...  

Def Leppard.

...hysteria when yo neah...

YES.

its snowing, im going to run. see yaaa later.

DAD:

hi dad,

merry christmas eve to you. how is your holiday vacation going? relaxing i hope. i saw some of the steelers game last night and told Silvia Midtown i was sure you were kicking back somewhere watching the same game. then we started talking about pittsburgh because we had been to her friends parents house for dinner and the girl is living in philedelphia somewhere. then we went on to fancy old suits for some reason and i told her about some suits i've seen you wear and she said "you dad's cool, i like him, he's a classy guy." 

hehe. i said this: "yeah, i know."
anyway, i was looking out for your card today and it hasnt shown up. im not sure when you mailed it exactly but i thought i remembered mom leaving a message the same day as you saying she mailed a card the same day you had. hers showed up yesterday. i didnt want yours to be lost somewhere in the mail. i guess the mail is probably a bit crazy though this time of year so ill just keep an eye out for it.

i have a pizza in the oven and im going to find a movie maybe on hbo. i mailed out my big application packet to Portland this morning so i guess i deserve to treat myself to a movie, and just relax.

tell everyone hi. see you soon,

love Leonard
LD:

hello there.

i got your message the day before yesterday on the machine. i wish i was here when you called but i think i was out mailing some stuff, manuscripts and my secret santa painting gift. plus i sent a still life on linen to nana and poppop for a gift/thank you for the beautiful and impressive letter of recommendation he wrote for me for Portland. im using it in my The Year manuscript also so maybe you'll get a chance to read it sometime soon.

if i didnt have a $250 phone bill and if there was long distance on the phone i would have called you back. you seemed like you had something on your mind but maybe didnt want to have a long involved conversation with a half-rate answering machine halfway across the country.

anyway call if you want to again from el paso. i will be around for most of the day, i slept in, talked to my mom on the phone and am just going to run soon. ill probably go the long way today. my mom was talking about how she was having coffee and wrapping presents this morning in her house up in colleens room where she moved some things around and they took out the bed for gordons mom to use who is living at colleens and gordons for TWO MONTHS. so my mom is just stoked you know to do things in her house, and not have to go to work, and all that and she said the only thing she thought was missing was me. and you sitting on the chair talking with her. i was suprized she thought that and so was she she said, but without really thinking about it, what she thought of was you sitting there with her visiting and that she missed that because she has always really liked you. so i mailed her a copy of Lyons in America.

anyway, i did an ink painting sort of like the arches series but of some buttes and saguaros the other night with black bird singing at the crescent moon. (like the ten blackbirds on the cover of the year). i think its called this:

said the blackbird to the moon,

when you go down below the horizon it will be too soon

after drinking several jager bombs and bringing a big one home in a to go cup. that redbull works. i painted till seven am then made myself go to sleep for not wanting to be awake when the sun came up. the painting rocks. 

let me know whats up. im wondering what you are thinking these days.

tell your family (who all probably dislike my name being brought up) i said merry christmas if you want.

byebye

g

JO:

Silvia Midtown works at a private lodge down near her house. housekeeping and waitressing mostly. the people that own it have something to do with the publishing of time magazine and others and come here to visit in their multimilliondollar spread a couple weeks a year. they use things once and throw them away, things like brand new washcloths that the clueless bitch in charge whipes makeup on and thinks its no good any longer and decides somewhere in the dimness of her mind that throwing it in the garbage is the only way.

but anyway, her dad works for the us forest service. he's a tree guy and seems pretty smart and genuinely interested in the way things work. this old guy was over for christmas at their house yesterday and brought him a clamp that the old guy made by hand. it was pretty damn cool and her dad was checking it out for a long ass time. but i think also he had his christmas wine and seemed to have a bit more of a red glow in his face and his hair was all sticking up weird so i think he was 'feelin a-alright'.

her mom is the biggest dud in the world. tag-a-long to whatever husband says. treats the kids in a very favoritism way which makes me just want to bitch slap her its so obvious. she thinks she can paint too and has these horrible things up in some nick knack giftshop store in kalispell that she pays money every month to hang stuff in. then is all upset because "none of the work is selling". one of those omadhouns who thinks because they go purchase some student grade supplies and puts it to a factory stretched canvas that they are a painter and thats all there is to it. makes me wanna vomit.

oh, i thought you'd dig the present i got from the parents. a new bible. the first thing i thought of sitting there on the couch in front of everyone when i opened it enough to see what it was before i even looked up was this: "oh, man, how am i going to pull this one off?" (that really is embarrasing to give someone a bible and push that on other people. its touchy and strange and these born agains cant see that.) but then i just continued to open it and check it out and told her dad thankyou that was very thoughtful and generous of them. then he was like: "well, we know you are a scholar, and that one is filled with timelines and maps and all kinds of good things like that." so, you know, the dude is just a pretty happy guy so i figured it was a pretty cool gift in the end. its a new international version study bible. thats what its called. 

you can have it.

hehe.

see yaaas.

hi toots. ive been walking around the golf course all day in the nice warm sunshine taking pictures. (it was the governors tournament, so i didnt see lindy or her butt.) i got a sunny face now though. and now i just layed out most of the new photo page so thats done. i have to go shoot the awards ceremony tomorrow night to get a picture of the governor giving away the cup (or something as such). its at flathead lake lodge so maybe ill run into shara.

so now its party time. and painting time. i think i will go home and have some vino and finish the paintings (well not the still life, just one more sitting i think after today...possibly two...oh wait, yeah, definitely two, maybe but i doubt it three). i dont even have to run today i guess because i walked a couple miles probably at the golf course.

some lady lives across the street brought back arlo to his cage twice yesterday because the jackass kept going over to their yard and then one of their friends hurled and arlo was trying to eat it. for a second there i thought he was starting to get cool, what a moron. hehe. so he basically was in his cage from about 5:00 on yesterday, but what else can i do? i cant let him wander around the area out of his cage when im inside or painting upstairs if he's going to go into other peoples yards and bug them and eat their barf.

i guess i should bring some shorts down there eh? maybe my thong and sombrero for that heat.

LT
hi, coffee--

(Corrina, Thu, 01 Aug 2002) 

"sunset at st francis de asisi church taos" isnt a book. its a painting, and i painted it. but, to answer your question, i read a lot of different things, mad magazine, hustler, etc. right now im reading an eastern philosophy book called transforming you life, (it should be called transforming your mind, but that might scare off some potential slightly dense and lazy american buyers i guess) by geshe kelsang gyatso, who is the founder of a new lineage of buddhist studies (new kadampa tradition) and who also was my teacher's (gen kelsang yangdzom, kailash dharma center, missoula, 1999) teacher in england at the kadampa center there. he's one bad-ass old man, you should check him out: http://kadampa.org

and then i have For whom the bell tolls on deck, which, i have been imagining, will be the literary equivalent of, say maybe, The Magpie by claude monet, or even Lemons on a pewter plate by matisse, you know, like there is so much there, you can just sort of get lost in it if you let yourself...(at least this is what i expect out of the great e.h.). i started the book a few years ago when mi hermana gave it to me as a gift, but i guess it wasnt the right time, so now is.

but i have whole shelves full of books, lots of beat lit, and crazy novels that ive read over the past six years or something. there is a lot there, you can check them out and get a crick in your neck looking for so long when you come visit meeeee.......in 

my

caaaaabin.

(to the tune of "me, and my shaaaadow.")

ok, im going to shave and cut my hair a little today. its time.

oh, do you know any french? is this french or spanish or indonesian? i need this translated and i dont know what the first word is:

Ca del solo.

have it typed up and in my "in" box by 9am.

peace.

Wow! what are you doing up so early??

i have to put some finishing touches i think on the newest painting either tonight or tomorrow depending on when its dry, but i made good time. the still life will take two more sittings i think (or one) ....YEY!

when i started the church around 630 last night i was taking a break and counting the days i had left to paint before the 14th, not counting mondays of course. but then it just kept rolling along and i had a little vino and great tunes going and once in a while i would yell down to arlo and he would come stumbling down around the bottom of the ladder. i peed twice off the balcony. its not hot here so that helps too. its really perfect weather, you should come visit...just kidding, toots. last night i had to put on pants and long sleeve flannel (i guess what other kind of flannel is there....oh yeah the other kind: the one that i ripped the sleeves off of for those hot days with my comb in my back pocket.). i dont want summer to be over yet but i cant wait for fall. we can have cool evening walks and wait for the leaves to change colors.

i think i need a veggie pizza and a movie tonight. 

(i have absolutely nothing to do here today. why was i the first one here? i even went to brookies cookies to get some coffee and still made it here early. some lady that bought some photo (that i didnt take) i guess called in here and doesnt want the photo anymore and told janet she wants a refund! hehe.)

i hope you have no more bad days like the other day...stay positive like you have a brilliant habit of doing. things could be worse, as we all know. i say this because i think about Silvia Midtownh and how high-spirited she is. i didnt know this until a little while ago but she has cystic fibrosis and is pretty much always sick. then she was diagnosed with thyroid cancer last year and went through chemotherapy treatment and they dont even know if they got it all out of her, plus she has that little curly head to take care of too, and no job. so i just think that you and i can handle this. i know this. and im proud of toots for going through with it all. i dont want to be with anybody else but you.

ok baby. guess ill go surf for a while. 

xo

LT 

howsabout some chai tea instead, young grasshopper...i cant wait to get to chicago and have dunkin donuts coffee every morning. that stuff rules. (and then walk back to fancy hotel in the autumn city or go visit my mom in her townhouse in western suburbs--which, believe it or not, is an extremely settling, peaceful and calming atmosphere...) and it costs like a dollar for one of those old school 7-eleven size big gulp polystyrene cups filled hot to the top. (not that i get those, or drink that much coffee in a day, but im just sort of illustrating the inexpensiveness of it all.)

ahhhh, southwest Oregon (and of course northern new mexico) winters...that, my friend, is

hard

to

beat.

but its all a trade for something else, as you know. just keep doing what you want to be doing and hopefully by the time we die, we will have had enough and done enough (of what we like) to feel content on the whole thing. for example, im thinking of this lately: when should i drop kick this joke-of-a-job and start painting full time?...well, i dont know and i wont go into it right now, but i mention this because i was realizing yesterday as i stared at the new very post-impressionistic still life with bottles im working on, that i couldnt care much about getting "rich and famous" as people say. being famous would be fun for a short run, in order to basically just have kicks and abuse the shit out of such a temporary position, generally making the jackass that buy into that illusion realize they are really jackasses. after that, it would suck and generally be a pain in the ass. as for the riches part, i would simply stash what i needed for veggie pizza, paint, future projects and a camper van, and the rest i would just give to my family anyway so they could pay off their homes, cars, start kids college funds, etc. so what im getting at is that the reason i paint is so when i die--in addition to the various paintings people have purchased and taken to hang around the country, or world at that point--there will be a giant room somewhere filled with finished paintings lined up one after another like a massive and colorful filing cabinet. hundreds and hundreds of paintings for my kids, or my family (or whoever else is not dead) to look at or sell or trade or just keep. or study, maybe they can go into museums so younger painters than myself can learn from them. or get inspired by them...and on and on. THAT--along with the books making up the legend of the roadside prophet--will be my main contribution to this seemingly existentially pointless world we made no choice to be involved with.

....meanwhile, just be conscious and compassionate and use your energy for positive things. if you do all this (and maybe even sit vipassana...you know, contemplative or insight meditation each day or if you are LAZY!, whenever you can) i dont think you could do any better. and as for the moving dilema, it really doesnt matter WHERE you are. but, i would say, its probably not a good idea to be breathing in bongwater air all the time either. (i picture your apartment to be like floyd smoking outta that honey bear in true romance.)

think i might drink some wine tonight.

LT 

hi baby.

go here and see great paintings:

http://www.art.com/asp/sp-asp/_/NV--1_1854_1898/PD--10056370/SZ--3/posters.htm?XRFID=765594&TKID=4299997

i came into work to make an appearence, backed some stuff up, went to get a cold mtn dew, came back in, listend to the police scanner, there's some drugged up wanted guy got called in and the cops i guess are going to arrest him on rainbow road. hehe. am i going to go take photos you ask? well, since im going that way--on my way home RIGHT NOW-- i think i might cruise up there with the big lens on alert.

then..as you wander down the wonderous trail you ca---WALERT!

hehe. yes! you know that was funny.

------

its getting close to the time, i feel, that i should be painting full time. i know what im doing now is maybe getting as good as many of gauguins (ok, just some, im not getting cocky or anything, i just see what i see) and some others. what if i put everyday all day into getting better and better? and i have a list of ten more paintings to do already.

hmmmmmmmm. food for thought. then we can have the bookstore too. !

speaking of that, hows your schoolwork going? you need to check the messages at nikkis, the financial aid office NEEDS you to call them right away. the lady called again today and said so.

call me tonight. ill be having pizza i think. 

i havent had a beer in weeks. for some reason, i was thinking about this as i drove to work this morning. hmm. funny you should mention that.

at any rate, sure. beer with you would be cool.

when will you be here? there is a book signing tonight and a bluegrass band playing for free (if you are with the photographer) on sunday evening at the music stage in sliter park downtown by the river, and saturday is open. i will make arrangements for my driver to pick you up at the airport. she is very good and keeps ice in the back-seat bar.

 LT 

i see you front bottom right.

thats good coverage, that dude should send those in to get printed somewhere, like the daily herald then you guys can cut out the little name rectangles and tape them to construction paper. i wish i could come to those games man, this place is starting to get old. i need some culture. a museum here and there, good restaurant, a fucking soccer game once in a while. meanwhile, i have pre-senile dimentia sitting even closer to me now in the office barking absurdidly about something she's "reading". this place is so unorganized the old bag never even went home last night to sleep. now we have to deal with her in this morphed state of zombiness and mindless (more than ever) loquacious slur.

ah. i feel better.

so, how many more games left in the season? maybe i can catch one outside match in october? 22-28?

do you send those to dad? you should, he'd dig it.

as for the poem, i didnt really intend it to shred W, but upon rereading several times i guess its easily interpreted that way. im sure the first thing they do is hide the pres in a situation like that, hustle him down in through some bomb-proof CIA gopher hole tunnel system that probably connects all of DC to W's walk in closet.

ill fix.

hope you get the orland park gig. that'd be cool if you could take the train, too. i look in the paper everyday but fear i may have to pack'er in again to get a good job.

here's an excerpt concerning the memphis incident thats cut and pasted from the novel-in-progress:

  When we crossed the southern border of Illinois we were headed straight for the rhythm and blues capital of the worldÑ Memphis, Tennessee. I'd actually already been through Memphis on a short trip I took with my old house mates in college one long weekend when we paid for the Graceland tourist package complete with a guided and instructed tour of the mansion including the in-house racquetball court Elvis played and drank in just before he died, the famous jungle room, etc. We walked around the parking garages where all of his cars and Harley Davidsons were kept, shined up and polished behind long velvet ropes and continued on to both of the personal airplanes he owned, one jumbo jet and one I imagined that was just for small parties and important guests... who knows, the over excessiveness we paid to see sickened me and brought me closer to the awareness of what life must actually have been like for such a huge and international pop star. Once again, "a fine place to visit, but... ". There was an exquisite and fully stocked wet bar and overly expensive leather lounge chairs everywhere we went on the estate which makes it easier to see where the destruction would have started.

  This time Rob and I had no intentions or desires of paying anyone any money at all to take us around showing us anything. In other words, we had no use for tourist attractions and were staying as far away from them as we couldÑ we weren't tourists after all, so why would we follow in suit? I did however always have the Polaroid instamatic camera with me and asked an elderly couple to take a shot of us standing in the shadow of the van smiling arm in arm in some vacant parking lot under the falling Tennessee sun. Right afterwards we drove over the bridge just off the freeway down the road from Graceland where we stopped to fill the tank and while slowly pulling away were cut off suddenly by some rusted old gangster ghetto sedan that screeched to a halt right in front of the van. The angry screaming and hollering and cussing started immediately coming out of that car, and both side doors swung open violently and two black guys jumped outÑI saw the one from the passenger side reach into the back seat and pull out what looked to be part of an automobile engineÑswinging their fists over their heads yelling and spitting about us cutting them off and coming closer and closer and reaching for the doors of the van. Pulling my door open from the outside, the passenger guy took one swing at my head with that twisted piece of metal coming down hard toward me, I shrunk into the seat blocking the blow with my arms in front of my face and kicked him away with my right foot. Right at that moment the van jumped and fired forward blasting past the attackers vehicle at such a top speed my door slammed shut and we bounced into the air as we hit the curb, launching us into the street with such recklessness and no time to consider any oncoming traffic and again blasting into the next abandoned gas station across the street our two bikes strapped to the back of the van bounced loose and sat dented in the road. We stopped and the attackers sped off down the street sure to be rounding back, we imagined, and maybe bringing guns. We weren't going to hang around to find out so in a rush of adrenaline I jumped out of the van and alone picked up this mass of twisted chrome and rubber that was our two bikes plus the black metal bicycle rack they were secured to and ran with it back to the van where Rob already had the side doors open. I tossed them in like dirty laundry or something, jumped back in the front and hit the freeway- not stopping the rest of the way through Tennessee. Breathing heavy and pissed off at the madness of the circumstance we yelled and laughed and checked our wounds the rest of the way south till we were across the border into Mississippi too scared to stop any soonerÑwe were sure those gangsters had it in for us and were out looking for us still. Rob had a bruise on his face from the other guy who sneaked up from behind him and cheap-shotted him with his fist through the open drivers-side window while I was taking the hit from the burn-out with the swinging motor part. 

  "MADNESS!" I kept saying "I CAN'T BELIEVE THAT!" andÑ 

  "UNREAL!" Rob couldn't stop repeatingÑ "WHAT THE FUCK is WRONG with people!, man? What the hell did we do to those freaks? THEY cut US off... not the other way around?! Jesus what did that guy try to hit you with?!.."
  "They were probably trying to be in some kind of gang I bet, you know, like we stopped on their turf! Ha! like the Warriors, remember that movie? Ha Ho those FREAKS, man! Jesus that was unbelievable!" 

  My heart was still pounding through my chest over and over and I thought it would explode, "That was a part of a car engine or something he whipped me with, check out this cut and bruise on my arm... that's all I got outta that. Could have been much worse. Don't stop Rob keep this van moving till we hit Mississippi. Just keep right on going!"
  "I sure am, Dempseeeze. Those freaks man I can't believe that... Those freaks..." And on and on.

  It was getting dark when we pulled into our campsite at Lake Grenada, Mississippi.

yeah, that'd be cool: glacier plan.

i havent dranken a single beer (except one last night after finishing cabin painting and talking to Amia Diorio on the phone) since last weekend. im thinking of getting some glen elen white zinfandel in a couple hours here. i need to do a few things first. 

i accidentally dropped my full pallet on arlo last night as he was laying beneath my feet. of course it landed paint side down, then he freaked-squeeled, jumped up and it flipped over and landed (paint down) on the cement back there. i got the ground pretty much cleaned up, but arlo looks like a mini version of an inner city commuter train. its pretty funny really. i was worried about him licking it so i bathed him (very stained and wont come out) and now he should be good. i mean, i figure mini dude digs to drink out of stagnant water holes and eat horse shit on a relatively daily basis, so a little european pigment and linseed oil shouldnt do much damage.

got it bad

got it bad 

got it bad

im hot for teacher.

sooo.... did this tell me when you are going to be in montana?...or......

im going to check into psu more. it seems smaller, and more academic than most other places i have been looking at. sort of like bradley (where i went for BS), which is good. eugene U is like msla U, way too many people going there for 'the scene' which ends up getting to be like a grateful dead lot after touch of grey was released: too many people and no one has reasons.

anyway. whats your plans for this weekend? wanna drink some beers tonight? your place or mine? i have a fire pit so im cooler. maybe we could go to that bar we went to that night after the tdp party that i went back to weeks later and didnt even realize i was in the same place. sitting in the same seat.

wow. i miss those brain cells.

SPECIAL DELIVERY (for special people):

new column for dummies in America:

Remembering Smokey

Way back in March of this year, when there was still plenty of snow on the ground, we didn't have to worry much about starting forest fires. However, that was March, this is July. 

My brother and some of his friends from other cities flew up to the Flathead Valley, mainly to ski and snowboard for several days. If you have a nice size fire pit in your yard like we do, even after the sun sets in MontanaÑand maybe a couple beersÑit's comfortable to sit out on the old beat-up lawn chairs or on those hacked up tree stumps in the snow. On those nights, as it got later and we all eventually filed off to bed one by one, I would continually shovel piles of snow to extinguish the flames and keep them from resurrecting throughout the night.

One of those mornings I woke up, climbed down out of the loft, and was surprised to see "Dan-from-Chicago" sitting out with a pint-sized early morning fire waiting for everyone else to ariseÑwhich took a while. But, by mid-morning we had the truck packed up with all the boards and boots and were on our way to Big Mountain. It was cloudy up thereÉagain. 

I knew Dan had more than enough sense to put the fire out before we left, using the same winter-time, overly-convenient mini-serac method I'd been using all along (which seemed fairly fool-proof until now). I even checked to make sure, and, to the best of my judgment, the one-man campfire had successfully been suffocated and drown.

When we got back to the cabin later that afternoon, however, I realized our mistake. The coals underneath the logs stayed hot enoughÑeven with almost no oxygenÑto melt the foot of white powder piled on top. The coals continued to dry out the logs that were now soaked with snow melt, and heat the logs back upÑhot enough to restart the fire we had extinguished 8 or 10 hours prior. As we pulled up the driveway I saw smoke from behind the house...the blaze had rekindled itself.

So, we made a mistake and learned from it. That's how that usually works. Luckily nothing ever got out of control. To me it's quite baffling then, to see (as I drive around Bigfork these days) people flicking cigarette butts out of their car windows. This isn't LA, folks. Montana isn't one giant paved lot. 

According to the National Interagency Fire Center based in Boise, Idaho, 90% of all wild fires in the United States are caused by careless humans. Apparently lots of you have never heard of Smokey the Bear.

I grew up in Chicago, I've seen a lot of lit, airborne cigarettes mindlessly tossed aside and out of windows. However, the temperature here hasnÕt dropped below 92 during the day for quite some time. And the rains and moisture we were getting a few weeks ago have long dried up. 

I think there are more travelers along highway 35 these days than there are motoring through Santa Fe in the height of their summer seasonÉ until now I thought that number couldn't be topped. It seems a good percentage of this Bigfork traffic are seasonal residents (which would make the littering and fire hazard that much more ridiculous and sad). 

But, many of these people are tourists. Campers. People who spend time in the woods. The same woods that I just mentioned are very, very dry. Try then, AmericansÑand visiting CanadiansÑnot to litter your cigarette butts. The pollution is bad enough, but when it holds the potential for destroying thousands of acres of wild lands, wildlife and homesÉNEWSFLASHÉIt's a bad habit to fall into. 

hi toots.

i reworded some of it so reread it if you want. i think its smoother now. it felt choppy yesterday but i got tired of it--only took about .5 hrs on the whole thing--and didnt feel like fixing it. but hopefully its better now. thank you for motivating me to fix it today.

that dean excerpt is kind of dark and languid. good old ti jean, he thinks of it all. some day ill have all my books finished, poems and prose and the three novels (for now), letters, dreams, etc. and line them all up on the shelf just like jack said, and it'll all make up one grand story called 'the legend of the roadside prophet'.

i got the mail. i opened the photo of taylor in a really nice frame glenda sent. tell her its really nice. and the baby's beautiful. she put a little card in there that ill just save by the photo until you come home.

your insurance envelope came to but i guess you dont need the cards now?

i talked with the ladies at automotion and they said my truck needs a new fuel pump ...for starters. (bad fuel pressure, just what royal coach told my mom! pretty good, RC.) they said it'll be $350. so i said this: park it in a shady spot in your lot. ill come pick it up soon, dont fix anything. then she asked me how much id sell it for so i said 2000-2500 and she said shed spread the word in case any of those dudes or their kids would want it. that would be great: sell it right there. thats more than ill pRob get on a trade in. anyway....no more green truck.

(kind of sad face. kind of happy face to get better snow/travel vehicle.)

i turned in my bio and other materials to the bacc today, and sent a big check to my usaa. 2 ptgs done 2 to go. its a little rainy and cool'd off here so its really nice and feels good. free time now for the rest of the weekend for me...

call me tonight. ill be there doing something good.

xo

 LT 

i agree. the pox can bond like no other.

im sure they'll play that thing into the ground. i think they played it twice last night. i saw the second half...again. i need to see the beginning. he talks about that "oleigh" (sp?) stuff that was in some potato chips causing some controversy. i remembered some of it, but i guess the warning label on those chip bags actually honest to god said this: "Warning: may cause anal leakage."
haha!

awesome.

im chuckling at my keyboard thinking of williams sketch on that one. hehe. just wait.

I accidentally dropped a fully colored pallet on arlo last night as he was laying at my feet, and it stuck to his side smearing all the paint all over him....he looks like someone graffittied him.

oh, yeah, i saw that next ad from the car dudes. with the sleeves? is that shit real? holy christ.

hi toots. you are the first to read this so let me know what you think...

ps elmer came over and said how good the last one was. "well researched" he said. then he told me about a woman who found a big worm in flathead lake. so he wanted me to come see it with him. so i did. she had it in a jar at the barber shop. it looks to me like a huge 10 inch parasite! sick. those big boats out there dump their toilets in those waters so im not suprised to see this. anyway, it was cool to cruise with elmer in his 96 outback. i like those cars a lot. elmer said "humans are the worst people on earth."
(ok....tell me if you think these words are too frequently used or not:

cigarette butts

fire

any other words)

Amia Diorio’s finishing summer school via the old www. ill tell her what you said. or if you want to email her you can: sunshine@rhythmmountain.net. anyways, the blackfoot sounds fun with mini-mouse disney tube you were on. your fab yahoo account cut off the rest of that river story so im not sure what happened next. its like those soap operas i love to watch, just when things get heated they tell you to come back tomorrow.

speaking of rednecks, according to the police scanner, some mom and daughter are beating eachother up in a trailor park near columbia falls. another kid is lost, and the dad doesnt remember what he is wearing. too many duffs early in the day me thinks. "well officer, barton was just splashing around in his little plastic molded pool out there under the metal carport when i ran in for my winstons and another cold one..."
did you see Robin williams on HBO last night? holy fuckin shit. if you didnt, make it a point some time soon. he refers to our brilliant mr bush as "W" and tore him up for a good 15 minutes before moving on. jesus, i was crying on the couch by the time the near-death-due-to-a-pretzel story came around... that guy is a comedic genius.

will you be coming up here soon? i wanna go up to jewel basin or strawberry lake and sleep up there.

 LT 
i think you would dig missoula. you definitely have to come and visit for several days and hang around town. its nothing like telluride. ophirs cool, i like rico the best. i just wrote this long winded description of rico to some chick who emailed me a bunch of blues traveler photos she took front row center fourth of july at red rocks and had to fly up from LA or something. her vw is called the freedom bus and was parked as a backdrop to the show. haha. 'not funny haha, funny queer.'

on a fully different note, the doctors at kalispell regional found a tumor on Amia Diorios uteris a couple weeks ago while being subjected to a three hour exam in various emergency rooms during which she miscarried after an estimated 3 weeks time. the miscarriage was very sad, and now the doctors are starting to contradict themselves about the tumor situation which just creates a whole nother exhausting and confusing emotional scene. right now we are getting a second opinion exam set up with a recommended doctor in missoula (flatheads kindof in the sticks) to see whether she needs to have it surgically removed or not. i hope they take it out, Amia Diorios just scared. in addition, she's freaking because big ego drama doctor #1 told her there is a 50% chance of scar tissue development leading to a hysterectomy. basically the guys a fucking jackass telling her one thing and her father another: "oh, she needs to just come back in a month and see me."
i wish i could meet him. i think he might straighten his story out then.

anyway, i have to go get her to take her back to the kalispell doc to sign a form so they can fax the records to Dr. Missoula. hope i didnt shock you too bad. i just read over this and seems kind of a jolt, but i wanted you to know. 

more soon.

 LT 
ps many emails with Lish the bad ass office supply girl is always good. 

pss dont get hit on by any telluride dudes in shiney frat-boy wrap-around shades.




C H I C A G O 
From Out of Chicago
hello,

i've located a van morrison cd entitled above that i dont think ever was mine. i thought i remembered you asking about one van cd some time ago. this may be yours. all i know is its pretty damn complementary to the previous records i have running in the player such as leftover salmon- nashville sessions (simply one of the best albums ive ever heard) and then one called rockygrass (all recorded at lyons, Oregon shows).

anyway, we're back in chicago. needed more than rico for a spell. Amia Diorio started a good job at evanston whole foods. im working on some multimedia jobs. i find out about grad school next month so who knows how long we'll be here. either boulder, eugene or portland whenever i find out. 

went to blue man group for Amia Diorios birthday last week. getting a killer place in rogers park. next door to the heartland cafe. talked to cy but haven't seen her place in andersonville yet. saw cornmeal play at wooden nickel, then too tired to meet cy for galactic at the riv.

well, take it easy.

maybe see you this summer. (plans for bluegrass at lyons. sisters folk festival, sisters OR. im sure montana widespread of course. telluride sucks. phonies all around.)

LT
PS brent & chris: what's going down?

hey woman.

ive received your messages. but aint had no time. sorry about that. im back in chicago looking for a job to hold me over until next month when i find out about grad schools. again. i applied at my school (art institute of chicago), naropa (mfa in writing and poetics), and the university of oregon.

id rather not stay in chicago so hopefully one of the others will come thru.

if not, then ill fly to tibet for 5.5 years and wandering around as a western monk gone astray. and play drums and write poetry.

i've applied for an artist in residence program for the san juan nat'l forest. i have to get chosen by a board of others involved but if so will spend two weeks this summer or fall in a remote cabin in sw Oregon. then at the end of two weeks, have a show and donate a piece to the forest service collection.

cool.

ill let you know.

im going to call you right now.

more later,

LT
hey. you have a new number i see. i did not know this. i tried (406)239-8597 and some chick answered and said i had the wrong number. and something about a cell phone. and laughed. none of it really seemed too funny to me, but aparently she found some humor in a wrong number. or a changed number. i really dont know. or care, but its good she got to laugh.

anyway. whats going on? picking up guys at the msla bars? im sure you've got a couple guys out there waiting on you. how's your cool mom? tell her i said hello if she doesnt hate me for disappearing into the autumn southwest and not calling her daughter back for several months. I think about montana a lot. and then i think about you telling me to come back there to stay and that "msla would be waiting" for me when i did. so i gotta do some more stuff i have planned before i get back there for good. here's what i gotta do: get my mfa so i can teach university/art institute level (in progress now), go to nepal (planned for next spring semester-already accepted to naropa program), spend some time at naropa institute in boulder, and hike the pacific crest trail- with a big ass wolf-dog. then ill be back to montana. 

i met this killer chick while i was in durango, at a leftover salmon show in lyons. her name is Amia Diorio. she moved up to rico/telluride with me and we got some huge old place built on top of an old saloon 100 years ago. she's at work in evanston now at whole foods. she's way cool. you'd dig her. she totally said she'd go anywhere i had to (or wanted to) for school or just to go. she wants to go with to alaska and europe. 

well, you have my number here at my moms. im staying here until we get a place in rogers park (downtown). what are you doing now, this spring, and this summer?

let me know whats up.

LT
...

From Out of Chicago

Outerspace Sanskrit 

    writing dialog in my head

Me with my vacuum

    and you in your diamond ring finger

    lost in the desert

    and saguaro sand dunes

    running languid to the horizon.

Started out homeless and back 

    to the cities rainy day blacktop

    streets with holes

    cowering roles

    of tire tracks in the alleys.

Feels like weeks since Rico Hobo Club

    since bonfires in December nights

        drunk indians on cardboard

    and me in patchwork Lazy-boy

        sitting crowned like a king

        and highrise mermaids

        drinking cold beer

        in warm September nights.

Weeks since Rocky Mountain springtime 

    since summertime parkinglots 

        trailblazing campgrounds

        burning insight all around.

Weeks since agave southwest autumn

    since indian summer

        October New Mexico

        Navajos pouring sand across my feet

        sweating in the lodge.

It's like singing in church 

    or sitting west Montana meditation

    and silent sunshine coffee house window

    warm on the inside

    cold on the out.

chicago 02.01

hey woman.

sorry it took so long to get back to you. shits a bit crazy right now as far as knowing or not knowing what the hell im going to be doing with myself over the next year or so. and i cant even go snowboarding. or find a decent trail. im in chicago waiting to see (next month) about grad school and in the meantime looking for a job here because i thought we were going to stay here for a while this year. but Amia Diorios not to hot on this place. and i think im done with chicago too. there seems to be not too much sense in me being here. no mtns. no rivers. i dont know.

i got a letter today from the editor of the telluride daily planet and he's going to print a short story i wrote about a hellish drive i had when i got caught in that storm over lizard head last december. i thought i sent it to you. did i?

so im doing this monster.com and headhunter.net shit. 35 jobs ive applied for so far and haven't gotten jack in return. is this a farse of some kind? everytime i hit 'send resume' i get signed up for some publishers clearing house mailing list. and as far as perspective employers looking to hire on the other end, its fat ed mcmahon eating cheeseburgers and diet coke, laughing at all the unemployeds that maybe, just maybe, will actually have time in their day to fill out his forms, order subscriptions by tearing little stickers of magazines, in hopes they may win at least enought money to buy gas to get them just far enough to be the fuck out of dodge.

i think i need to go on tour early spring for a few weeks. soak up a little sunshine, drink a few coldies, meet some fresh faces, hear some new music, and then decide this: yep, this seems just about right.

chowbaby,

write me back when you can-

LT
hey. 

whats up? i updated some things on the site today, such as a bunch of new paintings (that arent the best photos unfortunately, but i dont have the time and resources to make them perfect right now) and a photo from the missoula studio. but i started an illinois section in the photovault. see if you can dig up some goodies we can post up in that il section. shows maybe or just hanging around somewhere. i have some but need to put them into dig format.

anyway. i was thinking of putting up the short story. ill check it out.

more later.

LT
what are you doing this weekend?

hey cy,

havent been doing much except looking for a job (which seems not to be too promising around chicago). we dont have money to buy any show tix right now so chances of going to either are slim. just been going up to the wooden nickel, seeing cornmeal for free, trying not to run too much of a tab at the bar. this too is difficult as my week is spent lamely hanging around the suburbs or evanston without much stimulation whatsoever in this grey and numb city.

the dalai lama is giving three teachings in minnesota soon and the first extra money i come across anytime soon will go for tickets to that. I think it will sell out soon, unfortunately, because some of them are already.

you might dig the new poems and short story on the website. check em out when you get a chance. 

we should hang out soon,

g

i dont think husband would like that too much. however, i think once a few more weeks go by and i maybe can stash some cash, we'll be hittin the road again. then, we'll work something out. i dont know about going NE from here but we'll see what happens. 

are you staying up there all summer? be going anywhere soon?

yo.

g

HEY! im so happy you wrote. when i sent in the story to bob i asked him to give you my email because i think i wrote yours on a notebook i stashed somewhere (when i got a new one) and my truck is only partly unpacked because we've been staying at my moms and being really transient all this time. i didnt receive any other letters from you so you musta sent them to someone else by accident (good way to make new friends though). i dont miss that town at all. i usually do when i leave somewhere. i do miss rico and my cheap rent, bonfires in the lot next door on saturdays, and cool studio sometimes, but this is another one of those transitory times when nothing really is being accomplished (and its totally frustrating at times) but its all for a reason. the schools have told me i should get an answer in 3 weeks so im just trying to make some money until then. then probably just go on tour or something- ha! Amia Diorio's working at whole foods. it took her about a day to get a job. i still dont have one. I think now, though, that most of the chicago graphics population and portland OR graphics population has seen my resume in one form or another, so maybe oh...i dont know...hmm, maybe people are ....uh, really f'kn LAZY.

oh but enought of that. i have taken the liberty of setting you up an account with Office Depot. they will send a representative each monday morning to your desk to take your office needs. They have boxes full of sticky notes in a rainbow of colors. They also said the guy knows how to make coffee and can get you some of that too.

miss talkin to you, more later-

g

whats new sailor?

i have an interview friday supposidly with some company in the loop. we'll see what happens. fat cash, but it might be too lame. 

i have about five dollars to my name. Amia Diorio gets payed next friday. you gunna be around down there next weekend?

let me know.

more later gotta check some email about jobs. looking into some possibilities in portland, oregon. rad town. 

g

hey Rad house! what street is it on? are you living there yet? congratulations...very nice. you should be happy with that place. (paint it dark green with white shutters! hehe) i cant seem to stay in one place long enough to get a house yet. apartments are a pain in the ass enough. soon though, (other than nepal/tibet, europe and alaska- over the next three years respectively) my transient days are coming to a close. i need a shift. i need a studio. in response to me telling him how i was feeling, Milton very observantly pointed out some time ago this: "you SHOULD feel like staying in one place for a while, jesus man, you've basically been in transit for ten years." he was counting bradley and all. this is true. 

(apparently i have just come into some crazy inheritance. this is crazy but good for investments. going to buy some land.)

so im waiting to hear from 2 schools in about three weeks. then go there. (either one i get into) if i get denied in both than we will go check out portland first hand. seems like a sensible move for a lot of reasons. good jobs, reasonable living, beach, mountains, shows, galleries and museums. and a progressive attitude over all. 

(NEPAL: trip has been postponed until spring 2001- because of political fine print at SAIC my financial aid got screwed up. therefore, i will no longer facilitate myself with that institution, only naropa and u of oregon) 

Amia Diorio is Amia Diorio (thats who). i met her when alisa freaked out, kicked me out of her house, i lived in my truck in durango for a while while working at purgatory as a carpenter and camping out, then went to planet salmon in lyons in september (where i was supposed to meet up with the crazy girl who i was again at this time the "love of her life"). she is a loon. i knew this by then and she introduced me to her friends. one of them was Amia Diorio. the rest is history. she's the sweetest. but looney girl got most of that looney town against us and we were run out as outlaws. it got bad. really lame actually, these guys i dont even know but they know me and threatened me saying alisa is pregnant and they want money blah blah but they were all real tough you know, never said a word to me until i was completely outnumbered. and alone. real stand-up respectible ... dumb asses. if you will. so thats when we drove up to rico in the early fall sometime and loved it. and stayed. 

