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Fore­word for the new edi­tion of

The Se­cret Di­ary of Laura Palmer

Twin Peaks feels like a dream now, a dream con­jured to life by two friends over twenty years ago in a light­ning strike of cre­ative free­dom and ex­u­ber­ance, a vi­sion shared and brought to life by over two hun­dred tal­ented artists, ac­tors, crafts­peo­ple, and tech­ni­cians. With no stu­dio lean­ing on us, over the course of eigh­teen months we pro­duced nine hours of the show in splen­did iso­la­tion, be­fore a minute of it was ever broad­cast. This was, in the best sense of the word, an “am­a­teur” en­deavor: driven by our love of the work, not the cold-blooded pro­fes­sion­al­ism that drives most of this in­dus­try.

When the show main­lined into the con­scious­ness of Amer­i­can pop cul­ture, through the de­liv­ery sys­tem of a con­ven­tional TV net­work, it hit with the force of what felt like a hur­ri­cane for those of us in the cen­ter of the eye. It changed the lives of ev­ery­one in­volved for­ever and some­how still res­onates for au­di­ences around the world, long past the usual ex­pi­ra­tion date for pre­fab en­ter­tain­ment. We built the show to last, steel riv­ets and solid beams, and it’s still stand­ing. Crafts­man­ship mat­ters.

It be­gan, ap­pro­pri­ately, over a cup of cof­fee in the mid-1980s. Pie was def­i­nitely in­volved. When David and I met we hit it off from the get-go, with a shared pas­sion for clas­sic films and senses of hu­mor that clicked like Ike and Mike. I had ad­mired his work at first sight. The eerie night­mare called Eraser­head, the emo­tional tri­umph of Ele­phant Man, the sur­real sub­con­scious rip­tide of Blue Vel­vet. Unique, in­deli­ble, coura­geous. All, as it turned out, just like the guy him­self.

Af­ter writ­ing a cou­ple of screen­plays to­gether we were asked if cre­at­ing a net­work TV show ap­pealed to us. As long as no­body tried to tell us what it should be or how to do it—they can’t say yes if you don’t ask, right?—we agreed to take the plunge. Three prin­ci­ples guided the work: Trust our in­stincts. Fight for what we be­lieve. Don’t let other peo­ple’s fears be­come ours.

All the lights turned green. All the per­fect col­lab­o­ra­tors ap­peared, new faces or friends from our col­lec­tive past. The cast came to­gether as if they’d been wait­ing in the next room. On a mag­i­cal scout out­side Seat­tle we found ev­ery sin­gle lo­ca­tion ex­actly as we’d writ­ten them, all within a twenty-mile ra­dius. Then David rolled cam­eras and, through the mys­te­ri­ous alchemy of his art, damn if that whole world we’d cooked up didn’t come to life be­fore our eyes. When David and An­gelo Badala­menti laid down the score they split the bulls-eye, a sound­track so pitch-per­fect to our world that it’s rec­og­niz­able to­day af­ter a sin­gle note.

A while later, once the real world laid eyes on what we’d done—over thirty-five mil­lion view­ers watched the pre­miere—it felt like that world had lost its mind. Me­dia feed­ing fren­zies, view­ing par­ties, Peakies, an­nual con­ven­tions, early in­ter­net ob­ses­sions, doc­toral dis­ser­ta­tions, cherry pies left on doorsteps. Strange days. We know more about how this process works now: Pop cul­ture de­vours its own tail. Com­pared to the rav­en­ous beast it’s be­come to­day, what we went through feels al­most quaint. But fall­ing into its maw is still a weird and desta­bi­liz­ing trip and it can’t help but crank your lenses to the wrong fo­cal length; slightly away from the work. Wel­come to the real world.

One of the ar­ti­facts of our dream was this book. Writ­ten by David’s young daugh­ter, Jen­nifer. Fear­lessly, like her Dad. An­other sur­prise at the time: it hit the top of the best­seller lists, some­thing a so-called “TV spin-off” book hadn’t done and wasn’t sup­posed to do. Laura’s pri­vate story still casts its own fever­ish spell. For any­one who’s ever sam­pled or ob­sessed over the show, here’s an­other bright pane in its hall of mir­rors.

David has al­ways felt we made a mis­take early on, giv­ing in to heavy net­work pres­sure to solve Laura’s mys­tery as soon as we did. I agree with him now. We let their fears be­come ours and it cracked the magic. The dream would have lasted longer, most likely, if we’d stuck to our guns. But it still would have ended, even­tu­ally, as all things do.

The hap­pier end­ing is Twin Peaks is still out there. Wait­ing, watch­ful, alive. Haunted, full of shiv­ers and de­lights, a can­dle glimpsed in a log cabin win­dow, while pass­ing through a deep and dark­en­ing wood.

Some dreams sur­vive.

Mark Frost


Dear Friends of Twin Peaks . . .

Even though Mark Frost and I started catch­ing ideas in a Los An­ge­les cof­fee shop, it was the great mys­tery of the woods that be­gan to creep in—rid­ing on a kind of dark night wind, bring­ing ev­ery­thing that was to be­come Twin Peaks. Mark and I just had to smile and mar­vel at what was be­ing re­vealed! We just leaned into the wind and wel­comed it all like a deep and thrilling dream.

Laura Palmer was born in this dream, and so was her di­ary; Jen­nifer Lynch found The Se­cret Di­ary of Laura Palmer in the heart and mind of Laura her­self. Thank you to Jen­nifer Lynch; thanks to all the great Twin Peaks fam­ily; and the big­gest thanks to Mark Frost!

Let’s get some pie and cof­fee and en­joy read­ing this se­cret ac­count of a life—the life of a girl who lived near the dark woods . . . in a town called Twin Peaks.

David Lynch


July 22, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

My name is Laura Palmer, and as of just three short min­utes ago, I of­fi­cially turned twelve years old! It is July 22, 1984, and I have had such a good day! You were the last gift I opened and I could hardly wait to come up­stairs and start to tell you all about my­self and my fam­ily. You shall be the one I con­fide in the most. I prom­ise to tell you ev­ery­thing that hap­pens, ev­ery­thing I feel, ev­ery­thing I de­sire. And, ev­ery sin­gle thing I think. There are some things I can’t tell any­one. I prom­ise to tell these things to you.

Any­way, when I came down for break­fast this morn­ing, I saw that Mom had hung stream­ers all through the house, and even Dad put on a party hat and tooted away on a ka­zoo for a while. I didn’t think Donna and I would ever stop laugh­ing!

Oh, Donna is my very best friend in the whole world. Her last name is Hay­ward, and her fa­ther, Dr. Hay­ward, de­liv­ered me twelve years ago to­day! I can’t be­lieve I fi­nally made it. Mom cried at the ta­ble be­cause she said be­fore I know it I’ll be a grown-up woman. Yeah, sure. It’s go­ing to take years for me to even get my pe­riod, I just know it. She’s crazy if she thinks I’ll be grown-up in no time, es­pe­cially if she keeps giv­ing me stuffed an­i­mals for my birth­day!

To­day was just the way I wanted it to be, with only Donna and Mom and Dad there. And Jupiter, my cat, of course. For break­fast we had ap­ple pan­cakes, which are my fa­vorite, with lots of maple syrup and sour­dough toast.

Donna gave me the blouse I saw in the win­dow at Horne’s De­part­ment Store, and I know she bought it with her al­lowances be­cause she was sav­ing all of them for a long time and wouldn’t tell me why. It’s the most beau­ti­ful blouse you’ve ever seen! It is white and silky and has tiny em­broi­dered roses all over it, but not so many that it looks bad. It’s just per­fect. On Donna’s birth­day, I’m go­ing to get her some­thing ex­tra spe­cial too.

My cousin Made­line, Maddy for short, is vis­it­ing to­mor­row for a whole week. She and Donna and I are go­ing to build a fort in the woods and camp out if Mom will let us. I know Dad will. He likes the woods as much as I do. One night I had a dream that Dad moved us to a house deep in the woods and my bed­room had a big tree out­side the win­dow with two song­birds nest­ing there.

I’ll be back in a minute, Di­ary, Dad is call­ing to me from down­stairs. He says he has a sur­prise! I’ll tell you ev­ery­thing when I get back!

Love, Laura


July 22, 1984, later

Dear Di­ary,

You will never ever be­lieve what just hap­pened! I went down­stairs and Dad told Mom and I to get in the car and not to ask any ques­tions un­til we got to where we were go­ing. Of course, Mom asked ques­tions the whole way. I didn’t mind be­cause I thought maybe some­thing would slip out of Dad’s mouth, but it didn’t. I just kept quiet so that I wouldn’t lose my sur­prise. When we pulled up to The Bro­ken Cir­cle Sta­bles, I knew! Daddy bought me a pony! Di­ary, he is so beau­ti­ful, much more beau­ti­ful than I could ever have dreamed. His col­ors are cin­na­mon red and deep brown, and his eyes are big and sweet. Mom couldn’t be­lieve it when she saw it and she started ask­ing Dad how he man­aged to do it with­out any­one know­ing. Dad said it would ruin the sur­prise if she knew, and he’s right.

Mom nearly had a heart at­tack when she saw me un­der­neath the pony’s legs to find out if it was a boy or a girl. I barely had to look to find out that it was a boy. Like I’ve never seen one of those be­fore. Mom doesn’t know her lit­tle girl the way she thinks she does, hmmm?

Back to my pony. I de­cided his name should be Troy, like the pony in Mrs. Larkin’s photo book. Zippy, who works at the sta­bles, said he would make a name­plate for me that says TROY in big let­ters, and he’ll hang it right in front so that ev­ery­one will know his name when they see him. Troy is still too young to ride, but in two months I’ll be able to get on and just race through the fields! To­day I walked him and fed him car­rots (Dad brought them with us in the trunk) and a cube of sugar that Zippy gave me. Troy loved all of it. Be­fore I left him, I whis­pered in his warm, soft ear that I would see him to­mor­row and that I would write all about him, here, in my di­ary. I can’t wait to show him to Donna! I al­most for­got, Maddy will see him too!

On the way home from the sta­bles Dad said that Troy and I have the same birth­day, be­cause when a pony is given as a gift to some­one who will love him, they share ev­ery­thing. So happy birth­day to Troy too!

I’m glad I don’t know where he came from, be­cause this way, it is al­most as if Heaven sent him down just for me.

Any­way, Di­ary, to­mor­row is a big day and tonight I will sleep very well, dream­ing of Troy and all of the time we shall spend to­gether. I am the luck­i­est girl in the world.

Love, Laura

P.S. I hope BOB doesn’t come tonight.


July 23, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

It is very late at night and I can’t sleep. I have had night­mare af­ter night­mare and have fi­nally cho­sen to avoid sleep­ing al­to­gether. I fig­ure Maddy will be tired from her ride out here and will want to take a nap to­mor­row any­way, so I can sleep then. Maybe if the sky is light when I sleep, my dreams won’t be so dark.

One of them was just aw­ful. I woke up cry­ing, and I was afraid Mom would come in if she heard me, and I just want to be alone right now, and she wouldn’t un­der­stand that. She al­ways comes in and sings “Waltz­ing Matilda” to me when I can’t sleep, or like tonight when I have bad dreams. It’s not that I don’t want her to sing to me, it is just that there was this strange man in my dream singing just that song in Mom’s voice, and it fright­ened me so much I could hardly move.

In the dream I was walk­ing through the woods out by the Pearl Lakes, and there was this very strong wind, but only around me. It was hot. The wind. And about twenty feet away from me there was this man with long hair and very large, cal­lused hands. They were very rough and he held them out to me as he sang. His beard didn’t blow in the wind be­cause the wind was only around me. The tips of his thumbs were black like coal and he wig­gled them around in cir­cles as his hands got closer to me. I kept walk­ing to­ward him, even though I didn’t want to at all be­cause he fright­ened me so much.

He said, “I have your cat,” and Jupiter ran be­hind him and off into the woods like a lit­tle white speck on a piece of black pa­per. He just kept singing and I tried to tell him I wanted to go home and I wanted Jupiter to come with me, but I couldn’t talk. Then he lifted his hands up in the air very, very high, like he was grow­ing big­ger and taller ev­ery minute, and as his hands went up, I felt the wind around me stop and ev­ery­thing went silent. I thought that he was let­ting me go be­cause he could read my mind, at least it felt that way. And so when he stopped the wind with his hands like that, I thought he was let­ting me free, let­ting me go home.

Then I had to look down be­cause there was this heat be­tween my legs, not nice warm, but hot. It burned me and so I had to spread my legs open so they would cool. So that they would stop burn­ing, so so hot. And they started spread­ing by them­selves like they were go­ing to snap off of my body, and I thought, I’m go­ing to die this way, and how will any­one un­der­stand that I tried to keep my legs closed, but they burned and I couldn’t. And then the man looked at me and smiled this aw­ful smile, and in Mom’s voice he sang, “You’ll come a’waltz­ing Matilda with me . . .” And I tried to talk again but I couldn’t, and I tried to move but I couldn’t do that ei­ther, and he said, “Laura, you are home.” And I woke up.

Some­times when I’m dream­ing I feel trapped there and so fright­ened. But now when I look at what I just wrote, it doesn’t seem so scary. Maybe I’ll write down all of my dreams from now on so that I won’t have to be afraid of them.

One night last year I had such an aw­ful dream that the whole next day in school, I couldn’t work. Donna thought I was go­ing nuts be­cause ev­ery time she said my name or touched my shoul­der in class to pass a note, I jumped. I wasn’t go­ing nuts, like Na­dine Hur­ley or any­thing, but I was still feel­ing like I was in a dream. I don’t re­ally re­mem­ber it, but all I know was in the dream I was in a lot of trou­ble be­cause I hadn’t passed this weird test where you have to help a cer­tain num­ber of peo­ple across this river in a boat, and I couldn’t do it, be­cause I just wanted to swim or some­thing, and so they sent some­one af­ter me, to touch me in bad, mean ways. I don’t re­mem­ber any more, and I guess it’s no loss.

I’m so tired of wait­ing to grow up. Some­day it will hap­pen and I’ll be the only per­son who can make me feel bad or good about any­thing I do.

I’ll talk to you to­mor­row. I’m get­ting pretty tired.

Laura


July 23, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

Cousin Maddy will be here any minute. Dad went to pick her up at the sta­tion by him­self be­cause Mom wouldn’t let him wake me. I slept un­til just fif­teen min­utes ago. No dreams at all, ex­cept Mom says she heard me call­ing out to her and then I hooted like an owl! I’m so em­bar­rassed. She said she came into my room and I was half asleep but I . . . hooted again, and then she says I gig­gled and rolled over and went back to sleep. I hope she doesn’t tell any­one about this. She al­ways tells peo­ple things like that when we have din­ner par­ties with the Hay­wards or some­thing. It al­ways starts with, “Laura did the sweet­est, most odd thing . . .” And I know it’s com­ing.

Like one night she said, right in front of ev­ery­one, that I had slept­walked into the kitchen one night just be­fore she was go­ing to bed. I took off all my clothes, stuffed them in the stove, and went back to bed. Now ev­ery time I go to the stove at the Hay­wards’ when Donna and I help with din­ner, Mrs. Hay­ward makes a joke about whether or not I re­al­ize that the stove is a stove and not a wash­ing ma­chine.

Mom had been drink­ing the night she told that, so I for­gave her. But if she tells any­one I hooted, I’ll just die. I don’t sup­pose there is ever a time that par­ents stop be­ing a source of con­stant em­bar­rass­ment to their chil­dren. Mine are no ex­cep­tion.

Maybe if I could stop do­ing stupid things in my sleep, she wouldn’t have any­thing to tell peo­ple.

More later.

Laura

(hoot, hoot)


July 27, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

I have so much to tell you. These words come to you from the in­side of a fort that Donna and Maddy and I built. Dad and Mom said it was okay as long as we stayed just out back. We used wood that Ed Hur­ley gave us, and Dad ham­mered ev­ery­thing to­gether. Donna says that if a storm came up, it would all be over for us, but I have a feel­ing it would stand, no mat­ter what hap­pened.

Maddy is so pretty now. She’s six­teen years old and I’m so jeal­ous of her life! I wish I were six­teen! She has a boyfriend at home that she al­ready misses, and he called her at the house ear­lier just to make sure she got here all right. Dad teased her about how cutesy she was on the phone, but Maddy didn’t mind. Donna thinks that when she has a steady boyfriend, she’ll prob­a­bly be forty years old and go­ing deaf. I told her she was crazy be­cause boys al­ready like both of us, we’re just too smart to go out with them. I won­der what it will be like when some­one be­sides my par­ents loves me, and if he will call when I travel to make sure that I’m all right.

Any­way, ear­lier we all went to see Troy at the sta­bles and brushed and fed him. Both Donna and Maddy said they’d never seen such a beau­ti­ful pony in their lives. I won­der what I did to de­serve him. Donna has been wish­ing for a pony for years too, and her fa­ther never bought her one. I won­der how long Troy will live and if I will cry for­ever when he dies.

Donna just saw what I wrote about Troy’s dy­ing, and she says I think too many sad thoughts, and that if I keep it up, who knows what will hap­pen. Donna doesn’t know ev­ery­thing I know. I can’t help but think sad thoughts some­times. Some­times they are the clos­est things to my mind.

Mom packed us sand­wiches and two ther­moses. One filled with milk, ice-cold. The other with hot choco­late. Maddy won’t drink more than one cup of the hot choco­late ’cause she says it gives her zits. I don’t see a zit on her face any­where. She started her pe­riod three years ago and says it’s just a night­mare. It gives you acne and cramps and you’re tired and an­gry all the time you have it. Great. Some­thing else to look for­ward to. Mom got her pe­riod when she was my age, and I only hope that doesn’t mean I’ll get mine this year too. Now that Maddy has de­scribed it to me, I’m not at all in­ter­ested.

All of us are eat­ing sand­wiches and drink­ing milk, and writ­ing in our di­aries. Maddy’s is so big and full! Donna’s is more full than mine, but I’m go­ing to make you big­ger than Maddy’s is. I like the idea of keep­ing my thoughts all in one place, like a brain you can look into. We hung a flash­light from the top of the fort so that the light comes down and we can all see. A lit­tle bit of light came from the house win­dows, but we cov­ered it up be­cause we all agreed that it ru­ined the feel­ing of be­ing out in the woods alone. All of the blan­kets and food al­ready make us feel like we’re ex­actly where we are. In the back­yard! Maddy says she brought a pack of cig­a­rettes with her and that later, af­ter Mom and Dad are asleep, if we want to, we can try one. She says they’re stale be­cause she’s had them for months but hasn’t touched them be­cause she’s afraid her par­ents will find out. Maybe I’ll try one. Donna says she doesn’t want to, and Maddy and I said we wouldn’t pres­sure her be­cause real friends don’t do that. But I’ll bet you I can make Donna smoke one just by giv­ing her the right look. I just bet you.

More later.

I’m back.

We’ve been laugh­ing so hard all of our stom­achs ache from it. Maddy was de­scrib­ing how she kisses her boyfriend with her tongue, and it made Donna and me crazy. Donna made a face and said she didn’t like the idea of tongue-kiss­ing, and I pre­tended to think the same . . . but hon­estly, Di­ary, when I heard how you do it, I got a very strange funny feel­ing in my stom­ach. Dif­fer­ent from . . . never mind. I got the feel­ing that I might like tongue-kiss­ing and I’m go­ing to try it with a boy I like as soon as I can. Maddy said she was afraid at first, but she’s been do­ing it for a year now and she loves it. I told both of them about last month when I had a fever and went into my par­ents’ bed­room and saw them naked with Dad on top. I just left the room and Mom came to see me a few min­utes later with some as­pirin and 7-Up. She never said a word about it. Donna says they were def­i­nitely hav­ing sex, and I al­ready knew that, but they didn’t seem to like it. They just seemed to be mov­ing very slowly and not even re­ally look­ing at each other.

Maddy thinks it was prob­a­bly “just a quickie.” Ug­ghh. My par­ents hav­ing sex. What a gross thing. I know that’s where I came from, but I don’t care if I never see that again. I’m promis­ing right now that if and when I ever have sex, it will be a lot more fun than that.

Well, Mom and Dad just came to say good-night to us, and to tell Donna that her par­ents called and said she didn’t have to go to church to­mor­row so that she can sleep in with us. We were all glad to hear that.

Dad made us all close our eyes and open our hands, and he stuck a candy bar in each of them and told us not to tell Mom. Then Mom came in and handed me a lit­tle bag and said don’t tell your fa­ther. There were three more candy bars in the bag! Maddy just looked at her candy and sighed. “Zits,” was all she could say. But she tore both of them open and we all forced both candy bars into our mouths and tried to sing “Row, Row, Row Your Boat” while our mouths were full. Donna said the chewed candy looked like some­thing Troy would leave for us, and we all had to spit it out.

Maddy told a pretty good story, a scary one, about a fam­ily that goes away for the night and comes home to find peo­ple hid­ing in their house wait­ing to kill them all. There was more to it than that, but I’m not so sure how much I want to re­mem­ber about it later on. I don’t want to feed my dreams. Donna got out of the fort to pee, and Maddy told me that she had been hav­ing some bad dreams too. She said she didn’t want to talk about them in front of Donna be­cause maybe she wouldn’t un­der­stand. She says she’s been hav­ing dreams of me in the woods. Donna came back and Maddy wouldn’t say any more. I won­der if Maddy has seen the long-haired man? Or the wind? Maddy writes po­ems in her di­ary be­cause she says that they are some­times more fun to write than just the old bor­ing stuff, and just in case any­one ever saw your di­ary, they might not un­der­stand ev­ery­thing if it was in po­ems. I’ll try that to­mor­row.

More later.

Aha! I told you I could get Donna to try a cig­a­rette. Maddy brought them out and lit one of them, then she passed it to me to try. I like blow­ing smoke out of my mouth. Sort of like a spirit com­ing out of me, a danc­ing, flow­ing, wispy spirit. Like I was a grown-up woman with peo­ple all around me, just star­ing like they wanted to be me. Even Donna said I looked like a ma­ture per­son when I smoked. I didn’t even in­hale so I won­der what it would be like if I did.

Donna was next, and be­fore she could say no, I just said, “I’m glad I tried it, and I don’t ever have to do it again if I don’t want to.” So she took it and made a few puffs of smoke in the fort. She looked good smok­ing too, but she got kind of scared and sucked some smoke in and started cough­ing re­ally loud, so we put out the cig­a­rette and aired out the fort real quick in case Mom and Dad woke up. I think I’ll buy a pack of cig­a­rettes some­day and just keep them like Maddy does. I’m not go­ing to get hooked or any­thing. I’m too care­ful.

Well, we’re go­ing to bed now and all of us are sign­ing off to our di­aries. Good night to you. I think you and I shall be won­der­ful com­pan­ions.

Love, Laura


July 29, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

Here is a poem.

From the light in my win­dow he can see into me

But I can­not see him un­til he is close

Breath­ing, with a smile at my win­dow

He comes to take me

Turn me round and round

Come out and play Come play

Lie still Lie still Lie still.

Lit­tle rhymes and lit­tle songs

Pieces of the for­est in my hair and clothes

Some­times I see him near me

when I know he can’t be there

Some­times I feel him near me

and I know it is some­thing just to bear.

When I call out

No one can hear me

When I whis­per, he thinks the mes­sage

Is for him only.

My lit­tle voice in­side my throat

I al­ways think there must be some­thing

That I’ve done

Or some­thing I can do

But no one no one comes to help,

He says,

A lit­tle girl like you.


July 30, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

Maddy brought a bunch of clothes with her, and she had me try all of them on in front of the mir­ror. She could tell I was feel­ing de­pressed about some­thing . . . I guess. Some of her clothes are very beau­ti­ful. I liked the way they made me feel. Es­pe­cially the short skirt and the high heels with this lit­tle fluffy white sweater.

Maddy said I looked like Au­drey Horne. She’s the daugh­ter of the man, Ben­jamin Horne, that my fa­ther works for. Ben­jamin is very very very rich. Au­drey is a pretty girl but she’s quiet and some­times mean. Her fa­ther doesn’t pay much at­ten­tion to her, and that’s prob­a­bly why she acts that way. He has been very at­ten­tive to me, how­ever, all of my life. Each time there is a party or a get-to­gether at the Great North­ern, Ben­jamin puts me on his lap or knee and sings to me softly in my ear. Some­times I feel very bad for Au­drey, be­cause when she sees him singing to me, it must make her sad be­cause she of­ten runs from the room and doesn’t come back un­til her mother makes her. Other times I kind of feel good when she runs off. Like I am the cen­ter of at­ten­tion, and that I am more spe­cial to him than his own daugh­ter. I know that isn’t nice to say, but I’m just be­ing hon­est.

To be very hon­est, I think I like the way I looked in Maddy’s clothes too. Some­thing stirred in­side me like a bub­ble. The way you feel on a carousel when you’re not used to the up and down of it yet. I’ll bet if I dressed this way all the time, things would be very dif­fer­ent.

Maddy and I took a walk later on, but of course, in our jeans and T-shirts. Twin Peaks doesn’t see many high heels and short skirts with­out ban­ners all around an­nounc­ing a dance or fes­ti­val. We walked to Easter Park and sat in the gazebo for a while. Maddy said that her life at home is fine, “ex­cept for the some­times un­be­liev­able nosi­ness of my par­ents.” I made sure to quote her ex­actly there be­cause I thought it was so well put. She said that there are a lot of things in life, she thinks, that don’t seem right at first, and then you set­tle into them.

Maybe that’s how I should start think­ing. Maybe I should be a bet­ter per­son and not think so much all the time about what is hap­pen­ing to me. I hope some­day soon I’ll be good enough at this to rid my­self of all the things that trou­ble me so. Things I still can­not even de­scribe other than in bits and pieces. If I am a bet­ter per­son, and if I try harder ev­ery day, per­haps all of this will work out.

Love, Laura


July 30, 1984, later

Some­day Grow­ing Up Will Come Eas­ier

Deep in­side are woman’s hills about to come up

To see the sky

To see the sun and moon

And the tiny stars in the black of a man’s hand

Some­times in the morn­ing

I’ll look across my­self

See hills and val­leys form­ing

Think of rivers un­der­ground.

Out­side me

I am bloom­ing

In­side I am dry

If only I could un­der­stand

The rea­son for my cry­ing

If only I could stop this fear

Of dream­ing that I’m dy­ing.


Au­gust 2, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

I haven’t writ­ten for a long time, and for that I am truly sorry. Maddy left three days ago, and I feel very fright­ened in­side about some­thing I do not un­der­stand.

One good thing hap­pened. In the mid­dle of the night last night, I had the most won­der­ful sen­sa­tion in­side me. Like some­thing warm in my chest, and warm be­tween my legs. My whole body went in­side out, it seemed, and I felt like I could just float away. I think I had one of those or­gasms in my sleep. It’s so aw­ful and so em­bar­rass­ing to write, but kind of nice at the same time.

Right af­ter it, I had this fan­tasy that a boy came into my room and put his hand across my night­gown and touched me softly. He whis­pered nice, gen­tle things, and then said I had to lie very still or he would leave. Then he pulled me to the end of the bed by my feet, and when my knees were bent over the end of my mat­tress, he made me close my eyes and I felt him open me up, big­ger and big­ger, and I had to look to see what was hap­pen­ing, and when I did, he was gone. But I looked at my stom­ach and I was preg­nant. He was in­side me, but small like a baby. I wish it hadn’t ended like that. I don’t know why my brain did that. I liked it bet­ter when he was pulling me down gen­tly and tak­ing soft con­trol.

Laura


Au­gust 7, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

I spent the af­ter­noon with Troy to­day, clean­ing him, and brush­ing and feed­ing him. I was fas­ci­nated by how much he seems to un­der­stand how I’m feel­ing. He nuz­zled up against me for a long time while I brushed his mane and head, and when I sat down in the cor­ner of his stall, he low­ered his head, and I let him breathe all across my neck and face. I won­der if peo­ple fall deeply in love with horses the way I love mine, or if I am wrong to be think­ing or feel­ing any of these things.

I wish Donna were here. I re­ally wish Maddy were here. I’m go­ing to call Donna and see if she can come over for a sleep­over or some­thing. Maybe I could go there. That might even be bet­ter. Some­times my bed­room is the best place in the world, and other times it is like a place that closes in and suf­fo­cates me.

I won­der if it’s like that when you die . . . suf­fo­cat­ing. Or if it’s like they say it is when you’re in church. That you float up and up un­til Je­sus sees you and takes your hand. I’m not sure I want to be near Je­sus when I die. I might make a mis­take, even just a small one, and up­set him. I don’t know enough about him to know what might make him mad. Sure, the Bible says he’s for­giv­ing and has died for my sins and loves ev­ery­one no mat­ter their faults . . . but peo­ple say I am the per­fect daugh­ter, the hap­pi­est girl in the world, and one with­out any trou­bles. And that is not true at all. So how will I know if Je­sus is re­ally like me? Scared and bad some­times even though most peo­ple might not know how and when? I’ll prob­a­bly be a gift to Sa­tan if I am not care­ful. Some­times when I have to see Bob, I think I am with Sa­tan any­way, and that I’ll never make it out of the woods in time to be Laura, good and true and pure, ever again.

Some­times I think that life would be so much eas­ier if we didn’t have to think about be­ing boys or girls or men or women or old or young, fat or thin . . . if we could all just be cer­tain we were the same. We might be bored, but the dan­ger of life and of liv­ing would be gone. . . .

I’ll be back af­ter I call Donna.

Donna said she wishes we could do some­thing to­gether tonight, but her fam­ily is hav­ing “fam­ily night” tonight. I guess it’s just me and you, Di­ary. Maybe we can go out to the woods soon and smoke one of the cig­a­rettes Maddy left for me. There are four of them, and I hid them care­fully in the bed­post. That’s where I hide notes from school I don’t want Mom to find when she’s in here clean­ing/snoop­ing—you know, mom stuff. I love her, but she doesn’t al­ways un­der­stand what I try to tell her. She’d prob­a­bly have a heart at­tack if she knew all of the things that go on in my head. Any­way, the knob comes off and there is a hole there. Dad would call it a “cav­ity.” It is about four inches deep and it is the per­fect hid­ing place. You can’t even tell the knob comes off as long as there is a purse strap or sweater over the post.

So maybe we can go out, just you and I, with a flash­light and a cig­a­rette and just talk to each other. I know you, more than even Donna, can keep a se­cret. I could never tell Mom about the sexy stuff I think about. I’m afraid that if I let it come out of my mouth that God will hear, or that some­one will know how bad I am, and they’ll say . . . No­body else ever thinks things like that!

I’ll bet they don’t. I’ll bet I’ll never get the man I want, be­cause any­time we try to kiss or fool around, he’ll think I’m a crazy per­son who is sick and weird. I hope I’m not. I would be so aw­fully sad if that were true. How could I stop think­ing the way that I do? I can’t stop my mind from want­ing to think things like that. The thoughts that make my body warm, and my chest go up and down, fill­ing with air and let­ting go, the way they do in books and movies, but still dif­fer­ent, be­cause they never talk about the fan­tasies I have.

I’m go­ing to go down­stairs for din­ner now. I wish I could fit you in the bed­post too. For now I will tape you to the wall be­hind my bul­letin board. I hope you won’t fall!

More later, Laura


Au­gust 11, 1984

Well, Di­ary,

Here we are. About a mile from home, just be­fore dark. The sum­mer months seem to make the woods less dan­ger­ous un­til later at night. It is warm out, and you and I are sit­ting to­gether lean­ing at the base of a great tree. A Dou­glas fir. Donna’s and my fa­vorite. When I look up, it is like the tree is cradling me.

I think I’ll smoke that cig­a­rette. I brought a soda just so I could put the ashes and the butt in the can so as not to set the whole town of T.P. on fire. We call Twin Peaks T.P. in school some­times. The world wipes its butt with T.P. Bobby Briggs says that the most. Then he pulls all the girls’ hair and makes burp­ing noises in our faces. He likes us all, of course. I was in the Dou­ble R. one day af­ter school and he came in just af­ter me and tugged on my hair su­per hard.

Norma winked at me and asked if we had set the date for the wed­ding yet. She’s off her rocker if she thinks I go near him. Any boy I go near won’t be pulling on my hair like that. . . . I think he’d pull on my hair the way they do in my fan­tasies. With their whole hand, slowly mak­ing a fist at the back of my head, and pulling me close for a tongue kiss.

I won­der if all penises look the way Dad’s does. I can still see Mom try­ing to cover it with the sheet that night. It sort of re­minded me of some­thing raw. Some­thing that might be okay in a while, or was okay a while ago, be­fore some­one pulled all of the skin off it and got it look­ing all pink and weird. Maybe I’ll see a nicer one some­day. God, I hope I do. I won’t lie there like Mom did. Just like a fish on the dock, try­ing to learn how to breathe out of wa­ter. Lit­tle tiny huffs and puffs, but noth­ing else. If I can find the right man, maybe I’ll be com­fort­able enough to act just the way I think girls should when they are with some­one. Half in con­trol and half . . . I don’t know the word. Maybe I’m get­ting too nasty. I would just die if any­one saw what I’ve writ­ten.

The owls have started hoot­ing. One of them is just above me in the tree. . . . Some­thing about him is strange. I know it is a boy owl, and I feel like he’s watch­ing me. Each time I look up at him his head moves like he is quickly turn­ing away from me. I won­der if he knows what I’ve been writ­ing. God, I had bet­ter start be­ing a very good girl. Right away. Per­haps he is a bird like in that story I read. This big bird could swoop down and rest on some­one’s shoul­der, act­ing very sweet, but would then read the per­son’s mind. If the per­son was think­ing bad thoughts, the bird would peck away at the per­son’s eyes and ears so that there would only be ques­tions of sound and sight in the per­son’s head, in­stead of bad and nasty thoughts.

I dream of fly­ing some­times. I won­der if birds dream of go­ing to school or to work some­times. Hav­ing suits and dresses in­stead of the feath­ers we dream of. I would fly right over Twin Peaks and out over the land be­yond it. I’d never come back if I didn’t have to.

I’ll write a poem, then head back home.

In­side me there is some­thing

No one knows about

Like a se­cret

Some­times it takes over

And I drift back

Deep into dark­ness.

This se­cret tells me

I will never grow older

Never laugh with friends

Never be who I should if I ever re­veal

Its name.

I can­not tell if it is real

Or if I dream of it

For when it touches me

I drift off

No tears come

No screams

I am wrapped up

In a night­mare of hands

And of fin­gers

And of small tiny voices in the woods.

So wrong

So beau­ti­ful

So bad

So Laura.

I have to go home. Now. It is too dark. This is not a nice place to me right now.

