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PROLOGUE

My domestic partner Katie Jacobson had unmedicated Borderline Personality 

Disorder. She was the most depressed person our mutual CalArts mentor Matias 

Viegener had ever met Katie wrote a livejournal entry about how she felt suicide was 

the way that she would die in high school. She worshipped Courtney Love. Katie’s 

desktop backdrop when she died was a photograph of a woman shooting herself in the 

head.

October 15, 2012. The night Katie dies. We are both drinking. I remember being 

very drunk. I see her in the bathroom as I am going to bed. She says something about 

pills. I am too sad and drunk to react. Don’t take it seriously. Pass out in bed. Katie is 

alive in the bathroom when I fall asleep. 

I don’t know at what time in the night Katie dies. I am already asleep.

I wake up the next morning with a black eye and scratches on my arm I don’t 

remember getting. Katie’s pants less corpse lays on the bed beside me with pill bottles 

scattered around her head. Most of my psychiatric medication is gone. She is dead. 

Upon finding the body I call 911 immediately. Her mother next. 

When the police show up they question me. I show them the empty pill bottles 

scattered around that I find around her head. I am still in shock. I have so much PTSD 

that I have blacked out the last three drunken days.

Bits and pieces of that fateful night come back to me in flashes for years 

afterwards. I try to piece together what happened. Evolving in this text is what I piece 
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together from memories resurfacing from my ordeal. I don’t know if which recovered 

memories are real. As I watch television, real and imaginary become blurred.

I search through shards of broken glass. Fiction. Memory. Images. Food. 

Searching for an answer I can hold onto. 

When I looked at the police report later it said both women were mentally ill. Had 

been fighting, Drinking. The unmedicated one took all of the medicated one’s pills. The 

death certificate said Katie’s death was a suicide. My pills were all gone. The bottles 

were scattered around her corpse’s head. The autopsy said she died from a prescription 

pill overdose.

Every anniversary of my domestic partner Katie’s death closes in upon me like a 

tomb.

October 15, 2013. Night.

“Wuzh” comes her voice in my head on her deathaversary. We used to celebrate 

our monthaversaries.

“Katie, please comfort me. I am afraid, as usual. I must be brave,” I say to her 

ghost 

Every year, October is always so hard. My wife’s death is a sensitive subject. It 

only adds to my endless torment that I imagine and project in my survivor’s guilt that I 

am somehow responsible for not preventing it. Not noticing she was suicidal. It is painful 

in my mourning.

All the more reason to draw my boundaries and isolate myself even more from 

the world. I love Katie more than anyone I have ever loved. I will never love again. I 
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erect online monument after monument to her memory. Katie often wrote about suicide 

in the unpublished manuscript she left behind. I try in 2014 to start a small press to 

publish her manuscript. Fail due to my mental illness and student loan forgiveness 

requirements.

 I plan to spend the rest of my life in seclusion and mourning. I don’t know what 

else I can do. All I can do is hope with a desperate fervent hope that I will get through 

this difficult period. “Live through this,” like the Hole album. All I have left is my hope to 

survive.
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Chapter 1 — GHOSTS OF VALLEY OF THE DOLLS

I watch Valley of the Dolls over and over. See intertextual parallels. My beloved 

Katie committed suicide with pills still young and beautiful like Jennifer North. She was 

twenty-seven when she died. I struggle in and out of the psych wards before and after 

her death.

 I am broken Neely O’Hara alone. Overdressed yet desolate. Screaming alone 

into the void of the Internet instead of an empty street. Saying the names of all the 

people I loved and lost into the abyss of the iCloud. Remembering everyone in my life in 

this memoir. Writing their names one after another. 

These ghosts haunt me: Katie Jacobson. Grandma Virginia Begninia Herrera 

Garaventa. Grandpa Roy Guido Garaventa. Grandma Janet Lambert. Grandpa Dewey 

Lambert. Great Aunt Clementine Herrera. Great Aunt Theda Burrus Butcher. Great 

Uncle Harry “Butch” Butcher. Jean Genet. Kathy Acker. 

Many ghosts haunt me like a perpetual Day of the Dead. I channel the 

living and dead through fictional characters. Speak for me through the Ouija board of 

the page.

My first Schizophrenic break of 2009. In my old North Hollywood apartment. I 

hear voices of constant surveillance. Have the delusion my neighbors and landlord have 

a key logger on my computer. Are monitoring me. Narrating my every move inside my 

head. I have to go on SSDI Disability.
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 The surveillance paranoias is just my illness talking. I have Schizoaffective 

Disorder. Anxiety. PTSD. The most popular Schizophrenic delusion is constant 

surveillance. Everything I do being watched. Believing that leads to trouble. I know how 

dangerous delusions of persecution leading to lashing out by the mentally ill can be. I 

must not fall for that. I prefer not to surrender to my paranoid delusions. I know that way 

lies danger.

August 2016. I lounge nude incessantly in 90 degree Los Angeles. Smeared only 

in coconut oil and Yves Saint Laurent Black Opium. In my American Horror Story: Freak 

Show inspired blue feather-edged bathrobe. Dripping feathers on the hardwood floors of 

my Hollywood apartment. 

I tweet into the oblivion of a more innocent night: “#Hollywood living is lounging in 

my blue feather-edged bathrobe watching cockroaches play on the kitchen ceiling.” I 

thought no one was listening but the seething anonymous Internet that bore witness to 

me always. That tweet is forwarded by my neighbors to my landlord. I am scapegoated 

for the apartment wide cockroach problem. Evicted October 2016. I never had a 

chance. 

This paranoia makes me quiet on Twitter about all of my revelations of how much 

American Horror Story: Roanoke intersects with my life when it airs. I tweet less about 

cockroaches. I try not to tweet anything that might upset anyone. I am trying to provide 

free entertainment with my Twitter. I’m not trying to upset anyone or make anyone hate 

me. Am I as Bebe Zeva named her Tumblr, “Fated to Be Hated?”
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I never know what little thing I might do could anger someone. The way my 

Twitter and/or Internet use must have angered my Hollywood neighbors for them to 

forward it to my landlord. I hang in there until October 20, 2016 when I drive away from 

Los Angeles forever. 

Did I get evicted because my neighbors didn’t like my bathrobe? Were jealous 

that I had so many Twitter followers? I’ll never know. In the end I think it was all about 

money. 

Was I drummed out of Hollywood for becoming too famous for it? Because I had 

the same cockroach problem my neighbors did but was too scared to complain? I’m a 

disabled widow on SSDI. I was in no position to complain. I knew my place. Until I lost 

that niche too.

So much has been taken from me already. What more will be taken?

Did my neighbors think I drank too deeply of the Hollywood Kool-Aid? Needed to 

be rudely awakened? I was. I drank that Hollywood Kool-Aid down deep to my soul. It 

tasted like coconut water. Like the blue feathers in that couch, Hollywood will never be 

vomited out of me. I don’t throw up daily now that I’m sober. 

I  trying very hard not to let my Schizoaffective paranoia run away with me. 

Knowing that my Hollywood neighbors and landlord read my Twitter though? Who 

wouldn’t start to feel scrutinized and attacked? Who knows who else could be 

monitoring me and how? 

` I have a Schizoid passing paranoid fantasy that this manuscript could be being 

read as I write it through a hacked iCloud. Apple cooperating with the FBI. As part of an 
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ongoing investigation on me. Common paranoid delusion of mine. Possible. Yet unlikely. 

America has real crime. Rapists. Murderers. Gangs. Drug dealing. Opioids. Sex 

trafficking. A disabled grief-stricken widow writing American Horror Story fan fiction 

about her sad sack memories as therapy is hopefully not something anyone would 

bother to concern themselves with.  

Anything and everything is possible now. Especially everything I do is on a 

computer. All of that can be tracked keystroke by keystroke. If I want to surrender to my 

paranoia and delusions as I used to? I can consider the fantasy that my iCloud, iPhone 

and MacBook Pro have been hacked. Are being monitored by the FBI in the course of 

building a massive case against me. That’s going to come crashing down horribly. 

Everything I say and do could be monitored. Recorded. Used against me.

The delusion of constant surveillance is the most common delusion of 

Schizophrenia. If I am indeed being surveilled by the FBI? Private investigators? 

Landlords? Neighbors? Police? Anyone and everyone? I don’t have a chance. I’m 

doomed despite my all efforts. I submit and cooperate fully. Surveilling me whether 

through hacking or Twitter reveals that I am innocent. Weak. Sad. Full perusal of 

whatever one might dig up on me reveals a frightened, sober, celibate women who tries 

to do the right thing. I didn’t do anything wrong that I know of.

I apologize for still being alive. I’m sorry I’m a widow. I’m sorry I’m queer. I’m 

sorry I’m a cat lady. I’m sorry I have social anxiety. Don’t like being around people. I’m 

sorry I love writing, American Horror Story and my cat. I’m sorry I’m a writer and artist 

who uses the Internet. I thought that the Internet was the best use of my energies. 
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Education. Creative talents. Free time. I’m sorry I’m toxic. I‘m sorry I’m mentally ill thus 

too disabled to work.

 Sorry if you don’t like any or all of that. There’s really nothing that I can do about 

any if it. I can’t become someone different. I’ve grown up into this problematic person. 

This is who I am. I can just be that person elsewhere. I can do all of that stuff in another 

town in another property elsewhere out off your hair, Hollywood neighbors. I have to do 

and be all that in Reno in the House of the Rising Sun. I pray to be permitted to live this 

way in seclusion and peace there for what time I have left.

I entertain for a moment the paranoid delusions brought by my Schizophrenia. 

Private investigators. Lawsuits. FBI. Using my social media. Or iCloud. If all that’s the 

case I don’t have a chance. If that’s the case I will go meekly and obediently to 

whatever punishment I must deserve. I have nothing to hide. I am writing this book for 

my own therapy. I am processing my grief over my domestic partner’s suicide and 

epigenetic family trauma through American Horror Story. I must process whatever the 

cost. I am afraid. I won’t fight back. That way lies danger. 

Probably none of that nefarious malevolent stuff is actually happening. I try not to 

submit to the paranoid delusions of my Schizophrenia any further. I write this book for 

many nights while I move. For years afterwards. I have to write this book to get the 

closure I need from Katie’s death. Or my grief and pain will destroy me. Quietly writing is 

the best coping mechanism I have. 
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October 1, 2016. Full moon in libra. The Black Moon. The Blood Moon. I turn 

forty. Face eviction from my Hollywood dream apartment. Cry in a ball on the shower 

floor. Cockroaches crawl down the walls.

 That black moon is the beginning of a transformative journey from Los Angeles 

to Reno. Beckoned ever onward by the Knight of Wands. I draw this card over and over 

in Tarot that four months in transition. In my last grandmother’s basement. October 20, 

2016 - February 16, 2017. When she was still alive. The Knight of Wands means 

change in residence. Flight into the unknown. Once feared, now I embraced it.

The landlord’s lawyer’s pre-eviction letter said the cockroach problem I was 

aware of but did not notify him of was grounds for eviction if I didn’t leave voluntarily 

within 30 days. I didn’t email my landlord about his building’s cockroach problem 

because of my fears over the mint he must be making on the Airbnb unit across the hall. 

By the time I left Hollywood I was killing cockroaches with my bare hands. My fingers 

smeared their corpses on the walls.

Another term of my pre-eviction was that my apartment was in boxes. Yes. My 

father who supported me in LA was diagnosed with lung cancer so I had already packed 

to move to his extra house in Nevada. Previously a rental since grandma Janet went 

into the home. Everything was indeed in boxes since September 2017 when cancer 

forced that decision.

I Googled the lawyer’s email suffix of “123evict.com.” Found the letter I got was 

stock strategy to get rid of rent controlled tenants. There is no such thing as a lifer rent 

controlled tenant in rapidly gentrifying Los Angeles. My landlord had compelling financial 
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reasons to evict me. Thus I saw it coming from so far away I was ready to spring into 

action and move two weeks upon receipt of the letter.

I am familiar with the concept of the sacrificial lamb. Meek. Disabled. Alone. 

Terrified. Overexposed on the Internet yet reclusive in meat life. I am an easy target. I 

was led to the slaughter of dislocation as a sacrificial lamb. To appease my Twitter-fan 

neighbors that my landlord was doing something about his building’s cockroach 

problem. I went obediently to my exile.

In evicting the “problem tenant” the neighbors were appeased. Until they found a 

new scapegoat from the apartment building email list. My neighbors must have Googled 

me. I listen to Teyana Taylor’s “Google me” again and again as I pack. I make a creative 

career of being Google poison. There are consequences to every action. 

I sought fame upon graduation from CalArts. Created an Internet presence. 

Website. Social media. Published, as writers do. Disaster befell me. Was I evicted over 

rent control? Or my transgressive creative work? Cockroaches? I’ll never know. This is 

not the first nor last time my work offended people.

As a solution to my Google problem, a friend suggested, “You could write fiction.” 

“No,” I say, “I’ve been writing this way for twenty years. Honed my craft. Written 

many books, essays and poems using my life as autobiographical material. I cannot 

change the course of my career at this point. My cards have been dealt. I am aware that 

there are risks and dangers to this type of writing yet every occupation has risks.” 

I accept my fate, because I must. With each confessional essay, nasty novel and 

obscene oil painting I dig deeper my hole of infamy. It’s all I have left anymore. 
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It is dangerous to be alive. Much less create with your own visceral personal 

pain. Real names. Real facts. Myself an unreliable narrator. While writing and revising 

this book I am terrified. I am often afraid. I am always afraid. I write through terror to find 

my peace. 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Chapter 2 —  WHY AMERICAN HORROR STORY?

I write through American Horror Story as therapy to confront my deepest fears. 

My writing though grieving exercise. Watching and processing Roanoke, Coven, Freak 

Show, Hotel, Murder House, Asylum and Cult becomes my comfort television as I move 

to Reno and for years afterwards. Do I seek fear and pain onscreen having known so 

much of both in life?

American Horror Story and Valley of the Dolls are both what not to do and 

inspiration. Both have a few happy endings amid the pain. I like Lana Winter’s story. I 

like Anne Welles. Both have themes marking my life as well. Addiction. Mental illness. 

Alcoholism. Pills. The occult. Ghosts. Witches. Glamour. Beauty. Luxury. Horror.

In my own life I try to put Valley of the Doll’s glamour in place of American Horror 

Story’s violence and evil. American Horror Story’s splendid characters, costumes, sets 

and supernatural in the place of Valley of the Doll’s addiction and alcoholism. That is 

where those two pieces intersect. Not in me me being a violent drug addict. I’ve dated 

too many dangerous drug addicts.

Binge-watching America Horror Story: Coven on the advice of my Los Angeles 

therapist introduces me to the show. Makes me steer clear of covens for my witchcraft. I 

watch past seasons Freak Show, Hotel, Murder House, Asylum and Cult avidly. They all 

relate to my life in different ways. I too am a fame-hungry mentally ill witch who had 

stayed in hotels. Spent time in psych wards. Spent a year in cult like AA. Have horrifying 

things happen to me. But nothing as bloody as all that on television.
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Hotel makes me avoid hotels. Murder House makes me more careful with 

problematic therapists and neighbors. Asylum makes me never want to go to the psych 

ward again. I watch Asylum in horror remembering the cruel fates of my mentally ill 

brothers and sisters of the past. A lesbian writer suffering to get her story told despite 

the brutal cost. January 2018 the Illuminati attempts via Twitter to recruit me. I recall 

Cult. Politely refuse.

April 2017 I realize I am no Lady Gaga. Evan Peters. Or Jessica Lange’s many 

lead characters in American Horror Story. I’m not a mass murder. Who assembles a 

tribe of adoring sycophants. Who later kill off their leader.

 I’m not Anne Welles in Valley of the Dolls either. Not that straight, neurotypical or 

fabulous. Although I am mentally ill I know what’s Hollywood illusion and fiction. I have 

good grip on reality for a Schizoaffective. I like to think. Thanks to all that medication I 

take three times daily.

I survive as freaks do by putting on a show. I don’t even know where I would find 

a real freak show anymore. That season’s set in 1952. Freak Show teaches not to be 

too much of a spoiled dilettante. Don’t ruin yourself chasing the Hollywood dream. I bail 

on Hollywood. Hollywood’s not my Kool Aid anymore. I have no further dreams during 

my life, only posthumous ones. 

 I’m an aging glamour queen like all American Horror Story’s diva’s. Blonde 

power mad with delusions of fame. Battling it out with narcissism. American Horror 

Story’s divas get killed off in the end. Convincing me seek solitude when I turn forty. As 

a vulnerable mentally ill person I’m better off alone in my gilded cage. The voices in my 
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head tuned out with headphones. Netflix. Telling me tarot readings. Speaking as 

ancestral ghosts.

Like everyone my tragedy is different. My crimes only former alcoholism and 

addiction. My lust for fame tempered by reality. My mental illness both chaining me to, 

consigning me to and blessing me to this creative idle life. Sometimes having crippling 

mental health symptoms. Sometimes watching endless Netflix. Sometimes creating. 

Filling up my laptop’s iCloud.

I find such fascination in this show. My art and writing deal with the Abject. 

Sexual. Unspeakable. Brutal. Enact something similar, or try to. Perhaps that’s why.

 I’ve always been scared of horror movies. I’ve only ever seen Drag me to Hell. I 

enjoyed it because I was on the side of gypsy fortunetellers over blond bankers. I 

realize the only way to enjoy horror is to side with and identify with the supernatural 

because it wins. After digesting all of American Horror Story? The violence and death 

freaks me out. My fascination with horror stops. I don’t to want to further investigate the 

genre with film at all. See more things I can’t unsee. Can’t forget. This shit scares me 

enough.

American Horror Story is a glossy Hollywood fantasy of worse case scenarios. 