I wrote a short story about a drive over lizard head pass in the worst snow storm i have ever seen. you would not have believed it. i honestly thought i was going to die in this storm. when it was finished, i sent it to the editor of the telluride daily planet and he wrote me back saying he would print it. i was happy about that. i will include it at the bottom here for you to read. otherwise, keep your eye out for the TDP. it will be in there soon.

i guess thats about it for now.

story:  http://www.radio-qmx.org/rms274.html

take care

g

ok, just kidding. no interview today after all. i guess the guys baby got sick or something. rescheduled for tuesday. so just another day in streamwood. 

we're going to stay here now until i find out from naropa and the university of orgen for grad school (3 weeks). if i get in to either one, we will most likely not stay in chicago at all past then. but if i dont get in, than we've got more options. one would be to stay here for a while because Amia Diorio already has a good job here and i think i will get one before too too long (i think!). but we both want to go out to oregon. maybe live near portland. its a big city and i think there would be good opportunities out there. it seems like it anyway between the way things were looking when i went out there for an interview (3 years ago), and the internet places ive seen lately. im actually using monster.com and have applied for a bunch of portland jobs as well as chicago jobs, just to keep some options going.

gotta get some coffee.

ok im back. when we leave here Amia Diorio wants to go visit her family in el paso. we would be going right by dallas i think. we should go out or something. i would like you to meet Amia Diorio she's way cool you guys would get along well. two cool chicks.

im glad you took some time out of your busy day to check out the new paintings. unfortunately they arent the best photos but they seem ok for the most part. did you check out the new poems? i've been updating a lot on that site. im going to turn the old site into something completely new, but i dont know what exactly yet. im still trying to get the guest book up and running on the new site (it uses perl to write out what are called cgi scripts- basically a new language that i have never used before so its slow moving, but ive got some people on it to help me out). i think that will be a good complement on there. people like you can leave a comment and it will show for the other visitors. 

other than that, not much more news.

whats up with you?

love

g

yeah i got the package. thanks for the books. the server software is for a networking system like you would use in an office environment so i dont need it here but ill keep it around, it may come in usefuly somehow. its actually the system we ran at the last job i had in telluride.

As for the helmet, since i dont have a job (or much of anything to do in streamwood) ive taken to dressing up with it in a button down shirt, some tan khakis, and dug out my old Panthers Club notebook and clipboard. All of this together with the helmet and a name tag found in my truck and altered from its original holiday inn missoula night shift janitor state, ive discovered that with a polished introduction from the front porch, most of your average civilians will gladly (and stupidly) grant me access to the interior of their homes, and leave me be to "do my thing".

Once i get in there, i dont really have much of anything to do, so i pick up the phone and pretend to listen to the "strength of the dial tone". Then proceed to batter them with an array of questions no terry cloth Robe wearing, Daily Herald toting shmuck would ever have a clue how to answer. Most of them are half distracted by my having interrupted Days of Our Lives or The Price Is Right, and only pay that much attention to what im saying anyway, reasoning to themselves thusly: "he's the expert, its his job to fix this stuff, I dont understand it anyway."
Usually then, i strut about the house hollering about cpu's and fiber optics running amock if not taken care of properly by a trained professional and the possiblity of pet mutilation that i've seen "so many times before". People freak out about this. But i assure them it hasnt gotten nearly that bad in this neighborhood yet, and with us on the job, there simply is no reason to worry.

When i leave, most of the time i tell them they will be billed, or that its part of their "service" as to stay well outside the felony range. This usually cracks me up inside, though, and i have a difficult time restraining myself from smacking them along side the head as they nod and agree and say, "oh, great" as if they are right there with me on this one when they dont even know what the hell service im talking about. 

One old lady, though, was once so grateful to me for saving her clown fish from "floating to the top of a boiling deep sea massacre right there in her living room" that she insisted because she had no cash that she tip me with a dozen frozen pizzas and a box of oreos. The food still exists.

the job i "had" when you were here last got cancelled because these people decided to hire somebody from within the company i guess. i had an interview today and got up at 7 for it and got dressed then i was down in the downstairs shitter and the guy called me up to say its postponed because the interviewers baby got sick or something. but it seems like a rad job so maybe ill get it on tuesday.

Gaston said they need freelancers soon and left it at that. ok, screw them then as well.

as for the curtain, cut it to fit under your bivi tent. like one of those footprints, unless its already totally waterproof. or just use it for a camping tarp. 

monday? need a ride?

g

m

whats the difference between my memoir and what you suggested to be a short story? length or point of view or ...  

also, i think its strongest in the first person because of the content and what happened. like im right there telling someone the story.

i was writing a letter to my brother because he sent me a hard hat from his old job as some kind of funny joke and thought this up as i was going along. kind of a stream of conscious explanation of what i did with this thing:

As for the helmet, since i dont have a job (or much of anything to do in streamwood) ive taken to dressing up with it in a button down shirt, some tan khakis, and dug out my old Panthers Club notebook and clipboard. All of this together with the helmet and a name tag found in my truck and altered from its original holiday inn missoula night shift janitor state, ive discovered that with a polished introduction from the front porch, most of your average civilians will gladly (and stupidly) grant me access to the interior of their homes, and leave me be to "do my thing".

Once i get in there, i dont really have much of anything to do, so i pick up the phone and pretend to listen to the "strength of the dial tone". Then proceed to batter them with an array of questions no terry cloth Robe wearing, Daily Herald toting shmuck would ever have a clue how to answer. Most of them are half distracted by my having interrupted Days of Our Lives or The Price Is Right, and only pay that much attention to what im saying anyway, reasoning to themselves thusly: "he's the expert, its his job to fix this stuff, I dont understand it anyway."
Usually then, i strut about the house hollering about cpu's and fiber optics running amock if not taken care of properly by a trained professional and the possiblity of pet mutilation that i've seen "so many times before". People freak out about this. But i assure them it hasnt gotten nearly that bad in this neighborhood yet, and with us on the job, there simply is no reason to worry.

When i leave, most of the time i tell them they will be billed, or that its part of their "service" as to stay well outside the felony range. This usually cracks me up inside, though, and i have a difficult time restraining myself from smacking them along side the head as they nod and agree and say, "oh, great" as if they are right there with me on this one when they dont even know what the hell service im talking about. 

One old lady, though, was once so grateful to me for saving her clown fish from "floating to the top of a boiling deep sea massacre right there in her living room" that she insisted because she had no cash that she tip me with a dozen frozen pizzas and a box of oreos. The food still exists.

ok baby- write back nice long letter. i forgot to mention this part of my days here. my brother sent me a hard had (like those ones construction guys wear, but white with the Antec logo on front) from his old job as part of a joke. i wrote this explaining how it has come in quite handy as of late.

As for the helmet, since i dont have a job (or much of anything to do in streamwood) ive taken to dressing up with it in a button down shirt, some tan khakis, and dug out my old Panthers Club notebook and clipboard. All of this together with the helmet and a name tag found in my truck and altered from its original holiday inn missoula night shift janitor state, ive discovered that with a polished introduction from the front porch, most of your average civilians will gladly (and stupidly) grant me access to the interior of their homes, and leave me be to "do my thing".

Once i get in there, i dont really have much of anything to do, so i pick up the phone and pretend to listen to the "strength of the dial tone". Then proceed to batter them with an array of questions no terry cloth Robe wearing, Daily Herald toting shmuck would ever have a clue how to answer. Most of them are half distracted by my having interrupted Days of Our Lives or The Price Is Right, and only pay that much attention to what im saying anyway, reasoning to themselves thusly: "he's the expert, its his job to fix this stuff, I dont understand it anyway."
Usually then, i strut about the house hollering about cpu's and fiber optics running amock if not taken care of properly by a trained professional and the possiblity of pet mutilation that i've seen "so many times before". People freak out about this. But i assure them it hasnt gotten nearly that bad in this neighborhood yet, and with us on the job, there simply is no reason to worry.

When i leave, most of the time i tell them they will be billed, or that its part of their "service" as to stay well outside the felony range. This usually cracks me up inside, though, and i have a difficult time restraining myself from smacking them along side the head as they nod and agree and say, "oh, great" as if they are right there with me on this one when they dont even know what the hell service im talking about. 

One old lady, though, was once so grateful to me for saving her clown fish from "floating to the top of a boiling deep sea massacre right there in her living room" that she insisted because she had no cash that she tip me with a dozen frozen pizzas and a box of oreos. The food still exists.

m

a killer excerpt from the book im on now: The Seven Story Mountain, an autobio by thomas merton (catholic monk and writer) so far its one bad ass book. his father was a landscape wc painter from NYC (1920's) mother died and they moved to france, and kept moving all around europe wherever his dad could paint and have exhibitions for them to live off of. this is part from when he was 14, living with his godfather and his wife in london (when his father had taken ill with a tumor in his brain and was in the hospital). he said these people were most influential on him in these years, they were first to assume him any responsibilities of his own and let him run freely day and night around london, listening to duke ellinLTn and Louis Armstrong and took him to see chagall paintings in paris, and disliked the cubists...

"Really, all these things implied a strict standard of values: but values that were entirely worldly and cosmopolitan. values they were, however, and one kept to them with a most remarkably nice fidelity. I only discovered much later on that all this implied not only esthetic but a certain worldly moral standard, the moral and artistic values being fused inseparabley in the single order of taste. It was an unwritten law, and you had to be very smart and keenly attuned to their psychology to get it: but there it was, a strict moral law, which never expressed any open hatred of evil, or even any direct and explicit condemnation of any other sins than bourgeois pharisaism (hypocritic self-righteousness) and middle-class hypocrisy, which they attacked without truce (http://www.radio-qmx.org/rms262.html). Nevertheless their code disposed of other deoridinations with quiet and pointed mockery. The big difficulty with me and my failure was that i did not see, for instance, that their interest in DH Lawrence as art was, in some subtle way, disconnected from any endorsement of his ideas about how a man ought to live. Or rather the distinction was more subtle still: and it was between their interest in and amusement at those ideas, and the fact, which they took for granted, that it was rather vulgar to pracive them in the way Lawrence did. This was a distinction which I did not grasp until it was too late."
so good.

hey yo.

friday night dr didg is playing at the wooden nickel (where we usually have been going to see cornmeal) then saturday night we already got tix for cornmeal/yonder mtn at the abbey! all those cats from the nickel are going as well- shall be a trying time--(switch around your nights woman!) you must come hang at the nickel tomorrow, its a killer place on a little quiet main street up in highland.

alrighty, call me when you get this.

g

ps ill pick Amia Diorio up from work tomorrow at 7 then we're going right to highland (its up sheridan road thru all those crazy scooby doo mansions about 20 min from evanston, show time 10:00)

hey Woman! whats up.

bob just emailed me and said he ran my story today. do me a huge favor (since i feel a little strange asking bob) and grab about 5 or so of those and send them to me. if you do this ill be your best friend. (ill pay you back for the shipping cost too)

Leonard OToole

148 Brittany Drive

Streamwood Illinois 60107

thanks a lot-

hows everything? staying there for a while? 

write back when you can,

g

they only have some sort of email setup but no internet access. i dont know why. seems silly to me. but whatever. holygoof9 is my screen name for that thing. im online now, but going outside to read. its about 65 and sunny. went to a show last night at park west and got all saucey so payed 91 mf dollars to stay at the lakeshore super 8. its way nice. but still... super 8. found a killer little bar we can hang at on lincoln. its a restaurant too but the place is in some basement and hard to find. its cool. its called bricks or something.

the editor of the telluride daily planet emailed me today and said they ran my story in todays paper.

got a job starting monday. 60K. cool.

alright,

more later.

hey.

whats new. i got a letter from jen collier the other day saying her and brent bought a house in carbondale somewhere in the older area. she sent a couple pictures too. it seems pretty nice. it looks just like the other house they were living in, but i didnt say so b/c i didnt want her to take it in the wrong context somehow. then i saw some jackass kid shot up another school. the one im referring to im sure you realize is the incident(s) near san diego. 

somehow all these events made me think of you. and i wondered how you are doing and wanted to see that photo of your house again, but i guess i did not save the original letter containing the link. (i do however still have the letter with the link to that camp video thing you sent last year sometime!)

anyway. that story i sent you was published in todays issue of the Telluride Daily Planet. rad.

let me know how/what you are doing.

g

http://www.radio-qmx.org
...

i dont know if you guys are able to get the telluride newspaper, but my story ran today (wednesday).

hell yeah.

also, check out march issue of nat'l geo, they did a big article on rico and mine and Amia Diorios house is in there!

later

g

yo beeatch.

my story ran today in the telluride daily planet. im having a few copies sent out. also, check out march issue of national geographic (or go online), they did a big article on rico and our house is in it, right on main street.

haha. cool.

dark star orchestra last night. oh baby. a BIODTL that brought down the house. it was a 73 show. i got all sauced and had to get a 90 dollar room on the lake. it was fun tho, had mex food delivered around 1 am. stumbled around the hotel bar. little of this little of that. 

got the job. start monday. (60-fkn-K!) but keep your boss going because i WANT a job with her company. 

more later

g

ps check out the march issue of national geo. they did a big article on rico and our house is in it. right on glasgow ave above the bar. cant miss it.

(it may be on the site as well.)

g

part of something new im working on the last few days, hightened and exaggerated sarcasm for some, fantasy preminitions for the rest...

When Im really rich and old I'll be a snob 

and order grand obnoxious playthings

and the finest red wine just to have it. 

Then smash it on a cliff like Big Sur

or give it to my dad and laugh

If I go to jail I'll go to a penitentiary, 

not a state penitentiary,

but the psychiatric ward pumped full of knockout drugs

    running circles in the courtyard,

    visitors every Sunday with scrambled eggs and maple syrup

    writing wild-night fictionpoems sitting on a parkbench

    with the rest of the blue collar loones

    no more white collar tunes

just stark white pajamas,

Andy Kaufman hairdos,

and a big fat notebook for the stars.

no plans. that sounds good to me. ill be at work tomorrow from noon until only around 2 they said so call me after that. 

talk to you then

g

hey girl!

sorry it took a few days to get back to you. thanks for sending the papers. (oh, and the sticky notes, you see, here in chicago you'd think they would have stuff like that... but no. you are a life saver!) 

anyway i started this new "job" yesterday at a place called SDI in the loop. its the grey 15th floor office of some grey building in a grey city... in otherwords, it most likely wont last long. my job is just to renovate their whole site and these sallies want all this Flash shit so they (think) they look good..blah blah blah. its just contract now, so they're paying me a fat check which i will stash in the bank and take on the road with me soon. (think im done with chicago, which sucks in a way bc my brother is just moving back here after 7 years from CO and ATL!) 

Amia Diorio is dying to leave (me too) chicago and get out to the oregon coast so we will go out there im sure. i dig oregon and she's never been there so we'll go check it out. test out the living arangements maybe. maybe stay if alls good. if by some remote chance oregon aint the place for now, then i will go start some situations up in boulder, maybe think about living in nederland. thats a quiet little place. but enough going on that it doesnt really fit into the rico category as far as mtn towns go.

ive been getting this fat ass inheritance money last couple weeks, so that should go towards some land soon or maybe a killer studio with giant 10 ft arched windows facing south and old hardwood floors somewhere within a days walk of a western mtn range... (AND the beach if possible- have never lived near the pacific ocean so that would rule too)

ive been applying for this graphics job at the university of oregon, so ideally this will happen: get that job, get a cool house west of town, maybe set up the studio near the coast where all the rich snobs in their "really necessary" suv's from CA will pass thru and buy my paintings. in the meantime, ill be stretched out on the sand, throwing sticks to some wolf dog, banging on the aishiko writing 12 hour poems in the sunset.

making any plans? let me know whats up.

g

salty fenly,

i just watched a full run version of the 'buena vista social club' (rent it): cuban old timers smoking big fat stogies, playing dominos, pulling shorties of scotch, and sitting under the old adobe porches and jaming some pretty fascinating/folk/traditional cuban (for the most part) tunes complete with full-six horn section, mucho percussian and a few saucey, dainted old whores off the streets as some sort of back up scenario that wouldnt stand a chance against the hardy boys ( i dont know what that means).

the rest i leave up to you. wheres that utility belt you promised?

did you get that "headhunter.net email this to a friend" fuk'n forwrd?

that place pisses me off. 

its full of whores and pimps.

going to sleep—

g

...

i just got a letter from jane. she said she's coming into chicago next week and wants to meet. she said you are going to be a big part of the company and she's all stoked bc you recommended me to her. (says she hates interviews and all that crap). this is good. i feel better now bc the job downtown SUCKS ASS!!@!!!!!  bad.     fuck the money, who cares, this place is like Lestercorp. only not as interesting. (Being john malkovich reference- seen it?) and all pc's. all shitty everything. nothing flows in this place, i want to know how anything gets done is such an environment.

anyway. we shall hang this weekend or something. i think i saw you more when i lived in montana.

soon.

g

PS sorry didnt call back friday. no reason.

PSS your boss loves you, good work, sailor.

so whats up for saturday? you coming up for the parade and a long morning of baileys and coffee. then onto some black and tans into the early evening topped off by the blue note till the wee hours sipping on 7&7's, lounging around in the velvet night?

if you'll be down there next weekend we'll try to come down. Amia Diorio had to work fri-sat-sun last weekend AND this weekend. but she requested off next weekend sat and sun so we could come down.

i just landed a job and started last friday in the loop. some engineering firm called SDI. im doing them up a more killer website for now. 60K to start! hell yeah. more to come.

call me if you can make it for st pats. otherwise ill be sauced anyway.

g

m]

i received about 5 copies of the issue of the daily planet with my story in it in the mail yesterday. ill bring one by you gotta see it. im going to take a nap or something lazy like that. its sunday noon. call me later if you are around- ill come by.

g

hello sailor. its been a long time...

what the hell are you working at blockbuster video for? i thought you had a job at the school?... i bet its pretty nice up there in old MT. i think about it all the time. but i left rico Oregon in january to come here and make some money and wait out the grad school decision process. so here i wait.

i got a job though (for now) at an engineering firm in the loop as their new interactive designer for their up and coming in house graphics dept. basically im left alone with complete creative freedom to develope their new web site (project number one). its not bad for sixty G's a year.

but then, im meeting with a woman who Milton is working for who started her own company out east and wants a new interactive designer. wants me as the new interactive designer it seems as she sent these raging emails saying i was "a genius" and they all were so impressed with my site and that she didnt want to bring up any numbers until we meet (next week) but the last designer they had who just had to move back to england was getting "75K" and that i am "500% more impressive" than what she... and on and on like that. so we'll see.

i had a short story published in the Telluride newspaper last week. they just sent me about 5 copies of it in print. pretty rad. last chance before sunrise its called and on the site. www.radio-qmx.org
should find out about mfa schools this week. maybe. but im kinda diggin having some money around.

going on tour this summer for a bit so let me know whats up. ill be in mt soon. 

g

m

where you been? got leftover salmon at the riv tomorrow night. been working on this SDI web site everyday down in the loop. no one bothers me all day and im setting up a lot of killer shit for this thing. lots of functional necessary flash 5.0, javascript and some fancy html as well. wait'll you see it. 

GOT ACCEPTANCE NOTICE TODAY FOR NAROPA MFA IN POETICS!!!!

holy shit. guess they dig the goods.

we gotta get together soon, i have some crazy financial news to tell you.

I'll give you a hint: i paid off my truck today and my laptop and all the other bills i had piling up...

you be around this weekend?

g

hey girl.

jessambola is excellent. very very excellent. i think i saw your

cleavage and some cigarettes in your hand. it reminded me of the

peice you were working on in Our multimedia class and you were laughing and

telling me that was you on your monitor in your underwear laying

on a bed. thats when i was like, "whats your name again?" (!! just

kidding)

anyway. what did you use for that jessambola? do you have a cgi script

from the index page? do you have cgi scripts on the inside "response"
pgs? and then just a quicktime clip running for each sub category?

oh, and mostly i was wondering how you did the index page with the

viewer-navigable quicktime movie...(is that a quicktime movie?)

find out the answers to all these questions and more!!...

yes, some crazy answers, huh?

when we getting beers?

How does Saturday night sound? I have to stop by one bar on Wells to wish a 

friend happy bday, you are more than welcome to come. I won't be staying 

there too late so maybe afterward we can go hang out somewhere. If you are 

busy, how does next week sound? For some reason I thought you were still out 

of town.

im going to leftover salmon tonight at the vic.

I'm working tonight. Just got this freelance gig for this place called Radar 

Studios.

almost quittin time.

are you working now or still in school?

both. Well, mostly school, but if this freelance things turns out it can 

hopefully turn into a fulltime job for the summer. I am hoping to get into 

this program in London for next semester...but I haven't heard back from 

them - so I don't know if I got in.

we can have nightlife drinks in old leaky open air bar

under the train tracks;

middle wicker park in early springtime rain.

yes. that sounds nice. :)

I'd like to hear what you have been up to...

carrie

erin,

HEY!.. Finally! it sounds like you are doing really great. i wish i was there too for the northern lights, but ill be back soon. ...i knew it about that blasted cowboy hat. you of course get the majority of the charlies patrants all wriled up as if they need encouragement.

im finding out about some rare job offer over the next two weeks so im waiting to make definite plans until then, but ill let you know what im doing as soon as i meet this company's ceo lady. (i say 'rare' because its most likely going to be in MARYLAND so i dont know if i could take that. but, it pays an amount of money i thought would come to me...oh, maybe....never... and the people are way cool so i thought i might tell her id come out there to check it out and give it a chance possibly). if i dont take the job, ill send in my deposit for naropa to start either june for a summer program or august for fall semester. after that ill be in boulder to stay for two years until finished with school. im sure i will get to missoula before school starts though, hopefully you will be around when i get there maybe this summer?

you have to send me your mailing address (one where you will be able to receive a big box-- even if you take off for a while) because my book is AT THE PUBLISHERS RIGHT NOW. it is at the early prepartion stage this week, but as soon as i can get them MY proof it will take about 4 weeks to get the printed books back, including their proofs and all the changes that may or may not need done.  its called (i think!)-

Say No More.

(poetry from the backroads and blue highways of america 

and the adventures of the interstellar roadside prophet)

the long drug-out subtitle is a sort of respect to bob dylans stage names for some of his songs. i dont know who will get it, but to anyone who has heard a lot of live performances by him would have a better chance. otherwise, its my subtitle for book number one. and i dig it.

i thought about using some of the other titles ive come up with in the past:

Like an Elephant in the Forest

this very being is It.

Some Things Take You Higher (i like this one because it came to me while wading around naked it the jerry j hotsprings in idaho when living in missoula)

i would like to send you a box: one for you, and some you could take to hastings (?) if that offer still stands. or any other places you think the books would take. you can give them to whoever you want as well. i think i will send one to the sculptor/professor going to iowa to teach with his wife who was having that yard sale the day you bought the chairs when your mom was visiting.

AS FOR YOUR SHOW at Dana: congrats! you have your work on line anywhere? you should if you dont! i expect an announcement card to be sent to me directly. if you havent any, then ok. as it sounds from your letter the show will run the month of april. im very happy for you and wish i could be there to attend the opening, drink more than my share of the white wine stroll around like i own the place (or at least know the photographer), and talk with random bearded old men who stare at me and laugh through reflective lenses...then go to the bar... then go out and watch aurora baurealis. we could lay on the grass because spring is here and the warm weather is coming too.

no rush though, plenty more shows. this is for sure.

take care girl and ill talk to you soon,

g

col. trautman,

i got the jibjab. it rocked. i spent about an hour there then i came back later on and Amia Diorio was still on there. it was cool. i bookmarked it to go back from time to time.

try this one out: www.rockstargames.com

i gotta sleep now, soldier but ill write more tomorrow.

g

HH haugen-

Excellent to hear from you, too! 

that setup you've got at the new bookstore sounds ideal: really excellent.

where is the new store? Tell me more about the shows you will be in. 

naropa university in boulder is the school i will be attending. my 

program will be painting and poetics and the (writing) school is 

called the jack kerouac school of disembodied poetics. started by 

allen ginsberg and anne waldman in 1973. its very exciting. two years 

and then i will find someplace to open up my more permanent studio.

i received a nice inheritance from my dad's sister a couple months 

ago, so i have been thinking about a small storefront/gallery and 

studio on a main st. in some town out there where i can live upstairs.

that sounds about right to me.

i have a fully published collection of poems coming out end of this 

summer some time. its called Say No More, poetry from the backroads 

and blue highways of america and the adventures of the interstellar 

roadside prophet. its a collection from all of the smaller individual 

books like the ones i sent you. so you'll see some in there you have 

already read. when it comes out i will send you guys one, and maybe 

your boss would like to put some in your store?! i would like that.

weather sounds good there. im happy for that. rain here, but thats 

ok too.

talk to you later, have fun at work-

g

At Monday, 21 May 2001, HH wrote:

Leonard Treadway-

so nice to here from you, must admit i was beginning to wonder about

your whereabouts. you sound happy  and rolling with the punches pretty

well although i'm sure the "nutty girl" incident  took you for a bit of

a ride, doesn't sound so fun but you just gotta keep on keepin' on.

moving must suit you a bit, are you pretty portable these days as 

far as stuff?  probably all fits in the back end of your pickup:)

happy to hear you're still painting away--where are you getting your

mfa?  Oregon seems to keep calling you back.

happy to hear from you, enjoy your day.

HH
hey girl, im good. really good (extremely ready to leave chicago,

but im trying to be patient) since we have only one week left of 

this city. my brother says they are going to have a cookout for a 

going-to-CO party for Amia Diorio and I a week from today, then a couple 

days after that, we're outta here and going straight to boulder, 

then on the road the rest of the summer for string cheese tour and 

some leftover salmon as well. i cant wait. 

ive just been rebuilding this company's web site to make and save 

some cash and working on a new book of poems should be out in august.

im really excited about it, im doing all the cover design and everything 

so ill be cool.  ill let you know when its done.

mexico sounds like it must have been rad. i imagine going back to 

even telluride would be pretty lame after that, but i guess it makes 

you realize whats what in a way. one more summer in that place? we 

should be coming around there sometime this summer so i hope you 

are around when we get there (bluegrass??)- i wouldnt mind another 

beer or two hanging out with you at one of those crazy saloons (you 

see, the exact location is errelevant, apparently, b/c the last time 

we went out i went back to the bar we were in a few days later and 

it took about 30 minutes for me to realize it was the same place.

ha.).

anyway, guess ill go do some work. are you still working at the paper? 

anyone interesting sitting behind you? even if there is, im sure 

they dont have ongoing stories of rico bonfires and drunken indians 

named norman pissing themselves in thirty degrees and snow. but then 

again, maybe they do.

have fun, hope to see you soon-

G

At Monday, 28 May 2001, you wrote:

How are you? Where are you? I hope all is well with school, and 

painting and 

writing, and life. I just got back from Mexico - we stayed in this 

tiny 

little town on the beach outside Guadalajara for three weeks. I 

attempted to 

surf. A feat I knew would humble me but had no idea how much. I 

swam a lot 

which is huge for me - I'm a little frightened of big fish in big 

waters. I 

guess that makes my habitation in the mountains appropriate.

Telluride is beautiful now- so green. But again I'm looking for 

something 

and somewhere. Every time I get back from a trip I feel an urgency 

to get 

out of here. Another summer though.

Take care of yourself and write soon. Are you in the state?

Lish
ok Lana no problem, thanks for letting me know. everythings cool here we are leaving chicago next weekend (this weekend i guess: the 9th). we have one more week of work. 

i want to try and stop by your place sometime this summer so when we are near ill give you guys a call in advance. i dont see any reason we would not make meunchs wedding---  so im sure we'll see you guys there.

have fun up in MI with the two bags-of-donuts.  

tell that red-headed one i said:

"poor otis dead and gone left me here to sing this song,

pretty little girl with the red dress on

poor otis dead and gone."
take care

g

Hello.

Hows tricks? We will be out that way for string cheese incident coast to coast tour this summer: leaving saturday; and was wondering if youll be around. Hope things are good. Chicago's cold in june.

Take care,

LT
hey girl,

taking off on saturday. for boulder then u.s. string cheese incident summer tour. trucks all fixed up and ready to go. time to get back out there one more summer. got new journal ready, finishing up Say No More and its going to the publishers end of july. 

should we come by that crazy valley end of july headed for san fran?

write back when you can,

love

g

hello. whats up?. we got into boulder yesterday after a couple days 

on the road. went down to visit Billy Chaston in charleston IL. that 

town is so small and not much to offer. i cant really see why he's 

down there, other than that hes getting his associates degree- so 

thats cool. we drove about 5 miles outside of town to his friends 

who has 10 acres on an old ostrich farm. cooked up some veggie burgers 

and had a few pool drinks.

then two more days across kansas and missouri.

we stayed last night at a pretty nice hotel right next to naropa.

its a good location and we cant really go camping yet because we 

need the phone to find a place. so we're stuck paying for this place 

one more night. we found two really cool places but cant get ahold 

of the realestate co that are dealing them.

i was wondering where you lived when you were here. we are near arapahoe 

and 20th street right now. i know the town pretty well after today.

we spent all frikin day driving around in the packed truck looking 

at places. the one we are hoping to get is half of an old house near 

10th and aurora. its southwest of the cu campus. just south of naropa's 

main campus. 

i woke up today and the shining was on. that movie rocks. went running 

and the altitude was tough.

im going to get a cell phone here i think tomorrow morning so i will 

give you guys the number when i can. tell mom and dad that everythings 

cool here.

more later.

g

Steve,

whats up man. great to hear from you! im glad you remembered the web site address. things were getting a little crazy there in the lesterville ewok village late saturday/early sunday with that fire and all... those shows rocked. salmon is playing an accoustic show in boulder in late august when we get off sci tour so that should be a nice little tour closer. 

we made it back to steamboat in record time and made all the shows. blues traveler rocked and popper played with string cheese one song. ive never heard the man play quite this fast (and ive seen a lot of traveler) so im happy this should be a reflection on his improved health. then string cheese was way cool, they played "ramble on" (zep) first night and then "i know you rider" the next. i think their blue grass jams are the best part of their shows so far. it never got below 100 degrees i dont think all three days so it was a crazy time. 

we're in chicago this weekend for my sisters wedding, then wednesday back on the road. up to wisconsin first in somerset for 2 day run then alpine valley for a show then rocky grass in lyons Oregon. after that west coast string cheese. pass the word about august 9-12 in horings hideout, oregon. last 3 shows of the cheese summer tour so it should be a blow out. you guys should head up there. let us know if you think you might.

check it out at www.sciticketing.com and www.horningshideout.com

take care amigo.

we'll see you down the road.

g

hell yeah. you should move to boulder. then ill have a friend there- Amia Diorio already had people there she knew from before. that would rock. enough telluride for you i think, you are too smart for real challenges in that town (other than boarding on that mtn--- thats a damn good reason to be there). I dont know, i have to move around more than most people i think, and when summer comes around forget it. there hasnt been a summer in 7 years that i stayed in one place and just worked everyday like i try to do the rest of the year. i have this killer poem from discovery about people like this, written in the 20's. you'll dig it, remind me to send it to you (or give it to you when you MOVE TO BOULDER). oh sorry.

Dylan in Telluride: i cannot come. i have naropa orientation that week. i was very upset when i found this out but im going to try for pueblo and vail but that might be too close as well. ...bob will be around again. we will be at rockygrass and then driving out to san francisco right after so maybe we should come through rico and telluride then. (rocky grass for you?) will you be around right after in tell?

are you working today? right now? we're on our way out to get some food for the cooler and some beer to maybe sell and head up for the second half of string cheese tour. wisconsin first. i slept in a bed with a mattress and air conditioning and everything for the first time in a long time last night and i think my body didnt know what was happening. i woke up and just rolled around wide awake for a good half hour.

aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa...

more later, 

g

sounds like high sierra was a goodie. i dont know what the dates were but chances are Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. after sommerset, WI we hooked up with these kids (some we met in steamboat) and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to alpine valley, deer creek, IN, two days at sams house (shower was killer even without soap) in knocksville, TN then on to the rockingham, NC dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad ass ways to get into the show for free. saw phil at sommerset and alpine. he rocked more than last year for sure, but nothing tops the cheese bluegrass. QUINN THE ESKIMO ....in ...ahhh... north carolina just about topped the ramble on in steamboat, but ill have to contemplate thatta one just to make sure. leftover played in north carolina also saw vince in the lot, keller williams played so many roads, and i was just short of getting in so simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where i sat contentedly in my beat orange low rider lawn chair rolling an american spirit drinking white zinfandel from the bottle. with a smile on my sunburnt face.

headed out to rockygrass in lyons, CO for three days. two of the kids had to stay in NC but the rest will be meeting there (or in chicago). from there the rest of the string cheese tour: berkeley, SF; mt shasta (high sierra), 4 days near the coast up south of portland. bob dylans playing 4 nights in CO after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, Telluride two nights.  cant wait. more later. take care.

g

I dont know if you received the email i sent on the 10th about alpine/deer creek. i included the new cell number to contact me because i thought we were going to connect there. guess not. anyway, if you went you know how good they were. so far ive gotten some good stuff written for The String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line"
"...Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. after sommerset, WI we hooked up with these kids (some we met in steamboat the week before) and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to alpine valley, WI, deer creek, IN, two days at sams house (shower was killer even without soap) in knocksville, TN then on to the rockingham, NC dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad ass ways to get into the show for free.  we saw phil at sommerset and alpine. his band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the string cheese bluegrass. QUINN THE ESKIMO ....in ...ahhh... north carolina just about topped the RAMBLE ON in steamboat, but ill have to contemplate that one just to make sure. leftover salmon played in north carolina also saw vince in the lot. keller williams played so many roads, and i was just short of getting in so simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where i sat contentedly in my beat orange low rider lawn chair rolling an american spirit drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. all the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

we're now headed out to rockygrass in lyons, CO for three days. two of the kids had to stay in tennessee but the rest will be meeting there (or in chicago). from there the rest of the string cheese tour: berkeley, SF; mt shasta (high sierra), 4 days near the coast up south of portland, we're going to spend a few days camping in the redwoods and bathing in the northern pacific. bob dylans playing 4 nights in CO after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, Telluride two nights..."
g

Billy Chaston, 

long time no hear. things are good out on the road once again. we've gotten a place in boulder but havent been there much. hope everythings smooth there for you, hadda killer time visiting when we did. we shall do it again soon. so far ive gotten some good stuff written for "The String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line":

"...Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. after sommerset, WI we hooked up with these kids (some we met in steamboat the week before) and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to alpine valley, WI, deer creek, IN, two days at sams house (shower was killer even without soap) in knocksville, TN then on to the rockingham, NC dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad ass ways to get into the show for free.  we saw phil at sommerset and alpine. his band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the string cheese bluegrass. QUINN THE ESKIMO ....in ...ahhh... north carolina just about topped the RAMBLE ON in steamboat, but ill have to contemplate that one just to make sure. leftover salmon played in north carolina also saw vince in the lot. keller williams played so many roads, and i was just short of getting in so simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where i sat contentedly in my beat orange low rider lawn chair rolling an american spirit drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. all the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

we're now headed out to rockygrass in lyons, CO for three days. two of the kids had to stay in tennessee but the rest will be meeting there (or in chicago). from there the rest of the string cheese tour: berkeley, SF; mt shasta (high sierra), 4 days near the coast up south of portland, we're going to spend a few days camping in the redwoods and bathing in the northern pacific. bob dylans playing 4 nights in CO after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, Telluride two nights..."
g

so far ive gotten some good stuff written for The String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line"
"...Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. after sommerset, WI we hooked up with these kids (some we met in steamboat the week before) and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to alpine valley, WI, deer creek, IN, two days at sams house (shower was killer even without soap) in knocksville, TN then on to the rockingham, NC dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad ass ways to get into the show for free.  we saw phil at sommerset and alpine. his band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the string cheese bluegrass. QUINN THE ESKIMO ....in ...ahhh... north carolina just about topped the RAMBLE ON in steamboat, but ill have to contemplate that one just to make sure. leftover salmon played in north carolina also saw vince in the lot. keller williams played so many roads, and i was just short of getting in so simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where i sat contentedly in my beat orange low rider lawn chair rolling an american spirit drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. all the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

we're now headed out to rockygrass in lyons, CO for three days. two of the kids had to stay in tennessee but the rest will be meeting there (or in chicago). from there the rest of the string cheese tour: berkeley, SF; mt shasta (high sierra), 4 days near the coast up south of portland, we're going to spend a few days camping in the redwoods and bathing in the northern pacific. bob dylans playing 4 nights in CO after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, Telluride two nights..."
g

Robie Robbie,

howdy partner. hows chicago? i was thinking about you the other day somewhere in south carolina since we were sitting on the beach, talking about surfing and i told these kids we were with that when we get out to the west coast (in august) we have to go surfing. two of them are from santa cruz so it should be cool. so far ive gotten some good stuff written for the new book: "The String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line"
"...Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. after sommerset, WI we hooked up with these kids who we met in steamboat the week before and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to alpine valley, WI; deer creek, IN; and then two days at sams house  in knocksville, TN where the shower i got to take felt like heaven even without any soap. then on to the rockingham, NC dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad ass ways to get into the show for free.  we saw phil (lesh) at sommerset and alpine. his band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the string cheese bluegrass. QUINN THE ESKIMO ....in ...ahhh... north carolina just about topped the RAMBLE ON in steamboat, but ill have to contemplate that one just to make sure. leftover salmon played in north carolina also saw vince (frontman for salmon) in the lot. keller williams played SO MANY ROADS, and i was just short of getting in so i simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where i sat contentedly in my beat orange low rider lawn chair rolling an American Spirit, drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. All the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

we're now headed out to rockygrass in lyons, CO for three days. two of the kids had to stay in tennessee but the rest will be meeting there (or in chicago). from there the rest of the string cheese tour: berkeley, SF; mt shasta (high sierra), 4 days near the coast up south of portland, we're going to spend a few days camping in the redwoods and bathing in the northern pacific. bob dylans playing 4 nights in CO after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, Telluride two nights..."
g

i guess the email never went through or got hung up. i received some mail error also (about 12 days later). anyway, at least you got to the shows. i had the prayer flags strung up from a 16 foot tent pole on the truck in hopes you guys might be wandering those crazy lots for kicks. it worked pretty well and actually i got some really great photos from way low on the ground when Amia Diorio was standing up on top of the camper shell looking around for sammy and nicole, etc. they're pretty graphic. i dont know exactly what the string cheese diaries will become right now, but im just sort of documenting and photodocumenting the whole thing and writing down the poems whenever they come to me. im imagining it as something like Some Of The Dharma perhaps with no real set structure, sort of a stream of conscience collection of 2 months, and about 15,000 miles across the map. with some photos and all. otherwise just text. ill see.

so whats this new path you've found. what have you been doing? let me know whats going on. 

more later,

g

hello there.

bob dylan is coming to telluride august 20-21. i cant go because of some mandatory orientation things at Naropa but ill be in pueblo and vail the two shows before that.

we are leaving chicago tomorrow morning and headed straight to boulder. then rockygrass in lyons this weekend 27-29. can you go? i think you should get away from that little cubicle (office and town) for a few days. and then you can cruise through boulder and CU and see how good of a change that would be. (no pressure or anything!!...)

i was thinking about the financial situation at naropa since its a mandatory full time program for the four semesters. meaning i wont be able to work full time (i landed a work/study job in the new computer lab, though) so i dont know if ill be able to live in that town with such a low income. what i was thinking though is that ill try it for one semester and if its just too rediculous then ill stop going to naropa, stay in boulder get a full time graphics job, wait 6 more months and have in-state tuition and just start taking graduate classes one or two a semester (so i can continue to work full time). I dont know, sometimes i think i should just take the cash i've saved, go back up to montana or taos and set up the gallery/studio im going to have when i get done with the MFA anyway...  hmmmmmm... lots to think about while on the road, so this is good.

here's an excerpt from the new book so far:

 "The String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line"
"...Amia Diorio and i and nicole and matt and sammy, stacey and david were either hanging out at the rockingham shows or by that time swimming in the atlantic ocean. After sommerset, Wisconsin we hooked up with these kids who we met in Steamboat Springs the week before, and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to Alpine Valley, Wisconsin; Deer Creek, Indiana; and then two days at Sam's house  in Knocksville, Tennessee where the shower I got to take felt like heaven even without any soap. Then on to the Rockingham, North Carolina dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad-ass ways to get into the show for free.  We saw Phil (Lesh) at Sommerset and Alpine. His band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the String Cheese bluegrass. "Quinn The Eskimo" ....in ...ahhh... North Carolina just about topped the Ramble On in Steamboat, but I'll have to contemplate thatta one just to make sure. Leftover Salmon played in North Carolina also saw Vince (frontman for Salmon) in the lot. Keller Williams played "So Many Roads". Right then I was just short of getting in so I simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept dry grass to where I sat contentedly in my beat orange low-rider lawn chair rolling an American Spirit, drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. All the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

We're now headed out to Rockygrass in Lyons, Oregon for three days. Sammy and Stacey had to stay in Tennessee for financial reasons, saying they had to get back to their jobs: "...back to the fake world, because this is the real world", Sam smiled as he ducked into the drivers seat and I watched him pull away through the rear-view mirror. The rest will be meeting in Boulder or Chicago in the next few days. From there we'll stay on for the rest of the String Cheese tour: Berkeley, SF; Mt Shasta (High Sierra), four days near the coast up south of Portland. We're going to spend a few days camping in the Redwoods and bathing in the northern Pacific. Bob Dylan's playing four nights in Oregon after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, and Telluride two nights in the park..."
hope to see you soon-

g

hello. yes, i still do exist. ive been on the road several weeks and have not had much internet access. partly on my own accord. mostly because we've been outside for days at a time, and air conditioning is beginning to feel foreign and intrusive whenever it may hit my skin. a shower or bath is rare enough, but sometimes well missed.