Laura


Au­gust 16, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

Never be­fore in my life have I been so con­fused. It is five-thirty ex­actly in the morn­ing, and I can barely hold this pen I am shak­ing so much. I have been in the woods again. Lost. But have been led. I think I am a very bad per­son. To­mor­row I will start a new way of liv­ing. I will not think any more bad thoughts. I will not think any more about sex. Maybe he will stop com­ing if I try harder to be good. Maybe I could be like Donna. She is a good per­son. I am bad.

Laura

P.S. I prom­ise, I prom­ise, I prom­ise to be good!


Au­gust 31, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

I have not writ­ten to you for ages be­cause I have been try­ing so hard to be happy and good and around peo­ple all the time so that I am never alone to think about the wrong things. To­day I must write to you, though, to tell you of the news.

I got my pe­riod. It is not at all what I thought it would be. School starts next week and now this. I was get­ting out of bed this morn­ing and saw the blood. I called for Mom, and she of course made this enor­mous deal out of the whole thing. She called Dad when I had told her not to tell any­one. And now ev­ery­one prob­a­bly knows up at the Great North­ern. All I wanted was some damn pads or some­thing, and she has to go into all of this stuff about how I am now a woman and ev­ery­thing. Okay. Okay. So it is kind of spe­cial. But this can only make things worse if I am not care­ful. I’m in bed now with cramps.

Mom moved the tele­vi­sion into my room, which was nice, and I have a heat­ing pad on my belly and tons of as­pirin on my night­stand. Tele­vi­sion doesn’t in­ter­est me much, so I am left once again with strange thoughts of life and of . . . other things. I guess what is com­ing from me was to be the life source of some other be­ing. I am glad there is no one in­side me right now. At least not a child.

Some­times I think there is some­one in­side me, but it is an­other, stranger part of me. Some­times I see her in the mir­ror. I don’t know that I ever want to have chil­dren of my own. Some­thing hap­pens to par­ents, or peo­ple who be­come par­ents. I think they for­get they were ever chil­dren them­selves and that things might em­bar­rass or up­set their kids some­times, but they have just for­got­ten or de­cided to ig­nore that. Too many bad things hap­pen to me some­times late at night, so I prob­a­bly would not be such a good mother. This makes me sad in­side.

I am glad of one thing. Jupiter is be­side me in bed, and he is purring away softly. Like you, he would never crit­i­cize me.

Laura


Sep­tem­ber 1, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

My breasts ache, which is al­most silly be­cause they’re so tiny. I’ll ad­mit they are big­ger than they were last week, and cer­tainly nicer look­ing. Al­ways hard at the lit­tle pink tips. But God they hurt.

Mom came in ear­lier and we ac­tu­ally had a nice talk. I told her I wished she hadn’t told Dad about my pe­riod, and she apol­o­gized but said she only did it be­cause she knew how proud he would be of his lit­tle girl’s be­com­ing a woman. She changed the wa­ter in my heat­ing pad and rubbed my stom­ach for a long time. We didn’t need to say any­thing to each other for a long while, and still I felt like we were talk­ing.

She crawled into bed with me for about an hour af­ter that and let me fall asleep on her shoul­der. We shared a soda when I woke up, and for the first time in a long while, I felt like we were re­ally close.

I hope I can sleep through the night tonight.

Love, Laura


Sep­tem­ber 9, 1984

Dear Di­ary,

I have dis­cov­ered some­thing about my­self. Do you re­mem­ber the night I told you I woke up with that won­der­ful feel­ing? Well! There is a spe­cial place on my body that lets me feel that as of­ten as I like. A warm, won­der­ful place where ev­ery­thing else melts away and I am free to just feel good. My lit­tle se­cret red but­ton. This is all mine. Fi­nally some­thing that will take me away along with my fan­tasies. I can do it in my bed, very softly with my fin­ger­tip, which is so sweet. I can do it in the bath­tub with the wa­ter as it pours out of the faucet. (I never knew a bath could be so en­joy­able!) Or in the shower, with a small stream of wa­ter com­ing from above. I move and jump and some­times have to grab a pil­low and put it over my head so that it is dark and no one can hear me mak­ing lit­tle noises. It is, af­ter all, a se­cret, and whether this is right or wrong, I feel very good when it hap­pens and no one need ever know, ex­cept you, dear Di­ary.

It has been quite a week with my pe­riod com­ing and all, and now this sweet-as-honey dis­cov­ery. Now I am be­gin­ning to feel like a woman, and some­day very soon, per­haps I will share this with some­one spe­cial.

Good night! Good night! Good night!

Laura

P.S. I hope in my heart that I am not do­ing some­thing that is wrong by touch­ing my­self. I hope this is some­thing all girls do, and that I won’t be pun­ished for it later.


Sep­tem­ber 15, 1984

To the per­son in­vad­ing my pri­vacy:

I can­not be­lieve the dis­trust I feel in my fam­ily and friends. I know for a fact that my di­ary was taken and read by some­one, maybe sev­eral some­ones. I will not be writ­ing any more in this di­ary for a long time, if ever. You have ru­ined my trust and my feel­ing of se­cu­rity. I hate you for that, who­ever you are!

On these pages I have writ­ten things some­times too scary or too em­bar­rass­ing even to read again my­self. . . . I trust that these pages are turned only by me, only when I wish. Many things are hurt­ing and con­fus­ing me. I need my pri­vate pages, in or­der to see my mind out­side me, push it away.

Please stay away from this di­ary.

I mean it.

Laura


Oc­to­ber 3, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

I have de­cided, over twelve months later, to be­gin speak­ing to you again. I have found a hid­ing place I will not speak of, in case you are found out­side it and some­one nosy wishes to know of its where­abouts.

I know it was not your fault some­one found you and de­cided to pry, but it has taken me a long time to feel safe enough to write in your pages again. Many, many things have hap­pened since you last heard from me, and many of these things have proven that my thoughts on the world’s be­ing mostly a cruel and sad place are true and have been con­firmed as such.

I trust no one, and only rarely my­self. I strug­gle most morn­ings, af­ter­noons, and evenings with what is right and what is wrong. I do not un­der­stand if I am be­ing pun­ished for some­thing I have done wrong, some­thing I don’t re­mem­ber, or if this hap­pens to ev­ery­one, and I am just too stupid to un­der­stand it.

First of all, I found out that Dad did not give Troy to me. Ben­jamin Horne did. The de­tails are not im­por­tant, but let’s just say I over­heard Au­drey ar­gu­ing with her dad about it, when I was up at the Great North­ern vis­it­ing Johnny. Johnny is Au­drey’s brother, Ben­jamin’s other child. Johnny is slow. He is older than I am, but has the men­tal­ity of a young child. That’s what the doc­tors say at least.

Some­times I think he’s just cho­sen to keep quiet be­cause it is so much more in­ter­est­ing some­times to just lis­ten to peo­ple in­stead of talk­ing to them. He never speaks ex­cept to say “Yes” or “In­dian.” He loves In­di­ans. He wears a head­dress con­stantly. One made of beau­ti­fully col­ored feath­ers and died strips of leather. In his eyes the world is a strange mix of hap­pi­ness and pain, and I think I un­der­stand Johnny more than I do a lot of other peo­ple. Per­haps I could find a way to spend more time with him. He is so of­ten left alone.

I am glad that Troy is my pony, and I love rid­ing him, walk­ing with him, and just watch­ing him graze. But now I feel awk­ward about Dad. Like he is less of an hon­est man for claim­ing that Troy was a gift from him. Maybe Ben­jamin wanted it that way, I don’t know. But no mat­ter what, I am some­how more in­trigued by Ben­jamin now and feel like I owe him more than Dad.

Some­times I think that I would rather not have got­ten a pony of my own at all, be­cause that way I wouldn’t have lost any re­spect for Dad, and Ben­jamin would just have been Ben­jamin. Even worse, Au­drey and I will prob­a­bly never ever get along now. I am a lit­tle sick in­side that I am the one who caused this. Also it gives me a feel­ing of power. Why do these things hap­pen to me?

You know, I think out of all of the men I know in the world, Dr. Hay­ward has been the most lov­ing to me. He is un­selfish, kind, and al­ways shows me a gen­tle smile of in­spi­ra­tion or for­give­ness—or any­thing that some­how al­ways per­fectly fills the gap I feel in­side me. Thir­teen years ago, he brought me into the world and held tight to my small body, for just a mo­ment. In day­dreams, I imag­ine that mo­ment to be one of the warm­est there ever was in my life. I love him for hold­ing me, that fright­ened young child fresh to the air and light, and for mak­ing me be­lieve, with­out even a word, that he would hold me again if I ever needed him to.

He re­minds me of some­one I wouldn’t mind see­ing ev­ery day of my life. A grand­fa­ther sweet­ness, in­side a fa­ther’s help­ing hand.

I’ll be back af­ter din­ner. There is plenty of more news.

Love, Laura


Oc­to­ber 3, 1985, later

Dear Di­ary,

Din­ner was good tonight. One of my fa­vorite meals, potato pan­cakes with creamed-corn top­ping and veg­eta­bles on the side. I’ll have to start chang­ing the way I eat soon, or run the risk of blow­ing up like a bal­loon. Mom made it spe­cial for me tonight be­cause she knows I’m still up­set about Jupiter. She and Dad ate chicken in­stead.

Jupiter is the other news. Usu­ally he’ll go out back and play in the yard area. It isn’t fenced in, but he never wan­dered. I guess he was too smart to leave a home that loved him so much and fed him so well. Even though I didn’t write to you of­ten of him, he was one of the most spe­cial things in the world to me, al­ways sweet and gen­tle. Al­ways loved me no mat­ter what I looked like or what I had done wrong or right for the day.

Of­ten, on nights that I could not sleep, the two of us would play down­stairs with a ball of string, to only the light of the tiny wall lamp. We would en­joy ice cream in the kitchen af­ter­ward. He was a true vanilla fan. It would be dark in the house, and the two of us prowled to­gether un­til sleep found us, hours af­ter we had given up on get­ting any at all. I still have a photo Dad took of Jupiter and me on the liv­ing room couch af­ter one of these nights. We hadn’t made it back up­stairs to sleep and had fallen asleep on the couch in­stead.

I gave the photo of Jupiter to Sher­iff Tru­man so that he could post it in the sta­tion. I hope they find who­ever hit Jupiter. I know it was prob­a­bly an ac­ci­dent, be­cause a few min­utes be­fore it hap­pened, he had found a small mouse or some­thing. . . . I hadn’t paid much at­ten­tion, but he raced off with it and was hit out on the road. Mom heard the noise and called for me to stay where I was un­til she knew what had hap­pened. But some­times Mom and I think the same thoughts, have the same dreams, and she knows bet­ter than to think I’d stay in my room when I knew. So I didn’t lis­ten and went out to see him, still breath­ing for a few mo­ments af­ter­ward, and bleed­ing from his eyes and tummy.

I can’t be­lieve some­one could hit a cat like that, right in the mid­dle of the day, and not tell some­one. Not think to stop and come to the clos­est house and re­port what had hap­pened. Mom heard the car screech, and Dad says he wishes he had been home be­cause he might have been able to tell what kind of car it was that hit him, just by the sound. I doubt it, but it was a nice thought.

He’s buried out­side now. A good friend gone, when I so cher­ish the few I have. I wish some­thing else would have died in­stead of Jupiter.

To be hon­est with you, as I al­ways am, many peo­ple in Twin Peaks like me. Lots know my name, and es­pe­cially at school I feel quite pop­u­lar. The only prob­lem is that I don’t re­ally know any of these peo­ple the way they think they know me. And I think I am safe in say­ing, they don’t know me at all. Donna knows the most.

But still I am afraid to tell her of my fan­tasies and my night­mares, be­cause some­times she is good at un­der­stand­ing, and other times she just gig­gles, and I don’t have the nerve to ask why things like that are funny to her. So I feel badly again and shut up about it for a long time. I love Donna very much, but some­times I worry that she wouldn’t be around me at all if she knew what my in­sides were like. Black and dark, and soaked with dreams of big, big men and dif­fer­ent ways they might hold me and take me into their con­trol. A fairy princess who thinks she has been res­cued from the tower, but finds that the man who takes her away is not there to save her, but in­stead to go in­side her, deep. To ride her as if she were an an­i­mal, to tease her and make her close her eyes, and lis­ten as he tells her all that he does. Step by step. I hope that is not a bad thing to think.

Love, Laura


Oc­to­ber 12, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

I tried a mar­i­juana cig­a­rette the other night. Donna and I had a sleep­over at her place, but her par­ents went out for the night with mine to the Great North­ern for a party Ben­jamin was throw­ing. Donna and I didn’t re­ally want to go, and I es­pe­cially didn’t be­cause of Au­drey. I talked Donna into rid­ing our bikes up to the Book House to meet some new peo­ple. It took me for­ever to con­vince her I wouldn’t tell any­one, and that we would be back be­fore our par­ents. Fi­nally she agreed be­cause both of us have been ter­ri­bly bored with all the same faces around all the time.

We were barely there a half hour be­fore these guys, Josh and Tim, and one other one, but I can’t re­mem­ber his name, came up to us. I was smok­ing a cig­a­rette that I stole from the re­cep­tion desk at the Great North­ern one day when I brought Johnny an In­dian sto­ry­book.

They thought we were older be­cause one of us was smok­ing. So Josh came up with Tim and the other guy. They said they were from Canada, and there was no doubt about that be­cause they couldn’t stop say­ing “ay.” “Want a bet­ter cig­a­rette, ay?” Tim liked Donna right away, which freaked her out a lit­tle be­cause all three of them were like twenty years old. None of them rocked my boat. They all looked like nice guys. I felt pretty safe, but not ex­cited . . . you know what I mean?

Any­way, I said I wanted to try a bet­ter cig­a­rette, and Donna and I fol­lowed them out to the back of the Book House to do it. Donna made up this elab­o­rate story about how we were just vis­it­ing Twin Peaks for the night, and that we had to meet our tour bus in less than an hour. She said we were on a tour called Round About the Woods. I guess they be­lieved her be­cause they hur­ried up and lit this thing right up. Josh said we might not feel it the first time, but Donna and I proved him wrong. He said we had to “Hold it in, ay?” And we did . . . six times! Di­ary, it was amaz­ing. Talk about feel­ing re­laxed and warm and a lit­tle bit . . . sexy.

I called Donna “Tr­isha,” and she called me “Ber­nice”! (Just in case they ever came back and asked for us . . . for any rea­son. We didn’t want any­one to know.) So, we were ab­so­lutely laugh­ing harder than I ever have be­fore. Ev­ery sin­gle thing I saw was hys­ter­i­cal. Ev­ery­thing was blurred and kinda wavy, like I was look­ing at the world through the bot­tom of an empty wa­ter glass. There was a warm, sum­mer wind, and the trees smelled so good.

Tim brought us a cup of cof­fee with choco­late mixed in, and all five of us sat and talked about all sorts of things, like if maybe our uni­verse was just a tiny lit­tle speck of lint that a huge gi­ant hadn’t no­ticed on his sweater, and some­day soon, who knows if this great gi­ant would just brush us off, or toss us into a washer and drown us all to death. Donna said maybe our idea of hun­dreds of years is only a split sec­ond to this gi­ant, and soon some­thing would have to hap­pen, be­cause how long can some­one keep a sweater on?

We all liked the idea that there might be other lit­tle uni­verses or “balls of lint” on this sweater, and we thought we’d some­day like to meet a few peo­ple from these other places, as long as they were nice to us. We could hear a lit­tle bit of mu­sic com­ing out of the Road House, and I just had to get up and dance a lit­tle. I felt bet­ter than I had in ages, just float­ing in the night air and feel­ing warm in­side.

Donna even danced with me for a few min­utes un­til she re­al­ized we had to go meet . . . OUR TOUR BUS! We had to lie and say we rented the bikes from the lost-and-found at the sher­iff’s sta­tion, but I don’t think the guys bought that story at all. They were nice not to say any­thing to us about it, if they did know. Maybe it added ex­cite­ment to their night, too. Then again, maybe not, be­cause they’re older and have prob­a­bly had much more ex­cit­ing nights than that.

When we were rid­ing home, we kept hav­ing to stop be­cause we had such gig­gles. Then I got the most out­ra­geous crav­ing for cook­ies and milk, like I’d die if I didn’t have any, and Donna agreed a hun­dred per­cent that we had to have some­thing sweet. She said there was pie at her house, but that didn’t seem right. So we emp­tied our pock­ets and went into the Cash and Carry for treats. We bought so much junk that we had to walk our bikes back to Donna’s house so that we could each hold a bag. All the way home we were para­noid just like the guys said we would be be­cause our eyes were all blood­shot and we wanted to get home be­fore our par­ents did.

We to­tally lucked out be­cause just when we got into the house, Dr. Hay­ward called and said they were go­ing to be a bit longer be­cause Ben­jamin was show­ing slides or some­thing. Thank God! We ran up­stairs and put eye drops in our eyes, then turned on the stereo and ate and danced and laughed, and we were to­tally sound asleep when ev­ery­one got back.

I know drugs are bad, but I’m be­gin­ning to get the feel­ing I like be­ing that way. Kind of bad.

More to­mor­row, Laura


Oc­to­ber 20, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

It is a lit­tle over one week later and I have more news. Sorry I haven’t writ­ten, but it has re­ally been kind of crazy around here . . . well, here in­side me, at least. Home is just the same. Ir­ri­tat­ing more than any­thing else. God, I feel so trapped some­times, like I have to wear this per­ma­nent grin on my face or else ev­ery­one freaks out on me.

I won­der if pain, the kind that doesn’t just hap­pen when your cat is killed, or when an aunt dies, but the kind that you have to live with . . . can it ever be a friend? Pain as a shadow or com­pan­ion. I won­der if that’s pos­si­ble. . . .

Any­way, the news is strange. I’m a lit­tle ner­vous about how much I’ve en­joyed the dan­ger of it all, but I’ll tell you ev­ery­thing and get it off my chest. Maybe it will be like my dreams, less dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand if I see it on pa­per. Here goes.

Last Fri­day night, the day be­fore yes­ter­day, Donna and I went back to the Book House at about four in the af­ter­noon. I guess we went back hop­ing Josh and Tim and their friend would be there again, and we could get high on an­other funny cig­a­rette. We got sort of dressed up, not too dressy or crazy be­cause we do know ev­ery­one in town prac­ti­cally and we didn’t want it to get back to our par­ents. But we had on skirts that were pretty short and a lit­tle tighter than most peo­ple would ap­prove of, ex­cept boys, of course, and we played with some makeup that Donna’s mom, Mrs. Hay­ward, had given her as an Easter present be­cause Donna wanted to try some and her mom wanted her to have her own.

Any­way, again! We got to the Book House and no one ex­cept Big Jake Mor­ris­sey was there. He’s the guy who runs the place. I guess I should tell you about it so you can imag­ine where I was. It is a cof­fee house, mostly for guys—girls are al­lowed—but it’s more like a guys’ hang­out. There are books ev­ery­where on the ta­bles and shelves, which linked all three walls, all the way to the back. It smells like cig­a­rettes, af­ter-shave, and cof­fee. There’s al­ways cof­fee brew­ing. And this time I was in­side, I no­ticed a pic­ture of the man per­fect for my fan­tasies! I didn’t say any­thing, of course, but he’s just per­fect. Rough and tough, but has puppy-dog eyes and soft skin.

The pic­ture is of him in jeans and a leather jacket, hold­ing a book and sit­ting on his mo­tor­cy­cle, read­ing. I am in love! So we were the only ones in the place, and Jake gave us cof­fee and said that peo­ple would be com­ing in soon, and it might be wise if we left when they started to come in, es­pe­cially dressed like we were. He was half jok­ing, half se­ri­ous when he asked us, “Are you girls look­ing for trou­ble of a boy na­ture?”

Donna turned all red, and I just told him what I would tell Mom or Dad if they ever found out. “We’re just play­ing around and pre­tend­ing. It’s just for fun, not for trou­ble.” He un­der­stood, or “bought it,” rather, and af­ter we fin­ished our cof­fee we left. On the way out though, I told Jake that about a week ago, three re­ally nice Cana­dian boys had been there and had helped Donna and I fix our flat tires af­ter we had run over the bro­ken beer-bot­tle glass that’s al­ways out in front of the Road House. I told him that if he saw them—Josh, Tim, and an­other guy with blond hair—that he should tell them we wanted to thank them with a cup of cof­fee, or some­thing. Then I told him we’d prob­a­bly be out back, just talk­ing, if they showed up. Jake said he’d re­lay the mes­sage if they came in.

You guessed it! They showed up. Jake must have told them what I said be­cause they came out laugh­ing and giv­ing us a hard time for ly­ing to them be­fore. Donna was pretty quick and smart to say that “we wanted to make sure that you guys were cool be­fore we told you who we were or any­thing.”

They all said we looked re­ally nice, and I found out the third guy’s name was Rick, and all of them are twenty-two! We said our age wasn’t im­por­tant and wouldn’t stop any of us from hav­ing fun as long as we were home by ten. If it was go­ing to be later, we would have to call. Josh said he had some al­co­hol, and if there was a place we knew of to build a small fire or some­thing out in the woods, we could all go out there and have a lit­tle party. By this time it was about five-thirty or so.

They were in a truck this time in­stead of on bikes, and so Donna and I got in the open back and told them to cross Lucky High­way 21 and head into the woods be­hind Low Town. We both fig­ured it would be safer there, and if any­thing hap­pened, I could just say that I had got­ten lost with Donna, that we had taken a walk or some­thing and lost track of where we were. It would be okay, I fig­ured, no mat­ter what. These guys seemed nice enough, so we trusted them a sec­ond time.

We got to a place where there was a stream and hardly any nee­dles on the ground, so the fire would be a safe idea. Tim and Rick looked for kin­dling while Josh opened up this bot­tle of . . . I guess it was gin that he had. The only al­co­hol Donna and I had ever had was a glass of cham­pagne—one glass, at Dr. Hay­ward’s birth­day party last year. This was brand-new to both of us. Donna seemed ex­cited, but ner­vous, too. I was just plain ex­cited and was the first to drink a sip of it af­ter Josh. We just passed it around . . . un­til it was empty.

Donna and I were re­ally messed up al­most in­stantly. Rick kept say­ing, “They’re toasted, man.”

Both Donna and I had to pee, so we went away from the fire about thirty feet and crouched down be­hind a tree. For a mo­ment there, we were both scared. Real scared. We didn’t know how to act, and both of us kept think­ing we were say­ing stupid things or sound­ing too young or some­thing.

When I stood up, my head got light. I thought to my­self, “It’s too late now, you’re al­ready drunk, you bet­ter just en­joy it, and don’t for­get to keep watch­ing the time!” Donna agreed that we had just bet­ter go with the flow and stick close to­gether in case we got scared again.

Tim turned on the truck stereo, and I asked if it would be stupid if I danced around for a while, ’cause I liked the song. All three said it was okay, and Donna just sat there star­ing at the fire for a while. Tim went and sat re­ally close to her and whis­pered some­thing in her ear. Her eyes got real big and she kinda laughed and then re­laxed. I guess he made her feel good or pretty or some­thing. I’ll have to re­mem­ber to ask her what he whis­pered to her.

So I was danc­ing, and Josh and Rick couldn’t stop watch­ing me . . . and I was feel­ing pretty com­fort­able, or con­fi­dent, or both, but I just went a lit­tle bit crazy and got into a sex­ier dance. One that I prac­ticed alone in my room in front of the mir­ror. I moved my hips around in cir­cles and let my arms move slow, and some­times I touched my hips like it felt good to me to touch my­self.

Darn! Mom’s call­ing me down­stairs to do the dishes. I’ll be right back. There’s lot’s more!

Love, Laura

Di­ary, I’m back. Sorry I had to stop.

So I was danc­ing, and Donna saw what I was do­ing and looked at me like I was crazy. She looked around for a minute and I guess she wanted to be a part of the at­ten­tion, too, or some­thing be­cause she looked at her watch and said, “Let’s go skinny-dip­ping!”

That right there should tell you how drunk Donna was. Ev­ery­body got quiet and just lis­tened to the mu­sic for a sec­ond, then said, “Yeah, okay.”

So Donna and I took off our clothes . . . all of them. We al­most left our panties on, but we were afraid they would think we were stupid lit­tle girls. They were all in the stream sit­ting against the rocks when we came back to the fire. The stream is prob­a­bly three and a half feet deep at its deep­est place. So they were sit­ting there and we set our clothes down and stood by the fire for a minute. When we moved to­ward the wa­ter, Josh said, “Stop. There. Just for a minute.”

So we did. And af­ter a minute of us just wait­ing, he said to Tim and Rick, “Have you ever in your life seen such a beau­ti­ful sight as these two girls?” They both made noises like they liked it, too. Donna and I kind of moved a lit­tle when we re­al­ized they were star­ing at us like that . . . that close, you know? Tim said, “Look at the way the fire makes shad­ows on their skin.” Donna and I looked at each other, then looked back to­ward them. They were hard to see be­cause we were so close to the light and they were in the dark in the stream. Rick just said, “Please, please come into the wa­ter with us.” We did.

It was so amaz­ing. The way they felt when we got close un­der the wa­ter, soft and slip­pery, was like I was dream­ing. I’d never felt any­thing so nice and so close to what I’d fan­ta­sized about. All of them had . . . hard . . . hard . . . I guess I’ll call them cocks, be­cause “pe­nis” sounds like a word you only read in Sex Ed books. So they were all hard.

And I said (mainly be­cause I knew Donna was more freaked out than I was by all of this), I said, “Let’s make tonight a play night . . . we can all go home with that nice feel­ing of wish­ing more had hap­pened . . . ? Donna and I are not go­ing to go all the way with you.”

When it came out of my mouth, I couldn’t be­lieve it for a sec­ond. Who was talk­ing? What was I, Laura Palmer—thir­teen years old—do­ing out here in the woods like this with three naked boys nine years older than I am?

They all said okay, but Josh said, “Can we at least touch you, and maybe get a kiss?” Donna looked at me the same way she did a year ago when Maddy was talk­ing about kiss­ing. I told them I didn’t mind, but if Donna did, they couldn’t force her. Some­thing tells me now, when I look back, that this was prob­a­bly the most ex­cited these guys had been, ever. I don’t think they would have done any­thing bad even if we had asked for it, be­cause they were just as scared. It was such a per­sonal and strange night. It was like the woods got us all act­ing crazy, like the trees and the fact that it had got­ten dark made us for­get any­thing else ex­isted. It was eight-thirty and we only had about an hour un­til we would have to go back home.

I kneeled down in the stream in front of Josh and got my hair wet. Then, I looked at him and I said, “You can touch them if you want to. It’s okay.” So he was real slow, and he put his hands on my breasts, which have got­ten to be a good size, I think, for my age, and he shook for a sec­ond, like he was amazed. I felt like I was on top of the world. I was mak­ing this twenty-two-year-old boy go crazy in­side! He touched them, then touched just my nip­ples, and I had a hard time not say­ing how good that felt, so I laughed.

Tim started touch­ing Donna’s breasts, and she just watched him silently as he did it. Rick didn’t have any­one to be with so I said, “You can touch me, too . . . but re­mem­ber, we all made a deal . . . right?” He nod­ded and crawled in the wa­ter up to me and put his mouth on my nip­ple. I had to close my eyes so that they wouldn’t come out of my head com­pletely. It felt so in­cred­i­ble! I couldn’t help but think of the guy in the photo in the Book House, and even if this sounds weird, I’m go­ing to say it.

I had the sex­i­est thought that he was nurs­ing on me. Like in­side me was all of the warmth and nour­ish­ment he would ever need . . . this older boy, need­ing me. I felt strong and al­most like I was mak­ing a fan­tasy for them. Josh put his mouth on my other nip­ple, and Tim and Donna moved away from us a lit­tle in the wa­ter and just started talk­ing. Then Donna got out with Tim and got dressed and just sat by the fire . . . talk­ing more. I didn’t care, or couldn’t care. I wasn’t go­ing to stop this un­til I had to, it felt too good to spoil it.

I whis­pered to Josh and Rick that I had a wish that one of them would kiss me, real soft and slow . . . and that maybe the other could keep touch­ing me the way they were do­ing al­ready. Rick said Josh could kiss me, as long as he got one, too, later, or what­ever.

So Josh leaned to me and got real close, and just be­fore he was go­ing to kiss me he said, real quiet—“Softly, right?” And I told him yes. And he said, “Soft and slow. . . .” And he opened his mouth, and I opened mine, and our tongues started to move to­gether like we were want­ing more and more . . . but it wasn’t fast, it was slow . . . so nice and slow. And Rick was suck­ing on my nip­ples and mak­ing noises like he was hun­gry and get­ting fed, or like he was eat­ing an ice cream that was de­li­cious. No mat­ter what he was feel­ing, be­lieve me, I felt ten times bet­ter than he sounded.

I went into a dream for I don’t know how long while this was hap­pen­ing, and it was like noth­ing bad ever hap­pened to me ever. Ev­ery­thing dis­ap­peared and I sud­denly didn’t care if I never saw Donna, Mom, Dad, any­one . . . ever again. This warm feel­ing of be­ing needed, wanted, and spe­cial, like I was a trea­sure . . . was all I wanted to feel, for­ever. I had no age, and there was no time or school­work or trou­bles or chores or any­thing to cloud my mind or bring me back to lit­tle Laura. I was age­less, and I was ev­ery­thing these two boys wanted. I was some­thing from their dreams!

Rick be­gan to kiss me next, and he was just as gen­tle and sweet, but had a dif­fer­ent way of kiss­ing. He moved his tongue and lips dif­fer­ently, and he would stop and bite very softly some­times on my lips, like a tease.

I know I’m go­ing on and on, Di­ary, but I have to tell some­one, and Donna, even though she was there, re­ally wasn’t there the way I was. She wasn’t ready for it or for the way it would make her feel. Not that there’s any­thing wrong with it, but Donna is still more in­ter­ested in be­ing good . . . all the way through. Me, I think that I am be­ing good, as much as I can, and maybe more than most peo­ple, but I’ve needed to for­get things for a long time now . . . and this was an in­cred­i­ble so­lu­tion.

Noth­ing more than that hap­pened in the stream, ex­cept I did touch both of them be­tween the legs. I was soft to them the way they were with me, and I thought it was won­der­ful that they were so hard, and that their hard­ness floated in the wa­ter . . . some­thing I could only feel and not see. Just the way I wanted it. I was able to want more, but able to en­joy what I had.

Tim and Donna ex­changed phone num­bers while I was get­ting dressed, and the only thing I was at all wor­ried about was that I was re­ally drunk and start­ing to feel a lit­tle sick to my stom­ach. I guess Donna was, too, be­cause Tim said, “Maybe we should help them throw up or some­thing, so that it doesn’t hap­pen when they get home. . . . Donna, here, is wor­ried, you know, about how she would ex­plain it to her par­ents.”

I couldn’t be­lieve how cool these guys were be­ing to us. They didn’t crack one joke or make us feel like we were noth­ings next to them. I know we aren’t, but it was nice, es­pe­cially in the state we were in, not to hear any­thing like that. Rick said there was chew­ing gum in the truck’s glove com­part­ment, and if we wanted some, we could have it. I tried to pic­ture go­ing home the way I was, tipsy and all dazed. Throw­ing up didn’t sound like fun, but Tim sug­gested it might help sober us up, so Donna and I went off and stuck our fin­gers down our throats. Up it came. It was aw­ful, but I did feel bet­ter, and Donna said it was eas­ier for her to walk af­ter that. I said we should prob­a­bly get go­ing, and that if they didn’t mind, maybe they could drop us like a block from home, ei­ther house? I thought the truck ride, and the fresh air, would help, too.

Hang on a sec­ond, Di­ary—Mom wants a kiss good-night.

Okay, I’m back. Thank God she didn’t see you.

When the boys dropped us off, we hopped out of the back, and Tim kissed Donna’s hand re­ally ro­man­ti­cally, and Rick and Josh said they re­ally en­joyed meet­ing her. I went to the driver’s win­dow, where Josh was, and I was about to thank him . . . and I guess just say what­ever came out . . . but he stopped me. (A chill ran down my back.) He put his fin­ger over my lips and said, “I don’t think I’ll ever for­get you, Laura.” And he smiled and Rick said, “Thanks for trust­ing us the way you did.” They drove off, and Donna and I al­most cried.

We were a block from Donna’s house and we each put an ex­tra piece of gum in our mouths and re­hearsed our story. We were in the woods, just talk­ing. We were mak­ing up sto­ries and talk­ing about dreams we had, and . . . the fu­ture.

Donna said she didn’t feel like she was ly­ing be­cause that’s what she and Tim did do. They kissed a cou­ple of times, and Donna ad­mit­ted, right be­fore we walked into her house, that she re­ally liked it.

I de­cided we shouldn’t ex­plain any­thing we did while we were out, un­less some­one asked. I’ve seen peo­ple over­ex­plain things and it makes it seem like they’re ly­ing or hid­ing some­thing, which we would be.

Donna’s par­ents were asleep on the couch when we walked in, and we snuck past them and up to Donna’s room. We brushed our teeth and fixed our hair a lit­tle, and be­fore we went down­stairs, we hugged each other. We didn’t say a word. We just hugged. I think it was our way of say­ing that it was our se­cret, and that we were still friends, and that we were okay. We were home, and we were okay.

Donna woke her dad up and said we’d been wait­ing to wake him be­cause he looked so peace­ful, sleep­ing there lean­ing his head on Mrs. Hay­ward’s shoul­der. He of­fered to drive me home, so I called Mom, and she said she hadn’t even re­al­ized the time be­cause she was read­ing a re­ally good book. She said Dad was al­ready in bed. She said she’d wait up for me.

I don’t feel guilty about what hap­pened, but I think that’s only be­cause no one was wor­ried, and the boys were so nice. I just can’t help but get sad in­side when I re­al­ize that it’s over. That night is gone, and I’m Laura again. Thir­teen years old, and the ap­ple of my daddy’s eye. Not with anger, but with an­tic­i­pa­tion, I look for­ward to be­ing older, and on my own, with no one but me to an­swer to.

God bless Mom and Dad, Troy, Jupiter—rest his soul—and the boys. Josh, Tim, and Rick. Thank you, God, for giv­ing me those few hours of . . . BLISS.

More soon, L

P.S. I am feel­ing like each time I think about tonight I change it a lit­tle bit. The boys get a lit­tle bit more rough with me each time. I get more se­duc­tive, and I make them tell me how they feel when they touch me. I make them tell me what it’s like for them. I don’t know why I changed it . . . I loved it the way it was, but when I make it again in my head, I make them do things a lit­tle nas­tier. I like that feel­ing, I like that they feel more than I do.