Taking any number of endlessly disturbing atrocities. Dressing them up beautifully with 

the supernatural and the same formula. Scares the shit out of me. I know it’s just 

television. Hollywood fantasies are clearly not real. I am aware. I have a brutally firm 

grip on reality. Like Cordelia’s clarity after being blinded in Coven.

American Horror Story is a fucked up show where horrible things happens. It 

fascinates me. I hope that doesn’t mean I’m a horrible person. I guess it’s relaxing to 
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watch something more dark then my life. Awful. Unspeakably horrible. Yet splendid. Full 

of bon mots and glamour. 

American Horror Story soothes me. Reminds me what worse things can happen. 

Even if imaginarily. Worse things that make my entire life look like a fucking walk in the 

park. Horror comfort. Watching American Horror Story my life in comparison seems 

intensely chill. Relaxing. Safe. I watch American Horror Story to feel normal. My life is 

nothing like this shit.

I doubt repeated viewing of American Horror Story will turn me into a serial killer. 

Or warp me beyond how I am already warped by my shitty life. I love identifying with 

certain aspects of it. I’m freaked out, shocked and grossed out by others. While there 

are parallels? Just like Valley of the Dolls. There is the part where fiction ends and 

reality begins. 

I begin with writing though American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare in 

October 2016. Hopefully I will have a happy ending like past seasons of American 

Horror Story. The Roanoke season I find even more scary then past seasons. It relates 

to my life even more than before. As I watch each episode unfold I begin to write 

through American Horror Story during my move to Reno the same way I wrote through 

Valley of the Dolls previously.

I watch Chapters 1-4 of American Horror Story: Roanoke in my Hollywood 

apartment right before I leave town. The plot thickens rapidly. I realize the show reflects 

what I’m doing. An Los Angeles yoga couple moves to the country to live in a big old 
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haunted house. I begin to write through the unfolding season in front of the TV every 

Wednesday night at 10 pm.

I identify too much at first with Shelby. I am a yoga lady in Los Angeles whose 

interracial relationship just ended. Shelby and Matt are driven out in terror of the house 

they bought by brutal, murderous ghosts. I seek to escape Los Angeles by moving to a 

big old country house in Reno haunted with family trauma. When I first start watching 

Roanoke in 2016, I am scared. I am about to move to a haunted house. Where I want to 

spend the rest of my life. With ghosts. They could drive me out or kill me.

February 2017 I move into the haunted House of the Rising Sun. My Reno 

Nightmare or My Reno Paradise? Horror or bliss? I don’t know in October 2016 when 

the process begins. October 1, 2016 a full moon in libra catalyzes my transition. Called 

the black moon. Or blood moon. A blood moon is the time when the ghosts in American 

Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare are most dangerous. Often deadly.

I watch Chapters 1-4 of Roanoke unfold on FX with my LA cable every week in 

both horror and delicious anticipation. I am scared the Reno ghosts will either kill or 

drive me out as happens with Shelby and Matthew. The only happy ending I can 

foresee of Roanoke after the first few episodes is that the LA couple manage to GTFO 

of that house and go live elsewhere as they do in “Chapter 5.”

Perhaps that is what is happening to me in my Hollywood apartment September 

2016. Driven out by inexorable forces of gentrification. Real estate financial interest 

more powerful then me. Airbnb. Powers beyond my control. Does “American Horror 

Story: Hollywood Cockroach Apartment” both echo and reject American Horror Story: 

My Roanoke Nightmare? I write through “Chapter 1” to  “Chapter 3” to decide. I am 
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afraid my denouement will be “My Reno Nightmare.” Yet I am moving alone, not as a 

straight couple with the ex boyfriend I leave August 2016. My ghosts are always kind to 

me when they come to me of their own free will. In love.

I get a tarot reading saying I have many spirit guides watching over me. The 

dead I have loved. My grandparents Janet and Dewey Lambert lived in that house 

before me. I believe they haunt the house I am moving into. My great aunt and uncle 

Theda and Butch built that house. I am sure they haunt it too Now my dead domestic 

partner’s ghost is coming with me from Los Angeles. My grandpa Roy’s ghosts visited 

me in Reno. When grandma Virginia who I stayed with dies in 2018 her ghost joins the 

crew. I have a host of ghosts in my House of the Rising Sun to keep me company. I’ve 

been haunted for so long already I don’t know anything different. Ghosts give me 

someone to talk to when I can’t put up with real people.

This is a family saga where most of the family speak as ghosts. The real and the 

unreal. Imaginary? Memoir with an unreliable narrator. More characters in this book are 

dead. Fictional. Or actors I see on a television screen. I only have my living family in my 

life as of April 2018.

American Horror Story has an ensemble cast. I identify with a lot of different 

characters on it at different times. “Chapter 4” of Roanoke, Lady Gaga plays a witch 

described as “the bitch with the real power.” Lightbulbs go off in my mind. I go from 

identifying with yoga Shelby to seeing myself in the witch of the woods Scathach. The 

myth of Scathach I read on Wikipedia was a Scottish martial arts witch Goddess
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I am a sexual yet celibate witch who hangs out with ghosts alone. Has been 

displaced a lot. Suffered a lot. Survived. Grown strong. My powers of survival are 

greater then any my of weak Schizophrenia-induced playing at magic.

I identify with Lady Gaga when she plays The Countess in Hotel. A bisexual 

threesome loving diva who lives in a beautiful palace where she takes and casts out 

lovers as her whims suit her. But not killing everyone as Lady Gaga so delights in Hotel. 

With all of my American Horror Story writing through the identification is without 

all of the violence. I don’t want any more death. The violence I see on my TV horrifies 

and disgusts me. American Horror Story’s aesthetics, characters, plot, costume design, 

set design and art direction draw me. Not any desire for my life to end in a bloodbath 

based on my supernatural dabbling or mental illness. I cannot stress that enough.

Unlike Lady Gaga’s Scathach in Roanoke or  Countess in Hotel, I don’t delight in 

killing. I abhor violence.Wouldn’t hurt a fly. Cockroaches are the only things I kill with 

these hands. Every cockroach I brutally squash ratchets up that PTSD.

I don’t want to kill anyone. I only want to live out the rest of my days peacefully in 

my House of the Rising Sun. The first Scathach episode of Roanoke gives me new 

hope. I hope I will turn out a happy witch living alone in the country with my ghosts as I 

anticipate the Roanoke season ending. Could My Reno Nightmare become My Reno 

Paradise?  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Chapter  3 — BLUE FEATHERS IN GRANDMA’S BASEMENT

 The Vietnamese family in American Horror Story: Roanoke prayed to their 

ancestors before the butcher killed them in “Chapter 4.” I pray to my ancestors October 

2016. My ghosts. Katie Jacobson. Roy Guido Garaventa. Janet Lambert. Dewey 

Lambert. Theda Burrus Butcher. Harry “Butch” Butcher. Clementine Herrera.

I sit on my couch in front of the TV watching Roanoke “Chapter 5” in Hollywood in 

October 2016.  Evan Peters plays Edward Philippe Mott who built the Roanoke house. 

Madness runs in his family from whence he inherits the money that contents him in his 

solitude. The house remains in the Mott family until the line ends in scandal in 1952. 

With Dandy Mott of American Horror Story: Freak Show. 

I identify with Edward Mott as I do Shelby and the witch Scathach. He’s bisexual 

too. An envied art collector with social anxiety. At times I suppose I can be as imperious 

as Edward Philippe Mott. I hope not also to my doom.

Mott reminds me of Jean Des Esseines in Joris-Karl Huysman’s A Rebours. A 

bitter neurotic eccentric withdraws to his beautiful house to taste the pleasures of luxury 

and solitude. As I hope to and do in Reno. Mott just wants a house where he can be 

alone with his art.

I watch Roanoke’s “Chapter 5” as Edward Mott is killed by the butcher on 

television and burned. The mob of ghosts assembles outside the house. Tries to kill the 

family of Shelby, Matt and Lee. Did my family’s ghosts drive out the past tenants of my 

home? As I was driven out boy Los Angeles by lawyers and cockroaches? Perhaps.
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The Pigman cometh on Roanoke. I will be very surprised if Matt and Shelby 

survive this. Mott’s ghost saves Shelby, Matt and Flora. Takes them through insect-

infested tunnels. Doesn’t want any more ghosts cluttering up his land.  He loves his 

solitude as do I. 

Shelby, Matt and Flora are abandoned by Edward Phillipe. Captured. Taken to 

the hillbilly Polk’s house. The Polks guard the land. Ancestrally have a deal providing 

sacrifices to the butcher. Hate rich Los Angeles people. I fear in 2016 that rednecks who 

hate people from California is in my future. By April 2018 it has not yet manifested. I 

keep to myself.

The hillbilly Polk’s strike a deal with the ghosts in Roanoke. The redneck family 

are the guardians of the land. They live there in harmony and cooperation with the 

ghosts. I see myself in the Polk’s too. Perhaps I am like the mountain family that has 

lived on the Roanoke land for years. Guards it having made a deal with the ghosts. My 

own ancestors own in the land I will move onto February 2017.

At the Polk’s house in “Chapter 5.” On television. Dr Cunningham’s leg and arm 

are cut off. Grisly. On TV the external wounded writer begs for death. This internally 

wounded writer watching Roanoke. On her Samsung Smart TV.  In Hollywood. In 

October 2016. Begs the universe to be permitted to live. To survive. To live in peace in 

Reno for the rest of her days.

In My Roanoke Nightmare “Chapter 1” I watch Adina Porter play Lee. A troubled, 

sober solitary woman. Lee is arrested in “Chapter 3”. The police let Lee go after 

questioning in “Chapter 5.” She is acquitted of all crimes in “Chapter 10.” 
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“Chapter 5” I wonder if Is badass Lee going to come in there and save Shelby 

and her family. The butcher Thomasin’s son casts his mother into the fire she built for 

Shelby. Shelby is rescued by Edward Philippe Mott. Shelby, Matt and Flora get in the 

car with Lee. Drive away as the butcher Thomasin chases them in flames. 

I suppose that that’s when you leave all of your stuff behind and just GTFO. I’m 

so glad I didn’t have to do that as I was afraid I might. I don’t. Movers come October 19, 

2016 to get my stuff out of the Hollywood vortex apartment into storage in Reno.

 Much like I feared I might end up the day after my birthday Shelby, Matt, Flora 

and Lee are in a motel with little cash at the end of “Chapter 5.” Flying back to Los 

Angeles. Is “Chapter 5” the season finale of Roanoke? It seems over. Was that it? No, 

there’s another episode. Maybe that is the happy ending episode.

 I can’t end up flying terrified back to Los Angeles like Shelby and Matt to be 

homeless after I go off to a haunted house in the country. Homelessness is the fate I am 

trying to escape by leaving Los Angeles now. While my family is still alive. To get me 

into a more sustainable situation. Shelby and Matt will be homeless. I hope this is not 

how my story ends.

Had I been evicted after my family was dead? Which could have happened? Had 

I stay much longer? I would not have been able to get out so well. Quickly. Safely. With 

all of my stuff. I could have ended up a penniless prostitute in a hotel turning tricks to 

keep the motel roof over my head.

The Blue Jasmine denouement? A high-spending mentally ill formerly married 

woman who moves in with relatives? Ends up homeless after a series of grandiose 

misadventures? I see myself there. I saw Blue Jasmine with my ex-boyfriend Bobby. It 
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resonated more with me then him because in it I saw my possible future. If I married 

and left him.

FX tells me there is a ”Chapter 6” of Roanoke. I thought the show was over 

already with the closure provided. Is the next episode the happy ending? I want scenes! 

The parallels to my own life are stunning and horrifying. As with all of American horror 

Story. Or am I seeing patterns where none are there? Trying to divine the location of the 

former Supreme’s amulet from the pebbles in “The Seven Wonders” Finale of Coven?

I hope mine is a gentler fate. Perhaps instead of pig-headed demons of Roanoke 

there are only the cockroaches in Hollywood who so torment me. Matt and Shelby Miller 

get back to safer Los Angeles from horrifying Roanoke. As will I. I did AA to get sober 

from alcohol in 2013. AA has a buzzword catchphrase for everything. AA calls moving to 

escape your problems, “Pulling a geographic.” AA always did have a way of making 

everything I felt happy about feel bad. After ten years in Los Angeles I felt it was time to 

move on. Graduate School. Marriage. Sobriety. After the end of all of my significant 

relationships here. Finishing four books in a year. Being like, what now? Reno!

I knew I needed somewhere new from whence to write my next books. Some 

new material other then the life I was leading which I had thoroughly covered. I hope 

that it is not always necessary for me to move from city to city. Again and again seeking 

a fresh start. Once everything has gone to shit.

I will get away from Los Angeles to Reno. To a house where I can live rent-free. 

As Edward Philippe Mott did. Surrounded by queer art and splender. I am beset by 

uncertainty throughout the transition. I just have to hold on and hope. Pray. 
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I want very much to settle in my House of the Rising Sun I want this forever 

home so badly it is like a yearning deep in my soul. Want to live there for the rest of my 

life. My mother said she wanted me to. She said she would rent to me for as long as 

she was alive. Leave me the house when she died. Hopefully by then I will have saved 

up and will inherit enough money that I can just live out whatever years I have left in that 

house. As the two widows before me, Theda and Janet, did. As great-aunt Clementine 

did alone in her house with her bird.

I think of Clementine Herrera. My Schizophrenic great-aunt from whence my 

illness comes, along with grandpa Dewey. I begin invoking her name in my morning 

meditation. I would like to feel her spirit’s protection and guidance. As I move on to the 

solitary, Schizophrenic, alone with pet in family home period of my life. As Clementine 

lived out her life. Her marriage ended. Both her daughters died. She too died a lonely 

woman as Theda, Janet and Virginia.

Living out the rest of my life as a recluse is my best case scenario. I am not safe 

with anyone else. I must be alone because people always grow to hate me. My 

roommate situations never ended well. Only with Katie was I able to live happily. Then 

she was gone. The feeling of loneliness is as overpowering as the top of Mount Everest 

in Valley of the Dolls.

My mother arrives October 16, 2016. I say to her over dinner, “My life was 

destroyed. So was theirs,” meaning the old tenants. Someone must always move out of 

a space for someone new to move in. That’s how housing works. My apartment soured. 
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I needed a place to live. I wanted the current tenants to find a fabulous new place to live 

as soon as possible so I could move into my new home. 

March 2018 I find out where they moved away to. It’s too late for me now to stop 

the course of what had already been set in motion. I just have to react. Accept. Cope. 

Try to do my best in seclusion in Reno.

My mother and I get all of our errands done October 17, 2016. I begin to think it 

is all going to be okay. All of my over preparedness paying off, like Hillary Clinton in the 

last presidential debate.

` October 18, 2016, my mother and I do some farewell sightseeing. We see the 

stars on Hollywood Boulevard. The Museum of Broken Relationships. The costume 

store. The Chinese Theatre. Past the tourist part of Hollywood Boulevard it turns to 

smoke shops and stripper stores.

 I remark, “That’s what happens to the Hollywood hopefuls it doesn’t work out for, 

which is most of them. They feed the sex industry.” With every four inch platform 

stripper shoe that I see I know that I would need to buy a pair. Begin dancing. 

Prostitution. Descend into sex trafficking. Porn. More addiction like my past. If my 

parents weren’t rescuing me. 

I am poignantly aware. With every homeless person I see. That that would be me 

if not for my parents saving me yet again from Los Angeles. As they saved me from San 

Francisco.

I didn’t come to Hollywood with stars in my eyes to become an actress. I came to 

Los Angeles to go to art school. Become a writer and artist in Los Angeles for ten years. 
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“Ten years was a good run,” my mother and I agreed. On the crosswalk. Back to 

the less sleazy part of Hollywood.

I stay up all night. October 18, 2016. Sit in my box-den apartment the night 

before the movers come. On the freshly washed watercolor duvet in my feather-edged 

bathrobe. Everything is working out on schedule. Begin at 5 am to get ready for the 

movers. Mom will come over at 8 am. Movers will come soon after.

I take my morning Prazosin for PTSD. My hypervigilance and nightmares are 

gone. I’m calm. I’m just handling shit as it needs to be handled. Doing what needs to be 

done. Prazosin, Prozac, Saphris, Trileptal and Klonopin are making me able to cope. I 

have to take a lot of medication to cope even at this rudimentary level.

I sit on the worn-out orange flowered couch that we’re leaving in the apartment 

Thursday morning when I leave Los Angeles forever. The couch I bought with Katie. The 

couch her ghost asked me to keep so she could hold me. 

Oh my beloved Katie, you can still haunt me and hold me in Reno. In my 

grandma’s basement where I will be haunted by grandpa Roy Guido’s ghost. Onward to 

the House of the Rising Sun. To be haunted by Janet, Dewey, Theda and Butch. You 

can haunt me and hold me with a veritable bevy of other ghosts. I will be the witch 

surrounded by ghosts like in American Horror Story: Roanoke. 

I wanted “My Reno Nightmare” to end as the Disney version without all the 

bloodshed. I have seen enough of death already. Hopefully my denouement is a happy 

solitary witch surrounded by her benevolent ghosts in a beautiful old haunted house. If 

American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare didn’t end like that? It’s just television.
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I weave myself into mythologies because the reality is too terrible to face. Or is 

it? Or is it intertextuality? Or is it the writing through experimental writing that my CalArts 

mentor Matias Viegener instructed me in? Whatever it is, I am doing it. Mythologies. The 

mythology of Hollywood. The mythology of Valley of the Dolls. The mythology of 

American Horror Story. Making a mythology out of my own fear. To live in this awful 

world. Where such horrifying things can happen.

I move out of that Hollywood apartment October 20, 2016. The orange-flowered 

couch I abandon has inches of blue feathers deep between the cushions. I find feathers 

on the dark wood stair between opposite apartment doors. I see a single blue feather on 

the step outside as movers remove my last boxes.