Amia Diorio and i found a great new townhouse in boulder off 30th street about 2 mi from naropa campus. i have to be back there in the middle of august for orientation on the 20th. i lined up a work/study job in the new computer lab as one of the student aids. this should be ok. we get our own computer as one of the benefits. 

we had to come back in the beginning of july for my sister shannons wedding and im in chicago now to fill up the truck again with some things (apparently the 5 paintings i wanted to take will have to wait till next trip-  looking into getting a biiiiiig van to trade for my truck, anyway..) like ALL the books and ALL the records and a bed (for a change)....

other than that we've been out to boulder, through nebraska, Iowa, kansas, missouri, illinois, indiana, wisconsin, kentucky, ohio, tennessee, north carolina, south carolina, virginia, west virginia, spent two days at myrtle beach, south carolina swimming...   all for string cheese shows which we will continue on with the west coast tour after dropping this stuff off at our place tomorrow night. this will include nevada, utah, california, oregon, idaho, wyoming, and back down to co.

ive been working on some new writing. its called" The String Cheese Diaries: American Stories, Highway Ramblings, and Poems from Above the Tree Line":

"...Amia Diorio and I and Nicole and M&M and Sammy, Stacey and David were either hanging out at the Rockingham dragway shows or by that time swimming in the Atlantic Ocean. After three days in Sommerset, Wisconsin we hooked up with these kids who we met in Steamboat Springs, Oregon the week before, and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to Alpine Valley, Wisconsin; Deer Creek, Indiana; and then two days at Sam's house in Knocksville, Tennessee; where the shower I got to take felt like heaven even without any soap. Then on to the Rockingham, North Carolina dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad-ass ways to get into the show for free.  We saw Phil Lesh at Sommerset and Alpine. His band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the String Cheese bluegrass, or the folks that follow them. "Quinn The Eskimo" ....in ...ahhh...  North Carolina just about topped the "Ramble On" in Steamboat, but I'll have to contemplate thatta one just to make sure. Leftover Salmon played in North Carolina also saw Vince (frontman for Salmon) in the lot. Keller Williams played "So Many Roads". Right then I was just short of getting into the dragway so I simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept, dry grass to where I sat contentedly in my beat orange low-rider lawn chair rolling an American Spirit, drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. All the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

We're now headed out to Rockygrass in Lyons, Oregon for three days. Sammy and Stacey had to stay in Tennessee for financial reasons, saying they had to get back to their jobs: "...back to the fake world, because this is the real world", Sam smiled as he ducked into the drivers seat and I watched him pull away through the rear-view mirror. 

The rest will be meeting in Boulder or Chicago in the next few days. From there we'll stay on for the rest of the String Cheese tour: Berkeley, SF; Mt Shasta (High Sierra), four days near the coast up south of Portland. We're going to spend a few days camping in the Redwoods and bathing in the northern Pacific. Bob Dylan's playing four nights in Oregon after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, and Telluride two nights in the park..."
what are you up to? more later-

g

hello there ! its been a while and im very happy to hear from you. im back in boulder for a few days (till tomorrow actually) then back on the road. first stop is lyons for rockygrass festival 3 days. there is going to be an Old and In The Way tribute with David, Vassar, Peter Rowan. all but two of the originals. yeeehaa. that would be cool if you guys could come down for it. we've met and traveled with so many excellent people from here up to steamboat, out to wisconsin, down and all the way out to the east coast, south carolina. 

i think the first semester at naropa will be a financial challenge, and a test to see if graduate school is worth a debt this extensive when graduation time comes. sometimes i feel i should just paint and write and get whatever i can published and keep on living stress free.

anyway that was a random interjection. i have been working on The String Cheese Diaries: American Stories, Highway Ramblings, and Poems from Above the Tree Line all summer and here's a little cut-up for you:

"...Amia Diorio and I and Nicole and M&M and Sammy, Stacey and David were either hanging out at the Rockingham dragway shows or by that time swimming in the Atlantic Ocean. After three days in Sommerset, Wisconsin we hooked up with these kids who we met in Steamboat Springs, Oregon the week before, and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to Alpine Valley, Wisconsin; Deer Creek, Indiana; and then two days at Sam's house in Knocksville, Tennessee; where the shower I got to take felt like heaven even without any soap. Then on to the Rockingham, North Carolina dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad-ass ways to get into the show for free.  We saw Phil Lesh at Sommerset and Alpine. His band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the String Cheese bluegrass, or the folks that follow them. "Quinn The Eskimo" ....in ...ahhh...  North Carolina just about topped the "Ramble On" in Steamboat, but I'll have to contemplate thatta one just to make sure. Leftover Salmon played in North Carolina also saw Vince (frontman for Salmon) in the lot. Keller Williams played "So Many Roads". Right then I was just short of getting into the dragway so I simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept, dry grass to where I sat contentedly in my beat orange low-rider lawn chair rolling an American Spirit, drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. All the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.

We're now headed out to Rockygrass in Lyons, Oregon for three days. Sammy and Stacey had to stay in Tennessee for financial reasons, saying they had to get back to their jobs: "...back to the fake world, because this is the real world", Sam smiled as he ducked into the drivers seat and I watched him pull away through the rear-view mirror. 

The rest will be meeting in Boulder or Chicago in the next few days. From there we'll stay on for the rest of the String Cheese tour: Berkeley, SF; Mt Shasta (High Sierra), four days near the coast up northwest of Portland. A few days camping in the Redwoods and bathing in the northern Pacific will be well deserved. Bob Dylan's playing four nights in Oregon after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, and Telluride two nights in the park..."
write me later, or ill write you when i get back to the lap top,

take care, 

i got montana on my mind-

g

M-

sounds like the workout-gym situation was a grand moooove. its an addiction for sure (i've found) no different than any other, but a benefitial one, and an enlightening one at that. this would be the difference i imagine. i just returned from the four mile run i've been doing here in boulder. while we were looking for a place here we camped up over nederland (approx 12 mi above boulder). the 12 miles is steep- it rises 3000 feet- and i was running above that so i figured 8600 feet doing about a 2-3 mile run. it was a killer, it was killer with the sun beating down and down harder. i ran up to where i found a dirt road with a wooden sign said SHOSHONI: i ran on. i found a big wooden cabin, then several more smaller cabins and finally at the end of this road i found a giant log gompa with grand hand carved entranceway: it is the shoshoni hatha yog retreat— or commune for those who live there year round. its a rad place for sure. one of the kids walking around invited me back there for one of the yoga/meal sessions that happen twice daily. then we went on the road, went on tour so i havent been back. 

i agree: the business world is bunk. not for me either, nor for anyone i know closely for that matter, hold my sisters, but they ain't too stoked about it neither. but they stay. i dont. choose not to.

we signed a year contract for this town house here on 30th and eagle way. its the nicest (house construction) place ive ever lived in and probably will be for a while. unfortunately, after being on the road again and this time with Amia Diorio and the rest of the motley-crew fine family, i feel not like paying bills, and tending to the regulatory middle class nonsense: the samsara of daily life. we have tickets and plans for several more weeks out west of here, the pacific coast, but what will i feel coming back after that? sam mentioned in a casual conversation we had at some point that for him "this is the real world" as opposed to working the in-and-out-punchcard situation somewhere. that, he said, is the fake world. ive agreed with that for some time and just smiled and nodded to him at that moment realizing once more my intentions all along: to find the middle road between the beautiful and absolute simplicity of the road (need a home), and the senseless pile up of nonsense that tends to piss one off occasionally going to some job, paying bills, etc. and living that way. the beauty in living "that way" is rare, or for most, non-existent. i cant do that.

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

    and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

    in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

    since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

    and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

    old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

    and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

    floating over the ocean to these southeast states

    about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

    the Jiirah,

    and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

    dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

    and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

    I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

    and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

    in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

    telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

    like the bubbles in my mind,

    turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

    shining in the sun.

Amia Diorio's thrown some jonie mitchell on the phonograph and we have some single track chillin in the fridge. already cracked one open....

time to go.

more soon. tell me more,

g

hey there again, 

we're getting ready for rockygrass. you have one last chance to tell me where we will meet there later tonight. ....you know, because you ARE going afterall. in case you do get there or anywhere else for that matter i dont know if i ever gave you the cell number but it works pretty much everywhere (supposed to anyway) and you can call if you want to meet up: 303-881-8421.

you can put that in your little black book.

what is this: "So Leonard are you still there? Should I publish this ? Me and Tom Jones...caffine and computers, who knew what damage they could do."
this may seem a bit random, but then again, i dont think so:

we signed a year contract for this town house here on 30th and eagle way. its the nicest (house construction) place ive ever lived in and probably will be for a while. unfortunately, after being on the road again and this time with Amia Diorio and the rest of the motley-crew fine family, i feel not like paying bills, and tending to the regulatory middle class nonsense: the samsara of daily life. we have tickets and plans for several more weeks out west of here, the pacific coast, but what will i feel coming back after that? sam mentioned in a casual conversation we had at some point that for him "this is the real world" as opposed to working the in-and-out-punchcard situation somewhere. that, he said, is the fake world. ive agreed with that for some time and just smiled and nodded to him at that moment realizing once more my intentions all along: to find the middle way between the beautiful and absolute simplicity of the road (but need a home and place to paint), and the senseless pile up of nonsense that tends to piss one off occasionally going to some job, paying bills, etc. and living that way. the beauty in living "that way" is rare, or for most, non-existent. i cant do that.

(more from The String Cheese Diaries:)

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

    and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

    in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

    since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

    and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

    old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

    and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

    floating over the ocean to these southeast states

    about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

    the Jiirah,

    and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

    dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

    and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

    I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

    and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

    in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

    telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

    like the bubbles in my mind,

    turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

    shining in the sun.

Amia Diorio's thrown some jonie mitchell and tony rice on the phonograph (not simultaneously as that would be a feat in itself i guess) and we have some single track chillin in the fridge. already cracked one open....

time to go.

more later,

wishing to see you soon, too—

g

yo.

the fireworks at fuckingham fountain sounds pretty cool with the vip tent and all. i scorched myself in the sun this weekend up in lyons at the rockygrass festival. i put on spf 15 over and over again, but there wasnt much shade of any kind pretty much all 3 days. after the first day, and drinking several coldies the first night, we smartened up and spent the remainder of the sunshine hours of the festival down by this killer little river that ran with a wall of rock on one side and trees and the stage on the other. so this ruled, plus, these camping neighbors we had let us borrow their inner tubes for one of the days. so floating down, listening to the music was pretty damn cool. 

there were some chumps there but mostly we hung out with a lot of cool people. i had the usual set up with the tarp out over the back of the truck and tibetan prayer flags blowing in the wind connected to the tent. i guess a lot of people dug it— they kept coming by and talking and asking about the flags. some of them stayed to hang out for a while and ended up being cool. the kids from cali that we have been traveling with showed up as well, and they are visiting here in boulder now, looking for a place up in nederland. 

we are supposed to go to some more string cheese with them and this other kid thats coming out from tenn. but Amia Diorio has a total of about 200 bucks. and we have to pay rent tomorrow and then again 2 weeks after we'd get back.  im not spending any of that monster usaa account and am running dangerously low on my checking account so we may pass on going out there which sucks because we already paid for the tickets. plus, im getting a bit tired of the road and am digging being in one place and having a bed and good places to run... i dont know, i'll decide for sure later tonight... 

anywayssssss....did you guys get the generic post card we sent several weeks ago from the road? it was pretty funny while writing it...

good thing for colleen to quit that job and take the other. what about your job? how come several weeks of employment? im trying to get a full time job here because i guess according to the main program, i only have to take 9 hours each semester.

cool.

ok, i stink from running and need to go... ahh... change my socks.

more later,

g

"...sammy is coming out from knoxville, TN tonight to boulder. he's one of the crazy kids we met up with in steamboat springs, co almost two months ago. we sold the rockingham, NC tickets to him and the girl he was with, stacey. They said they came over to the truck to talk because of my home brewed bob dylan tshirt i made just before getting a job in chicago last spring. Its faded and soiled with sweat and dirt off the road, but they recognized bob from a hundred yards away saluting into the sun... Three weeks later we found ourselves — and the two kids from santa cruz, nicole and matt — all still together, attending those same rockingham shows for free..."
all five will be at mt shasta on sunday if you can make it. here's the cell if you can: (303) 881-8421.

hope you are having a great summer. heres a little from the String Cheese Diaries: american stories, highway ramblings, and poems from above the tree line...

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

    and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

    in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

    since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

    and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

    old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

    and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

    floating over the ocean to these southeast states

    about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

    the Jiirah,

    and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

    dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

    and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

    I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

    and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

    in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

    telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

    like the bubbles in my mind,

    turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

    shining in the sun.

Amia Diorio's thrown some jonie mitchell on the phonograph and we have some single track chillin in the fridge. already cracked one open....

time to go.

g

 I thought that maybe if you guys were around, and since we don't know our 

 schedule for this summer you might want to give us a call when you get here. 

 I dunno, just a thought. 

 Have fun and be safe, 

 Kristina 

 909-389-4554 

sauce,

whats new? its been a while. we just rolled into boulder about an hour ago. its wednesday 10:24pm. im pretty tired and in desperate need of a shower and a bed. i guess in a short while i will feel somewhat similar to walking five miles through and barely escaping a georgia tornado; then finding shelter and a dry bed at TWO. Tomorrows a sunny day.

what have you been doing? 

more tomorrow. 

g

dStroM1:

Boulders strange man. i think there are way too many people here as well. i havent started classes at naropa yet but i can tell you this: i will be a broke mf for two years if i go through with this. i have been thinking of a more financially acceptable way of going about the MFA-- the one i think would be best is to get residencey for some state U and go at it two classes per semester, all the whilst working some breezy full time gig getting paid what i should. a similar job to what i was last doing in chicago here pays "up to" 30K. chicago: 60. fuckin makes me sick man. as you know boulder aint the cheapest place one could find to hunker down for a spell. in fact, these prices make me want to do just the opposite.

heres a little cut-up from some things ive been working on this summer. spent 2 months on the road. i needed a shower bad. write back with some lowdown.

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

    and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

    in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

    since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

    and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

    old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

    and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

    floating over the ocean to these southeast states

    about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

    the Jiirah,

    and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

    dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

    and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

    I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

    and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

    in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

    telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

    like the bubbles in my mind,

    turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

    shining in the sun.

G
Milton,

whats up stranger? hows tricks?...

its been a while. spent another summer on the road. this time with companions the whole time: mainly Amia Diorio and sam. coast to coast and 12,400 miles. the atlantic ocean is much warmer than the pacific. darmuir california is a heavenly spot. so is crater lake, oregon. i would like to move there, but if i did id have to be a forest hermit and live in the wild since its not anything of a town with people. its a volcano... an old man volcano formed crater blasted up itself and everything within 5000 miles 7700 years ago. it blew its own face off, then filled itself up with water: the coldest and deepest and cleanest standing water in the lower 48. wizard island is off to one side covered with trees, maybe here is where i would put up my tent and hand woven hammock from maine.

dylan is coming to pueblo tomorrow. playing at the Oregon state fair for twenty bucks. cant miss that. 

im going to start typing up the String Cheese Diaries, and continue to add to them. i can send some as they go. also, im reworking Say No More for a few more days, the order of the poems themselves is highly important to the success of the collection and i keep changing my mind about some of them. but ive got it right this time and it should be set. i have to print it up one last time for final examination and proofing. there is still a little work to do on the cover art as well. not much however.

gotta contact the printer. more later,

g

Working Statement

I went down to the museum of the Art Institute (of Chicago) again two days ago. They are hosting one hell of a bad-ass exhibition entitled "Manet and the Sea". Manet is considered to be the father of impressionism in some circles. (He's eight years older than Claude Monet, the much more famous French painter associated with the movement. Not too many folks I've talked to are even aware of the fact that they are two separate individuals.) 

The first painting one comes to in the show is "Still Life with a Fish", a painting I'd seen before many times in books, but never in person. It is a highly impressive painting, and larger than I would have imagined; quite a uniquely pleasing experience in itself. As you continue through the halls, there are probably a hundred paintings that elucidate the progression of important maritime works from the Dutch realists through Manet. About halfway through, I walked up to one of Manet's works referred to as "Blue Venice". It's a 26x30 or-so-inch Italian scene of a gondola paddler standing in his boat with the brown canal water of Venice all around him, filling the foreground. Some of the classic stone buildings behind him fill the back ground off in the distance. About six or seven of these huge blue and white striped posts criss-cross the fore and middle ground as the staple of the composition. (They are founded in the canal bed, I would imagine, and jut out of the water at various angles.)

The colorful posts are marked in a way that would lead one to believe they are probably used to direct the floating traffic or to tie up row boats. Their painted surfaces are that of a striped barber's poll, but of this wonderful ultramarine blue in place of the conventional "barber's red." The reflections of these blues and whites painted back onto the surface of the rough muddy canal water is absolutely and astoundingly convincing. "Blue Venice" is the greatest painting I've ever seen in all of my thirty years. I bought a poster of it announcing the show that I will frame in a heavy wooden structure with a broad matte board behind glass and hang over my desk as soon as I get a real job and can afford the $200 bill. I also picked up a few of the small postcards of the painting: one to keep, and about seven to pass around to good people at random.

You see, of the immense chicagoland (and worldwide) population, maybe eight percent of the people will ever even make it down there to Michigan Avenue to stand in front of ANY of these paintings, let alone pay the extra money it costs the average visitor to see this one. I understand not everyone will hold "Blue Venice" as their favorite, or as the most significant in the AIC halls, but there is a painting there for everyone. Everyone, that is, that goes.

I used to think I worked (painted, wrote, sought out, etc.) for the proletariat. You know, the working class: low-priced paintings hanging in heavy-traffic public spaces, etc. and I still do. The working class is the most important class, but I'm not so concerned with that right now, nor have I been for some time. I've realized it's not the "class" of the people that is most important, but the "mind" of the people to whom you choose to relate. I thought (and still think) it honorable to stand by and associate with the workers, the class of people into which I was born. But also, now, I know it to be intelligent to seek out the ones who are if only a little bit more aware and "in-tune". ("Follow then the shining ones, the aware ones, the awake, for they know how to work and forebear...but if you cannot find friend or master to go along with you, travel on alone, like a king who has given away his kingdom...like an elephant in forest." Dhammapada- The Sayings of the Buddha.) 

I'm concerned now with the ways people think: the ones who put the required extra effort into finding out their own truths. The only way to do this is to know what truths are, yours or otherwise, and go from there.

In response to your letter stating that the paragraph I sent for you to review "doesn't work":

It is inherent in me to find reality in the articulate juxtaposition and sometimes (coherent) rambling strings of words (brush strokes, etc.) which I mindfully and consciously put down on a page (canvas, linen, etc.). Regardless of, or in consideration of, what the other writers you mentioned in your letter have done, a work doesn't have to fall into a category to be a successful. I know you know this, but what I have always done hasn't much fit into ANY parameters. My work may be suggestive or reminiscent, but always (at least somewhat) unique. Kerouac is Kerouac because he did what he wanted, the way he wanted. He had not a shred of interest in conforming, and as everyone who knows me at all knows very well, nor ever have I. This is one of the fundamental attractions I find in the man and his work.

Further, I don't much care about the people with short attention spans. If you have read any of the editorial columns I wrote for the Flathead Publishing Group, you will see this as evident there as well. (The news reporter there would edit those op-ed pieces, saying they were powerful and that I "should write a novel" because there was potential there for much more. The editor of the paper said I needed to change the way I wrote because "not everyone in this town is as smart as you..." and that the columns went over people's heads. I laughed at her, standing there in her office... not with her, but at her, inquiring simultaneously how she ever even got the job as editor in the first place. I understand the "fifth grade level" philosophy or rule of journalism, but it is my nature to write the way I do. Don Southard calls it "elitist". I call it "right". The people in the Montana streets used to stop me and say I was somewhat single-handedly turning the Bigfork Eagle into a "real paper." That was a very encouraging and motivating direct quote I heard many times.)

I don't write for the television watchers, or the video game players, or the mall shoppers or the ones who truly do have the ingrained attention span of a fly. As far as my writing goes, I don't much care for the ones who don't "have time" to visit the AIC (or other galleries and museums) to soak up the new paintings because art really isn't a part of their lives. I don't worry much about the ones who go to work, come home and are "too tired" to do much more day after day than feed the cats or resist the idea of getting up to take the dog for a walk. I write for myself, and I write for those who have the desire and genuine interest to pick something up and find something out. What I write sometimes requires a bit of extra effort to really find the intended significance—of this I am fully aware. What I write is an intentional far cry from Stephen King or a People magazine editorial on Michael Jackson's twisted and sadly publicized life. (I feel sorry for that man, he's so lost and locked inside himself.) What I write is meant to stir some contemplation in the reader, like the paintings are meant to cause some contemplation in their viewers. They are all unfinished until I am convinced that the work is strong enough to be convincing on its own, out there in the mad-capped, mixed-up world we've created for ourselves. 

This book is intended be carried along casually in the readers suit coat hip pocket, handbag or backpack and brought out to read chapter by chapter on the Metra commuter train either riding down to or home from work. One does not need to site October New Mexico as an anchor text for a Harvard dissertation on ethical societal living. However, the book (like most of what I write) cannot be approached with the same mindset one has readily available when flopping open and glancing through the big color photos or fourty-point headlines of Glamour magazine in a grocery checkout line, or in the office breakroom, or sitting down to surf through the mindlessness and superfluousness of weeknight primetime television. 

When you bring up conformity, you are right, and the white sheep probably won't "get" the work, because, America, sheep don't think. However, the term "black sheep" didn't come from nowhere, and when it comes to reading or viewing my work, the smart ones will decipher its import.

Lish D’Leure,

whats up beautiful? you dont send me flowerrrrrrrrrrs. anyyymooooore. where have you been? hows the ole job situation. 

im in boulder to stay for a while. 2 months on the road coast to coast and then some tired me out. i need to sleep in the shade in my bed for 20 hours and eat a lot of food and take a lot of baths.

the last cool place we went was crater lake, oregon. the thing is amazing. its an old volcano blew up 7700 years ago and filled with the coldest, bluest water ive ever seen. i jumped in and froze, but swimming around in it a while warms the blood. then the mile hike back up to the road is a good bit of excercise. i felt great after all that. my body/mind was humming and content: riding in the back seat cold air rushing in the windows over my sweater watching the sun sink orange and slow right over there.

are you still working out at that place during your lunch? still not smoking i hope. good. me either. enough of that.

i start classes on the 27th so ill be around for a while. write me back SOON. send some photos. ill send some to you. yes?

g

will,

im glad you got a chance to check out the site. there is a lot on there...  check it out occasionally- i will be updating it soon with more photos and poems.

we just got back from california/shasta shows and oregon shows at hornings. they were all bad ass with a lot of craziness going on as usual. the show of night two at hornings went till 3 am! it was nuts. they had this grand scale carnivalesque ballet circus thing going on for two hours in the end- it was incredible, and hard to believe it was going on in front of my eyes.... we thought they were going to play till dawn.

they were filming for a dvd of the whole festival so you should be able to witness this for yourself before too long.

so we are back in boulder. Amia Diorio says hey. 

more later,

g

to that absolutely stunning girl I used to know way back in missoula, montana:

I would go in a second if i hadnt just gotten off the road for two months, coast to coast all summer...again: 12,400 miles since june... plus i start my classes and orientation tomorrow at naropa.  

i am so happy to hear from you. it feels like its been a long time. i guess its harder than we would like to admit to keep as close as we'd like to with everyone. there are very few that i really actually miss, though, and you are one of them. i imagine you feel good (and that makes me feel good) about moving on, or moving forward with things. this field of study (and practice) seems a perfect match for such a compassionate person. 

(ill have you know, woman, that i have not disregarded the lotus painting. its just taking me some time to get to it. but i have my studio space set up now here in boulder... it will hang at 4820 hawyley blvd, if you are still interested in having one)

im working on finalizing a collection of poems called Say No More: Poems from the Back Roads and Blue Highways of America and the Adventures of the Interstellar Roadside Prophet. and also putting together a new collection from just this past summer and maybe into this fall a bit of stories, essays, letters, poems, etc called the String Cheese Diaries: American Stories, Dharma Notes, Various Letters, Highway Ramblings and Poems from Above the Tree Line.

..........

I have to choose three classes to take for this fall semester by tomorrow, one is required to be a contemplative course (the others are one writing workshop and one elective: which will be thangka painting), and naropa offers so many excellent classes im excited just to get to choose.

im also trying to find a job right now that will keep me from withering away throughout the winter. ive found a few graphics jobs around town so hopefully one of these will work out.

i have many great photos from around the country from just this summer alone, when i scan them in i will email you the goodies. also ill send along the books as they are completed. i know i didnt show you much of the poetry (if any) that i was writing in missoula, but if you are interested you can read all you want if you click here: www.ninearts.org and go to the poetry section in the top navigation bar.

there are a bunch of other road photos in there. utah is my favorite.

do you have any benefitial places on the internet which you frequent? 

im tired of writing about myself now and would like to talk to you.

write back when you have some time.

i smile inside when i think of you.

drive carefully in that yellow highway monster

maybe stop for a swim in crater lake (NP), Oregon--you'll be glad you did.

stop by John Cole's Book Shop in La Jolla, CA on your way down:

good place for good books...

g

Leonard Treadway
Rhythm Mountain Studios

www.ninearts.org
gotoole@rhythmmountain.net
Boulder, Oregon
(303) 413-8384

(303) 881-8421

finished off the summer 2001 shows with 2 hours in a hot pueblo arena last night. you might recognize some of these songs from the setlist:

(new and unknown)

ramona

its alright ma

you gotta serve somebody

tell me that it isnt true

tombstone blues

baby blue (with unreal harp solo)

mama you been on my mind (new favorite: bootleg series)

masters of war

stuck inside of mobile

make you feel my love

drifters escape

leopard skin pill box hat

E: lovesick

    rolling stone

    heavens door (acoustic)

    watchtower

    blowin in the wind

whatchew been up to? i have orientation at naropa gotta choose 3 classes for fall semester: one writing workshop, one thangka painting elective, and one contemplative studies course (NKT mahayana meditation perhaps)

classes start next monday.

still working out? no more smokes for me. dont need em. new poetry collection coming along nicely: ill send some along if interested. re-reading beat reader and starting big sur, then visions of cody. maybe getting a pt job at barnes and noble.

write back sometime

g

hello. good news for you:

cai bristol (formerly gen kelsang yangdzom from kailash dc) is relocating to san diego to study massage therapy, herbal medicine, holistic healing, and accupuncture (sp?). such a compassionate individual will be an excellent addition to that community, any community for that matter.

i was looking over some walter ufer paintings in the taos book and so recommended she stop in at John Cole's Book Shop in La Jolla on her way down, also a two mile walk and a long swim in crater lake, OR just to get off the road for a while.

hope things are going well there. im glad to be off the road and sleeping in my own bed for a change. 12,400 miles will do that. hehe.

g

PS saw dylan last night in pueblo. if you get the chance: GO.

whats up kid? i am wondering if you will be checking this tonight (sunday). my friend sam is staying here in boulder for a few days. we met him and his exgirlfriend in steamboat for string cheese and stuck together for the rest of the tour. so after oregon (rocked) he gave us a ride back here to our place. we went to bob dylan at the Oregon state fair in pueblo last night. ohhhh what a great show:

(new and unknown)

ramona

its alright ma

you gotta serve somebody

tell me that it isnt true

tombstone blues

baby blue (with unreal harp solo)

mama you been on my mind (new favorite: bootleg series)

masters of war

stuck inside of mobile

make you feel my love

drifters escape

leopard skin pill box hat

E: lovesick

    rolling stone

    heavens door (acoustic)

    watchtower

    blowin in the wind

(just in case you were wondering.)

anyway, he's going to attempt the two shows monday and tuesday there in good ole telluride. he says he cant get any info on whether either or neither is sold out as of yet. i told him this: "let me try my connections in that crazy steep town and see just what i can do".

so, here i am.

actually, i wanted to write you anyway to see just what it is you are up to lately. 

im going now to work some more on this mad collection now entitle thusly:

the String Cheese Diaries: American Stories, Dharma Notes, Gadabout Letters, Highway Ramblings and Poems from Above the Tree Line

ill send along pieces as they come...

g

yes, the traveling is always for fun, experience and the education that comes along with it. we went to a bunch of string cheese incident shows along the way also. they were a lot of fun and the best times are when you run into one or a few good people.

anyway, the book isnt out yet. it will be (i HOPE) in september/oct some time. its a collection of different poems which are actually all in the poetry section of my web site. they are divided up into separate smaller books. i will be setting up a link from the book description on the web site for people to order it by mail, but other than that the "marketing" of the book is up to me so it wont be in too many stores. i have a friend in missoula that will put it on the shelves at hastings and another friend who already told me her boss would love to have it in her book store (the only bookstore in Whitefish) so thats way cool with me.

ummmm letssseeee....  someday we will take a road trip: id love that.....   what elssssse .....   oh yeah the painting: im excited to do it and will let you know when it is complete. do you have a size preference? im thinking about 3 ft sq. on high quality stretchers will look stunning in your place. do you have roommates?  When i would ship paintings from chicago and montana to wherever, the cost was never more than $40-ish for any size painting so it will be relatively inexpensive to get it there.

ok then write when you get settled or just have an extra minute. 

ill be here. miss you,

take care

g

sauce,

just polished off a large tub of pad thai with chicken, ohhhhh. time for mid day nap. i guess it doesnt help that i stayed up till two last night then had to get up around 9 this morning for naropa orientation shit. i hate those things: the loudmouth obnoxious and way-over-friendly bullshitters yap and yap the whole time waiting in line... then the whole time waiting for speaker to come on...   blah blah on and on they go... i just sit or stand there quietly reading something and they cant leave well enough alone: they ask some idiotic generic questions of me for whatever reasons they see fit (that is if they even have reasons other than just wanting to hear their own voice). like they werent allowed to talk as kids so now they do it every chance they get.

blah. 

more of the people i can definitely do without.

so i have to go register for my classes in about .....oops..now. better go back over there. 

those shows should rock in chicago. definitely go see both if you can swing it. ill check on the upcoming bt shows in co. also the crowes if they'll even come here. havent seen them out here since 98.

more later,

g

are you serious: 8 months? 

what are you trying to do to yourself, woman. anyway maybe that was some kind of a joke. ill take it that way. anyhow, sameway.

sounds like your dude is pretty cool. what is the studio called? id like to check out thier online presence. you know what they say about a man with a large online presence.

ah, ok... went to sign up for some classes today. got the ones i want for my department, gotta get ID and elective class tomorrow morning. other than that, all the tour kiddies went away and its back to Amia Diorio and i in this big old house. so i have quiet and solice to work on the String Cheese Diaries... you wanna peak? maybe you are too busy between the hours of 9and5?  anyway, here you go:

"Saw old man sittin’ on side-a the road

talk to him once or twice,

said ‘gotta get back to the olden times

before all rape and strife—

gotta get back, man, gotta get back

got to change these wicked ways..."
•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••

   There sits a three inch Buddha tucked away contentedly on the dashboard of my truck. He has been there one year almost to the day and was a gift from someone I met in Montana, sitting in a bar and later watching Aurora Borealis in the August midnight mountain sky. He hasn’t moved there from his spot on the dash though riding more than twenty thousand miles since he first came to me. He is the traveling Buddha, I say. He is the vagabond diety: 

He is the one to glimpse at when lost in a mindstorm haze 

of too many miles in too many days. 

He sits quite contentedly day in, day out with a grand, red maplewood smile carved on his face, resting for a while under the license-plate-lean-to proped up with New Mexico driftwood from when I ripped the plate from it’s front bumper plastic screws in a hardened frozen Chicago snow bank three years ago last winter, and never got around to repairing. He’s been around and is taking it slow now— all the time in the world, he thinks— with a small bag of belongings thoughtfully etched on his back and a freshly fallen apple in his hand. Nothing more, nothing less. Just simple, just resting. And knowing as soon as he’s ready, it’s time to go.

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

   and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

   in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

   since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

   and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

   old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

   and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

   floating over the ocean to these southeast states

   about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

   the Jiirah,

   and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

   dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

   and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

   I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

   and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

   in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

   telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

   like the bubbles in my mind,

   turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

   shining in the sun.

whats new? im sitting in the naropa computer lab at my "job". there 

really is nothing to do here, the only thing anyone comes here for 

is to check their email, or try to download something but these computers 

are running on windows 2000 and are set NOT to allow for downloading:

virus protection. so that leaves not too many questions to need 

answered. im spending all my time here doing 2 things: 1. working 

on some things i wrote over the summer and putting together a book 

of all the random things that went on, a diary of sorts complete 

with the poems written during that time as well. and 2. looking for 

a real job. i just updated and cleaned up my monster.com stuff.

although classes havent officially started, im kind of bored with 

this place so far. i hope this changes. i found out that with residencey 

in this state i could get my MFA for three grand LESS PER SEMESTER-

thats a minimum twelve grand less over all- probably more like fifteen 

with summer courses included. same with university of montana im 

sure (missoula). this doesnt do much for the pro-naropa column.

im going to check out exactly what the UM grad tuition is right now,

but the CU is confermed.

since we are on the subject of money, i remember you mentioned something 

in one of the recent letters about leaving the usaa account alone 

for now. i am doing just that and plan on leaving it alone until 

later when i finish school and get a house, maybe we could collaborate 

and have some extra cash for the 2-motorcycle garage. 

so whats up with those interview places? 

how do you plan on staying afloat financially while attending depaul? 

can you take night classes or something. this $7 an hour computer 

lab crap aint gunna cut it.

maybe you could continue to collect unemployment while attending 

school. that'd be cool.

g

Leonard Treadway
www.ninearts.org
i dont know if you are aware (maybe i have the wrong url) but www.cimsusa.com is not there. is that your url? or i should say "their" url. i wanted to check out what you built for them but cant get the site.

anyway, i have been sitting around for a few hours today working on the ibook and checking out some future possibilities. found some bad ass houses outside of missoula. ooo lala.  i dont have to work today, not enough to do there in the computer lab since classes dont start until monday.

i started painting yesterday. its been a while, thats why i say "started". im going to go get some real canvas and stretcher bars in a while. i found a rad gallery in town that i would like to show at. so we'll see...

i think i would like to teach at the university in missoula: um. the art department there is pretty damn cool. 

more later,

g

more later, but here's a bit of summer tour that ive gotten typed up so far.

the trip to the cascades sounds like a beauty for sure,

you SHOULD be excited.

heehee.

lt
the String Cheese Diaries

American Stories, Dharma Notes, Gadabout Letters, Highway Ramblings and Poems from Above the Tree Line
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The seeker who sets out upon the way 

shines bright over the world.