No­vem­ber 10, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

Last night, for the first time in ages, I slept all the way through the night. When I woke up, I couldn’t even re­mem­ber the dreams I had had, or if I even had any. I know they say ev­ery­one dreams all the time, but usu­ally I re­mem­ber them. Any­way, I was brush­ing Troy at the sta­bles, and all of a sud­den I got this im­age in my head of an ad­dress: 1400 River Road, 1400 River Road. I had dreamed it. I sud­denly felt like I had to be there. I had to find this place and see what it was. I de­cided I would call Mom from the sta­bles and tell her I was go­ing for a ride with Troy, and I’d be back soon.

I had a lit­tle bit of an idea of where 1400 River Road was, but I just checked it with Zippy to make sure. He said it wasn’t that far away, but there wasn’t much there. I told him I wanted to ride out with Troy some­where I hadn’t been be­fore. I didn’t want to tell him I’d dreamed about this ad­dress and had to find out if it even ex­isted. I was afraid he’d look at me funny, and be­sides, I wasn’t even sure why I felt so drawn to it. I guess with all that had been hap­pen­ing, I felt like I should just keep quiet about it. Keep it se­cret, like so many other things. Zippy said to be sure to make a left when the dirt road forks off, be­cause oth­er­wise I would end up on a paved road, and that would be bad for Troy’s hooves and shoes. I promised, and off we went.

All sorts of thoughts went through my head, and I even cried a lit­tle be­cause I started to think about Josh and Tim and Rick, and how I would prob­a­bly never see them again. I thought about how Donna hadn’t called me to­day yet, and I was wor­ried she was think­ing I was dirty or bad or some­thing, and I felt a very deep need to talk to her. I hope she doesn’t stop lik­ing me.

I don’t know what I would do if that hap­pened. So, I kept see­ing this ad­dress in my head, each time I fin­ished a thought, no mat­ter what it was, and fi­nally I found my­self in front of this very old, aban­doned gas sta­tion. I got off Troy and tied him up at the frame that was still there. The frame that goes around the top of the pumps. The one with the signs telling you which gas is which. Grass was grow­ing there, and I just let him graze so I could look around.

When I walked around Troy, so that I was com­pletely fac­ing the sta­tion, I saw the Log Lady stand­ing very quiet with her log, right un­der­neath the piece of wood that said 1400 River Road. She smiled at me, and I re­al­ized I had seen her face in my dream. We didn’t say any­thing to each other for a long time. We just stared, smil­ing. I wasn’t un­com­fort­able, but I was pretty cu­ri­ous about what I was there for, and just as I was think­ing this, she spoke to me.

She said, “I know you’re feel­ing cu­ri­ous about this place and about me.”

I nod­ded.

“A dream told me I was sup­posed to meet you here, so that we could spend some time,” she said.

My stom­ach did a flip and my mouth dropped open.

“I dream like other peo­ple some­times,” she said calmly. “It just hap­pens.”

I never re­al­ized that Mar­garet, the Log Lady, was so nice. We sat to­gether on the grass out in the front, and she told me she knew a lot of things about me, spe­cial things. She said I should not worry so of­ten. If I pay at­ten­tion to the things around me, these spe­cial things will come.

She would of­ten touch her log, be silent as she leaned down close to lis­ten to it. Most times she would smile as if she were amused, pleased. Other times, she would tell the log that she would not hear about that now. This was not the time.

The last time that hap­pened, she turned to me and whis­pered, “Things are not what they seem.”

She looked away, then turned back with a dif­fer­ent look on her face, as if she were re­lieved we were still alone. She said she knew I had been dream­ing of be­ing a woman, and that this was good be­cause young girls al­ways do. Then her words got con­fus­ing . . . she said many things about the woods, and I tried to lis­ten very care­fully, be­cause I trusted her and thought maybe she knew some­thing that would help me. A lot of it seemed like gib­ber­ish. I re­mem­ber it, so I’ll write it down, but I don’t know what it means. Maybe I’ll un­der­stand it later. What I did un­der­stand made me feel so good in­side, like I wasn’t be­ing bad all of this time, maybe, and that I could keep on hop­ing for things with­out be­ing afraid that I was act­ing self­ishly.

Here are some of the things she told me. She said that some­times the woods are a place to learn about things, and to learn about your­self. Other times the woods are a place for other crea­tures to be, and it is not for us. She said that some­times peo­ple go camp­ing and learn things they shouldn’t. Chil­dren are prey some­times . . . I think that’s how she said it. What else . . . I tried so hard to re­mem­ber ev­ery­thing. Oh. She told me that she would be watch­ing, and some­day peo­ple will find out that she sees things and re­mem­bers them.

She said that it is im­por­tant to re­mem­ber things you see and feel. Owls are some­times big. There! That was the one I had for­got­ten to­tally. Owls are some­times big. I hope that doesn’t mean my mom talked about that “Owl Dream” I had. I don’t think so, but that’s the only way it makes any sense to me. I hope I’ll un­der­stand all of this soon. Ei­ther way, we kept sit­ting to­gether, and I lis­tened to her hum this song that I had never heard be­fore, but I thought it was very nice. It made me feel safe, which I think she was try­ing to make me feel. I feel sorry for her, that peo­ple think she is strange and weird. She isn’t at all.

I could see in her eyes that some­thing had hurt her, but I didn’t even be­gin to un­der­stand what it was un­til Mom told me when I got home. She said that Mar­garet (the Log Lady) had a hus­band who was a fire fighter. He was killed fight­ing a fire, and Mom said it was aw­ful be­cause he tripped over a root or some­thing and fell head­first into hot coals and burned him­self to death, face first. They had just been mar­ried a lit­tle while when he died, and since then Mar­garet has been very quiet and has kept her pain to her­self. Mom also said that she didn’t have her log un­til af­ter her hus­band died.

I didn’t know any of this when I was out there at 1400 River Road with her, but it didn’t re­ally mat­ter, I guess. I told her I thought she was a very nice and spe­cial per­son, and that I was glad I had paid at­ten­tion to my dream, be­cause I wouldn’t have wanted to miss talk­ing with her. I told her I hoped she was right about my life hav­ing spe­cial things in it, that I will look for them, be­cause I want my life to be good.

Then I told her some­thing that I hope she never re­peats. I didn’t even ex­pect to say it, and to tell you the truth I didn’t know where it came from. I told her that some­times things hap­pen that no one knows about. They hap­pen in the woods when it is very dark. I told her that some­times I wasn’t even sure these things were real, and some­times I think they are more real than the sun com­ing up in the morn­ing, and that the thought of that fright­ened me very much. She looked away from me, I re­mem­ber, when I fin­ished. I thought I had said some­thing that up­set her. She grabbed her log tight, then looked back at me and said that I was a very beau­ti­ful girl, and that many peo­ple would love me in my life.

I hope many peo­ple do love me in my life. Some­day some­one will love me the way the boys did, but even more. I won­der where that per­son is right now, and if he is won­der­ing where I am and what I look like, and when we will fi­nally meet. I won­der if Mar­garet has ever thought about sex the way that I do.

On the way home I tried to hum the song she had hummed to me, but I couldn’t re­mem­ber it. I felt very good in­side when I left 1400 River Road, and that feel­ing stayed with me, all through my ride back to the sta­bles, all the way home with Mom in the car, and even now it is just as strong. I hope Mar­garet isn’t feel­ing lonely right now. I hope she is feel­ing as happy as I am. I only wish I could have brought her news of how happy her life would be. It’s too bad I had noth­ing for her.

More later, Laura

P.S. Donna still hasn’t called me back.


No­vem­ber 13, 1985

Lis­ten­ing to the Wood

In­side the trees are souls I think

Souls that grow and change

In­side each leaf, so quiet

A mem­ory of mo­ments no one else has seen

But no man ever lis­tens

Takes the time to think

That trees might see what hap­pens

That in the way they rus­tle

Is a hint they wish to speak.

They might have tried to whis­per

In the palm of some­one’s hand

their mem­ory of the lit­tle girl

How there is a new hole in­side her

And a new and smaller mouth

But no one be­lieves or cares

That maybe

The tree would know

Some­thing was very wrong

That it wants to talk about the sad­ness

It has seen so many nights

I think the world

Should walk deep into the woods

Lis­ten very care­fully,

To the voices in the leaves.

See the de­tails, the tiny maps

Of foot­steps, and some­times stains

They should see that the leaves

Are shaped like tears

They should study the de­sign in fallen nee­dles

Maybe there are some mark­ings on the ground

That will lead the world

To the one who made

The hole.

It is late, and he came tonight. I don’t know if the Log Lady was talk­ing about the right Laura Palmer.


No­vem­ber 20, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

I had a dream just now that makes me be­lieve I will not be sleep­ing tonight.

I was in a room. It was very empty, and I was feel­ing badly that it was empty. I thought it was my fault that noth­ing was there. I was crouched in one of the cor­ners of the room, and I was star­ing at this one spot at the other end of the room, be­cause I knew some­thing was go­ing to be there, soon.

Af­ter a minute, I started to get very cold. And I thought that I saw some­thing, but it dis­ap­peared. Then I looked away be­cause I was try­ing to find the door that went to an­other room and out of this one, be­cause I wanted to see if the fur­ni­ture was in an­other room. I felt very bad about some­thing and I wanted to fix things, so that I could stop feel­ing so . . . guilty. I guess that’s what I was feel­ing. Guilt.

I turned back to look across the room and there was an enor­mous rat sit­ting there. I knew in the dream that it was com­ing af­ter me, and that it wanted to bite my foot off. I be­came so afraid! I saw it come closer and closer to me and I tried to think of a way to stop it, or a place to run away, but there wasn’t any­where to go, or any­thing I could do!

I know it may sound funny, but it was so fright­en­ing. I sat very still and tried to keep my feet tight against my body so that the rat couldn’t get to my foot. I couldn’t stop think­ing of how aw­ful it was go­ing to feel when it closed its jaws around my an­kle and bit down. I didn’t want to feel that, and I didn’t want the rat to come near me. Don’t come near me! I just kept think­ing of how much pain there would be. . . . And so, in the dream, be­cause I knew all he wanted was my foot, I bit my foot off my­self.

When I woke up, I could barely breathe, I was so scared! I can still see the rat, and I think it was af­ter me be­cause some­thing was wrong with the room, or I was be­ing pun­ished for some­thing. But I was more afraid of the rat’s teeth and how much it would hurt. . . . So I de­cided I would do it. I would hurt my­self, be­fore he could. Even though I didn’t un­der­stand why the rat wanted to hurt me, I just knew I had to do it my­self, or he would.

I didn’t like that dream at all. Please, Di­ary, I know it sounds silly, but don’t judge me the way some­one might if they heard me tell them this dream. I hope I never dream like that again. I don’t even want to know what it means, or if I’m sure I even want to re­mem­ber it. I’ll de­cide that to­mor­row, when the dark­ness is gone, and things are eas­ier to see when they come af­ter you.

It makes me mad that I feel like I can’t go and tell Mom about this. I’m afraid she’ll laugh and then maybe tell it to ev­ery­one and em­bar­rass me. I’m so afraid peo­ple will laugh at me. I am go­ing to try to be more like Donna. I’ll be good and I’ll do ev­ery­thing I’m sup­posed to do. That way, there won’t be any­thing any­one can find out and make fun of me for. There will be noth­ing they can say I have done wrong.

I bet that what I did with Donna and the boys is caus­ing this. I can’t even think straight enough to de­cide if one feel­ing was worth the other. Some­thing has to be caus­ing nights like this. I will try to be bet­ter. I will stop do­ing things that older girls should be do­ing. I will not let any­one hurt me, like in the dream. I’ll hurt my­self first. I know the places that are the most del­i­cate. I’ll do the hurt­ing from now on, as long as all of this stops!!!!

I wish I could talk to my mommy.

Laura


De­cem­ber 16, 1985

Dear Di­ary,

I don’t know that I will be writ­ing in you for a while. I have just had an­other dream. I must have fallen asleep while I was wait­ing for the sun.

I don’t know why, but I kept see­ing you ap­pear and dis­ap­pear on peo­ple’s laps. On their seats at the diner, when they went to the juke­box. On the hood of their cars when they went to go driv­ing. I tried to take you back, but you kept slid­ing away. You were go­ing to tell ev­ery­one what was in­side you.

A few peo­ple read what was writ­ten there and these peo­ple turned into rats. They wanted to take me out the way BOB does. I think that un­til I un­der­stand more, we shouldn’t speak. I don’t know why I dreamed this . . . but I am too afraid to chal­lenge it.

If this doesn’t make the night­mares and the fire and the ropes and the lit­tle sil­ver blades go away . . . Maybe I am sup­posed to give into them. Maybe that is what is meant for me. Maybe I just have to be pa­tient and stop fight­ing it, and it will go away.

I hate to say good-bye to a lis­tener as good as you. I feel I must, though, un­til I find out if you are some­how talk­ing to peo­ple when I don’t know about it.

Am I go­ing crazy? I can’t wait un­til va­ca­tion is over and school starts again so that I can have some­thing to keep me busy. I look at other girls that I know, other girls I see, and they all smile, like I do. In­side are they be­gin­ning to lose ev­ery­thing they know? Have they stopped trust­ing them­selves and ev­ery­one around them too? Please don’t let me find out that I am the only one on earth with this pain.

Laura


April 23, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

It has been a long time since I’ve writ­ten. School is fine but I find it al­most too easy. There is not enough to keep my mind from wan­der­ing to boys, or fan­tasies. Donna and I have had sev­eral fights this year be­cause she says I’m act­ing strangely to her, and that I’m not be­ing the friend that I was. I hate cry­ing, so why does it come so eas­ily lately? I am only try­ing to be good, and to keep busy, and not to do too much talk­ing or day­dream­ing be­cause I thought that both­ered peo­ple and made bad things hap­pen to me.

Now Donna is mad be­cause I won’t tell her what I’m re­ally feel­ing, be­cause I’m afraid! I can’t tell her I’m afraid be­cause she would make me tell her why. I can never ever tell. I haven’t even touched my­self where I know I can to make my­self feel good. I’m afraid, be­cause that is about sex, and I de­cided I wouldn’t think about that any­more . . . which is so hard!!!

I hate my­self, and I hate my life! Dad has been busy all the time lately with Ben­jamin and his work there at the Great North­ern, and I am start­ing to feel the way Au­drey must when her fa­ther spends more time and at­ten­tion with me than he does with her. Now it is hap­pen­ing in the re­verse, and I am just try­ing to be good and make it stop, and it is only get­ting harder for me to sleep or even eat! I don’t want to feel this way any­more. If I do, I know some­thing aw­ful will hap­pen.

I dreamed last night that I had dug a hole in the back­yard for a well, be­cause I was try­ing to help us with wa­ter, and I thought a well would be a nice thing to build for the fam­ily. Mom loved the idea and smiled very big. But when she went out­side, later in the dream, I was bury­ing my­self in the hole, try­ing to kill my­self. She re­al­ized I had lied to her, and this made her very up­set. She ran out to stop me, and I screamed that I didn’t want to wake up in the mid­dle of the night with leaves all over me any­more. I wanted to be a tree so that I could lis­ten for trou­ble in the woods. And I was buried all of a sud­den. But I was in­side some­thing that wasn’t a dirt hole.

Mom came to my room right af­ter to ask if I was all right, and I told her I was fine. I was just hav­ing night­mares about the woods is all. The look on her face went from sad­ness to hope­ful­ness. Then, un­for­tu­nately, she be­gan some­thing I didn’t need to hear at all! She started telling me about the birds and the bees, and about birth con­trol and ba­bies, and all of this ridicu­lous stuff about how my dreams were just a part of my chang­ing body, and maybe I just needed some ques­tions an­swered.

The whole time she talked to me, I was think­ing of some­thing else.

I had to think of flow­ers and of smil­ing faces and any­thing . . . big trucks filled with lum­ber, of birds, of Donna Donna Donna . . . good things only. Don’t lis­ten, couldn’t lis­ten to that voice say­ing all of the things that were like lit­tle keys to the doors and rooms I wasn’t sup­posed to be in! How could this hap­pen? She didn’t stop for al­most an hour, and I al­most had to hold my hand down. . . . I wanted to hit her, smack that smil­ing, help­ful face and scream, “How do you do it! What has hap­pened to that part of me!”

Do you want to know the part that fright­ens me most? The only thing peo­ple think about me right now is that I am go­ing through my ado­les­cence! Ev­ery­one still sees the smil­ing Laura Palmer. The girl with per­fect grades and per­fect hair and per­fect lit­tle fin­gers that want to some­times, late at night, go into the mir­ror to stran­gle the day­dream­ing trou­ble­maker I see in the re­flec­tion!

To­day I will go to see Donna and I’ll talk to her. I’ll talk the best I can. I have no school­work left to do, and I’ve al­ready fin­ished two ex­tra-credit projects. I made the honor roll, and the ju­nior de­bate team. I pray all of the time, but have never felt worse in my life. I am start­ing to think that a few mo­ments of good, in the mid­dle of miles and ages of bad, is bet­ter than no good at all. I hope Donna still wants to be my friend.

If I can, I will tell you what hap­pens with Donna.

Soon, Laura


April 24, 1986

Some­thing just came to me . . .

A mem­ory of skip­ping

I was small, look­ing up at him

Be­fore he told me to lie down

Or to say things

Be­fore he told me

That open­ing my mouth was bad

That we had a se­cret

Be­fore he be­gan to turn me in­side out

With his dirty claws

Be­fore I sat on the tiny hill

We used to skip

Hold hands

Talk about what we saw

He told me what to see

But I didn’t see it

I have been blind

I think

Ever since the skip­ping stopped.

I want to be left alone like other peo­ple are. I want to learn about this soft white suit I wear the way ev­ery­one else does.

I want to for­get the things that sud­denly come to me. . . . Some­thing very bad is hap­pen­ing. . . . Why is it hap­pen­ing to me?

I think it is real. I think it is real!

Af­ter I see Donna, maybe I can tell you about what I am re­mem­ber­ing. I had for­got­ten so much . . . but I can’t tell if I am bet­ter off know­ing or not re­ally know­ing at all.

Please still be my friend, Donna, please!

L


June 21, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

I spent the day with Donna yes­ter­day. For a long time she wouldn’t even re­ally say any­thing to me. When I started cry­ing, I ran out of her house and just kept run­ning. I was so glad when she came af­ter me, and she was cry­ing too. I told her as much as I could. That I was wor­ried about be­ing good be­cause I had been hav­ing bad dreams, very bad dreams, and I wasn’t just kid­ding her when I said I wasn’t sleep­ing at all. I told her I wished we could talk about the night with the guys at the stream, but it al­ways seems like she hates me or some­thing, or I’ll have an aw­ful dream and think that what hap­pened was bad. I told her I needed to hear what she thought about that night. I needed to know if she thinks we should be pun­ished for it, or if I should, be­cause I did more than she did. . . . I just needed to know!

Donna told me that she was afraid I wasn’t talk­ing to her be­cause I was mad that she hadn’t gone as far with the guys as I had, and that I didn’t like her any­more be­cause of it! I asked her how she could think that when we had such a nice hug when the evening was over, and I still re­mem­ber that hug as one of the clear­est, nicest parts of the whole night! I told her I was just very con­fused, and I told her I didn’t know half the time whether I should be en­joy­ing it as much as I was, or if I should have been feel­ing bad.

Donna said the only rea­son she got out of the wa­ter was that she wasn’t sure what she felt right do­ing, even though all of the boys were nice. And then she cried and looked at me, very strange, and said some­thing that re­ally made me feel weird. She said that an­other rea­son she didn’t get more into it was that she was afraid to be­cause I seemed too good at it right away, and she didn’t know what she should be do­ing, or how to do it. She wanted to know if it just came nat­u­rally to me, or if I had been see­ing a boy and hadn’t told her.

I couldn’t an­swer her for a long time. I don’t think I knew the an­swer. What did she mean, good at it? I told her I re­mem­bered feel­ing sexy, and very happy that they liked me and wanted me, but half of that, if not more, was the boys’ do­ing, not mine.

Plus we were drunk that night, and it just felt so good to do things I had won­dered about for so long. . . . She stopped me there and said that she thought about boys like that too. I asked her how she thought of them, like what they were do­ing when she dreamed of them, and she said they were tak­ing her danc­ing, or see­ing her at school and let­ting her ride in their cars. She said she was think­ing about be­ing with older boys who treated her like she was a princess, and at night they would come into this big, beau­ti­ful bed and lie next to her, and they would talk and kiss, and some­times they would make love.

She said she didn’t re­ally like go­ing that far be­cause it seemed too rough for the rest of the day­dream. She thinks about sex, though, she said. But it is the kind of sex that goes re­ally slow like in soap op­eras. She said she sees it in slow mo­tion and she can hear mu­sic play­ing, and they roll around, she and this boy, very slow, un­til it fades out of her head. She said she hoped that my fan­tasies were as sexy as hers are.

Oh, God, Di­ary, ev­ery­thing was fine un­til we talked about that! I just had to tell her that my fan­tasies were ex­actly the same as hers, and that we should never have ar­gued, and I said I was sorry if I hurt her feel­ings. I should have been more open with her, and that I was only wor­ried that she had be­gun to hate me for go­ing so far that night. She said she thought I was very brave, and that if it felt good to me, then I should think of it as a good thing. But what about the fan­tasies she has! I was about to die when I heard how pure and sweet and gen­tle they were. Why doesn’t she think the things I do! I was so hop­ing we had the same thoughts. . . . I was de­pend­ing on it.

I know she was telling the truth be­cause of how she told me, and by how em­bar­rassed she got when she talked about this boy get­ting into bed with her. She is so pure, I just can’t be­lieve it. I think that the times that I have to go into the woods at night have poi­soned me.

I would be like Donna, I’ll bet, if I were still just skip­ping through the trees, in­stead of . . . what hap­pens now. But . . . I would never ever ever wish for what hap­pens now! I wish for things that make me feel sexy and play­ful, things that don’t take me to do all the work, things like some­one else try­ing to please me, in­stead of me al­ways try­ing to make ev­ery­one else happy.

I wish there was a place you could go where some­one would an­swer all of your ques­tions, and tell you if you were do­ing the right thing or not. How am I sup­posed to know when I can’t even talk about things re­ally? I just keep say­ing the same things again and again. I am run­ning in cir­cles, and it is time that I stop.

Donna and I are friends still, and I still love her, but things feel dif­fer­ent to me. I can’t think the way she does, or even try to any­more. I will think what I feel, and I will try to make peo­ple see things the way I do. I wish I had a mar­i­juana cig­a­rette right now. It feels like I haven’t laughed for years and years and years.

Thank you for lis­ten­ing.

Laura


June 22, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

I am just go­ing to write and not think too hard about it and maybe I can re­mem­ber more. I just woke up; it is 4:12 A.M.

I don’t re­mem­ber when it started, but he has al­ways had long hair. He knows ev­ery­thing about me and knows how to frighten me more than any of the dreams I have al­ready told you about.

He first started to play with me. We would chase each other through the woods, and he would al­ways find me . . . but I could never find him. He would come up from be­hind me and grab my shoul­ders and ask me my name. I would tell him it was Laura Palmer, and he would let go and turn me around and laugh.

When I think about it, he wasn’t play­ing the way he should have been. He was be­ing very mean to me, and he was scar­ing me all the time. I think he likes it when I am fright­ened. He makes me feel that way ev­ery time he takes me with him. He likes to em­bar­rass me by pulling down my panties and putting his fin­gers in­side, deep. When he knows it hurts me, he pulls them out and smells his hand. He al­ways tells me I smell like bad things. He screams out loud into the trees that I smell, and that I am dirty, and he doesn’t know why he even likes me. He says if I didn’t beg him to come all of the time, he would never come back.

I never beg him to come. Never. I wish him far away from here. I swear it.

When I started to get older, he would tell me things about my­self that I didn’t know. I don’t think he was telling the truth. I think he was ly­ing to me and mak­ing it up as he went along. He al­ways knew ex­actly what scared me, and just the things to say to make me cry. Then he would take my neck . . . and squeeze. He squeezed my neck hard un­til I stopped cry­ing. He would let go just be­fore I would faint . . . I think I was faint­ing . . . some­times that still hap­pens. Ev­ery­thing goes tingly and dark, and my head spins in­side and I can’t see any­thing, and I have to stop cry­ing or he’ll keep squeez­ing.

Some­times he says, “What’s this down here? . . . What’s this down here, Laura Palmer?” He al­ways says my whole name like he won’t get close to me like that, but he will ev­ery other way. Some­times I would come home bleed­ing. I would bleed and I couldn’t tell any­one, so I would sit up all night in my bath­room, all alone, and wait for it to stop com­ing out. Some­times he would cut me be­tween my legs, and other times he would cut me in­side my mouth. Al­ways tiny lit­tle cuts, hun­dreds of tiny lit­tle cuts. I had to use a flash­light in the bath­room or else my par­ents might wake up and see the light, and I’d be in worse trou­ble then.

Some nights he would make me sticky. Rub him­self very fast, and he would say that I had to hold the sticky in my hands, close my eyes, and re­cite this lit­tle poem while I licked my hands clean.

I only re­mem­ber a lit­tle. This hasn’t hap­pened for a long time, the sticky. He made me say:

The lit­tle bitch

Is aw­fully sorry

The lit­tle bitch

Drinks you up

(I can’t re­mem­ber more, ex­cept the last line.)

In this seed is death in­deed.

He wants me to like it, when he is with me. He wants me to say that I am dirty and that I have an odor. I should be thrown into the river so that I will be clean.

I am so care­ful to smell clean, all the time. I al­ways wash be­tween my legs, and I al­ways go to sleep in fresh panties, in case he makes me come with him. I al­ways worry he will come for me, and I won’t have clean panties. He says I’m lucky he even stays to spend time around me. He says that he is the only man who will ever want to touch me.

He comes to the win­dow, and I see him. I al­ways see him, and he is al­ways smil­ing like we are go­ing to have a good time to­gether. I am so close to call­ing my par­ents for help, but I am afraid of what would hap­pen. I can’t let any­one know about him. If I keep see­ing him, he might get tired of me and go away. Maybe if I stopped fight­ing him, he would not like to visit me any­more. If I weren’t afraid. If I could just not feel afraid . . .

I have never thought about him like this ever be­fore.

I hope that if there is a God, he will un­der­stand that I am try­ing to keep clean, and if this is a test that he is giv­ing me, I’ll find a way to pass it. I bet it is a test. I bet God wants me to prove that I can take or­ders, or maybe that I am not afraid to die and come be with him. Maybe BOB knows God, and that is why he al­ways knows what I am feel­ing in­side. God must be telling him what to do to me. God wants me not to be afraid, maybe, of be­ing dirty. If I’m not afraid, he’ll take me to heaven.

I hope so.

L


July 25, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

I have been try­ing very hard not to be afraid.

I am see­ing a boy I told you about once be­fore. I didn’t like him then, but now I think he is just right for me. He re­minds me very much of the boy on the wall of the Book House. He dresses the same way, but he does not have a mo­tor­cy­cle. I am four­teen now. I didn’t let any­one cel­e­brate my birth­day. I made Mom prom­ise she wouldn’t plan any­thing. I told her at the kitchen ta­ble the day be­fore that I had a lot of think­ing to do about my life. I just wanted to spend my birth­day alone. I wanted to walk alone, and maybe take Troy out for a ride: I made sure she knew I didn’t want to hurt her feel­ings, but I just needed to spend some time alone. She fussed for a while and kept ask­ing me why I couldn’t spend the fol­low­ing day by my­self. I fi­nally told her that I was feel­ing con­fused and I wanted to come home on the night of my birth­day with ev­ery­thing sorted out. I wasn’t go­ing to go far, I promised her that. I just wanted to go. I promised her that next year and the fol­low­ing year, sweet six­teen, I will have a party of one kind or an­other.

So I spent my birth­day alone. I went out to where I go with BOB. It was light out, and ev­ery­thing seemed like an aw­ful dream, un­til I saw a piece of rope ly­ing at the back of the base of his fa­vorite tree. I got a chill, but forced it away. I tried to look care­fully at the tree, to find some­thing that would ex­plain why he picked this place, this tree. There was noth­ing. I made sure I was alone be­fore I did what I had planned.

I looked very care­fully, and when I knew I was alone, I pulled a mar­i­juana cig­a­rette from my pocket. I made Bobby get one for me. He wanted to share but I told him he couldn’t. We could do some to­gether later, maybe. I smoked it very slowly and started think­ing about sex. About men, all kinds of them, in­side me.

I tried to think of things that BOB would like. I pulled a pair of my panties out of my pocket and rubbed them on the tree. I wore them just be­fore I left to come here, so I knew the smell of me would be strong. . . . I’m not afraid any­more ei­ther that I smell bad. I know I don’t. I think I smell like a girl should.

When I put my panties to my own nose and breathe in, I imag­ine a girl in front of me, and how a man would want to touch her. Get up close. BOB calls it pussy. I want to touch, can you hear me, BOB! When I smell it, I am not afraid, I told my­self. I said it out loud many times while I was there, smok­ing and think­ing of all sorts of ways I could touch Bobby. . . . Things I would like to make him do. I thought ev­ery thought I could that would call BOB to come. I think he was there, but he was hid­ing.

So I got very stoned, all by my­self, and pushed my­self onto the dirt, slid­ing onto the leaves and pine nee­dles on the ground, and I looked up into the great tree. I wanted the tree to watch me, mem­o­rize the face of the new lit­tle girl who came to lie down. The old one is gone. She had to go off. I only use her voice some­times; it is so much eas­ier to get what I want when I say it sweetly, and like a lit­tle girl. I took off my clothes and be­gan to touch my breasts, lick my fin­gers, and then rub my nip­ples with the wet­ness. I made cir­cles the way the boys do with their tongues. I made noises when it felt good. I cried out when I pinched them hard and made them pink.

The wind be­gan to come up, and I felt it move over my bare chest, and I re­mem­ber say­ing, “Ohh, who­ever that is, I like that. . . . Yes. . . . I like that very much. . . .” I felt my­self get a lit­tle wet in­side my panties . . . so I un­dressed com­pletely and I talked to BOB out loud, while I touched my se­cret but­ton. I said, “BOB . . . Bobby . . . Laura has a sweet muf­fin here for you. . . . Nice and clean and . . . mm­m­m­mmm . . . I’ll bet it tastes good too. . . . Come out, BOB . . . come out and play. . . .” The wind picked up, but I never saw BOB.

I came like I never have be­fore. My body just couldn’t stop, and I had to grab on to the tree, peel off bark in one place, grab again, dig in with my nails . . . and then it slowed. I was so warm with the mar­i­juana and my lit­tle show for the woods that I al­most took a nap, there, ly­ing naked. But I couldn’t do that. I won this one. He hadn’t shown up. Night or day doesn’t count. I showed him I wasn’t afraid. I touched my­self un­der his tree. I called to him and made him the fool. I’m go­ing to pass this test . . . you’ll see. If BOB wants nasty, all I need is a lit­tle time. I can be the bad girl he wants.

On the way out of the woods, I was nearly killed as an owl swooped down out of nowhere. I could feel the power in his wings as he shot by me. I thought of the Log Lady. Some­thing she has said:

“Many things are not what they seem.”

This used to seem fright­en­ing to me. This place, the slight­est thought of touch­ing my­self, and teas­ing my­self, fright­ened me. No more. No, this place I vis­ited is not what it seemed. I see now that it is a place of dark­ness, but I love it. I wel­come it. I will not fight it, even when it slips deep in­side and cuts me. I have found light and plea­sure in­side this hor­ror. I am not done with my plan.

I’ll be back, BOB. I’ll be back to open and close around you like you thought I never would. I’ll be back.

Laura


Au­gust 3, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

Just to fill you in, I did spend the rest of the day with Troy at the sta­bles. Be­ing around him re­laxed me, and I went home later that evening feel­ing very strong, very new in­side. I did not en­ter­tain any thoughts of be­ing bad, or wrong, by do­ing this. I was go­ing to stop be­ing hurt and taunted by this man. A man I know only by his first name. I do not know where he lives, or where he comes from. But I will get him back. There’s no fun in a game of tor­ture if the vic­tim is scream­ing for more.

That was al­most two weeks ago . . . no, maybe a week. I am very deep in con­cen­tra­tion lately. See­ing Bobby Briggs is fun. He is any­where I want him to be, with any­thing I want him to bring. Just yes­ter­day, I de­cided he had waited too long to be with me the way he wanted. I, too, was tired of the process of pet­ting and go­ing home feel­ing like a cork had been stuck in­side me, that it had trapped ev­ery­thing I so wished to let go. But I had to let him think I was the four­teen-year-old I ap­pear to be. . . .

Mom and Dad left for the en­tire af­ter­noon, and I told them I’d be out for al­most as long as they would be, but that I wanted to help with sup­per that night, so I would be home no later than six-thirty. Mom’s face shined at the sound of such words. I have to keep my par­ents happy. I have to keep lov­ing them, like their lit­tle girl should. I have to sup­port what I have not cho­sen, but have, quite sim­ply, been given. Two lives. Two very dif­fer­ent lives.

The naugh­tier Laura had a date with Bobby Briggs in Low Town. He said he knew of an aban­doned barn out where no one would find us. I liked the idea that I would have him alone some­place where I could go kinda crazy on him. I was ner­vous, for a bit, be­cause I sud­denly re­al­ized that this was not the BOB I hated, but the young Bobby who swag­gered up to smil­ing Laura Palmer and asked if she would be his. No mat­ter, I’d play him like he needed me to. I knew he was aware that I had never made love with a boy be­fore. . . . I knew it would be dif­fer­ent with some­one who took care. . . . I knew it might pull me back to thir­teen years old, when I learned to love a man’s hands in a stream late at night and cried be­cause he was gone so soon af­ter­ward. I couldn’t let that come up. I knew I had to be strong. I could have BOB watch­ing me right now . . . at any mo­ment. I couldn’t fall in love . . . cer­tainly not out loud.

Bobby was charm­ing and I could tell he was ner­vous be­cause he couldn’t get his words out very well, and the blan­ket he brought on the back of his bike wasn’t open­ing as he tried, dili­gently, to spread it.

This made him very ner­vous, be­cause I was bal­anc­ing a bot­tle of vodka, a small one for two, and a mar­i­juana cig­a­rette (some smoke) in be­tween my fin­gers, and I didn’t have as good a grasp as I would have liked, and I had to fall to my knees to avoid break­ing any­thing.

He felt very bad, but I turned it around so that he had been more of a hero than a dunce. He was nei­ther, but I al­lowed him to lift me to my feet and steady me with his arms. I could think only of how I just wanted to take a drink and do some smoke so I could re­lax. Things come much eas­ier for me when I am loose, and feel­ing con­fi­dent. One of the rea­sons I most en­joy Bobby is that he can get me smoke any­time I want . . . he can have a friend buy us al­co­hol, any­time I want. I like the way that feels, that kind of de­vo­tion. I en­joy the way he moves, lit­tle tiny waves in­side him, when I lean in close and say, “I can’t wait, but let’s take our time.” His im­me­di­ate smile and his readi­ness to let me take over first.