Drummed out of Los Angeles by the rising tide of gentrification, I watch palm 

trees fade into oblivion in my rear view mirror. Descend upon my extended family in 

Reno with my grey cat, fancy clothes and stash of prescribed psychiatric medication. My 

life in transition begins. Hiding out in my near 100-year-old grandma’s basement for 

three months.

Three months. In three months my house will be ready. Three months of making 

my abuela meat and two veg every night. Watching Reno local TV with her until she 

drifts off to sleep in her chair. 

Three months living in the converted basement with a pool table and Spanish 

Conquistador paintings. A bathroom and kitchenette with art deco tile laid by my dead 
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Italian grandfather Roy Guido. I set up my coffee pot. Cat litter box. Witches broom. 

Yoga mat. Install wi-fi in an awkward circus with Charter Spectrum.

I hang my blue feather-edged bathrobe on a gold rack of inexplicable purpose in 

my new room. That beloved feather-edged bathrobe I ordered from Yandy.com. Inspired 

by Jessica Lange’s delusions of fame in American Horror Story: Freak Show

A lonely night in my grandma’s 30 degree basement I drape the feather-edged 

bathrobe around me. Step over cat vomit stains on the ruddy carpet. Wrap myself in a 

pill-printed Beloved Shirts blanket I ordered online. Internet shopping to reassure myself 

that I have not lost all touch with my former Valley of the Dolls life.

Valley of the Dolls is the body text beneath my earlier writing. The film ends with 

Anne Welles moving back to her family’s beautiful old home in a small New England 

town to live alone with her memories. Ascending to the ancestral home. She leaves her 

beseeching lover behind her. Walks alone in the snow feeling free. Dionne Warwick 

sings, “This is where I’ll start again,” as the credits roll.

I too left the lover who wanted to marry me behind in Los Angeles. I too seek to 

ascend to my ancestral home. I too want to live alone with my memories. As Valley of 

the Dolls ends my new life begins.

My great-aunt and uncle built my future home in 1954. A squat brick one-story 

two bedroom on a plot of land with fruit trees in an old neighborhood in Reno. I name it 

my House of the Rising Sun. My dream house where the sun rises on my future. My 

paternal grandparents lived there. Two generations of widows lived out their old age 

between those walls. I the third widow “going down to live my days in the House of the 

Rising Sun.” 
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I drive past my House of the Rising Sun on the way back from Save Mart. Dream 

staring at it out the windows of my Honda Civic. I don’t park and linger as I so want to. 

It’s Nevada: the Wild West. I don’t know if the current tenants have guns. Would resent 

or fear a Schizoaffective property-stalker. I wish the current tenants no harm. I only want 

my family’s house back in due time to live in until I die. 

By “Chapter 5” of Roanoke Matt and Shelby Miller are driven out of the rural 

house they had hoped to make a home in “Chapter 1.”  Are Shelby and Matt then like 

the past residents of the house I move into? I am driving out the current tenants by 

moving in. I wish them no harm. I wouldn’t kill or terrorize them to get them out. As 

Scathach and the Butcher do to those who come on their land. Roanoke disturbs me 

more and more as I watch the season unfold. Write the beginning chapters of this book.

I imagine my father’s tenants are terrorized enough by wanting to buy the house 

they live in. My parents deciding not to sell. Not extending the lease beyond January 31, 

2017. The old tenants of the House of the Rising Sun leave unhappily. Encouraged by 

my landlord father. Perhaps by my family’s ghosts.

My lust for brick and cherry trees will be sated in three months when their lease 

runs out. I wait peacefully in this basement as my cat stares at me with deep green 

eyes.

I am but many who fled California in droves forced by market forces beyond our 

control. The storage unit where I store all my worldly possessions is staffed by two San 

Jose transplants. The California cancer spread faster then I thought. Reno is Sierra 

sanctuary.
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I tweet, “I don’t take inevitable gentrification personally,” as I know my landlord or 

neighbors may be eyeing my Twitter for slander. My landlord made a business decision 

and so did I. I didn’t take this eviction personally. It was a mercy eviction given what 

cockroach-ridden hellhole my apartment became. I felt no bad blood towards my former 

apartment building. No hexes or curses were performed by this good witch. Only 

nostalgic pangs in making the move I always knew was inevitable to Reno.

I wrap my blue feather-edged bathrobe around me in my grandma’s basement. 

Celibate. Sober. Alone. Declawed. In transition. Writing on the Internet my sole outlet 

and identity. Please don’t cut my wi-fi like Julian Assange! I resist erasing myself off the 

Internet as it is all I have left to show for myself. 

Pathetic Hollywood exile glamour. Aware of how much worse it could be. I seek a 

forever home like a dog at the pound. 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Chapter 4 — ROANOKE IN RENO

I turn on American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare  in Reno at my 

grandmother’s. Terrified yet transfixed as each twist unveils a new level of both 

identification and revulsion. Julia Kristeva writes of abjection. The abject self is cast out 

in revulsion. I watch the violence and bloodshed on TV with fearful disgust.

“Chapter 6” echoes The Blair Witch Project. Now it’s all supposed to be real. I 

know it’s still not real. Just another meta mind fuck. Producer Sidney is dead set on 

making a reality TV show revisiting the house. Filming it no matter what the human cost. 

I think everyone’s going to die throughout the remaining episodes. They do.

All of these Hollywood actors are so concerned with fans. Ratings. Money. 

Dominick Banks rants about “screen time,” being the most important thing. At the cost of 

human life. Suffering. Hitting all the reality show tropes.  It terrifies me.

For Return to Roanoke: Three Days in Hell actress Angela Basset play actress 

Monet Tumusiime. In the “Chapter 1-5” reenactment she played Lee Harris. Adina 

Porter plays Lee Harris in “Chapter 6.” Monet doesn’t like the real Lee much. Both are 

alcoholics. The producers can get in more trouble for giving Monet Tumusiime alcohol 

then if Lee kills someone. Alcohol commercials follow on grandma’s cable. No thanks. I 

don’t want any part in any of that. I used to be an alcoholic.

The Hollywood obsessed actress Agnes Mary Winstead played the Butcher in 

the reenactment. She has Schizoaffective Disorder like I do. I am a peaceful, 

nonviolent, well-medicated Schizoaffective. Unlike The Butcher on TV. 
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In “Chapter 6,” Kathy Bates as Agnes Mary Winstead rampages down Hollywood 

Boulevard in a costume with a knife. I strolled down Hollywood Boulevard on my last 

day in Los Angeles to take photos of my favorite queer Greta Garbo’s star.  In “Chapter 

7” Agnes kills the reality TV producer and his assistant with a butcher knife. Like 

grandpa Dewey tried to kill grandma Janet with but was not successful. 

I‘m living in my grandma’s basement from October 2016 to February 2017. The 

Schizoaffective butcher who kills people is living in a basement too. Agnes goes on a 

killing spree when not allowed to be on the meta-meta-reality TV show Return to 

Roanoke. Is FX trying to give me a coronary? In “Chapter 7” Agnes Mart Winstead is 

murdered by the real ghost butcher who is even more terrifying then the mortal actress.

Yet the trauma is all just television. No matter how meta the show becomes. I 

know none of the things I see on that magic screen are real. My life is real. My writing 

about the show is real. My Schizoaffective delusions are not real. Medication and 

therapy allows me to differentiate between them. 

Roanoke is the scariest season yet. Blaming everything on a woman with 

Schizoaffective Disorder? That’s getting personal. I know how the mentally ill are 

stigmatized by the media as violent. Most of us are more likely to be victims of violence. 

I fear violence. Seek safety. Sierra sanctuary. The absolute last thing I want is any 

death. There’s enough death in the world already.

November 2016. I sit up in grandma Virginia’s living room at the conclusion of 

this week’s American Horror Story episode.. 

Heard a voice say, “The ancestral home calls.” It summons me home.
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I came into my basement bedroom. Rubbed myself with coconut oil. Put on my 

feather-edged bathrobe.

 I heard, “Your grandparent’s  Janet and Dewey’s ghosts will protect you and 

guide you through this transition.”

 The painting of Katie stared back at me reproachfully. Reminding me she’s dead 

now. The painter of the painting blocked or unfriended me on Facebook. Heartbreaking 

in my grief.

Although my life has parallels to Roanoke it is televised horror. Not real. My life is 

a lot more chill then that. Transitions are always difficult. I’m just trying to stay out of the 

hospital. I drink yet another manic pot of coffee watching Roanoke. I often stay up late.

All I can do is lock all the doors. Sit tight and right until I calm down. Have a piece 

of weed chocolate. Hopefully I’ll feel better in a bit. All I can do is what I can do. At this 

point it’s hide out in Reno. In a snow-covered hole of my grandma’s basement. Hoping 

“American Horror Story: Hollywood Cockroach Apartment” doesn’t become “American 

Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare.” 

The twist that American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare delivers is that 

Dewey’s ghost could kill me in my future House of the Rising Sun. I hope none of my 

ghosts are murderous. Katie’s ghost was never that way in Hollywood. 

Waning hypervigilance from PTSD and anxiety. I take a Xanax. Put on my footie 

pajamas. I’ll check in with my mental health team in Los Angeles when I can. Email  my 

therapist sooner rather then later. Certainly not now. During business hours when she 

can respond.
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I put on my my feather bathrobe. Spritz Yves Saint Laurent Black Opium. Get in a 

blanket fort. Smell good smells. Put in my headphones. Write comfortably with my cat 

next to me until it’s time to sleep. The doors are locked. No one will come down to the 

basement.

It scares me that grandma doesn't lock her back doors. We’ve been okay so far. 

I’m just now afraid that the Charter Internet guys are going to come back. Rape and rob 

me. Now that they know I’m a tiny vulnerable woman living in the basement of an 

elderly woman. 

I fear domestic discord with grandma and her grandson’s family that live in the 

back house as much as I fear what can happen from leaving the back door unlocked 

during the day. Does it feel nice to leave the doors unlocked and have nothing happen 

for other people? It scares me to be inside vulnerable and exposed.

I’m afraid of all the rednecks on drugs around Reno. The way I unwittingly flaunt 

my wealth and just-moved here naivety all over Yelp and the Internet. Costly signaling. I 

just got the Internet down here and now I’m scared of it too. I am afraid I will be the 

target of crime like Kim Kardashian. I’m only mentally ill with delusions of Kardashian 

fame. AA taught me “fake it until you make it.” I escaped Los Angeles by the skin of my 

teeth. I pray my suffering be over.

The Internet isn’t working. I go out into the basement naked with tampon string 

hanging. In my blue feather-edged bathrobe. Unplugged and reset the router. Now it 

works. That’s all I can do. Grandma’s upstairs asleep with her hearing aids off. 

Apparently can’t hear anything.
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 I take a peak out of my computer cave at Twitter. See what other people’s 

reactions to this week’s episode are. Apparently tonight’s American Horror Story 

“Chapter 7” terrified everyone else on the Internet. Scared is the appropriate response. 

I’m not the only one.

I think back to various things I’ve published. Or am publishing soon. That might 

cause terrible results. Or might make people upset. Or worried. I decided I can’t back 

out of any of this now. My fate is sealed. Maybe it’s all terrible. Maybe it’s all great. Kind 

of can’t decide moment to moment. I suppose that’s Bipolar Disorder. It is what it is. I 

just have to surrender to the universe and let the adventure happen at this point. Just try 

to be cautious. Careful. Do everything right.

 I’m flattered by what that magazine editor said on Facebook about me being a 

“professional badass.” The actors on American Horror Story are seduced by Hollywood 

dreams. Do I even want to be famous anymore? I don’t know. My ghosts comfort me 

with the twanging melodies of Dolly Parton.

Writing through My Roanoke Nightmare compels and drives the memoir I write 

here in exile from Hollywood in my grandma’s basement. Waiting for my House of the 

Rising Sun to be ready for me to live in it. 

In Entropy Magazine’s “Sunday List: Supernatural Belief” I am quoted saying, 

“The house I am moving into soon in Reno has been in the family since it was built so I 

imagine and hope it will be haunted too. Looking forwards to ending up like the witch in 

American Horror Story: Roanoke, a happy solitary witch surrounded by ghosts.”
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When the Sunday List is published online I fly into a flurry of terror. Hide in a 

blanket fort typing my terror late into the night. In a phone session with my psychiatrist 

she raises the Prazosin for my PTSD. 

I fear Reno police may think I am on the verge of a killing spree. That couldn’t be 

farther then the truth. I am in fact hiding in my a basement afraid my Yelp reviews make 

me a home invasion target. Or body and online blowjob paintings makes me a sex 

trafficking kidnapping target.

I feel it is necessary to clarify in print so I shall. I am a good, non dangerous, 

beginning witch. The only ghosts I am in contact with are those of already-dead 

grandparents or ancestors and my beloved suicidal wife. By that statement I certainly 

did not mean that like the witch on Roanoke I would slaughter anyone who came onto 

my land. No. It’s only TV.

I hope “American Horror Story: Hollywood Cockroach Apartment” is over for the 

season but “American Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare” hasn’t just begun. This shit is 

getting real. I suppose there’s no way to stop “My Reno Nightmare” from happening. I’m 

here in Reno now. It’s all irreversible. I hope “My Reno Nightmare” has a happy ending 

too and no one dies. I hope my ghosts are nice once I get to the house that is being 

prepared for me.

I turn on American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare  in my grandma’s living 

room. I hear the clump of her cane. The end of last weeks “Chapter 7” plays. Grandma 

comes into the living room. I quickly change the channel from screaming Adina Porter/

Lee with her leg cut up by the feral Polks. I tell grandma it’s time for me to watch my 



GRIEVING 38

scary TV show I watch at ten on Wednesdays. I tell her mom said it would give her 

nightmares. I tell her the Cubs won the World Series. She walks her walker off to bed.

I turn back on FX. Commercials play. I am acutely excited for this week’s 

episode. “Chapter 8” begins. A crowd of ghosts with torches assemble outside the 

farmhouse. Shelby and the Dominic Banks flee through the tunnel. Shelby sees the 

corpse of her dead husband. The Chens attack. Commercials again. I wait with 

anticipation.

A hillbilly sharpens a knife on TV. The Polk family are cannibals. My family too is 

also special line. The Lambert’s and Garaventa’s. Art and madness run in my family. But 

not cannibalism. We eat Prime Rib and cow brain raviolis at Christmas. Rare red meat 

but never human. I’m not some kind of monster. 

Lee talks of her daughter to the redneck man. The Polk boy gives her water. 

Jether wants to be on TV too. I don’t want to be on TV. I want only to write and paint. 

Lee promises to make the Jether Polk famous on TV. Everyone wants to be famous 

until it happens to them and then it’s terrible. Am I famous or ruined? I don’t even know 

anymore.

The redneck teen tells Lee the story of the pig man. Becoming a legend by 

putting on a pigs head and slaughtering people. She promises to make him famous as 

the star of the TV show. Jether offers Lee drugs. She says she’s worked hard to stay 

sober. So have I. I am still sober in this budget Vegas. Lee refuses the drugs at first as 

would I. She snorts them once it’s revealed she will die. Cut apart piece by piece and 

eaten by the Polk family.
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Lily Rabe as Shelby and the Cuba Gooding Jr. as Dominic Banks despair in the 

kitchen. I think of going to the kitchen for a Klondike bar I bought today at Save Mart. I 

don’t as I can’t miss a moment. Banks promises a bright future of TV spin-off and a 

yoga studio to Shelby. My father promised me the House of the Rising Sun. Shelby 

fights off the attacking Pigman. Now we know his story. Lights flash in the mansion. 

Ghosts approach. The two go upstairs to the bathroom. Shelby cries. I spent most of my 

fortieth birthday crying. 

“We’re back where we started,” Shelby says. So am I. The maternal ancestral 

home from whence my family began.

Shelby stabs herself in the neck. Commits suicide. As my wife committed suicide. 

Shelby killed the only man she ever loved. She can’t live with herself. My wife killed our 

marriage and my last hope of love when she took my pills. I did not kill her unlike all this 

television I watch. I can’t help but feel like it’s my fault though. Just for not noticing or 

stopping her. I was passed out drunk.

In a couple weeks I go to Oakland to read from an anthology where I have a 

piece called, “My Wife’s Ghost.” While commercials play I wonder how my piece will be 

received by the lesbians in the Oakland bookstore. The Italian anti-porn lesbian who 

organized the reading I have been Facebook interacting with.

American Horror Story returns. Lee asks to see a picture of her daughter Flora. I 

never had children. My “Disabled, Queer and Childfree” essay is coming out soon from 

Mother Should? I don’t know exactly when. The editors take long breaks from their 

passion project magazine to run after their children, as mother’s must. 

Lee wants to talk to Flora. I want to talk to my wuzh. Katie is dead. 
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I hear the clump of my grandmother’s cane. I wonder if she hears the screams on 

TV.

Adina Porter/Lee reveals to the camera and the redneck that she killed her 

husband to keep her daughter. I am horrified, yet not surprised. 

“You go on, Flora. You rise up.” Lee says to her daughter on camera.

 “We rise” writes Maya Angelou.

Bloodied Lee and the redneck boy Jether come together in drug-addled sexual 

frenzy. He wants to tape it to watch later. He unbuckles her straps. Lee gets him in a 

headlock. It’s an old trick, to use sex to escape. Often it works. Lee kills the redneck 

boy. Runs away free.

The ambitious reality TV actor Dominic Banks bemoans his doom to dead Sidney 

who is not watching the camera, but I am. We are. America is watching on FX tonight. 

On Twitter where I have not tweeted about #AHSRoanoke tonight.  I am so scared by 

it’s revelations I feel it best to keep them confined to this memoir. 

Twitter has gotten me into trouble before. So has my writing. Writing is what I do. 