—from The Dhammapada

(the teachings of the Buddha)

06.09.01  Saturday

Left Chicago down to Billy Chaston's in Charleston , IL. Hadda cookout and drank some home brewed Johnny Cant Reads at Scott's house out on a grand ten acre spread complete with deer and giant brown owl howling in the night. 10 miles outside of town is a wonderful distance. Had long political talk with Bob late night about the presidential elections, Ralph Nader, and Ed Veddar... don’t remember much more than that with that black dog in and out of everything... next day: head for Kansas and the midwest flatplains winds...

06.10.01  Leavenworth, KS

Hotel room in town. Saw Leavenworth State Penitentiary

scary looking joint at midnight in the darkness

under scowling, accusing yellow spotlights swarmed

with bugs and rifle towers silhouetted against the sky.

06.11.01 Boulder, CO

Pulled into town today after hair raising race across the plains. Mad winds as usual across Kansas and east Oregon. Amia and I sat at the Mountain Sun brewery and got silly buzzes from the altitude and two pints of Kind Ale: Gotta get acclimated, Too many months at lake side Chicago, lonely 300 feet above sea level.

06.15.01 Nederland

We've been camping above Boulder, above Nederland. While running today I came across a hand carved sign up on the side of highway 119 that reaches back around over this summit and curves back toward Golden Gate State Park and Silver City on the far side. I figured I am at about 8500 feet running up here. The sign read Shoshonee. I ran on down the road to see what it was. I ran on through some open gates, down past the fenced off University Research Project, down to where I came across a large cabin decorated with some colorful flags (not Tibetan prayer flags but my curiosity was already sparked). Then, running on I began to see small clumps of one room cabins with wood stove pipes jutting out of their patched roofs, I ran on. After passing several groups of these cabins I was aware I was on some type of retreat grounds, a commune of some kind. Exactly what kind became obvious as I walked around the last curve in the rocky dirt road, sun setting low on my sweating back— a mammoth log cabin Gompa came into sight, complete with ancient arched entranceway, a grand front porch, and asian styled curved roof. When I got close enough I took a look inside through the windows as I could hear chanting going on and did not want to disturb. Colorful mandalas and thangka paintings lined the interior walls, surrounding one community room with equally spaced zafus on the ground. Outside the door a pair of leather woven sandals and olden worn middle class sneakers sat quietly on the porch. Shoshonee Hatha Yog Retreat: "...come for a lunch session, or for dinner as well, we'll do yoga, and then enjoy homemade meal fit for a king, ten dollar donation is all.... up here its wonderful, up here its like heaven..."
••••••••••••••••••

    There sits a three inch Buddha tucked away contentedly on the dashboard of my truck. He has been there one year almost to the day and was a gift from someone I met in Montana, sitting in a bar and later watching Aurora Borealis in the August midnight mountain sky. He hasn’t moved there from his spot on the dash though riding more than twenty thousand miles since he first came to me. He is the traveling Buddha, I say. He is the vagabond diety: 

He is the one to glimpse at when lost in a mindstorm haze 

of too many miles in too many days. 

He sits quite contentedly day in, day out with a grand, red maplewood smile carved on his face, resting for a while under the license-plate-lean-to proped up with New Mexico driftwood from when I ripped the plate from it’s front bumper plastic screws in a hardened frozen Chicago snow bank three years ago last winter, and never got around to repairing. He’s been around and is taking it slow now— all the time in the world, he thinks— with a small bag of belongings thoughtfully etched on his back and a freshly fallen apple in his hand. Nothing more, nothing less. Just simple, just resting. And knowing as soon as he’s ready, it’s time to go.

••••••••••••••••••

Bardo        Tibetan for "in between state". Period between death and             new rebirth.

Dharma        Everything. Underlying law of the universe- ultimate             reality.

Dhyana        Sanskrit for meditation, concentration, and mental                 absorption.Word became ch’an in Chinese, Zen in                 Japanese. Emphasis on Buddha’s silent sitting as path to             enlightenment.

Anitya        Concept of impermanence (the not-self). Everything is in         constant change.

Ksanas        the shortest imaginable period of time.

••••••••••••••••••

06.23.01  Saturday, Red Rocks Ampitheatre, Morrison, CO

We entered the parking lot for the show on Denton’s ticket stubs for Sunday night. Not much of a fast one if you consider the ticket ripper standing there at the orange construction cone waving some sort of deranged excuse for a flag, passing herself off as a security guard of some sort. Spaced out kids is mostly what we have here, working their dreaded six hour shift for free passes into the show, or free hot chocolate and minimum wage. Once inside we cracked the trunk and I poured a round of bottom shelf magaritas, pre-mixed in the bottle. Plastic bottle. The others refused to drink these wretched concoctions much past the first one and switched to some locally brewed hops from the bottom of the cooler. I, on the other hand, continued with the margaritas, a little ice and minimal shade from the burning sun. 

    Amia and I still were without tickets for the show, but had some to trade so I scratched out a pathetic little sign on the only materials we could dig up: a bic pen, nearly out of ink, some old duct tape, and a half of a Budweiser case turned inside out. It read as follows: 

TRAAAADE 

2 Red Rocks for 2 Bonner Springs 

with the 

Agave High Desert Transformation

Not a taker on the lot. But we kept on. And on. Six hours later we hopped some passing pickup truck that took us all the way to the top of the venue, way up above the parking lots, way above anyone holding a ticket. We thought we were in, "Come on you bastards!" I hollered, chuckling with the driver, jumping out the back of the truck, "you must let us pass through those gates," I followed him further shoulder to shoulder laughing and conning as we walked, "you’re the blasted roadies and all we want is one show. you know how it is!" Again, no takers. As a last resort with the band coming dangerously close to taking the stage, I put Denton’s Sunday night ticket in my hand, sadly obscuring the dates and optimistically hoping that in the midst of the general chaos and confusion outside gate C, the old lady ticket ripper wouldn’t have the wit, the nerve, or the keen eye to catch my folly. Up the stairs we climbed, out came the ticket, and I placed it in her hand. Guess what: back down the strairs I went. Amia too, back to the car, back to the same old gravel lot to figure how that chump caught that seventeen millimeter high digit on a six inch ticket covered in print, on a staircase covered in people, thousands of people and thousands of digits and letters, a mile above sea level, a whole lotta riff raff and she had to catch mine.

    The confusion didn’t last long. With Denton inside the show, Amia and I trekked around the the back hills of the venue and started a grueling hike up the mountain trail. It was dark by now, or at least a very mature dusk, and difficult to see in the dusty footing. A small kitchen size garbage bag containing three bottles of beer didn’t do much for my balance, nor did any of the margaritas I was henceforth carrying in my bloodstream. We made it up to the top without much trouble, save for my scraped knees and elbows. I looked like a little kid fallen off his bike. From up there though, the rewards were good. We got our free music afterall. All of it we could stand, or couldn’t stand that is, or even sit. The hill was evil in it’s steep grade, and the cacti on in the brush made it impossible to sit. After the show I took the easy way down, sliding on my butt and sandals, causing quite a scene as I was cruising down there pretty good for a while there, some folks laughed and turned to see what the ball of dust was coming down the mountain. I just waved and slid on, beer bottles, now empty, clinking in the white plastic bag like a locomotive rolling down the tracks. When I reached the bottom and realized I’d lost Amia somewhere during the descent, I began walking back to the car, back to the lot where this all began. A few steps into it, I felt a draft from behind and reached around to find a gaping whole where my back pockets used to be, exposing my nakedness. Acting as if nothing had happened and wondering if anyone would notice, I walked all the way back to the car uncovered, giggling to myself and avoiding bright lights all along the way.

Pratyeka Buddha    Sanskrit for "solitary awakened one". The Mahayana tradition is critical of the Pratyeka Buddha, for unlike the Bodhisattva he enjoys his awakening selfishly, failing to help other beings to enlightenment.

Roshi        Japanese for "old master". A zen teacher who is deeply enlightened.

Sadhu        Individual on inner road to Satori. One who has turned up the outer searchlight, and turned one on inward.

Manjusri    Bodhisattva of wisdom and learning

Mahasiddhas    Teachers, yogis of  wild wisdom

Bodhidharma    brought Buddhists teachings from India to China in 6th century (profound meditation practice and authentic understandings 

of the Buddha.)

Bodhisattva    Sanskrit for "awakened being". Enlightened one who out 

of compassion accepts rebirth after rebirth in order to aid others.

Smokey Mountain Breakdown

I drive across United States

I drive out to the sea

I drive on warm salty coastline air

    and Smokey Mountain ridgelines

    in my bluegrass state of birth

I drive on music in my head

    since pickup truck tape deck break-down

I drive on words over the radio

    and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

    old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

    and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

    floating over the ocean to these southeast states

    about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

    the Jiirah,

    and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

I drive on no sleep and never turn back.

I drive on barefoot sandals

    dirty and worn out — just like me. 

I drive on cross-country cigarettes

    and plastic cup truck stop coffee,

    I drive on chai tea from the moon.

I drive on notebook novels stacked three hundred high

    and held together with duct tape on the spine.

I drive on the future of mindless meditation

    in olden shadey rocky mountain gompa

    telephone bills disappeared and floating out the window

    like the bubbles in my mind,

    turning shapes and burning colored prisms—

    shining in the sun.

Samadhi    concentration

Prajna        insight

Sila         mindfulness

6 Zen Practices (lead to enlightenment)

generosity

discipline

patience

diligence

meditation

wisdom

tathata        absolute truth of the dharmas that is revealed only by             enlightenment state "illuminating nature of knowledge".

alaya        "wisdom of the great and perfect knowledge". A                 profound base of life and the psyche. Conserves and                 maintains the energies and essences that are manifested             in the dharmas.

three turnings of the dharma wheel

Theravada (lesser vehicle) traditional way of elders-  four noble 

truths, the eight-fold path, stresses insight, purification restraint,

non-harming, renunciation and simplicity. 

Mahayana (great vehicle) stresses infinite openness, emphasizes union 

of compassion and wisdom and unselfish attitudes. Compassion,

wisdom: altruistic mind of enlightenment and fearless courage.

Vajrayana (diamond vehicle) energy empowerment dynamic skillful means.this elightenment has been attained on one lifetime. 

Non-dualistic inseparability of nirvana and samsara.

samsara        conditioned existence. Our day to day existence

        And what it contains.

Eight Fold Path:

Wisdom training

1. right view

2. right intentions

Ethics training

3. right speech

4. right action

5. right livelihood

Meditation Training

6. right effort

7. right mindfulness

8. right concentration

Brahma Viharas

(four noblest qualities of mind)

1. loving kindness and friendliness (metta)

2. compassion and empathy

3. joy and rejoicing

4. equanimity and peace of mind

hello. whatsup.

sounds like you have a pretty good grasp on the new house deal. i cant wait to see it. whenever that may be. hopefully we can come back for the holidays I would imagine. school starts on monday, but ive been working inthe computer lab for this silly $7/hr work/study job. its a joke. im looking for a real job now. have been for a couple weeks. i dont know how they expect full time graduate students to not wither away. also, we have had a bunch of those really fun "new student orientation" things over the past week. actually though i met a few cool people so i guess those things serve some purpose. 

Amia Diorio is at work now. she's working full time at the liquor store, stacking cases of Coors working the drive thru and making more money than i am. i try not to think about money too much because it really isnt that important, but this is sad: i will make in a month at this place what i made in two days at my last job in chicago.

Ha.

well, im going to send out some more resumes now. that was motivating.

take care tell everyone hi and dont have too much fun at that open housey.

g

yes. not having money sucks. especially when you are kind of used to making a lot. but ill find something. one graphics job and ill be a-ok untill we leave boulder.

ahh...lets see my address is 

2990 Glenwood #101

Boulder Oregon 80301

im going to see whats going on at the Portland museum of art, i think we are going to go down there today or wait till free day (hopefully there is one... maybe students are free everyday) so ill write more later.

tell everybody i said hi. ask dad if you guys go out tonight if he got my phone message from friday....   have fun 

g

hey,

i just got an acct statement from usaa. it says the interest rate over the past 33 days was only 3.75%. is this what yours was? I cant remember the details as far as the fluxuating percentage of interest. i'll have to go look up my paperwork.

let me know.

going to rent a movie.

g

 From: "Michael Curtin" <jacksonwolfchoir@earthlink.net
 Date: Fri, 24 Aug 2001 16:42:50 -0500

 To: "Leonardory OToole" <gotoole@rhythmmountain.net
 Subject: Re: <no subject

 Gateway is sending

 a rep out next week to replace the power supply and install it properly.

sorry to hear all that— sounds like things never were right to begin with... that'd be the problem with alotta pc's. id say go with the mac as well, and for these very HARDWARE reasons:

OS X (ten) comes stock UNIX based (the most bug-free operating system on the market for reasons I cannot explain, other than at SDI, the smart guy IT wannabe raved about the new Linex system, "fool proof and based on something similar to DOS, meaning LANGUAGE-BASED, as opposed to command-based——") heeheehee blah blah to me, but as for my experience with the thing, oh man its nice....

the interface is fabulous and super cool on its own (and UNIX based!!! hehe) called AQUA. completely rad.

you like that word RAD.

the 2D graphics are a new set up as well, the base is called QUARTZ... and damn rad in its own right. rad, man, i say RAAAD...

the 3D is called OPEN GL and SHOULD be functional with any TREE-DImensional such as SOFT-IMAGE software you care to use, especially games and whatnot that danny would probably have going. hehe again.

lastly and not leastly, the multimedia is all run through quicktime FIVE. and as far as we know, and have delt with, this is LIMIT—LESS....!!

i never saw your www.cimsusa.net deal, i got a letter from janeywayney saying they have some people in there making things "more funtional" (or something along those lines) "BLAH", i thought to myself, youre full o' the ole same old, and looking for cheerleading points from the groundskeepers!——— in other words WE ALL DONT GIVE ONE RATS ASS about your face points, woman, do what you gotta do.

my guitar is a YAMAHA. pleased with it and wasnt on the expensive end.

check some out, otherwise go with a WASHBURN (the original original mother of all acoustics). you will not be let down.

anyhow, on to the more important: i've got the painting studio set up and shall move onward into some still lifes from my head as well as from some set-ups i've got in mind...because as most of us know, THEY ARENT JUST STILL LIFES.

ask those YALE painters. they say they know these things.

ive got some portraits in the works as well— so far HHDL and Bob. maybe allen if i can find a goodie to base it off of...

say no more is done. ooo—ee

(OK, this'll throw ya perhapppps, but...) here's a bit of a mari-jew-a-nnnnnanduced poem from— well, you guess where it was written—

Back'ard

That there moon is shining down so hard on those clouds, 

makin em glow down across some broken back camel spine, 

arch'd up over the horizon. 

"so whats it mean?" 

it means them cloud ridin confederates in tha air over there 

been mixing once more in azure cross'd grey paint, 

and tha fenced in union's been layin aback , 

snoozin nexta the desert broken back withoutta word to say. 

fast cars reaching fiftyfive along side-d'a house. 

im on stage, Hoben, and i told ya it just simply dont fare, 

notta bit and whats else?.. whats else 

is the com–pu–t'r is shining down like at moon. 

at moon you was atalkin' bout jessecond ago. 

that moon, shinin' down across all them soldiers, 

—all them soldiers at once...  both sides.

Leonard Treadway
Rhythm Mountain Studios

www.ninearts.org
gotoole@rhythmmountain.net
Boulder, Oregon
(303) 413-8384

(303) 881-8421

Well, where are ya?— maybe you have some coffee right now, maybe you dont– and you SHOULD!— BASS was on sale so thats-a-wat-I got. not to complain, or even in the least, compare, but the bottles runnin dry and now i gotta get up—

—but that'll do ya good once, here and there, to get the blood going...

————

the reason i was writing, other than the fact that you DID NOT call the other day when you said you were GOING TO (hehe), was to find out how your soccer games were coming. its an inherent value in me to wonder these things and to have the curiosity to get to the bottom of them— i love the game and have been (on and off) playing it since the age of 5. oh boy and i painted at six. 

also, what is the literary term for this(?):     gins-eng       gins-berg

—pRobly aint a single one (but I wonder them anyway), but these are the things that happen wonst drunk on gh'ood beer again and haphazardly occupied with jack nicholson, sean penn (b'cause of movies), and poems like the ones sent below. (rent the movie entitled this: THE PLEDGE, yes, and you'll be emotionally strained, mentally occupied, aesthically contained).

here's some new poems,

i hope things are good for you there

i hope we WILL see eachother and hang out soon—

g

Back'ard

That there moon is shining down so hard on those clouds, 

makin em glow down across some broken back camel spine, 

arch'd up over the horizon. 

"so whats it mean?" 

it means them cloud ridin confederates in tha air over there 

been mixing once more in azure cross'd grey paint, 

and tha fenced in union's been layin aback , 

snoozin nexta the desert broken back withoutta word to say. 

fast cars reaching fiftyfive along side-d'a house. 

im on stage, Hoben, and i told ya it just simply dont fare, 

notta bit and whats else?.. whats else 

is the com–pu–t'r is shining down like at moon—

at moon you was atalkin' bout jessecond ago,

that moon, shinin' down across all them soldiers, 

—all them soldiers at once...  both sides.

Spider

Did you see that spider?— 

that thing was twenty–five feet up— 

spun a web from the tree limb,

Out on the leaves, bounced down for some food or insects—food is insects.

And all the way back up.

That spider was a quarter inch across, 

far tenticle to cross tenticle, leg—

I'd be willing to use the old pathagorean theorum to figure that one out, 

but I don't imagine there's that much silk in the world to spin all that—one quarter 

of an inch down twenty–five feet 

You'll do the math, Hoben, you'll do the math and 

be wonderin' where you been, 

be wonderin' where you been, all that silk to go 'round 

all that silk to go 'round—

and you're nowhere to be found.

 To: Heather Judsen
 Date: Sat, 25 Aug 2001 10:17:15 -0700

course I'll try and id love to.

started naropa graduate classes, wrote a poem about it in missoula and now im here. holy shit its wierd,

i hope really that things are good for you there. VERMONT is a cool place as far as ive seen and been.

we spent ALL summer with string cheese inc. and some similar bands and now im stuck here in boulder at my "home" with BLUES TRAVELER, HEAVY black crowes and the colombus OH pearl jam show from last summer and i couldnt be happier. band wagons have their place amongst ROLLINGSTONE MAGAZINE and TOUR KIDS with parents checkbook–creditcards

not here i say with still life paintings and allen ginsberg poetry, some gary snyder and the black mountain school.

Spider

Did you see that spider?— 

that thing was twenty–five feet up— 

spun a web from the tree limb,

Out on the leaves, bounced down for some food or insects—food is insects.

And all the way back up.

That spider was a quarter inch across, 

far tenticle to cross tenticle, leg—

I'd be willing to use the old pathagorean theorum to figure that one out, 

but I don't imagine there's that much silk in the world to spin all that—one quarter 

of an inch down twenty–five feet 

You'll do the math, Hoben, you'll do the math and 

be wonderin' where you been, 

be wonderin' where you been, all that silk to go 'round 

all that silk to go 'round—

and you're nowhere to be found.

Back'ard

That there moon is shining down so hard on those clouds, 

makin em glow down across some broken back camel spine, 

arch'd up over the horizon. 

"so whats it mean?" 

it means them cloud ridin confederates in tha air over there 

been mixing once more in azure cross'd grey paint, 

and tha fenced in union's been layin aback , 

snoozin nexta the desert broken back withoutta word to say. 

fast cars reaching fiftyfive along side-d'a house. 

im on stage, Hoben, and i told ya it just simply dont fare, 

notta bit and whats else?.. whats else 

is the com–pu–t'r is shining down like at moon. 

at moon you was atalkin' bout jessecond ago. 

that moon, shinin' down across all them soldiers, 

—all them soldiers at once...  both sides.

A'DENTO!—

excellent. i was wondering if we would talk again soon. ive been at naropa university for my MFA (first semester out of four) in boulder, co and have been meeting some new folks, similar to the situation i had last spring at SAIC. i think you are smart for taking off time from the money pit to weld fine furniture, or any job-with-potential, for that matter. where is it you are working? there were these guys in rico when i was living there with my girlfriend Amia Diorio (where i did my independent project semester for susan and don in painting at saic) that had a big welding and wood shop next to our place on gasgow ave, they were cool kids and built a lot of nice furniture out of rebar and iron.... the killer of it all is that rico is home to no more that 100 people year round and is wedged nicely down there in the san juan mountains. it sits at 8800 ft above sea level. its a paradise in its own right. i plan to buy some property there —maybe an acre or three, nothing ranchlike— and put up a yurt while building a cabin as a farawaygettaway for whenever we feel the urge. 

ive got a book of poems coming out next month called Say No More— poetry from the back roads and blue highways of american and the adventures of the interstellar roadside prophet. ill send you one.

also in the works is another book called the String Cheese Diaries— american stories, dharma notes, gadabout letters, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line—

heres a bit from that, and ill send more along soon. (we should have drinks nearer the holidays when i should be back there...be around?— you and Amia Diorio could meet, thatd be excellent, youd dig her. shes cool. gotta woman?)

ok here you go (you may prefer to PRINT this before reading)—

07.13.01 Stillwater, MN (on the St. Croix)

I was thinking last night˜ on the drive up through Eau Claire, Wisconsin 

in an attempt to find Somerset˜ about the fire in the camp village 

in Lester, Missouri on night three of the shows down there earlier 

this summer, and how it easily could have destroyed the entire Mark 

Twain National Forest had the ground and trees not been thoroughly 

dampened by the constant rains in the days prior to the accident.

I had been sitting on the tailgate of the truck talking and joking˜ 

laughing mostly with Arendo, a mandolin and harmonica blower up from 

Arkansas who was camped out next to us along with some young couple 

under their tarpaulin lean-to shanty. It was late into the night 

and folks were getting back from the show around then. We were already 

there sitting contentedly back in camp village and could feel things 

start to stir˜ Before most people got back to their tents and campfires 

the village was quiet and serene, a calming place hung thick with 

midnight fog. The full moon shone heavily through the rain soaked 

haze that caused these tree covered hills, just north of the Ozarks 

to appear as if in costume for a short spell, parading as the Great 

Smokey Mountains of southern Tennessee, eerie and spooked with the 

blue-ness and all.

Arendo finished a sentence something like „∑ and I was so drunk then 

I couldn‚t roll a cigarette to save my holy head, so what I did then 

was∑‰ and as if on queue a low pitched rumbling explosion filled 

the silent night˜ and there was silence no more. I craned my neck 

around the back end of the truck to find the entire campsite illuminated 

in a hellish red-orange heat. The group of campers next to us˜ kids 

really who knew not the first thing about surviving out of doors,

away from their Midwestern suburban nightlife beer cases and state 

college fraternity socials˜ panicked, let out piercing caterwauls,

jumping back shouting in confusion about water buckets and what 

now to do. The flames reached higher, devouring the thick oxygen 

and growing to over twenty-five feet. The base of the flames quickly 

spanned twenty-two feet across and showed no signs of slowing, feeding 

itself on leaves and fallen twigs that covered the ground beneath 

it and reaching to the trees above that at first seemed so high up 

and safely out of range.

I heard someone in the crowd shout and holler about the gas can that 

was now completely engulfed in flames and would surely blow any second.

One of the fools in a dim-witted fit of frustration had used the 

gasoline as fuel, pouring it straight from the red metal can onto 

open flame, most likely since his rain-drenched firewood would not 

burn to his satisfaction˜ and now these were the same fools that 

stood around watching, looking at each other then back at the flames 

as the entire forest stood in jeopardy.

Another sharp minded soul from a nearby camp came running with a 

bucket of water˜ a bucket full of water for a gasoline fire. It seems 

most of our third grade teachers were right when explaining never 

to throw water on a gas or oil fire (water and oil DON‚T MIX), since 

it only causes the flames to spread, ultimately making your situation 

that much worse! (This grown man who came running with the bucket 

of water and threw it into the base of the flames, I found out later,

is a fire safety manager of some sort on a commercial shipping barge 

off the coast of Cape Cod.)  Now this beast raged over thirty-five 

feet high, and they all just backed up and stared. 

With the decision in my head that although I had nothing to do with 

the ignition of this fire, it was started un-naturally with a chemical 

liquid that has no place in the woods in the first place˜ I was not 

going to let it destroy the trees˜ or any of the thousands of people 

in it. I picked up the longest, flattest splint of firewood within 

arms reach and started digging and throwing wet soil into the base 

of the flames. Steve had the same idea at the same moment and as 

twenty or so foolish campers˜ most of them from the group that caused 

the explosion˜ stood by in horror with hot orange faces glowing guilty 

expressions in the night˜ Steve and I kept digging up dirt and throwing 

as much as possible over and over until the fire began to slow. Digging 

dirt, flinging dirt. Then shrink. Flinging dirt. Then slowly— very 

slowly, it died.

07.24.01 Chicago

Amia and I and Gladys and Arlo and Samuel, Darla and David were either hanging out at the Rockingham dragway shows or by that time swimming in the Atlantic Ocean. After three days in Sommerset, Wisconsin we hooked up with these kids who we met in Steamboat Springs, Oregon the week before, and stayed together in a 4-5 car caravan down to Alpine Valley, Wisconsin; Deer Creek, Indiana; and then two days at Sam's house in Knocksville, Tennessee; where the shower I got to take felt like heaven even without any soap. Then on to the Rockingham, North Carolina dragway where we topped off the list of 101 (now 102) bad-ass ways to get into the show for free.  We saw Paul Levin at Sommerset and Alpine. His band played better than last year for sure, but nothing tops the High Gave bluegrass, or the folks that follow them. "Quinn The Eskimo" ....in ...ahhh...  North Carolina just about topped the "Ramble On" in Steamboat, but I'll have to contemplate thatta one just to make sure. Leftover Salmon played in North Carolina also saw Vince (frontman for Salmon) in the lot. Keller Williams played "So Many Roads". Right then I was just short of getting into the dragway so I simply had to let it chill my bones from across the windswept, dry grass to where I sat contentedly in my beat orange low-rider lawn chair rolling an American Spirit, drinking barrel white zinfandel from the bottle. All the time with a smile on my sunburnt face.o
We're now headed out to Rockygrass in Lyons, Oregon for three days. Sammy and Darla had to stay in Tennessee for financial reasons, saying they had to get back to their jobs: "...back to the fake world, because this is the real world", Sam smiled as he ducked into the drivers seat and I watched him pull away through the rear-view mirror. 

The rest will be meeting in Boulder or Chicago in the next few days. From there we'll stay on for the rest of the String Cheese tour: Berkeley, SF; Mt Shasta (High Sierra), four days near the coast up northwest of Portland. A few days camping in the Redwoods and bathing in the northern Pacific will be well deserved. Bob Dylan's playing four nights in Oregon after we get back there. Pueblo, Vail, and Telluride two nights in the park.

Back'ard

That there moon is shining down so hard on those clouds, 

makin em glow down across some broken back camel spine, 

arch'd up over the horizon. 

"so whats it mean?" 

it means them cloud ridin confederates in tha air over there 

been mixing once more in azure cross'd grey paint, 

and tha fenced in union's been layin aback , 

snoozin nexta the desert broken back withoutta word to say. 

fast cars reaching fiftyfive along side-d'a house. 

im on stage, Hoben, and i told ya it just simply dont fare, 

notta bit and whats else?.. whats else 

is the com–pu–t'r is shining down like at moon. 

at moon you was atalkin' bout jessecond ago. 

that moon, shinin' down across all them soldiers, 

—all them soldiers at once...  both sides.

sal,

i decided this program, from what i've experienced so far, would not be worth (in any way) the 25 grand it would cost me to complete, so i dropped the three classes i had before the add/drop cutoff. I will go to plan B now, which is to get residencey somewhere and attend a graduate program part time while working (optimally, im going to attempt to land a job that will eventually pay for my graduate school— i've better chances of getting hit by lightening, so we'll see...). I want to get this MFA, but i feel (and have talked to other people who have attended naropa) that most of what we are doing in these classes is either—

A. "crafts" that should be taught in junior high summer programs to keep kids out of the streets, (the visual art classes are pretty sad) and/or 

B. literature and writing influences that I already am learning (or have already learned!) on my own. they do have a killer summer writing program that goes each summer for a month, and has a good reputation. so i am officially "on a leave of absence" and can take this workshop for graduate credit if i so choose in the future. we'll see. 

im not too impressed with boulder as it goes. in fact, im ready to get out of here. Amia Diorio too. there are no jobs except pizza delivery driver and dog shit eater, its rediculous rent, and way too many people. we have a lease till june, but i can put it up for sublease (and have the management morons write the new tenants a new lease) any time. so what i think we are going to do is stay a while and put a few g's in the bank accounts (hehe). Amia Diorios job is going well for her and her boss already gave her a raise and says she'll get one everypay period, so i dont want her to give that up till we have a solid place to go. 

i thought i scored pretty good yesterday with a painting job for $12/hr. got up today at seven, met the two guys to work with. the old man owner boss chump drives around with a grateful dead sticker on his car and at the same time barks orders like i havent heard since dad waking us up back in highschool on saturday mornings to "....aaahhh...  go...... ahh mow the lawn. ..or something...."
but i ignored this part and thought of the day when i will no longer put up with jackasses like this. so, we start setting stuff up and eventually get to painting the inside of some office in broomfield. couple hours go by, im spakling holes (...i thed thpakel...) and generally trying to look busy. then he tells me "go do the trim in that office with the guy in it..." so the guy working in this office leaves eventually and i lay out all the tarps and cover everything and start the trim with the brush. then i get way up over the door and theres about 2 inches between the door trim on top and that white foam panel ceiling stuff bullies and stoners used to throw and stick pencils into in junior high.... you know the stuff thats every office ceiling in the land.....  and this einstein leaves me with a 4 inch brush to work with and not get any of this purple paint on the ceiling tiles.... well, i bumped a tile and got a bit of purple paint on one and he FREAKS. starts swearing and pulls down the tile and starts scrubbing it with a towel!! ha! "oh, you might be done" he tells me. i thought this asshole was going to cry. honest. 

"what are you talking about, man," i said, "ill go get some gesso and cover it right up."
him: "what? what the fuck is gesso?!!" (getting redder and redder in the face and some sweat trickling down the second of a few chins he had going)

me: "white acryllic water based primer."
him: "what? well this things fucked, you're on your own to fix it!"
me: (hehe.)

him: "oh, man this things so fucked."
him: (scrubbing now harder and making pieces of this foam flake off onto the floor— wrecking the thing, getting redder in the face)

him: "oh, man this things so fucked."
me: (jesus, whats wrong with this guy) "so, you want me to go get it?"
him: (waaa, im so pissed and out of control i dont know what you just said and cannot talk, plus, i paint walls for a living and im dumb too. and a jackass...)

so i drive back home to get the gesso and two brushes of mine. drive back and, just as i said, covered up the purple paint swishes and solved the problem in approximately 3.6 minutes. and, the gesso was dry and ready to put those fresh white ceiling panels back up about 10 minutes later.

him: "oh, yeah, that'll work"
me: (yeah, but i wont, not for you red boy)

then i cleaned my brushes in the sink, took off the painter pants i had over my jeans, and said "im outta here. heres my address, send me my check."
i guess today ended up being the day when i will no longer put up with jackasses like this.

id rather be unemployed in chicago, at least we could go to the art institute and then texas star after that.

g

hi dad,

the only email i received was the one below (as it seems you are aware). i dont know why you would get the 'faulty address error' other than maybe you typed in the address with a misspelling? not sure. i always use the 'address book' on my email program to store all the addresses i usually use then click on those to send a new letter, this way avoiding having to type in addresses all the time. plus, no room for spelling errors this way. 

anyway, this one came through so it seems to be working correctly now...

so i have some new changes. starting with school. i have been feeling since i started those new student orientation things back in mid august that "im not too sure about this school"-i wasnt exactly sure why, but... (one big reason was the lack of any sort of solid painting/computer/visual arts department, but thats another story) i thought i would try one semester and then finally decide. then registration came around and we (incoming grad students) had to pick from what was left after second year grad and UNDERGRADUATE classes picked their classes, leaving me looking into things like "outdoor survival" courses only because there was nothing in my major left take. (and, it turns out, like most of the other classes i spent time in, i surely dont need to spend $1500 a semester to learn what they're teaching!!) most of what i heard, i've either already gotten out of books, other classes, or doing things on my own.

but, i gave the classes i got into a chance, the art class that i got into was Calligraphy and Book Arts....  and i thought i was in summer camp with the "projects" she was proposing...  "oh, man, i thought, THIS is for an MFA!?" so i got out of there and thought about it some more. then i found out in the same way that there is no structured teaching preparatory program for graduate students. i talked to a girl who took one of the project outreach/teacher prep "courses" there and she said basically they tell you to go to a public school in boulder and teach the younger kids. "oh, i said, "VOLUNTEEEEER?!  without instruction from a professor... or some lectures maybe on psychology of teaching.....or anything....  i could go do that on my own, and not have to pay $1500 a semester to do so!"
then i found out CU had an MA in creative writing that is designed more along the lines of what i would expect, and i quote from their brochure: "upon completion, the graduating students will be prepared to teach at the university level". its not exactly (MA) what i want, but it just made me more aware that i should probably FIND exactly the program that I want before spending the time and money (i thought naropa was it, but...)  and also at CU the total cost with residencey for the entire program is $5,500 (naropa would be $25,000, i calculated this while out running one day and got a cramp). on top of that, CU gives discounted/free tuition for student teachers, and a small stipend.

so, i dropped the classes at naropa before add/drop cutoff and took a "leave of absence" hehe. 

so now im just looking for a job to put some money in the bank, and painting a lot. i started an office painting job yesterday, but ill let joe and shannon fill you in on the details of that little adventure! it lasted 4 hours.

but, then also yesterday, i got a call from the Oregon Americorp wanting to know if i wanted a job with them. they are looking for full time teachers/instructors for the boulder area and this guy said "ive got your resume here and it looks like you'd be a great fit". or something along those lines. so i have an interview on tuesday with them. 

maybe they do tuition reimbursement!

ill let you know how it goes. i hope everythings well there and tell everyone i said hello. 

g

g

telluride,

i decided this program, from what i've experienced so far, would not be worth (in any way) the 25 grand it would cost me to complete, so i dropped the three classes i had before the add/drop cutoff. I will go to plan B now, which is to get residencey somewhere and attend a graduate program part time while working (optimally, im going to attempt to land a job that will eventually pay for my graduate school— i've better chances of getting hit by lightening, so we'll see...). I want to get this MFA, but i feel (and have talked to other people who have attended naropa) that most of what we are doing in these classes is either—

A. "crafts" that should be taught in junior high summer programs to keep kids out of the streets, (the visual art classes are pretty sad) and/or 

B. literature and writing influences that I already am learning (or have already learned!) on my own. they do have a killer summer writing program that goes each summer for a month, and has a good reputation. so i am officially "on a leave of absence" and can take this workshop for graduate credit if i so choose in the future. we'll see. 

im not too impressed with boulder as it goes. in fact, im ready to get out of here. Amia Diorio too. there are no jobs except pizza delivery driver and dog shit eater, its rediculous rent, and way too many people. we have a lease till june, but i can put it up for sublease (and have the management morons write the new tenants a new lease) any time. so what i think we are going to do is stay a while and put a few g's in the bank accounts (hehe).

i thought i scored pretty good yesterday with a painting job for $12/hr. got up at seven, met the two guys to work with. the old man owner boss chump drives around with a grateful dead sticker on his car and at the same time barks orders like i havent heard since my dad waking me up back in highschool on saturday mornings to "....aaahhh...  go...... ahh mow the lawn. ..or something...."
but i ignored this part and thought of the day when i will no longer put up with jackasses like this. so, we start setting stuff up and eventually get to painting the inside of some office in broomfield. couple hours go by, im spakling holes and generally trying to look busy. then he tells me "go do the trim in that office with the guy in it..." so the guy working in this office leaves eventually and i lay out all the tarps and cover everything and start the trim with the brush. then i get way up over the door and theres about 2 inches between the door trim on top and that white foam panel ceiling stuff bullies and stoners used to throw and stick pencils into in junior high.... you know the stuff thats every office ceiling in the land.....  and this einstein leaves me with a 4 inch brush to work with and not get any of this purple paint on the ceiling tiles.... well, i bumped a tile and got a bit of purple paint on one and he FREAKS. starts swearing and pulls down the tile and starts scrubbing it with a towel!! ha! "oh, you might be done" he tells me. i thought this asshole was going to cry. honest. 