I, af­ter all, was for the first time be­gin­ning a sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence with in­ter­est, and af­fec­tion. A lit­tle con­trol of my own. I knew he would take over, once he felt I’d let him. But for now, if he was to keep bring­ing me lit­tle treats all the time, I wanted him to feel it was worth it . . . that he hadn’t cho­sen a dead fish, like I promised I would never be.

An hour later, af­ter tak­ing my time with his lips, and oc­ca­sion­ally feed­ing him the smoke, or vodka, I was ready, and I told him to lie back and imag­ine what­ever he wished. I told him to build a dream in­side his head, and to let his imag­i­na­tion fol­low me. It was just for him, we both knew that. I put him, hard, into my mouth, and had a pic­ture in my head of BOB’s hand as he did him­self . . . as he put my hand on it . . . and then I was back in the barn. I slowed it down, found the rhythm he liked, and I kept my tongue mov­ing in­side and I went up and down him, fol­low­ing the noises he made, the whines . . . lis­ten­ing with del­i­cacy, mak­ing sure I kept him where he wanted to be. This time was not about teas­ing him in and out of his plea­sure. He came the way I dream men do . . . with sud­den­ness af­ter a long in­ter­nal climb, sit­ting up­right with a look of amaze­ment and awe . . . grat­i­fi­ca­tion. A smile.

We spent an­other hour or so buried in each other, un­til it had to hap­pen and he slipped in­side. I opened my eyes and saw him as his eyes fell closed. I forced the mem­ory of want­ing this . . . away. Feel­ing like that would be so easy, and yet, I could not be­come weak.

We moved to­gether, and I found it eas­ier to han­dle, eas­ier to re­ally en­joy, with my eyes closed. I could move with him, roll around to the top, place his hands where I love to feel them. He is so good to me, with­out any words. I wanted him to know how won­der­ful it felt, locked there in­side, never want­ing to leave, just want­ing more and more of me! We rolled and pushed and pulled at each other and came apart hours later, when it was im­pos­si­ble that we do more.

I felt truly sat­is­fied, like years of taunt­ing and emo­tional pulling and push­ing had been set free. The steel bar I imag­ined hold­ing me up­right was flex­ing, turn­ing to flesh, and melt­ing. The ten­sion and the anx­ious­ness I felt for so long, about how it would be when some­one re­ally wanted me. Not be­cause they wanted me to weep or to die slowly of a sad­ness I could not name. Some­one who cared how it felt to me, wanted to make sure it was nice. I felt like I should feel, like all girls should feel . . . but I could not for­get that there were other worlds to think of. Other mo­ments. Rude awak­en­ings at the dark­est hours of night. A man in my win­dow, smil­ing . . . of­fer­ing a chal­lenge by wav­ing a black glove. I lay there won­der­ing if he would come soon, or if by my sim­ply de­cid­ing he no longer fright­ened me, he was some­how elim­i­nated.

I couldn’t rely on dreams like that. And sud­denly, there was a ter­ri­ble prob­lem. A ter­ri­ble and sad prob­lem that I had to face with­out the emo­tion I so wanted to give! From Bobby’s mouth came, slowly, small words of love, then con­fes­sions. Soon af­ter, prom­ises of loy­alty and hap­pi­ness for­ever.

Laura, Laura, I can’t let you hear this. Just watch his lips move, do not lis­ten, I told my­self, over and over. But Bobby meant it. He was, af­ter all, the boy who had ad­mired me for years, who had tugged on my pony­tails for as long as I wore them, and soon af­ter made a point to pass me at least once a day in the hall­ways at school, or to catch my eye in class. Smile, as if it were an un­ex­pected sight.

I knew he had planned this. But the Laura who loved him back, the young girl who so des­per­ately hoped he would come af­ter her, when the time was right, can­not come out to play. She is in­side rest­ing. Deep in­side, cra­dled in the braver half. The one that finds this Bobby boy sat­is­fy­ing, yes, but not in­ter­est­ing be­yond that. There is no strength in him . . . no chal­lenge. I’ll keep him with me, save him for her, when it is safe for her to come back. But these words of love are too real, too in­no­cent. This boy, so young, is merely a mes­sen­ger to the Laura that is liv­ing here now.

I was forced to do some­thing cruel. Some­thing that would make him, per­haps, re­think the en­tire idea of Laura. He had to see her as some­thing he never thought ex­isted. I had to laugh at him. Hard. Laugh un­til his eyes lost their light. I had to shoot him down, couldn’t let him be so ap­peal­ing to the same young Laura that BOB wants. The one I’m sure he’s wait­ing for. To save my­self, I had to laugh in the face of a boy, who now may never be so hon­est again.

I had to do it! Why does it hurt so badly to pro­tect my­self? Where was this love when I was on my knees beg­ging for it? Dammit. I know I hurt him. . . . I hope some­day he will un­der­stand why. I would never crush some­one the way I was crushed. Had I been the one laughed at, I don’t know that I would ever stand as straight again—never ap­proach some­one with even the small­est com­pli­ment, be­cause the mem­ory of laugh­ter would still ring in my ears.

I am ashamed and con­fused again by the things that hap­pen to me. Is this a trick that BOB is play­ing on me? An­other test? Ru­in­ing my chance at love with the right boy, by forc­ing me to hu­mil­i­ate him, the way I have been and have now turned cold and bit­ter be­cause of its scars? . . . Will Bobby pick him­self up and see that I did not mean it? Or have I been tricked into spoil­ing a ro­mance I could have been pro­tected by at least dur­ing the day?

What does life want from me? What have I done, and what do I do now?! I only wanted to stop the pain, not to be­gin spread­ing it my­self.

I’m think­ing . . . I’m think­ing.

Ev­ery­thing that had to be done has been done. If this is some­thing BOB did, then it will only cause him an amaz­ing vic­tory if I show any re­gret . . . any . . . re­morse. I can­not care. I must be­lieve Bobby will come back, tail wag­ging. If he does not, I shall mas­ter the whis­tle he re­sponds to. Let the boy earn my at­ten­tion out­side the barn lust, out­side the kisses I give out only when I feel like it, never just be­cause. I’ll be­come a pro­fes­sional at not feel­ing any­thing.

I’ll find a way to do it. I can’t give up. I don’t even be­lieve half the time that what I’m liv­ing is real. I am lost. Lost. But a stronger, more ma­nip­u­lat­ing Laura is rear­ing her head, and open­ing her­self to threats and games played only in the dark.

When I find out who he is, I’ll make him known to ev­ery­one!

To a New Strength, Laura


Au­gust 3, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

It is a lit­tle af­ter ten P.M. on the evening of the dis­as­ter with Bobby Briggs. I am sur­prised to say that he phoned not fif­teen min­utes ago, and . . . some­how, in a mass of words that were sound­ing more re­hearsed than heart­felt, he apol­o­gized for be­ing too quick to re­cite such oaths of love when maybe I didn’t find that at­trac­tive in a boy. That maybe I wanted some­one who had to be bro­ken a bit, be­fore it all came out. . . . He told me he meant what he had said, but was wrong to say it so quickly.

The whole thing sounded like it had been picked word for word out of the dic­tio­nary or the­saurus, and I couldn’t help but wish for a mo­ment that I was dead. Here he is apol­o­giz­ing for some­thing I, and I’m cer­tain girls ev­ery­where, even out­side of the Peaks, dream of hear­ing a boy say. He’s cho­sen his words care­fully, tried to prove he is still, hours af­ter his or­gasm, in love. An­other mir­a­cle . . . and what do I do? I am forced to keep silent on the phone, to sti­fle words of love, from my own heart, sim­ply out of the fear that this is all part of a grand scheme to drive me, no brakes in the fast lane, down the road of in­san­ity.

I am trapped in­side a part of me I hate. A hard, mas­cu­line part of my­self that has sur­faced to fight, af­ter small mem­o­ries and scars come out of me with a sud­den­ness that is sober­ing as well as hor­ri­fy­ing—and I fight to save the Laura I wish I could be again. The one ev­ery­one thinks is still around. Me in a sun­dress, hair in the wind, and a smile en­graved into my cheeks by the sharp fear that a man may visit me at any mo­ment this evening and try to kill me.

L


Au­gust 4, 1986

3:30 A.M.

Dear Di­ary,

It comes to me now that I have de­cided to play along. Af­ter re­peat­ing it to my­self for ages it seems, I fi­nally feel a sense of re­solve with my join­ing him for the sole pur­pose of bat­tle. To join the dark­ness, and per­haps cling to the bit of light re­main­ing in­side me, and use it as the strength it should al­ways have been.

Ah, the fair­ness of life. That spe­cial mo­ment when a hand flies up whether vis­i­ble or ver­bal, scream­ing, STOP, she is dy­ing! This child is dy­ing with­out a safety fea­ture ev­ery­one else seems to wres­tle with, as if it were an in­con­ve­nience.

I searched care­fully and have found a space in­side me that says that it is al­most too late, mine are not the eyes of a girl fif­teen, but the eyes of some­one who has been afraid to look around her­self and to ques­tion the sim­plest of things. My mind, it con­tin­ues, is not the mind of a young girl who imag­ines life to be a se­ries of warm sweaters, while the cold spell passes by.

It warns me that the mind in which I live be­longs to some­one who knows too much of life and how it ends most of­ten with­out warn­ing. How it deals us blows, dares us to dream when in fact there is no use. Man­ages to leave out that there is a plan etched in the planet for me. This mind knows.

The re­al­ity that there is no choos­ing a day’s events, or even a mo­ment’s when be­fore you’ve even opened your eyes to see light for the very first time, some­one of a great evil and stealth chooses you. Spins a bot­tle of sorts and gig­gles at the power in a sim­ple game of se­lec­tion.

Laura


Au­gust 6, 1986

4:47 A.M.

Dear Di­ary,

I can­not let my­self sleep be­cause I have to see BOB when he comes through the win­dow. I have to be ready.

I have thought a great deal about my life. I am ag­ing with­out my own per­mis­sion. I be­lieve when he comes to take me, I will ei­ther leave home and re­turn harmed al­though sat­is­fied by the bru­tal death of an en­emy, or I will never re­turn. And in death ad­mit silently I knew not of my vis­i­tor’s strength nor of his will.

For now I am half-numb, half-raw. A girl who still man­ages to rise each morn­ing and exit the place I lately must be re­minded is called home. As if noth­ing were less no­tice­able than the trail of blood left be­hind me as I go.

I do not doubt that BOB is aware of my ev­ery move­ment. That this hor­ror who calls him­self a man sits up high when the sun shines or per­haps curls up be­low. No mat­ter. He watches me with eyes that bur­row in­side, see­ing each speck of doubt, sens­ing each pal­pi­ta­tion of my heart when a boy passes, each em­brace from a mother who knows noth­ing of how far away her daugh­ter’s bed­room has be­come.

I try each day to mem­o­rize the face that looks back at me in the mir­ror. I hold tight to it. I imag­ine I’ll be in flight when I com­pare it to my re­mains that I of­ten dream soon will be found.

I have such an anger and an urge to charge at the sky, to call the wind a liar for never show­ing it­self. An urge to scream at the two who al­lowed my birth. Cries for help to any­one who will hear them. To scream into the street that there is a lack of mir­a­cles in Mother Na­ture her­self. Her di­vin­ity is a lie.

In a for­est of trees again and again, I have been brought down. Surgery of a strange and in­de­scrib­able na­ture takes place. Blood is let. This Mother Na­ture has not done away with this evil, nor has it opened its wood to al­low a scream to es­cape. In­stead, it cra­dles this man and keeps him safe from dis­cov­ery, safe from day­light. He knows the planet will not be­tray him. This light will come, and stay, leave only to re­turn on sched­ule. He has a prom­ise. The uni­verse’s habit, con­ve­niently re­quir­ing a twelve-hour fix of the two ex­tremes.

His time is the evening, the hour dur­ing which res­cue is least pos­si­ble, and when most with pure hopes and dreams and mem­o­ries of swing­ing on swing sets are fast asleep. Their eyes mov­ing quickly un­der their lids. See­ing noth­ing.

Never is there a noise that stirs even those who sleep in the next room. Never does the world lean a bit for me, cast a vote, and cause an eye to open . . . See the man . . . see the way his eyes are frozen in the im­age of my face in a scream. No ex­pla­na­tion for WHY he has cho­sen me, or even if he has a fi­nal plan.

I can only wait. Hold my tired eyes open with the en­ergy of a dare. A fight to see who in fact is the dark­est. Who, when forced to see the other side, will in fact sur­vive?

I sit await­ing his ar­rival, kept awake by the no­tion that I shall grow ac­cus­tomed to the dark far eas­ier than he to the light.

Laura


Sep­tem­ber 10, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

En­closed please find my mind and its mem­ory. As well, a char­ac­ter­is­tic the en­emy lack in ex­cess—con­science. “Guilt” is sim­ply a word he uses to si­lence me. He has no re­gard for mor­tal­ity, no con­cern for dan­ger.

How could such an in­truder fear death, or the pos­si­bil­ity of im­pris­on­ment, and still man­age to come so con­sis­tently up the side of my home, us­ing my win­dow as if it were fa­mil­iar to him?

He mocks me en­ter­ing dressed in the clothes of one who could be a best friend. A neigh­bor. A trav­el­ing sales­man who ca­su­ally in­vites him­self in, goes as far as to re­quest cof­fee, reg­u­lar, be­fore dis­solv­ing into the day­dream he some­times is?

Does he ex­pect to sit down and chat be­fore tak­ing the house’s only child from her room and treat­ing her like an ex­per­i­ment?

I am ei­ther dream­ing him to life, and slowly killing my­self, or he has told my par­ents of his vis­its and has of­fered, in re­turn for their own safety, that these vis­its will con­tinue with­out pos­si­bil­ity of in­ter­rup­tion. They would sim­ply go un­no­ticed. Junk mail, some­where in the house. I imag­ine that they would have to hear me as I am led out. Is it pos­si­ble they do not care?

L


Sep­tem­ber 11, 1986

2:20 A.M.

Dear Di­ary,

I can­not tell you how much it up­sets me that I am no threat to him.

He is too safe with the idea that he will al­ways gain en­trance to my home and exit pain­lessly and with­out sound. In the dark he knows he will find a grip around my wrist strong enough to si­lence me, and to carry me, like a child drags a doll, to a place where he knows no one will find me. He knows this be­cause the place is miles from any source of light other than that which pours some­times, so clearly in my mem­ory, from his lips and eyes—the very light stolen from within me. The girl who, ever since she can re­mem­ber, made a pa­tient ef­fort to tol­er­ate, and keep se­cret the very man who wishes to steal her in­no­cence, never al­low­ing her to ma­ture, never per­mit­ting the joys of ma­tu­rity. The time this lit­tle girl has dreamed of ever since she knew how to skip, and run, and smile at even the slight­est breeze, the way it tick­led her so. Un­selfishly, she gave and gave of her­self, emp­ty­ing the del­i­cate bas­ket in­side her, of her soul.

I hope to call him to my win­dow soon. I fear he is wait­ing for me to tire of these all-night writ­ing ses­sions. These mo­ments where I lapse in and out of the part of me who plans to open the win­dow this time and give my hand will­ingly. The part of me that doubts any­thing re­ally ex­ists at all and that there­fore there is noth­ing at all to fear out­side that win­dow, and so am will­ing to ven­ture to the usual spot, with­out strug­gle. I who swears a noise or pow­er­ful slap at the back of the head will not cause even the slight­est change in foot­steps. The part of me that has re­hearsed its cries for more and more in­ci­sions, more in­ser­tions, more in­sults and threats, and has planned to con­tinue them un­til his ap­petite, be­fore in­sa­tiable, grows smaller. The an­i­mal frozen solid in front of his shot­gun bar­rel, beg­ging to fill that space on his wall.

Re­move the thrill. Pro­gram your­self. There will be pain, but none worse than be­fore. Hold tight on the im­age of home and of bed and of the warm smell of him as you rinse and rinse and rinse. Home awaits you as it al­ways has.

Play with him as he plays with you. Ac­cept that you are bad and dirty and cheap and should be thrown to the wolves as scrap meat, and must never bear chil­dren, for who knows the faces they would be locked be­hind from birth un­til death. . . . Re­mem­ber to ig­nore. Leave an open­ing large enough in­side to take on his body weight in ha­tred and meth­ods of re­duc­tion that only ap­ply to the emo­tional por­tions of one­self, the most vi­tal and ir­re­place­able of all.

Be­lieve that he is only in­trigued by the fear he breeds, the lack of in­ter­est you dis­play in life when he leaves you back at your home. How he pre­tends to ring the door­bell, mocks you, your life, your hopes, your most pri­vate in­se­cu­ri­ties, watches as you strug­gle with the sense that you are un­wor­thy to even en­ter the house in which you took your first steps, feel as he watches you catch a tear be­fore it has left your eye—look for him and he is gone.

As if it were a re­li­gion, I have chanted in­spi­ra­tions to my­self, for days now I have whined, and taunted, and al­most wished him to ar­rive, and he has not. I have an in­cred­i­ble headache from try­ing to think of his weak­nesses, when in fact, I couldn’t be­gin to know them. Per­haps I am wrong al­to­gether about his lust only for the fear in his par­tic­u­lar vic­tim . . . I must say hon­estly, I am tired of mak­ing light of the sit­u­a­tion and be­lieve that if I do not sleep soon, I shall be­gin see­ing BOB ev­ery­where. This, need I men­tion, would not be good for me at present.

I am lonely here, and find my­self think­ing about Bobby, who I know would hold me in his arms the way I can’t imag­ine any­one else do­ing.

Be care­ful, Laura


Oc­to­ber 1, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

I’m sorry I haven’t writ­ten, but so much has hap­pened. Tonight as I be­gan to un­dress for bed Bobby Briggs came to my win­dow. A beau­ti­ful, dreamy sight that sent me reel­ing. He says there is a party we couldn’t miss out at the end of Spark­wood. A friend of his, Leo—who I think I’ve heard of be­fore in the air of gos­sip that I of­ten hunt down—is throw­ing a party. I warned him, I had only thought se­ri­ously of curl­ing up with him, and con­fessed that I was miss­ing more sleep than I need to be so­cia­ble.

He promised me there would be no prob­lem in the alert­ness de­part­ment, as he had a new treat for me to try that some­times negates the need for sleep en­tirely.

I’m out the win­dow, Di­ary. Shhhh!

I’ll tell all the mo­ment I re­turn. I’m hid­ing you . . . be­ware of BOB . . . he is some­times tardy.

Laura

P.S. It just struck me that BOB’s name is a warn­ing in it­self . . .

B. BE­WARE

O. OF

B. BOB


Oc­to­ber 3, 1986

Dear Di­ary,

I don’t know where to be­gin! I re­turned home the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon, with­out a sin­gle gripe from the watch­dogs, Mom and Dad. I was half­way down the side of the house when I re­al­ized I was head­ing way out of up­per town, to a party filled with peo­ple at least six to ten years my se­nior . . . and I was think­ing I’d be back by sun­rise? Never! Not to men­tion that Bobby had some “Go Fast” for me some­where . . . at least I thought that to be the sit­u­a­tion be­fore we ar­rived at Leo’s . . . I’m guilty of the un­der­state­ment of the year with that one.

But any­way, I must first brag about the tan­gled web I did weave, and how not a stitch was out of place or ques­tioned when I ar­rived back home at nearly six P.M. the fol­low­ing day! Need I say, I have now crossed over into a di­men­sion of in­tense sleep de­pri­va­tion? Three days and four nights . . . and tak­ing into con­sid­er­a­tion the treat I was given as a door prize be­fore leav­ing, I could be up un­til next month, pain­lessly drop­ping pound af­ter pound . . . (six and a half since the last day I slept). I find that no mat­ter what drug, if any, I have in­side me, the less I sleep, the less I eat.

The note said some­thing sim­ple and to the point. Skip it if it bores you, but I guess I gained a sense of sat­is­fac­tion and joy out of pulling the wool over the “folks’ ” (as Bobby says) eyes.

Mom, it is just about five A.M. and I have tried again and again to get back to sleep. Af­ter al­most two solid hours of fair tries, I was sud­denly re­minded of the clear­ing I spent the other af­ter­noon in. Troy so en­joyed the graz­ing there, and I think a blan­ket and a book will set the stage for the dis­tance I guess I need to feel.

Not from you, Mom! I could hear you tak­ing that per­son­ally, but don’t. I just mean away from peo­ple. Just a few hours with my pony, Troy, and maybe a nap over Nancy Drew or some­thing? Please don’t worry, I’ll call be­fore six if I’m not al­ready home by then.

Love, Laura

I spent the night at the most out­ra­geous party ever, and Mom sat qui­etly at home, imag­in­ing me wrapped in the words of a good book, sink­ing softly into a blan­ket on the grass. I’ll need to make sure Troy gets a ride tonight . . . some­how . . . shit. I hadn’t thought of him un­til now . . . I hope Zippy doesn’t phone to sug­gest he take Troy out . . . damn. I’ll be right back. I’m go­ing to ring the sta­bles right away.

So! Bobby had bor­rowed his un­cle’s truck for the night, and as long as we stayed off the 21 we weren’t run­ning the risk of get­ting pulled over . . . Bobby with­out a li­cense . . . me no sleep, and an enor­mous lie, in my book, to my par­ents . . . ? Can you imag­ine?

Off we went, mu­sic play­ing sur­pris­ingly loud and clear for the age of the truck . . . it made me feel like it all worked. The way the trees were blow­ing, the speed of the truck, the mu­sic, my nerves as I be­gan to un­dress into my birth­day gift, sent via AIR MAIL from Cousin Maddy. Did I even tell you, I talked to her for al­most an hour last week? Well, this dress is to die for, skin tight, and it came with an in­sert in the breast area that al­lowed you, if you so de­sired, to lift your breasts up­wards, in­stead of leav­ing them flat the way some dresses do. Bobby nearly killed us, when he missed a tree by a quar­ter inch. He said it would have been worth it to die, with my eyes “trans­fixed on a bo­som as sweet as yours.” Doesn’t that sound like a coun­try song or some­thing . . . trans­fixed on a bo­som as sweet as yours . . . ?

Bobby took me off to the side of the truck be­fore we went into the house. He kissed me, and then said it was im­por­tant that I knew that Leo, from a straw’s dis­tance, is a great guy, funny and can hold his own in a chat. Then he shook his head in a dras­tic “N.O.” I wanted to know what the hell that meant, I mean what if I did what he said N.O. to? Bobby turned around just when we got in the door­way, and he said, “Tonight it’s not im­por­tant, I’m pretty sure you’ll hang with me . . . just don’t ever fuck the guy. He’s into some weird shit, that Leo, man . . .” I nod­ded and was sud­denly, un­mis­tak­ably in­trigued by the phrase, “weird shit” and its sex­ual con­text. Bobby went to grab me a beer, I guess, and Leo came up to me. Shit . . . it was there, right away.

Both of us knew it, and he said, “Laura Palmer . . . how ’bout that? Last time I saw you, Old Dwayne Mil­ford was giv­ing you a plaque or some­thing . . . some prize you won . . . ?” I had to in­ter­rupt him—

“Finest Per­for­mance/Five Con­sec­u­tive Years.”

He asked if I had proof of per­for­mance qual­ity, and I as­sured him proof was in abun­dance but I was about to fall asleep and die of thirst at the same time. He called to Bobby, which I was grate­ful for, see­ing as how I was en­ter­ing a bed­room, post warn­ing and all.

(Hang on, I gotta do a cou­ple lines . . . I’m com­ing down and I’m about to tell you some in­cred­i­ble stuff—hang on.) So I’m in this room with Leo and Bobby, and just as we’re about to pass the straw, the door to a bath­room opens. A bath­room off the bed­room . . . and Ron­nette Pu­laski walked out of it, look­ing like she had given up junk food, and had started tak­ing pretty good care of ev­ery­thing on her body ex­cept her nose. She was pretty high, and just by the way Leo nod­ded his head to­ward her and said a quick hey led me to be­lieve this was a reg­u­lar kind of thing.

You want to hear some­thing freaky . . . It didn’t be­come com­pletely clear to me un­til now, but when I went down to the spot BOB takes me . . . and I was say­ing that some­times I smelled my panties and wanted to put my face be­tween the legs of a girl and taste her . . . (God, some­times it feels right to say, other times I can’t)? Well I had ac­tu­ally just for that mo­ment thought of Ron­nette, just be­cause she was the only girl aside from Donna that I had seen naked . . . we were in an as­sem­bly to­gether about two years ago, maybe more, and we were the only two cos­tume changes in the mid­dle of the pro­gram . . . we changed clothes . . . and kind of smiled at one an­other . . . I guess I was at­tracted to her some­how . . . by the way her eyes ap­peared sad, but cold. I liked her body . . . any­way, it was strange to see her there. I have no idea what she thinks of me . . . I doubt it’s wise to ask. All I need are ru­mors buzzing around that Ron­nette and I are “see­ing” each other ev­ery chance we get. Mom would have to be sent to the Hay­wards’, if not the hos­pi­tal it­self, and Dad, he’d most likely think we were talk­ing about a new game . . . an ex­ten­sion of kick the can, maybe? Who cares . . . !!!

God, I am so high, I can’t stop writ­ing like a thou­sand words a minute. I hope for your sake that this is leg­i­ble, be­cause, Lord knows, I am in no space to slow down. This is the drug I have been wait­ing for all of my life! I feel strong, con­fi­dent, sexy, in­tel­li­gent, pretty fuckin’ cool, I have to say, and not one per­son last night made men­tion of my age. I can hold my fuckin’ own . . . I could feel the vibes when we walked in.

I knew it was go­ing to be one of those, Bobby was right, par­ties. Fuck­ing crazy stuff goin’ on in the cor­ner or some­thing. Leo was watch­ing with ba­si­cally 100 per­cent con­cen­tra­tion, so Bobby and I had to go see.

Man, there was this chick, ly­ing with her skirt pulled up, and she was bet­tin’ that no one could get her off . . . and if they did, it was a hun­dred big ones. She was ask­ing five to give it a shot.

Now re­mem­ber, I had been at the party for a fair amount of time, and I was pretty fixed up as far as be­ing se­dated and wired si­mul­ta­ne­ously . . . I looked around at ev­ery­one, and I must have been show­ing it all across my face, be­cause Bobby pulled me back a bit by the arm, and I said I wanted to try it, if it didn’t make him too un­com­fort­able, and he just looked at me like there was no chang­ing my mind now any­way . . . so . . . I don’t think he thought I would ever even con­sider such things . . .

I asked if I could speak pri­vately in her ear . . . be­fore mak­ing a de­ci­sion, and she said she’d love to hear my voice up close . . . so I leaned in, and I said I’m go­ing to make you feel real good . . . That hun­dred bucks is al­ready spent. . . .

I looked up for a mo­ment, and I asked if she was re­laxed. She said she was al­ready get­ting a strange feel­ing that I knew what I was do­ing . . . I made her move a lit­tle on the couch, and I kissed her, just a soft kiss, on her lips . . .

Be­fore I had even touched her she wanted me to know her name . . . I told her I’d call her what she needed to hear. She was be­gin­ning to get me pretty hot, which I didn’t think would hap­pen . . . but it helped, be­cause the feel­ings just worked to­gether . . . just clicked.

I opened her and I told her she was pretty, did she know that? She nod­ded. I told her I couldn’t hear what she had said. . . . She said YES! I smiled. . . . “Yes, what?” I said . . . “I didn’t hear you . . .”

She took a long breath and she brought her fin­gers to her mouth, and the guys be­hind her start­ing goin’ “Yeah.”

I heard some­one in the back drop his glass, and he said, “Shit man, this girl is get­tin’ her to do it . . . she’s even askin’ for it, man . . .”

I knew she wanted to say things she wasn’t. I made sure she had to ask, yell some­thing . . . I knew she wanted to hear that . . . for the men in the room to hear it. I told her ev­ery­one was look­ing at her. I told her they all could feel and taste it with their eyes . . . some men moved their fin­gers to let out the heat in their hands. I knew it was hap­pen­ing for her, I just had to keep her safe . . . she wanted it bad, and I told her she was beau­ti­ful. Boom! She was grab­bing at me . . . pulling my hair . . . call­ing, “Laura, Laura . . . God, the way you make me feel . . . !”

This big guy was try­ing to squeeze his way in, and I told him to back off a minute . . . he was bent out of shape, but then watched how des­per­ately the girl needed just a mo­ment to her­self.

She took me by the hair and she said, “I haven’t been able to do that for al­most two years. . . . I’d like to see you back here, if I haven’t scared you off al­ready.”

It dawned on me that it was an ap­pro­pri­ate time to men­tion that I felt like I was com­ing down a lit­tle, maybe from the sugar kisses. . . . This guy came up to me, and he looked at me, straight in the eye.

“Lit­tle one.” He waited. “I just had to come look at you, see your skin and all.” He smiled. “I never saw so many guys go from lookin’ at her like she was noth­ing to wish­ing they were you.”

I told him I was glad he liked it. . . . I didn’t mean to break up the party, the way I did. . . . I have a hard time be­liev­ing I did it. . . . I guess I’m sort of out of my mind. . . . I guess they left be­cause I went a lit­tle . . .

He laughed and said, “No one’s go­ing any­where ex­cept out­side on the lawn with a pic­ture of you floatin’ through their heads. . . . They’ll be back soon as they all empty out.”

The woman fi­nally made it up off the couch and came and kissed my chest, where the dress cut low at the neck . . .

She wanted me to know she felt she owed me one if we ever crossed paths again. . . .

Leo let me know that I made his party, guys will be talk­ing for a while ’bout this. . . .

Talk about a weird way to meet peo­ple . . .

I’m go­ing to have to visit Leo soon and see how many of my thoughts strike him . . . Maybe he’ll do some of those weird things that Bobby warned me about. . . . I’ll bet I freaked Bobby out tonight any­way. . . . I can’t un­der­stand what got into me, but I wanted it . . . I wanted to try and there it was.

I don’t care how high I am or how high I was. . . . It felt good do­ing all of it. You can bet I’ll do it again.

Laura


De­cem­ber 14, 1986

Di­ary . . .

I dreamed about BOB last night. Not a real nice dream at all, a lit­tle sick in my opin­ion be­cause I have so much ha­tred for the way he spoiled me . . . made me feel ugly and bad for want­ing love or af­fec­tion . . . He ru­ined all of my pride and self-es­teem for the long­est time. . . . I could only be pretty and sweet, be­cause pretty and sweet was easy . . . good grades even bet­ter. No one wanted me . . . I wouldn’t even let on that I knew what sex was.

He did ruin me, didn’t he? I mean, in the dream he came to the win­dow at Leo’s and saw me. It was a nas­tier scene in the dream than it was last night in re­al­ity. He kept show­ing this im­age of me again and again.

And then he was stand­ing by the tree and he said, YOU WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN ABLE TO DO ANY OF THAT IF IT WEREN’T FOR ME.

I told him he was wrong. I told him I learned all that he saw when I was alone, so that I could do some­thing to make my­self feel good and be able to heal the wounds that he made.

He said, “OH, YEAH, THEN WHY DO YOU WANT LEO TO TIE YOU UP, MAYBE EAT YOU THAT WAY, MAKE YOU A SLAVE . . . I KNOW YOU WANT IT . . . JUST THE WAY I TAUGHT YOU, LIT­TLE BITCH. I SAW YOU WITH THE WAND, PLAY­ING WITH YOUR­SELF . . . YOU WERE THINK­ING OF BAD BOY LEO, NOT BOBBY LIT­TLE BOY WHO WEEPS AF­TER HE GETS FUCKED BY A LIT­TLE SLUT LIKE YOU.”

And I woke up. Ashamed. Hor­ri­fied. Guilty. And I imag­ined him sud­denly, right be­fore me at the edge of my bed.

YOU FOR­GOT, LAURA, I KNOW EV­ERY­THING, SEE EV­ERY­THING, GO ANY­WHERE I WANT . . . I COULD TELL YOU MORE ABOUT WHAT YOU THINK ARE SE­CRETS THAN YOU COULD TELL YOUR­SELF! YOU LET YOUR GUARD DOWN, DIDN’T YOU, LET ME HAVE A NICE VA­CA­TION FROM THAT STENCH OF YOURS . . . THEN YOU HAD TO CALL ME BACK . . . RAN­CID LIT­TLE BITCH! YOU’RE PRETTY MEAN TO ME SOME­TIMES WHEN YOU WRITE, AREN’T YOU! WE’LL HAVE TO FIX THAT. MAKE YOU LOVE ME LIKE YOU USED TO. I RE­MEM­BER THAT . . . SOON YOU WILL TOO?

And then he dis­ap­peared. I need to do some­thing that is right and good, To­day!

Who in the fuck is he and why does he hate me so much?

I want to die, and to for­get ev­ery­thing else. I can’t take it any­more! I be­gin to feel good and then some­one makes me feel that I’m dirty. Then some­one kisses me just right and I feel wanted and ex­cited all over again.

I need to know if what I’m do­ing is right. I can’t let BOB be the one who taught me to wish to be tied up some­times.

I don’t ever want to be hurt. I never have. I only want to play the games where I have to say dirty things some­times, not mean things like BOB thinks, and if I am pun­ished I am pun­ished with sex, not pain.

BOB is not who puts these ideas in my head. I won’t let him be the one. These are my pri­vate thoughts.

I’m afraid I’ll never make it in and out of an­other sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ence, ever, with­out be­ing afraid he will come and tell ev­ery­one lies about me.

If some­one who loves me reads this years from now, please try not to hate me. I only feel the way I feel. I don’t hurt any­one else, and I don’t want to. I try ev­ery day to be bet­ter and more the way I think the world wants to see a girl like me.

But I am Laura. I am sad. God, I’m sad again! Why! I miss laugh­ter and a day where time is spent with my friends who don’t care what I think of late at night. They don’t hate me for some­times dream­ing late at night, with my hand buried be­tween my legs, ashamed, and of how I wish that my other hand would sim­ply pull the trig­ger.

BOB, I for­bid you to come to me ever again, in dreams or in re­al­ity. You are not wel­come! I hate you.

I feel so alone, Laura


Jan­u­ary 10, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I tried to talk to Dad at break­fast and he just sat there twitch­ing, like he doesn’t have time for any ex­tra thoughts. Doesn’t have time for the fuck­ing sui­cide dreams his own daugh­ter is hav­ing. Nei­ther one of my par­ents will talk to me . . . What is this? Some kind of a dream?

Dad took off all of his clothes and shouted, “It’s a dream . . . Fuck­ing re­lax, would you? . . . So your mother saw pho­tos of you lick­ing the lit­tle pri­vates of other women. It ap­peared in these pho­tos that you were en­joy­ing your­self. Is this true?”

I’ve never been more afraid than I am this very minute.

