False Events
Dramatized Events

River Of Tears — Post 1

So my girlfriend broke up with me last night. I can't say I'd blame her, but I do think she did it for all
the wrong reasons.

What girlfriend you say? Oh, well, I suppose that has been something I've been a little too cloak and

dagger about, with only two or three of you even knowing she ever existed. Even if I'm one to scream
things from mountain tops,

The thing is, she's not allowed to date. I don't really know the back story because she never really told
me it, but it seems typical enough: Asshole abusive dad, military type, controls everything she does in
life even at 22. I didn't want to touch that shit with a ten foot pole, so it's fine by me that she wanted to
be a bit clandestine.

evertheless, neither of these

things are true, because I have been dating a girl, if only in secret.

Alyssa was an interesting kind of girl I guess. Always keeping me an inch short of the foot of leeway I
needed, knowing just what she could get away with. Being so submissive is not my style, but she had a
sort of power over me. She has two of the three marks of romantic perfection, in that she's alarmingly
beautiful and she's quite intelligent. The only problem was that, aside from the cat and mouse game and
the air of secrecy, she was overwhelmingly boring.

OIS ShGKROW e NKROWANdOA o VEIIVIRIBOTEdofil Sure, we had some fun times for the first few

weeks, but my interest quickly waned. Ever wondered why I've been playing so much Go lately? You
have her to blame.

Once the fire dies out, the rest is just end game. I'd say that we had a nice September, and that it's just
been downhill since then. Hell, I only saw her twice in January, and that includes last night. Speaking
of which, might as well talk about that and get it over with.

She comes over around 11pm, piss drunk from the club and all fired up from talking with her dumb
friends who hate me. Glorified valley girl replicas, these New Jersey queens do a good job of rattling
poor Alyssa's confused head even if I am powerless to do the same. She's sitting on the couch while I
finish up a game of Go, and I have to admit, with her slurring words like she was, I wasn't really paying
attention.

Well, at least until a cup flew over my shoulder and smashed one of my favorite trinkets. It turns out, I
had left some of my drawings and poetry out on the floor, and she had rifled through it, like she always



did. I guess the cup was a sign she didn't like what she saw.

Rather than the uninspired prose and anemic doodles I'd been churning out for her in recent weeks,
instead, she found deep, beautiful sonnets. Lovely limericks, and some handsome haiku.

She saw drawings that weren't exactly drawings, but coded messages of admiration and appreciation
for someone who was... well... not her. The cup was just for the first one she saw. After she snatched
my notebook from its not-secret-enough hiding place, my entire shelf of plates went crashing down
onto the floor in what can only be described as a sea of glass.

I guess no one ever told her breakups don't necessarily involve breaking things. However, I took the
hint,and before | could tll her that Rothing ever happened beteen e and thes oiher erl: thatitas

mere curiosity and interest, she had already slammed my door and woken up most of my neighbors.

Something tells me I'll never see her again. Oh well.

River of Honey — Post 2

_, which I didn't really know. I guess this is a strange way to go about romance,

but she was able to see that my last post was really more a statement of how strongly I feel for her than
it was a bitter stab at romance. I guess you can call me a strange lot, and you'd be right. But that doesn't

change things.

EDIT: This conversation actually never took place, but I can show where I was truthful in my thoughts

/ opinions.
_




EDIT: A similar conversation was carried out via IM, but I obviously embellished a bit to make it more
interesting here. The 'lotes’ mistake and irb code are real, though.

We finally got back around to the topic of my infatuation with her. This is something that had been
going on for a couple weeks, but mostly in a way that could be described only as friendship. She asked
what I really thought of her, and I tried to think it through:

912-15-20-5 19

She thought for a moment, and responded:

19-9-12-12-25

Seeing her sequence, I realized I'm dumb. With a little help from irb, I confirmed.

>> "ilotes".split(//).map { |e| e[0] - 96 }
=19, 12, 15, 20, 5, 19]

I started to correct myself, and she hushed me: "I only read the first two letters, and knew what you
were trying to say." As if I needed a reminder of why I find her so captivating...

So it's not safe to say that I'm in love, but, I am definitely in lotes. What that means, I haven't quite
figured out yet, but as long as it's fun, I don't mind seeing where things lead.

EDIT: I did watch Amores Perros, good movie! The rest of this is totalfiction.

The rest of the night was boring-ish, at least, nothing juicy to write about. We watched Amores Perros,
we acted silly and danced around my apartment to Regina Spektor and ate ice cream. After three years
of utter singleness, I experienced something not-too-unlike cuddling. It made me smile.

That's enough for now. I'm sure the plates smashing were more interesting :)

The Trash Barge — Post 3

Instead, I had an Inbox full of emails that expressed heartfelt condolences for my loss, and exhibited
ienuine shock at mi abilii to be candid about such personal things _




Actually, right now I'm in pretty hot water. It's probably foolish of me to write about it, because it ma

NOTE: John here not to be confused with my friend Jon. Pete may freely be confused with my friend
Pete, at least here.

Late last night, I get a call from my friend John. He's all stressed out and you can tell he's walking on
eggshells for some reason.

"Hey buddy, hows it going?"

"Not bad. I can't remember the last time you've called me, what's up"
"Oh.... Pete told me what happened with your girl man, that's fucked up."
silence

I tried to ﬁiure out how to respond. A thought flashed back to

to exilain it all to John, and his reaction was proof that

I tried

"You mean, you hoped that people would get all worked up reading this shit? Man, I can't believe
you. You've done some messed up stuff before, but this takes the cake. Fuck you man, don't even talk to
me"

click

Of my friends, I can safely say that John is one of the least interested in the arts, and it didn't really

surprise me that he didn't see any beauty or truth in this writing of mine, even if it just barely survives
in the shadow of all the lies and complications.