"what are you talking about, man," i said, "ill go get some gesso and cover it right up."
him: "what? what the fuck is gesso?!!" (getting redder and redder in the face and some sweat trickling down the second of a few chins he had going)

me: "white acryllic water based primer."
him: "what? well this things fucked, you're on your own to fix it!"
me: (hehe.)

him: "oh, man this things so fucked."
him: (scrubbing now harder and making pieces of this foam flake off onto the floor— wrecking the thing, getting redder in the face)

him: "oh, man this things so fucked."
me: (jesus, whats wrong with this guy) "so, you want me to go get it?"
him: (waaa, im so pissed and out of control i dont know what you just said and cannot talk, plus, i paint walls for a living and im dumb too. and a jackass...)

so i drive back home to get the gesso and two brushes of mine. drive back and, just as i said, covered up the purple paint swishes and solved the problem in approximately 3.6 minutes. and, the gesso was dry and ready to put those fresh white ceiling panels back up about 10 minutes later.

him: "oh, yeah, that'll work"
me: (yeah, but i wont, not for you red boy)

then i cleaned my brushes in the sink, took off the painter pants i had over my jeans, and said "im outta here. heres my address, send me my check."
i guess today ended up being the day when i will no longer put up with jackasses like this.

(yes, come visit. check things out at naropa, sit in on a class, i would like to know what you get from it. plus, you could stay here if you ain't got posse in this town)

g

Mrs Jeroze!!! HA! holy cripes that reaches back. i read that line 3 times because the name sounds so strange. and so familiar too. hehee.

here's a Q for tony: what good does a dog diaper do if the turds fall out and the pee leaks on carpet?

i think the gates-in-the-tile-kitchen is a very simple and smart solution to this doggie challenge. then you dont have to fuss with changing his diaper when you pick him up and things are a bit ripe down there.

i was asked to apply for a teaching/director job with Oregon americorp. so im going to do that now. i have an interview with them on tuesday. 

more later, coffees getting cold.

ahh, geeese, it sucks getting up around 11, making coffee,.... checking email.....    hmmmmm... ill probably go running in a bit....... paint too....

g

....and you SHOULD go. i didnt mean that question, as if there would be a hesitation in MY mind if the prospect of heading over to europe ever arose. im completely stoked for your plan. and we shall eventually have a drink....

...again.

as much as i could tell, you DO live your life in fast forward. i dont know if thats so good. you're too smart for that kind of living. especially in chicago.... not that its a bad place to be, but its not the best place to be. but its a good place to be. 

virtual reality sounds cool. you could maybe do a bukowski or creeley VR dvd (I could virtuously virtually narate) and i'd spot two and one half rainy wicker park drinks for one viewing (and my own copy). then, MGM or Universal would front 200K for develop—mental costs and the title. so.... we say this: "OK, its yours" then we go on to make this: "American Road Prose and Highway Dharma:  poetry from the back roads and blue highways of america and the adventures of the interstellar roadside prophet" (a black and white, naturally, shot in Chicago and some highfinds in LONDON maybe) plus visit and film all the past haunts (tv uses that word now) across america blah blah ....

where would you be finding a job in VR? i mean more specifically, do you have a city in mind?

when are you takin off?—

give me a mailing address as I will have a book to send out to you soon.

g

PS what happened to bluegirl.com?

Boulder Poem, Colora–da

If you walk up along Sanitas Valley trail, look down to the right—to the east

   and see Boulder, full of people,

   some of the wrong kind of people,

   or maybe the right people if over–priced housing is your game.

Boulder is weekend warrior mecca of our USA,

   over–priced nine–to–fiver's in over–priced pads eating over–priced meals

   and when Saturday comes, dig out two–thousand dollar bikes

   and ride to man–made trails

   take no skill or brain power to navigate,

   landscape paths make em tired more than a mile or so.

Boulder is stark–new assembly line four–wheel–drives,

   shiny and jeweled, with jet black luggage racks on top,

   or ski racks all summer long so your neighbors know you exist,

   and part of the clan.

Boulder is rich spoiled youth, go to college in an effort to dodge real schools

   and real work—mom and dad pay the bill,

   so no matter there.

Boulder is traffic–jammed like the Lincoln Tunnel,

   or route 64, no room to move in Taos, New Mexico tourist season.

Boulder is alcohol–fueled for all the wrong reasons.

In Boulder it's raining right now— rhythm tup–n–tap, toup–een–tap on gutters—

   and the trees and daffodils in Boulder need it.

In Boulder I sit in the back'ard and type out poems,

   tonight I don't want this grey and white computer to get rained on—

   drips dripping down and leaking under keypad

   short–circuting my thoughts about where I live.

Boulder has schools with concerned adults—

   right–minded people for right–minded reasons.

We need to build up the archives!—we say,

   and the chronicle of higher education says four thousand hours of audio literacy

   the Holy Spoken Word makes me wanna cry—

   stacked on the shelves

   decaying in the years waiting for digital relief to last on till next millennium.

Boulder has Right–minded people doing right–minded deeds,

   like MSU paying 3.6 million for spoken word network, available world–wide,

   in Streamwood, IL public schools hearing Robert Creeley at Naropa,

   or Frank O'Hara, John Ashbery and James Schuyler hollaring wine–twisted metrics

   in the Cedar Bar nineteen–sixty–one,

   or Kurt Vonnegut at ISU, praising new graduates from all across the states,

   confused where they are,

   confused where they're going—

   they like beer they say, but not a clue more.

   Like Jim Carroll one–man–show at University of Montana,

   raising caine small room across from the Gallery,

   singing acapello rock star lyrics outta NYC basketball hollywood blues,

   giggling and harw–ling up in hot white stage lights

   at olden–day crab lice, the bum motels, and the band that were not there—

Boulder's got bikes over there rusting, and getting wet.

Boulder needs a bar like the Top Hat in Missoula.

   Boulder needs an art scene like Wicker Park or Bucktown, Chicago.

   Boulder hasn't the old world culture to make neighborhoods what neighborhoods should be.

   Boulder likes bubble gum in fantastic and new, trendy rocky mountain fashion flavors.

   Boulder's hip in these here parts of Oregon, b'cause maybe right now Hollywood ain't.

   If the new NBC blockbuster hit TV sit–com hits, they'll make it in Boulder—

   cause they don't make em like they used to,

   they don't make em like M*A*S*H*,

   they don't make em like BJ and the Bear,

   they don't make em like The Courtship of Eddie's Father,

   or Mr. Cot–ter,

   or Good Times, with the real–world automatic fast–laugh machines—

   they don't make em for kids, curled up in NO–fashion courderoys,

   wholesome and cozy in velour, grade school picture–day dress–shirts, layed–out and fascinated—

   blue–light glowing faces, hypnotized by the tube, A–OK, broccolli's on the stove,

   when Mom's cookin' dinner—

   one more night,

   at home, in America.

o9.o8.o1 Boulderado, USA

actually, amigo, im seriously considering a move back to that good–ole place. i have to ride out a lease (or put this place up for sublease) here in boulder.

ill let you know what going to happen.

hows the job scene there these days? i could use a nice chill html or interactive graphics situation that gives me time to float about carefree on the blackfoot from time to time.

Oregon Americorp contacted me for a prospective teaching job here and i gave you as a reference (FYI). 

have the option for $200 all season: A-basin, Breckenridge, and keystone. oooeeee....

take care, tell the familia hello.

be up there soon,

g

first, i wake up to Amia Diorio crying saying this: "that was your brother, said they've bombed New York...." shits going down, i thought, guess we were on full alert.

so i get up say lets go watch then see whats going down. find out all the information. maybe havta skip up to the high country and do red dawn wolverines.

then we watch for two hours on NBC because we cant get CNN and im speachless as it goes. i cant say one damn thing. "is this for real" i thought or some goddamn dream that i had last two nights and couldnt sleep past five am.

a knock at the door, then, boulder cops saying "do you know who lived next door here before?" 

Amia Diorio tells them "yeah. and they moved out two months ago."
so they go away say thanks and creep all five of them around the fence across the parkinglot.

wondering whats going down.

so, Amia Diorios off to work with backpack across'er back packin one stale piece of pizza from two nights ago and a sweater for the walk home— later, she says "I love you and see you later..." two minutes pass and rapprapp on the door and she's back saying LET ME IN SOMEONE'S GOTTA GUN out here... beat police scanning the area, hands on revolvers looking around sketchy and uncomfortable. five blue uniforms looking up at next door neighbors window.

for some reason after a while then they all went home.

that was it. no explanation at all to anyone looking on.

they just went away.

and wouldnt say anything to anyone.

then the electricity went out on this place THREE times today and finally its back on.

crazy blasted day—

hope things are good there on cornelia. sometimes i wish i was there.

g 

good to read your writing again. in the thick of it all, that was wonderful. the writing that is. i havent heard or seen any fighters overhead, but im sure closer to Portland there are. we're only 35 mi or so from DIA so i dont understand WHY i havent seen any. you should get that letter to the daily herald or the tribune, and fast. people need to read more like this now, and less of the regurgitated facts and opinions that continue to cross the airwaves and newspapers once the bulk of the initial facts are known. like now.

i cant stop watching it all either, and been having strange dreams since it all started. one last night of two strangers, older man and younger girl building a small prop plane, a cessna, in our back yard.

the horror i find in all this (aside from whats already happened) is whats going to happen. whoever did this is obvioulsly smart enough, skilled and prepared enough, and has the capabilities to successfully pull off the worst attack on the US in history, murdering possibly 10,000 citizens, within our borders, using our planes and our people as their weapons, that is, of course, aside from their X–acto knives and 'box–cutters'—

they arent sitting around, now, slapping eachother on the back drinking beer awaiting retaliation. no one even knows where these people are, and if it is osama bin laden, he's been at the top of EVERYONES hit list since 1980, and no ones killed him yet, not the Soviets not even Israel whos been shooting from right next door. whos to say these crazy bastards DONT have bombs planted all over OHare, and at the base of the sears tower, or disney world, and downtown seattle? we hit "them", they give the word— no more OHare, and the sears tower, or disney world, and downtown seattle.

this 'snowball' effect is what concerns me. i guess its been a concern of mine for a while. this is from Smokey Mountain Breakdown, written in july—

I drive on words over the radio

   and the BBC coming in over the airwaves

   old english accents talking of Ireland and the IRA

   and the peacetalks in June.

I drive on Middle East newscasts

   floating over the ocean to these southeast states

   about Palastinian terrorist groups, 

   the Jirah,

   and the conflicts and controversies leading to world war three.

––––––––––––––

no worries about naropa, its a great writing program, maybe for some. but not for me. ill get the MFA thats for sure, but from a more worthwhile institution—like maybe u of montana where i can do multimedia and PAINT as well...not just one of the three. not that naropa isnt worthwhile, just not for me. besides, ive been painting a lot again and a want to do just that.

i dont have a job and running outta money fast. this is another concern right now. its ok, though, like everything else its a temporary situation and soon will pass as well.

more later, going to look for a job.

submit your letter to the papers, email it, itll take you five minutes.

g

hello right back at you... tell me what happened with your bike trip?...

we're stayin in boulder for a while, but not for too long...

oh sail awayyyy old coyoteeee

set sail and sing this soooooong,

im going baaaaaaack to old montanaaaaaa,

to the plaaaace where i belong...

let me know what your doing.

g

Milton Dennison,

first, i wake up to lauren crying saying this: "that was your brother, said they've bombed New York...." shits going down, i thought, guess we were on full alert.

so i get up say lets go watch then see whats going down. find out all the information. maybe havta skip up to the high country and do red dawn wolverines.

then we watch for two hours on NBC because we cant get CNN and im speachless as it goes. i cant say one damn thing. "is this for real" i thought or some goddamn dream that i had last two nights and couldnt sleep past five am.

a knock at the door, then, boulder cops saying "do you know who lived next door here before?" 

Lauren tells them "yeah. and they moved out two months ago."
so they go away say thanks and creep all five of them around the fence across the parkinglot, wondering whats going down.

so, laurens off to work with backpack across'er back packin one stale piece of pizza from two nights ago and a sweater for the walk homeÑ "OK", she says, "I love you and see you later..." two minutes pass and rapprapp on the door and she's back saying LET ME IN SOMEONE'S GOTTA GUN out here... beat police scanning the area, hands on revolvers looking around sketchy and uncomfortable. five blue uniforms looking up at next door neighbors window.

for some reason after a while then they all went home.

that was it. no explanation at all to anyone looking on.

they just went away.

and wouldnt say anything to anyone.

then the electricity went out on this place THREE times today and finally its back on.

crazy blasted dayÑ

not much more to say

right now until morning.

hey kiddo, good to hear from you, im happy you are happy in Chicago. i do love that city but cant seem to get comfortable there lately. when i was at the art institute fully enveloped that was one thing, but....not since. i miss it tho. i miss wicker park, bucktown (NOT "West"-bucktown...heehee), and being close to my family, and that blasted lake too. 

i will get the details of your bike trip from portland ME back home when i see you next. i always imagined that long distance biking would be a BIT easier than long-D hiking (and secretly would love to try) but i've been told my ass is too boney and i like the slow mind slow body pace of b-pack on foot path...as you are familiar with as well. im planning a PCT long haul within the next ....hmmm...ahhh hard to say...along with Alaska and all...   both within a few years i guess...       .....well here's the thing@#$%--- naropa didnt come through as the school i thought it was.... so i dropped the classes and wont be going back... but U of montana in missoula SEEMS to be the one, so we should be going there HOWEVER i have no job right now and we are in a BLASTED lease in BOULDER which as you very well may know is not the cheapest place to live. so we're getting outta here asap and going "Back montana...to the place where i beeeeelong..." (i sung that song to you last letter i believe!" Heehee...)

here's a bit from the book im aworkin on entitled "the String Cheese Diaries— american stories, dharma notes, gadabout letters, highway ramblings and poems from above the tree line"—

(ficticious names have been installed, as an example: "Amia" is Amia Diorio, and so on and so on..)

also, you may prefer to print the following as its a bit lengthy, as well: theres some wierd punctuation due to computer software translations but have no fear,

enjoy—

07.11.01 Stillwater, MN

Amia and I arrived in Somerset, Wisconsin last night two days early.

I planned on getting to a campsite and having a place to sleep at 

least one night before the shows which I thought started today, I 

was off by a day and now have two full nights to kick around this 

river town (right off the St. Croix) and keep myself occupied. Stillwater 

is a quiet and very picture-esque kind of town, the kind of town 

that could have some wonderful postcards just by standing dead in 

the middle of main street and snapping the trusty old 35mm, or going 

up on the hill over the bridge coming into town. For some reason,

however, there are none too many to be found, and the ones Amia 

picked out for her family look as if they‚ve been sitting in that 

wire spindle rack at the corner drug store since 1976. Perhaps they 

have, most everything else around here has been sitting for at least 

that long.

As I said, the east border of Stillwater runs the banks of the St.

Croix River and directly across is the west edge of the state of 

Wisconsin. I sit on the banks in rocky sand and olden worn lawn chair 

near Pappy‚s Music Bar in the marina holding thirty some yachts, 

fishers, and row boats. The rolling hills climbing above either side 

and framing the river valley hide quaint sandy enclaves dwarfed by 

the trees and spotted retiree houses above.

Pappy‚s has a porch full of deck furniture and brightly colored striped 

umbrellas near the shady side of the marina, but no one is there.

An inflatable plastic arch reaching perhaps twenty feet at the apex 

is significant of a Red Bull beverage promotion of some kind. A street 

size banner hangs over main street like inner city New York laundry 

lines announcing "Lumberjack Days July 22-27" in commemoration of 

the historic pride of this one-time lumber town, or maybe of all 

the clear-cutting destruction they‚ve done in this part of the Midwest 

alone over the years, a reminder, maybe, to conserve, not destroy.

Car traffic on the iron bridge over to and from Wisconsin is at a 

stop. A string of autos, family vans, eighteen-wheelers, and buses 

runs end to end and disappears up into the trees. As I was sitting 

here a short while ago a cargo rig stacked to the gills with crushed 

and compacted automobiles from the wrecking yard, or going to the 

wrecking yard, synched to the flat bed came barreling down the hill 

out of Somerset headed toward the river. The maximum height on the 

bridge‚s cross-supports was obviously much lower than the top crushed 

automobile on the front stack of the truck, the driver nearly tore 

down the bridge in one crashing effort, but sent twisted mangled 

metal soaring through the air at 50 mph, sliding across the concrete,

and splashing into the river with a supersonic audible blast that 

knocked me outta my chair, sent the blackbirds fluttering outta the 

trees by the hundreds, and must‚ve rattled the St. Louis Arch far 

far down the old Mississip. Wondrously, the bridge itself seems undamaged 

as I can see it from here, but four or five cars worth of rusty bent 

steel is now strewn across the two lane road and no one can get through,

several strolling confused civilians take careful, bashful steps 

near the accident site along with the driver of the truck who stands 

alone looking down scratching his head. The Stillwater police are 

arriving now.

07.12.01 William O‚Brien State Park, MN

I just met Carl the campground host on my way the bathhouse˜„You 

guys leaving today?‰ he questioned˜„No‰, I shot back grinning, „we 

just got here and we‚re staying for a while...‰ He appeared momentarily 

confused and informed me some other folks had just left the same 

site Amia and I were now in˜ The smoldering ashes in the fire ring 

told me this already, just out of conversation I told him so. „I 

didn‚t know they were going to switch teams on me so fast,‰ said 

Carl. He told me again he was the campground host and to find him 

Œover there‚ if there was anything we needed˜ I laughed ŒOK‚, told 

him my name and walked on.

07.13.01 Stillwater, MN (on the St. Croix)

I was thinking last night˜ on the drive up through Eau Claire, Wisconsin 

in an attempt to find Somerset˜ about the fire in the camp village 

in Lester, Missouri on night three of the shows down there earlier 

this summer, and how it easily could have destroyed the entire Mark 

Twain National Forest had the ground and trees not been thoroughly 

dampened by the constant rains in the days prior to the accident.

I had been sitting on the tailgate of the truck talking and joking˜ 

laughing mostly with Arendo, a mandolin and harmonica blower up from 

Arkansas who was camped out next to us along with some young couple 

under their tarpaulin lean-to shanty. It was late into the night 

and folks were getting back from the show around then. We were already 

there sitting contentedly back in camp village and could feel things 

start to stir˜ Before most people got back to their tents and campfires 

the village was quiet and serene, a calming place hung thick with 

midnight fog. The full moon shone heavily through the rain soaked 

haze that caused these tree covered hills, just north of the Ozarks 

to appear as if in costume for a short spell, parading as the Great 

Smokey Mountains of southern Tennessee, eerie and spooked with the 

blue-ness and all.

Arendo finished a sentence something like „∑ and I was so drunk then 

I couldn‚t roll a cigarette to save my holy head, so what I did then 

was∑‰ and as if on queue a low pitched rumbling explosion filled 

the silent night˜ and there was silence no more. I craned my neck 

around the back end of the truck to find the entire campsite illuminated 

in a hellish red-orange heat. The group of campers next to us˜ kids 

really who knew not the first thing about surviving out of doors,

away from their Midwestern suburban nightlife beer cases and state 

college fraternity socials˜ panicked, let out piercing caterwauls,

jumping back shouting in confusion about water buckets and what 

now to do. The flames reached higher, devouring the thick oxygen 

and growing to over twenty-five feet. The base of the flames quickly 

spanned twenty-two feet across and showed no signs of slowing, feeding 

itself on leaves and fallen twigs that covered the ground beneath 

it and reaching to the trees above that at first seemed so high up 

and safely out of range.

I heard someone in the crowd shout and holler about the gas can that 

was now completely engulfed in flames and would surely blow any second.

One of the fools in a dim-witted fit of frustration had used the 

gasoline as fuel, pouring it straight from the red metal can onto 

open flame, most likely since his rain-drenched firewood would not 

burn to his satisfaction˜ and now these were the same fools that 

stood around watching, looking at each other then back at the flames 

as the entire forest stood in jeopardy.

Another sharp minded soul from a nearby camp came running with a 

bucket of water˜ a bucket full of water for a gasoline fire. It seems 

most of our third grade teachers were right when explaining never 

to throw water on a gas or oil fire (water and oil DON‚T MIX), since 

it only causes the flames to spread, ultimately making your situation 

that much worse! (This grown man who came running with the bucket 

of water and threw it into the base of the flames, I found out later,

is a fire safety manager of some sort on a commercial shipping barge 

off the coast of Cape Cod.)  Now this beast raged over thirty-five 

feet high, and they all just backed up and stared. 

With the decision in my head that although I had nothing to do with 

the ignition of this fire, it was started un-naturally with a chemical 

liquid that has no place in the woods in the first place˜ I was not 

going to let it destroy the trees˜ or any of the thousands of people 

in it. I picked up the longest, flattest splint of firewood within 

arms reach and started digging and throwing wet soil into the base 

of the flames. Steve had the same idea at the same moment and as 

twenty or so foolish campers˜ most of them from the group that caused 

the explosion˜ stood by in horror with hot orange faces glowing guilty 

expressions in the night˜ Steve and I kept digging up dirt and throwing 

as much as possible over and over until the fire began to slow. Digging 

dirt, flinging dirt. Then shrink. Flinging dirt. Then slowly˜ very 

slowly, it died.

07.27.01 Lyons, CO 

"They're prayer flags, man, Tibetan prayer flags and they blow 

strong up in the wind. The five colors alternate (blue— longevity,

white—purification, red—wish fulfilling, green—tara, and yellow—wind 

horse) —In the center of each of the flags is the Wind Horse, the 

uplifting energy that carries good fortune to all beings—¨

07.28.01 Lyons, CO 

I was thinking back on the trip when Rob Voulliard and I were out 

for two months—from October through almost Christmas back in ninety-

six—and about how ethereal a season it is to be out and traveling 

down through the south and southwest and finally to the Pacific Ocean.

   The sun is beating down relentlessly on this dry grassy field where 

we¡œve set up camp again for three days of bluegrass. The tarpaulins 

are up to provide some hot shade and the prayer flags blowing in 

the breeze remind me once more of the Himalayas and the mystic possibilities 

of the trip to Nepal and Tibet, and trekking through the mountains 

there.

08.07.01 Dunsmuir, CA 

Samuel drove out from Tennessee in two long days on the road— a 

solo trip with not much going on but burning concrete highways and 

the cornfields of the Midwest. Amia and I tossed our packs and a 

tent into his trunk and left my truck in Boulder.

   We came across this blessed little town with the Burdene River rushing 

along through the valley. The timber is thick here around this old 

town, mostly civilized with old, gray hippies, maybe out of San Fran 

before it swelled with newcomers and tourists and Fortune 500 corporation 

Robots—

Mount Shasta Poem

Cold, olden rushing wide river

   Snow melt from Mount Shasta

   above covered in needle pine—

Blue graffito Union Pacific freight train grinding and steaming

   through the trees along the water

   hauling garbage to the landfill that contaminates Mother Earth—

   and my sleep.

Naked swimmers up stream on the rocks

   hugging and touching bare bottoms

   and kissing in the shade—

Idiot Wind playing loud acoustic guitar

   coming down through the trees

   bouncing off river rocks slick and oily tadpole reflections—

   music from the road above.

I've been to see Japhy Ryder and S.F. Renaissance poets from the old alley streets,

   wet from Pacific rains up to Oregon redwoods

   surrounding new campfires at dawn.

I've been to see Arlo Gentry sipping coffee downtown NYC

   writing letters across country

   with black and white photographs from Japan

   and hand scribed captions in the gutter—

Middle aged hipster writing circles around the globe,

chanting in open market isles,

writing yellow cab big city mantras

for coast to coast right minded highway ramblers

   bathing in the rivers,

   praying to the trees

       where God and existence become the same,

    and the dirt sticks to my feet,

          like castaway bandit stowedaway in the sun.

08.14.01 Early Morning

Dreamt last night that I was at a party at someone's house who I 

did not know. I was sitting in a room off to the side with Arlyn—I 

hadn't seen him since leaving Chicago in June. There was one other 

person in the room with us but I didn't know who it was. Arlyn was 

looking sick and I was horrified at the bullet hole in his forehead 

that was big enough to see the smooth red wet tissue lining of the 

back of his skull. His head inside where the cerebral cortex should 

be was empty. There was no bleeding, just a large gaping crevasse.

I asked him with a shaky voice what happened. I was scared for him 

and wanted to help him and take care of his wound. He started to 

cry and his voice cracked and said that"Richard" had given him 

something for his headache. (Richard, I knew, was the drunken kid 

from the Mount Shasta shows who seemed rather convinced that he knew 

me from Eugene, Oregon. "No," I told him, "Not me, you've never 

met me before, must be someone else—" But, he managed to appear 

everywhere we went for the next week or so, then finally after the 

Oregon shows he stopped appearing. This, I thought, was a bit strange 

and maybe the reason for him appearing in the dream.) What Arlyn 

took was a pill that Richard laced with something to knock him out.

Arlyn said he couldn't stand up after he took the pill. As he kept 

crying, he said that Richard made the hole in his head when he was 

knocked out, this frightened me more. Then I woke up.

hey hombre. 

good to hear from you finally. its been a while. meeting a few ladies always helps the time to pass more interestingly, especially, i would imagine, in a nightlife mecca like chucktown. heehee.

yeah, this summer was a blast with all those shows and crazy nights but the whole summer tour got old after a while. i was looking forward just to getting a place and hanging out and having a place to paint, maybe get a job (which hasnt happened yet! hehe, and im going broke. good thing Amia Diorios working a lot.) so from now on i will just hit the occasional good show here and there, a festival or two in the summer and fall. theres too many morons on tour just out to get fucked up on anything they can. they dont even care much about the music. i would love to do a PJ show with you some time soon. i havent seen any tour dates lately. whats the scoop? maybe ill go check the site. ive been listening a lot to the one disc i bought in chicago early summer of them in columbus. ohhh, boyyyyyyyitsa goodie. 

i keep getting these fuckin emails about the ten year reunion. ha! dont think ill be around for that. anyway it would seem a bit lame in the light of being on the brinks of ww3 and all. its all pretty surreal. my brother Joe and Danimal keenan drove out to NYC tuesday after the hits and worked in some supply distribution center as volunteers. i dont have much detail about it yet.

also, i think im planing on being in chicago for christmas and out here snowboarding for new years. let me know the dates you will be coming through, we'll be waiting for you. come visit any time you want. 

boulders pretty lame and its really expensive to live here and i cant find a decent job, so as soon as we save enough cash and get outta this lease we're moving to missoula. i will eventually get my MFA there and Amia Diorios all stoked about that university as well. plus its a rad town and cheap to live. shit man.... plus, its MONTANA.

but we'll probably be here until spring i guess. we'll see. ill just let you know.

i used to email kurt a lot but now i cannot find his address.

alright man, give me a call when you can.

g

you should check out university of montana in missoula. i think thats what im going to do as soon as i can get outta this fuckin lease. they've got a MFA in creative wr.: poetry, prose, fiction, nonfiction, on and on.... i will get residencey back in that bad ass town and pay about 1300 a semester, four or five semesters and have my MFA along with a teaching qualification. also, during the time im there can get grad teaching assts. and have a salary (low, very low, but enough to get through school) and reduced or NO tuition as a benefit of teaching undergrad classes, all part of the program. then, if i trade in my chances of being struck by lighting, i could possibly secure some sort of livable wage job there upon graduation.

i hope brews and blues was good. if i could have ran there i maybe wouldve come. going to durango on thursday for 3 days for a wedding. camping out on wedding couples front yard i imagine. why dont we meet there? say: aaa...friday afternoon. beers at haggards. cool, see you there.

Aspen? aspen sucks.

just kidding.

well, we'll be down in durango sippin on gin and juice. layed back. i dont have any money.

what happened to writing after you got coffee? must be a busy bee there in that corner. is the tv on with the war coverage going non stop twenty four hours a day?

i might have just gotten my graphics job back in missoula. see ya boulder.

right now im watching rattle and hum (U2) ever see it? its one of the best music documentaries ive seen. and ive seen it a lot. at one point during my punk theiving days in high school, my buddy Jordan Fairway and i used to get into peoples lockers after school once in a while before going out to smoke marlboro reds, listen to u2 and skateboard. once, then, on one of these capers, i came across a scientific calculater and a vhs copy of this film, Jordan Fairway got the calculator. 

going to run which might not be easy. drank a bottle of barefoot wine last night solo. 

so, sipping mint jeulips on the varanda this weekend are we?

g 

this sure sounds like a good way of getting rid of the element that holds the idea of "killing all american and israeli citizens" as part of their religious beliefs: giving them dental care and fixing their roads.

that would rock if it would work. and id be in favor even of trying it, after sending in loraine metz in her blue fatigues to shoot the select few in the head. i think in reality whatever course of action this "operation infinite justice" (sounds like a new cartoon, like Voltron) leads to its going to involve heavy bombing of af and pakistan and killing a lot of their people. so then the gov kills a lot of their people, missing some main members, who in turn retaliate against the US again. then people like britain get involved for some of their own reasons, like wanting to look tough in Time magazine and then, eventually: ww3. either way things go, i think the US will get hit again and i think about maybe chicago, the second largest metro city, and busiest on any normal work day. the building i worked in at sdi, where we went to that office party, has been evaccuated twice since tuesday 11 because of bomb threats. i think most of the bomb threats are unwarrented because if you were going to really do something (like hijack a plane and drive it into a building) you would have no reason to forwarn the victims who most likely are going to die in the process. but still...

so, anywayyyyysssss....

i called my old graphics job at the newspaper in missoula and they seem to want me to come back there. so im waiting to get a final word from them today, they said. that would rock to move back there. if we went up there soon, maybe you guys could come for thanksgiving there or newyears or something. go ride snowbowl ten minutes away. or the big mtn in whitefish, best ski mountain in montana, says skiier magazine. he.

were driving down to durango/vallacito for our friends wedding this weekend. we're leaving tonight when Amia Diorio gets off work around 6. its eight hours, way down in the sw corner in the san juans, so well probably camp out tonight, maybe have some coldies simply to celebrate the idea that we are not in boulder for a few days, anyway.

im getting ready for boulder half marathon on sept 30. i watched the extera triathalon few days ago, see it? brutal. i bet some people shit themselves at the end.

yeah, definitely ask anyone who would be available for new years. im going to see if Billy Chaston might make it but i think he'll be in SF. anyway though, we have a lot a room here. Amia Diorios dad and step mom are planing on coming and told Amia Diorio if she made plans for a certain mountain than she (her step mom) would buy us a lift ticket and hotel room. hehe. ive never ridden copper mountain, but it looks pretty good. we cruised by it a couple weekends ago. seems to have a little village for new years festivities, and no one would have to drive anywhere. i guess these would be the tentative plans. no one has bought tickets or booked any rooms yet because we may not even be here and will have to alter the plan to be in montana (that would rock). im putting an ad in the paper to rent this place in a little while. right now i have to go drop a bomb of my own.

alright. thats it for now, must go check to see how many jobs havent responded to my resume.

      hola to you. 

every time i read your email address i wonder what redhat means. or meant...  anyway, things are really good in a few ways here in boulder, other than the fact that i cant get a job even after looking all over this town for two months...AND even in PORTLAND! (yuck, but i thought the big city might have something to offer. nope.) so, for this reason we will be leaving here as soon as we sublet this place.

that may seem a bit drastic at first, but not really. you see, we only came to boulder in the first place this summer because i had been accepted into the MFA program at naropa. so i came and enrolled and tried it out, to make a long not-so-interesting-anymore-story short, it was nothing close to the program that i thought it would be. so i dropped my classes before i would have to pay 4500 for 9 hours. neither Amia Diorio nor I have ever really liked boulder from the start (could you tell that in the Boulder Poem?), but ok enough to stay until i finished school. but now...  no school. the traffic sucks here. you'd think with all this traffic there would be some big city benefits, like jobs.

the good part is that at least i HAD a little money saved up and have been using that for rent and movies and whatever and have been painting tons and writing a lot as well. the book is taking longer than i thought to get finished—because i changed the format drastically at the last minute. it IS done now, as of TODAY! but will take about a month to go back and forth with proofs at the printer and all that jazz. HOW would you think it would be out and selling without you knowing? i told ya you'll be getting a box one day soon on the doorstep of that excellent bookstore. a box, that is, not just a single yellow folder holding a stack of poems. and as for the paintings, ive been taking some pictures to scan and upload, but it will be a little while for that as well because i have to PAY to develope the film, and that saved up money i mentioned earlier is about run out.

so heres some really killer news. when we leave here asap, we will be going back to missoula. to live. and i will get residencey in that state (again) and get into the graduate/teaching program at UM. Amia Diorios all stoked about that school too and wants to apply as well. 

the only thing that would change this plan is if i got this webmaster job at angel fire resort down in new mexico, near taos. i have to fax these folks my resume tomorrow so we'll see. if i dont get the job then back to montana for me.

hehe.

now. i was following that fire in/near glacier before sept 11, then lost track. i was wondering if it was effecting you guys, and figured Lorenzo was most definitely there always. i hope everythings ok with that. and no, i didnt know you bought land in WEST GLACIER?!?! jesus, thats cool. what will you build? where is the land? how much?

when i get back there i planned on checking out some property purchases, you see, that one stash of cash wasnot the ONLY stash of cash.

hoho.

Amia Diorio is dying to get into ceramics. thats pretty much all she talks about when we talk about school. and montana. so naturally i told her as much as i could about you and your setup and where you guys live and what you do and showed her the candle you sent me...shes excited to meet you.

so lets see. i should be sending in the final manuscript of the book in a few days. then about a month to get them all back. so if its done first week in november, that will be good timing for the holidays i guess. so ill let you know. 

take care up there. 

g

well hello again.

good story.

ok. if you need a web site let me know. i actually just came across a pottery site that was pretty nice www.iconpottery.com if you would like to see. i will be working on three sites for three different businesses in the el paso area. a construction company and two interior design companies. good money and dont have to get dressed in the morning to do it. not that im sitting here typing naked, but just wearing old dirty clothes. ahhhhhhh.

well i decided since i have this little job going now i can allow the cost of developing two rolls of film which contains three new paintings. the fourth new one was that wedding present and i FORGOT to shoot it. hopefully they will send the photo soon. its delecate arch, i think youd dig that one.

as for the email thing: if you are sure the virus is gone, you have no worries. the font size should be easily formatted in your email program. (sorry if you already know and have tried this) highlight all the text first. you should be able to change the font, size, color, backround color if you want, all that. maybe have to go into Edit -- Preferences to do it?

this lease goes till June. ick. i put up two FOR RENT signs out on the busy street right here last night. i figured id give that a week and see if anyone calls. if not, than ill have to pay the SEVENTY dollars it costs to get a little classified ad in boulder. jesus thats sad. so when we DO get out of here i will know about the web master job in NM. if i dont get it, we'll be back up there. i would love to live in NM for a while. montana too, but maybe not just yet. but then again...

ill tell Amia Diorio what you said about the ceramics at UM. let me know (or her: sunshine@rhythmmountain.net) if you get any more info on that workshop you mentioned.

take care, enjoy the rain.

g

sauce,

whats up? im pretty sick of boulder at this point. i put a sign up FOR RENT out on the main street. maybe i wont have to pay the $70 for an ad in the paper if this works. one girl came by the day after i put it up (saturday) and she brought back her roommate. her roommate doesnt want to live on a busy street so i dont think they're going to take it. damn.

i dont even think looking for a job here anymore would be a wise use of time seeing as though im trying to leave. i dont want to dig into the usaa fund, but other than that, ive got about $100 left. so im getting annoyed. 

what are you living on?. i have a small check coming from naropa comuter lab job and some back money from fed inc tax, some new thing they're refunding $300 to me. mom got $500 or six i think. did you get any of that?

you need adobe acRobat reader to open this attachment, its pretty cool.

more later going to paint.

g

that job at Naropa computer lab was only work/study so had to give it up when i dropped my classes. i went for an interview in the psych department, they need someone to rebuild their website and build two other sites they want up for a place to go for people interested in getting some new endowments they had just been given. so these two ladies were all "psyched" (hehe) when i told them i could do it very inexpensively for them, compared to other offers they'd had. they actually said to me "oh, we'll definitely call you for this work". two days later no word. so i emailed one of them, she responded they have no funding for this project and its been put on hold.

sad. again.

maybe we should join the marines or something. no more waiting for other suckers to push shit around their desks pretending they're "working on it", we could go in as officers and live for free, stay in good shape, travel the world for free, then have jobs upon getting out. i think we'd even get pensions and could buy motorcycles when we retire.

i sent in my resume to a webmaster job in taos, nm. they just informed me yesterday that the job wont be available till november or december. and they'll "call me if they want to do an interview" blahblah.

then theres this other graphics job at the Sangre de Christo Chronicle that the woman emailed me twice about. so today im going to write her back and see if i can secure this job in some way. she hasnt said anything about interviewing or anything like that, she just sort of explains aspects of the job and leaves it at that. the job sounds cool though. it pays pretty well for the rockies and REALLY well for anywhere near new mexico.

that formula presentation was sent to me from steve krupa. hes that big kid i hung out with at bradley all the time. hes a construction engineer, works for CAT in kansas city. i thought it was good. i was thinking of that same thing while i was running the day before i got his email. i didnt know about the temp of kerosene burning being hotter than the melting point of steel, and that there was an hour between impact and crumble. i just figured the impact and size of a full 767, plus the destruction and force of the explosion afterwards caused enough of the steel supports holding the approx. 35 stories above it to collapse. then, of course, roughly the top third of the building--ANY building-- freefalling into the bottom two thirds definitely would cause full collapse. i was thinking, "i bet no building in the world could withstand that weight and force." hehe. then, here comes the physics formulas to prove it.

guess ill go look for a job. i sent some photos to moms, go check them out.

heres my address:

2138 Tiffany Drive

2990 Glenwood #101

Boulder, CO 80301

i started reading explaining hitler about 2 pages. this was directly after finishing NIGHT by Elie Wiesel, a then-12 year old who survived Auschwitz and Buchenwald. then the next day or so the planes hit and all i watched was that on the news so i decided to put off Explaining. and started something else. the Hobbit. hell yeah. last christmas Amia Diorio got me a monster gift certificate for the book store in telluride. i used up the whole hundred bucks in one swift venture. among the others that ive read, i still have the hobbit plus the Lord of the Rings trilogy. im about done with bilbo and will read the all four consecutively i think. they rock. there is a full feature movie coming out called the lord of the rings. but then they make it sound like part of a trilogy, so im not too sure what they have in mind.