My sole reason for living. I sacrifice much to and for my writing. Perhaps everything. I 

don’t know yet. Certainly most of my time. I only hope that time may be spent in peace 

and comfort in the house that waits

The English actress Audrey Tindall is played by Sarah Paulson, a series regular. 

Paulson on TV screams “We’re just actors. We play pretend.”

“Yes, pretend,” I say to the TV. Angela Bassett offers to lead the rednecks back to 

the original Matt and Shelby.
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Yet everything I write in this memoir is real. I write nonfiction about fiction. Yet I’m 

so delusional batshit crazy, anything I say must be taken with a substantial grain of salt. 

My auditory hallucinations and paranormal fantasies aren’t real to anyone else. Nor are 

my ghosts. Nor my false delusions of complicit guilt in my wife’s death. Writing this book 

is part of my grieving process. Slippage. Interpretations. I’m writing through this book to 

find out the truth myself. To make a story out of my mad memories that makes sense to 

bring me peace. What is pretend and what is real? Everything and nothing within a 

writer’s imagination.

“it’s all pretend,” screams Sarah Paulson. Pretending to be Audrey Tindall. Who 

pretended to be Shelby on the first five episodes. 

“But the teeth are real,” says the hillbilly Lot Pol. I’m so scared of imagined Reno 

rednecks. I only go outside to buy groceries or cat food. Rarely. When I must. The 

rednecks pull Monet Tumusiime’s teeth. I recoil. 

I still have all my teeth. The bottom middle one is blackened from smoking pot. 

My grandma is missing a bottom front tooth from falling. The family argued over how 

best to replace the tooth to satisfy my still-beautiful abuelita’s vanity. She wants a full 

replacement. The family says they will give it to her, although she is about to turn 99.

The redneck matriarch tried to pull Audrey Tindall’s teeth. I watch, transfixed.  

Audrey and Mama Polk argue. Frances Conroy as Mama Polk pulls a tooth. The 

English actress wails. Hillbillies run in the forest with cameras. Blair Witch Project 

reference duly noted. Lee rescues Audrey.  The Polk matriarch writhes on the floor. 

Paulson crushes her skull with a hammer. Blood seeps down the end credits for a 

commercial break.
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Sarah Paulson and Adina Porter, bloodied in the camera’s lens, discover dead 

André Holland/Matt Miller. Lee sobs like I sobbed when my wife died. They stagger back 

into the house. It is empty. My grandma’s house is empty as well. Only me transfixed by 

horror and an almost 100 year old woman sleeping deaf with her hearing aids out.

Audrey takes Lee upstairs. Lays her on the bed. I watch. Audrey offers Lee a 

joint. I haven’t smoked pot since before I got to Reno. Only edible chocolate. Paulson 

enables Porter’s relapse. She gets up and finds suicided Lily Rabe.

Everyone is in the house bathroom explaining what happened. Lee thinks 

Dominic Banks killed Shelby and Matt. 

“Hell is other people,” Jean-Paul Sartre. Lee screams at Dominick. The Pigman cometh. 

Paulson narrates her final testimony as The Pigman slaughters Banks.

 “I had so much more to give,” Paulson says to the low-fi camera. Dawn breaks 

over the ramshackle farmhouse. Who is still alive? Audrey and Lee argue over the 

camera footage left in the farmhouse. Lee has a plan. A terrible one. To rescue the 

footage. Paulson gives Lee pills. Further enabling her relapse. They see the black 

actor’s bloody body. Adina Porter leans on Sarah Paulson as they stagger out. A 

Pigman opens the farmhouse door. As Lee hits him with a crowbar he takes off the pigs 

head to reveal he is someone they know. 

“Chapter 8” ends. I am left with more questions then answers. Promised scenes 

by the television. A Burger King commercial begins.

On fleet toes, I run to pee. In the pink bathroom. Tiled by my grandfather. Grab a 

Klondike bar from the fridge. Unwrap it. I devour the ice cream sandwich as scenes 
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reveal clues. American Horror Story is over. I turn off the TV and living room lights. Walk 

the dark hall to the basement door  I see my grandma’s light is on. I do not investigate. 

I look at the Instagram of the creamy chicken and mushrooms, mixed greens 

salad with avocados and green beans I made for grandma and I that night. I look at the 

dinner Instagram that as mom said is earning me family points. I need all the family 

points I can get. I am throwing myself on their mercy by matters beyond my control. 

Yet there is a joy to caregiving for my grandmother. I feel it as I bring her dinner 

each night to her walker by the TV. Wash her few dishes swiftly and easily. Every day 

now I wear a white-flower ring that used to be Katie’s. I always take it off and set it on 

the burgundy kitchen tile to wash the dishes.

 My cousin who’s Instagram handle is “laurenthebutcher” comments, “Knowing 

you are there cooking for Grandma makes me so happy. Lauren the Butcher is getting 

married next year on Vashon island in a lavish affair. I will go with my parents and 

grandma. The rooms have already been reserved for us in the only hotel on the island 

by my parents. 

Lauren cuts up pigs and lambs, not human flesh. My cousin wouldn’t kill anyone 

either. Only delicious animals that we eat. Like the Polks ate Harris’s leg.
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Chapter 5 — METATEXTUALITY

I hear my cat lick her chops eating her wet food. Hear water drunk on the floor.

 “Good kitty, eat your dinner,” I say, I peek off the bed at her. She looks up from 

her bowl. Green eyes. White fur. Licks a prim white paw. Washes her face. Dainty. My 

ex-boyfriend Bobby called her “Fancy Kitty.”

Grandma and her great grandson who lives in her back house always want me to 

bring Nevada upstairs to visit them. As soon as I set her down she runs back to paw at 

the basement door. Begs to be carried back to this room where she and I have found a 

transitional home.

I’ve been in Nevada the state. With Nevada the cat.  For a week. Already I’m 

thoroughly sick of hearing about the Senate race between Catherine Cortez-Mastodon 

and Joe Heck. As sick as I already was about hearing about Trump. I will be so glad 

when the 2016 election is over and Hillary Clinton is president as I expect.

I look at Facebook on my phone. My post reads, “My grandma was born three 

years before women got the vote and this year she voted for Hillary Clinton. That’s 

history, folks.” Sixty people like and heart this post. 

I put in my Apple headphones. Turn on my “Moving to Reno” playlist on Spotify. 

Primal Scream’s “Moving On Up” plays.

 “I’m getting out of darkness, my light shines on.” repeats. That’s exactly how I 

feel. As Shelby and Matt escaped through the tunnel from their Roanoke Nightmare, I 

escaped my Hollywood nightmare via the 395 freeway to Sierra sanctuary in Reno. 
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Nevada the cat runs across the couch top of the hid-a-bed. She jumps on and 

off, playing rambunctious as midnight approaches. George Burns, “The Only Way to 

Go” plays on my headphones. Then Dolly Parton, “The Pain of Loving You.” My 

headphones fall off as I construct a blanket fort with the Beloved Shirts pill blanket 

facing inwards. Spotify skips to The Animals, “The House of the Rising Sun.” I put every 

cover of that song I could find on this playlist. It is all I listen to anymore.

I am comforted in my exile by technology. Coffee. By what creature comforts 

didn’t go in the storage unit. It will be below freezing again tonight. 

By putting all my cockroach-infested boxes in a Reno storage unit through the 

winter the plan was to freeze the cockroaches to death.  I so hope my Hollywood 

roaches are dying tonight. Lulled to a frozen insect sleep of winter roach-pocalypse. 

When I unpack in my new home? I hope to find dead roaches. Not the legions of 

continually breeding live roaches I fear.

To avoid infesting my new forever home? My mother and I lay elaborate plans. 

We will have the movers unload my boxes into the backyard in the snow with the cherry 

and apple trees. I will unpack each box. Carry cockroach-free items inside. Throw the 

egg-laid boxes away without taking them into the house.

A November 2016 night. I I realize I forgot to take last nights PTSD medication.,

 Prazosin. I check my blue plastic weekly pillbox. The dark and light brown capsule 

stares up at me. I choke it down dry. Cough. No wonder I was so worked up during 

Roanoke. Of course, American Horror Story always inspires me into a frenzy of fear.
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In my pill blanket fort. In my grandma’s basement at night. Typing on my laptop. 

Listening to Dolly Parton’s cover of “House of the Rising Sun” in my headphones. My 

cat sleeps on the bed. I am safe, finally. It’s time to come up for air. I sit up on the bed 

and bend backwards in camel pose until my pixelated vision stabilizes. Take deep 

breathes. 

When I return to my laptop I find an orange and green Prozac capsule in the 

sheets. I choke it down. Won’t hurt to have some more anti-depressants. I don’t usually 

indiscriminately take pills I find around, but on this late lonely night? Prozac sounds like 

a good idea.

It’s time for a change of scenery. I pack up my laptop and phone. Carry my purse, 

laptop case and pill blanket to my writing perch in the basement’s living room. I sit on 

the soft Beloved Shirts Llama galaxy blanket spread on the couch. Lean back on the red 

velvet Urban Outfitters pillow. I bought it in 2002. Carried it from home to home ever 

since. I pull afghans crocheted by unknown loving relatives over my knees.

My grandmother’s basement is much bigger then the cockroach-infested box-den 

my old Hollywood one-bedroom became. This basement the only home I have. For now. 

I know it’s transitory. By the time my four months are up? I am burning to rocket out of 

the basement. Into my house. Lock the door behind me forever.

A lamp with stars on it. Left by cousin Lauren. Who lived down here. Casts soft 

light. Lauren also left a three prong power-strip that I use in the bedroom. A three to two 

prong adaptor I use in the kitchenette. I thanked Lauren for these hand-me-downs. I 

thanked my sister for the Apple headphones I listen to “Moving On” with that she left in 

the hid-a-bed.
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Moving on from city to town. For all that Reno’s slogan is “Biggest little city in the 

world?” To me it will never be a city. After  the sprawling metropolises of Los Angeles 

and San Francisco. Reno. as I drove through it today, was an idyllic mountain town. 

I only hope, my Sierra sanctuary doesn’t turn into “American Horror Story: My 

Reno Nightmare.” With each episode of American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare 

I write through, I feel the tension build. The epigenetic trauma of moving into my 

homicidal, bisexual, Schizophrenic grandfather’s old house. Hopefully, I will just write 

myself into my grave there. Slowly. Over many years. Die sitting on a pile of stocks, 

paintings and unpublished manuscripts.

I may once again make contact with Dewey’s ghost. Dewey wasn’t homicidal 

once he started taking his medication. I take medication three times a day. Have since I 

was first diagnosed in 1995. I have never killed anyone. I have my shit together to the 

extent that a mentally ill 105 pound recluse in her grandma’s basement can have her 

shit together. 

Writing through as Matias Viegener taught me at CalArts. Writing through the 

trauma, pain and turmoil. Writing through Valley of the Dolls and American Horror Story. 

Writing through my move to come out on the other side finishing this memoir.

American Horror Story: Roanoke “Chapter 9” airs November 9, 2016. I turn it on. 

Grandma stays up and watches for the first time. I wonder if it will scare her. First, FX 

shows last weeks “Chapter 8.” Mama Polk tells Lee of their cannibalism. Lee and the 

young man have their moment. I watch grandma watch Roanoke. She seems pretty 

interested. One can’t look away.
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I remember grandma has a stronger stomach then one might imagine for a 

hundred year old woman. She wrote me a letter after reading Jet Set Desolate saying 

she really liked my book. My graphic, pornographic debut novel about sex, drugs and 

losing jobs in San Francisco.

My cousin Matt said, “To make a good story? Someone has to die.” I decided to 

kill off the Brady character the end of Jet Set Desolate. It made a strong ending. Books 

and movies need more death, glamour and illusions. That’s Hollywood. The person 

Brady’s based on didn’t die. In my real San Francisco life. He was in my wedding to 

Katie. Became a trucker. I lost track of him over the years. Maybe he did die of the HIV 

he had. Or drugs. I‘ll never know. All my old HIV+ gay male friends I worry are dead 

when they disappear from social media.

I looked Him up on Facebook. He was back in San Francisco again. Playing in a 

metal band called Undercrotch. The posts stopped at 2016. Did he just not go on 

Facebook for the first two months of 2017? Maybe. It looked like he was still living as 

hard as ever.

I put on a show in Jet Set Desolate. Like American Horror Story. It’s 

sensationalized fiction. With relatable, real life elements. That’s storytelling. My father 

wanted me to go through with a highlighter and underline what was and wasn't true in 

Jet Set Desolate. Not happening.

Some people believed all of it. Thought I was dirty and awful. Some people 

believed none of it. Thought it was absurd and unreadable. According to that negative 

Amazon review.
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The truth is: yes I was a coke addict. Alcoholic. Went to the psych ward. Had a lot 

of sex. Go fired from my job. I’ve been fired from almost every job I’ve had. I got herpes 

in San Francisco around 2003. All that is true.

 But no, the Brady character didn't really die at the Jesse pastiche evil boyfriend 

character’s hands. I didn’t get Hep C and HIV as far as I know. The Ian character wasn't 

bisexual. As far as I know. Davey never slept with Brady. Limone is a pastiche of 

different female friends at different times.

Most of all, I never made a double penetration porn. I think the filmmaker guy just 

filmed Raul and me making out. Never got involved in the action. Then they left. As far 

as I recall. I was drunk and high at the time. I don’t remember much. I’m pretty positive 

no full on porn threesome occurred as it was described in the book. That was 2004. I 

was really fucked up at the time. All the time, back the.

CalArts, where I workshopped Jet Set Desolate, taught me a lot about how to 

twist fact and fiction together into a braid. To makea story. In my later personal essay 

and anthology work, I’ve created a life story pastiche of fragments in different places. 

Like a scavenger hunt. Collect them all to get the full story. I’m just publishing bits. 

Piecemeal. This book connects some of the dots.

 Grandma said in reading Jet Set Desolate she learned a lot about a part of life 

that she didn’t know anything about. I was shocked, then loved her even more. Gave 

her copies of every anthology I was in for Christmas ever since.
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Grandma tells me the cat is upstairs. I left the basement door at the top of the 

stairs open so she could come up. As much as grandma and her great grandson always 

want to see her. I hoped Nevada would eventually start coming upstairs on her own 

volition. 

On TV the redneck offers Lee drugs again. She protests her sobriety then snorts 

the line. Knowing she’s going to die. At the hands of these redneck cannibals. Grandma 

seems quite interested. Before, watching Empire, she had nodded off in her chair as 

she does. Now her wrinkled head is up. Grandma watches the violence.

This weeks “Chapter 9” episode of American Horrors Story starts. Sarah Paulson 

as Audrey Tindall and Adina Porter as Lee update the fake Pigman actor who just 

arrived on what happened. 

“The spirits,the blood moon, the Polk’s, it’s all real,” says Paulson. The actor is 

former military. Might be able to help protect them. This is TV, but my life is real. As a 

mentally ill person, sometime I questions what is and isn’t real. There is slippage. As 

with the supernatural.

The policeman questions the young people. Who were Roanoke fans. Who went 

into the woods. Witnessed the accident. The teens have the Internet social justice 

idealism of the young. Perhaps they can save those trapped at the house.

The teen says, “After we post this video, we’re going viral.”

“It’s worth it, it’s worth it,” says the boy teen. The police are upset not to have 

found a body. The teens saw a ghost.

Sarah Paulson/Audrey saves Angela Bassett/Monet from the Polk’s. Lee says 

she has evidence on the camera of her phone. The Blood Moon is full. A mob with 
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torches approaches in the woods. The Polk’s are scared too. It is the last night of the 

Blood Moon. The most dangerous night to be at the house.

Roanoke “Chapter 9” is back from commercials. Panic reigns onscreen. The 

military actor is dead. Monet and Audrey fight in the house. I wonder who the last 

person who survives this is. I know that only one person survives at the end of the 

show, but I don’t know who. I watch. Angela Bassett and Sarah Paulson in their roles 

watch the video Lee saved. They see Adina Porter confess to killing her husband for 

taking her child. I watch Lee in the forest. Lady Gaga as Scathatch offers Lee a heart to 

eat.

The social media teens are in the woods with the Blood Moon. Excited about the 

followers they are getting. They speak of their fans. I am amused by my own periodic 

mentions of my paltry few fans.

“Racism is scary, Patriarchy is scary,” say Sophie. The millennial Internet teens 

obsessed with Instagram likes. Yes, Sophie, I agree. I have hope these teens will 

rescue the injured. They are wearing Go Pros.

One of the teens is killed. The other screams and runs off into the woods. Panic. 

They see the hanging dolls. The dead reality TV show people. The teens hide in the 

production trailer. Watch the cameras replaying what happened. There are cameras of 

what’s happening all over the the house as in the tradition of reality television.

“Is this part of the show, is any of this real?” says the teen, I wonder what’s real 

all the time. The teens see Lee coming to the house. 

As commercials play, I hope the millennials stay safe inside the trailer with the 

cameras. Post their videos. Go viral. Survive. As I hope to use the Internet. Hiding in my 
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grandma’s basement. Later hiding in the House of the Rising Sun. Through the next four 

years of the Trump presidency. I too am a child of the Internet. Happier safe in an 

enclosed place with technology. Questioning reality. Voyeuristically watching the world 

go by online while putting creative artifacts out into it.

The teens watch Adina go in the house from the trailer. Angela Bassett is drinking 

with Sarah Paulson in the house. Sophie wants to save Monet Tumiisime and Audrey 

Tindall from Lee  Harris by going into the house. She convinces the young man to go do 

it. The teens are finally realizing all of it is all absolutely real.

 “I don’t want to die,” said Audrey. Lee encounters Audrey and Monet. Lee seems 

possessed with the spirit of Roanoke. Speaks of cleaning the grounds with fire and 

blood. Lee has turned to the dark side with the heart she ate. Lee kills everyone. The 

teen girl testifies to her phone camera. They approach the house. See Audrey run out. 