I didn’t even re­al­ize I was sleep­ing when that was writ­ten . . . was I?

Shit, this is too weird. Just a lit­tle too weird.

Was BOB here? Was BOB in­side . . .

I won’t even think it.

L


Feb­ru­ary 3, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

There is no co­caine. It’s gone. I hate the way I feel . . . so much like I’ve been in a vac­uum, my body has been vi­o­lated, my thoughts, my dreams, the im­ages I have of Mom and Dad are now aw­ful and de­press­ing pic­tures I can’t stop see­ing . . . Oh, if she ever knew the things that have hap­pened.

I won­der if any­one would be­lieve me if I told them all I know about him. . . . I could have the po­lice wait for him, un­til he showed up, but he would know just like he knows ev­ery­thing in my mind. My mind is his toy. Some­thing he bats around, with his paws. I’m just go­ing to have to tell ev­ery­one and make them be­lieve. And just tell . . .

TELL THEM WHAT, LAURA PALMER? TELL THEM THAT I TAKE YOU AWAY AND YOU NEVER AR­GUE? YOU NEVER SCREAM FOR HELP? TELL THEM YOU SEE ME BUT NO ONE ELSE DOES? NO ONE WILL BE­LIEVE YOU, LAURA PALMER. . . . I’M TOO CARE­FUL.

Dear God . . . it’s hap­pened again. . . . He’s stepped onto the page. . . . This is not at all what I was try­ing to write! It fright­ens me ter­ri­bly to know that BOB found his way into the pages of my di­ary as if he were feed­ing the words to my mind, just sec­onds in time for me to think that they are my own.

Is there some­thing I can get for you, BOB . . . any­thing the fam­ily might own that you would take in trade for your per­ma­nent ab­sence?

Talk to me BOB . . . about a trade . . . trade me for some­thing else.

I AGREE. I’LL TRADE.

Who will it be?

CAN’T TELL WITH THESE THINGS. . . . I MAY CHANGE MY MIND.

. . . I thought so.

L


April 2, 1987

Di­ary,

I need coke, bad, or I’ll never make it.

I gotta reach Bobby. Where the fuck is he when I need him! This is just great. I’m here, Laura Palmer, honor stu­dent, model cit­i­zen of Twin Peaks . . . and I’ve got a habit I’ve only just be­gun.

I’m not ready for this job . . . I’m still afraid BOB’s wait­ing.

If he’s in the woods he’ll get me now, ’cause fuck if I don’t plan on hav­ing a big fat line of con­fi­dence up my nose in about half an hour. A big white line that calls my name the way a lover should. I wish BOB would trade. If he does I’ll try and find the per­son and tell them to be­ware OF THE MAN WHO CAN SLIP MAYBE IN AND OUT OF YOU LIKE A WIND THAT GOES UN­NO­TICED, THEN CREEPS UP ON YOU AND SHOVES A FIST INTO THE WOMAN SPACE YOU SEEM TO HAVE FALLEN SO IN LOVE WITH, LAURA PALMER. . . . YOU SHOULDN’T WISH FOR THINGS. . . . YOU WON’T GET WHAT YOU WANT, I’LL MAKE SURE OF IT.

RE­MEM­BER, LAURA PALMER, I CAN MA­NIP­U­LATE YOUR CON­SCIENCE SO THAT YOU FEEL NOTH­ING BUT WHAT I CHOOSE FOR YOU TO FEEL. DON’T YOU FEEL LIKE DY­ING, LAURA PALMER . . . DON’T YOU JUST FEEL LIKE GIV­ING IN TO ME AGAIN. TAKE ME BACK AND I WON’T CAUSE A HOR­RI­BLE AC­CI­DENT LATER TO­DAY. IF SOME­ONE GETS HURT, YOU CAN SMILE KNOW­ING IT’S ALL DUE TO YOU. SELF­ISH, DRUG AD­DICT, LES­BIAN!

Fuck you!

Maybe if I just get to Leo’s for some coke, I can get my shit to­gether and earn my free­dom back. My pri­vacy of thought, all of it. I’m tak­ing it back. It be­longs to me. I just need some coke. . . . I need a ride out of here . . . fuck it, I’ll walk. I’ll just get up walk down­stairs and out the front door like noth­ing is wrong. I’ll get some coke and ev­ery­thing will be bet­ter. I will be able to think. I’ll just walk to Leo’s and ev­ery­thing will be fine.

I’ll bring you with me, Di­ary—

Laura


April 2, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

Leo had com­pany of the fe­male per­sua­sion, and they were un­able to get to the door.

Oh, God . . . money . . . shit! Maybe he’ll front the coke to me, and I can pay him later, or . . . wait, he’s com­ing out of the house.

Talk soon, L

Leo will be fair about the coke money, I hope I hope I hope.


April 2, 1987

Back, and happy at Leo’s:

He’s got it, and it’s good. He just set me up with a noseload . . . and my head is start­ing to sort through the men­tal files again . . . feel the blood in my veins . . . I told Leo I wasn’t like this weird ad­dict, but I just haven’t slept in so long. . . . Wait!

BOB is gone. I can’t feel him around. Maybe it’s be­cause I’m high. Maybe I’m crazy and I made him up. . . . No, fuck that. I’m crazy if I be­lieve he’s only in my imag­i­na­tion . . . he’s real. I know he’s real. I do. I couldn’t and wouldn’t cre­ate some­thing as evil as the man I speak of.

I am be­gin­ning to truly be­come what BOB told me I would. A fallen girl, mis­used, mis­trusted, lost, loves sex and drugs be­cause they are al­ways there, mak­ing me feel the high I ex­pect . . . no sur­prises. Can’t you see you’re killing me, BOB? Is that the point?

I miss the days only a year or so ago when I could hardly re­mem­ber a thing. . . . I just knew some­how that on cer­tain nights I came home, cried a lot, and hid be­hind the bath­room door, ashamed. I re­mem­ber what you said to me, you shit! I re­mem­ber! I know you cut me when I was very young, sev­eral times, and you told me that I was in big trou­ble be­cause I had bled. You told me good chil­dren don’t bleed down their legs. You told me I was not a child of God! Was there any­thing you chose to al­low me to feel nor­mal about! I grew up with you al­ways there, show­ing me ev­i­dence of my evil blood and na­ture. You were that voice . . . you son of a bitch.

Leo needs to see me about money. . . . I hope this trans­ac­tion goes smoothly, pain­lessly, and silently. I told Leo that if Bobby shows up, I need to hear from him right away.

We’ve got to find an­other dealer just for tonight. . . . I got the last of the pure, ex­cept for Leo’s per­sonal stash, and that’s just what the name says. Per­sonal. If I didn’t have so much shit on my mind, I wouldn’t need more than this for the night, but I do. I have to have it. It’s all I have right now, man. My friend, the white line, who I am so con­ve­niently re­minded of each time I travel a ma­jor high­way or see a snow­storm or a dash of baby pow­der, sit­ting like a tease in­side my own fuck­ing house.

I hope we can get more. We have to. Af­ter the past few days with­out sleep this fuckin’ BOB deal . . . I just can’t go to sleep. Too dan­ger­ous.

AND WHAT, LAURA PALMER, ITS BEEN TWO, THREE DAYS SINCE YOU FIRST SNORTED. . . . YOU ARE A MESSED-UP BITCH. . . . STILL HERE.

Fuck you, BOB. So I am what you al­ways told me I was. A lit­tle bitch, dirty and sleazy and fuck­ing peo­ple to pay for drugs. You win. You fed me pain when I had none, and when I did have pain, you said it was my own fault. . . . I think you are the most re­pul­sive, evil, con­niv­ing man ever to step foot in my life, where you had no in­vi­ta­tion, no right. What in the fuck do you want! You cheat by never ever hav­ing to ar­gue with some­one strong enough to fight you. . . . Con­quer some­one like that, then I’ll ad­mit you’ve won. I’ll even fol­low you. No ar­gu­ments.

Laura Palmer be­lieves you are a cheat.

L


June 24, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

It is very late at night and I do not care to check in or to alert some­one of where I am or even if I am safe. I don’t care to think about it. I don’t want to know any more about my­self, from any­one . . . too many lies have en­tered me, like bul­lets that made wounds . . . slow bleed­ing. It would be years later that I would no­tice. Be­gin to feel the weak­ness. Fall into the world of drugs. The world of sex for show and power. For strength I thought I wanted, I went to the wrong peo­ple.

The part of me with the abil­ity to de­cide for my­self whether some­thing is right or wrong has been taken away. A de­ci­sion lasts only a mo­ment for me be­fore I doubt it and curse my­self for ever think­ing I was ca­pa­ble of choos­ing right over wrong. . . . I should have learned ages ago how to re­mem­ber you. Per­haps I could have saved my­self some very sad mo­ments . . . very bad dreams, and sev­eral hun­dred des­per­ate at­tempts at re­gain­ing my bet­ter self. The one who wel­comed you in. The one to whom you owe an en­tire life­time.

I cer­tainly hope you got what you needed.

I can’t have good things, not now. I don’t know the road to re­spon­si­bil­ity, the way I used to. So sim­ple to just walk down. . . .

I have sent Troy away. Set him free with sev­eral lashes to the ass (a method that kept me run­ning for some time, as you must re­mem­ber, BOB).

He’s gone. I don’t de­serve him, nor does he de­serve a life that be­gins and ends each day in a small square box. A re­minder, if you will, that he is not free, but owned.

I let the pony go. One of the last things I had hoped for be­fore re­call­ing all of your . . . shit. It doesn’t mat­ter any­way.

I hope Troy un­der­stood why I made him leave me.

I’m so afraid that any­thing I touch runs the risk of con­tact with BOB. I’ll be in­ves­ti­gat­ing death . . . don’t worry. I can feel you de­cid­ing how and when. You bas­tard.

Laura


No­vem­ber 12, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I hope God reads this:

I could use the help.

It is def­i­nitely the end of my life, the end of my be­lief in my­self . . . trust . . . ev­ery­thing gone! Leo and Bobby came to get me at the sta­bles be­cause I could hardly walk an­other step. Bobby said he had called home for me and told them he was tak­ing me out to a sur­prise din­ner . . . we’d be back late.

That was sweet and very con­sid­er­ate of him, I must ad­mit. But like I told Leo and Bobby from the back­seat as I changed clothes (again a thank-you to Bobby for bor­row­ing some­thing for me to wear of Donna’s—who tells Bobby she is wor­ried about me). I’ll ad­mit sur­prises here, not that I doubt Donna’s loy­alty or her friend­ship, but I be­lieve now too much in BOB. I told them both that I was wor­ried. That I had good rea­son not to leave any one place, all night long. I said I was con­cerned enough that, if we all agreed, we could turn back and for­get the coke un­til to­mor­row. Bobby laughed at me, and Leo pat­ted my hand as if I were some­thing cute, some­thing that chirped the same mes­sage again and again. Pulling a string at my back, un­nec­es­sary. “I don’t think this is very safe.”

We drove out past Mill Town and deeper into Low Town. I’ve never seen a night so dark. No moon any­where in the sky. This even wor­ried Leo, who I’m sure will take good care of me, un­til I go. Ev­ery­thing I need right now is ei­ther a sub­stance or the cash with which to buy a sub­stance. My lit­tle white friend. An­other lie, but at least I looked this one right in the face and said I’d be­lieve it any­way. Tem­po­rary hap­pi­ness is bet­ter than slowly al­low­ing friends, fam­ily, lovers, a fright­en­ing peek at how close I am to self-de­struc­t­ing. Don’t come too close, there is no longer safety in num­bers. I can prom­ise you that.

We drove up to a small road with­out a posted sign of any kind, but as­sumed it was the right road, as it was the only one around for miles. Bobby just sat there be­fore driv­ing down to­ward the house. Leo egged him on, like, “C’mon, Bobby, let’s drive.” I tried to get his at­ten­tion, too, but he was hon­estly in an­other world. His face was some­thing out of the Twi­light Zone.

The minute Bobby came out of his thought he be­gan bar­rel­ing down the road, com­plete dark­ness ahead of us that some­where shad­owed a house. One I hoped was filled to an ob­scene level with co­caine and a quick drink if I man­aged a smile. . . . Show teeth, I thought.

Leo looked at me like for a mo­ment it struck him as wrong to be down here, un­der these con­di­tions, not know­ing any­one, and padded up with cash to­tal­ing in the thou­sands. I just slid back into my seat and shut up, sud­denly re­al­iz­ing how ridicu­lous it was of me to change clothes . . . I’m only dressed for trou­ble when it comes to Low Town in an hour of dark­ness still not ex­plained in news re­ports or ra­dio sta­tions. They’re not even say­ing there is a power fail­ure.

I said, “I won­der, how long would it take the po­lice to get down here af­ter a call?”

Bobby reached into his jacket and pro­duced his fa­ther’s pis­tol. It gleamed only slightly and I told him he was com­pletely fucked out of his mind to be car­ry­ing that around with him. I was now sure that it was not a stom­achache I was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing, but in­stead a quite ob­vi­ous gut in­stinct to turn around and drive like fuck-all un­til we were close to home.

The car did not turn, nor did it slow. The road showed no signs of life, no house up ahead, not a fuck­ing soul around . . . well, per­haps a soul or two . . . which was even more rea­son to make a silent get­away while we still had the chance to leave to­gether.

Out of nowhere, it seemed, Bobby slammed on the brakes. The truck spun in two full cir­cles and dust shot up and be­gan to glow in the light from the head­lights. Fi­nally we stopped. We were all in a bit of shock. “I thought I saw some­one . . .” Bobby said. “I didn’t want to run him over.” We all got out and moved slowly in the dark.

All of a sud­den some­one grabbed me from be­hind and be­gan to stran­gle me. I thought, I don’t be­lieve I’m go­ing to die this way . . . in Low Town dur­ing a black­out no one will even ad­mit is ac­tu­ally go­ing on while I’m try­ing to buy drugs, co­caine to be spe­cific, and nei­ther of the two strong and burly men I have as com­pan­ions know I’m be­ing fuck­ing stran­gled! I thought that was it . . . I’d bought the god­damn farm here. Cash. Paid in full.

The grip loos­ened, my vi­sion blurred and I passed out cold.

I woke up in this drug dealer’s house with a headache that thought it was an aneursm. Bobby and Leo came into the room, and Bobby obe­di­ently took a seat next to me and acted wor­ried about my head, and his con­cern re­minded me of just how it had hap­pened. And I said (a fair amount of sar­casm in this, I might add), Who’s fuckin’ bright idea was it to stran­gle me un­til I passed out cold?

No one re­sponded.

“Then I guess this would be the way you guys meet chicks here in Low Town?” Si­lence in re­turn. “Classy.”

The fat­test of the four dudes pulled a gun from his shirt and aimed it at me. I looked at him, like he was go­ing a bit over­board maybe . . . that a “Shut up” or “Fuck off” would have been per­fectly clear to me. He cocked the mother-fuckin’ thing and brought it to my face.

“I apol­o­gize, sweet­heart. . . . Can’t ex­pect ev­ery­one wear­ing a dress to be a girl.” He looked at me, licked his gun. “Nice tit­ties.”

“I know.” Not that his ex­pla­na­tion for stran­gling me made any sense at all. His apol­ogy was ac­cepted, and quite se­ri­ously pre­ferred, over a per­ma­nent hole in my head. I of­fered my hand and thanked him for not shoot­ing me. It would have re­ally fucked up my evening. There was a pause . . . and no hand­shake.

Slowly, and with great plea­sure, he be­gan to curl the edges of his mouth up up up, and ended the per­for­mance in a frozen “eat shit and die” grin, the likes of which I had only seen once be­fore. I knew the deal was bo­gus. I found my­self kept alert and up-to-date on the eti­quette of si­lence by the four pis­tols that found quite im­por­tant parts of my face on which to rest their bar­rels.

Cold metal. A chill at the base of my neck. Fright­en­ing. Call me crazy, but weapons of­ten cause me to hy­per­ven­ti­late and de­sire large quan­ti­ties of fresh air A.S.A.P.

I told them I was go­ing to the truck. I kept think­ing one of the guns would go off and make a bee­line for me. I had to get air, which was made more dif­fi­cult than usual due to the shrink­age that took place in my neck. Be­sides, I’m afraid of bul­lets and would bet good money that they hurt when in­serted in­side the flesh at a high speed.

I was sud­denly aware of per­sons in mil­i­tary at­tire, posted like frozen night­mares all around the house. One of the sol­diers came up to my win­dow and I was all hud­dled up be­cause it was chilly and I was fright­ened.

With one of the straight­est faces I had ever seen, he asked, “You ever think about dy­ing?”

“Not in a sit­u­a­tion like this one. No, sir.”

He looked at me like I had just made his pro­mo­tion ar­rive a few days ear­lier than sched­uled, and he said, “You must want to step out­side the ve­hi­cle, please, miss.”

“Are you just go­ing to shoot me or some­thing?”

“There’s been a fair amount of co­caine stolen from in­side the house. I thought maybe you’d like to show me that the truck is clean and we can go on with busi­ness . . . par the norm.”

I got out and I thought I was go­ing to shat­ter into lit­tle pieces of bone, I was so scared. “Ev­ery­thing okay?”

“On my end of the shot­gun, yes, it is.”

I couldn’t move.

“Your end isn’t much of a party, is it?”

“No. No, it’s more like a wake . . . no party I’d like to go to. Sir.”

“You can go on back to your seat and re­lax.”

“What’s go­ing on in the house, right now?”

He shrugged. “I guess the boys are sit­ting around de­bat­ing whether or not to blow their faces off or send ’em back to high town just the way they came in.”

“Oh. I feel much more re­laxed now. Thank you.”

I had to sit in that fuckin’ truck for al­most forty min­utes wait­ing to find out if Bobby and Leo were al­lowed to drive home in solid, rather than liq­uid, form. At last, they came out of the front door pat­ting these bul­lies on the backs and laugh­ing like they went way back. I thought, gee, this is great. I’m out here about to be shot point-blank for lift­ing a kilo of co­caine (I care­fully in­serted it un­der my dress, which still ap­peared skintight, and proved me in­no­cent of the theft), and the thanks I get is a snail’s pace on the way to the truck. And a cheesy ex­am­ple of male bond­ing if I ever saw one.

And then a look of to­tal fear came from Bobby’s eyes to mine and reg­is­tered, “Look out!” Guns started go­ing off like the NRA had ac­cepted ap­pli­cants who were legally blind. Peo­ple were just fuck­ing shoot­ing at each other . . . para­noid, and so high that if they were hit, they’d no­tice some­time to­mor­row.

I slid over into the driver’s seat and swung around to where Leo was hid­ing, un­armed, pray­ing like a mad­man, and we were gone speed­ing down the road back to­wards the city.

Then, it was my turn to send the “Oh, shit” look. When we were half­way down the road, I looked in the rearview mir­ror and saw some­one else in the truck bed with Leo, and Leo was los­ing some­thing aw­ful. Bobby pulled out his gun and with his free hand, lifted him­self out of the side win­dow and told the guy he had two sec­onds to dis­ap­pear or die. He had to choose fast. . . .

The guy sat up, and Bobby shot him in the chest at a range of about three, maybe four feet. The speed of the bul­let sent the guy fly­ing out of the back of the truck and onto the ground be­hind us. Bobby screamed at me, “Get the hell outa’ here. Drive!”

As soon as we were back on paved roads, Bobby low­ered him­self into the cab, still hold­ing the gun in his hand as if he were ready to fire.

Bobby was silent the whole way home. Leo sat in back and thanked God for the mir­a­cle of prayer. I won­dered if there was a lot of blood in the back of the truck, and if the man was dead. . . .

At Leo’s house I walked in and asked him if we were alone. He said we were, and so I re­moved the en­tire kilo of co­caine from my skirt, plas­tic in mint con­di­tion. A good job, I thought, for an am­a­teur like my­self. I apol­o­gized to Bobby for prob­a­bly caus­ing the ex­tra man to hide in back.

I was searched, though, and the guy said I was clean. I thought they’d given up, see­ing as how ev­ery­one was hug­ging each other on the way out of the house.

“They were telling us nice and slow,” Leo said, “how they’d find us and re­move our gen­i­talia a half inch at a time . . . with a but­ter knife if the bimbo with us was sit­ting on a kilo of their coke, it wouldn’t be long be­fore we’d by­pass all hos­pi­tals and go di­rectly to hell.”

I sat down and thought for a mo­ment about the word “bimbo.”

“Hey, you guys,” I said. “I’m real sorry. I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t think you guys would be jump­ing up and down about it.”

No re­sponse.

“I’m the one who sug­gested we not go at all, re­mem­ber?”

A smile from both of them.

Leo nod­ded to­ward the kilo and said, “You got your­self quite a party in that bag.”

Bobby turned and looked at me with sud­den pride. “A cou­pla reg­u­lar Bon­nie and Clyde’s.”

That drama ended and yet there was an­other to come. We, of course, de­cided to be­gin blow­ing the stuff up our noses in quan­ti­ties never be­fore ac­cepted by the hu­man body. If the bul­lets didn’t kill us, the moun­tain of co­caine would come in a close sec­ond.

We were high. I needed to get out. I wanted some stuff from the Cash and Carry. Nei­ther of them would even think of leav­ing the couch. They were into the tele­vi­sion, and even more so the ma­cho thrill of sit­ting in front of a moun­tain of co­caine, with three straws pro­trud­ing from a hole at the top of the bag.

Both of them looked at me with puppy-dog eyes and di­lated pupils and said, do you mind if we just hang? I was a lit­tle pissed at Bobby for not of­fer­ing to es­cort his own girl­friend, the very one who had risked her life, how­ever worth­less at the mo­ment, to en­sure that he be as high as he was.

I fig­ured screw ’em and de­cided I could han­dle a two-block drive down the road to the store, with­out break­ing into the sweats or ex­pe­ri­enc­ing an emo­tional break­down.

I drove off, and as I passed the only two other homes on the road, I no­ticed a mag­a­zine ly­ing on the floor of the truck that I hadn’t no­ticed ear­lier. Flesh­world Mag­a­zine.

My mind went reel­ing, a mag­a­zine that could per­haps teach me some­thing I hadn’t thought of my­self . . . and BAM!

I pulled over to the side of the road, and be­fore I got out of the truck to see what I had hit, I saw my­self four years ago. A young girl, awak­ened by the noise, came fly­ing from the front door and be­gan to slow as she saw the an­i­mal in the road.

She looked at it and took one step closer, still not go­ing within fif­teen feet of it, as if to spare her­self the re­al­ity.

I turned and saw Jupiter. A cat iden­ti­cal to the one I con­sid­ered a best friend be­fore some drug­head like my­self came along and with­out any thought, cared more for the sto­ries in a porn mag­a­zine than for what might be cross­ing the road.

I couldn’t help but be­gin to cry. Then I couldn’t stop. I was the per­son years later I had hated for tak­ing my cat away from me when I needed his com­pany the most. I told the lit­tle girl I would do what­ever she thought was best. If she wanted a new cat, I would be happy to buy it. . . . She looked at me—and tried to cheer me up! Her cat is stuck to the road, be­cause of my sex hang-ups, and she’s try­ing to make me feel bet­ter.

She came around to the side of the truck, where I was lean­ing. I was un­able to face her.

I felt such tremen­dous shame, I could barely move.

“Please, stop cry­ing.”

Je­sus, she even sounded like me.

“Why are you so sad? I didn’t mean to make you feel so bad.”

I looked down at her and saw some­thing I missed so much. Such a will­ing­ness to for­give. Such a big heart; this one girl could love all of these United States and leave no one feel­ing lonely.

“When I was just about your age, I had a cat who looked just like yours. I called him Jupiter, and he was prob­a­bly the best friend around. Some­one hit him out in the street, and I heard the noise and came run­ning to help him. I re­mem­ber I was so amazed by how quickly . . . death de­cides it is hun­gry.”

There was a mo­ment where there was only wind. We said noth­ing.

Then she looked up at me and asked, “Did you for­give the per­son who hit your cat?”

I crouched down be­side her and told her that Jupiter was killed by some­one who hit and ran. “I fig­ured she was in heaven, but I missed her a lot . . . and I for­gave her death, but I don’t think I ever for­got that some­one hit my cat, but didn’t stop to say they were sorry.”

She held up her hand, and her night­gown, flan­nel, made me smile. “My name is Danielle.” She shook my hand tight.

“My name is Laura Palmer.” I gave her a hug and she wrapped her arms around me, warm. “It’s very nice to meet you, Danielle.” I stood. “It takes an aw­fully spe­cial per­son to for­give so eas­ily.”

She held my hand for a minute, and af­ter think­ing about some­thing very care­fully she looked up at me and said, “When I heard the noise, I was wor­ried that the cat had been hurt. . . . But I came out, and I saw you, and you were cry­ing more than me, be­cause you re­mem­bered your cat, and it made you sorry you hurt this one. Why would I want to make you feel bad for any­thing you do? I think you’re nice, Laura Palmer.”

“Danielle, I think you are ex­tra spe­cial nice, with sugar on top.” I looked away to­ward the cat, then back to her.

“My mom is gonna get it.”

Lit­tle Danielle made me feel, more than any­one I had been around in ages, that there was still a chance for ev­ery­thing to work out. I even be­gan to think a new cat would be nice. . . .

I just re­mem­bered that I set my horse free. I hope I didn’t send it off some­where where it might be hit, or not taken care of the way he should. I guess I should have thought of that be­fore I al­lowed my­self to be swept away by the drama of set­ting my horse free, to go and do what­ever he wished. . . . Alone.

Boy, I’m not rack­ing up the brownie points this week, am I? What very dark but al­most omen­like events I’ve gone through. Why?

Am I sup­posed to get back up onto life and get a job? Or am I still revved up to die? All I know is I’m tak­ing the truck back right away, and I’m leav­ing the drugs be­hind for a sober­ing walk home. Maybe Mom will make hot choco­late, and I can edit the evening’s events and just be with my mom.

I’ll just take the truck back and go right home. I’ll just walk. Just get home.

Write you when we get there.

L


No­vem­ber 13, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I am home. It’s early. Leo and Bobby weren’t very happy about the fact that I wanted to go home. Leo had de­cided that it was go­ing to be a night of new and “un­usual things.” Bobby was re­ally, re­ally high, and I think Leo had told him that he was sup­posed to talk me into go­ing along with what­ever Leo wanted, be­cause I had never seen him so con­cerned about keep­ing me some­where. His con­stant looks to­ward Leo made me think Bobby felt guilty, or maybe un­cer­tain about whether or not he should be lead­ing me into this. Wav­ing the cheese in front of the mouse . . . a lit­tle blond-haired, very fright­ened, lit­tle mouse. See the trap? See it? Go. You wanted this any­way, re­mem­ber?

Leo shook his head when I told them I had de­cided I wanted to leave, that some­thing had hap­pened that made me feel . . . I stopped. I didn’t fin­ish my sen­tence be­cause I sud­denly saw that the two of them were in no po­si­tion even to pre­tend they cared about some cat out on the road. An an­i­mal in white, per­haps still there . . . or like I imag­ined it while driv­ing slow, lights off, back to the end of the road. I saw its dead eyes lock­ing on the vi­sion of a mother, prob­a­bly tired and won­der­ing if her daugh­ter would be all right. Won­dered, as she care­fully lifted the an­i­mal’s body, if death stopped, right here. Maybe she thought about work to be done the next day, thought about hov­er­ing there in the road . . . so tired, al­ways tired.

I guess I’m think­ing of my­self here. I am tired. I’m the one who asks, is death only the frozen im­age we have of the an­i­mal’s body? Grand­fa­ther’s ashes, just an eas­ier way to fit him in­side an urn? He’s just a body any­way, why not dec­o­rate the re­mains?

When I die, I guess they’ll bury me. I hope the cat was buried. I thought of stay­ing there to help, but ev­ery­thing was too close. The body there like a mes­sage.

Maybe road­kills are more than they seem. Mes­sages, like tonight’s was . . . or ex­am­ples we never pay at­ten­tion to. This is what it is. Still­ness. Eter­nal pri­vacy. I didn’t want to stay tonight with the guys. I wanted to go home, sleep in my bed, be a lit­tle girl again. Fake an ill­ness or cramps and ask Mom to take care of me. Read Sleep­ing Beauty or Stu­art Lit­tle, sip cof­fee while she turns pages, watches me.

I wanted that, but I knew I would end up stay­ing at the house. Sneak in early, be­fore dawn . . . beat the alarm by sec­onds. Strip down to noth­ing and slip into bed. I knew I’d tell you what hap­pened. Sim­ply. With a pen, and no sound. Words have been strange to me these past few days. Mine have been lies, again and again. An­other comes along to help the other lie live . . . stay real. Bobby’s words have been like lit­tle knives. I know he doesn’t mean to hurt me, but his sur­prise in my be­hav­ior, the other night, last night, the dif­fer­ence he sees when I get high . . . and there’s been a lot of that. He says he never knew I was so wild in­side. I think he means that he never knew I was so bad. He never knew Laura Palmer the way the woods, the trees, the earth, knew her. Of­ten shaken and an­gry, threat­ened, par­a­lyzed, un­able to run. Or never chose to. Laura Palmer was told that she de­serves pain, and a kind of close­ness most peo­ple never talk or think about be­cause they think it’s wrong. Laura Palmer? She was born with­out a choice. Was told very qui­etly, one night long ago, that she would like it, or she would have to be killed.

I stayed at the house. Leo wanted me to drink some­thing. Re­lax. He said he wanted me the way I had been. He said I had promised him. He’d make sure I was home in time . . . no one would know. He kneeled down in front of me and took me by the wrists, tight. I thought of BOB and closed my eyes. I must have winced, made a sound, some­thing, be­cause he said, “I knew it. I knew this meant some­thing to you.” He moved his hold on me down to my hands. Held them more softly. “Good. I knew you’d un­der­stand. I saw it.” I heard Bobby get up from his chair and I heard Leo stop him. “Sit down, Bobby. Now. Laura will get you a drink. She’ll open her eyes, and we’ll all have a drink.”

I opened my eyes slowly. Leo let my hands rest in my lap. I stood up and went to the kitchen for Bobby’s drink. I could hear the two of them talk­ing in the other room. They started to ar­gue about some­thing. I think it was about me, the plans for the evening. It ac­tu­ally hurt my head, my ears, when they ar­gued. I didn’t want any more talk­ing like that. I went out to where they were sit­ting and told them to shut up. I wanted them to shut up. I would do or say what­ever tonight’s “games” re­quired. There didn’t need to be fight­ing. I wanted to have fun. I wanted to be high. High like they were. I wanted to for­get what had hap­pened out­side on the road.

Bobby came into the kitchen and told me I was lucky Leo hadn’t given me a good smack for telling him to shut up in his own house. I told him it wasn’t luck. I knew Leo liked me. If he hit me, ever, it would be part of the agree­ment.

Bobby said that he’d like to go out, just the two of us, next week maybe, on a date. He missed be­ing with Laura. I hated him for say­ing that. I wanted to slap him. In­stead, I told him I didn’t miss Laura at all. I told him he may never see her again.

We drank for a long time just sit­ting there do­ing lines and watch­ing Leo: I didn’t know what for, but I knew I had to be ready. He might be nice, he might not. I wasn’t look­ing at Bobby the whole time. I made sure he saw me with Leo. I didn’t like Bobby’s miss­ing the sweet Laura. I can’t wake her now. She doesn’t like nights like this. She wouldn’t want to play. I did. I needed to be some­one dif­fer­ent from her . . . I had to shake off what­ever calls BOB to my win­dow. Shake the scent of in­no­cence. I de­cided some­thing. I told them I wanted to go out, into the woods. Leo looked pleased and smiled at Bobby. He looked back at me, nod­ded to­ward my empty drink. “You feelin’ fucked up?” I told him I was, but I didn’t want to be in­side any­more. I didn’t like the light. I told him it made things too easy.

I started to pack up some coke for the woods, and Leo looked at me like I was steal­ing or some­thing. I told him, “Lis­ten, I stole the shit, right? I’m the one that’s go­ing to make your night . . . and I am not go­ing to start to come down while I’m out in the woods.” He said he was just watch­ing me. Said I should re­lax. Then he came over to me, close. He said he liked it when I stood up for my­self, but there would be no room for that out in the woods.

I sud­denly pic­tured my­self out in the dark­ness with my arms spin­ning me around, spin­ning, Leo and Bobby in my sight each time I spun. . . . Then a slow dream of Leo, his eyes big, pleased, lips part­ing, his hands com­ing to­gether again and again as he slowly ap­plauded my per­for­mance.

Be­fore we left, Bobby came out of the bath­room and said he’d de­cided he was tired, didn’t want to be around. He said he knew that tonight was about Leo and me any­way. He said maybe he’d call me in a few days. Leo smiled as Bobby slammed the front door shut.

“Bobby’s a smart boy.”

I nod­ded, but in­side I wanted to kill Bobby for mak­ing me feel bad. He wanted Laura, sweet and pure, to run af­ter him, walk home be­side him, her hand in his. He made me want her for a mo­ment. It wasn’t safe. He didn’t un­der­stand how un­safe that was for all of us, es­pe­cially out here. The woods needed to see me tonight. They needed to see how I’ve grown, what I’ve be­come. Then they can tell BOB to stay away from me. He’ll think his job with me is done.

Leo came over to me and slipped his hand up my blouse, held my eyes with his, found the nip­ple with his fin­ger. Held my eyes, wouldn’t let me look away, said, “You won’t miss him, you won’t miss any­one.”

He re­leased my eyes; my legs al­most gave out on me. “Take me some­where, make me for­get.” I reached for his arm so that I could re­gain my bal­ance. He said he had some­thing in mind. He said it could get scary, but it would be okay. He said if he liked me af­ter tonight, we could re­ally start to get close. He wanted to see me tonight first, alone.

He asked me if I liked to be scared.

I said that some­times scary things hap­pen, but they’re gone in the morn­ing. I told him I wanted to get re­ally hot, I needed to feel that. I hadn’t felt that for a long time. I had been busy giv­ing it.

When we left the house, he put a blind­fold around my head. He whis­pered, “Can you feel the dark­ness?”

I told him I could.

He said, “Good. I’m go­ing to take you into it. Just like you wanted. I’ll guide you, so you just walk with me un­til I tell you to stop.”

We be­gan walk­ing, and as we did, I felt the trees close in above me, no­ticed the wind, slow­ing, spin­ning un­til it set­tled, un­able to re­turn to the sky . . . I heard Leo breathe. Felt his hand on my back, strong. I wanted to tell him I was get­ting that feel­ing in my stom­ach. The one that makes you loose, makes you want things . . . ? But he wouldn’t let me talk. He said that he would do all of the talk­ing un­til he needed to know some­thing from me. He was pretty sure, he said, that he would know how I felt with­out even hear­ing me say it.