She's been enjoying my writing, and that's part of what makes me keep it up. It's funny how fact and

fiction are increasingly melting the more I push on with this. I woke up this morning to a little sheet of
paper slipped under my door that said:



8512125

Writing All Wrongs — Post 4

_ Nonetheless, I went to the rooftop of my apartment tonight with a

notebook and flashlight to seek inspiration and a bit of adventure.

I don't think we're supposed to go up there.

, making it far too tempting to resist. I go up
there sometimes late at night, when I feel like I need a little space from the world to do some thinking,
or... maybe more honestly... brooding.

- Sitting on the roof, I contemplated where I could take it next.

I scribbled fast, but most of the ideas fell flat.

I started drawing some mind maps, but none of them led me to where I needed to be.

While I was dreaming of good vibrations and tumbling aimless chicken scratch onto paper, reality
presented me with a story more interesting than I could dream up. It so happens that our roof is level
with the third floor of the building next door. Though I never really paid much attention to it, it turns
out that if you wanted to stalk my neighbors, my roof is the ideal place for it.

but the flurry of movement across the way was
unmistakable. I guess I only caught the tail end of it, but a nasty fight had broke out between this guy
and his girlfriend, and the moment I caught was her slapping his face and running away to slam the
door to her room, locking it behind her. I watched as the guy futilely banged on the door a few times,
and then quickly disappeared.

Just moments later, I see him get in his car, and speed off. This sight really hit me hard. After writing
what I did the other day about my 'breakup', it was a whole lot more shocking to see something like it
happen before my eyes. Part of my heart sunk, but my brain was spinning. I had to write this out,



because capturing a rare moment in reality like this isn't something that just happens every day.

That's hard to do on a rooftop at night in the winter. A strong gust of wind quickly pulled
me out of my writing induced coma and I took a look around to get a sense of how long I'd been there.

I look over and see the girl who had just moments ago (or hours, who really knows), sobbing and lying
on her bed. For the first time in a while, I feel genuine sympathy for the feelings of a near stranger. |
also started to feel like I was being a little creepy, looking in someone's window from the roof. I figured
that it was about time to make my escape back down to the second floor before someone called the
cops, but then I got distracted.

The guy who had left in such an enraged hurry was back. I stood there, wondering what was on his
mind and hoping that he'd leave this poor girl alone. It's funny how I managed to take sides in what was
essentially a silent movie, but

But then, he surprised me. It was too dark to see it when he got out of his car, but he had brought
something back with him. He goes and knocks on her door. She ignores him. He knocks again, same
(lack of) response. Finally, he looks strained and yells something I can't hear, and slumps down to the
floor with his back to the door. She seems moved, and finally gets up to let him in.

He sheepishly shows her what is in his hands. A small bouquet of flowers, and some heart shaped card
that looks like it was made from construction paper. She looks for a moment like she's just going to
throw them right back at them, then she reads what's inside the card. They spend a long time looking at
each other, and I can feel the tension, even from across the way.

In time, they come together in a loving embrace, she kisses him softly, and they sit down on the bed
together. As they continued to talk, I realized that I've certainly overstayed my welcome on the roof,
and that it's time for me to return to my own life, rather than simply watching others live out theirs.

Heart It Races — Post 5




—

NOTE: Especially if ex-girlfriends read this... I actually didn't ever have a bad V-Day, just nothing to
quite write home about, either. This I think is natural when you don't have the resources available to
you in adult life.

Fast forward and it's February 14th. Valentines Da

, and that somehow I managed to have a lackluster time
throughout both of them.

It wasn't the people, but the predicament that ruined the day.

14th, 2008 is different.

(NOTE: hmm, I think I may be spending valentines day with her, but we
certainly don't have concrete plans, if it happens at all.) I couldn't believe she'd be willing to spend her
Valentines Day with me, even ifher mind was only set on friendship.

fisticuffs with someone who said she wasn't. Or at least, have a really surly thumb wrestling match,
which I would flat out win through mad passion.




She shows up around 8pm, after a pretty long day at work. I told her I'd cook dinner for her and that we
could just hang out, maybe watch a movie. As soon as she shows up, she seems all excited, and I can't
figure out why. She pulls out a sheet of notebook paper and tells me that it's a game record from earlier
in the week. Not too long ago, I got her into Go, so that didn't surprise me much. I told her I'd look at it
after we ate.

She wasn't happy with that, so I gave in and took a look. At only 10 moves, I knew she was full of it,
but it had me curious:

1.ql4
2.d14

6-4 point? Weird!

3.d12
4.ql12

Bertha... what the hell is this? If it weren't for the symmetry, one of these players would have lost
already...

5.k3
6.kl13

Hmm... this is starting to look like "Get Strong at Subtle Invasions"

7. f15
8. 015

Umm... the players mutually wanted to create an M ?

Amazingly, I still don't see the significance of the two moves to come

9.p9
10. €9

00000000h.
I blush, and then I don't know what to say. This had to be the nerdiest, but cutest thing anyone has ever
done for me:
NOTE: The statement starting after “And I realize..,” actually would be true if this really happened..,
and we actually did take a ballroom dancing class.
I don't even think about it, [ just hug her. And I realize that's the first time we've ever actually touched

each other, not counting the one silly ballroom dancing class we took together. And though it feels like
the right thing to do at the time, I suddenly find myself a bit embarrassed.



I look up, she's not weirded out, and that's a relief. "You took all 10 moves to figure that out? Maybe
you're not so smart after all.."

We share a laugh and some eye contact that lingers a little longer than normal, and then I grab a big
knife and slam it into the squash that has been sitting on my table, proving my ADD.

"I'm hungry. Let's cook."