Monet might be dead. Lee stabs Audrey with the cleaver. Dumps her body in the 

underground chamber. Wherw Edward Philippe Mott’s servants starved to death. Died. 

The teens see the mob approach with the torches. Someone is disemboweled in the 

chaos. Lee finds the teens. I realize, they too will die. Lee will be the only one who 

survives the carnage. 

I get a Pumpkin mochi from grandma’s fridge at the commercial break. Devour it 

by the time “Chapter 9” returns. The footage is revealed to be recovered from dead 

people Internet accounts. The teens Milo and Sophie are killed by the ghost mob. 

Impaled on stakes. Started on fire. Lee speaks in the prophetic voice the butcher spoke 

in before.
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Police footage. Next morning. Back at the house. Two burnt bodies on stakes. 

Police wearing cameras search the house. Find the bodies. Rescue Lee. They show her 

sympathy. Adina screams in terror. The police are kind to her. Lee may not remember 

her possession.

The police find Audrey. Rescue her. She clutches the police officer in terror. 

Audrey Tindall sees Lee. Hate flies between their eyes. Audrey draws a gun on Lee. 

Calls her, “Murderer.” Audrey Tindall is shot immediately multiple times by the police. 

Called a suspect. The episode ends.  

Commercials play as I stay tuned for scenes. Adina Porter as Lee will go on The 

Lana Winters Show to confront Sarah Paulson again in a different wig and makeup as 

Lana Winters. Meta!  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Chapter 6 —  THANKSGIVING WITH THE TRUMPOCALYPSE

I look at Facebook and Twitter for a few hours after Roanoke. I am inspired by 

the anti-Trump activism I see there. I know from sleeping all day? I will be up all night. I 

relish a night of basement alone time.

Grandma said, “Thank you,” to me when she went to bed.

I said, “Thank you!” back.

I’m so thankful for her for giving me a place to live. I feel it’s only right to go 

grocery shopping for her. Make her dinner. Do her dishes. It is a win/win. I am providing 

the caregiving for grandma. For these three months. So my family doesn’t have to hire 

someone. 

Mom said this was giving me, “Family points.” 

Given that my family are giving me a roof over my head. A future solitary home? I 

am forever grateful. Entirely willing to care give for grandma until I move into that house. 

The same way her grandson cares for her living in her back house.

If all relationships are transactional? As Madison Montgomery, the movie star 

witch says in American Horror Story: Coven? The successful transactional relationships 

are reciprocal. What one is willing to freely give with love.

The ”Chapter 10” Finale of American Horror Story: Roanoke airs November 16, 

2016. Trixie Mattel hosts an awards show. It’s only TV. I’m so relieved. All of the actors 

are alive and onstage. The crowd cheers over heartbreaking fan moments. So far this is 
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starting out a little bit dull and self congratulatory. I can only hope it gets more 

intense.I’m sure it will. Grandma considers going to bed.

Now, another meta fictional TV show, Crack’d. Lee is acquitted of all charges 

based on the suffering she went through. Another white male cop vows revenge.

Next, “The Lana Winters Show.” Sarah Paulson reprises her Asylum character. 

Interviewing Lee Harris on live TV. Lee is a polarizing provocative figure. She has both 

suffered. Killed. Yet been exonerated of all charges. I wonder what will happen to Lee. 

So many people seem to be vowing to bring her down. Lee did kill four people.

Sarah Paulson/Lana Winters asks Adina Porter/Lee Harris, “Why are you here, 

Lee,” Lee had turned down all other interviews. She took Lana’s because she killed her 

own son, "Bloody Face,” in Asylum. Lee uses the excuse of extenuating circumstances. 

Doing what you have to do. The moral ambiguity here is deep. 

Lana says to Lee, “This is your chance to tell your daughter what she needs to 

know. Lana says, “Flora Harris was reported missing a few hours before this show 

aired.” Lee angers. Rises. Lot Polk comes in with an an assault weapon. Lana Winters 

tells him he’s on live TV. He is about to shoot all of them. 

I imagine anti-Trump protesters chanting “The Whole World is Watching.” Sarah 

Paulson tries to convince the boy not to kill her. Instead talk to the cameras. Tell his 

story. The Polk kid pistol whips Lana Winters. The police burst in and kill him.

I don’t even know how to write through this anymore. It has gone completely off 

the rails. This Finale is not resolving my issues of problematic identification. I still don’t 

know what happened to Scathach. To the haunted Roanoke house. That’s all I care 

about. 
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“Chapter 10” gets beyond meta with a Spirit Chasers show next. A fence was 

erected around the Roanoke house. Paranormal investigators break in to wait out the 

Blood Moon. Bring Cricket who is apparently not dead after all. They seem thrilled by 

the danger in the house. Bloodstains on the wall. Doors start closing rapidly. Cricket 

finds Priscilla’s bonnet. Paranormal exploitation.

Lee Harris shows up. Looking for her daughter. Flora. Works with the spirit 

chasers. Priscilla is in the bedroom. The Pigman comes out. Kills Cricket. For good this 

time. The Spirit Chasers are trying to get out. Police sirens. Police are shot by multiple 

arrows. Everyone dies. Victim of the house. Only Lee survives. She tries to talk to 

Priscilla. To get Flora back.

“Mommy,” rings out. Flora is in the farmhouse. With  the Roanoke colony ghost 

girl. Priscilla.

 I have to go to the bathroom. I don’t want to miss anything. Figure I’ll risk it. I 

walk in on grandma in the bathroom. Go downstairs. Grab a Klondike bar on the way 

back.

Lana Winters is back on TV. Says for Lee, it’s about Flora. Lee is barricaded in 

the house with Flora and Priscilla. Police are outside in a standoff. I’m glad I never had 

to live this particular parental custodial nightmare.

“You killed daddy,” says Flora. I did not kill Katie. Lee tried to get Flora to walk out 

of there with her. Flora wants to burn the house down. Says she can’t be stopped. Lee 

offers to stay. 

Flora says “The butcher would get you, eventually.” Lee offers to sacrifice herself. 

Die in the house. Priscilla coalesces. Police outside all around. Explosion in the 
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Roanoke house. Flora walks out alive. She is rescued by the police. Lee vows to stay 

with Priscilla, as the entire house goes up in flames. Perhaps it is the only possible 

ending. Lee and Priscilla’s ghosts wave to Flora as she drives off in the back of the 

police car.

“It’s going to be okay,” Lee’s ghost says to her daughter.

I am strangely unsatisfied the Finale is over. Feel cheated not know what 

happened to the witch Scathach. “Chapter 10,” jumped the shark from TV, reality TV, to 

far out meta fictional TV. I ceased to identify. Probably the only healthy resolution.

 After watching the Finale of Roanoke a second time. It no longer promises “My 

Reno Nightmare.” Reno will not be a nightmare.

My House of the Rising Sun may be gently haunted, but I hope it will never be 

set aflame. There will be no TV shows. No death. I hope to not murdered. By my own, 

benevolent ghosts. When I die in that house of natural causes? As I wish to? I hope to 

join the merry band of ghosts that haunt it. Like a Reno Disneyland Haunted Mansion.

“It’s going to be okay,” the ghost of Lee Harris says. As Flora rides away from the 

burning Roanoke house. Her ghost mother and ghost friend waving. Like I walked away 

from Los Angeles. Scorched earth behind me. With my ancestral and wife’s ghost’s 

protection. 

Butch’s ghost promises in my mind, “It’s going to be okay.”

Sarah Paulson in American Horror Story: Cult asks, “Is it?”

At least I have grandma’s basement for the next three months. Navigating the 

minefield of rapidly approaching holidays. Thanksgiving first. November 2016.
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I spoon cobbler with nectarines from my aunt and uncle’s tree from a ramekin at 

Sunday Dinner. Mention the pumpkin and key lime pies with Paleo crust I’m bringing for 

Thanksgiving. I humor my aunt’s Paleo. I’m from Los Angeles: the land of weird diets.

My beloved family in Reno took me in after being nearly evicted in Los Angeles. I 

wait in transition in grandma’s basement for my promised house to be vacant. Serve as 

eccentric relation to delightful children and the elderly. This is my life now.

After dinner I look at Twitter. Recoil at the water cannons used on Lakota 

protesters in North Dakota. Thanksgiving celebrates when European refugees were 

welcomed. Fed corn and turkey until they went batshit colonialist. Took over their 

natives host’s land. Gave them smallpox blankets in return. At Thanksgiving families 

come together all over America to cover genocide with gravy. Commemorate a feast 

that did not go so well for all parties involved. Native protesters freeze protecting the 

water colonialists steal from them. I bake pies. The cruel irony pains me. Outrages me.

But how valid is my pain in the face of far greater pain? I dwell on cruelty. The 

world is cruel. I am well aware. 2016 took Los Angeles, my dream apartment, my 

boyfriend and all my friends from me. 2016 took Prince. David Bowie. Leonard Cohen. 

Katherine Dunn. The Obama presidency. 2016 ushered in a new era of white 

supremacist Republican fascism.

The roachpocalypse drove me out of Hollywood. The Trumpocalypse is now. I 

await the apocalypse to top it all off like that inevitable dollop of whipped cream on my 

pumpkin pie.

I think about privilege swathed in familial benevolence. Getting out of Hollywood 

not a casualty of the porn industry was an act of Mommy and Daddy. How terrible 
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should I feel to be sheltered in a mountain town where there are no protests in the 

streets? My intersectional identity is hidden by passing as long as the potential attacker 

doesn’t Google me. I look benign. I am. On Reno local evening news I see commercials 

for a used car dealership called “Internet Auto Rent & Sales.” Is that so far as Nevada 

understands this newfangled World Wide Web? I doubt it.

Typing late at night on my dreadful NaNoWriMo novel, I text my sister about 

survival tactics during a Trump presidency. I know my Los Angeles born, invisibly 

disabled, femme bisexuality is scant disguise. Is it enough? Am I white, cis and passive 

enough to survive the next four to eight years? Should I lay off the bronzer? Stay out of 

the sun? My near 100-year-old abuela munches her chicharrones upstairs. 

I am horrified by such problematic questions. Disgusted by my privilege to even 

ask them. For many survival is already not happening. Desperate times.

Flimsy tendrils of passing privilege may not be enough to protect me in these 

difficult years to come. Like that red chiffon Sexy Angel costume I wore to a college 

Halloween party that ended in date rape. An IUD and vow of celibacy are my condoms 

against The Handmaids Tale future unfolding. I am thankful I had all that sex while I still 

could. It’s certainly off the table now. I’ll take celibate widow over baby factory. As long 

as I have that option. Until menopause delivers me. Will grey hair protect my pussy from 

being grabbed? As I wither into crone? Or are my Adidas leggings still too tight for 

Reno?

Everything is uncertain. I am disgusted by my cowardice. I must toe the line to 

survive. Will I watch all this go down on CNN from a safe distance? Far away from the 

tumult of Los Angeles protests? I grow scared to even write. Tweet. Go outside. Exist.
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With this uncertainty and terror I step into my aunt and uncle’s house for 

Thanksgiving. Grandma and I are very late. Grandma took her time in the pink tiled 

powder room putting on clownish makeup. At her age she does not need to care how 

bright her rouge. That she is putting on lipstick as rouge and gold bangles at all is a 

good sign that she wants to reach one hundred.

By the time we wheel her walker up the slate steps? My uncle carves the turkey. 

A Toddler hugs my sparkly knee in greeting.

“Strawberry Shortcake isn’t for boys,” my cousin tells his two-year-old as they 

look through Netflix. Indulgently the father lets his son watch his fill of fruit flavored 

BFFs. 

My quietly Trump-supporting cousin gives me rides to the train station and 

Sunday Dinner. We never ever talk about politics. Only wonder together when it will 

snow. He brings his angel child over often to visit Nana and I. His wife gives me an ice 

scraper. I appreciate their kindness in the face of my turmoil. I forgive him his vote. He 

knew not what he did.

I am willing not to talk about politics at Thanksgiving. I too would prefer not to. My 

compliance is necessary. My complicity disturbs me. Trump-supporting family are not 

the enemy, I hope. I have another louder Trump-supporting cousin in Colorado. We 

rarely speak. He Facebook chats me that he is sending a package. Asks for my 

address. I am touched. Surprised. He sends me one of grandma Janet Lambert’s old 

lamps.

I slowly learn the awkward dance of dependance, love, boundaries and tolerance 

danced in families.
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I clothe my insignificant white guilt, with a burgundy lace Forever 21 dress. I hope 

it is high necked, long sleeved and long enough to be family appropriate. I call this my 

“good woman” dress. I place domestic tranquility over politics this Thanksgiving. Offer 

homemade pies to ensure a roof over my head. Survival is a higher priority then my 

California opinions.

Is this how we break? Breaking wishbones over lavish Thanksgiving feasts? 

Oppression, privilege, cruelty, pain, all of it is relative and ambiguous with the prospect 

of mashed potatoes and gravy. I pile a white china plate with Paleo stuffing made from 

cranberries, sweet potatoes and pork sausage. Sedate myself on tryptophan. Try not to 

think too hard about what may lie ahead. Sip ice water while everyone else has red 

wine. I must toe the line to survive.

Desperately, I dig into the pea and cashew salad. I am hungry for tolerance. 

Disappearing civil rights. Disappearing LGBT rights. Disappearing reproductive rights. I 

am hungry, but all I have to eat is a second plate of succulent dark meat falling off the 

bone. I will take it. I am thankful. Ashamed. Grateful for my family’s generous hospitality. 

It isn’t their fault that the election made me feel this way.

 As the old commercial goes, “Turkey: the other white meat. It’s what’s for dinner.” 

A silver platter of grease-luscious turkey is what’s for Thanksgiving dinner. I eat. I don’t 

see a lot of other options for me. I am a “good woman.” I am hungry.

I am relieved by the sanctuary of no politics at the dinner table. The Internet was 

alight today with guides for navigating hazardous Thanksgiving election talk. My good 

family wishes to avoid conflict. I bask in their warm glow. My cousin’s toddler struggles 

to get out of his high chair after two bites of stuffing. Lapdogs beg at our feet.
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I must submit and hide to survive. The survivors guilt of widowhood. Witnessing 

HIV consume my friends. Escaping doomed cities in the nick of time. My guilt at not 

joining the resistance bears down on me. My survivor’s guilt will increase in the years to 

come. I eat guilt mixed with greens in vinaigrette dappled with pomegranates. I eat 

complicity with Key Lime Pie smothered in whipped cream. Taste of ashes in the tart 

finish. 

My wife’s ashes I scattered at Echo Park Lake. I had a lesbian wedding in a 

bygone era when queer identity was encouraged. Even then Prop 8 stole gay marriage 

from us. Gay marriage only became legal a year after my domestic partner committed 

suicide. Will the Los Angeles Times photos of me kissing my wife in wedding clothes 

doom me under a Trump regime?

Pastor Martin Niemoller wrote, “First they came for the Socialists, and I did not 

speak out— Because I was not a Socialist. Then they came for the Trade Unionists, and 

I did not speak out— Because I was not a Trade Unionist. Then they came for the Jews, 

and I did not speak out— Because I was not a Jew. Then they came for me—and there 

was no one left to speak for me.” 

They will come for the undocumented immigrants and Muslims first. That was 

already in his campaign promises. Will they come for the LGBT? Disabled? Artists who 

paint blowjobs? Writers who speak the unspeakable? If and when they do there will be 

no one left to speak for me. I am too afraid to speak already. Will daring to pen this 

craven armchair essay assuage my guilt? Or doom me? Is what I do enough? Is what I 

have done already too much? Everything is uncertain in Trumps’s new America. 



GRIEVING 63

Everything is uncertain at the Thanksgiving table. I rise after eating not knowing 

where to put my body. Clear dishes dutifully. Bring grandma both kinds of pie. Sit mute 

on the couch. Fear is the new normal.

The comic relief of the evening comes when my host’s drunk friends show up for 

dessert. The bald husband does suburban male pea-cocking with my uncle. The wife 

gushes about the Venetian casino’s second tower: The Palazzo in Vegas. I smirk 

demurely into my decaf. The middle-aged couple talk loudly about a high-maintenance 

acquaintance they were trapped with on their cruise to Rome.

As the ex-neighbor gets up for her umpteenth vodka she asks me, “So do they 

call you Auntie?” I realize I have aged into an Auntie. Sitting alone. Overdressed. 

Without children or spouse.

“Auntie, cousin, niece, grand-daughter, I’m just the all-purpose eccentric relation,” 

I say teetering on a rose-gold heel. I flatter myself with “eccentric.” To temper the batshit 

crazy in my eyes. With the French Circus etsy necklace I wear. I am not an aunt yet. My  

sister hasn’t found a suitable man on OK Cupid yet to breed with. A technicality. Not my 

place to quibble.

We do what we can. I am not as brave as some. I am not as in danger as some. I 

can’t go to protests. I can’t be arrested and taken off my meds. Yet I went into downtown 

Oakland during an anti-Trump protest this month to do a lesbian reading. We do what 

we can. The disabled do what we have the spoons for. Writing I can do. Baking pies I 

can do. Taking care of grandma I can do. I know it is not even close to enough. I watch 
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CNN in horror. Scroll Twitter and Facebook from my basement bunker watching the 

country explode outside.

It is not my duty to avert the inevitable Trumpocalypse. That’s impossible. I have 

only to drive grandma home from Thanksgiving. That I can do. In AA we recited, “We 

admitted we were powerless.” I will never drink again. I turned the Page of Swords 

repeatedly in last night’s tarot session. The Page of Swords reversed meant 

“powerlessness before stronger forces.”

I pull into grandma’s driveway. Unfold her walker from the trunk. Accept I am 

powerless to do anything about the current political situation as much as it concerns me. 