Amia Diorios reading Into the Wild right now, i told her she had to.

did you check out The Story of B, by Daniel Quinn? 

going to paint.

yo.

naropa is a new, clean, and calm place with excellent intentions in every way. if you are a psychology student and have tens of thousands of dollars to drop, or in most cases im sure, your parents have tens of thousands of dollars to drop, you might be in the right place, as in most areas, psychology is a good place to get the alternative education naropa offers. it would be a benefit perhaps worth the money spent and time spent in such a field.

if you only wanted to get an MFA in writing and do NONE of the following: painting, drawing, interactive multimedia, etc. and you didnt mind paying 4500 each for several summercamp craft classes you were forced to take along with your writing workshop and literature seminars each semester, than it would be a good place to be.

i dig what its all about there, dstrom. but the money and what you LEARN for it just doesnt compute. its a cool place to take a class here and there, get some new perspective but as far as it being the place where i get my MFA. no.

one of the writing workshops i planned on taking, but couldnt because it was "full" i found out later had undergrad kids AND TWO HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS enrolled. that was the straw that did the damage in the end. next day i dropped all classes.

anyway. looking for a job either in missoula (may be going back) or down near taos. i did some checking into the UofM up there as far as a potential MFA location. they have it all. teaching credentials as well. plus, the cost is right....

as far as new mex, had two graphics jobs possibilities, but aint holding my breath for these folk. they seem a bit distracted with something or other. or maybe they are just being human.

staying in LA for a while?

g

hey there girl,

when are you going to be here? halloween? we dont have any plans yet, money is just about nonexistent so its hard to go out. but, boulders pretty lame and dont really WANT to go out much. so we stay here usually. leave on the weekends and go camping. the house is up for rent and we'll be leaving Oregon as soon as someone rents it. either taos new mexico or back to montana. probably montana, but we'll see... looking for graphics job there now.

what dates will you be in europe? sounds like a bad ass trip. i got the photos from jazz aspen, thanks a lot, i love seeing photos of BT on stage. those guys rock. i wish we could have come to see. next time. i heard those tix were $50 so i laughed and decided no, i wouldnt be going this year. 

the book is DONE and at the printers. you can order one from ninearts.org starting end of this month. tell all those cats down there they'll need to order a bunch!! they're great for gifts. hehe.

i sent some slides to Portland galleries trying to get a show. whats your moms gallery?

let me know whats up, gotta try and find a job. next time i get a good job, im not leaving it for a long long time. hohoho.

g

winning soccer league is good. its getting pretty cold here last two nights, and as i remember playing many games that left me soaking wet with pneumonia or some such ailment afterwards, i would imagine there, in telluride, the town that gets two hours of direct sunlight a day, that it would be getting somewhat late in the season for soccer to continue... even though you would like it to. maybe you can just wander the alleys, as i did as a boy barefoot in the west side burroughs of chicago, tying up soiled rags with old found twine into a bundle, using this as a makeshift soccerball, looking for other kids to compete with, kicking and bouncing the knotted rags off decaying poverty garage doors, watching the rats scurry in haste. thinking of them as the opposing team when there was no one around to play.

dont be hung over so much, you'll feel better. and whats the story with this heart breaker guy? fill me in. and tell him what you think.

heres a story for you, although if i sent this one already, let me know. i dont think i did:

im not too impressed with boulder as it goes...

hello.

well, the way it is set up there (UM) is that if i apply like usual and am not accepted as a full time degree seeking student, i can still apply as a non-degree seeking student and take graduate courses (at my leisure, this would be good for working) for graduate credit, i guess the difference would only be that i am not on some structured program schedule. then maybe get accepted into the school full time the next semester with credits already attained. plus, they have graduate assistant teaching jobs- PAYED and discounted tuition and teaching courses.

i figured out the cost of living and pay scale in missoula is the same as in chicago, only cut in half almost exactly. interesting. ive always used chicago as a comparison since ive always (ok, usually) been able to find good jobs at very fair wages when i am there. (this made me feel good about it, and not like i would be wasting money, like people must do a lot in boulder.) i explained this to Amia Diorio but she didnt seem to care too much! i think she said something like this: "oh".

good to hear you will be able to get the tickets for the ND game. im sure you are looking forward to it. i would imagine its pretty chilly there now. its been about 35 over night here. time to break out the heavy sleeping bag! 

so, i guess you decided not to go to the reuinion?

i had a job interview doing graphics at a print shop company yesterday. havent heard anything from him since. he said "you are at the top of the list..." or something, but so far that hasnt meant too much. i think people just like to say that.

more time to paint, i guess...  

tell grandpa i said hello.

have a great weekend, drive safe, love

g 

things are good hombre. nothing like slingin pizza pies to pay the rent, but been painting and writing like mad since getting off the road in august. im in boulder co because of MFA in poetics at Naropa U.

here's a little something more....

ps you gunna be around chitown for the holidays? ill be back, we should have drinks scouring the streets.

g

08.07.01 Dunsmuir, CA 

Samuel drove out from Tennessee in two long days on the road— a 

solo trip with not much going on but burning concrete highways and 

the cornfields of the Midwest. Amia and I tossed our packs and my

tent into his trunk and left the truck in Boulder.

   We came across this blessed little shack with the Burdene River rushing 

down along through the valley below. The timber is thick here around this old 

town, mostly resided by simpley kind, old, gray hippies, maybe out of San Fran 

before it swelled with newcomers and tourists and Fortune 500 corporation 

Robots—

Burdene River and Mount Shasta Poem

Cold, olden rushing wide river with snow melt from Mount Shasta

   above covered in needle pine—

Blue graffito Union Pacific freight train grinding and steaming

   through the trees along the water

   hauling garbage to the landfill that contaminates Mother Earth—

   and my sleep.

Naked swimmers up stream on the rocks

   hugging and touching bare bottoms and kissing in the shade.

Idiot Wind playing loud acoustic guitar coming down through the trees

   bouncing off river rocks slick and oily tadpole reflections—

   music from the road above.

I've been to see Japhy Ryder and S.F. Renaissance poets from the old alley streets,

   wet from Pacific rains up to Oregon redwoods

   surrounding new campfires at dawn.

I've been to see Arlo Gentry sipping coffee downtown NYC

   writing letters across country

   with black and white photographs from Japan

   and hand scribed captions in the gutter—

Middle aged hipster writing circles around the globe, chanting in open market isles,

   writing yellow cab big city mantras for coast to coast right minded highway ramblers

   bathing in the rivers, praying to the trees where God and existence become the same,

   and the dirt sticks to my feet, like castaway bandit stowedaway in the sun.

howdy stranger,

just thought id see what you were doing right about now. me, im having a cold black jack porter on the house and working on what may become at some point book no. 2. i wrote under the influence about two weeks ago a poem entitled "when im prosperous". it was going to simpley be in the beginning a list of things (that require money, because i was getting very low on cash this night and wondering when i would get a job and when i would have a little extra) that i would eventually do. but it turned into a more structured list, then on and on.

i havent typed it up yet. so i cant send it right this moment, but im thinking of typing it up now. in the meanwhile, i just wanted to say hello. and that as soon as i rent this house in mushy bouldertown, we'll be moving back to montana, where i can finish graduate works at the U, i even have already spoken with my old boss at the newspaper. hehe. im excited for this.

here is something i thought you would like:

take care up there,

g

whats new sauce?

not much going on here, started slingin pizza pies today as a result of not being able to find a more challenging job... put the place here up for rent, as soon as it goes, we'll be moving back to missoula. its been on the market for only about a week now, had one interested party, but no follow through, i guess. i hope it doesnt take too long to get someone in here. i've never had to deal with this angle, but i just put up a sign out on the busy street out there....we'll see who bites...

whats up with you these days? hows IL? CO's getting into winter. we went hiking wednesday up some wicked river mountain trail and had some sub sandwiches at Lost Lake. now im going to get a big raft for rivers and lakes along side the campsite. what are the plans for the holidays? we should be here (rent situation pending) for thanxgiving, but i will be in chitown for christmas then probably have some company for new years. wanna ski in the new year?

let me know whats up when you can, hope things are good. tell jonny hey.

Hello, 

hows CA? boulder ain't the coolest place on earth, but it'll do till i leave. hehe. i've been working on book 2, the string cheese diaries (for now) and thought you might want to check some out... hope things are good there for you and your schooling/work situation in the hills.

yeah, came to boulder for MFA at naropa, but naropa turned out to be less than what i thought. its a lot of info, ill tell you later, basically though the writing department and the instructors there are great. they are the equivalent to the painting instructors at the art institute, meaning you couldnt do much better finding a teacher. but, their studio arts are almost non-existent and silly, plus there is no real teaching school there. UNLIKE, the university of montana, back up in good old missoula. i should have went there, but if i did, and didnt try out naropa, id surely right now be up in montana saying to myself, "i got into naropa MFA, maybe i should have went there." but now i know. plus naropa is the most expensive education ive come across in a while. more than SAIC, but i dropped the classes before add/drop cutoff. hehe. so im thinking of going back to montana to finish graduate work there at the university, once establishing residencey. they have graduate teaching positions, instructing undergraduate courses, with much lowered tuition and a stipend. maybe get a full time teaching job there after graduating. plus, its montana. and i wont have to think about breathing Jiihad crop dusters full of lab experiements.

so im just waiting for someone to rent this place here on 30th and glenwood. you can see the flat irons from our back yard under the tree, so its really not too bad. but as soon as someone wants it, we're gone.

the very up side to all this (in addition to the naropa decision) is that ive been able to paint 4-7 hours a day. no one is around, i can here the cars speeding by down on the street. play some music, usually bob dylan or blues traveler and just paint. have coffee and write email in the morning like this. only, this is a bit later than normal for me. i usually get up much before 9. plus today i had to walk to the store to get some more sugar for the coffee. you are getting the details now.

im actually pretty homesick for chicago these days. sometimes i think about going back there to stay for a while in case something happens there, or here. just to be with my family. but i guess a possibility of something happening is not a very strong reason for changing a lot of things. but im good at changing a lot of things and doing it efficiently--i guess i've had a lot of practice, thats just been the way i live, only i have to consider Amia Diorio as well now, and i dont think-- i know she doesnt really want to go back to chicago. i got into a co-op gallery in Portland this weekend and went to see and talk to the director yesterday. it was wicker park gallery, next to big old bar and music venue in a neighborhood. just moved to Portland. this made me even more homesick. who knows.

take care, i think the snows on its way.

g

cool. panic in bozeman. is it at the old ice rink? Billy Chaston and i saw that show in 99 just before i moved to missoula, it rocked. tons of room to move if its in the same venue. there were maybe 1000 folks there total. we tailgated about three rows from the front doors, drank johnny-cant-reads with a black leather clad middle aged couple on a harley. it was hot. once inside, i put my shoes on the bleecher-bench seats we had and ran off to boogey on the main floor, stopping to view from the dug-out where the hockey teams sit. wigged out all show long, came back hours later, and there were the shoes. sitting right where i put em. 

its the little things that i like.

im sure you'll have a grand old time over there.

the new books in production, i just got word. should be on the shelves so to speak in a matter of a few weeks. im going to have it for sale online. no hassles or costs with a big nation wide distributor company. i've got my own personal world-wide distributing company, its called the internet.

more later, renting this place in boulder. should be in montana by snowfall.

g

whatup stranger? i got an email from bob yesterday saying he was going to run another short piece i sent him. let me know when he does will you? (its about some idiots nearly burning down the mark twain NF in missouri this summer) you must once more grab a stack and send them through the US mail my way. I am keeping a tab of all the postage I owe you back and will soon some day, when we meet up again, buy you a round of pin-ball at the back of some smokey-wooden winter mountain bar room. the beers of course are on you for repayment of all the office clerical work, paper pushing, and appointment making i've been doing for these last few years.

anyway. i went out and started a landscape painting yesterday. i have ample time to paint lately since my part-time job delivering pizzas is not all that demanding. boulder f'kn sucks and i cant wait to leave. the paintings, though, rock and although none yet is of masterpiece level, i see these guys like walter ufer, paul cezanne, ed paschke, chuck close, etc, who have surpassed their masterpieces (you see, i have lots of time to study as well), didnt do it until they were somewhere in the ballpark of 55... things are looking good.

well, im off to refresh my cup. let me know whats up. ill be on here for a while looking for a real job.

g

Dear Maam,

I will forward your letter to the stated author of your site in question. I am sure he will be most happy to hear from such a concerned citizen. As for the paintings done in 2001, there have been several. The hitch in the whole affair is that the painter of these works had not a color scanner to digitize the photos. I talked to him the other day and he said he may resort to hitting up the local kinkos branch for this small but important project as soon as he gets a spare hour. So, there will soon be six new paintings for 2001, and a couple older works that have not been scanned as of yet that will be included in their respective years on the site.

In addition, there will be fresh additions to the photoVault as well, including new states and photos from them.

Lastly, we here at rms have received your payment for the new book Say No More and would like to thank you personally. It is not often we receive money from hot, young professionals living in the south. We anticipated an earlier arrival of the book from the printers. Your book will be mailed out as soon as it comes in. We hope this will be less than one week. We appreciate your patience in this matter. The delay is in relation to the quality of our product.

Love and kisses,

the staff at rms 

you can call whenever you want. Amia Diorio knows who you are and wont get weird about us talking. yes, i know i havent called in long long time. but lately here ive been trying just to rent this damn house and make some money in the meantime delivering pizzas (plus, painting a lot and cant be distracted there). its a sad town, boulder sucks and we're moving as soon as someone comes along to rent it. this SHOULD have been done a while ago, but not too many people looking for an apartment this time of year i guess. there are too many people in this town to get a real job.

i dropped my classes at naropa MFA because they were not too impressive. and, it would have cost over 25g's for the two year program. not worth it. will go somewhere else. maybe university of montana. should be the art institute, but that wont be much less than naropa.

im waiting to hear about some graphics jobs in various parts of the country (oregon and idaho) so hopefully i will land one of these right as this place rents. the landlord is some lazy bastard and isnt doing much to help the process along. these types of people piss me off.

but the sun is out and the book is soon on its way.

i dont think we've talked since rico, woman. i hope you are enjoying the new place. you move more than me or even Rob Voulliard. take a photo soon and send it along, im intrigued.

g

when the book comes in ill send out an announcement saying its up and ready to order. Ill have it for sale online from my site and in Bookworks in whitefish. id like to get it into some missoula stores such as you mentioned as well. eventually barnes and noble will get their claws in it but i dont care much for that. its all been done independently thus far and id like to keep it thataway.

got beers to drink so more later.

boulder sucks. dont ever think of moving here.

hehe.

g 

Hey Man,

whats going on? long time...   i havent been in chicago since july for a few days for my sisters wedding. before that was the last time we hung out at a 1633 opening. i moved to boulder for an MFA program, but it ended up sucking pretty much so now im trying to rent this place im in a lease for to get out of boulder. ive been trying to make a little cash at some lame ass job. but been painting tons, started some new landscapes and still lifes here in the studio. also, got a book of poems coming out soon. ill let you know.  maybe coming back to chicago... whats up with you. are you still at 1633? i wrote montana a letter a few weeks ago, but no response. any word on how she's doing?

let me know when you get this. tell me que pasa.

more later,

g 

wow. long time.

the address here is 

2990 Glenwood Drive #101

Boulder, CO 80301

im off to deliver pizzas for the second to last time so i wont get to your story until later tonight or early in the morning. i have to leave now, otherwise id do it right away.

lately i've been painting as often as possible. which is lovingly about every other day, except for thurs-sat, then its everyday. the printers are finishing the book so they've been calling everyday with finalizing questions like do i want the price in the barcode, whats the correct pantone blue for the cover type, etc. the folks there are super nice and helpful and seem to more often than not have their heads on straight, so its been a continually educational and relatively exciting experience... for the first time. now i know how this process goes.

more tomorrow.

g

Chas,

good to hear from you amigo...  i was just telling Amia Diorio my girlfriend about some of the gallery 1633 opening capers... much of the stories included you and a crazy mob in that little gallery, and always wine and/or some other such things...

anyway, sounds like things are going well for you. i need to get a real job soon as well. i have a few prospects out there now..so hopefully one will come to papa soon.

as for the book, you can order it online at my website, its mainly poetry written over the past five years on my travels across this wild country of ours. im working on book 2 now. i will send out an announcement when i have it ready to go, it should be about another week till i can mail any out... but you should order it soon to reserver your copy! they will go fast. (but of course!)

im digging those landscapes im seeing one your site. ill put up some fresh stuff soon, just need to motivate myself to sit in front of a scanner...

more later, going to paint.

g

M,

1. i like it. i like it a lot. this is a wonderful 'skeleton' for the story. as you said, and i agree. (i think it needs, and) it would only get better with developement in some areas: more information, more dialogue of specific events, feelings, emotions, etc. in certain areas, especially (or mainly) between the brothers-- this being the main platform for the conflict between family bonds (the strongest relationship) and the idea of 'nature' or 'natural events' taking their toll on this relationship. it seems the brothers relationship is the basis for the story. i like that. its real and can serve so many purposes. 

2. i also like the funeral/wake for the reason for the trip. (driving in the car: KEEP THIS FOR SURE) it works well as the seemingly fundamental plot, but upon further reading evolves as a secondary "scene" after i start to understand the relationship between the brothers (which becomes my main focus), and their involvement and opinions on the war idea and any other issues they share. part of what i am saying is that i like reading the dialog between them. i like them. i want to know more of their ideas, even if some seem random at first. my reason for reading "The Wake" (after getting into it) is to know these two brothers more and more. I think it is important to develope a few major characters as far as the corpse, and some effected family members, but too many of these family members, and bouncing from one to another, only faintly introducing them, just left me uninterested in them, and sort of "confused" in a way: with all the names, and so-and-so's daughter, etc... i think you should keep a few important "relatives", develope them (if they are important to the brothers mom's relationship deterioration with them -- another small conflict they discuss, and with the mom at times), and leave the funeral/wake scene at that. referring to it later, if necessary for plot reasons and continuity. 

3. the flashback scene in the hotel room is great, and raw. i think it would be great "proof" of the sort of strange family relationship if it was made more prevalent earlier on (maybe when they are driving to the funeral) that their are "problems" with seeing these family members and that the boys are sort of anticipating what will happen "this time"...

4. THIS IS EXCELLENT, EXCELLENT, THE BEST PART OF THE WHOLE THING:

read this part over and see what i mean about this ongoing but very important dialog between the two of them. its almost like you had a tape recorder during just some random almost casual conversation between two brothers.. in fact, i was thinking what if you did that, just get a small tape recorder always on you and click record when you start talking to people in your family (dont let anyone know you are doing it or it WILL NOT WORK). your brother, dad, mom, sisters, brother in law, whoever. (try to forget its on and just get those dialogs recorded and then TYPE THEM INTO THE STORY. this "REAL" dialog is the best part of all of your writing, unfortunately and ironically, i think it is the most difficult thing to recreate. so, if you had some on tape (and you could fill pages and pages with this) you wouldnt HAVE TO RECREATE. it would just be there for you. ive typed out so many things while being drunk and then read them later and just howled at how simple and wonderful they read. i mean this: could you imagine how great (i think) it would be to have manuscripts of all the conversations we've had, and just get to rummage through them all, piecing them together however you see most fit? i think it would lead to some damn interesting reading. all with a bit of an underlying, but not pushy "moral to the story" or just some "meaning" for the reader...

its this contemporary american idiom that attracts me to so many poets and writers, namely and most importantly kerouac (BIG SUR) and ginsy (too many to mention, but check out AMERICA) and this is how i love to write my poems (BOULDER POEM COLORAD-A, etc.). its excellent and fulfilling to write, and even better to read.

* "Thank God, I need the hour."  Emmett felt the strange look of his brother on his face.  "What?  Think about it, man.  Fall goes ahead... (ALL THE WAY TO:) ...Emmett reached in the backseat and grabbed another water, opening it carefully.  He took a deliberate suckling sip and recapped the bottle.  

*i love this part and had a great time reading it. more conversations like this and this story is on its way, man.

5. the middle finger thing threw me off (except for the fact that i can imagine your family actually doing this only because i know them, but no one else would. so i dont know if this is a good thing, or not..)

also, this paragraph seemed extremely unimportant the way it is and the way the story evolves:

"The priest concluded.... as it fell to the feet of the feeble priest." I just didnt know if that needed to be there or not...

6. other issues that may come up persuing the main conflict (between family bonds (the strongest relationship) and the idea of 'nature' or 'natural events' taking their toll on this relationship.):

a. random person begging for money at gas station along the way???

b. what kiernan's reasons are for being in the reserves, if other than money for school, etc...???

let me know if i should reword any of this for clarity sake. like i said (and yourself), with developement, this will rock. if i could read just all rolling dialog with a few transitions between these two brothers, i would love it.

alrightly, sailor, ill let you work. more soon,

g

any time, any way that i can help, im always there for it. i would hope certain things such as this DONT change.

and i know they dont.

and i know they wont.

(you see how the 'w' is longer than the 'd'?)

--------------

i havent even heard (obviously) the Sir Matt & Daddyo Tape: take one, but am already diggin it. i cant wait for it, and already have a recorder for "come back"...

(10-4, good buddy. come back.)

i say utilize that medium to it's fullest, for a first and second try at least, prioritize and foregoe the setbacks, 'act as if you're drunk' (one 'instructor' toldst ta me)... and pull back on none o' the reigns.

etcetera, etcetera.

once i said i am an oportunist, then, later, i said to myself, i am a buddhist, and now, if there was a burrito mixed of the two, that would be i.

this recorder i used way the hell out in california, hot at the wheel, on the big sur coast for a time, howling into it on the run like some moonlight runnaway stowaway convict soaring away and wild-haired in the night, not knowing where i was'a going, but ended up later with two books of manuscript typed out and amazed... reaching all the radios and old-town ten pound metal hammer-typewriters for miles around. electrifying as it goes.

it works... feels a bit funny at first like your some looney sidewalk man rambling to yourself on and on... but then again,

when doesnt?

hehe.

you know what to do.

send me another draft soon.

im working on a poem im proud to entitle this: "ain't no hippy days"
someone's gettin a good lickin'...

more soon,

g

sorry for not calling you back. i got the message and listened to it a few times, giggling to myself. i guess you called directly after i went to sleep or something. not sure, i never heard the phone ring.

anyway, i dont know what to do about Amia Diorios deal. if we didnt live together i would say i want her to go away for a while. i wish i could do that. i dont think i want to be with her, or anyone for that matter who is THAT irresponsible. jesus, come on.

i think she gets off work at 6 so i wont be here. i dont really want to just end it like that. i like her a lot, and i get 'that' stomache ache thinking about doing that. but what the hell else can i do.

sauce,

whats new? i called last night i guess you guys were still eating huge plates of food at champs. Amia Diorio and i went to eat at a place called murphy's grill. we ate nachos and salad. it was pretty good chow, but the service was a joke, so i tried leaving the "waitress" (who continued to hang around the empty bar talking with her friends in plain view from where we were seated, even while i was waiting for her to come over and get me some change to pay and leave her tip... dumb ass) a dollar and some penny's to make a point, Amia Diorio's jaw dropped and she started laughing, so i dropped down another wrinkley old single and we headed out the door.

things are on the mend with saucey #2. ive come to the conclusion that she meant no ill-intent by what she did. we've been discussing it quite a bit as you can imagine. she fucked up and knows it. and if she wasnt aware of it to begin with, she is now.

i talked to mom about it for a while. she seemed to be urging me to give her a break, "people do things even they cant explain". 

no more pizza delivery guy for me.

g 

yo.

i am getting all four wisdom teeth out on thursday morning so i can pretty much guarantee i wont be out and about later that night. most likely just me and my vicatin capsules scrawling illegibly or hammering wildly into the keyboard.

i would like to hear more about your mexico trip though. seems you have been down there a while. taking a bus? sheeeit.

we are outta here in two.2 weeks. the last day of november will be the last day i ever spend in this mall-rat town. i could go on and on with that one, but wont right now. 

g

im on the moove baby, just dont know where right now. my fingers feel like mush on the keys since we've been playing steel strings for the past couple a hours. broke down palace is coming in loud and clear with Amia Diorio 'the female vocalist' on back up reee-frain. 

about the "lookalike" situation: i knew i shouldnt have put the photo of me on the back of the book.

next thing you know mtv will be attempting to book me with that crack child b.spears wooing the saucey-but-tapped-out-and-mostly-already-prematurely-jaded-except-rap-and-such pepsi generation. (although "jaded" for reasons even the smartest of them don't know.)

if you get a chance to treat yourself to a growler or maybe just a bomb of left hand's xxxmas ale, do it. i shit you not, you'll be-ist happy you did. have a friend over. and if not, than hell, ill throw in a .5 gallon of the great pumpkin from those stool pushers down at kettle house if i get into town soon. and no, i didnt forget about that place, in fact, i talked to 'old boss' today and she informed me no positions open as of late. 'but come in, definitely, and reaquaint yourself, drop me off your updated resume', she says...

blah blah on and on

suck it, i told her, suck it long, and suck it hard.

(just kidding, seen Trebeck on SNL??? jesus, i hope so)

anyway, enough of the rattling on. im hoping to be in msla by early dec than perhaps a quick jaunt into chicago to visit mi familia for christmas. i miss them all. will you be staying there for a while? let me know...

in the meantime maybe you'd dig on this (its still in the works i imagine):

Some Folks

Some folks have called me "hippie", but ain't no hippie—ain't no hippie days. Hippie is a word made for American social movement, the LSD counter-culture in the nineteen-sixties transformed and born outta Beat literary movement cracking in the late 1940's NYC or Tangier, Morocco, set out simple, and left that way in the angel dust. Hippie is a word for American political movement, anti-Vietnam when Vietnam went bad, and thousands of American kids decimated by VC bullets, bashed in the head, or falling on six-foot knife-sharpened bamboo shoots down in the ditch, buried in the dirt. That's when things got serious. 

Ain't no hippie. Hippie's just a word. You gotta smoke marijuana, I guess, and live in Oregon, say you live in Oregon and pay high price ski-lift tickets and rent, or live in the mountains for social acceptance or California near the coast, I do neither. Ain't no hippie. Hippie's just a word. 

My parents weren't hippies, my father was an officer in the United States Navy—skinny, bearded, figuring mathematical equations in the engineer rooms below the main deck on a carrier around the world and off the coast of Vietnam, the USS Yorktown was his home out at sea, fighter planes racing off the decks above and I saw this ship and climbed aboard looking through portholes, hiding in bunks, thirteen-years-old off the coast of Florida.

My parents weren't hippies, my mother is the only Electro-Encephalographic technician I have ever known. She doesn't smoke or drink and fills up her old van with flea market furniture, hand made antique dolls and worn out turn-of-the-century butter churns, she hanged a sign in the garage says "hippies use side door" in pungent black antediluvian letters, so she ain't no hippie.

My pickup truck might be a hippie. It has stickers all over it, all over the back camper shell where I sleep, just off from the campfire, just off from where the rain leaks in, thinking of the war and wondering what comes next. Hippies sleep in their cars, I camp under the stars. Ain't no hippie, hippie's just a word.

My neighbor in Boulder is working on being a hippie. He has long hair and rides his bike all over the place, sporting his shiny white aerodynamic helmet complete with hairbrush ponytail squirming out the back. He's pretty much a selfish dick, and hippies are supposed to be kind and gentle, I guess from all that pot. This guy's not too kind, and needs to unwind—a bit more before he becomes a hippie. He says he likes Volkswagen buses, though, so I think he's getting closer. Me, on the other hand, those buses don't run well and they break down in Montana winters and way up in the Yaak where no one lives near. Me, on the other hand, I ain't no hippie, hippie's just a word.

i am working toward a 20-"ish" pg poem done in prosody, of some events taken place this summer on the road. it should be part of "the string cheese diaries". should call it "for a time at the wheel" or something along those lines.

hows the story going? 

how is that story going?...

anyhow, hows everything else going? i think we're in a serious nat'l economic recession and im trying to decide where to go at the end of this month. lease is up.

montana/idaho: paint and write, hope for a job..

or chicago paint and write....(hope for a job)

im thinking this is a good time to settle down and get my MFA during this recession since i cant seem to find a "real" job doing graphics....

what are your plans?..

g

"Poetry in cool loconic girl-house—

fish fish the sunshine is singing silent."
(i told you earlier this was entitled "aint no hippy days")

may be headed up to Idaho. or back to montana. if neither one of those, i have had a few job leads in chicago that i wouldnt mind taking. one of the three i guess. i was going to head down to new mexico and wait out the recession painting everyday, but i dont know if i want to go back to that level of poverty right now.

who's this erin z.? should i know of her?

let me know whats up. two weeks left in boulder and we're gone. i have several holes deep in my mouth from the extraction of all four wisdoms. i was awake for the whole thing. damn, that was cool. i could hear the tendons ripping apart as the dentist wiggled them out with these big ass plyer-tools. whooo ey.

g

my mouth hurts. those holes are really deep and i got a baked bean skin stuck back there i guess this morning and just found out via the warm saltwater rinse into the kitchen sink. i think i will be rinsing more often from now on.

i cant brush too well yet, and i like to talk to Amia Diorio up close especially in the morning right after i wake up. hehe. just kidding.

i got some percocet pills to kill the pain and they work for my mouth but i hurled yesterday after drinking down a fruit smoothie Amia Diorio blended. that felt good. it looked the same in the toilet.

the pills make me feel sick so ive just been sleeping a lot and reading All Souls laying on the floor.

i was awake for the whole thing and i could hear the tendons and whatever else ripping and snapping as the dentist wiggled and pulled out all four teeth. then i heard him drop them each on the stainless steel tray: clink. clink. clink. clink. the bottom two were stubborn and he had to go get some heavy duty tools for those.

now im just whipped out.

i was going to save the teeth, thats what i planned on doing but by the time the guy was finished, i had forgotten to ask. im sure they tossed them out by now. it would have been cool to see them though. from what i could see while they were still in my mouth, they looked pretty gross and needed to come out. i guess the gums and sides of my mouth were too close and they werent getting cleaned very well.

i wouldnt worry about that hr guy calling and you not being there, for all they know you didnt answer the phone because you were busy. which is true and they have no way of knowing if you were interviewing with another company or watching the simpsons. wheres the job?

i started another book by rick bass about northern montana. it rocks so far and is making me want to go back. 

dont worry, the only thing i mix these pain killers with is scrambled eggs and mashed potatoes.

sure, that sounds cool. (book mark thing)

well i just found out about a part time graphics job up near glacier nat'l park in montana (the hungry horse news) so i talked to the guy this morning and faxed him the res. i guess we'll see what happens on that. this would be cool because then i could be working a decent job while getting residencey. 

otherwise, i talked to the recruiting manager lady at cold water creek in idaho again. this is the three web  positions they "put on hold". she told me the positions would definitely be opening up, it just might not be until after the first of the year. so i figured maybe go up there check out idaho for a while and see if cant get one of these jobs after a couple months. and if not, than in the spring come back to chicago where the market might be turning around by then, and i can land some fat cash job.

i think thats the plan for now. i havent been up that high in idaho and that part of montana is pretty much as good as it gets as far as ive seen, so why not go, i figure. as long as i can get some job and not have to be using the usaa.

good luck with the interview. cant you take the metra down to tinley? thats a cake ride and leaves you with about 2 extra hours a day to read. there are lots of jack asses, but they are easily ignored.

hehe. 

already got almost everything packed up. hell yeah.

(alexander supertramp is the alias chris mccandless went by for two years before his fateful attempt to 'live off the land' up northwest of fairbanks in the alaskan bush. "into the wild" by jon krakauer is the book. and highly recommended if you havent yet.)

mexico sounds like it was a good escape. would you ever move there permanently? or should i say indefinitely? since nothing is permanent.

im checking in on a pt graphics job up near glacier np outside of whitefish. we are either going there or to sandpoint idaho where a full time web design manager position for cold water creek (ever hear of that magazine?) will be opening up around the first of the year and i would be making a gamble that ill be the one to get it, as i dont see too many other web design jobs available in that part of the country.

so we'll see. one or the other i think. then, if things go terribly awry and im hand-stitching holes in my socks and burning the stick furniture in the stove to save myself from hypothermia, ill head back to chicago late in the spring to land a fat cash job when the economy turns around and pick up where i left off at the school of the art institute. ahhhhh....the art institute....

we're taking off nov 30. already packed. hehe.

ill send a story soon, ive got a few things to do right this minute. 

im stoked and a bit flattered they make your day bright.

ask old bob about my story, please. see whats taking him so long. then, ill give you the new address to send copies to if its after we leave...

wb today if possible.

g

absolutely. i have been taking prescribed percoset for the 'operation' and its taken away that pain, but made me sick a lot. then i think about the days when i wanted to take this shit for kicks, and it makes me even sicker. havent drank or smoked in a long while either.

hey,

sorry to hear about tony's dad back in the hospital. especially for thanksgiving.

i wish we could be there too, but we'll definitely be there for christmas some time, im not sure exactly of the dates yet. we'll be leaving here nov 30 then i have to see about a possible graphics job back up in montana, and if not there, than, i talked to the recruiting manager at cold water creek in idaho and she said those jobs will definitely be opening up but not until after the first of the year. so we may be going up there and take a gamble at getting one of those jobs. its a good company as far as i can tell and they were advertising three positions i could fill, soo... good odds, at least.

Amia Diorios mom and sister/husband are coming for thanksgiving wednesday. we will cook everything at the house we/Amia Diorio is housesitting and just hang out there. maybe sit in the hot tub. there is snow everywhere here now too! (a little late, i guess, but oh well)

so those are the plans for now.

more later,

g 

rad. send me a stack if you could today!!:

2990 Glenwood Drive #101

Boulder Oregon 80301

you cant slack though because well be outta here very shortly. (of course i know you would never think of such a thing).

lets see... i have a follow up dentist appointment at 330 just to see if all is healing correctly. the pain at night is pretty bad and all i can do (aside from swallow another percocet) is think back to that cracking and ripping sound x4 that i heard on thursday as the dentist pryed them from my skull. it was kind of a chewy tearing breaking sound, like a half dried out branch that you have to hang all your body weight on and bounce a few times to separate from the main limb. i've amused myself time and again trying to imagine what that would have been like without the local anesthetic (sp?). christ.

yeah, im always happy with the thought of returning to montana. which is where i will find out about this graphics job up in whitefish. if it sounds too cheap then we'll head over to sandpoint. i havent been there but idaho may be one better (or not as i find that hard to believe) than montana. so, only one way to find out....

ill let you know. then you guys should come up for new years, far away from 'unexpected' new years eve taliban attempts. (and i say attempts because i think that chumps days are seriously numbered. one good indication: those hash smoking Northern Alliance bean poles strategically and sysematically overtaking "city" after "city", closing in with their lost-and-found soviet weapons... WOLVERINES!!)

g

ill be awaiting the papers 

what up.

i just got word that my story ran in the telluride newspaper today. im having some copies sent out. ill bring some home for christmas. (that will be your present)

ps Amia Diorio told me to give her sister and husband from el paso directions to the house we're having thanksgiving at, so i emailed her and gave her the directions and the address and said "park in the driveway and wait in your car untill the guard dogs are called off."
hehe. there are no guard dogs, i just though it would be funny to see how long they sit there outside the house in their car. 

yo.

yeah, this is the second story they ran. the first was the account of the near-death experience driving over the pass last december down near rico. i dont know if you remember that one. this one they just printed this month. two for two. not too bad.

here is the location of the online version. be warned: they are like all other editors of all other publications and take the liberty of rearanging words (a phrase or two in here have been reworked by the lame-asses calling themselves "assistant editors") and sometimes, like now, they even make up their own titles that dont make sense... hoooooo eyy. what is this, show business?

"whatever." (that's what you would say, i can hear it now.)

http://www.telluridegateway.com/archive/2001_archive/110701dp.html#News3
just scroll down and you'll get to the story about 4 or so in. the hard copy is much nicer, and ill be bringing some along. it ran on page two, i was told. not too shabby.

more later.

g 

hello again. hows everything going...its been a while and i have some news...  first, we rented out place here in boulder and are moving next week. i have to meet with the manager of the Hungry Horse News for a graphics job with them. we will be heading up there as soon as we leave here. i cant wait...

also, the book is done and is shipping out this week! im excited for that. i've been hoping its still the plan that we can put it on the shelves at your store. (yes?) let me know... i would love that, especially if i got the job at that paper... lets see... oh, i will attach below the copy and pic of the email i have been sending out to folks. forward it on to anyone you think would be interested. right now i will have it available for purchase online at my site, at your store (i hope), and soon i will have it online at amazon.com. i am going to have it in a bunch of university libraries as well sometime this winter. i hope people buy them... i have a lot being sent to me and i dont want to pay some big company to market it either. all that shits lame. let me know if you have any ideas.

maybe we can all get a beer or get dinner or something when we get up there. otherwise, ill stop by the store for sure. 

g

here's the email:

"...I’d first left home with a second hand tent and worn out backpack, several years before on a few short wanderings out west that began a process I could no longer control. I had learned the way of the road, the honesty in the road, to trust in the road...and those along it. From now on I would be a traveler...inexorable curiosity for new discovery...seeking out a place for myself which always seemed further on...always further, and at the same time, always toward home."  (LT.rms.01)

GET IT NOW, THEY'RE GOING FAST !!...