It seemed like a long time be­fore he stopped. And I didn’t know what to do, so I waited. For his lead. When we fi­nally came to a stop, I heard him be­gin to cir­cle me, his foot­steps faint on the nee­dles cov­er­ing the ground. I could feel his eyes as if they were hands, up and down, fol­low­ing this curve and that. He stopped be­hind me.

“Can you keep a se­cret, lit­tle girl?”

I wasn’t sure if I should an­swer.

“It’s okay. Go ahead and tell me.”

“Yes. I can keep a se­cret.”

I sud­denly be­gan to feel and smell the same deep musk of the woods. I know it well. I be­gan to feel my fear set­ting in, and I had to roll my head, loosen up . . . fight it. Re­mem­ber what this is about.

“The se­cret is that some­times, right in this spot, I hear voices. Some­times I re­al­ize that I’m not alone.”

“Whose voices do you hear?”

“The voices I don’t know. . . . But some­times, if I am very quiet, I find that I can feel these peo­ple around me. I can hear them talk­ing about me, but if you were to try and see them, they would most def­i­nitely dis­ap­pear.”

“Do you hear any voices now?”

“I think I hear them faintly. Com­ing in this di­rec­tion. Does that scare you?”

“I don’t think so, no.” I was ready for a bus­load of truck­ers to ar­rive and be­gin some kind of strange cer­e­mony . . . I sud­denly felt very ex­posed. I won­dered how many peo­ple were on their way.

“I’m go­ing to help you sit down. Over here.”

Leo sat me down and I re­al­ized I was in a quite com­fort­able chair, dead in the mid­dle of the woods. What was this place? Had I ever seen it dur­ing the day? Mu­sic be­gan to play. Strange sounds of wa­ter, and some­thing I couldn’t place . . . and a drum . . . low.

I felt it in my chest. It was loud enough that I was sud­denly un­able to sense by sound if some­one was near me or not.

I heard in my ear, “Wait here . . . re­lax. En­joy.”

I’m not sure I can even de­scribe to you the next five hours of time. The mu­sic was con­stant, a rhythm that made me sway and ache for more of ev­ery­thing. More of the hands that were sud­denly upon me, lips soft along my neck, hands on my chest, thighs, face. Voices in my ears, whis­per­ing close . . . back­ing away.

I think that there were three dif­fer­ent women, and at least four men, Leo in­cluded. I was tied, even­tu­ally to the chair with a rope that bound my hands al­most to the point of dis­com­fort, which I knew was part of the game, and well planned. Each and ev­ery fan­tasy one might con­jure late at night, with the ex­cep­tion of farm an­i­mals, was per­formed on, with, or for me. It was like I had been swal­lowed by a dream, per­fect in ev­ery way. My only re­spon­si­bil­ity was to main­tain my blind­ness and al­low each per­son his chance to come and be with me.

I could hear them, the oth­ers who would wait in line to see me. Just voices in the woods, whose bod­ies be­came im­ages I could hear, see them through the sounds they made . . . ev­ery­thing had be­come so sen­si­tive. I could hear them all night as they would ex­cite each other to the point of small in­ter­nal con­vul­sions, bil­lions of tiny waves of light, wa­ter, elec­tric­ity, run­ning through them. All of them would re­act with a strange joy and amaze­ment . . . a thirst when one would reach a cli­max. Even I, who sat away from them as if on dis­play (more a tro­phy than a freak), felt plea­sure in the sounds around my feet.

These peo­ple, all of var­i­ous ages, spent evenings in the woods, for­get­ting names and his­to­ries, us­ing only their most ba­sic feel­ings and wishes to be held and touched, wanted, and com­pletely ac­cepted, no mat­ter what they looked like, or who they were at work or school the fol­low­ing morn­ings. It was dark and strange and al­most in­tox­i­cat­ing at times. I would sway, my head heavy in this dark­ness. The en­ergy was so thick, I al­most felt the air sep­a­rate, part slowly to let me move. Each and ev­ery nerve in my body had some­thing to say . . . a scream be­neath the skin, con­stant and much greater than usual be­cause I could not sense it com­ing. I could swear there were times I was sen­si­tive enough to feel the fin­ger­prints of those who touched me. See them by how they felt across my skin . . . each pat­tern like light trails be­hind my eyes.

When I saw again, with my eyes, the im­age was of my house. The light across it, just be­fore sun­rise . . . a yel­low mist of light still fight­ing the shade that has not fin­ished its stay.

It took me a minute to re­ally fo­cus. Leo sat next to me in his truck. He said he was leav­ing, and that his wife would be com­ing back home soon. In or­der to meet again, we would have to plan care­fully. I had for­got­ten about the wife. Shel­ley. Quite pretty. She wait­resses with Norma at the Dou­ble R. So, any­way, I told him to call me. He said he had a few things I’d be need­ing while he was away.

He handed me a back­pack stuffed be­yond its limit. He warned me not to open it un­til I was alone. He kissed me, then watched me go in the front door, and he drove off.

I had a day­dream as I made my way up­stairs that Mom woke up . . . and asked how the orgy had been. I gave her all the de­tails and she be­gan re­liv­ing her own ex­pe­ri­ences of strange evenings in the woods. She wanted to call her friends and tell them her daugh­ter had been in an orgy . . . and wasn’t that won­der­ful? The day­dream ended when I reached the top of the stairs and saw that my bed­room door was wide open—I stopped dead in my tracks. I looked to­ward my par­ents’ bed­room. The door was closed tight.

When I turned back to my room, what I saw was hor­ri­fy­ing!

I could clearly see a man’s shoe be­hind my door, and then he emerged, smil­ing. It was BOB. With one hand he took my wrist, and the other he placed across his lips, “SHH­H­HHH,” with one quick pull, he brought me in­side the room with him. The door slammed shut be­hind me.

Stop. It must be a dream. I’m high. I haven’t slept. Don’t wake Mom or Dad now or they’ll know you’ve been out. They’ll have ques­tions you can’t an­swer. Think.

I’m go­ing crazy, pac­ing and strug­gling with thoughts, words, the im­age of that haunt­ing grin. Stay away from me, BOB!

I CAN DO WHAT­EVER I WANT.

Stay away from this house! Leave me alone or I swear I’ll find a way to make you sorry.

CAN’T FEEL SORRY, LAURA PALMER.

Look at where I am, be­cause of you, and your sick­ness, your weak­ness, you are an aw­ful crea­ture.

NO CON­SCIENCE. NO GUILT. YOU SAID SO YOUR­SELF. I SEE YOU GOT YOUR­SELF FUCKED LAST NIGHT. AN OWL TOLD ME. RE­ALLY INTO THAT COKE, AREN’T YOU? DIRTY GIRL, LAURA PALMER. YOU SHOULD KNOW BY NOW THAT YOU CANT IM­PRESS ME . . . I’M NOT IN­TER­ESTED IN WHAT YOU DO WITH YOUR LIT­TLE COKE FRIENDS. YOU ALL LOOKED RIDICU­LOUS, OR SO I HEARD.

Get out of my head. Now!

NAH.

Leave me alone, you sick bas­tard. How dare you! I don’t want you here! Get out! Get out! I’m tired of ac­cept­ing you all the time . . . I hate you. Leave!

IT ISN’T UP TO YOU, LAURA PALMER. YOU SHOULD WATCH THAT EGO. QUITE UN­BE­LIEV­ABLE.

Fuck you.

CRY­ING ISN’T GO­ING TO STOP ME FROM STAY­ING EI­THER. I’M IM­MUNE TO YOUR EMO­TIONAL, ADO­LES­CENT, FUCK­ING, LES­BIAN WHORE WHIN­ING AND SELF-PITY. I’M THE BEST THING IN YOUR LIFE.

You aren’t. It’s not true!

ISN’T IT?

Stop ly­ing to me. I have bet­ter things in my life than you. I know it.

OH, YES? NAME ONE.

My par­ents.

DOUBT IT. THEY HAVEN’T KEPT ME FROM GET­TING TO YOU, HAVE THEY? NEI­THER ONE TALKS TO YOU THE WAY THEY USED TO. THEY STOPPED CAR­ING A LONG TIME AGO. THEY PUT UP WITH YOU. NOTH­ING MORE. I’M BET­TER.

Donna.

THE “BEST FRIEND” YOU NEVER SPEAK TO? THE ONE YOU LEFT BE­HIND IN EX­CHANGE FOR DRUGS? YOU ARE SADLY MIS­TAKEN.

I have my­self. Me. I’m bet­ter than you are!

NO. I HAVE YOU. YOU BE­LONG TO ME. YOU DON’T DO ANY­THING I DON’T AL­LOW YOU TO DO. I RUN YOUR LIFE, AND I STEER YOU AS I WISH.

No!

STILL HERE.

You are not real! I refuse to be­lieve that you are real! I am only imag­in­ing you. . . . I make you. . . . I’ll just stop! You’ll have to leave if I stop be­liev­ing!

TRY AGAIN. I’VE BEEN HERE FOR YEARS AND YEARS. YOUR BE­LIEF DOESN’T MEAN A THING. YOUR OPIN­ION IS NOTH­ING. THINK ABOUT IT. LOOK AT YOUR LIFE. YOU GO FUCK­ING AROUND WITH PEO­PLE. DRUGS ALL THE TIME. YOU’LL BE SIX­TEEN SOON. YOUR LIFE IS SHIT AND YOU’RE NOT EVEN SIX­TEEN YET. LOOK IN THE MIR­ROR AND SEE FOR YOUR­SELF. YOU ARE NOTH­ING.

What . . . do you want?

I WANT YOU.

Why? What for!

EN­TER­TAIN­MENT. I EN­JOY WATCH­ING YOU FIGHT THE TRUTH.

What fuck­ing truth!

YOUR LIFE IS WORTH­LESS TO EV­ERY­ONE, IN­CLUD­ING YOUR­SELF. I DO YOU A GREAT FA­VOR. I TEACH YOU. YOU OWE ME YOUR LOY­ALTY. YOU OWE ME EV­ERY­THING.

I owe you noth­ing.

I’M THE BEST THING IN YOUR LIFE.

Good­bye!

I’LL BE HERE.

Fuck you.

SOON. YOU WILL.

Stop.

SEE YOU IN THE DARK . . . LAURA PALMER.

Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck You!

Stay the fuck away from me this time. You’re in my head. No one else sees you or hears you so you must be in my head. I’m not let­ting you back into this room. Never. You are only an idea. You are a fear. You are only my lit­tle girl, fear of the woods, cre­ation!

See! Can’t come back now, can you!

You have no power if I don’t give it to you. . . . This time I’ll keep you away. This is my life! It’s mine! You have no place here . . . Ha!

I have work to do. Sleep to get. You are dead. You aren’t even a mem­ory.

Laura

P.S. WATCH THE WIN­DOW, LAURA PALMER.


De­cem­ber 15, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I am sorry I have not writ­ten in so long, but I’ve been work­ing so hard! There is so much you don’t know!

First of all, I de­cided to make a deal with the Hornes. I re­al­ized, when I was up there last, that Johnny seemed life­less, unat­tended to. Sad. So I pro­posed to them that I would tu­tor Johnny, three times a week, spend at least an hour, hour and a half with him, read­ing, talk­ing, etc., for a small amount of cash weekly. They loved the idea, and have agreed to pay me cash, $50 a week, $200 a month.

The money helps me a lot with the coke, but it’s mostly nice to be around Johnny be­cause he loves me no mat­ter what I do when I’m not around him. He doesn’t hurt me or tease me or want to sleep with me or tie me up or cut me or any of the mil­lions of things I feel like peo­ple do to me all the time. . . . Al­ways touch­ing me and tak­ing some­thing, al­ways want­ing more, and more and more.

All Johnny wants is for me to read to him. Sleep­ing Beauty is his fa­vorite. He likes to rest his head in my lap and look up at me as I read to him. We take a mo­ment ev­ery so of­ten to look at the pic­tures, and I will some­times have to ex­plain the pic­tures, as well as some parts of the story, in a way that Johnny will bet­ter un­der­stand them. He of­ten gets this very con­fused, lost look on his face, as if he is afraid he doesn’t un­der­stand any­thing. I al­ways stop when I see him feel­ing that way and go over it with him.

Many af­ter­noons we go out onto the front lawn and play with his bow and ar­row. He has these rub­ber buf­falo that he shoots down from across the yard. He smiles so beau­ti­fully when he hits them. It’s his high. It is the strangest scene. Johnny out on the lawn, the grass a blind­ing green un­der his moc­casins, his ar­row tight in the bow as he pulls back, smil­ing. He re­leases it af­ter sev­eral min­utes of con­cen­tra­tion. The ar­row seems to move at a slower than pos­si­ble pace, Johnny low­ers his arms, rises onto his tip­toes, and waits . . . Di­rect hit. He’s in the air, jump­ing, jump­ing. Then turns to me and smiles this smile of such ex­cite­ment.

“In­dian!” he ex­claims.

I con­grat­u­late him on a fine shot, and en­cour­age sev­eral more. He is al­ways pleased to do so. I have to do a lot of lines around Johnny, or rather, in the bath­room . . . as of­ten as needed.

It is hor­ri­ble when I lose pa­tience with him. It hap­pened once and I felt mis­er­able un­til I was cer­tain he had ei­ther for­got­ten the in­ci­dent or had for­given me.

I will not go into the de­tails, be­cause my be­hav­ior was too hor­ri­ble. To put it sim­ply, I did a con­vinc­ing as hell im­i­ta­tion of BOB. It was cruel. The ugli­est I had ever felt. I made sure to apol­o­gize and ex­plain as best I could as soon as it hap­pened. I wanted him to know I re­al­ized it and stopped.

I went and scraped up enough out of the bul­let and a cou­ple vials at the bot­tom of my purse, to get high. I could think. It’s only hard when I don’t have it. That’s why Bobby and I are see­ing each other so in­no­cently and so fre­quently. But you don’t know about all that, do you? Well, hang on.

I have to open up the bed­post here . . . and do a cou­ple lines be­fore Mom comes up to tell me I’ve got dishes, garbage, etc., to take care of. Shit, I can’t be­lieve how dif­fer­ent my life is when I sim­ply walk out the front door of this house.

I’ll be back as soon as I can.

Laura


De­cem­ber 16, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I’m sorry that it is a whole day later, but Mom and I had a talk in the kitchen while I did the dishes, and it lasted al­most four hours. Dad came home and joined us for about forty-five min­utes be­fore head­ing up to bed early.

I guess Ben­jamin has him work­ing pretty hard on some new plan. Dad just rolls his eyes when Mom and I ask how it’s go­ing.

Some­times I think that my mom and I could be the best of friends. Ev­ery once in a while I will look into her eyes and think, I won­der if Mom has ever felt any­thing that I’m feel­ing . . . ? I sense that some of my ex­pe­ri­ences are ones that she would un­der­stand, but she comes from a fam­ily and a gen­er­a­tion that doesn’t re­ally like to talk about things that make them un­com­fort­able.

Maybe BOB makes her feel un­com­fort­able. Maybe Dad knows BOB, too, but Mom won’t let us talk about him be­cause it makes ev­ery­one . . . so up­set . . . ? I don’t know.

I guess we had a good talk any­way, be­cause I know she was very happy when she went up to bed. I stayed down­stairs for a while, then walked out­side and stud­ied the wall BOB al­ways climbs to get to my win­dow. It’s amaz­ing he hasn’t killed him­self, or at least fallen.

The nights I’ve snuck out, I’ve al­ways had help get­ting down. I won­der if I could make it so that he would fall . . . ? He’d find a way up no mat­ter what, and I still want Bobby Briggs to de­liver my blow through that win­dow . . . have a quickie while my par­ents are asleep or out.

That’s what I wanted to get back to. Bobby Briggs. We are see­ing each other like guys and girls do when they’re in high school. It’s weird. I see Donna more now, and she’s with Mike. I guess she’s happy, but the two of them re­mind me of a chew­ing gum com­mer­cial or some­thing. “Hap­pi­ness and am­bi­tion, ath­let­ics and aca­demics, rah, rah, rah.”

Last week I went through an en­tire bul­let of coke just try­ing to deal with hav­ing a burger with them af­ter the movies. Bobby and I didn’t eat. Bobby had eaten a ton of junk in the the­ater, and I was too high to even look at food. Donna stuffed her face, and I knew she’d pay for that in zits and in the seams of her clothes when she got up the next day. I’ll bet she gained five pounds. Mike is a pig. He just kept shov­ing fries and ham­burg­ers into his mouth, like swal­low­ing wasn’t nec­es­sary or some­thing. I swear!

I don’t like the way he looks at Donna ei­ther. I worry about her, be­cause he seems like such an ass­hole . . . think­ing he’s some­thing of a su­per­hero with his let­ter jacket on all the time. Shit. I don’t care. Donna’s smart. I just can’t be­lieve Dr. Hay­ward hasn’t said some­thing.

So, the rea­son I’m see­ing Bobby this way, go­ing to the movies, din­ner, study­ing at his house, go­ing out to the gazebo and neck­ing, tak­ing his fa­ther’s car to the Pearl Lakes, etc., is be­cause he fi­nally agreed to start sell­ing co­caine for Leo. For me. I had been wait­ing for him to say he would, but he wanted me to prom­ise I’d act like his girl again. So I do. When I want to, or when I’m out of blow. I re­ally like Bobby, but he could never un­der­stand what hap­pens to me some­times.

The whole rea­son I go out for the or­gies at Leo’s, the rea­son I let him tie me up and hit me some­times . . . the whole rea­son, be­sides a strange en­joy­ment, is be­cause I feel like I be­long in dark places like that. I be­long with sleazy men who are ac­tu­ally cry­ing ba­bies. I tease them and pretty soon they’re call­ing me “Mommy” and bury­ing their heads in my lap cry­ing about their pain . . . and then I have to tell them what to do. They like it that way. I be­long with them. I must, or I wouldn’t be so good at it.

I’ll tell them what to do to me. Or­der them to do it. And when they do, when it’s feel­ing nice and I can tell that they are re­ally try­ing, I start telling them what I’m feel­ing. How won­der­ful they are. How they are “good, good boys. Such good boys.” I tell them that Mommy is happy. They love it. A child and a man all at once.

All of them, these friends of Leo’s and Jacques’s (who I must tell you about!), are very nice to me. If I ever needed help, I be­lieve that they would be there for me. I don’t know. I’ve been wrong be­fore.

So Bobby sells the coke around town, and Leo sells his usual stuff to peo­ple across the bor­der, over in Canada. I al­ways get at least an eight-ball free, and then each time I see Leo, he fills my bul­let or a vial if I can find one.

Bobby makes re­ally good money and ev­ery­body’s happy. That’s the whole point of life, right? The only thing that pisses me off is that the other day, when I went with Bobby to get the drug money from my safety de­posit box (I wasn’t go­ing to hide thou­sands of dol­lars in my bed­post!), he said that Mike was go­ing to start help­ing him sell.

I threw a fit and told him that if he did—and Mike ever told Donna—I would never, ever speak to him again. Donna would tell her fa­ther. I know it. I wouldn’t be able to han­dle that. Dr. Hay­ward be­ing dis­ap­pointed in me . . . that would kill me for sure.

Bobby said he wasn’t sure about it yet. But I made him prom­ise any­way, and he did.

Af­ter that, we went out to the tree where the empty foot­ball is buried, near Leo’s house. The money and drugs are ex­changed through the buried foot­ball. Leo al­ways makes fun of Bobby for his choice of hid­ing places. “The foot­ball hero,” he calls him. Bobby is a foot­ball hero, though. At least the school thinks he is.

Jacques said that he used to play foot­ball, un­til he found out that you didn’t have to ram your­self into a herd of huge guys all day to make good money. Jacques lives deep in the woods in a cabin with his bird, Waldo. Waldo talks and has learned my name per­fectly. Jacques, Jacques Re­nault, works across the bor­der at a casino some­where. He’s a big, fat guy, but he can re­ally turn me on some­times. He’s the lit­tle-baby/big-man type, too, ex­cept that he knows a lot more about a woman’s body than even Leo.

I went out to Jacques by my­self one night, and we got su­per high and played all sorts of amaz­ing sex games with each other. It got to the point that all he had to say was “Show me, lit­tle girl . . . show me,” and I was reel­ing!

Waldo re­peated al­most ev­ery­thing we said all night and into the early morn­ing. The whole way home I kept hear­ing Waldo say, “Show me . . . Show me . . . Lit­tle girl . . . Lit­tle girl.” That was the morn­ing I re­al­ized that the or­gies with Leo took place in front of Jacques’s cabin. There was the chair. . . . I sat in it for a minute, and knew.

I’ll write again soon. I have plans for the night.

L


De­cem­ber 21, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

Christ­mas is al­most here. I’m start­ing to look for an­other job, some­thing with a real pay­check ev­ery two weeks . . . real money. Mom is be­gin­ning to worry about how lit­tle I’m eat­ing lately. I love it. I swear I’ve never liked my body be­fore. I still have nice breasts, and curved hips, but no fat there like be­fore. None of the guys I’ve been with have said any­thing but great stuff about my body.

I need a job in or­der to have more money, and also to be able to tell Mom that I ate while I was at work. I can’t force an­other din­ner down my throat like I’ve been do­ing.

Leo and Jacques gave me a few is­sues of Flesh­world mag­a­zine the other night. I opened the pages and did some of the poses for them, did some danc­ing, a few things for my­self . . . and let them watch me un­til all three of us came to­gether.

I know it sounds dirty, but I am only do­ing what I am sud­denly used to do­ing . . . Cre­at­ing a show for other peo­ple to look at, while in­side my head, I go into a dream. A whole au­di­ence, at least a hun­dred peo­ple. (I do that be­cause the more peo­ple there are, the more it seems like it is okay, and not a hid­den or bad thing.) All of the peo­ple, men and women, watch me. They watch how I move, how lit­tle sounds come out of my mouth when I be­gin to feel warm in­side. . . . I dream of a man or woman, some­times both . . . and how I see them in the front row, the qui­etest of all. Let’s say it is a man for de­scrip­tion’s sake.

So I come down to the level of the au­di­ence, and I’m wear­ing some­thing black and see-through, and I take him by the hand and make him come onto the stage with me. He doesn’t want to, but I prom­ise him I won’t em­bar­rass or hurt him. He be­lieves me and we go up into the lights.

I tell ev­ery­one in whis­pers that this man is beau­ti­ful to me, and I tell them why. I de­scribe him so that he be­comes con­fi­dent and aroused all at once. The au­di­ence loves him now, just like I do. I usu­ally change the dream each time, but it al­ways ends up with me and my cho­sen part­ner mak­ing love in front of ev­ery­one. I get a high some­times when I think that BOB will see me in this dream and re­al­ize he should fi­nally set me free.

So I have these mag­a­zines, and peo­ple send their fan­tasies in some­times and they get printed. I told Leo and Jacques the night they gave them to me, and we played around, about some of the fan­tasies I have some­times. Both of them said that I should send one of them in, maybe more than one . . . and see if I can get one printed. They said that if I do, they will cre­ate the printed fan­tasy just the way I write it. Just the way I want it.

I think I will. I like the idea of a spe­cial night, planned ahead of time, all for Laura Palmer.

Maybe I’ll write the fan­tasy in here, too, so that you will know ex­actly what will be planned if it gets printed. I’ll think about it.

Some of the pic­tures in the mag­a­zines are so . . . dirty. Al­most too dirty for me, but I see why some peo­ple get turned on by them. They are mostly pic­tures about peo­ple be­ing some­place, or with some­one who is to­tally a fan­tasy per­son. There is no to­mor­row or yes­ter­day. No hours or min­utes or rules or par­ents or morn­ings or any­thing to worry about. I like that part, but some of the pho­tos are of women be­ing cap­tured and taken away by these men. I don’t re­ally like those too much, be­cause for some rea­son . . . I don’t know what, they re­mind me too much of BOB’s vis­its. The women are too young or in­no­cent or some­thing.

I like be­ing taken by some­one, but I like be­ing teased and given lit­tle dreams and ideas. I don’t like fears or lies or yelling, and that is what some of these pic­tures are like. Dark­ness in sex is okay, as long as it is strange, mys­te­ri­ous dark­ness, and not the dark­ness of hell or night­mares or dy­ing.

That stuff isn’t for me. I like the good stuff. Al­most re­ally bad, but just teas­ing with the bad, not tak­ing its hand and pulling it in­side.

I have to go shop­ping for Christ­mas presents to­mor­row. God, I have no idea what to get any­one. I sup­pose it’s bad for me to wish for coke for Christ­mas. . . . A ton of white, fluffy snow all over me.

More later, Laura


De­cem­ber 23, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

Re­mem­ber the night that Leo and Bobby and I went out to Low Town to buy coke? Re­mem­ber? I stole the kilo and ev­ery­thing went crazy and we had to make a run for it be­cause ev­ery­one started fir­ing their guns? I just had a dream about it.

I never even re­ally thought about the fact that Bobby prob­a­bly killed that guy when he shot him. Bobby ac­tu­ally shot him, and I watched and didn’t care! I think I just told my­self that I was dream­ing or some­thing, but I know that’s a lie, com­pletely.

I just called Bobby at home and talked to him about it for a minute. At first, he was okay, and we were try­ing to whis­per and talk about it at the same time so that no one would hear . . . and he started to cry, I think. I couldn’t re­ally tell for sure, but I think maybe he had lied to him­self the way I did. I don’t think ei­ther of us re­al­ized what we’d done.

I was on the phone in my room, and I just stared at the bed­post while Bobby was silent on the other end of the line. I think I am in over my head with the coke, but I just can’t stop. It has been the only thing be­sides Johnny Horne and all sorts of sex that has kept me go­ing . . . I won­der if the dream I had means I’m go­ing to hell. Me and Bobby Briggs in hell, side by side, do­ing coke with the devil. I know that isn’t funny. It isn’t funny at all.

In the dream, the guy Bobby shot stood up af­ter the bul­let went into his chest, and he said that death had given him sixty sec­onds to tell us our fu­ture.

He said, “You, with the gun . . . watch your­self. Those who die this way mem­o­rize the face of their killer, and tell Death about the face. Death comes look­ing for you. Takes your friends, or a par­ent. Death takes what you have al­lowed it to. Mur­der is just a way of shak­ing Death’s hand and telling him, “What is mine, is yours.’ ”

In the dream, Bobby looked at me and back to the guy he shot. The guy said, “You watch that girl­friend of yours. Some­one down here is sav­ing her a seat.”

And it was over.

I told Bobby about the dream, and he said he had to go. He didn’t say where, he just said he had to get off the phone and go.

I bought Bobby a pair of his fa­vorite boots for Christ­mas. They were ex­pen­sive, but I had saved a lot, be­lieve it or not, from my ses­sions with Johnny. I guess I started to feel like it was bad to use that money for coke. I haven’t needed it lately be­cause Jacques and Leo have been into get­ting me high and play­ing games.

I don’t even have to call them any­more. Jacques calls me, and if Mom or Dad an­swers, he says he’s call­ing back about a job I ap­plied for. I al­ways know it’s go­ing to be a wild night when Mom says that the phone is for me. . . . “Some gen­tle­man call­ing about your ap­pli­ca­tion . . . ?”

I should get a real job. Some­where that I can dress up a lit­tle and be high and pretty and paid.

Di­ary, I hope that my dream was just a night­mare mem­ory, and that if the man in Low Town is dead, that he is some­where nice, or that at least there is no pain for him. I’m afraid that if he had pain now, that some­how Death would save a seat for me. Death would prob­a­bly let BOB hold that seat. I don’t want to think that.

I’m go­ing to take a shower and do some blasts. I need to fin­ish Donna’s Christ­mas present. Did I tell you about it? No, I guess not . . . I don’t see it above. Well, I was feel­ing like I should do some­thing a good friend would do, and I wanted to give her some­thing that would take her mind off all the ideas she has about how much trou­ble I might be in. That’s my busi­ness now.

I called Dr. Hay­ward, talked for a while, and had him sneak Donna’s blue-jean jacket to me when she wasn’t home. I went to the crafts shop in town and bought all the beads, patches, and em­broi­dery-thread col­ors she likes. I have been up for the past few nights sewing ev­ery­thing onto the jacket in neat de­signs. I know she has wanted to do it her­self for ages, so I hope she likes this. I need her to stop wor­ry­ing. It only causes trou­ble.

See you later, Di­ary.

Love, Laura


De­cem­ber 23, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I fin­ished Donna’s jacket, and it is now 4:20 A.M. I can’t get to sleep and I’m think­ing about go­ing to Jacques’s or Leo’s to look for some pot, or maybe Jacques has one of those Val­i­ums he gave me a cou­ple weeks ago. That was great. Maybe I’ll call first. I don’t want to walk through the woods with­out good rea­son.

Be back in a minute. L.

Back again, and so glad I didn’t walk all the way out there with­out call­ing. I’m not sure if I told you about the night I got lost, and so afraid in the dark­ness of the woods, that I just sat down and cried un­til the sky got light enough to find my way home. I was of­fered a ride home, but I was afraid that Dad would be home late, and I would pull up with Leo or Jacques right when he got to the house. He likes his lit­tle girl the way she used to be . . . maybe still should be. . . . No.

Any­way, I talked to Leo first, and he said he missed me. Shel­ley was back from her aunt’s fu­neral, and the in­her­i­tance he thought she was get­ting never came. She might have to go back in about a week be­cause her aunt left her a lot of the stuff.

He asked if I had sent in my fan­tasy. I told him I was think­ing of work­ing on it, but I needed to come down a lit­tle. He laughed a lit­tle and said that Jacques had some­thing to tell me.

Jacques came on the line and I told him I was sorry to call so late. He said he’d only be mad if I hadn’t called, then he called me his “sweet baby” and I smiled, but didn’t say any­thing.

He said Leo told him why I had called, but that he was al­ready pre­pared for this to hap­pen. He told me that in the bra I was wear­ing the other night, the white lace one, he had hid­den one of my Christ­mas presents.

I asked him to hold on so I could get it, but he said Leo needed the phone.

Shel­ley was wait­ing for him to call from some truck stop some­where out of state. I guess he doesn’t want to be around her right now. I hung up and searched through my drawer for the bra.

The white lace one is one of Jacques’s fa­vorites. It has a wire sup­port and it makes my breasts look re­ally nice. So I found the bra . . . thank God I hadn’t had time to do my hand-wash­ing!

In­side the fab­ric cup, I felt a pack­age, about the size of a cig­a­rette pack, but thin­ner. I’m so lucky Mom didn’t find this. When I opened it, I re­al­ized that the wrap­per was a folded, torn-out page from Flesh­world, show­ing a guy built kind of like Jacques, kneel­ing in front of a re­ally pretty blond girl. I think she was the pret­ti­est girl I’d ever seen in that mag­a­zine. In the photo, this girl was al­most naked with a par­rot on her shoul­der, and the man was kiss­ing her feet like he adored her. At the bot­tom of the page, Jacques had writ­ten, “Think­ing of you, fan­tasy girl.”

In­side there were four Val­ium, two joints, a quar­ter gram of coke, and a sil­ver wand. Brand-new and shiny. I be­came so ex­cited, I al­most for­got what time it was, and I heard Mom call my name to see if I was okay.

I flipped all but one of the lights off in my room, shoved the packet back into the bra, and slipped it un­der the bed. I put Donna’s jacket across my lap and pre­tended that I had fallen asleep.

A mo­ment later Mom came in, woke me gen­tly, and told me to hop in bed. I was bril­liant in the role of in­no­cent, sleep­ing daugh­ter. I kissed her and mum­bled a lit­tle, and af­ter she left, I waited al­most forty min­utes be­fore leav­ing the bed. I brought all of the treats up onto the com­forter and played in the dark, un­til it was safe to put a towel un­der the door and switch the light back on. I only used the night-light, be­cause it was sex­ier than the bright one over my head.

I went into a deep, drugged, happy, thought­ful, nasty, and still-in­no­cent fan­tasy. I’ll have to tell more later . . . I feel so dreamy right now . . . I’m on two Val­ium, an­other line of coke, and half a joint. I splurged, but damn if I don’t feel ab­so­lutely per­fect.

I think I’ll look at Flesh­world is­sues for a while be­fore it gets light out. I’ll ei­ther tell you the fan­tasy I just had, or one I get a new idea for from the mag­a­zines.

Night, night, L


Christ­mas Eve Day, 1987

Dear Di­ary,

I’m at the gazebo, try­ing to get the tune of Christ­mas car­ols out of my head. Mom has been play­ing them all morn­ing. I like Christ­mas, but with my head feel­ing like it was, I could hardly stand any more of it. Dad caught me when I was leav­ing and asked for a dance with his fa­vorite lit­tle girl. Dad and I hadn’t danced in years, I don’t think.

Mem­o­ries of par­ties at the Great North­ern, with the blur of stream­ers and buf­fets and crys­tal came into my head, the way I saw them as Dad and I turned round and round. He would spin me fast enough to make my stom­ach flip in the right way, and we would laugh and laugh.

This dance this morn­ing was in the liv­ing room. The lights on the tree were al­ready turned on so that Mom could bake in the true spirit of the sea­son, and I watched the red and green and blue and white pass by me. I looked into Dad’s eyes so that I wouldn’t get too dizzy, and I saw his eyes light up, and a tear form, and then drop slowly down his cheek. The spin­ning slowed, and he grabbed me tight, held me as if he were afraid of some­thing.

Mom came out of the kitchen and said that see­ing Dad and me hug­ging in front of the Christ­mas tree was the best present she could ask for.

So many strange things hap­pen in life. My life, I mean. Just hours be­fore the danc­ing, I was in my room buried deep in a very, very dif­fer­ent world. I hope I never have to choose be­tween the two. Each one makes me happy for dif­fer­ent rea­sons.

I came out here to write my fan­tasy out, but it is al­most too cold and too pretty for me to think about it now. Here and now, at least.

I’m gonna head over to the Dou­ble R and get some hot cof­fee. Maybe I’ll find a pri­vate booth.

Back soon, L


Christ­mas Eve Day, 1987, later

Dear Di­ary,

When I walked in here, the Dou­ble R Diner, Norma im­me­di­ately poured me a cup of cof­fee. Per­fect. I told her I wanted to do some pri­vate writ­ing, some stuff for school, so I was go­ing to the booth in back in­stead of the counter.

Be­fore tak­ing my seat, I picked up my cup of cof­fee from the counter and no­ticed a very el­derly woman sit­ting very qui­etly about two seats down. Her face was buried in a book bear­ing the name Shroud of In­no­cence. She turned the page, ab­sorbed in the story com­pletely. I saw by her plate that she had eaten a piece of cherry pie à la mode and was on her way to quite a caf­feine rush.

I looked at Norma, who smiled, and I shook my head like, what a great char­ac­ter. A nice, kind-faced old woman, out at the diner for pie and cof­fee over a good book. I went to the back booth and got com­fort­able. I was about to get into the fan­tasy with you, but . . . Shel­ley John­son came out of the back room.