I can only watch CNN with the space heater at my back. Scroll Twitter as worrisome 

developments predate imagined atrocities. Worry.

The terror of this new era is all around me in the freezing air with the smell of 

Pumpkin Spice. 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Chapter 7 — HAVE YOURSELF A DEATH-Y LITTLE CHRISTMAS

This Christmas was the cherry on top of the whipped cream and sprinkles of the 

2016 shit show. Delicious in powdered sugar and pain.

December found me in transition staying in my 99-year-old grandma’s basement. 

Nana likes the “Hollywood chocolate” I brought her from the Ghirardelli store on 

Hollywood Boulevard when I left Los Angeles forever. She likes bacon. Pears. Lawrence 

Welk. The mail.

On the morning of the third Friday in December I put my face right in front of 

grandma’s to communicate with her. Say, “Your son’s coming over. We’re making ravioli 

today.” I was up the night previous compulsively journaling. On no sleep I feel duty 

bound to save Christmas in a manic cooking frenzy as per usual.

“I don’t think that’s happening,” grandma says. “I don’t want to make ravioli 

today.” Never in the two months I’ve been in Reno have I heard her express such a 

strong opinion about anything.

I text anxiously with my uncle. I’m game to save Christmas. Studied in hierarchy 

and primogeniture. I know my place. Gladly defer to my uncle’s higher authority. He 

decides the two of us will make the ravioli. With what help my cousin in the back house 

can give. When he isn’t distracted by his little kid. I make the pasta dough alone from a 

faded handwritten recipe.

Uncle Jim shows up midmorning with a Tupperware of veal and sausage filling. 

Rolls out the dough. Smoothly spreads the meat. Folds the dough over. Great-grandma 
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Noni’s traditional recipe calls for cow brain filling. The Garaventas made cow brain 

ravioli for the last time in 2010. With an intricately carved piece of wood Jim rolls the 

folded dough into a lattice. Cuts down each line with a serrated round tool to make 

perfect little envelopes. I pile a staggering amount of raw ravioli on the dining room table 

cleared of cards and bills my uncle has to handle for grandma. The entire table is soon 

full of pasty pillows arrayed meticulously on white dishcloths.

“What are you doing?” asks my cousin’s son. His father tries to restrain the 

toddler from running amok.

“We’re making ravioli because we’re Italian.” I tell the child. One day we will teach 

him how.

At the age of two and three quarters the child lights up each room he enters. I am 

as guilty of spoiling him as his extended family. Despite his parent’s best efforts at 

discipline. At forty, my own innocence and sense of the world as a good place is 

thoroughly destroyed. I am determined not to burst this child’s bubble. Of innocent joy. 

At the benevolent world. Of friendly abundance. He still gets to live in. For now. His 

bubble will inexorably burst in relentless time.

My parents arrive a week later. Caretaking of the matriarch is so appreciated, my 

mother tells me some family wishes I would stay. The plan is: February 2017 I move into 

a nearby house. Alone. With cat. Every night since there were fifty-one days, I count 

down the days until I move into my “House of the Rising Sun.” I am counting in the low 

thirties by now. Over dinner, my father lets drop he could sell the house. As I am tending 

grandma so well. He lifts his shirt. To show purple scars from the lobectomy. That cured 
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his lung cancer. First Xanax of my parent’s visit? Popped two hours after they show up? 

Seems about right.

Christmas Eve morning, my mother gets the phone call. Beloved uncle Danny 

died of rapidly metastasizing cancer. Auntie’s intrepid bachelor brother was always at 

Christmas. Uncle Stinky tried and failed to teach me how to gamble one year at the 

Peppermill casino. We used to drink together back when I drank. I sent him Christmas 

cards. We debated anarchy on Facebook. Now he is dead.

We are having ourselves a death-y little Christmas amid splendor that seems a 

cruel joke. I am at a loss for the appropriate least offensive way of handling it. Blunder 

through with redemptive cooking and desperate writing. Out of the frivolous hobbies that 

occupy me on SSDI, baking is the only one I see of any use to anyone else. I’m not 

sure, at this point, if my writing does anyone else any good. I am driven to produce text 

as therapy. Gladly, I become my family’s on call, on point, pie person. To be at least 

somewhat useful. Not just decorative. As I fear. Grey roots at bang-length. Lines carve 

my cheekbones. I fade fast at decorative. After abdicating my second and last chance to 

be a trophy wife.

Christmas Eve. I make a pecan pie. From The Joy of Cooking app on my iPhone. 

My dearly departed wife termed it The Joy. Cockroaches infest the white volume she left 

behind. Each Nevada night. The temperature dips. Below the 32 degrees at which water 

freezes. I pray for the roaches. That drove me out of Hollywood. To freeze to death in 

that storage unit. I refused thus far to throw The Joy out with the rest of our cookbooks. I 

know when I empty that storage unit into the house, I must. This app is recipe salvation. 
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Corn syrup, brown sugar, eggs and pecans caramelize. Then burn together. In a Paleo, 

almond flour crust.

Next up, I make Pomegranate Chicken. The Christmas Eve tradition my wife and 

I started when we drove up to Reno in 2010. The William-Sonoma New Flavors for 

Chicken?  Like The Joy it is destined for cockroach cookbook heaven. A jpeg of the 

recipe was salvaged from the depths of my laptop’s hard drive. I reduce the 

pomegranate juice and brown sugar in a pan. My mother uncorks and measures the 

merlot. I won’t touch alcohol in my hard-won sobriety.

We feast that Christmas Eve. On succulent glazed roast chicken. Dazzled with 

pomegranate seeds. Green beans with slivered almonds. Mixed greens with canned 

black olives and balsamic vinaigrette. Grandma eats separately. As she prefers. In front 

of the KOLO 8 evening news. At the table. We give each other permission. To pick the 

legs up. To suck meat from the bones.

Post dinner. I rush to make the Key Lime Pie. Mom requested two pies. I draft 

her into juicing ten limes. With an ingenious old gadget. We find in a drawer.

“Ding dong the whisk is dead!” sings my mother. Grandma’s ancient whisk 

collapses into a pile of wires. Under the pressure of condensed milk. Egg yolks. Lime 

juice. Zest

It’s not Christmas Eve, until someone has to go out and get more eggnog. My 

father puts on his down vest. Goes out into the night. Returns much later. Says the Am/

Pm he went to on his fourth try was the only thing open. Two quarts of eggnog in a 

black plastic sack sit on the retro red chrome table. My father tells us a Christmas story. 
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As he walked to his car on the fourteen degree street a homeless vet followed him. 

Asked for a buck.

“Because it’s Christmas Eve, here’s a $20 bill.” The vet stood outside of his car 

window and cried. Dad touched his hand. Drove back to the warm house. I force back 

tears at the story. Explain the male privilege that allowed this interaction. My parents 

pour brandy into their eggnog.

The editor of Queer Mental Health Facebook chats me late Christmas Eve. This 

Canadian website I write for has been on a long technical difficultly hiatus. After five 

years of the passion project the editor lost motivation amid the pressures of college. I 

agree in the bonhomie of Christmas Eve to be another editor as she asks for the second 

time. Solitary occasional online literary volunteer work I hope I am able to do within the 

confines of my disability.

My first task is editing the essay I submitted back in June 2016. Time-sensitive 

journalism on intersectional queer mental health issues brought out by the Orlando 

nightclub shooting. Two hours of attempted rewrites later my essay is outdated and 

unsalvageable. At two am I begin a different essay called “Subvocal Speech of a 

Schizoaffective on Christmas Morning.” I write the meta essay within an essay CalArts 

warned me about.

“Saved Queer Mental Health, saved Christmas, what else will your savior 

complex do?” the voice in my head that I write about says when I listen for it. “Would be 

nice if you could save yourself from all these other looming imminent disasters. At least 

you and your uncle made all those ravioli the other day when you didn’t sleep. It’s a 

Christmas miracle!”
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I believe in miracles. Choked back tears at Dolly Parton’s Christmas of Many 

Colors: Circle of Love on NBC.  Saccharine schmaltz descends at five am Christmas 

morning. I anticipate blundering my way in burgundy velvet through the yawning day 

ahead. Awkwardly endearing family togetherness I feel totally up for. This should be 

interesting.

“Slow down,” says the voice in my head. “You’ve got to pace this. So you submit 

your essay right at dawn. Well that’s fucking hilarious. Seriously. Didn’t you just have fun 

tonight saving something else. You saved yourself the humiliation of submitting that 

Orlando essay. That shit was terrible. So’s this, but at least it’s more timely. Are you 

fucking seriously doing this? Aren’t we glad the aliens, or nurse Ratchet, haven’t taken 

the technology away yet? Try not to end up in the psych ward. Without your phone. Or 

the Internet.”

I’m working on it. Day by day. I hear the first thump upstairs. Telling me the family 

I must celebrate the holidays with are rousing themselves for obligatory yet enjoyable 

rituals. At 6 am I hear a toilet flush. I take four pills because I must.

“All things considered, that’s a best-case scenario,” says the voice in my head. I 

rationalize scientifically in text. That is only a loudly articulated inner monologue. My  

vocal cords moving. While my mouth does not. My faulty Schizoaffective synapses, 

can’t differentiate both voices are generated by the same brain. All in my head. I wash 

down the morning’s Prozac, Klonopin and Trileptal.

I hear, ”Control your enthusiasm. If you weren’t so endlessly entertained by your 

own psychosis there might be some hope for you. Alright, wrap it up. Try not to fuck up 

your last chance. Or Christmas Day.” Like so many things the voices of Schizophrenics 
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say? That could be interpreted as a threat. I hope with the audacious hope of Obama, 

or mistletoe, that as RuPaul says, I “Don’t fuck it up.”

“Don’t we specialize in the ominous.” the voice taunts. I write until dawn. Press 

”Private Publish” onto the Queer Mental Health WordPress the editor gave me 

permissions for. Hope against hope to have done something right. I never hear from 

Queer Mental Health again.

I break for meditation. Yoga. Shower. Pull on sparkly tights. An American Apparel 

long-sleeved ice skater dress. A black velvet jacket conceals my Under Armour sports 

bra crossing woven lattice across the velvet dress’s plunge back. In the kitchen upstairs 

I tell my mother why I left AA. Dad and grandma sleep in. While the ladies make 

breakfast and chocolate chip cookies. It’s a Christmas of adults. Clearly.

At forty I am the youngest. As Christmas elf I pass out the parcels. Grandma only 

realizes it is Christmas when we start to hand her gift bags. Her shock unnerves us all 

to the core. Right before I open my presents I realize with devastating clarity that 

grandma might not live until I move out.

I unwrap my gifts. From my aunt Carol: a Psychic Tarot Oracle Deck. Black 

fingerless lace trimmed gloves I wear constantly in the frigid months to follow. From my 

uncle and auntie: An Elf nail polish set. I ran out of the polish I brought from Los 

Angeles. Eos lip balm for my newly Sierra dry lips. A Target gift card I spend on coffee 

and cat food. From my parents: A vacuum cleaner. Makeup. A Birchbox Good as Gold 

gift box. Toe-in yoga socks with lotus flowers on the bottoms. I love the grey Merino 
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snood. Can’t wear it outside as it looks exactly like a hijab when pulled over my head. 

I’m so afraid of hate crimes. In Trump’s new Republican Nevada.

I tweet, “Embracing the true spirit of Christmas: family passive aggressive life 

passages pathos surrounded by abundance. We’re coping.” It seems offensive not to at 

least pretend to enjoy my gifts, so I try. I polish my nails blood maroon to match my 

dress. Explain to my father, at length, how to read Tarot. Until he seems bored. I am 

determined to act cheerful. I offer my family eggnog to wash down the elephant of 

death.

“What do I do if grandma dies in the next month while I am still living here?” I 

begin the conversation with my father. Right before we leave. For further gritted teeth 

revelry. Not even the Necessary Nudes of the MAC palette I swipe on my lips, can 

assuage my terror at this yuletide revelation. My interim interment in my abuela’s world. 

Numbs me to how gradually, yet relentlessly, she fades.

I tweet, “But when is it not an especially heavy Christmas?” Grandma slowly fills 

out cards and checks for her descendants. I put the cash from the envelope she gives 

me straight into my Apocalypse survival fund. No Peppermill this year. There’s an 

impending Trumpocalypse to endure. Mom is sick with impatience and concern, when 

grandma is still not ready at six pm.

Finally, we hustle into the minivan. to Drivs to Christmas dinner. I hug my curly 

haired black clad aunt first thing in the door.

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” I say.



GRIEVING 73

“It’s your loss too,” my aunt says. Gives me permission to grieve the uncle-in-law 

I adopted.

Sixteen assorted family and the odd orphan assemble around a blessedly place 

carded table. Eat rare Prime Rib with red wine leek sauce. Overcooked ravioli welded 

together into savory bourguignon mash. Mixed greens with avocado, green onions and 

a Dijon vinaigrette. Kale, apples and onions fried in bacon fat by cousin Lauren and her 

fiancé.

After dinner I watch Lauren cry over her uncle as we talk about her upcoming 

wedding. By her wine glass a crystal platter of Noni Cookies. Mexican Wedding Cakes. 

Chocolate Chip Cookies. I comfort myself with slices of Pecan and Key Lime Pie. 

Dappled with whipped cream.

I am so glutted with grief, that pie is like a punch in the gut.
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Chapter 8 — WITCHCRAFT SANS COVEN

I binge watch America Horror Story: Coven. While moving into the House of the 

Rising Sun. My first summer there of July 2017. Coven and Freak Show are my favorite 

two seasons. Their themes of witchcraft. Racism. Disability and acceptance. Are more 

comfortable voyeuristic escapism. Instead of the painful triggers of marital discord, 

addiction and insanity in Roanoke. Murder House. Hotel and Asylum. Cult is it’s own 

animal. Being without the supernatural. Veering from the politics of the time, to batshit 

beyond anything I could ever conjure.

“We really don’t need a man to protect us,” says Madison when their coven goes 

to kill The Axeman of New Orleans. Coven is empowering feminist television. Powerful 

witches doing serious shit.

 I‘m trying, in my life, not to be Jessica Lange’s supreme witch diva. Fiona Goode 

brings the coven down though her search for continued youth and dominance. Fiona, 

Madison and Misty are blonde witches in Coven. Makes me feel better about being a 

blonde witch. Not all blondes are Ivanka Trump. I cut my bangs in the sink for Nico hair.

Unlike Fiona, I don’t believe I can’t love anyone but myself. I loved Katie. Still do. 

In a lesser way loved other in the past. Long gone.

 Is  “American Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare” becoming like Coven? Where 

the witches win? Ten minutes of the magical healing powers of Coven I see quite 

brutally how much worse it could be. I see witchcraft rewarded. Racism punished. 

Voodoo queens victorious. It reassures me. As does the return of Harry Butcher.
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February 2017’s delusion of the month? Back to ancestral ghosts. I “hear” my 

great-uncle Harry Butcher during morning yoga in my grandma’s basement. Before I go 

see “the old Butcher place” where I am about to move for the first time.

The name “Butcher” is ominous. Spooky. I refuse to be terrified by moving into 

“the old Butcher place.” After what Roanoke put me through. Seeing scary ominous 

parallels everywhere. Coincidences happen. I am trying to live less in fear. Not 

everything is a meaningful sign I should identify with. Some things are just chance. Bad 

luck. Nothing I do can change my great aunt and uncle’s last name being Butcher.  

They’ve both been dead for a very long time. I was told great-aunt Theda took an 

interest in me. Great-uncle Butch died before I was born. I’m strangely not scared of the 

ghosts of the Butchers. They seem to be welcoming me into my new home. The 

Butchers want me to me there. I am directly on the Thomas Orr Burrus bloodline. Theda 

Butcher was my aunt Janet Lambert’s sister. “Butch” as they called him was her 

husband.

 “Call me Butch,” his long-dead ghost says. He called me “dear” and 

“sweetheart,”

Sarah Paulson, as Ally Mayfair-Richards, asks her therapist “Is it going to be 

okay?”  in American Horror Story: Cult.

He says, “It is.”

Ally asks again plaintively. “Is it?” In Cult, it really isn’t okay. For the whole 

Season. In the Cult  Finale, Sarah Paulson plays a Lana Winters-like winning of 

everything. A cathartic happy ending.
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Lee’s ghost in American Horror Story: Roanoke says, “It’s going be okay.” 

Butch’s ghost. In my grandma’s basement. At dawn. Says, “It’s going to be okay.”  

I thank him for his visit. I’d rather hallucinate friendly familial ghosts. Then the FBI 

hacking my iCloud. All they would find? Is I’m no trouble whosoever.

PTSD is the stressful, defensive bristling of all cruelties scarring me in the past. 

This has been an exceptionally difficult six months. With the passing of the blood and 

snow moon. Both in libra. My sign. Bracketing this miserable interval. Of living in 

grandma’s basement. In transition to my new home. 

I want to emerge transformed. I was supposed to be healing. Even after three 

months in the cocoon of my abuela’s world? I still feel as tore up as ever. How and 

when will I heal? Is that even ever possible?

I have a strong desire. Once I get into in my House of the Rising Sun, finally. To 

just disappear inside. Lock the door behind me. Never ever come out again.

 February 1, 2017. The witches sabbat Imbolc. I do a PTSD healing ritual. 

Clutching my broom on the fold-out bed. 

February 10 is the full moon. Snow Moon in libra. Benign occult activity occurs. I 

google “Snow Moon spells”. Read the Wikipedia article about the Snow Moon. Recite 

the protection, rebirth and transformation incantations I find on Google. Broom in my 

lap. No candles. I didn’t want to set grandma’s basement on fire. 