Say No More

Poetry from the Back Roads and Blue Highways of America and the Adventures of the Interstellar Roadside Prophet

The new book of poems by Leonard Treadway (and Rhythm Mountain Studios) is available online now at:

http://www.ninearts.org 




i dont have many to send out as complimentary, otherwise i would be doing that all over the place. i know you have the power to get this economy back into shape, so order a few, they're great for having as gifts for the holidays. and since tomorrow is thanksgiving already....

thats pretty funny, your siblings living in that place. seems like the setting for a big feud! i imagine they are a bit older now and get along fine, though. any new bars on that street town? chris still around? if so, tell him about the book, he may want to order one. tell him i said "hey".

i talked with erin the other day as she cruised back into the mtns from Portland just off her flight back from the european trek. she sent a pc from paris and told me she got me all this stuff from van gogh's home town. i cant wait to go. just cruise around for a month going to all the museums, morandi's house, write poetry in the cafes in the morning cloudy skies and drink mocha lattes. ive been studying the impressionists a lot more lately and more importantly the post-impressionist and american traditionalists and the paintings are coming along just grand. i think people wont recognize them as mine, the slow thoughtful still lifes and all... soon you can see them on the website, but i havent put them up yet. need to get to a scanner. 

Amia Diorio and i are moving back to montana (whitefish this time) or sandpoint, Idaho next week depending on where i get a job. (gotta do the interview, this will decide)

anyway, take care, enjoy the holidays. ill be awaiting your order.

hehe.

____

In 1989, when Kessy completed a collaborative writing project with a group of 

his Univeristy of Oregon students, he left them with some carefully chosen 

words to fire up their intensity: 

"What's the job of the writer in the contemporary America?' he asked. 'I'm 

not sure, but here's an example. You're going to be walking along on the 

street one of these days, and suddenly there's going to be a light over 

there. You're going to look across the street, and on the corner over there, 

God is going to be standing right there, and you're going to know it's God 

becasue he's going to have huge curly hair that sticks up throught his halo 

like Jesus, and he's got little slitty eyes like Buddha, and he's got a lot 

of swords in his belt like Mohammad. 

And he's saying, 'Come to me. Come across the street to me. Oh, come to me. I 

will have muses say in your ear you will be the greatest writer ever. You 

will be better than Shakespeare. Come to me. They will have melon breasts and 

little blackberry nipples. Come to me. All you have to do is sing my praises.'

"Your Job is to say 'FUCK YOU, GOD! FUCK YOU! FUCK YOU!" Because nobody else 

is going to say it. Our politicians aren't going to say it. Nobody but the 

writer is going to say it. There's time in history when it's time to praise 

God, but now is not the time. Now is the time for us to say, "FUCK YOU! I 

dont care who your daddy was. Fuck you!"
'And get back to your job of writing."
dstrom,

thanks for the quote, i forwarded it on to a list of interested folk. kesey rocked in my book, especially the stuff that never got any praise like Sailor Song and the last go round. i saw him give a reading at UIC a few years ago and then he signed a ratty old copy of cookoos nest i had brought with me and had some little girl next to him hammering all these colorful little stamps next to his name. then there was some scruffy old bearded man sitting next to her that didnt do a thing. just sat there.

i got a polariod of kesey and the girl at work.

good stuff.

take it easy,

g

no need to hate your life, girly. maybe you could use one of these percocet pills. i wont be needing them any longer. im done taking them, they make me sick and delusional. i've been naucious (sp) and i get motion sickness from being in the car because of them. if i stand up too fast i get dizzy and feel like im going to pass out. they cause dehydration in my chest. they also cause constipation and when you drink a couple cups of coffee in the morning once your mouth feels good enough to do so, thats not something you want to feel. i've been getting "morphine dreams" from them. i checked the similar adverse effects in the physicians desk reference, the dreams are long and drawn out, eerie and horrifying, the same scenes playing over and over and over again. i wake up shivering with respritory failure but im too scared to get outta bed and get my inhaler of Preventil because of those dreams i just woke up from. im terrified to even look at the bedroom door not nearly closed all the way and things are darker even on the other side. i've clutched on to Amia Diorio more than once, sweating, wishing this would just go away or that i would fall back asleep and wake up when the sun does. last night i dreamt i had to keep hiding under some old car in a wet parking lot, hiding from some mounted police who just stared directly at me every time they passed and knew exactly where i was. i had to keep going back into some asylum to look for my sister who was lost in there and the people in there wanted to find her. and keep her. then i would barely escape, without my sister, and go hide under the car again because the cops were coming back. then they would stare, and pass, and I had to go back inside for my sister. and on and on until i woke up in a black room with no sound and the only thing to hide behind is the one skinny cotton sheet i had pulled up around my ears, too afraid to reach down for the sleeping bag comforter that had slid off me onto the floor sometime during the night. the bedroom door is only 4 feet away and i cant see straight enough to even reach the lightswitch. this is it. no more pills for me.

hell yeah, teeeeshner. good move, going to cali. hope you guys are diggin it there. sounds like things are working out well. Amia Diorio and i are leaving boulder on saturday, actually, we're moving back to montana. the job market has been hard everywere, and im hoping to land one of a few web design jobs up there in the wilderness of all areas... but, thats cool with me. boulder's pretty damn fake.

thanks for the book support, it'll be out to you asap.

tell your woman hello and wear some sunscreen whiteboy. we dont have the pigment those southern california types are born with...

hehe.

later,

g

hello there. 

you never told me about the pills you were taking. so dont think youre loosing your 'marbles'. i just wrote that out the other morning after a long night described there and decided no more of this junk for me. a few of the people that i told i was taking it responded in some way similar to this: "i love that stuff" and seems they would be taking it given the chance. pretty sad, but i wouldnt expect much more out of these people.

anyway, my brother takes a prescribed medication for a slight "disorder" he has which I can only rightfully describe in this way: he worries and checks on things way too much. so much, that he is late for appointments and wastes all his time thinking about it. he says the pill works well and he is comfortable taking it. now, i dont really know much about your situation, but as far as using an advancement in medicine to help you right now (as you said, not forever) do what you want to do... i dont see anything wrong with that. especially, if you are seeking alternative methods in the meantime that you feel better about using. if i were in your shoes, i would be going about it in the same way.

so, lets see, thanksgiving was filling. i drank way too much xxxmas ale from left hand and poisoned myself i think. not really, but the stuff is so high in content that i dont feel i will be drinking for quite some time, and when that time comes, it will be in strict moderation. there is no need to follow in kesey's footsteps once hitting the age of 66.

i like to hear sincere people telling me they are sincerely starting a meditation rotation schedule. even though i dont sit as often as i ultimately would like to, i know the benefits are great and very real and that individuals with strong and open minds, like you, will soon understand.

going to run. writer back when you can.

g

good work on the kitchen duty. i bet it was excellent. i picture you cooking and then having dinner in a little place surrounded by trees i once got a quick glance of a long time ago on a link you emailed to me. as i remember it, it seems a grand setting for autumn celebrations. winter as well. alright, any season for that matter.

Amia Diorio and i are moving (escaping, finally!) from boulder. this is a town that would cause salinger to recreate a four-volume account, bring holden back to life. only this time, instead of the "fuck yous" all over the place it would be the yuppie suv's and back country "gear shops" on every corner and in EVERY STRIP MALL. even the closed down ones. but enough wasted time on that, we're leaving.

"...so sail awayyyyyy, old coyote, set saaail and sing this song-

im going baaaaaaack to old montana, to the plaaace where i beloooong."
on friday we'll be pointing the truck north and going to check on a graphics job up in whitefish. i think i will buckle at the knees if this works out because not only will the residencey be started (one year prior to your first day of class requirement will get you tuition rates at UM to finish grad school, that even honest people and those without boulder trust funds can afford) but the town is about 30 miles from the lake macdonald west entrance into glacier national park. this was the best place to go while living in missoula, but i never was able to find any work up there. if this doesnt work out, than we'll be going into sandpoint idaho, up in the panhandle there to stake out 3 other web design openings for cold water creek. Amia Diorios ready to go either way, there are health food stores in both towns, so she'd be set for a job, too. i hope to stay in either place for some years to come. the gadabout way doesnt do it for me anymore.

about the book, i had to tell jennifer collier this same thing: i dont have many to send out complimentary, especially while the recession is going on and i still aint working. otherwise, i would be doing a lot of this. but, the things not a cabbage patch doll and im sure there will be copies available when you get a few extra bucks, if only to cover shipping and whatnot. as soon as i get access to a scanner, the 2001 paintings will go up on the site and you can tell me what you think. 

take care down there,

g

i think she asked Amia Diorio about it on the phone and they found out there were no guard dogs before they arrived. but, as it turns out they got there at about midnight so it would have been funny to have them sitting there while people were inside mostly sleeping.

i have heard of gertrude stein but never read any of her books. she seems like anne rice or steven king, some pop "superwriter" who has a very defined following. i could be wrong.

cool. football sounds fun right about now. im sick of running through the neighborhoods of this chump town and would like to play a game. i found some old dog toy or maybe just some beat up old kids toy soccer ball with the stuffing coming out of one of the panels in the field i run through. i started kicking it and ended up dribbling it the whole rest of the run. people were looking at me funny as i started going into the more populated areas of the neighborhoods and across busy streets.

it was cool.

sure, ill send the book as soon as they get here. it was supposed to be here last week, but wont be here until wednesday. imagine that, people not following through with what they promise! people are sad.

anyway, i have your address and will get it out asap. im having all this mail held here in boulder until i get a new address then ill have it all sent there so you can still mail stuff here, i would hope it would be safe until i receive it.

i saw on the news you guys got dumped on. im excited about all the new snow, only not so stoked to drive through it. i saw montana and idaho are in the midst of a storm right now. oh boy.

if the attachments are named with a suffix of .jpg its just a photo and you should be able to drag it into a browser window if it doesnt open automatically.

guess ill go for some tea. im sick of coffee lately. green tea for me.

hope its sunny 

g

ps dont let some chump break your heart. not even ONCE, girl.

im glad to hear you are painting. i have been thinking more and more lately of going abroad for a while. not studying formally anywhere, just going and writing, traveling, and painting on my own. i started my MFA at naropa here, but they didnt have a strong enough visual department, so i got out. i will finish maybe at the university of montana, where i can afford to go. i have been looking for a job for months and nothing. we're leaving Oregon. im sick of this place. im going back to montana to see about a graphics job than over to idaho for a web design position. none of these jobs are for sure, its just come down to this for employment.

if they dont pan out, we'll see about going abroad. i want to hit some museums across europe, but i think i might first go to nepal and tibet. i dont know, id be happy either way.

i would like for you to tell me more about whats going on over there and what you are feeling. i know its hard to fit it into an email or two or three, but when you get some time, type out some more good stuff for me.

someday we will get that beer...hohoho. take care, write back when you can.

PS order a copy of the book so i can send one overseas !!!!!!

g 

hey girl,

yeah, you need to get through until it says your order is complete. your order did not go through. try again, there may have been a lot of traffic at the time you were on there and therefor you may have just had a poor connection.

I am so very happy your getting them for presents (and hopefully one for your shelf as well). thank you. you are great. 

but we already knew this.

more later. on the road friday morning. packing up the trailor now. (had to rent one since we bought some furniture from salvation army this fall.) i hope we dont hit any snowy passes!

ill let you know more soon about where we are going. the cell always is on...

g

hey. we are about to leave. the roads as far as i can see (weather, news, etc.) seem to be clear. we're taking only I25 and I90 from Portland into missoula so if it doesnt storm, we should be good. its supposed to be 40-50 and sunny until monday, so that would just about do it. we have a trailor hooked up to the truck now and its so heavy. i just tested it out and drove Amia Diorio to work, its heavy and strange, but should be ok.

if my truck breaks down, ill just have to buy a bigger one. hehe.

i got the papers, thanks again. the book should be arriving any minute here so ill send it out as soon as i can. (maybe even today. but everything is packed up so ill have to go get some envelopes to mail all these.)

you guys are getting more snow than anyone it seems. except maybe northern montana and idaho. have fun on the mtn. ill write again when we arrive.

take care. easy on the caffeine, woman.

g

whats with all these morons you have to interview with? they have 

so far, as much as i have heard, all been jackasses to some degree.

thats pretty sad. i hope this one comes through, anyway.

its about time we both landed a decent paying position. let me know 

what happens with it.

i was just about to repack the truck (we stored some things into 

a little uhaul storage unit 

to lighten the load we were carrying since boulder in hopes we wouldnt 

have to move it very

far after that...) today since the coldwater job doesnt open until 

february: i talked to the

hr ladies right around the time i called you from sandpoint, ID. 

Also, i was getting 

discouraged thinking of the rediculousness of pulling in $150 a week 

PT, here in whitefish, MT.

so i figured i would pass on that "job". but then, i started realizing 

after some digging, that it is very possible we could get a decent 

place here and split rent of around $400. maybe even less.

and right then, i was talking to the guy who hired me on the phone 

and he was helping me

with some places i might try to locate a place to rent, and i saw 

in another newspaper an

ad for a fulltime graphic artist with full benifits and 401k and 

all. so i went and handed in

my resume and will call that guy tomorrow morning. so we'll see.

i have to cut this short, we are at the whitefish library since i 

dont have an access carrier

right now for the laptop in the super8. the librarian is trying to 

kick us out for closing.

ill come back tomorrow. i should have a little news on the full time 

graphics job as well.

right now im going to walk over to the amtrak depot and check the 

possibilities of 

hoping a boxcar to union station and be in chicago for christmas.

relay to news to the folks and the rest of them.

g

PS ive sold over ten books so far and amazon.com ordered some as 

well. heehaw.

sorry for any misspellings and crappy grammar. no time to check.

At Wednesday, 5 December 2001, you wrote:

not sure if you're checking this email in the super 8 lodge or not.

 listened to part of your message here before i ran out the door 

to an interview.  got about as far as it's snowing like a bitch before 

i had to save it and head to tinley park to speak to some jackass.

 he fooled me for the first twenty-five minutes into thinking that 

he was cool.  i related stories and thought that i had gotten the 

point across that i knew a good bit about their stuff.  towards the 

end of the forty minutes that he gave me (after that nice drive) 

he says that i obviously understand complicated active systems that 

are more technical than their products but he doesn't know if he 

wants to take the time to train me to understand their stuff.  he 

will have to think about it and get back to me.  now how do you politely 

tell someone (when you're pissed anyway) that their products are 

about as simple as they get and that it would take me half a day 

to

so i will call this penis today in order to further my point that 

i can do this job.

anyway i listened to your message at mom's place last night and 

thought it was shitty about the $7.50 rate.  another bunch of morons 

perhaps?

i was thinking that i recently looked over a list of fiji alumni 

and that one had worked for that cold creek mag.  i checked in depth 

and i was wrong - he works for outside magazine in new mexico.  if 

you wanted to check it out i could try to contact him or give you 

his information.  he is not a close friend (slightly annoying) but 

should remember me.

alrightly my fiber spec sheets have downloaded - time to check them 

out.  let me know what's up.

later.

Hi! i was meaning to call you all the way back to chicago, but just kept putting it off till things were quieter, and i wouldnt get cut off or have a bad connection rolling east across highway 90. i felt a little sad driving away and not having said "see ya later" on the way out in person, but i was excited when you called the other day and we were cruising around streamwood! so, it will be nice to not have to pay $40 a night for lodging, and i was missing my family so this is good. i would very much appreciate it if you would do the classifieds idea you mentioned, especially the mountain trader, that thing was better than all the others combined. you can mail them to my moms place:

148 Brittany Drive

Streamwood, IL 60107

(630) 736-4046 (just in case)

the manager at the hungry horse actually called while we were crossing south dakota and after i told him i was on my way back to chicago and wouldnt be taking the part time job, asked if i would be interested in a full time position that would possibly be opening "in the next 30 days" for more money and full benefits that they offer. so i said to call me when its open and ill think about it. im hoping one of the three web developing companies there calls first with a design position opening. ill let you know what happens, but so far the only jobs seem to be in whitefish. thats pretty crazy. 

my dad's birthday was the other day too. however, my truck didnt die on the side of the road, but....

yes, i suppose i should have signed the books while i was there standing in the store, but i will do it when we get back there. im going to keep looking for cabins/houses to buy around there while we're here, any good ideas on where to look besides the obvious? 

thats all for now, ill be in touch.

g

hey there stranger. sorry its taken so long to get back to you. seems things are at least tollerable there. we just got into chicago where we will be staying for the holidays. Amia Diorio is flying from here on wednesday down to el paso to visit her family for ten days. other than visiting here and just hanging out, ill look for a job around the city. im waiting to hear from a few web companies up in whitefish who ive been to see and they know my work now. they said they will be needing a designer after the first. if this happens we'll just go out there and stay. buy some land. otherwise, we'll stay in chicago. it feels good to be in the city for now so im happy to be here and not on the road. i think im ready to buy a house or some land in whitefish or a loft in chicago so as soon as i get a permanent job im going to do one or the other. also another benefit to staying in chicago is all the schools to pick from to finish my mfa. Amia Diorio wants to start massage therapy school too and has found some here. one in whitefish so i guess we should just stay in one place or the other.

like normal people?

so for now im just running a lot outside on the soggy streets bundled up like a little kid in snowsuit, thinking of new paintings and listening to the old grateful dead tapes stacked 300 high and wide across my wall.

take care-g

PS be looking out for the book if it has not yet arrived

whats up. im thinking of finding something like this near the whitefish area of montana. i was wondering if you may be interested in splitting an investment sometime. im still in the early stages of locating the right area, but i have friends your age (not some punk-ass trust fund pot heads) up in whitefish who just bought a chunk and are starting to build on it. i wouldnt want to build right away, but i would want this spot to be close enough to kalispell/whitefish so i could live on it and work in those towns. i know you guys are staying in chicago, but it would be a trainride away and a perfect serene getaway all year. i think once i get it i will put a yurt or camper on it until the money is available to build a cabin. i guess that part would just be decided later. the land itself will be the initial investment. and if whitefish pulls a jackson's hole, we'll all be swimming in it before we're old.

then we can buy those motorcycles.

go here check it out: http://www.realty-northwest.com/BareLand.htm (see lots #172 and #174)

g 

hey,

i heard about that virus here in chicago a few days ago too. only the one i heard of was the .exe file for aol, which if you are familiar with applications and installing them you will recognize as the main installation file for any application. you shouldnt ever delete anything from your computer with the suffix ".exe". especially if you are running windows. just so you know.

anyway, i just dropped Amia Diorio off at the airport for el paso. it was crappy and slushy all the way but now its sunny here by my moms house where im staying. i thought it would be good for us to be apart for ten days, not that anything is wrong, just that we've been together everyday for almost a year. plus all the road time very very close together. but actually, i miss her already. but im happy she gets to visit her family and see the new baby.

well, the books on amazon.com and they need some descriptive stuff and a cover photo so ill go take care of that now. take care...

g 

oops. i know, i forgot to send the holiday greeting card to ALL of the orders, so i took it off the website and hopefully no one will remember. i packed them all up back in boulder and totally forgot about them. i will send you one as soon as i dig them out, hopefully before the holidays are over. also, i have some stuff in a storage unit in whitefish montana. i hope they are not in there because im in chicago now! (are you coming to visit this christmas??)

as for the sunshine name for Amia Diorio, i decided to put it in there like that because that is actually her email name and i was thinking of that. i thought she would like it. otherwise, there is only one sunshine. and you know who that is.

i was thinking of you the other day while driving and decided we were most likely married in some other life together. i dont know exactly what my theory is on "other lives" and reincarnation but the general eastern or buddhist philosophy is holding me over until i can get it all straight. when i was at bradley and getting letters from you and writing letters back to you regularly, i felt very content thinking i had this excellent sweet and very beautiful girl when everyone else was running around drinking bad beer smelling like cologne trying to get with chicks at the bars and parties. it was this cool secret i felt i had and no one had to know. just you, of course. as i gradually fell in love with you through all those letters (of which i have not lost a single on, ill have you know) i felt things would just work out somehow even though you lived so far away. you are one of the best friends i have ever had and this makes me think it is a result of having some connection "before". 

i know this is all very random.

i guess i have always assumed you were aware of this, but maybe not. im not even sure what provoced (sp) me to just type that out, but im glad i did.

anyway. have a happy friday. dont smoke. get excercise.

g

hi baby. i miss you too. i wish you were here or i were there...im glad you are getting to see your family and the new baby though. this is important. send me a dig pic. 

i didnt get any order for a book from nikki. maybe you should tell her in case she thinks her order went through. 

have fun at the cocktail party. dont drink too much and no spirits either. all the smoke at the irish oak last night was gross. and now i smell bad from it.

anyway, im going to see if i have a job offer or some other minor miracle.

you should be checking online for schools you will want to go to and check the whitefish massage school out as well. maybe you can do that during the day when everyones at work or something. decide which school you want to go to, it will make it easier to decide where we will stay. (for a long long time!)

i love you and miss you tons.

g 

hi again toots. yesterday i ate the last piece of lou's. nice and fresh. then i had some chick nuggets that were freezer burned and tasted like maybe colleen bought them in 1999. i dont know.

any way i was thinking of you last night when i was laying quiet on my bedroom floor listening to one of these grateful dead shows and lazy river road came on. that was my favorite song for a long time, that and standing on the moon, and now it is again, only i cant listen to it in the truck anymore, but thats alright. old jerry singing like that makes me feel so good, and i realize sometimes only when hearing this what is really important in the short time we are here and all that stuff. very few things are like that.

so i was thinking of you when he was singing the last verses:

moonlight whales as hound dogs bay (thats where i got the name "baye" hehe)

never quite catch the tune

stars fall down in buckets like rain

till there aint no standin room.

thread the needle right through the eye,

a thread that runs so true,

all the others i let pass by,

i only wanted you.

i never cared much for careless love

oh, how your bright eyes glowwww-

way down down along that lazy river road.

i miss you.

g

howdy stranger. long time no chi. hows everything in msla? good i hope. going home for the holidays? its cold and now rainy here in chicago. i dont remember when i last told you what we were doing. but just in case i flaked: i interviewed for the jobs in whitefish. that place rules. we both love it there and i want to buy land and cabin somewhere around there, but no one is hiring until post-january 1. so we trucked it back to chicago to visit and Amia Diorio's dad got her a plane ticket to fly out of chicago to elpaso to visit for ten days. so everyone gets to visit their family and i get free lodging until i land a job somewhere. i've been applying to some interesting places here in the city. today i found a webmaster position at the illinois institute of technology. free tuition for employees, they have a masters in design program and also a research PhD program in design that is the first of its kind in the nation. interesting. hopefully they are not recieving 400 resumes for that spot and i can maybe take it sometime soon.

otherwise, just taking it easy and running a lot. and reading. my friend in whitefish is sending over the papers and im checking some land out online. Amia Diorios brother in law wants to buy some land up there and perhaps my brother would indulge. i figured we could split a 30 acre parcel without damaging anyones checkbook, and if Amia Diorio and i moved back there we could have a pretty nice spread to put something on if it didnt already have structures. my brother and his fiance are here in chicago for school for at least two more years and Amia Diorios brother in law will never move from el paso, so... pretty good deal i say.

anyway, have you gotten the book yet? Say No More. you seemed a bit confused about it when we were in msla. if you havent let me know, i can send you one: a little christmas gift if you will.

ok kiddo. take care.

g 

hey baby. i wont say anything about glenda and todd, except to you, and how low and sad that really is.

anyway, i dont have any presents for anyone. at least i thought i could give my book to some people like my sister and joe and my dad. i honestly think colleen wouldnt care less about a book of any kind. plus for my dad we are splitting that GPS trinket. ill get my mom something, but i dont know what. its pretty silly trying to buy people stuff just for the sake of buying people stuff, when no one really is even a practicing catholic much (except my dad. and i guess shannon and tony go to church or something) and even if we were all devoted catholics, which would be justification for celebrating christmas, what the hell does buying things have to do with any of it?

its rediculous im starting to feel more and more each year. its getting to the point where i feel sort of naive and silly for doing it. not that im turning into ebanezer scrooge or something, because the 'feelings' people have this time of year are really wonderful (why it is ONLY this time of year is beyond me), and i love the snow and lights and trees and stockings. and fire places too if anyone has one. but the whole present thing just for the sake of buying a present is really starting to bug me. i think if people are going to give a gift, there should be a rule that it has to be hand made. and anything bought in a store, like all those fools you see running around the malls on the "christmas rush hours" in the backround of the newscasters blabbing about "how crowded it is this year", must be left out of things all together...

i say all this and then i think of what kind of present to get for you. hehe. i guess im not all together against it, just because i like getting presents for you.

anyway, its snowing big fluffy flakes here and the sun it out too. its pretty cool. 

i was thinking of something: what do we do with 'rolf' or whatever his name will be when we go to europe and/or nepal and tibet. i dont think we could bring him.

i miss you. 

so i guess that means you guys opened your presents already. i hope you got all the clothes you picked out.

that sucks about the smoke, and now im glad im not there. i wish you were here where no one smokes and the air is clean. i just wish you were here period. at least you can go outside since its not really cold there. and why dont they smoke outside? (i hope the baby isnt in whatever house all the smokes in.)

tony got cody a sweater to wear outside when he craps and he let that dog "open" the present. it was hilarious, the thing went crazy and just ripped into this gift that was as big as him, pushing it all over the floor and people were rooting him on. then he got into the wrapping paper and just wanted that, so he tore up some more and ran around with it hanging out of his mouth. the best part, though, was when tony took out the "boots" that he also got as part of the present, because cody let him put them on, but then they were all flat like big flippers on the ends of his feet and he didnt know how to walk in them so he pranced like a horse for about 20 minutes with these things on his front feet that looked like pointy black dress socks. oh my god i almost cried it was so funny. and joe was rolling around laughing, saying "do it again...do it again...". jesus that was funny.

well baby next year we wont do this again. i miss you too very much. do you remember what i look like? ill tell you what clothes ill be wearing when i pick you up so you can notice me. or else ill use a sign that says:

L. DeHarde and stand there in my suit holding it up.

ill call you tomorrow when i get to my dads.

love you.

Cai,

hello stranger. i got this message below today. i imagine you know this person so i took the liberty of sending him this email address of yours. i hope thats ok, it just hit me now that you may not want people to give out your email address.

anyway im in chicago now visiting my family. Amia Diorio is in el paso for ten days visiting her family. we spent the past two weeks in whitefish. you arent going to believe this, but i had a job offer doing graphics at the hungry horse in columbia falls! strange how things go, isnt it. i havent accepted or declined the offer yet, i told them i need time to check things out in chicago. im thinking of staying here for many opportunities. i thought one of the advanteges to living there would be the NKT center in kalispell. is it still running? are they still have teachings there? i would appreciate it if you could let me know any information about it. otherwise, if i get a job here there are advantages as well, such as the art institute again for finishing graduate school (naropa wasnt all its cracked up to be as it turns out unfortunately) and the shambhala center downtown seems really beautiful as well.

so, the book is out (my book of poetry 'n stuff). i thought maybe if you were visiting around whitefish you may wander into bookworks and see it on display. hehe. that would be cool. 

i havent gotten too many details on life in san diego, but i hope you are happy and everything is going well.

take care,

g

----------

From: Basheer Ahmed <Basheer.Ahmed@oracle.com
Organization: Oracle Corporation

Date: Tue, 25 Dec 2001 12:41:42 +0000

Cc: geckotalepro@earthlink.net, baythi50@hotmail.com, deardavid14@hotmail.com, mirror@prodigy.net, ksila@hotmail.com, holygoof9@yahoo.com, dbnoonan@aol.com
Subject: Re: san diego bound

Hi

Sorry to bother you but I tried to reply to this old email from Cai the 

other day......only to get the message bounced back saying that her 

hotmail has been deactivated etc

So as you guys are on the 'to' list here , I wonder if one of you has a 

new email address for her ..............or maybe it would be more 

appropriate just to forward this to Cai so she can get back to me.

Thanks for your time

Bash

Cai Bristol wrote:

 hello friends and family,

 i am heading to san diego in one week. i am excited about being a 

 californian once again, it feels like i'm going back home. i'm going 

 back to school to study massage therapy again as well as other healing 

 arts such as hands on healing, herbology, acupuncture, etc. i'm very 

 excited about it. of course i'll be attended the buddhist center there 

 and continuing with my dharma education.

 i'll be driving a u-haul from my mom's storage unit in columbia falls 

 to san diego. i know it's short notice, but if anyone feels like 

 taking a spontaneous road trip i would love the company. i can even 

 pick you up in spokane. otherwise, wish me luck with the big u-haul 

 truck.

 my new address is:

 4820 Hawyley Blvd.

 San Diego, CA  92116

 i don't have a phone number yet, but who calls anymore anyway. it's 

 all email these days.

 i hope all is well with you. drop me a line if you have some time.

 lots of love, cai

 _________________________________________________________________

 Get your FREE download of MSN Explorer at 

 http://explorer.msn.com/intl.asp
-- 

Basheer Ahmed

Consultant

Oracle Corporation UK Ltd

Oracle Parkway

550 Thames Valley Park

Reading

Berkshire

RG6 1RA

work 01189 248176

mobile 07958 649572  

hi portland,

i havent heard from you in a while. its sunny and clear in chicago and i can see michigan across the lake from my new 43rd floor skyrise office. i like to open the window and spit orange gatorade and watch it evaporate before it hits the street below. just kidding. im at my moms house, but it is sunny and i dont have an office downtown by the lake. i do imagine, though, that if it were clear enough and i got high enough, i may come close to getting a glimpse of the shores of that wonderful state.

i like portland. always have. i interviewed for a job there few years ago but the place turned out to be some graphics/illustration shop for doing things like airbrushing dazy duke on motorcycle gas tanks with crimson racing stripes. so in retrospect, im glad they didnt hire me. although, there are many opportunities in that city for anyone, and its close to the ocean. so thats cool.

Amia Diorio wants to move there. we would be a lot closer to the soon-to-be land in nw montana than if we stayed in chicago. we'll see...

have a good time. how long till you go back to co?

g 

hi baby. i would probably have been online the same time as you earlier this morning, but i was sitting in casey automotive waiting room reading desolation angels with my hood on because it was cold sitting there thinking of mount hozomeen in the north cascades of washinLTn, and kerouac's recollections and explanations of the baseball game he invented out of playing cards as a kid in lowell, massachusettes. then i ran over to kmart and watched some of the grinch on in the tv section there and bought a three dollar knit hat thats fat and maroon to wear around and not look like a convict anymore. 

i miss you. 

so now i am looking for more jobs on the computer. the brakes are all new in the truck and feel all new and stiff and good. they wanted to do some other replacements on hoses, new tires and some antifreeze small leak, all of it totaling almost six hundred dollars, so i just got the brakes done, oil change, tire rotation and some other things and an estimate print out of the things that need replaced all for $150. if we stay here, ill fix the rest later after i get a job, but if we end up going back to montana we need 4wd anyway, so new truck then.

i miss you.

two and a half days till i pick you up.

bye baby. 

whats up there mi amigo.

little crop-duster is what you're flying, huh? they've got live chickens trapped and cooped up in wooden boxes on those things so be careful. ahhhh. lets see, go to the website http://www.ninearts.org and this is where you can have the book sent to you. it takes a few days in the good ole us mail.

Amia Diorios calling from el paso so i cant write anymore right now. have fun with your bismark buddies and write when you get back to msla. we'll have coffee in the yurt in whitefish. (perhaps)

ok bye

g

Sgt.:

the book's on amazon.com and in some other places but i just tell people to go to ninearts.org because then i get the cash and amazon can suck it.

otherwise, i just started desolation angels yesterday. i had some other books to read but they are all packed up and in boxes somewhere between here in my truck and our storage unit in whitefish montana! da is great so far. i expect it to stay that way. 

someone wrote me a letter that i received yesterday (a handwritten letter stamped and addressed in ink is not something you get very often anymore) that said something along the lines of: "i admit, sometimes your writing sounds too kerouac influenced, but it keeps me reading and smiling, so i guess there is something to say for that.". critiques are cool, especially when you know the person cares to some extent (why else would they write) and is being deftly honest, no matter what their opinion is. honesty is a killer concept.

anyway, so im looking for some jobs around chicago. id like to get a little place in the city, take some more grad classes at the art institute and attend shambhala center or NKT center regularly...

Amia Diorio comes back on saturday from old el paso in the sunshine and the dust, lets get some coffee then. let me know when is free time (if you have any!) for you.

alrighty sailor,

g

(303) 881-8421 cell

(630) 736-4046 my mom's place

hey there to you. happy new years eve. 

no plan yet other than getting things together to apply to the mfa program at the school of the art institute. im not sure exactly what im going to do about that yet so we'll see. i need to make new slides today for starters.

i havent found a job yet because everyones been in their "week between christmas and new years" mode. in otherwords, no one is in any of these offices i've been trying to contact. ...so we'll see, i guess ill pretty much have to wait until after tuesday. other than that i've just been writing and running most of the time. i found a fold up travel easel from france that im going to order as soon as i get a job somewhere. i cant wait for that.

no word from any jobs in whitefish either, but they said they'd be waiting till mid-january or something, but im not holding my breath. but you can send the trader, id like to look at it anyway. i was going to tell you i never received any other papers or mail from you in case you sent the last papers, they didnt arrive!

here's the address again in case you need to check it:

148 Brittany Drive

Streamwood, IL 60107

thanks for sending that stuff, i appreciate it...

take care,

g

oops. sorry, that neil young email wasnt intended for you. hehe. i hope i havent done that before, send an email to the wrong person...

anyway im in chicago too, and i have been for just a little while, visting my family and staying at my moms place. im looking for a job here in the city because i've found some interesting positions, some for schools and one non-profit organization. so we'll see what happens i guess, people seem to be moving pretty slow in these offices. ive left tons of vm's and no answers, perhaps because of the holidays?..

anyway though, i would love to see you some time soon. everytime i think about you i see rain coming down in wicker park, and us sitting in that loud-ass bar.

soooo. here's my number: 303 881-8421 if you wanna call, otherwise i wrote down yours. lets hang out soon. we are going to the van gogh/gaugin exh. on tuesday i think (if ther're tickets still)... have you seen it yet? will you be at saic for another semester? one more i thought you told me and then graduation.

take care,

g

hey, when did you send email to me that did not go through? i know the server was not working on monday, but other than that i thought i was getting what people were sending. im asking because now im wondering if anyone was trying to get ahold of me for a job last week and i didnt know. i was getting other emails, so i dont think this is the case, but you never know...

anyway heres the address where im at for a while:

148 Brittany Drive

Streamwood IL 60107 USA

hows t-ride? this place sucks for driving around, but free raquetball and state of the art running treadmills have been keeping me sane lately. Amia Diorios been coming with too and she's getting all buff. but now she's sore all over since i kicked her ass in racketball two days running. im pretty achy myself right now. my sister works at the place so its all complimentary. everythings brand new in there. id be running outside in chicago winter snowsuit like quiet monk but Amia Diorios been into going to the gym and says she'd not go alone. change is good, though.

i'm applying for UIC MFA with TA benefits and tuition waiver for fall so hopefully ill get some kind of decent job soon here and we can move into the city. otherwise, i think i will also be applying to UofM in missoula (for a backup) for MFA and same set up. so if i cant get a job here, going baaaack to old montanaaaaaaaaaaaaaa to the plaaaaaaaaace where i belooooong. (leftover salmon tune)

more later, need food.

g

how come red heads? i dig red heads, but im suprised you would ask specifically about them. i had a red head girlfriend at the art institute in the spring of 2000 and i was actually thinking about her today, not thinking about her as in missing her, just thinking of some past events really and the magic that was going on that semester. i love that institution and just went on a solo run for the van gogh/degas exhibit on the last day of the showing of "the studio of the south" before it left for the road and to end up in the van gogh museum in amsterdam. i would even go to another country to see that show, but unfortunately (and fortunately in some cases) i havent worked a job for pay since last june on lasalle street in the city here. 

but ive gotten a string of paintings completed and published the first book of poems in that amount of time (sales are pretty good so far), plus traveled a bit and wrote more prose, so i guess there is a reason im not getting any jobs right now. in that time (or this time, i guess i should say seeing as though im still in it) i started MFA in writing and poetics at the jack kerouac school at Naropa, but it wasnt "rounded" enough nor did it offer strong teaching assistantships for pay, and boulder's for worms, so we left before id have to owe thousands in tuition. so i applied with a similar portfolio to the MFA program at university of montana and university of illinois at chicago (art institute way too much money) for this fall so hopefully one of those will work out. in the meantime im just working on book two and looking for a job. im going to see about unemployment today...

whats up with you there in VT? are you close to johnson? if you are go check it out with snow coverage, its a bit of satori that cant be passed up.

i miss you.

g

yeah, i imagine the hippie situation is the same as in boulder. things would be more productive if they'd all just shave their heads and start sitting meditation holed up on some vermont hillside becoming monks instead of smoking pot, being lazy and thinking its getting them somewhere.

but no im not dead. just sorta broke and staying at my moms back near chicago with Amia Diorio who seems to always land a job in the natural food stores wherever we go faster than i can do anything. i used to be the one to get a good job quick after a relocation but not anymore. the last job i had was in the spring of 2001 and i havent had one since (unless you count delivering pizzas in boulder for six weeks... but i dont, it barely bought beer, let alone food or bills)

the cows sound alive up there, i dont remember any of them getting up over a slow walk, but they probably are relatively healthy animals and the cardiovascular excersise'll maybe make better milk, i dont know. 