Leo’s wife is pret­tier than I had re­mem­bered. I watched her. I was very care­ful to study her body when she moved, her smile, her voice. I was sud­denly go­ing back and forth be­tween feel­ing to­tally com­pet­i­tive to feel­ing like I had no chance at all over her. Then I heard her say­ing some­thing about Leo to Norma. Some­thing about how he’s never home, and when he is, he just wants to get it on. I had won. I felt like a bitch for think­ing it, but I thought, I’ve been do­ing it with him for quite some time now . . . I’ll keep do­ing it if you won’t.

I knew that wasn’t what she meant, but I couldn’t feel sorry for her, or I would never be able to see Leo again. I couldn’t deal with that.

I watched as the old woman from the counter tried to make her way out of the diner. It was ob­vi­ous that it was dif­fi­cult for her, and I felt for a minute like I should get up and help her . . . but Shel­ley did it.

Norma came over with more cof­fee and said that the old woman comes in a lot, but it is dif­fi­cult for her to move. Her walker helps, but she is con­stantly strug­gling with each step, as I could prob­a­bly see.

Norma said that there are a lot of se­nior cit­i­zens in Twin Peaks who have no one to take care of them. There is no place for them to go . . . at least not with­out head­ing into Mon­tana. Most want to stay here. It’s quiet. They’re happy for the most part.

I started toss­ing this around in my head. A prob­lem to solve. I would do more than just help the woman to the door! Uh-oh. Com­pet­i­tive Laura, front and cen­ter. I hadn’t felt like this since el­e­men­tary school. I was fired up about find­ing a way to help the se­nior cit­i­zens Norma men­tioned.

I left a note for Norma when I paid the check. I said that I wanted to talk more about help­ing these peo­ple . . . I told her she could call me when she got a chance.

I’m go­ing to try to catch a ride to Johnny’s with Ed Hur­ley. I can see him out­side the win­dow. I hope he’s go­ing that way.

Speak soon, Laura.

P.S. It is late on Christ­mas Eve night. I’ll say more later, but I heard about Norma’s “up­set­ting phone call” ear­lier at the diner.

When I was with Johnny, I heard Ben­jamin talk­ing to the sher­iff or some­thing. I got the whole story af­ter that, be­cause Ben­jamin was up­set about it.

I know Norma won’t be able to call me back right away be­cause Hank, her hus­band, who I’ve never been re­ally im­pressed with, killed a man on the high­way late last night, com­ing back on the Lucky 21 from the bor­der, I think.

Any­way, he’s go­ing to do time now for ve­hic­u­lar man­slaugh­ter. I’m glad he’ll be away for a while. Norma al­ways seems so up­set by him. I’m sorry for Norma. Not for Hank.


Jan­u­ary 3, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Christ­mas was in­ter­est­ing. Dad took three days off and made it in­cred­i­bly dif­fi­cult, with­out re­al­iz­ing it, for me to get high. I had to fake pre­men­strual cramps so that he would let me leave and go to my room to be alone.

As I went up the stairs, I stopped be­cause I heard Dad say, “But it’s the new year . . . I’m on hol­i­day . . . Why does she want to be alone?”

I could hear my mother ex­plain­ing, in that kind, so very wise voice, that I was a teenager. “Par­ents are like the plague to teenagers, Le­land . . . We’re lucky she’s even spent this much time with us. She was only out for three hours on New Year’s Eve, and she was back be­fore mid­night to cel­e­brate with us.”

Mom was do­ing a great job, so I pro­ceeded up­stairs to my room for some pri­vacy and a well-de­served line.

A line heals all wounds.

Bobby and I ac­tu­ally had a re­ally good New Year’s Eve, like Mom said, for three hours. Eight-thirty to eleven-thirty. We went out to the golf course, where about thirty other cou­ples had the same plan: grab a blan­ket, and the drug of your choice (al­co­hol came out the win­ner, though Bobby and I smoked a joint), and curl up on the grass and watch the stars.

We were away from the oth­ers, but close enough so that as we were smok­ing our joint, we could over­hear the other cou­ples mak­ing New Year’s res­o­lu­tions, and New Year’s wishes on the stars above us.

Bobby turned onto his side and put the joint in my mouth. I took a hit, and I re­mem­ber think­ing, “He’s go­ing to say some­thing se­ri­ous here . . . I can feel it.” He took a quick hit and held it in, looked up­ward, ex­haled . . . looked back at me.

“Laura?”

“Yeah, Bobby.” I was feel­ing warm and good. I love pot.

“Laura, I’m sorry things are the way they are some­times . . . be­tween us. I mean, I wish we were both, I don’t know.”

“Bobby, c’mon. I was lis­ten­ing to you. Go on.”

“I can’t speak for you, but I feel like some­times you and I are so close. Even when we aren’t sleep­ing to­gether. We’re just close . . .”

I turned onto my side and leaned my head on my hand. We hadn’t talked in ages. We were even stoned, too. “Go ahead. I agree.”

“Other times—I don’t know what the hell is what. It’s like I’m do­ing all my life stuff . . . all of Bobby Briggs’s stuff . . . but it doesn’t af­fect me like maybe it should. You know?”

I wanted to un­der­stand, so I gave it a shot. “You mean like, there’s a part of you who goes to school, does chores, goes to work part-time, or what­ever, but the other part, the part that feels things and cares about things, is in­side some­where asleep?”

“Yeah . . . yeah, you sorta got it. But I’m skip­ping my whole point here.”

He of­fered me the last hit off the joint. I de­cided to take it and hit off it while he held it in his fin­ger­tips. I love the way Bobby’s skin smells. I took the last hit, and he went on.

“I was think­ing that you and I are to­gether just be­cause it was where we ex­pected we’d be. Is this mak­ing sense?”

I nod­ded. I knew what he was say­ing.

“I just don’t want us to be to­gether be­cause of a deal we made be­cause of the . . . I mean, Leo and all the ‘snow’ around his place. Some­times I don’t think that mat­ters, and other times, I think that if you had to choose be­tween the snow and me . . . Well, I think I’d lose.”

I looked down at the blan­ket we were on. I tried to see its pat­tern in the dark­ness, but saw only the vague shad­ows of the black-and-red plaid I knew it was. I picked at the wool ner­vously. Fi­nally I was able to look up at him.

I told him that some­times I would choose the coke over him, but that I would some­times choose coke over any­one. I told him I didn’t want to hurt him, or any­one else. I just feel that some­times I am bet­ter com­pany to only my­self, be­cause of what is hap­pen­ing in my life, than I am or would be to any­one else.

He told me that he could un­der­stand that, maybe, but he wanted to know if I thought the coke was the prob­lem.

I told him, very qui­etly, that I started re­ally lik­ing coke be­cause I didn’t have to think about “the prob­lem.” I told him I liked pot for the same rea­son.

I re­mem­ber say­ing, “I can’t tell you any­thing, Bobby. I just can’t. I un­der­stand if you want to leave me be­cause of it, but I just can’t tell you or any­one.” I knew that the coke was a prob­lem, but it was noth­ing next to BOB.

He didn’t say any­thing for the long­est time. Then, he kissed me. He kissed me for a long time, and when he stopped, and looked at me, he said I didn’t know all of his prob­lems ei­ther, and that he would try and un­der­stand the times I didn’t want to jump up and down with joy. Some­thing like that. Then he said that he felt we be­longed to­gether, at least right now he felt that.

Things were strange for the rest of the night. Not bad strange, just dif­fer­ent from the way Bobby and I usu­ally were to­gether. We made out for hours, and then, and I say this with all hon­esty, we made love.

No games, no con­trol, no ego, no bad thoughts or thoughts about any­thing ex­cept what was hap­pen­ing. It was amaz­ing. Both of us agreed.

I knew I loved Bobby at that mo­ment, and I know I love him now. I just won­der if I can let my­self feel any of these won­der­ful, pure feel­ings with­out get­ting my­self in trou­ble with BOB.

Why do I al­ways, al­ways have to sec­ond-guess my life and my feel­ings? Why can’t I just love him, fight with him, kiss him, etc., with­out wor­ry­ing that I’ll die be­cause of it?

Why do other girls get to have happy lives? Why can’t I just tell him the truth?

YOU DON’T KNOW THE TRUTH.

You’re here.

SMART GIRL.

What do you want?

JUST CHECK­ING IN.

Fine. I’m here. You checked in. Now go.

I SAW YOUR LIGHT ON SIX NIGHTS IN A ROW.

So did any­one who walked down the street.

LAURA PALMER . . . BE NICE.

You never taught me that.

NICE. DEF­I­NI­TION: DON’T BE RUDE.

I’m to the point where I don’t care any­more, BOB. Do what­ever you need to do.

I DON’T NEED ANY­THING.

How nice for you. Now get out of my head!

I WANT THINGS.

I can’t hear you.

WE BOTH KNOW YOU CAN.

Di­ary, I am here alone in my room alone. I have had a very nice day, and now I am sit­ting in bed, on top of the cov­ers, writ­ing to you. I know that I can con­trol this. I know I can SEE BOB BE­CAUSE HE IS REAL. A REAL THREAT. TO YOU, LAURA PALMER. TO EV­ERY­ONE AROUND YOU. BE NICE. BE GLAD TO SEE ME.

Never!

YOU ONLY MAKE THINGS WORSE THIS WAY.

That’s im­pos­si­ble! Get the fuck out of my head!

I LIKE IT HERE. MIGHT STAY AWHILE.

Fine.

BE NICE.

Nice? Gee, BOB, is that you? How won­der­ful of you to drop into my head. The door is al­ways open, you know. Why don’t you and I go for a walk in the woods, BOB. C’mon. Let’s take a walk. You can pick the day’s game. What will it be . . . sex?

NO. YOU’RE DIRTY.

You are wrong.

TRY AGAIN, LAURA PALMER.

You aren’t worth it.

I HAVE A MES­SAGE.

A mes­sage from . . . ?

A DEAD MAN.

I’m in­sane! You are not real! It’s sim­ple. I need to get to a doc­tor be­cause I am cre­at­ing this. I am in charge. Calm down. I have to calm down.

MES­SAGE: A SEAT IS BE­ING SAVED FOR YOU . . . LAURA PALMER.

Stop!

BACK SOON.

See? You are in my head. No one be­sides you knew the de­tails of my dream of death. Not even Bobby.

BOB is not real.

Laura


Jan­u­ary 7, 1988

In the Eyes of the Vis­i­tor

I am some­thing con­stant

An an­i­mal of prey

No mat­ter how many times

I am at­tacked

Sent home to the nest

Bleed­ing

I stay.

I am the great­est of fools.

A de­fect in the cy­cle of life.

No crea­ture with any

Re­spect

For life

For it­self

For its en­emy

Stands again and again

In the en­emy’s path.

I stay.

I have no re­spect

Left

For the en­emy

For the nest

For the tree

For the prey.

I wait

With­out choice

I chal­lenge his threat

To take this baby

And hand it to Death.


Jan­u­ary 20, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I have some good news.

I spent the af­ter­noon with Johnny to­day. He was in es­pe­cially good spir­its and I de­cided that the day was too crisp and beau­ti­ful for ei­ther of us to stay in­side.

Out to the front lawn we went. The lawn is a great ex­panse of green grass and flow­ers tended year-round by a staff of men and women with green thumbs, fin­gers, and the rest. It is the per­fect place to spend a Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon. I usu­ally see Johnny on Mon­days, Wednes­days, and Fri­days, but ap­par­ently a spe­cial­ist came to see him yes­ter­day, and Ben­jamin asked if I would mind com­ing to­day in­stead.

Be­tween you and me, Di­ary, to­day was much bet­ter for me. Yes­ter­day, for the sec­ond time ever, I ditched school. I spent the whole day go­ing through my bed­room, re­or­ga­niz­ing things. Mom and Dad were gone all day un­til six P.M. at some con­ven­tion.

I re­ar­ranged my fur­ni­ture a bit and bought a lock for my bed­room door. It was easy to in­stall be­cause it was only a chain lock. A few screws later and I had pri­vacy. If only ev­ery­thing were that sim­ple. I didn’t ask Mom or Dad if the idea both­ered them, so I chose the chain, fig­ur­ing they will think I only want the room locked when I am there. This is not the case, but for now, un­til I can think of a rea­son that the two of them would ap­prove of, and not ques­tion . . . this is it.

I went through some of the more re­cent Flesh­world Mag­a­zines and found that this is the time to sub­mit a fan­tasy of mine. There is a con­test go­ing on for one month only, “Fan­tasy of the Month.” The win­ner re­ceives $200. Anonymity is al­lowed, al­though a mail­ing ad­dress is nec­es­sary. My safety de­posit box al­lows me six weeks free use of a P.O. box. I’ll get over there later to­day and take care of it, I guess. No harm in en­ter­ing as long as I use a dif­fer­ent name.

To­day, I needed a fresh start. My time with Johnny was won­der­ful, and dare I say, al­most spir­i­tual. We were ly­ing face to face on our stom­achs while he re­quested that I tell him story af­ter story.

The mo­ment I would fin­ish one, he would ap­plaud and say, “Story!”

He didn’t want to be read to. He wanted non­fic­tion. Life ex­pe­ri­ences. All that went through my head at first was, this is im­pos­si­ble. I can’t tell him any of my sto­ries! But even­tu­ally I re­al­ized that not only did I have some suit­able sto­ries, but that I was be­ing far too for­get­ful of Johnny’s men­tal level. I could have re­cited the gro­cery list, with in­to­na­tions like those of sto­ry­telling, and he would have stood up to cheer. He wanted to feel in­cluded in a face-to-face dis­cus­sion, some in­ter­ac­tion. Spo­ken to rather than spo­ken about.

I was able to stop pity­ing my­self and to re­call some of the hap­pi­est times in my life, as well as some of the most sad. Each story helped me as much as it did Johnny. I had a chance to re­al­ize how far away I had kept hap­pi­ness, and how much I missed it.

As you can imag­ine, I ba­si­cally took full ad­van­tage of the chance to just bab­ble on to some­one, story or no story, un­in­ter­rupted. No ques­tions, no com­ments, no judg­ments on who I was or where I’d be go­ing, once dead. Johnny is sim­ply the best lis­tener around.

I felt very re­freshed and even en­ter­tained, thanks to Johnny’s in­no­cent mimicry of faces in con­ver­sa­tion. He was al­ways nod­ding as if he un­der­stood. . . . Smil­ing when I would, and at the men­tion of the words “the end,” he would put all his en­ergy into ap­plaud­ing me.

At about two-thirty, Mrs. Horne, who I was sur­prised to see with­out shop­ping bags un­der each arm, and a plane ticket in her mouth, called the two of us in for lunch. When I looked at my watch, I was shocked to see that al­most three and a half hours had gone by.

Be­fore I could get up, Johnny took hold of my hands and smiled one of his big­gest smiles ever. He closed his eyes, re­opened them and said his very first sen­tence! He said, “I love you, Laura.”

I could go on and on about how won­der­ful that was, both as an in­cred­i­ble leap for him, as well as for me. It was the high­est com­pli­ment I have ever been given.

Af­ter lunch I left to open my P.O. box. I’m go­ing to have to think care­fully about this fan­tasy. Per­haps I shouldn’t write it here, in your pages, be­cause un­less it is printed, it didn’t re­ally hap­pen to me. Did it?

More soon. Laura


Feb­ru­ary 1, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I’ve been go­ing over and over my sex­ual ex­pe­ri­ences and have de­cided that it is im­por­tant to look at at least the ini­tials of each per­son I have been with.

B.

B.B.

L.J.

R.P.

J.C.L.

T.T.R.

D.M.J.

C.D.M.

M.R.M.

D.G.

G.N.

G.P.

D.L.

M.R.

M.F.

R.D.

T.T.O.

K.M.Y.

S.R.

A.N.

M.D.

J.H.

M.F.

C.S.

B.G.D.

L.D.

J.H. And sev­eral un­seen un­knowns—out by the cabin.

T.P.S.

M.T.

G.L.

J.S.

M.V.L.

C.S.

D.M.J.

A.W.N.

M.S.R.

D.D.

S.C.

H.P.

B.E.


Feb­ru­ary 9, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Some­thing very strange has hap­pened.

I snuck out of the house last night to go see Leo and Jacques at the cabin. Ron­nette was sup­posed to be there too, and I was pretty ex­cited about see­ing her. Be­sides, it had been ages since I could talk about things with a girl. Donna just wouldn’t un­der­stand all of this. I needed girl talk, badly.

I be­gan walk­ing, but then de­cided I was too im­pa­tient (a big mis­take), and so I headed to­ward High­way 21 in hopes of hitch­ing a ride the next mile or two to the cabin.

About fif­teen min­utes passed be­fore I saw a big rig, just like Leo’s, com­ing down the road. I stuck my thumbs out, and sure enough, the truck pulled over and the door opened. In­side the cab were four very drunk, very drugged-up truck­ers who, from what I could un­der­stand, had been in town drink­ing. One of them of­fered me a beer, and I took it. Not re­ally be­cause I wanted it, but be­cause I was sud­denly afraid of up­set­ting any of them.

I told them where I needed to be dropped off, and just be­fore my stop, I fin­ished the beer and be­gan peel­ing the la­bel off the bot­tle ner­vously. I re­al­ized we were not go­ing to stop.

I told the driver he was about to pass my “drop­ping point,” and he told me I should know bet­ter than to be hitch­hik­ing late at night with a body like mine, poured into my jeans and T-shirt the way it was.

I swear I was not “poured” into my clothes, Di­ary. My only mis­take was leav­ing the trail through the woods and head­ing out to the high­way alone. It was a big mis­take, but I . . . I wasn’t think­ing.

We drove up through the Twin Peaks to a seedy lit­tle mo­tel that I wasn’t even con­vinced was owned and open, due to its shabby ap­pear­ance. But need­less to say, these guys al­ready had two rooms and ba­si­cally car­ried me into the first. I caught the room num­ber, 207. In case I could call for help, I would know where I was. I wasn’t sure I’d get out of here in one piece.

All of them be­came in­cred­i­bly rowdy. They were scream­ing at the top of their lungs and shout­ing out vul­gar lan­guage. I thought for a mo­ment that if I could just stand up with­out any­one’s notic­ing, I could out­run any of these drunk jerk-offs. I was as care­ful as I could be, but the mo­ment I tried to stand, three of the four guys were on me.

“Where are you goin’, baby?”

“Hey, why don’t you and I go into the next room and do a lit­tle pri­vate danc­ing?” He was the ugli­est of all of them.

I knew that if I didn’t do some­thing soon, some­thing to ma­nip­u­late the sit­u­a­tion my way, they would be­come vi­o­lent and most likely rape me. I re­al­ized that I might never come out of it alive. I was hor­ri­fied.

I forced a smile. “Lis­ten . . . all of you.”

One of the guys looked at me like I was out of my mind to be tak­ing such “lib­er­ties.” He was in­ter­ested, though, in what I was go­ing to say, be­cause he got all of them to shut up and gather around the chair I was in.

I squeezed yet an­other false smile out of my face and went on, “Lis­ten, if you all want to play tonight . . . and you know what I mean . . . then let’s do it right, okay?”

One of the guys, the one with tat­toos ev­ery­where, stepped up to the chair, and kicked the hell out of it. Five or six times. I tried not to look as mor­ti­fied as I was. He bent down, greasy hair in his face, his breath like garbage. “You bet­ter watch your mouth, lit­tle hitch­hiker, ‘cause where I’m from, a hole like you would never dare tell a man that he ain’t doin’ a job that beats all other jobs.”

“I didn’t mean to im­ply that you weren’t ex­pe­ri­enced. I can tell that you are, just by watch­ing you move.” God, they were all so aw­ful. My tongue was shak­ing in my mouth, ner­vous and ly­ing. I was so stupid!

An­other of the guys, the youngest, and the only one with any con­cern for me at all, sug­gested they hear what I had to say.

I slid my­self back to an up­right po­si­tion in the chair and looked at all of them, care­fully. I thought, just go for it. It’s ei­ther go­ing to work or they’re prob­a­bly go­ing to rape and kill you. You can’t let peo­ple like this take your life. Just make it up as you go along, Laura.

“Okay, I am not op­posed to drink­ing, drugs, or sex, all in mea­sured doses. I am not op­posed to get­ting a lit­tle kinky, get­ting moth­erly, or be­com­ing a lit­tle girl . . . more of a lit­tle girl, nor am I op­posed to my per­form­ing a solo show, for ev­ery­one.”

There were belches and nod­ding heads. Eight big eyes, grow­ing wider.

“I think all of you will like my show very much. . . . I’ll even in­vent some new things for you, new touches . . . and if any­thing should come to you, about what you want to see me do, you come over and whis­per in my ear. I’ll play games.

“But here’s the deal: I get a ride back to town, and I walk out of here the same way I walked in. No vi­o­lence.”

One of the guys de­cided he was too ma­cho for this and said, “I’ll slap you right up­side the head if I get the urge, bitch.”

I gath­ered my nerves enough to lean to­ward him and ap­pear con­fi­dent. “If you get the urge to slap me, as you said, right up­side the head, I haven’t done my . . . job.” I swal­lowed hard. “You can call me bitch and what­ever else, but let’s just try and get along . . . okay?”

It took me an­other forty min­utes af­ter they agreed to my show to get them to stop with all of the at­ti­tude and the yelling. Fi­nally, I of­fered each a Val­ium in his beer and told them to sit on the couch, drink the beer, and I would start.

I have never been so fright­ened, ever. For­get night­mares, for­get near-misses with a speed­ing car on a wet road, for­get BOB even, sim­ply be­cause, in com­par­i­son to this, it was four to one. And each of them was big enough to eat my en­tire body as a snack be­fore lunch.

All of them sat on the couch, ex­cept one, who I told to watch the door so that no one would think I was plan­ning an es­cape. I pulled a chair around to the mid­dle of the room. A wooden chair, nice high back . . . al­most too per­fect. I took a few steps to each side of the room and switched off the lights.

Slowly I be­gan to un­dress, and each time I re­moved a piece of cloth­ing, I mem­o­rized where I had “tossed it” so (if they did pass out like I planned) I would be able to dress quickly and get out.

I be­gan to talk to my­self. I imag­ined be­ing stoned so that I could re­lax. I was so damned afraid that some­one was go­ing to jump up and say, “You’re his­tory, baby,” but no one did.

I slowly be­gan the rou­tine of the “lit­tle girl lost in the woods” . . . a fa­vorite of Leo’s and Jacques’s be­cause I can be­come “Mommy” so fast.

I prayed that I could keep them in­trigued long enough to watch their eye­lids get heavy. I went to the man at the door, prob­a­bly the mean­est one, and I lifted his hand, which was sur­pris­ingly re­laxed, onto my chest, and I talked to him softly.

It was a good fif­teen min­utes that he was touch­ing me and re­ally get­ting into talk­ing back with me and I could feel him giv­ing in, just like Jacques. One of the oth­ers got self­ish and said, “Hey, what about over here!”

“Don’t you worry, boys, I don’t get tired. I never get bored, and it would be im­pos­si­ble to for­get who’s in this room.” I had to keep all of them happy. I swung the chair around and asked the man with me to kneel down. I told him softly so that it would not ap­pear as a threat, and be­gan to dance. I went all around the room . . . and paid at­ten­tion to each of them . . . ad­mir­ing them, any­thing about them . . . ly­ing . . . (None of them were pass­ing out!)

Fi­nally I made it back to the chair. Next be­gan the hottest part of the whole piece . . . a very rowdy, raunchy sit-and-spin rou­tine dur­ing which all of them leaned for­ward and looked closely at me as I played. I con­tin­ued this and elab­o­rated on it . . . ex­tended it.

I did all I could think of to get them phys­i­cally and emo­tion­ally in­tox­i­cated. Ev­ery­one was look­ing tired, but they were still man­ag­ing to clap and whis­tle.

To be brief, this went on un­til three of the four guys passed out, and I was left with one. A big, round dude with a three-day beard, and saggy eyes. He told me I mes­mer­ized him.

He asked if I wanted to go into the other room. He said he had the key. I came up close and asked, “What about the truck? Can we do it there?”

“Sure, it’s your back, baby.”

So I grabbed what I could of my cloth­ing, mi­nus the socks and bra, and ven­tured out into the night, try­ing to think of a way to get out of this place . . . as soon as pos­si­ble. I needed to get out. Get high. Get home.

As soon as I was able, I sat in the driver’s seat and called him over with my pursed lips. He slid across the vinyl seats fast. He buried him­self deep in my chest, and I thought, okay, Laura, find the bot­tle with your hand . . . there! Don’t move too quickly, dis­tract him, and SMASH!

I whacked the guy over the head with the bot­tle and drew blood. He was bleed­ing all over. I jumped out of the truck and be­gan run­ning, half naked . . . so what! I wanted to get away from them, be­fore they re­al­ized what I had done.

I went to Jacques’s cabin, hop­ing he and Leo would be there, still with Ron­nette.

When I got there, I was pretty hag­gard, pretty emo­tion­ally beaten. I burst into tears and fell to my knees on the floor. Ron­nette came to me and helped get me to the couch. I couldn’t stop cry­ing! I was even ashamed that I was able to get my­self out of it the way that I did. . . . I felt like the dirt­i­est per­son ever! BOB was right, he was so right!

I grabbed ahold of Ron­nette’s arm, and I heard her say, “There’s blood all over her, let’s get her cleaned up. She’s only go­ing to stay up­set with blood all over her body.”

The next thing I re­mem­ber was wak­ing up in my own bed, with a note clenched in my fist.

Dear Laura—

We tried to calm you down as much as pos­si­ble, but you were hys­ter­i­cal . . . and just kept ask­ing to go home. I don’t think any­one heard us com­ing in, but if you get caught, tell them what hap­pened.

Ev­ery­thing is okay now. I know you were scared. . . . Maybe we can see each other in a cou­ple of days and talk or some­thing, okay?

Ron­nette

So there’s my night. You would think I’d learn, but I guess I just can’t for some rea­son.

I’ve even had thoughts since wak­ing up this morn­ing about how I could have done a bet­ter show for those creeps! My brain ac­tu­ally goes over it again and again, like a skip in a record, ex­cept that I’m mak­ing it bet­ter, more re­laxed. . . . I say smarter things. I ac­tu­ally find my­self think­ing of go­ing and look­ing for them!

I must be go­ing crazy . . . these thoughts are all wrong! I am all wrong!

Speak to you later, Laura


March 4, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I spent yes­ter­day with Donna, and I re­al­ized that we have noth­ing to say to each other any­more. Sure, we chat, and she talks, but the whole time I was there, all I could think of was get­ting out of her house. I could feel the pure, per­fect lit­tle walls clos­ing in on me.

She ac­tu­ally took me to her room and closed the door, to whis­per that she and Mike are go­ing all the way soon. They’re plan­ning the whole event . . . Thurs­day night . . . ? I don’t re­mem­ber.

So she tells me this and I’m sup­posed to say, “Wow, Donna, are you sure you want to do that?”

So, I guess Donna is get­ting it pretty good from Bobby’s best buddy, Mike. Re­mem­ber him? The chew­ing-gum com­mer­cial? All I can say is that I hope he’s good to Donna. I’ve al­ways thought he was an ass­hole . . . but I don’t have to fuck him, right?

Have fun, Donna.

Laura


March 10, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I was just sit­ting here in my room, think­ing about Bobby. Maybe I shouldn’t have told him what hap­pened with the truck­ers, be­cause he hasn’t talked to me since then. I told him the truth, just the way he and I talked about on New Year’s Eve. We wanted to be hon­est . . . we said we were in love . . . I only did what I did to get out alive.

Ben­jamin Horne just called. Mom yelled up the stair­way that it was for me, and that it was Ben­jamin Horne. My first ques­tion, be­fore even a “Hello,” was, “Is Johnny, okay? What is it?”

He said that I should sit down for a minute. I knew Dad was home, Mom was home . . . Johnny’s all right . . . “What is it?”

He said that Troy had been found this morn­ing on the tracks up by the bor­der. His leg was bro­ken, and three of his shoes had come off . . . not to men­tion the fact that he was com­pletely mal­nour­ished. He hadn’t been able to find food. Ben­jamin said he was sure it was Troy be­cause of the Bro­ken Cir­cle brand on him.

Ben­jamin said that he watched the bor­der po­lice shoot him. Twice to the head. He said it ap­peared that some­one had let him out. He promised me over the phone that he would find this aw­ful per­son and make cer­tain they knew what they had done to a beau­ti­ful young horse.

I hung up.

I looked around, and ev­ery­thing went gray, black, gray, black. . . . I am so bad. Ev­ery­where I turn some­thing tells me I am an evil, wrong, bad per­son. . . . How could I have done such a thing to Troy?

If I weren’t so fucked up and hor­ri­ble, I could have gone out, right this minute, and rid­den him. Taken the both of us off into the fields where we could have sur­vived to­gether, some­how.

I can­not be­lieve what is hap­pen­ing to me and my life! How can one day be so un­be­liev­ably pre­cious, and an­other a night­mare . . . a dark dream that makes me dream of dy­ing . . . right this very minute.

L


April 7, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Not only do I love my job at the per­fume counter, but I adore work­ing with some­one as cool as Ron­nette. She al­ways un­der­stands when I’m de­pressed and doesn’t get down on me for it.

Bobby is speak­ing to me again and we date fairly reg­u­lar—maybe twice a week; at the most, or an av­er­age of, let’s say five times a month. But used to see each other ev­ery day. Now in school we hardly hang out to­gether. The funny thing is we were voted “best cou­ple” this se­mes­ter by the stu­dent body.

I think we care for each other very much, but we have be­come ob­jects of con­ve­nience and com­fort to one an­other—with­out the love and at­ten­tive­ness there used to be. We get high to­gether a lot—mostly over at Leo’s, or out by the Pearl Lakes.

The times that we get high at Leo’s, es­pe­cially lately, Bobby pays more at­ten­tion to Shel­ley than he does to Leo or me.

I fig­ure they’ll have an af­fair . . . if they aren’t al­ready se­cretly in­volved. I told Leo this the other night, which was a def­i­nite mis­take on my part. I wish I could al­ways blame the stupid things that come out of my mouth on the coke that goes up my nose, but no such luck. I had to beg him to calm down. I’ve never seen such vi­o­lence come up so sud­denly.

I don’t doubt for a mo­ment that Leo has a bad tem­per, but it was how much rage he felt in so lit­tle time that con­cerned me. Per­son­ally, I hope Bobby and Shel­ley are hav­ing a re­la­tion­ship. . . . I don’t like the idea of be­ing alone, at all, but worse things could hap­pen, and I think Bobby and Shel­ley are good for each other. Dare I say that Leo John­son and Laura Palmer are cut from the same cloth . . . ? What­ever, ei­ther way, my point is that Leo and I sleep to­gether more of­ten than Bobby and I do, and I know it is the same for Leo and Shel­ley.

Why do we pick up the peo­ple we do? Avoid­ing lone­li­ness at al­most any cost . . . pick­ing a mate by his work sched­ule, his pay­check, or his abil­i­ties in the bed­room are good rea­sons, if you are for­tu­nate enough to find a guy like that who is a nice guy as well.

Bobby seemed right for me. He was there. He was cute, pop­u­lar, good fam­ily back­ground . . . and he swore his love to me again and again un­til he fi­nally re­al­ized that I can­not love any­thing right now. Fall­ing in love is like hold­ing a white flag out to your en­e­mies and say­ing, “We give up, we’re in love, love is sur­ren­der.”

I can’t do that un­til I know for cer­tain that BOB is re­ally dead. Un­til there is a corpse that I can kick as many times as I please. God, I hope that day comes soon.

Laura


April 10, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I went to Horne’s De­part­ment Store to­day for my in­tro­duc­tory meet­ing, even though I’ve been there over a month. I guess I ex­pected to learn more than I al­ready know.

Mr. Bat­tis, the store’s man­ager, re­minds me of a large fruit—some­thing slowly rot­ting. . . . What is he do­ing here and when will he leave? Poor guy.

Mr. Bat­tis feels so guilty about screw­ing the boss’s “friends” that he never leaves the area around the per­fume counter. I feel like he’s spy­ing on me—a con­stant pest who won’t al­low me a bul­let blast or a pat on Ron­nette’s ass.

I re­mem­ber feel­ing in­tim­i­dated by Ben­jamin’s of­fice that day—the size of the room, the num­ber of phone lines blink­ing con­stantly, his view, the size of his couch, and . . . aha . . .

Ben­jamin said to me that day, “Some­one from per­son­nel will be call­ing you at home, Laura, to set up an in­tro­duc­tory meet­ing some­time soon.”

No such luck: Mr. Bat­tis is some­what ro­tund and older, less dis­tin­guished than I had imag­ined and far less in­ter­est­ing to be around. Ei­ther way, I have to tell him some­time quite soon that he’s more an­noy­ing to ev­ery­one down here than he is help­ful, and that I per­son­ally am tired of pre­tend­ing to smile at his ridicu­lous face and bor­ing sense of hu­mor.

I’m sure I sound like a bitch, but hey, I’ve earned it. I work hard and some­times things get to be too much for me.

I’m tak­ing my break: BE BACK IN FIF­TEEN MIN­UTES. I need a cig­a­rette and a line.

I’m back. Just as I was ex­it­ing the ladies’ bath­room, I saw Donna ap­proach­ing my counter. Damn, just as I was feel­ing bet­ter, too.

She came up and started jab­ber­ing away about her trip out of town next week to check out col­leges, and how she was go­ing to miss Mike so much, and, “How much does this lit­tle bot­tle here cost?”

I was happy to see her, but not happy at the same time. It up­set me that she was so happy with Mike, not that I wanted him to mis­treat her, but deep down I wanted to know that she liked me more, or needed my com­pany more than his. I re­al­ize when I see it writ­ten here how self­ish I am, es­pe­cially when I’ve stopped call­ing her. We’re not re­ally even friends any­more.

We’re like ev­ery­one else, I guess. We prom­ise that some­thing is for­ever, when it is re­ally only as long as it takes for us to tire of it.

When she walked away, and out the door, it was like she was leav­ing for­ever.

Laura


April 21, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Ron­nette just called from work to say that, even though it’s my day off, as­sis­tance isn’t com­ing un­til evening, and she needs a lot of help at the counter . . . would I mind com­ing in?

In other words, tell ev­ery­one at home that you’re work­ing late: There’s a pri­vate party with Leo and Jacques at the cabin in the woods.

Ron­nette and I made up codes for things and spe­cific places.

“I need your as­sis­tance, right away!” means “I need a hit of coke, have any?” or “As­sis­tance is needed at the counter, now!” means “Coke is not at the cabin, bring what you’ve got.”