Witchcraft is fun! Feels so magical. Scares me a bit. I call it a night. Have 

paranoid hallucinations after the witchcraft, that someone outside detected paranormal 

activity. Even though I was alone. In a basement room. With a closed door.
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I binge-watch Coven to soothe myself. Witchcraft triumphant in these long winter 

nights. Waiting to move. Snow shrouds Nevada as I pack. I move into the House of the 

Rising Sun, two days after Valentine's Day. Reno is my Valentine. I'm Nevada’s 

sweetheart. I give my grandma a red heart-shaped box of chocolates as a Valentine’s 

farewell.

February 11, 2017. My last miserable night. Blessedly alone in grandma’s 

basement. I only have six more hours of binge-watching Coven. On Netflix. On my 

Macbook Pro. With headphones in. Alone. Through this endless night. Every night has 

it’s dawn. As shall this. Then, this shit is so blessedly over. Born squalling. Through pain 

and blood. Comes the birth of my new life. I’m thrilled. This week finally begins the 

culmination of all of my fondest dreams. Everything changes forever. This week.

In twelve hours, my parents get here. Tomove me into my new house. Given how 

toxic and hostile my most recent interactions with them were? I am quite terrified at 

them visiting. Today begins what I have been looking forward to for six months. Instead 

of being filled with joy I am filled with dread. I’m trying to stop shaming myself for not 

being happier.

I’m reminded of that line in Valley of the Dolls, “For so long I waited for this 

moment. But now that it’s here, I don’t feel anything at all.”

Morning of Valentines Day, 2017. Two days before I move into the House of the 

Rising Sun. Four am. I can’t let anything ruin my deliverance. This blessed morning.
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Even if my parents are awake? Talking about their worries about me? That’s what 

parents do. It has been silent long enough to believe they are still asleep. One thing I 

have learned about my parents, is that they reflect whatever I cast upon them. Whether 

positivity or negativity.

I am only a good low-key witch when I first get to Reno. Try to play it safe. Only 

do good, positive, benevolent magic. No black or menstrual blood magic. Don’t 

summarily google “Spells to get people to be nice to me.” Don’t fuck with Ouija boards. 

Don’t call up spirits with séances yet. I allow the ghosts to come to me when they like. 

All my Schizoaffective Disorder dictates, is that sometimes I hallucinate ghosts. Talking 

to me in my head. I still don’t do binding spells. Still don’t release spirits with Ouija 

boards.

February 20, 2017, I move into the House of The Rising Sun. The night before. I 

rewatch the Coven promo YouTube video. wA Lauren O’Connell cover of “House of The 

Rising Sun,” plays. I love it. Post it on Facebook with my moving announcement. 

Advertising that an ominous occult practitioner is moving in? Is exactly what I am afraid 

of getting me into trouble in my new home. I do it anyway.

Witchcraft is good and healthy. In rehab, they taught us spirituality will keep you 

sober. 

When I thought I would take over my parents house when my father died, I 

dreamed of having a witchcraft room.

When I move in? I’m in a panic about the witchcraft room at the end of the hall. 

With it’s “PLEASE DO NOT ENTER” sign. Sparing me even considering a roommate. 

For one of the several spare rooms. I otherwise wouldn’t be using. In my new home. 
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The spooky room is my defense mechanism. I keep everything that family/children/

workmen/casual visitors could have a problem with in there. To keep the people who 

must come into the house, from taking issue or offense with me.

I have to step back from my fear. It’s not like I murder people in there. Do drugs. 

Keep tormented slaves in there. This is no Delphine LaLaurie Chamber of Horrors like 

in Coven. Even if the National Guard came in there? 

They would just be like, “Well, she’s an amateur erotic oil painter. Interesting. 

Dabbles in the occult. In a solitary way. Mostly about her dead lesbian partner. Unusual 

but not illegal.“

It’s a grief altar. It’s an old Latin American Day of the Dead custom to make altars 

for dead people. I’m from Los Angeles. At Hollywood Forever Cemetery on Day of the 

Dead people line up to pay to see them in the cemetery.

My first week in the house, I feel spooky. Go to the secret room at the end of the 

hall as if called there. Turn on my dead grandma’s lamp on the hardwood floor. Pink 

watercolor flowers on porcelain. My great-aunt Theda Butcher was the first widow to 

"live out her days in the House of the Rising Sun," as the song goes. Grandma Janet 

was the next. I am the third.

I listen to Yoko Ono’s "Yes, I’m a Witch," as I dress for magic. The chorus goes: 

"Yes, I’m a witch. I’m a bitch. Don’t care what you say. My voice is real. My voice is 

truth. Don’t fit anyways. I’m not gonna die for you. You might as well face the truth. I’m 

gonna stick around for quite awhile." I plan on sticking around. Suicide has never been 

in my cards. Rising guitars strum as Yoko chants, "Witch… Bitch…"
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I line my eyes black. Smear myself with coconut oil. Spritz Elizabeth and James 

"Nirvana." Pull on the black velvet Courtney Love dress with white lace collar that 

belonged to my dead wife. Katie Jacobson committed suicide in 2012. Her funeral 

portrait sits larger than life with a white and gold frame against the wall. My Wicca altar 

is backed with her portrait staring with those piercing green eyes right through me. I 

pray to her spirit for guidance. Put on a crow skull necklace from Necromance on 

Melrose. An etsy witch hat festooned with pale yellow gauze and jeweled black feathers.

I light Sandalwood incense. Pull cards from the Dame Darcy Mermaid Tarot deck. 

The High Priestess. Empress. Queen of Pentacles. Queen of Cups. Strong, solitary, 

splendid women. I place them at the back of the altar against Halloween skull goblets 

and a Virgin de Guadalupe candle. Set the Hermit against a St. Martin de Porres candle 

for the divine masculine.

The Queen of Swords means a widow or woman of sorrow who once knew much 

pleasure. Dame Darcy illustrates this Tarot card with a beautiful female face. Tears 

stream down her high cheekbones like Nico from the Velvet Underground. A sword 

tangles in her long blonde hair. I place my central queen in front of the altar stone.

On the stone, a circle of severed acrylic nails surrounds a cauldron holding a 

round black 8 Ball. I set the Ace of Cups and Ace of Pentacles on either side for 

prosperity and abundance overflowing. On the Ace of Cups water flows out of a 

chambered Nautilus shell into the ocean. Surrounding the Queen of Swords I place the 

Ten of Pentacles and Four of Wands for a happy ancestral home. The Four of Wands is 

reversed for my desired home’s twist from the white picket fence of standard 

domesticity. Fate decrees I be alone. No children or family here. My womb is as barren 
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as the winter branches of the cherry tree in the backyard. I seek only solitary creative 

bliss under the waning Snow Moon. Over the years to come as Strawberry Moons wax 

and wane above to Harvest Moons.

I sweep the spooky room with a besom broom. Sit in the lotus position on white 

velvet pillows. Holding a white candle North in my palm, I Invoke light and earth. Lift the 

candle East for air. South for fire. West for water. Ring the bell three times. Raise my 

hands on either side in mystical gestures. Left in the Lotus cup of Persephone. Right in 

the Devil’s Horns of Dionysus. Divine feminine and masculine.

I say, "I call upon the Goddess and God, Mary Magdalene and Jesus Christ, to 

guide this ritual and guard this home." I close my eyes. Fill my mind with white light. 

Reach the still point within my soul. Feel the light well upwards and outward from my 

heart center to fill the house.

"There is one Power, which is within and without," I say, "As I will, so mote it be: I 

desire that this home be blessed. Consecrated. Protected. Mine. As I will, so may it be." 

I light the sage. It smolders. I walk around tracing the perimeter of the house leaving 

smudge smoke behind. Painted faces of people I once knew in Los Angeles and San 

Francisco stare down from dark walls.

I look deep into the oculus of the Queen Anne dresser in the bedroom. My 

grandmother Janet Lambert brushed her blonde curls standing right here, many years 

before. I raise both hands. Left with sage giving off scented smoke. Right in gesture of 

the Horned God.

"Thank you for my healing," I say. "I call upon the blessed spirits of Theda 

Butcher, Janet Lambert and Katie Jacobson. Three strong women whom I love. Three 
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ghosts bring about three wishes. Let this House of the Rising Sun be consecrated. 

Protected. Mine. From this ancestral mirror bring forth into life."

I read from Aoumiel’s Green Witchcraft: "Love is the law, and love is the bond. 

Merry did I meet, merry do I part, and merry will I meet again. Merry meet, merry part, 

and merry meet again! The circle is now cleared. So may it be. Beings and powers of 

the visible and invisible, depart in peace! You aid in my work, whisper in my mind, and 

bless me from the other world, and there is harmony between us. My blessings take 

with you. The circle is now cleared. So may it be!"

I run the smoldering sage under cold water in the bathroom to put it out safely. 

With beloved spirits of the other world, my spell is cast. My home is consecrated. My 

new life begins.

Upon moving in, I have trouble feeling okay about new habits of living. No matter 

how innocuous. Quiet. Solitary. Simple. I walked on eggshells for so long. Ex-boyfriend 

yelling at me. The eviction. Living with grandma. My parents. Now that I am finally safe 

alone? Still have residual PTSD.

American Horror Story gives me hosts of new things to be afraid of. As if I 

needed any more things to be afraid of. Murder House teaches don’t get involved with 

neighbors. Don’t give your neighbors cupcakes. I only know my neighbors at the House 

of the Rising Sun are old. Knew my grandparents when they lived here. I try not disturb 

them. I never have parties. Or socialize. It’s always quiet. I use headphones for music 

and Netflix. Rarely even go anywhere. Except to buy groceries. Pick up medication. I 
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have everything delivered that I can. At all hours of the night there’s lights turning on 

and off in different rooms of the house. Would that be a neighbor problem?

There’ s a perfectly sensible explanation. I’m a solitary unemployed writer. I 

keeps odd hours. I lives alone. So yes, if I’m awake? Which could be at any time? The 

light will be on in the room I am in. Do they expect me to sit in the dark all night? The 

blinds are always drawn at night. Porch light off. I can’t even understand how that would 

be anyone’s problem or concern. No one’s business but my own. I live in fear someone 

will knock on my door. Demanding an explanation.

I don’t expect to be liked in Reno in this quiet neighborhood. I expect people to 

gossip. I expect resentment. Hate. Curiosity. Fear. Hostility. I expect the worst. Anything 

else is a nice surprise. This is life with PTSD. Walking on eggshells. Waiting for the 

other shoe to drop. Destroy my life. The way it always has before.

March 13, 2017. Naked, I smear myself with coconut oil. Go into the witchcraft 

room. Pull on Kathy Acker’s green velvet minidress. Her literary executor gave me this 

dress at CalArts. I zip up the back. Take out a black volume called, Séance. The Oulipo 

anthology sits unopened on the hardwood floor.

Immediately, the voices start in. My Schizoaffective Disorder does that. Makes 

the supernatural a real party. I socialize best with ghosts, not people.

Oh you want to talk to Kathy Acker, do you? Well, take a fucking number, 

seriously. Talk to Jean Genet, he’s been hovering right here waiting to talk to you since 

you found Grimoire Magazine and started thinking about him. Kathy is oh so busy with 
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people who actually knew her in her time, they didn’t just whack off to the sex scenes in 

her books!

I light incense. Say back to the voice, “Her sex scenes inspired my own so much, 

but yes, Jean Genet is the spirit I seek. I always think of how he wrote Our Lady of the 

Flowers in his own shit on toilet paper in prison. Inspires me everyone I take a shit and 

get it all over my hands to write more and more whatever the odds.”

Well, I hope you wash your hands first.

“Of course,” I reply. I light pink and red candles for sacred dick. “Mr. Genet?” I 

say. “Speak to me, please? I come a willing supplicant, seeking your wise advice and 

counsel. I’m such a fan!”

Oh, aren’t you just the cutest little baby witch getting all spooky! Do you think I 

haven’t noticed your repeated pleas for my attention every dawn mediation? Being 

Kathy’s sloppy seconds doesn’t appeal to me, but your desperation catches my 

attention.

 “You, Mr. Genet. You and Ms. Acker both are influences in the abject writing I 

do.”

Well, Kathy’s busy right now, and I am not Kathy’s receptionist! But, you know, 

these blowjob paintings you have hanging around this room are quite charming. Remind 

me of something an erotic collector would have had in my time.

“Thank you. I paint them. No one will print them, but magazines always seem 

interested in my stuff after I send them these.”
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Oh honey, keep smearing shit into gold. You’ll find your way someday. Perhaps 

like me not until long after you are dead. It’s fine to be discovered later after a 

disreputable life.

“Is it really, Mr. Genet? I’m so starstruck!”

Oh little witch, this future you live in has wonders untold I never could have 

dreamed of. This Internet you write for? This pornography available for free on an 

invisible cloud all around us? it’s enough to pass on some of the old syph just floating 

around in it! Kathy forgives you for wearing her dress and calling someone else up 

instead, by the way.

“You are ultimate old school, Mr. Genet. I’ll let you go now not to waste any more 

of your precious time, but thank you so much for speaking with me.”

You’re welcome. When a witch with no panties on puts on a dead woman’s 

dress, you will be hearing from the afterlife.”

“So sorry to bother you. Blessed be and thank you so much.”

Goodbye. And remember, don’t treat the supernatural like a toy or it will not be so 

kind to you.
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Chapter 9 —  HOUSE OF THE RISING SUN CUPCAKES

I bake Tiramisu Cupcakes for the February 26, 2017 housewarming of my new 

home in Reno, Nevada. Realize there’s an essay under the frosting when I spy the red 

welt between my breasts. Nude in the mirror I see what I sacrificed to get here. To my 

forever home alone. Pastry bag against breastbone I pressed out thick frosting until 

tender skin bruised beneath my apron. I see the metaphor written on my body. Writers 

live for this shit.

Herpes sores flare on my lip in the bathroom mirror. This disfigured mouth that 

once kissed so many. Never to kiss another. When I left my final boyfriend yelling after 

me? I decided to be celibate. Love never ends well for me. After my wife’s suicide? I 

doubt love is but fleeting. As was her short, luminous life. I smooth Gelée Rich extra 

rejuvenating treatment on my face beneath vanity lightbulbs. The pearlescent gold 

lidded jar was a gift. From one of several friends. Who cut me off right before I left Los 

Angeles. All relationships have a lifetime. Family is womb to tomb.

Pink pansy tile below the mirror reminds me of dead grandparents. Bathroom 

séance time. I say to the mirror, “Dewey and Janet Lambert who lived out your lives 

between these walls. I love your gentle hauntings. I wish blessings and love upon you. 

Thank you for your many gifts from the Schizoaffective Disorder to this home that I love. 

With love invoked threefold, protect me.”

Great-uncle Butch built this house in 1954. His wife Theda Butcher left it to my 

grandparents on her deathbed. Was it haunted by these Butchers? I hoped so. I’m more 

afraid of Costco and small talk then ghosts. Only overly ambitious yoga poses would be 
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butchered here. An ominous surname wasn’t enough to scare me off when I was this 

desperate for a place to live. The old Butcher place was my last residential option after I 

got evicted from my Hollywood apartment. Kicked out of far too many roommate 

situations to ever dare try that again. 

I was told so many times I knew it to be true: I am so insufferably annoying and 

intolerable that I must live alone to have any stability or security whatsoever. Anyone 

who spent a prolonged amount of time around me, except my wife, grew to hate me. So 

much, they got rid of me. I learned that lesson the hard way. I prefer to live with ghosts.

Fleeing California’s rental crisis. I moved 500 miles away from everything I knew 

and loved. All to be able to live alone. Even if my Barbie dream house was in the frozen 

tundra. Yelp told me, Reno had one Trader Joe’s, one Target and a few Starbucks. 

That’s enough for me to live there happily. Reno’s slogan is, “the biggest little city in the 

world.” Bitch, please! Reno’s a cow town. After real cities? Reno’s cute. Cute like a 

frenemies engagement ring. Yet a quaint backwater is exactly where I want to be right 

now. Despite my snark, I actually love Reno. It’s adorable. People drive 20 mph. The 

parking’s free. There’s no traffic. Reno is totally different from Los Angeles in all of the 

most relaxing ways.

The sun rises on my future in this place I name “The House of the Rising Sun.” 

The Animals sang it. Bob Dylan. Joan Baez. Dolly Parton. Lauren O’Connell. Five 

Finger Death Punch. Six month ago “The House of the Rising Sun” became my moving 

soundtrack. I branded the name in writing I can’t un-publish from online magazines. I 

read the song’s Wikipedia right before moving in. Found out six months too late the 
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original House of the Rising Sun in New Orleans was historically a brothel, jail or clinic 

where prostitutes were treated for syphilis.

I am perennially the last person to get the memo everyone else in the office got 

weeks ago. The legend behind my anthem? Didn’t get the memo that it was about 

prostitution. I was fired from every office job I ever had. Thus went on Disability. How do 

I even get the memo as there’s no office? Telepathy? Magic 8 Ball? Chancy, that.

Syphilis? Prostitutes? Always sores show beneath my lipgloss. No men will be 

serviced in this version of “The House of the Rising Sun,” whatever Dolly Parton sings. 

The only ”ball and chain” is self-imposed by this reclusive cat lady so afraid of people 

that I shun most human contact. I lock myself up inside this house as I prefer. 

Peacefully abide by the law. Save the Reno 911 any trouble so they can deal with all 

those open-carry guns, meth, casinos and bars that never close. Bars I will never enter.

The small talk question everyone routinely asks, “What do you do for a living,” 

breaks me. How does one say, “I’m on Disability for my severe, chronic, incurable yet 

completely invisible mental illness,” without discomfort. Usually I say “I’m a writer,” to 

spare my pride. This opens the Pandora’s box of, “What do you write?” At that point I’m 

stuck rudely saying, “Google me. I can’t talk about it.” Awkward, to say the least. I can’t 

think of any route around these small talk roadblocks. So avoid meeting new people. 