----------------

excerpt:

Rob Voulliard who sometimes sits on top of mountains for whole days studying Rousseauean chapters and eating fruit from the open air market streets below, where the sunday crowds are thick and the people are always strangely busy, ducking into drug stores for cough drops and newspapers, or nodding off on buses and on bus stop benches— Voulliard walking around spinning off lines like 'what is life if not at least a constant attempt at a manifestation of our dreams...' to his friends or right to the clerk at Donnely's pretzel stand who makes em "Just Like Coney Island" with sea salt and dijon french mustard and who he's never met before in his life. Rob's always had some beat-up black cotton bomber jacket left in his grandmothers bar in Gerome, Pennsylvania that he wears all year round (in winter with a red knitted cap) and a crew cut that he says makes him look more republican and this is good he says as he goes looking for a desk job in the tax department at city hall in Spellman, Tennessee where he grew up and even spent two years at the University there philosophizing with the professors any chance he got, and running around the campus with giant books filled with Dylan Thomas lyrics and Marxist theories and the beauty of the Communist Party in 1835 so honest and concerned about everyone

----------

seeing as though you're up in newengland, have you ever heard of scott nearing? whats the word on that guy these days? the only time i was up there i didnt know of him enough to ask. i wonder if his cabin is still around...maybe we'll come have a look.

hows cholo?

g

we moved from boulder (for worms) last day of november and went up to whitefish again hoping to maybe get the graphics job i interviewed for, and i got it, but the wages are so bad up there (ok for montana, but...) and the position ended up only being part time, and i wanted to apply to grad school in chicago so we came back here after a couple weeks. its so intense up there i think about going back take that smally job and get some land put up the cabin, but i guess ill stay in chicago for a while and maybe save some cash. 

Amia Diorios good. shes working at a natural foods/nutrition store but she's getting tired of that retail monotony so's always trying to decide what to "do". same old storey with folks uncontented with the everlasting push toward social and economic success.

sometimes i wonder if i didnt think about things so much if id just float around like a lot of people unaware and mindlessly sedated. but then again, all this thinking and figuring is leading me right to that same understanding and bliss only difference is its in a mindful way. 

ahhhh simplicity, or "it woooont mean a thing in a hundred yeeeeeaaars. ding dun de de de do do do..."
i've got an exhibition at the gallery on damen in may for art international 2002. coincides with the grand production set up on navy pier every spring. its quite good actually another one of those benefits of being in the city. ill put up the new paintings on the site as soon as i get the slides back (they had to ship as part of my mfa application stuff) if you would like to see them.

there's some warm front here in chicago like spring so im going outside into the wind. tell me about your cabin: how long you been there, where is it, did you buy it, rent it? land? animals roaming, etc etc.....

g

thank you ben. hehe.

hippies should all be shaved and made into monks sitting up on mountainsides praying for all things to be equal, they'd be a lot more useful this way.

chow.

g

hombre,

yeah i bagged naropa cuz it wasnt going to be worth the 25 large i woulda owed come graduation day. (other than just having that piece of paper, but im in this game for more than that). so i got out before add/drop and took a leave of absence. im still eligible for a study abroad semester in nepal this fall, so if i dont get into MFA at missoula or UIC, than i was thinking of doing that... well see..

no, mcdougals for me dont worry. 

ah, chicagos cool place. its snowing right now and just went to van gogh and degas exhibit at the school museum. theres no work here though so im in the process of finalizing a position of photographer/designer for the Big Fork Eagle! HA! fuckin A, buy me a little cabin on flathead lake, set up my easel and watch the world from up there maybe... hehe. get a big ass dog and go snowshoeing out my back'ard all winter...

ohhhh...montana. anywaysssss hope LA's treating you like a rockstar. tell those fatty ho's on the strip I cant take no 4 on 1, they nearly attacked me in their lampshade eye makeup dripping down their autumn faces and Oakland Raider parkas pushed out to maximum density. hehe. scared the shit outta me man, scared me worse than getting jumped in daylight hours ina Memphis gas station on "the wrong side of graceland", the hood is what we call it here. huh.

alrighty, grasshopper, let me know whats going down when you get a chance. 

ciao.

g 

NO WAYYY! CONGRATULATIONS, folks. that is great great news. i didnt know... fill me in on the details when you get them.

otherwise ill be here most likely in chicago looking for a job. theres some crazy stuff going on with the economy eh? its creeping into (or hopefully OUT OF) some major depression situation around this city (and most others im sure) no one is hiring for ANYTHING. i cant even get a warehouse job up here! im walking around the industrial parks in my dress shirt and heavy navy pea coat and knit hat asking in big white-collar headquarters: "wheres the employment office" like some broke sailor on the docks turning up my collar to the grey morning skies and freshly falling midwest snow.

Amia Diorios working at the natural food store so at least we have some small cash.

anyway, let me know whats new in KC.

g

what up dog?

might be heading back to NW montana for a job up in big fork on flathead lake. ill let ya know what happens, im waiting to get the "final decision". its a mixed job for the small paper there called the Eagle. i would be the photographer, web designer, and part time writer of sorts. i sent the head lady my url and check out this crazy letter she responded with...(attached below)

so, how bout that coffee, sailor. you working these days? how bout some adivce, or your opinion: i was planning after the first book of poems (say no more) to just keep on with the poems (which ill always do) and put together the next collection and try to get some university press or maybe shambhala to publish it, take care of the marketing, etc... but ive been doing some story writing lately and dream writing that i think i like very much how it is coming together... so im trying to decide (not right away i guess) what kind of format to use. think i should write out a whole book length story novel, have the main guy (me basically) having these wild dreams and include them in the book, have a poetry section at the end?.... or have (1)Book of Dreams, (2)Book 2 of Poems, (3)Story novel book, AND (4)Book of LEtters? all separate? (i could include some of these grand corespondances we've had (saved them all) into the first single-book-with-everything idea.

hmm. this is what ive been thinking about lately. no matter really let me know what you think. in the meantime im just drinking hot coffee and hammering away at the keys everyday.

also, found Great Plains Zen Center for sitting meditation sundays and tuesdays up in Palatine...wanna go some time? i usually go out to eat with my dad, sisters, etc on sunday nights and my brother plays indoor soccer tuesday nights in palatine so we can work something out. the games are great to go and spectate. no one else there late at night so i run and fetch the long shots go outta bounds playing ballboy!

let me know what you think about the book ideas.

g

LETTER:

Dear Leonard:

I have looked at your stuff. You are a very talented artist. Your poetry is

good too, but I like your art better. I was into creative writing, art and

traveling to weird places myself once and I am wondering why you want to

settle down to a full-time job, as Your work indicates that you are a bit of

a bohemian. Course, I've got a sister in her 40's, single, who is an artist

near San Francisco. She's a good artist, too, and she is a secretary at the

Univ. of Ca. Go figure.

   There are a lot of artists living here and a lot of galleries, and I'm

sure you could get one of them to carry your work. But you would be doing a

lot of routine things, like running down to the school to take a picture of

a debate meet or the "Student of the Week," and such, as well as other

boring, bourgeois stuff like laying out the paper and keeping up the web

site. I also don't get the impression that you are really into team sports

(which would be your job). And I take it that graphics are really your thing

- not photography.

Our reporter, Chris, is in her 40's, a good reporter, and half-Mexican with

a temperament to match. She does QuarkXpress pretty good but doesn't have

the patience to teach it. She can do photoshop and web site upkeep so-so.

She is divorced and has a couple of kids in their early 20's that also live

here. You would be working with her a lot. We are both nice and friendly

people and you would have a lot of artistic license where the paper is

concerned. In fact, I'm anxious to bring some pizazz to it myself.

The editor before me was a great newspaper man - could do it all. He was a

26 year-old alcoholic and died of alcohol poisoning after an all-night

binge. Shocked the whole town. That's why they hired me - the complete

opposite. But I'm not - I've just outgrown the kind of behavior that results

in premature death!

I still haven't talked to my boss about my finalists, but please give it a

lot of thought before you make a decision. As I told you, the pay isn't

great, but the benefits are, and this is a beautiful place to live, but I

wouldn't want you to come here and be unhappy. We work hard, but we also

have a lot of fun here.

Give me your thoughts.

Laurie 

hey again. check this out: i applied for the photographer/web design/part time writer position at the big fork eagle and have been in contact with those people for the last couple days. they've all checked into my site and love all the stuff on there they tell me, including the poems and paintings and they're all stoked about all the other computer jobs i can do for them as well. it seems they all want me to be the one to take the job and said they'd make the "official" decision in a couple days. that'd be pretty cool job i think. at least then id have some income and then can set up my studio there and also get into the galleries eventually and maybe start selling some again... i dont know anything about any of the galleries around there (except Jest by you: which i like) but these ladies keep saying things to me like "we're sure one of the galleries here would carry your work" blah blah.. and "you can write things on your own for the paper" and so on.

ill let you know, but also there are two web develop. possibilities now (of course all at the same time) here in chicago which i have to find out about over the next few days as well. so ill let you know.

as for the questions i sent, i am in agreeance with you in all areas, the challenge is Excellent and im having a longer term relationship of sorts with the novel-story form (and will im sure continue for a long long time) as opposed to hammering out poems, which even the longest ones only ever took a couple hours to write. i've never known or read anyone who could write novels AND poetry both at the same high level i plan to achieve so we'll see what happens with it... ill keep you going about it and have more sections to send along, but tonight ill attach all of the other responses from that quote about painting, etc.

surely send off those papers if its not too much trouble (thanks alot for all of the other ones), otherwise we may be there to pick them up ourselves soon!

have a good night and have fun in missoula!

g

hey kurty, 

good to hear from you. i like your idea about the novella (and collection of poems). did you mean to have these two in the same book? or two separate volumes? 

i was thinking how i have incorporated some dream writing into the story now, and also, how would it be to also include once in a while along the story all of the poems i have so far and will write for the new collection. maybe in the long run this would be good because i've been told by others that novels sell and poetry is difficult.

here's a sample of how i've put in the dream writings so far: (attached Word file, hope you can open it, if not ill resend as just text)

good work with the website authoring, its a valuable tool to have at your disposal, plus you can do it all from home in your underwear with coffee.

let me know when so i can check out the site and we'll link them up for sure.

g 

(ill tell Amia Diorio you said hello. i usually just tell her i got a letter from you and what you said, she asks anyway, so you guys have been staying in touch even without you knowing it. hehe.)

yes, i figured it would be a pretty cool place: big fork, for some different reasons. so i guess we'll just see what happens, and ill let you know. thanks for the papers, i know you are busy busy

Aint No Hippie Days was inspired by simply BEING in the town/city/suburb called boulder (and it didnt help once i left naropa classes to be stuck paying rent and looking for a job there). that place i think, and that rediculous aspen valley, are groundbreaking in the whole "rocky-mountain-living-means-you-are-a-trustfunded-hippy-and-drink-micRobrews-exclusively-and-drive-shiny-saab-with-Tule-rack-on-top-dont-forget-a-few-'conciousness'-stickers" thing going on and spreading madly which i cannot allow myself to be categorized in or participate in, and even if i could, by nature i would not be able to conform to such extreme mind-less-ness. its very discouraging actually.

i wrote this other one dripping with sarcasm that i first sent to my brother (who has lived in boulder and Portland in the past) who from then on would say he can picture me drinking alone on my back porch  (which was adjacent to 30th street) waiting for Amia Diorio to return from work sitting in my lawn chair or staggering around pissed off at boulder citizens, throwing empty bottles into the street, hollaring drunkinly at the passing cars about how much boulder sucks...(hehe its funny to imagine, but NO, it never really happened of course..) i did however send it in to every Boulder Daily Camera connection i could find one afternoon, with a letter attached covering the reasons they should not ignore such a piece (which i knew they would, or something) and that its Freedom of Speech on my part, and on and on...aint never got no responseses.

ill attach it, just as simpletext, ill be here writing for a while—

g

alright, cool. ill check out the salt lake tribune. if you see any places looking for graphic or web designers let me know somehow, emails cool or phone (you should call me anyway tas been so looong). aint got no fax ma--cheen neither. 

what are you up to? i saw Karen Hillary in missoula while back and ben jammin sent me email saying he was going to read one of my poems in his acting class. ok, i said-- thats sure cool with me. he said you "dumped" him and the first thing i thought of was: "man, i havent heard that word since high school". honestly i cant say that i was surprised to hear that, i love ben and all, but i always thought of you as one to be stronger on your own... v, youre one of those chicks that is so righteous, you are above ever NEEDING a guy to do things for you, you have a very cool angel presence, especially as an individual: but im sure you dig the attention, too. everybody does.

...plus i just think of you in your rock and roll party shirts and i know theres probably 3.2 mormon dudes hovering all over you at those bible dance clubs you guys frequent...

maybe i can get a group photo of your SLcrew clad in america's UNI-tards?

anyway. write when you can.

g

Hi. we're coming back.

sorry to hear about the crappy exhibition and all... my gallery in chicago (since 96) Gallery 1633 did the same thing. when it started out i was selling pretty consistantly a few paintings a year out of there, but as time went on the other stuff hanging in the place was honestly just very poor: people with a "hobby" wanting to "get into an exhibit..." (i foockin hate that). so the place started getting less and less attendance and sales went away, then i went away...

so anyway you can find another higher quality show for the winter where you SHOULD be showing anyway. i bet your glad to be home too.

we are leaving for BIGFORK on sunday!! i took that job at the paper and they set it up so we could stay at the marina cay resort place for cheap till we find our own place.  hehe.

cant wait to find out about MFA schools next month. guess ill forward my mail to my next mountain hideout. 

how are the roads these days. me thinks i need some new tires with big sharp teeth.

NOW! oh i forgot. CAN YOU DO ME A FAST A HUGE FAVOR?

(the art institute didnt do what it was supposed to and now) i need ONE MORE letter of Recommendation... fast. Will you write one real quick for me, as a professional reference and put what you do and who you are and how you think i would benefit the schools with my work and being a TA, and all that and send them off to the following schools??? 

pleease i hope you have some time. i would think you were even cooler than before! here are the addresses. im writing in a panic because i just found this out and its already past the deadline for all but one, so...   

studio (painting) at U of MT

Graduate Fine Arts Admissions

University of Montana

Missoula, MT 59801

creative writing at U of MT

Graduate Creative Writing Admissions

University of Montana

Missoula, MT 59801

and studio (painting) at UIC

University of Illinois, Chicago

Office of Admissions and Records (MC018)

Box 5220 Chicago IL 60680-5220

if you can do this: thankyou thankyou thankyou

let me know,

g

hola soldier, well...we've done it again. another successful jaunt in chicago/burbs and we didnt get to spend any time...

as you probably figured out by now, im leaving. we're going back to montana for a while in a week. i got a job as digital photographer/web designer for the weekly newspaper in big fork which is a small "art town" with more galleries than houses or so, right on the northern bank of flathead lake up there in the northwest corner. its a very chill place (as you can imagine: pop. 3,500 winter, 10,000 summer) with a lot of money being spent in the galleries so i figure ill finish the book and then get some new paintings done and up in one of those galleries... find out about MFA schools in a month anyway so itll be nice to stash some cash too for a change. the company set us up to stay in some big fancy resort on the marina there until we find our own place! hehe. plush living...ooooo. doesnt really fit, but its a roof and a bed. maybe ill have some tea and biscuts in the morn. hehe.

(also, have you checked this out: http://www.ninearts.org/books ? maybe you can be thinking and turning some ideas for the story part of this childrens book. i know we've talked about it before, but i have this very defined idea for the illustrations for it (which really will be painting digitally juxtaposed on the pages) and think we should get it rolling. i have a lot of other things going on, so i just want to be thinking of ideas for the story right now. so get on it. keep some notes, we'll have some kind of morality lesson for the whole thing, you know. let me know what you think.)

more later, 

g 

hey whats new. we moved into the cabin i was telling you about. i took some digital shots of it but although i installed the nikon viewer software on the laptop, i neglected to bring home also the driver extension...well, all but the 'right' driver extension i guess. so ill get it tonight when i stop back by work and hopefully can just email it to myself. anyway: i guess that could be a little more information than necessary. superfluous if you will. 

so ive been finishing Ram Dass, 'the only dance there is' and the book is blowing my mind. you have got to check into this guy, and if you can read the book, you'll be glad you did. he's got another called 'be here now' which i will be finding soon.

the couple other book stores around are going to carry my book and this old-timer painter from this valley (elmer- i told you about him) is pushing the galleries around to get me a show. plus, his middle aged son stopped into my work the other day and told me "they" were kicking around the idea of putting together 4 painters as the "young up-and-coming montana artists" exhibit (those are HIS words). i was like this: "sure. of course, that sounds great." he said our works had things in common but that they are nothing alike. the only guy i know of, elmer showed me some cards of this guys work which he did as film backdrops for some hollywood production something or other...  they seemed like pretty stagnant jungle scenes: real commercial-ish. i dont know.

i think you should check out Ram Dass. the book is just absolutely great. 

i think i want to just paint real long five year still life paintings using only hand crushed pigments and finish off all these books one by one and also working on all of them together all the time. 

ive attached the outline i worked up just before leaving chicago. i thought you might want to check it out.

let me know whats going down.

how's the boy these days?

g

this is chinese charlie pearks. i shot him out walking near the cabin, and he invited us over for dinner that night. we had fried noodles and veggies with lemon marangue pie, chinese pineapple upsidedown cake and a scoop of vanilla ice cream on top for desert. we ate in what used to be his chinese restaurant (1978-1993) down the road. he calls me kid and Amia Diorio sis.

we talked about the power of light as being god. he says with a smile, when he dies he'll be as young as me. i said i think he's right and don't have no need for bodies over there. he's 86, walks several miles a day and says as you leave his house with a hug, 'sure no depression here, kid, see you soon'. he sleeps in a teepee INSIDE his house, carries all the firewood by himself and brings it inside in a wheelbarrow. 

hey there.

im in bigfork montana. got a job here doing web and photojouralism for the

paper (big fork eagle) just started couple days ago. they gave me nikon D1

and some other goodies to play with. i attached some of the more important

work ive done so far here. hehe. 

drove out starting sunday from chicago. things are a little strange right

now just had to drive down to missoula at 5 am to drop off Amia Diorio at the

airport to fly home and then to san antonio for her grandpa's funeral. and

now staying at the big fork hotel for $200/mo while we try to find a cabin

to rent.

then i stopped by a ford dealership on the way back here and looked at a new

truck and this cute sales girl (not your average salesperson by a long shot)

i think was flirting with me or something. gave me her number and said she

cant wait for summer and where am i from and all that. 

who knows. things sometimes get strange. even stranger in montana. 

ok. wish we could hang out tonight and have a few coldies. that would be

good. plus you're excellent to talk to.

more later after i do some of this scanning here.

g

----------

From: "Lish Tatone" <ktatone@hotmail.com

To: gotoole@rhythmmountain.net

Subject: Re:

Date: Thu, Feb 21, 2002, 5:33 PM

what's up, have you become famous and  canonized yet. i'm patiently waiting.

hope you are well. how's the city? snow has been around, a 

litttttttllllllleeee. lots of fun regardless.

take care, Lish
_________________________________________________________________

Send and receive Hotmail on your mobile device: http://mobile.msn.com

i was thinking of maybe even an expedition. i know they're pretty expensive,

but the american made big block better known as the V8 ive been told by

mechanic dudes the best built engine in the world (for autos). i dont know,

those things are pretty bad ass, especially with the blaupunkt raging or

haning out in my pocket. that truck would sure come in handy over here. i

get nervous when weather channel girl says snow is coming because when snow

comes here its big time and no salt on the roads, etc. its raining now so

not much better. ...hear anything on the expedition?

i can get 0% financing from a ford dealer down the road i found out today. i

guess that would be the best way to finance, you think? let me know.

i should ask dad some of these q's as well.

hows bossy?

    hi baby. i miss you.

im working on my sculptor/woodshop/metals photos page. its going to be a

whole page and ill do the layout too for this week. you can see it when you

get back. 

i dont even know if youll check this so i wont write much. i tried to watch

your plane take off from the parking lot so i could see if it was a little

beater but i dont know where you went! it was so cloudy i thought maybe i

just missed you or was looking in the wrong place.

that 3 month old puppy called and wants to know when you're coming to pick

her up.

g

hell yeah. you can stay with us. i dont know where we will be but im going

to see about a cabin which is 6 miles from town so you guys should rent a

4x4 something.

i got your message and ill call you tonight sometime. sorry to hear about

the truck, but i guess it seen its day. im glad my truck is so weighted down

because we're in the middle of a snow storm so lots of good snowboarding

soon as i get a paycheck or two. first gotta get the new truck.

what are you going to look at? new or few years old? im thinking of just

spending the extra cash and getting something new. like you said, it'll have

a warranty and all that. more dependable, etc.

whats the date of easter weekend?

check out this site for good tunes on your puter: http://www.ampcast.com

g

oh. ahhh ...

missoula has international airport: 1.5 hrs south of bigfork

kalispell has an airport but is about twice as much as missoula, but only 20

miles from bigfork

spokane washinLTn is a hike but you guys would dig the drive across which i

think is about 5 hours but not too sure. that one i have no idea about the

prices. 

then theres an airport up near glacier nat'l park but i think it would cost

about as much as renting that really fast french airplane with the pointy

nose...whatever its called.

find out about car rental places when your getting tickets too.

no airport in whitehead.

peace.

hehe

----------

From: OTOOLEJ776@aol.com

To: <gotoole@rhythmmountain.net

Subject: (no subject)

Date: Sat, Feb 23, 2002, 10:59 AM

we are thinking about easter weekend for a trip to visit you guys.  most 

likely it would be dan, tim and me.  is it ok that we stay with you and do 

you have room?  what airport is best and should we rent a car to get to 

your place from the airport?  i am assuming that big schlong/white head 

does not have an airport.   

hey ive been meaning to email you but i had your crazy digisys address on my

laptop outlook. ive been just using email from the paper on my computer here

since we dont have internet in our room. we are staying at the hotel bigfork

until we get this cabin by the river hopefully in a couple days. Amia Diorios

grandpa died in san antonio on thursday so i drove her down to msla airport

friday at 530 am. i hope shes coming back tuesday like her tickets are set

for. but she said she's not sure yet.

i tried to go get some snow tires at walmart yesterday so i dont die but the

rude old man there said they were sold out of my size. i heard that

whitefish didnt get much snow this weekend so maybe you're wondering what

the hell im talking about. i have that cold thing in my chest too that i

heard is going around all over the place and it sucks. i think i got it from

my sister.

so we should hang out when Amia Diorio gets back. 

how are you?

g

----------

From: HH Haugen <redhat@digisys.net

To: Leonardory OToole <gotoole@rhythmmountain.net

Subject: where are you?

Date: Mon, Feb 25, 2002, 1:07 PM

hey...where are you?  thinking you must be in the flathead by now unless

plans have changed.  let me know.

HH
next time ill get down below on the gym floor scooting around on my back pushing myself with my feet, and get a shot looking up in there...  hehe. then ill be a perv. thatd be pretty cool and all the audience parents looking down watching me do this from the bleachers all looking at eachother like: "what the....?"
dads going to wire the check into that sweet sweet usaa account today he said.

malibu? what the hell? rental? why dont you take bossy's cruiser? i thought she'd be on the el most of the time. do you wear those black plastic jim mcmahon super-BOWL shuffle sunglasses with the big rubbery flourescent side pieces on them while driving that thing?

and power windows? sweet.

hehe i just over heard someone here say 'chuckles'.

----------

From: "joe" <joe@highergear.com
To: "'Leonardory OToole'" <gotoole@rhythmmountain.net
Subject: RE: <no subject

Date: Mon, Feb 25, 2002, 2:42 PM

It worked from the Highergear system without any issue.  Its strange that I was unable to open it from home. 

Nice action shot of the youngsters better be careful about the angle of the shots - you might be accused of being a perv. 

Dad was thinking that you had a bank account here and that one of us could deposit the big check.  You guys probably worked it out.  Did you go into the office and call him from there? 

Driving a sporty chevy Malibu for the next couple days. Its real neat with a cd player and you dont have to open the door to pay a toll since the window goes down. 

-----Original Message-----

From: Leonardory OToole [mailto:gotoole@rhythmmountain.net] 

Sent: Monday, February 25, 2002 2:23 PM

To: joe@highergear.com

Subject: FW: <no subject 

let me know if this works.

----------

Subject: Re: <no subject

Date: Mon, Feb 25, 2002, 9:53 AM

To Joe,
you should be able to just drag it into your browser window its a jpg like the horse girl big hat chick photo format. 

it freakin cold here.

got the new check confirmation from dad last night. talked to him from work last night. so thats pretty cool too.

guess ill go do some work. layout this bad boy.

----------

From: OTOOLEJ776@aol.com

To: gotoole@rhythmmountain.net

Subject: Re: <no subject

Date: Sun, Feb 24, 2002, 9:40 PM

not the tunes for the photo.  i could not open it with any normal program that i have. 

hey man. whats up.

well, back in old montana. the lady that runs the BACC (bigfork arts and

cultural center) who lived up in ketchican or something alaska came back

here because she said the winters are too long and dark. she said they have

a movie theater there called snowbank drive-in where they show movies not on

a screen, but on the bank of snow that builds up to an annual average of

over 500 feet!

its not as extreme here, but this town is tiny man. about 3000 people max

and most of them live up in the hills where you never see them. only people

ive seen much besides Amia Diorio are some random kids at the bar a couple

nights, the three people i work with, and the little old man cartoonist for

the paper named elmer who's made his living up here for his whole life

pretty much as a painter and he came in yesterday and one of the writers

here showed him my paintings on the site and was saying things like "well,

it appears you are quite an impressive artist..." and was laughing and

really checking out some of the animals and loved them, said i have two

styles which is true and it didnt take him more than a few minutes to say

that right out. and all sagastic comments and then really started talking to

me about how they have a group of "old geeser artists" from around the area

who were meeting weekly for coffee "and the whole thing was going great guns

for a while until so and so mentioned to organize the thing with dues and

roll call and then all of a sudden no one showed up". hehe. the guy is

exceptionally cool and wears an old hat like that one you have that i always

said is a writers hat, and he has a white pointed go-tee and drives around

this old subaru wagan and wears tennis shoes with velcro strips on them and

just sits there all calm and doesnt get excited much about anything but he

glows and his eyes glow and his mind is sharp like an old bikkhu just being

mindful and looking for things to paint in the rocky mountain winter. he

asked for me to give him a card with the web site address on it so he could

look at the paintings when he got home some more.

he's great and he knows i think he's great. he left here yesterday saying

right to me and waving: "we'll be seeing you soon, ok?..."
so ive been taking a lot of photos with this nikon D1 they gave me and the

snows piling up. i put brand new tires on the truck yesterday and can drive

all over the place safely now. we're going to check out a cabin to move into

maybe this weekend in a little while. its 6 miles outta town in the woods on

the swan river. you can be sure ill be sending along a photo if we get it. i

think i have to have a digital camera on me all the time now and when

leaving this job (no time soon) will have to purchase one of my own.

my sister shannons going to have a baby she says in october! crazy.

what are you up to? wish we could have had a couple more pints at the

curraugh. but we will.

later. let me know whatsup.

g

heres a little:

i just wrote it to my friend Milton in chicago who's been one of my best

friends forever. but i thought you would like it too...

how are you? hows t-ride? and drunk bob?

here you go:

well, back in old montana. the lady that runs the BACC (bigfork arts and

cultural center) who lived up in ketchican or something alaska came back

here because she said the winters are too long and dark. she said they have

a movie theater there called snowbank drive-in where they show movies not on

a screen, but on the bank of snow that builds up to an annual average of

over 500 feet!

its not as extreme here, but this town is tiny man. about 3000 people max

and most of them live up in the hills where you never see them. only people

ive seen much besides Amia Diorio are some random kids at the bar a couple

nights, the three people i work with, and the little old man cartoonist for

the paper named elmer who's made his living up here for his whole life

pretty much as a painter and he came in yesterday and one of the writers

here showed him my paintings on the site and he was saying things like

"well, it appears you are quite an impressive artist..." and was laughing

and really checking out some of the animals and loved them, said i have two

styles which is true and it didnt take him more than a few minutes to say

that right out. and all sagastic comments and then really started talking to

me about how they have a group of "old geeser artists" from around the area

who were meeting weekly for coffee "and the whole thing was going great guns

for a while until so and so mentioned to organize the thing with dues and

roll call and then all of a sudden no one showed up". hehe. the guy is

exceptionally cool and wears an old hat like that one you have that i always

said is a writers hat, and he has a white pointed go-tee and drives around

this old subaru wagan and wears tennis shoes with velcro strips on them and

just sits there all calm and doesnt get excited much about anything but he

glows and his eyes glow and his mind is sharp like an old bikkhu just being

mindful and looking for things to paint in the rocky mountain winter. he

asked for me to give him a card with the web site address on it so he could

look at the paintings when he got home some more.

he's great and he knows i think he's great. he left here yesterday saying

right to me and waving: "we'll be seeing you soon, ok?..."
g

malibu,

yeah. i like those monteros. pretty sweeeeeeeeeet. i want to check one of

those out.

let me know what happens.

enough newspaper crap for today. im going home.

chow.

ps Amia Diorios at the cabin hooking up the the outlook express and getting the

internet service going. she's emailing me telling me the sally IT people

dont know what they are talking about, Amia Diorio said they are saying you need

a 'centurytel.net' email to use the centurytel smtp for our outgoing

mail...and on and on... all this technical stuff and she (Amia Diorio) is the one

whose right in this situation. haha. its pretty funny thinking about it.

like the boxing girl is now some IT bad ass. hehe.

later.

I did not yet find a vehicle to purchase.  Cannot remember if I already

told you but I checked out a 4runner and a Montero sport last night.

The 98 4runner (51K) was quoted to me at $21K.  This was with the HG

discount so I think that will not be my car of choice.  The Montero was

a 2001 with 21K and they quoted me $18.5K.  It was a cool truck and I am

thinking about it seriously.  I did not want to spend that amount of

cash.

Kind of discouraged about Colleen's truck since it has 94K miles.  Also

since we talked about it immediately after my car died she has not

mentioned anything.  I don't know that she is that serious about buying

the other car.

Tomorrow night I am going to the chevy dealer to take a look at things.

wassup?

we're in bigfork montana. i have been working shooting photos for the

newspaper (www.bigforkeagle.com) getting ready for some new painting

exhibits around this valley. we rented a badass cabin on rippling water at

the base of the swan range about a block from the swan river across the

road. we got a little 8 week old great pyranese/german sheppard/lab mix. his

name is arlo and he gets cooler everyday. we've been here for almost a

month, its been snowing tons and then a lot of sunny blue sky days. we have

an acre so im going to put up the hammock soon out back by arlos house and i

have a loft above the car port for a painting studio. Amia Diorio made sure we

brought as many paintings with this time as possible so i have 19 hanging

around the cabin, 1 in the office lobby of the newspaper, and one is being

donated this week for a fancy art and cultural center auction dinner.

oooo...fanceeey. some folks here were looking at my site and came across

your katahdin painting and they all said ohhh what a great photograph. hehe.

so i told them about you. people are cool in montana. come visit. summers

here are supposed to be just like heaven. look on the map, see flathead

lake, bigfork is right on the top east bank. glacier natl park is waiting

for me to come back for a visit.

g

heard about the hiptop from jobs and wozniak? looks pretty damn cool, im

thinking about getting one when my cell phone service contract runs out in

june. see it here: danger.com

whats going on in sch?

we're going to do a story about this crazy lady who allegidly has 20 wolves

all ages on her land somewhere near here and if she doesnt tag'em fish and

wildlife says they are going to "shoot" them?? i dont think they would shoot

them, but would take them away, give them a social security number, a

tracking device, a camera imbedded in their forheads and a really long

retractable leash, maybe even a paroll officer to check in with weekly. 

should be a cool photo shoot. im stoked about it. ive never seen a wolf

right in front of me.

g

i hit send accidentally...

so anyway. im glad you have a bath again. where are you living now? san

diego? i bet its pretty warm down there right now. its snowing again here. 

im not sure which emails you couldnt get so let me know, they're probably on

the laptop outlook and not here at the office anyway. but ill be happy to

resend them. i thought you had an updated email address??

i shot a bunch of decent photos of some local skaters and wrote a story on

it. its running in the paper on wednesday.... you wanna copy?? send along

your USPS mailing address and ill put one in the mail. having a little

montana newspaper on ones coffee table tends to become a interesting

conversation piece!

were you able to view the photos of this place i sent?

we've only been here about 2 mo. and i just got an inquirey about my resume

from the hiring department at a company called Liquidus Marketing in

Chicago. probably some big loop firm. he said he wants to talk to me about a

job. if i told Amia Diorio i sent him my phone number she'd not be too happy. i

dont really want to move or even get a different job anytime in the near

future, but i think i should at least get the information. 

but....

have a great day. (cities are cool too)

Good to hear you'll be getting a tub again. Or should I say, already have a

tub again. I remember at that redstone cabin i didnt have a tub. and i

wonder how i got along without one, but then again, that was before i

realized the wonders of a hot bath. so i guess it was a situation where i

didnt miss it because i didnt know what i was missing.

but it was during that 2-3 months back somewhat stranded at my moms house

(after leaving CO due to the surrender of my drivers liscense and the

inability to go anywhere at all, let alone all the way to that wonderful

'job' on snowmass mountain) where i read so much buddhist literature and

eastern philosophy between five mile runs outside that i started laying in

the bath tub reading or looking at my dripping and slightly distorted

reflection in the faucet and drain cap down between my feet at the other end

of the tub.

ever since then, a bath every couple days at the least is necessary. but its

not like i ever think about baths during the day, just sometimes when i get

back to the cabin after running outside and things are cold and wet, reading

in the hot bathtub creeps into my head and then i dont really have a choice.

of course, i do really, and thats not to be taken literally, but you know

what im saying.

i thought you guys bought that little house in the woods?!

----------

From: RavnEcho@aol.com

To: gotoole@rhythmmountain.net

Subject: Re: chinese charlie pearks

Date: Sun, Mar 31, 2002, 1:33 AM

In a message dated 3/17/2002 11:50:56 AM Pacific Standard Time, 

gotoole@rhythmmountain.net writes:

<< you'll dig this thou: down the road before you turn on to rippling water, 

if

 you go straight there is an old one way Wooden bridge spanning the swan

 river over there and the rocks creep out almost to the middle on both sides

 of the water in this shallow, late winter season. i thought you'd like to

 imagine that. its cool. 

im on my way to go up whitetail road to find some wolves allegidly being

raised by a crazy old woman. there's supposed to be 20+ up there all ages.

the reason im going is photos. if i get some, ill send them along.

SCI sounds good at UIC, but wont be there. thinking of going to the Gorge

for May

25 for Sasquatch Festival: string cheese, ben harper, etc. one day at the

Gorge, ahhh. should be sunny by then out there. last time i was at the gorge

this came out: http://www.radio-qmx.org/poetry/rms113.html so it should

be good. 

alright. write back. yesterday i set up the Hideout painting studio in the

storage space above the carport at the cabin. the new easels coming in the

mail from North carolina.

things are heating up. and the suns out.

g

ps hope things are good.

im on my way to go up whitetail road to find some wolves allegidly being

raised by a crazy old woman. there's supposed to be 20+ up there all ages.

the reason im going is photos. if i get some, ill send them along.

SCI sounds good, but wont be there. thinking of going to the Gorge for May

25 for Sasquatch Festival: string cheese, ben harper, etc. one day at the

Gorge, ahhh. should be sunny by then out there. last time i was at the gorge

this came out: http://www.radio-qmx.org/poetry/rms113.html so it should

be good. can you make it to that? YOU SHOULD! damnit!

alright. write back. yesterday i set up the Hideout painting studio in the

storage space above the carport at the cabin. the new easels coming in the

mail from North carolina.

things are heating up. and the suns out.

g

ps hope things are good.

HH
    hey. we came by the store sunday and i was going to call you so we could

maybe hang out. thought i could sign the books, etc. but then realized it

was closed (like most everything else around here) on sunday. then i couldnt

find your home phone number so we drove over to jewel basin and hiked as

much as our water-logged snow covered boots could handle for one day. then i

found a huge cliff and jumped off it into the powder below. so then we did a

couple more jumps and went home.

will try to come up there sometime soon. again.

hows things?

got rejection letter from UIC/painting, UM/painting, still waiting to hear about UM/creative writing, poetics.

universities are sometimes no different than most other places when it comes to being full of confused people.

i dont understand the hangup with this. 

later.

============================
hola stranger,

how are you? 

hows chicago? im wondering what you are up to now and if you are still

painting a lot. last night i ordered a jullian compact easel. its a backpack

easel, based on the french folding easels. it weights 13 lbs. its for

carrying into the back country around here for landscapes, etc. only after i

paint the cabin we're living in from out in the yard, then there's the old

brown saviorist church down the road with the swan range in the back drop.

so thats two new paintings so far. i've been really swept away lately by

monet's 'magpie'. check it out if you get a chance. its one bad ass mother fucker.

thats my tough guy talk. i know you dig that. picture me saying it sitting on a harley with my ripped up denim vest and no shirt underneath.

Yeah! Rock on!

tell me whats up with you...! hurry!!!

Leonard.
Leonard Treadway

Chicago IL  60680

citation number 9016545433499
The city of Chicago 

department of revenue 

P. O. box 88290 

Chicago Illinois 60680 – 1290 







May 26, 2000

To whom it may concern, 

On May 24 by received a parking ticket on Campbell avenue at the intersection of coral and for $50.00 the state and reason for the ticket was "street cleaning hours" violation. This would be a valid violation and I would have no problem paying the fine if there were signs posted stating the hours of street cleaning.  I have checked several times now and there are no such signs.  (to see every other sign on that street and in that neighborhood is nearly impossible to read for various reasons such as Ross vandalism than posts with a science simply has fallen down or was taken.) however I moved the parking place of my car to the other side of Campbell where there were no signs saying no parking as well and received yet another ticket on the morning of May 25th.

This is unacceptable in my opinion.  I have lived in this neighborhood since January of this year and have had no problems parking anywhere in the area.  Even in these same spots (to see where I was issued tickets on 5/24 and 5/25 (to see.  I will not pay either of these tickets.  

The police seem to be quite thoroughly the whip arcing "violations", however, next to the homeless problem, crack Unrein being run right out in public, random gunfire, constant vandalism, Reagan's, and fast on the same corner where I receive these tickets, they don't prove to be doing much in the way of "serving" or "protecting".  

Seriously, where were the police when my truck was broken in two on the morning of April 18, or when my roommates car windows were smashed for no reason one block away, ordering the sporadic gunfire in the empty lot five nights ago on May 22?  We called you.  You did not show. 

Sincerely, 
Leonard Treadway