So, Ron­nette and I drove up there, and on the way I tried to con­vince her that she would never be rec­og­nized, never touched, and in­cred­i­bly rich if she did “it” with me. By “it” I meant send pho­tos of her­self to Flesh­world. I told her to make a lit­tle ad, say­ing you’ll send naughty tapes, panties, and pic­tures for a sim­ple fee . . . etc., etc. Get a safety-de­posit box, and make up a name with a false his­tory—we could even have Jacques take the pho­tos tonight.

We had been drink­ing at the cabin for a cou­ple of hours when I told Jacques that I wanted some Po­laroids taken of me.

The red win­dow cur­tains were a large enough back­drop, and the color was just sleazy enough so that if I posed the right way, I’d sell a mil­lion copies.

Jacques and Leo were both ex­cited by what I was do­ing. I’ve found a new way to se­duce them.

Ron­nette saw me in ac­tion and de­cided per­haps it was a good idea af­ter all.

Soon, Laura


July 22, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Happy sweet six­teen to me. . . .

Ev­ery­thing feels like a dream, a bad, very sad dream, about a lit­tle girl who all her life had a dream of her life at sweet six­teen.

God, Di­ary, I had such beau­ti­ful im­ages of the boy who would love me, and never leave my side. Of how my girl­friends and I would drive my new car to the beach, strip down to our biki­nis, and jump into the wa­ter. I would have the per­fect body, the per­fect skin, the per­fect fam­ily and home—a straight-A stu­dent who is help­ful and earns her own money.

I wanted my own pony, a cat, and maybe a dog. Donna Hay­ward would be right by my side, wear­ing a lacy white dress, and our boyfriends would pick us up at the front door. Our par­ents loved them be­cause we had the per­fect par­ents.

All of the above were the mak­ing of my dreams un­til my night­mare ar­rived. Not, cer­tainly, that I thought I would have all of these “pic­ture per­fect” mo­ments in my life, but I still had dreams, hope that any­thing was pos­si­ble.

I can­not tell you how spe­cial and valu­able a day­dream is. . . . I didn’t miss it un­til it was gone. With­out it I be­came cold, para­noid, un­friendly, and open to all sorts of hor­ri­ble things.

Most of the truth you al­ready know. Sweet six­teen is not what I thought it would be.

Bobby Briggs and I de­cided we would take a bit of a breather from one an­other—I think he is hav­ing a lit­tle af­fair with Shel­ley—no mat­ter. I can’t love Bobby the way he de­serves to be loved, and it kills me in­side to ad­mit that.

I am not side by side with Donna Hay­ward. Some­thing has hap­pened to us, we grew up, to­gether, but then I sud­denly grew apart from her . . . cer­tain events aged me, made me bit­ter.

I see that I wrongly be­lieved her a fool be­cause she had not been made bit­ter—no one came late at night from the woods to re­as­sure her there is no hope. No. That was my life.

I do not have a brand-new car. My par­ents lend me theirs. Why should I have one, in the town of Twin Peaks—there isn’t re­ally much need.

I try to work hard, but I must do more. I must work harder to re­deem all my evil do­ings . . . my co­caine binges, all day, all night, for months. I’m an ad­dict, and I forced Bobby to sell drugs, by threat­en­ing to leave him if he didn’t. I know now that he would never take me back. I don’t de­serve him any­way. The tough, hand­some ex­te­rior with a heart of gold . . . my fan­tasy man. I have to quit the coke.

And the sex! More than a girl my age should know. Much more. Sex that grows darker and darker—be­comes an act of vengeance, rather than love.

I love to sleep with women some­times be­cause I know ex­actly how to please them and it gives me so much con­trol!

I long for such strength all of the time, which again ex­plains the co­caine. I of­ten fear that all of my ac­tions will send me to hell.

I had a pony. A beau­ti­ful one. Troy. His mane, a rich cin­na­mon color. Once again I blame my­self . . . al­though there may be cir­cum­stances in my life that led me to be­lieve what I did was right. It doesn’t count. I led him out, caught up in my own dream of free­dom. I whipped his ass, hard. I watched him take off . . . and I be­lieve he looked back once, but I turned away. Some­how I al­ready sensed what would hap­pen to him be­cause of me.

He was found, un­fed, un­shod, with a bro­ken leg on the tracks by the bor­der. Ben­jamin Horne watched him silently ac­cept two bul­lets into his skull.

I have be­come a thief like the vis­i­tor BOB is. Steal­ing pride and hope, con­fi­dence . . .

My cat . . . I won’t go into. It is sad enough just to think about.

I have to go.

More later, Laura


July 22, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

Enough of the past, and how I go on and on about the faults of the present.

I have some news that comes to me like a slap across the face. I am preg­nant. Seven and a half weeks preg­nant. No one knows but you, and the women at the clinic (I bor­rowed the car to­day to go see a doc­tor and be sure). I’m sure. I have so many voices in my head right now. . . .

I haven’t done a line of coke since last night—it seems like for­ever. I wish all of my life were a dream. One grand, strange dream with many re­al­is­tic plot lines and re­la­tion­ships, but uh, uh. This can’t be the life of Laura Palmer . . . I try so hard to do well! Why?

I have no idea whose baby this is! I can­not cry any longer to­day be­cause it is my six­teenth birth­day, and ev­ery­one will want to know why it is that I am so up­set. I am not go­ing to tell any­one.

Laura


Au­gust 2, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

It has been an en­tire week since BOB has come to see me. I am so numb that it ac­tu­ally oc­curred to me the other day that I wished he would come and cut me the way he used to. Take some of this con­stant think­ing again and again away, by sim­ply bleed­ing it out of me. Of course, he would not dare show up if I wanted him to. 
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I think of death these days as a com­pan­ion I long to meet.

Good­bye, Laura
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LIT­TLE BITCH.

Are you there, Bob?

AL­WAYS.

Why don’t you just come take me now, take my life . . . now.

TOO EASY.

That’s bull­shit! I’m go­ing in­sane! I can’t live any­more like this! Ei­ther get out of my fuck­ing head right now, get out of my life, out of my home, out of my dreams . . . or kill me!

YOU TAKE ALL OF THE FUN OUT OF IT.

So I was right from the be­gin­ning. It has al­ways been your goal to kill me.

SOME­TIMES, LIFE IS ABOUT WHAT HAP­PENS BE­FORE DEATH. I WANTED TO SEE WHAT COULD BE DONE.

I’m an ex­per­i­ment.

YES. YOU SAID THAT ONCE BE­FORE.

I’ve never had a chance . . .

SURE YOU HAVE.

I don’t be­lieve you.

NO­BODY DOES. THAT IS WHY YOU ARE . . . FALL­ING.

Fall­ing . . . ?

INTO DARK­NESS. NICE, ISN’T IT?

No.

NO?

I told you! I hate this! I hate my­self, and ev­ery­thing around me! THAT’S TOO BAD.

Are you real, Bob?

TO YOU, I AM THE ONLY RE­AL­ITY THERE IS.

But . . .

YOU KEEP COM­ING BACK. YOU AL­WAYS SAY YOU’RE GO­ING TO STOP DO­ING BAD THINGS . . . YOU NEVER STOP.

When you first came to me, I was not do­ing bad things! I was a baby girl! I was noth­ing . . . I was all good­ness . . . I was happy!

IN­COR­RECT.

I could talk to you for­ever and never learn a thing.

SOME­ONE OF WIS­DOM IS AL­WAYS MORE DIF­FI­CULT TO COM­MU­NI­CATE WITH. THIS IS THE FIRE YOU MUST WALK THROUGH.

I don’t want to hear about fire.

THEN YOU DON’T WANT THE AN­SWER.

Who are you . . . re­ally?

I AM WHAT YOU FEAR I COULD BE.

Enough. I un­der­stand. It’s enough. I have to go. Go away now. Please. Just . . . leave.

HAPPY LAST DAYS, LAURA’S BABY.

I have gone in­sane. I won’t be talk­ing with you for a while.

L


Au­gust 10, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

It is dif­fi­cult to de­scribe with­out sound­ing self-pity­ing, al­though this is only half the truth. It was over in only a few mo­ments, and yet I heard all sorts of sounds, worlds go­ing by . . . life spin­ning on its heels and run­ning away.

The doc­tor came in, his large hands al­ready wrapped in rub­ber gloves, and his eyes as ster­ile as the room and uten­sils used there.

He shook my hand. The rub­ber glove re­minded me of some­thing, was it BOB?

The last few mo­ments with the baby were the hard­est I’ve ever been through. What kind of de­ci­sion was I mak­ing? Whose baby was it?

The doc­tor swung his arms up into the air and said, “Damn sleeves.” He pushed his sleeves up and went to work.

Ma­chines be­gan to whir. The nurse in the room took hold of my hand. She smiled, and the doc­tor leaned be­tween my spread legs and hov­ered there for a mo­ment; he looked down at me and said, “There will be some dis­com­fort.”

And so I closed my eyes and took hold of the nurse’s hand. I wished that who­ever this child was would come back when the time is right.

When there is a mar­riage. A union that you were born of, not re­spon­si­ble for. You, child, should be a gift to those who are ready, not a bur­den like so many oth­ers be­fore you. Come back, child, when I am no longer a child my­self.

Laura


Au­gust 10, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I cried all the way back from the clinic and thought of all the things that had hap­pened to me, or that I had let hap­pen to me, within the past few months. I wish Maddy could have been here with me. I al­most called to ask her if she would come, but de­cided not to.

My only real sense of grat­i­fi­ca­tion came from the fact that as of to­day, one A.M., I am nine­teen days sober. No coke.

It has been much harder than I ever thought it would be. Some­times sim­ply out of habit I’ll check the bed­post for any re­main­ing film on the para­pher­na­lia I still keep in the space there.

By the way, I for­got to tell you Norma called me a cou­ple of days ago, and we’re meet­ing to­mor­row to dis­cuss my idea for help­ing the el­derly of Twin Peaks. I hope it all works out be­cause this could be ben­e­fi­cial to the town as well as my so­bri­ety.

Once I got home I re­al­ized how much pain I was in. I didn’t think I would even make it up the stairs to my room. Mom caught up to me in­stantly and said, “So, how’d it go!”

“The in­ter­view was just fine, Mom.”

I gripped the ban­is­ter tightly and told her I was head­ing to bed early. I could feel her watch­ing me as I went up, step by step.

Just as I was at the top of the stair­case Mom called up to me and said that I had had a phone call from cousin Maddy. I stood there in awe. Maddy had heard my call­ing to her.

In that same mo­ment I was aware of Mom’s stare—pure jeal­ousy at my back.

I’ve got to rest.

Laura


Au­gust 16, 1988

3:15 A.M.

Dear Di­ary,

It has been some time now since the two of us have met this late at night.

So­bri­ety is a bitch. I’ve never been more para­noid than I have been these past few days. I feel like I’ve lost all of my friends be­cause I’m sober.

Ron­nette and I don’t talk the way we used to, es­pe­cially at work, and I am not no­ti­fied of par­ties tak­ing place up at the cabin any­more.

Bobby never re­ally calls. I call him! How weird is that! He seems to be fine with­out me, which makes me feel like ev­ery­one will no­tice that and stop deal­ing with me al­to­gether. I won­der, am I the bad in­flu­ence BOB al­ways tells me I am?

Does my so­bri­ety mean I will end up to­tally alone? Even my new friend Harold Smith 
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Au­gust 20, 1988

5:20 A.M.

Dear Di­ary,

It is very dark in my room right now, and I am only writ­ing to you by the glow of the night-light.

I do not want any­one to see me awake. I feel so scared.

I just had a night­mare and now I’m sweat­ing like crazy and can hardly breathe. In the dream ev­ery­one in the world was tak­ing drugs, but I had stopped. I don’t know why . . . maybe it made me feel bet­ter. I think I thought it was the right thing to do.

As soon as I’d stopped, I be­came in­vis­i­ble. I broke up into empty space and floated around Twin Peaks . . . through school. . . . No one no­ticed me, no one! I ran into a class­room and saw Donna. I walked right up to her and screamed in her face, but she didn’t hear me. Bobby and Shel­ley were walk­ing to­ward me in the hall. They were speak­ing to each other and they walked right through me! When I turned to go af­ter them, I saw Leo and Jacques by the drink­ing foun­tain. Even they didn’t see me!

I couldn’t get any­one’s at­ten­tion or make them be­lieve that I mat­tered be­cause to them I didn’t. They couldn’t see me be­cause I was sober.

The whole dream seemed so real. I felt so alone.

When I looked up to check the light from the hall­way, there out­side the win­dow, look­ing in at me, laugh­ing (his sounds and laugh­ter muted by the glass), was BOB! Son of a bitch!

I saw his face across the room, high­lighted by the orangish glow of my night-light. Only a pane of glass sep­a­rated us. He kept laugh­ing and then low­ered him­self, slowly, out of the square that is my win­dow. I was un­able to rest un­til the sun rose and the win­dow held the light that does not al­low him to re­turn.

Love, Laura


Au­gust 20, 1988, later

Dear Di­ary,

Mr. Bat­tis had asked that I meet with him in his of­fice at five-thirty. At five-fif­teen I told Ron­nette that I should go, but I’d be back as soon as I could to help her un­load the new prod­ucts.

I was left alone in Bat­tis’s of­fice for sev­eral min­utes. I took a seat in the chair in front of his desk.

When Mr. Bat­tis walked in, he took a quick look at me and smiled. He liked me, I knew that, but now it was even more ob­vi­ous.

Mr. Bat­tis took two steps to­ward his win­dow and looked out be­tween the cur­tains.

“Some­thing tells me that you are in the mar­ket for a bet­ter job . . . ?”

“Yes.” I crossed my legs. “That’s true.”

Still look­ing out the win­dow, he said, “I be­lieve we have the job for you.”

“And what would that be, Mr. Bat­tis?” I said.

“A host­ess . . . with room to grow.”

“A host­ess . . . ?”

“Can you dance, Miss Palmer?”

“Amory, I can do a lot of things.”

“Then you can make a lot of money.”

Mr. Bat­tis told me to meet him here next Sat­ur­day and we (Ron­nette in­cluded) would go to a place across the bor­der called One-Eyed Jack’s.

I thanked him and left his of­fice. Walk­ing back to the per­fume counter, I made the de­ci­sion that so­bri­ety was not for me.

Ron­nette said she’d cover for me awhile. I took her bul­let back to the stor­age room. I took my hits, turned to leave, and there was BOB, crouched in the cor­ner, smil­ing vic­to­ri­ously.

New game, Laura


Au­gust 23, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I feel so much bet­ter with co­caine back in my life!

I’ve been mean­ing to tell you what be­came of my meet­ing with Norma. I had been think­ing about the very best way to help the el­derly who find it dif­fi­cult to leave the house.

I would de­liver meals to the el­derly peo­ple in the area who couldn’t get out for a hot meal. I told her the name of the pro­gram could be Meals on Wheels.

Norma loved the idea and said she would make a few calls to peo­ple at city hall and maybe the hos­pi­tal. We could find the best re­cip­i­ents that way, with­out do­ing much foot­work. Norma agreed to pro­vide the meals, two a day, four times a week. All prof­its to go fifty-fifty. I de­liver them to the door, and maybe I’ll re­gain some con­fi­dence. . . . Or am I con­fi­dent? Or am I so fucked up on coke that I can’t tell?

So, to­day, I came to pick up two meals at the diner.

I was help­ing Norma pull the meals from the oven when Josie Packard came in.

She and Norma had a quick talk, dur­ing which Josie be­came a bit up­set, emo­tional. Norma called me over and ex­plained that Josie was be­ing has­sled at the mill again about her Eng­lish. . . . I could tell she was em­bar­rassed by it.

I told her that I’d love to give her Eng­lish lessons if she’d like.

Norma gave me a smile and a pat on the shoul­der. Josie stepped for­ward and said, “I’d be more than happy to pay you for these ser­vices.”

I shook her hand and she said that her first avail­able day was next Mon­day evening . . . ? I told her that was fine. I would see her Mon­day.

I left the diner with the meals. I had to de­liver them and get up to Johnny Horne’s in forty-five min­utes.

I went to Mrs. Tremond’s apart­ment first. I left the tray at the front door along with the ap­pro­pri­ate note, and a re­quest for a house key of my own.

Harold Smith was my other de­liv­ery. As I think I told you, he’s an in­ter­est­ing man. Very hand­some. Ap­par­ently he was a botanist. For some rea­son he can’t re­mem­ber, he awoke one morn­ing to find him­self an ago­ra­pho­bic. He be­lieves death is just out­side the door, and that late at night it calls to him from out­side like a strange bird.

He in­vited me in but I was al­ready late so I told him I’d have to take a rain check.

I got up to the Hornes’ and they were all ready to leave. I told them to have a good time, that Johnny and I would be fine, not to worry.

I con­vinced Bobby to drop some coke off for me, and Johnny and I spent the evening read­ing his sto­ry­books and eat­ing ice cream.

More later, Laura 
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Au­gust 31, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I just reread yes­ter­day’s en­try and I sud­denly feel very em­bar­rassed about be­ing alive. The girl who re­ceived this di­ary on her twelfth birth­day has been dead for years, and I who took her place have done noth­ing but make a mock­ery of the dreams she once had. I’m six­teen years old, I’m a co­caine ad­dict, a pros­ti­tute who fucks her fa­ther’s em­ploy­ers, not to men­tion half the fuck­ing town, and the only dif­fer­ence from last week is that now I’m get­ting paid for it. My life is what­ever the other per­son in the room wants it to be.

There­fore, when I am alone, my life is noth­ing.

I dreamed last night that I was out­side Jacques’ cabin in the woods, and I was try­ing to find a way in­side. There was no front door, only a win­dow, iden­ti­cal to the one in my bed­room. I looked through the win­dow and saw Waldo fly­ing back and forth very, very slowly. It was as if he were mov­ing in slow mo­tion, but I could tell that he was pan­icked. He called out, “Laura, Laura,” as if in warn­ing. . . . And sud­denly BOB stepped into the square of the win­dow and grabbed Waldo in his hands. BOB turned to me smil­ing, and with one squeeze, crushed Waldo to death.

I backed away from the win­dow and ran from the house as fast as I could. No mat­ter where I turned the house was al­ways in front of me and each time I saw BOB he was closer to climb­ing out of the win­dow.

I fell to my knees. Ev­ery­thing went silent. I looked up and there, thirty feet in front of me, was a gi­gan­tic owl. As I look back now, I am still un­sure. “Was he a friend or an en­emy?”

We stood star­ing at each other for a long time. It felt as if he wanted to say some­thing, but he did not.

I awoke hop­ing that what the Log Lady said, “Owls are some­times big,” re­ferred to tonight and meant that some­thing good was go­ing to hap­pen to me. Now that I’m work­ing at One-Eyed Jack’s I could use a good omen. I will pay at­ten­tion to ev­ery­thing the way the Log Lady told me I should. I sus­pect that this will be the first of many things I will need to pay close at­ten­tion to.

Laura

P.S. I think that in or­der to en­sure my pri­vacy I will need to start a sec­ond di­ary, one that if found will give the in­truder “the Laura” that ev­ery­one thinks lives in­side of me.

I will have to spend time fill­ing its pages. I won­der if life is still some­thing I can make up.


No­vem­ber 13, 1988

Dear Di­ary,

I was up at the Hornes’ hav­ing a ses­sion with Johnny. One of his doc­tors, Dr. Lawrence Ja­coby, joined us to shoot a few rub­ber buf­falo.

I was im­me­di­ately aware of Lawrence’s at­trac­tion to me, not that that was the is­sue, but where his at­trac­tion came from was.

He had fallen in love with the “two Lauras,” the very rea­sons for which I wanted so des­per­ately to die. What I con­sid­ered a curse, he found en­tic­ing and hon­est. He did not mock my pain. He ac­cepted it.

So Dr. Ja­coby and I be­gan to meet se­cretly at his of­fice. He just lets me talk and I will some­times try to shock him with the de­tails of my darker self, yet he con­tin­ues to ac­cept them, ac­cept me, al­ways rec­og­niz­ing that the lighter part of me never wanted to do them in the first place. And so he for­gives me. I know this may sound very sick and mean, per­haps, but I am al­most con­sumed, at times, with ha­tred for him be­cause never has he turned to me and con­firmed my deep­est fears—that I am be­com­ing like BOB—bad.

Maybe it is the way he says it is: I have sim­ply for­got­ten how to be loved.

Laura


Jan­u­ary 13, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

I haven’t been writ­ing to you be­cause Dr. Ja­coby gave me a pretty hot-pink tape recorder for Christ­mas. He said that it might help me to talk into it. I send him the tapes af­ter I have lis­tened to them my­self. I find that even though I’m still very sad that lis­ten­ing to the tapes and all that they say helps me feel that the prob­lems spo­ken on them are not my own.

I would write more of­ten, but with all my work and the other di­ary I must keep “pleas­antly up­dated,” I have hardly any time to be as hon­est as I am with you.

I will write more when I can.

Laura


March 27, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

I had been promis­ing to spend a few mo­ments with Harold for weeks now, and fi­nally to­day I was able to do so.

His apart­ment is small and filled with books from the toi­let tank to the top of the fridge. I think he has to keep read­ing these sto­ries be­cause he so rarely has any sto­ries of his own.

I like to play with Harold some­times. I like the way he hangs on my ev­ery word as I de­scribe some of my ad­ven­tures. In par­tic­u­lar those from One-Eyed Jack’s (where by the way Jacques works as a black­jack dealer). My sto­ries stim­u­late Harold. I know that. But yet he re­acts al­most vi­o­lently, and with fear, when I make ad­vances to­ward him, no mat­ter how mild. I love Harold’s ten­der­ness and most of­ten feel won­der­ful when I am with him and when I think about him. But some­times I hate my­self more than you can imag­ine for the aroused feel­ings I get when I see Harold’s fright­ened face, which must be the same thing BOB sees when he looks at me. The prey, cor­nered . . . so de­graded . . . made a toy. I am notic­ing that more and more, and I think BOB is, too, when he vis­its me, that I can­not hurt or be hurt enough lately.

Laura


June 4, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

I have been work­ing with Josie on her Eng­lish lessons for a while now and she shows very few signs of im­prove­ment or ef­forts to im­prove. I know that Josie was a dancer and a pros­ti­tute in Hong Kong when An­drew fell in love with her and saved her life by bring­ing her here six years ago, and I think she still has more of that life­style in her than most re­al­ize. She’s treat­ing our ses­sions more like poorly ex­e­cuted se­duc­tions and the more she comes on to me the less I re­spect her. It’s not that she’s all over me. It’s dif­fer­ent than that. . . . She men­tions Bobby a lot and I can tell she is jeal­ous of him. She makes too many in­sin­u­a­tions to my sex­ual go­ings-on for me to be­lieve she is not a darker per­son than the town thinks. Poor Sher­iff Tru­man.

Laura

P.S. It makes me sick how ev­ery time I do some­thing good I al­ways end up—par­don the pun—get­ting fucked.


Au­gust 6, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

Norma had taken care of al­most all the de­liv­er­ies that week, but asked if I would han­dle Mr. Pen­derghast since she had to go visit her hus­band, Hank, in prison that af­ter­noon. I told her I’d be happy to.

I have six­teen keys on my key chain other than the five that are my own. Ev­ery so of­ten, I day­dream of the fan­tas­tic ac­cess I have to homes that are not my own. I un­der­stand the thrill a bur­glar must feel upon en­ter­ing an apart­ment and sud­denly be­ing able to de­cide that any­thing in sight is his own.

Mr. Pen­derghast is the most trust­ing and the most kind of any of the el­derly I de­liver to. I in­serted the key into his door and en­tered qui­etly. I could hear the tele­vi­sion on in his bed­room and called out to him that I was there.

He did not an­swer.

When I found him, he was be­hind his bed­room door, his hands still tight to the door­knob as if he had used it as a sup­port in his at­tempt to move, sim­ply, through his own house. For a man who was so gen­tle, I thought it was a shame that he should die wear­ing such an ex­pres­sion of strug­gle. The look in his eyes and the shape of his mouth told me he felt left be­hind and be­trayed by his friends. I waited al­most an hour be­fore I phoned for the am­bu­lance. I sat down next to him and watched him, so still, hold­ing death.

I do not think that hour there told me any­thing I could not have imag­ined my­self, but be­ing there, in that si­lence, gave me hope that at least there are no wars af­ter death.

I have seen more death than I have seen life. Some­times even the most tired clichés ap­ply. I be­lieve I am merely liv­ing my life in or­der to die.

Laura


Oc­to­ber 5, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

In the mid­dle of my shift last night at One-Eyed Jack’s, I left my room and went into the of­fice. I wanted to use the bath­room there be­cause it had a lock on it. I had come down so hard that I needed more than just a bul­let hit, I needed a cou­ple big fat lines. . . . When I ex­ited the bath­room I used the other door which con­nects to Blackie’s room. She was on the bed with a tourni­quet on her arm shoot­ing heroin. I may be fucked up, but I don’t shoot that shit up my arm. That’s an id­iot’s drug.

Blackie leaned her head back, hav­ing ob­vi­ously just caught the high. I said to her di­rectly, “I came in here for my money.”

Eu­phoric, and a bit pa­tron­iz­ingly, she said, “You’ll get it tonight.”

“That’s what you told me last night.” I paused. “Maybe if you stopped shoot­ing that shit up your arm you wouldn’t for­get the things you’ve said.”

Blackie stood up, set­tling into her high, and said that she was sick of my lit­tle-girl at­ti­tude and that I should grow up. She also added that she thought I should stop “frol­lick­ing in the snow” . . . that the cus­tomers were be­gin­ning to no­tice. I told her that was ridicu­lous, the cus­tomers hadn’t no­ticed any­thing but bet­ter sex and bet­ter ser­vice than they’d ever had there be­fore.

“But they haven’t fucked me yet,” Blackie replied.

I hes­i­tated pur­posely, then said, “Oh, I thought that fuck­ing you was pun­ish­ment for those who . . .”

Blackie in­ter­rupted me with a slap across the face. She looked me in the eye and said, “I’m go­ing to teach you a thing or two about fuck­ing right now.”

I smiled the way BOB would and thought to my­self, I’ll be the one teach­ing the les­son.

By the time I left Blackie, she was on the floor, naked ex­cept for her jew­elry, and was hu­mil­i­ated be­cause I had been able to take to­tal con­trol and show her things she had never thought pos­si­ble. I took her into a very dark erotic place . . . but I left her there alone.

As I opened the door Blackie threw her fi­nal, and only re­main­ing, punch.

“You bet­ter watch that co­caine use, Laura. It could get you fired.”

I knew right then that it was to be my last night at One-Eyed Jack’s.

Laura

P.S. I’m go­ing to have to tell the world about Ben­jamin.


Oc­to­ber 10, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

I phoned Josie and told her I wouldn’t be able to make the les­son that night un­til at least ten o’clock. She said that was fine and that she would be wait­ing for me.

That night I took ad­van­tage of the fact that some­one wanted me so badly. And yet I found my­self, as al­ways, in­struct­ing my part­ner on how to please me. This ex­pe­ri­ence, in par­tic­u­lar, left me feel­ing empty and an­gry, and with­out re­spect for yet an­other per­son in town.

Laura

P.S. On the way home from Josie’s I had a hor­ri­ble vi­sion of lit­tle Danielle run­ning up to me to ex­plain that BOB had been vis­it­ing her. He had told her I had sent him to her. When I came out of the vi­sion, I re­al­ized that BOB had not come to visit me in over a week. . . . I hoped that this was only a vi­sion, and not a pre­mo­ni­tion. Per­haps I should warn Danielle. . . .


Oc­to­ber 31, 1989

Dear Di­ary,

It’s Hal­loween. No mask nec­es­sary.

Blackie’s sis­ter, Nancy, from One-Eyed Jack’s, brought my clothes and the money they owed me stuffed into a plas­tic pump­kin. She asked if she could talk to me out­side for a mo­ment be­cause 


PAGE RIPPED OUT

(as found)


Un­dated

Dear Di­ary,

I spent the af­ter­noon with Dr. Ja­coby at his of­fice. He wanted to see me and go over what I had said to him on my tapes. He wanted to hear more about James Hur­ley and the fact that I had men­tioned go­ing sober be­cause of him. I told him James was some­one I had known for a long time, al­though not so well. I told him I had fallen in love with his pu­rity and the idea that if I was strong enough I could let James take me out of this dark­ness. I told him that it was a se­cret re­la­tion­ship only be­cause I had wanted it that way. Donna knows. But the three of us are friends at school so I know she won’t tell Bobby.

I told Dr. Ja­coby how hard it had been for me lately with ev­ery­thing get­ting so close, and how I fi­nally felt cer­tain that James was my last chance for light.

I feel like a fake, I told him, even though I was Home­com­ing Queen. I had such a story be­hind my smile in the pho­tos and at the foot­ball game as well. I still felt the hands and the mouths of the men I had been with hours be­fore the photo was taken. I told him I had worn the same panties just in case BOB came. I told him it felt like the school and the town and the world were mock­ing me by vot­ing me Home­com­ing Queen. . . . How could they not see how I was be­ing swal­lowed up by pain? How dare they make me a spec­ta­cle like that and ask me to smile again and again and again!

At the game Bobby was the hero he wanted to be, but from the stands I could hardly make him out on the field. Ev­ery­thing seemed far away and muted, as if the blood rush­ing through my head hushed all the sounds ex­cept for my heart­beat and my breath­ing, which seemed la­bored, er­ratic.

I told him I had been hav­ing aw­ful night­mares. All of them about the woods, the paths, the tree, foot­prints, the sounds of an owl. . . . I felt death in these dreams and I also felt lust. Lust like I had known when it was fresh to me and it wasn’t tired and worn-out and bet­tered only by vi­o­lence.

I did have one dream, the worst, about wa­ter. In the dream I was stand­ing at the wa­ter’s edge and the sky was very very dark but re­flected on the sur­face of the wa­ter was the sky filled with white clouds and a deep blue color. I re­mem­ber think­ing in the dream that if I dove in and swam far enough, I might come up in an­other world that was not filled with so much bad­ness . . . so much ha­tred. When I did dive in, I re­mem­ber swim­ming half the length of the lake . . . I think it was a lake—only to be pulled down by a hand as it grabbed my wrist and took me deeper and deeper and deeper. I told him I thought that hand was BOB’s.

I told Dr. Ja­coby that the last time I had seen Leo and Jacques had not been very nice. We had all been fool­ing around, and they had tied me up in this chair, but I started to get this feel­ing of claus­tro­pho­bia . . . re­stric­tion. I started to panic and hy­per­ven­ti­late and I tried to ex­plain what was hap­pen­ing but it was dif­fi­cult to speak and no one re­al­ized I was be­ing se­ri­ous. I started to get very light­headed and there were flashes of light in my eyes and I was fi­nally able to scream out for them to stop. This was not all right . . . I was not all right. We had been play­ing one of the games we play a lot where I am trapped in a cabin far far away from any help and that I am a vir­gin and they are men who have been sent from a strange and erotic place to take my vir­gin­ity and to pun­ish me for re­sist­ing them. And so Leo heard me say this was not all right, but he thought it was part of the game and he said, “Oh, is the lit­tle vir­gin scared?” It went on like that and I started rock­ing the chair back and forth and I guess Leo was re­ally into it, as was Jacques, and Leo got a lit­tle crazy and he hit me, hard . . . too hard. My ears rang. I be­gan to cry. It wasn’t un­til then that Jacques said, “Wait a minute, she’s not okay.” They un­tied me and I ran home with­out say­ing a word.

Leo’s slap had left an ugly bruise on my cheek. I had to tell my par­ents that this hor­ri­ble black and blue mark came from when I was car­ry­ing a din­ner tray from Harold’s apart­ment.

I told Dr. Ja­coby I missed Donna and I wished that she and Ron­nette would like each other. I wish that we could all be friends so I wouldn’t have to hide any­thing from any­one.

I told him about how I had gone to Harold’s last week, re­ally fucked up and how scared I made him by com­ing on to him pretty heavy. And then, ba­si­cally be­cause he could not leave his house, forced him to have sex with me.

I told Dr. Ja­coby that I cried for hours af­ter­ward be­cause I felt so hor­ri­ble. It took Harold al­most an hour to talk to me be­cause I had made him scared, even in his own home, his only refuge. And then I told Dr. Ja­coby that half the time I hated it and the rest of the time it made me feel strong and hot be­tween the legs.

On the way out of Harold’s, Mrs. Tremond’s grand­son, Pierre, saw me and came up to me and pulled a gold coin out of my ear and walked away.

I told him that BOB was get­ting very very close and that I was try­ing as hard as I could to write about him to find out what he was, who he was, be­fore he could get to me. I had been writ­ing so much about him in my di­ary in po­ems and dreams and each time I did it I would see him at my win­dow or feel him com­ing closer, but I wasn’t sure if it was para­noia. . . . I just wanted to be nor­mal. I just want to be like ev­ery­body else. I don’t like hav­ing to be care­ful of who to talk to be­cause some­one might hate me if they knew the truth about me, about how dirty I am. And how some­how, I don’t re­mem­ber it, but, some­how ev­ery­day I asked to be treated this way. It al­ways hap­pens, so it must be some­thing I don’t re­al­ize I say, or some­thing I think. I told him how I went to my safety de­posit box and how I saw the drug money there and I had a fan­tasy about tak­ing it and run­ning away for­ever. But I didn’t de­serve that. I de­served to stay here. I had done some­thing wrong. My heart hurt so badly, but I knew I had to stay.

I took the re­sponses from my ad in Flesh­world home with me and stayed up all night putting pic­tures of me and my panties into en­velopes . . . and how I had to keep get­ting higher and higher on coke so I wouldn’t break down and cry and I didn’t want any­one to hear my cries be­cause they didn’t mat­ter to them any­way. They never have.

Love, Laura 
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Dear Di­ary,

I know who he is. I know ex­actly who and what BOB is, and I have to tell ev­ery­one. I have to tell some­one and make them be­lieve.

Some­one has torn pages out of my di­ary, pages that help me re­al­ize maybe . . . pages with my po­ems, pages of writ­ing, pri­vate pages.

I’m so afraid of death.

I’m so afraid that no one will be­lieve me un­til af­ter I have taken the seat that I fear has been saved for me in the dark­ness. Please don’t hate me. I never meant to see the small hills and the fire. I never meant to see him or let him in.

Please, Di­ary, help me ex­plain to ev­ery­one that I did not want what I have be­come. I did not want to have cer­tain mem­o­ries and re­al­iza­tions of him. I only did what any of us can do, in any sit­u­a­tion. . . .

My very best.

Love, Laura

P.S. I’m giv­ing you to Harold for safe­keep­ing. I hope I see you again. I can’t stay sober any­more. I just can’t. I have to be numb.

[image: Images]

THE PRE­CED­ING WAS LAURA’S LAST EN­TRY. SHE WAS FOUND DEAD JUST DAYS LATER.
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