Like most people avoid the herpes I already have. My pretty candy is poisonous. Stay 

away.

People say to me, “I wish I was a Schizophrenic on Disability.” People say, “Must 

be nice, to sit on your ass all day. Watching TV. Not having to work. While money comes 

in.” That’s another reason I don’t talk to people very often. My life would be fan-fucking-
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tastic if only the psychosis, depression, mania, anxiety and hyper vigilant terror of PTSD 

would stop their carousel carnival rotation around my mind. Stop! Lombenough for me 

to actually enjoy what privilege I inherited along with these illnesses. A vein of madness 

runs like pyrite down this old Nevada family tree. Panning for gold, Wild West miners 

found a gilded cockroach. Like that cockroach, I survive. There’s a few psychiatric cases 

in every generation. Grandpa Dewey was Schizophrenic as was great-aunt Clementea. 

I have a Bipolar cousin. One of my cousins has an autistic child.

Lady Gaga says in American Horror Story: Hotel, “If I was to live in grief, I would 

be surrounded by beautiful things.“ My wife whom I loved more than breath died five 

years ago. I am alone married to her memory. A wedding photo hangs above the couch. 

Two brides embracing framed in ivory glass and lilies rests on the coffee table. I find 

peace in Lady Gaga’s words of resignation. I will be alone for what years I have left 

surrounded by beautiful things. Objects comfort when people abandon. Solitude heals 

when people abuse. I will find my peace living out my days in the House of the Rising 

Sun.

I reread a translation of J.K Huysmans’ Against Nature. A decadent French novel 

influencing Oscar Wilde. Jean Des Esseintes locks himself up in his country home to 

amuse himself inside alone for the rest of his life. The old fashioned euphemism 

“neurotic,” reads on the yellowed pages as batshit crazy. I can identify. I furiously 

highlight paragraphs like: “a desired hermitage equipped with all modern conveniences, 

a snugly heated ark on dry land in which he might take refuge from the incessant deluge 

of human stupidity.” Against Nature becomes my lifestyle bible.
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My grandmother, uncle, aunt, cousin, his wife and their toddler are the only 

people I know in Reno. Four generations of Garaventa’s whom I love. I send out a 

group text to them once I finish decorating. Invite them all over for a housewarming 

Sunday afternoon.

I worry a lost family guest will wander into the spooky room at the end of the hall 

looking for the bathroom. The two house rules are: 1.) no alcohol and 2.) no one goes in 

the room at the end of the hall. I sharpie, “PLEASE DO NOT ENTER” on a Standard 

Hotel notepad slip and tape it to the door. A happier, healthier person would have put a 

twin bed and nightstand in there and called it a day. Not this cupcake. The spare 

bedroom holds things only appropriate for open-minded adults: The occult grief altar 

where I play at witchcraft. Black pointy hats. A narrow shelf of Wicca books, erotica and 

Tarot cards. Hers and hers wedding gowns haunt the closet with dresses of the 

deceased: my wife and Kathy Acker. A broom that looks flight-ready leans in the corner. 

I don’t try to fly on it. I’m not that delusional.

I worry my stigmatized religion, Wicca, will be a problem in rural Christian 

Nevada. Two Jehovah’s Witnesses hand me a tract as I sweep kitty litter off the porch. I 

am appalled. Terrified. I would never even dream of going door to door trying to recruit 

neighbors to join my nonexistent coven. I’m a solitary practitioner. Witches know what 

an boundary invasion proselytizing is. I respect others privacy as I hope they will 

respect mine. Freedom of religion is an individual all-American right. Wasn’t exercise of 

religious freedom what these colonies were originally set up for? Yes, those Salem 

incidents were regrettable. Stake burnings are so three centuries ago. Could we just 

not?
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Covering the walls of the witchcraft room are intricate oil paintings of sex acts 

with Byzantine gold backgrounds. Paintings so obscene no magazine I submit them to 

dares print them. Except for a tiny painting called “Double Teamed” in my HTMLGiant 

interview. I try to protect family, children, visitors, workmen and above all myself by 

hiding all the controversial stuff away. I write about this secret room on the Internet to 

demystify it in comforting text so no one need actually enter. The reader now knows 

nothing in the spooky room is really all that bad. It’s just an Addams Family anti-guest 

room. Just books, art and hobby supplies.

I open the kitchen blinds to see snow glisten in the sun. Tie on a blue paisley 

apron. Turn through the glossy pages of the Simply Sweet Best Cupcakes Ever 

cookbook on the teal tile to Tiramisu Cupcakes. I take out all-purpose flour, baking 

powder, sugar, vanilla extract, and salt from the pantry. Butter and eggs from the fridge. 

Ominous poison cupcakes are in both American Horror Story: Murder House and 

Freak Show. More intertextuality. I don’t think my cupcakes are ominous. I think they’re 

butter filled and delicious. 

Pale yellow cake batter whirls in the red KitchenAid. I fill muffin pans with crisp 

white liners. Scoop one spoonful of batter into each cup. Slide the pans into the oven at 

350 degrees for fifteen minutes.

As the cupcakes bake I listen to Hitler Youth on the Cabaret soundtrack sing 

“Tomorrow Belongs to Me.” This charming fascist ditty brought me hope while I waited in 

transition to move. All those long nights I stayed up writing in grandma’s basement, I 

dreamed of tomorrow’s dawn. February 16, 2017, tomorrow was finally mine.
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I am not a Nazi. Or a fascist. I am only too broken and disabled. To  dare risk 

joining this resistance I hear tell about. I can’t resist. Or protest Trump. I’m too afraid. I 

have too much to lose if my precarious house of cards collapses. So easily this fragile 

gossamer structure could fall. I must keep that SSDI. That sweet, sweet Medicare that 

pays for those psych meds keeping me alive. I must stay inside. Far away from felony 

rioting convictions. Doled out willy-nilly. When black hooded anarchists turn the protests 

to teargas. I’ve seen protests turn to riots before. Once you’ve seen the National Guard 

line up with machine guns? You don’t ever want to face that down again.

If readers are offended by my disability dictating this cold-blooded decision? I 

can’t afford to care. Self-preservation wins out. Facebook activists who call me a Nazi 

for shutting up and sitting still won’t donate to a psych med GoFundMe. Each time I 

publish I offend someone it seems. Pissing people off with my writing is now as routine 

as ghosts. I email essays and poems to editors. Wait for the incisive comments. Angry 

Facebook chats. If they’re even published. Hazards of the profession. I’m just trying to 

survive here. Keep taking my ten pills a day. So I can peacefully potter around the 

house. I would rather be privilege-shamed on the Internet by distant acquaintances then 

gang-raped off my meds in acute psychiatric crisis in a jail cell, thanks. We all have 

priorities. Leftist infighting between Sanders and Clinton supporters led to this Trump 

presidency. Why do you think I fill the empty rooms of this house with hobbies instead of 

housemates? Fuck that shit. I’m forty, not nineteen anymore. People grow up.

Grey bangs fall in my eyes as I take the cupcakes from the oven. Set them on a 

rack to cool beneath my grandmother’s painting of her once teenage daughter. Swirls of 

long brown hair. A carefree smile. Young auntie Carol watches the cupcakes cool. 
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Grandma doesn’t paint anymore now that she is almost 100. Aunt Carol is 

divorced and retired. Short hair dyed auburn now. Time in it’s inexorable cruelty catches 

up to us all. Time killed my punk hope for revolution. Time killed most of my hope. Time 

didn’t kill my hunger.

I take out cream cheese, butter, salt and two packages of powdered sugar. Mix 

them together with the KitchenAid to form a thick glob of white frosting. A blue plastic 

bowl comes from the fridge with Tiramisu filling pre-mixed from powdered sugar. Cream 

cheese. Coffee. Salt. I pull down one side of each liner to slice the tops off the butter 

cakes one by one. Deposit a tablespoon of cream cheese filling between each half like 

a pastry hamburger. Arrange paper liners back around the cupcakes on a faux silver 

platter.

Cabaret’s “Mein Herr,” begins as I fill the pastry bag with frosting. “Bye bye Mein 

Lieber Herr! Farewell Mein Lieber Herr! It was a fine affair but now it’s over!” Liza Minelli 

sings. Affairs on the West Coast were delightful. Tawdry. Dreadful. Abusive. Now all 

over. This California Zephyr’s final stop is Reno Amtrak station. I get off solo. With 

batteries. “You’re better off without me Mein Herr.”

I press breastbone against pastry bag. Decorate the cupcakes with white fluted 

swirls. Don’t notice how thick the cream cheese frosting is. Don’t feel how hard I push 

with my whole body. Don’t feel the pain in my core. Don’t see the bruises until I shower 

in the pink powder room. I want only to bring joy to my family. I top each frosted 

cupcake with a strawberry wedge. Perfect! I post a photo of the silver cupcake platter on 

Facebook. Because of course I do. How could I not?
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Sunday morning. February 26, 2017. I put on the blue velvet dress I bought on 

New Years Day. The last time I tried this thing people speak of called “fun” outside. 

Won’t be doing that again. The clerk at Junkee’s Clothing Exchange suggested I check 

in on Facebook for a free cloth shopping bag. Seemed like a good idea at the time. 

Damnit, Facebook! An ex-junkie Junior High friend accused my Junkee’s check in of 

callously adorning myself in casualties of other’s addictions. The shaming comment: 

“Some bish loved that dress but she loved not being dope sick more.”

Life is cruel. From cruelty and pain come beauty. That’s what high heels and fur 

stoles are about. I tell myself because I’m sober now I get to wear this blue velvet dress.  

Whose long silk cuffs may once have hid track marks. I press the bruise above my 

heart. Feel pain that makes me feel alive. I hope improbably that this dress used to 

belong to an old lady. Who held onto her vintage frocks. In the back of her closet. Until 

she died. Somehow, deep in my poison velvet heart, I know it didn’t.

I wait. Full of hope for my new life. Wish I may, wish I might, have this wish I wish 

tonight. May this cockroach survive to see new light. The doorbell rings. My Reno family, 

living and dead, warm the House of the Rising Sun with their love.
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Chapter 10 — GLITTER QUEER IN THE LAND OF MILK AND HONEY

Two March nights I stay up painting a series of “Glitter Paintings.” Take a bath as 

the last one dries. Reno dawn cold. Milk white congealed coconut oil melts in my hands. 

Coats my nude body. I blow dry white blonde hair. Got impatient growing out the grey. At 

forty my grey hair is bang length above jet black dye. Several bottles of Splat bleach 

later the blonde nearly melts off. My hair breaks off when brushed if not bone dry. I fear 

a blondtervention. 

I wash my face with Caudalîe Paris Sweet Almond and Cornflower Gentle 

Cleansing Milk. Pale green flowers on a Birchbox sample tube. Beauty samples line my 

medicine cabinet under round vanity bulbs. I use the samples up one by one. One day 

my stockpile will be gone. 

I don’t like to go outside to get new things unless I must. I only rarely leave my 

House of the Rising Sun. For groceries. Medication. Family visits. I’m terrified of outside 

Reno. Open carry guns. Trump supporters. Alcohol. Gambling. Meth heads. Opioid 

addicts. 

The germ of this series of paintings was a deluxe box of many colors of glitter. 

Left over from my wedding album finished years after my domestic partner’s suicide. 

“Glitter Paintings” began with Mod Podge collage from BON International #5 Magazine 

and Curve: The Best-Selling Lesbian Magazine. Intermittent sharpie for emphasis. Over 

the glitter queer fashion collages I oil painted composite images from my Tumblr: 

bruiseslikeblueroses.com. Tumblr is an dark anonymous Internet subconscious.
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I didn’t even know this opioid crisis was going on yet when I painted “Pills.” I 

thought I was painting the psychiatric medication that ruled my life with pinup bondage 

cheesecake. Naively drawing from pretty pictures on my computer screen. Little did I 

know.

In 2013 I remember people in AA Meetings sharing about oxy's being their 

pathway to heroin. In 2017 I overheard the carpet guy working on my new house say 

“These pain meds the doctor gave my wife, it’s like she’s got her life back.” I knew 

implicitly and immediately these workmen shouldn’t ever be given my house keys. 

Nevada, land of milk and honey? Nevada, land of milk-white pills and heroin honey’s 

sold on street corners, more like. Getting my Nevada Driver’s License: The teens 

behind me in the morning DMV line talked about guns, stripper friends making bank and 

stealing “fun” pain pills from their families. 

To see what all Nevada was whispering about; I googled: “opioid crisis.” Read 

Fentanyl’s Wikipedia to find out what the hell that was. The Netflix and VICE News 

rabbit-hole shocked me to the core. I didn’t know I was painting the ongoing crisis of my 

new state until Netflix connected the dots. Only then I realized “Pills,” was actually a 

painting about women driven into sex work by opioid painkiller addiction. That “fun” 

balloon? “Fun” is a lie. Heroin comes in balloons. Pills in a balloon slung over the 

shoulder of a bondage pinup like a hobo’s satchel? That’s opioid addiction driven 

homeless sex work. So glad I finally got the memo about this painting. To me, only an 

Internet composite fantasy. A reality in that unfamiliar outside world.

Now, I lock up all my psychiatric medications. Never let strangers into my home. I 

don’t want the benzodiazepines my anxiety disorder necessitates to be stolen.
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I moved to Reno, Nevada five month ago to live in this house my family owns. 

Only place I could continue to live alone unemployed on Psychiatric Disability for my 

Schizoaffective Disorder. Nevada is the promised land. Land of milk and honey. White 

cherry blossoms on the backyard trees. Free parking everywhere, unlike Los Angeles. I 

feel like a Californian island in Nevada’s snowbound wasteland with only feline 

company. 

My cat was named Nevada by my deceased domestic partner. She and I 

adopted the grey kitten together in Los Angeles. I live in Nevada the state with Nevada 

the cat in the House of the Rising Sun. Little-used rooms fold inward like a chambered 

nautilus. 

Blow drying blonde hair I think of this nautilus as an oyster cloister. I am like a 

nun now. Celibate. Sober. Alone. Both by choice. Age. Fate. Therapy. Widowhood. Cruel 

necessity of this Trump/Pence GOP reproductive rights situation. If the fleeting 

pleasures of sex meant spawn? Hate crimes? I‘ve already had enough sex, thanks. 

The Dionysian themes of my former West Coast life haunt my creative work. All 

my work is about sex and drugs but I don’t go in for either anymore. I’m old. I don’t end 

up at druggy afterparty orgies like in my twenties. In celibate sobriety I collage and paint 

nudes till dawn instead. Sublimation. Like a monk in an isolated monastery keeping 

civilization alive through the dark ages of Trump slashing NEA funding. Brushstroke by 

typed word. 

Nuclear war seems closer every day. If North Korea bombs us first? 

Trumpocalypse now? I pray to haunt my desiccated strung together skeleton in a future 
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Earth Museum. Alien archeologists could excavate and display my paintings. Jewelry. 

Unpublished books if Silicon Valley’s iCloud survives nuclear winter. Alien spacecraft 

drawn inward by the Internet emanating outward into space from dead star Earth. 

I lived in Hollywood before Reno. Wanted to be a star like every other Hollywood 

hopeful. Must one die to become a star? Marilyn Monroe did. Kurt Cobain. When Earth 

becomes a dead star so will all of us.

I’ve had a good run. My House of the Rising Sun feels like heaven on Earth 

already. I want to die in this house. Whether in fifty years of sober celibate creative 

bliss? Or any day now of nuclear winter? As Johnny Mathis sings, “It’s not for me to 

say.”

Haunting a future Earth museum full of bones, jewels, iCloud texts and ghosts? 

Such fantasies comfort me as I stare down immanent death with each CNN headline. I 

isolate nocturnally and paint to avoid the news. Avoid hostile unfamiliar Nevada outside. 

Paint gold halos around a porn star collaged from Curve in “Aliens at the White House.” 

Hope aliens intervene with Trump to stop this march towards nuclear doom.

Warm from the shower, I walk back to the art studio. What was once a garage 

was drywalled by my grandparents. Garage door turned into a sliding glass window with 

blinds. I use it for storage. Laundry. I paint in this room. I look over the the nights’ 

creations. See sublimated queer longings. Dark fantasies. Isolation.

“Moonlit Standard Dreams” shows an lesbian hotel tryst. A painted blonde 

dreams wistfully of frolicking panty-clad magazine babes. On each dewy back the 

collaged words: “apps.” Referencing dial-a-date apps like Tinder and Grindr. I will never 
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use such apps but I hear the millennials love them. Her red lipstick peach fuzz stares 

upwards at a piece of Mod Podge notepad paper from a room at The Standard Hotel. 

On the hotel notepaper: mystic sharpie drawings of Neopagan Triple Goddess 

symbols. Pentagrams. The triple goddess figures are represented by the Maiden, 

Mother and Crone. Maidens in collage frolic like Artemis: virgin Goddess of the hunt. 

Lesbian marriage delivered me from ever being the Mother figure of Selene. I passed 

directed on to Hecate. Approaching crone at grey haired forty.

My last spell in the witchcraft room I called upon Hecate, “Queen of Witches.” 

Queered the spell. Instead of the heteronormative “Goddess and God” or, “Lady and 

Lord,” called upon in Moura (Aoumiel)'s Green Witchcraft where I draw the script for my 

basic ceremony. I called upon lesbian “Goddess and Ghost.” Hecate and my wife’s 

ghost. Did solo sex magic on the white sheepskin rug with the vibrator my domestic 

partner and I used together. Felt her soft ghost arms around me as I orgasmed staring 

at the sigil NVL. Nevada Love. Nevada License. Novel. That spell got my residency 

finalized at the Nevada DMV. My Facebook Oulipo novel jump started for April 2017’s 

Camp NaNoWrMo. Does witchcraft work? I don’t know, but it’s certainly fun to try.

In “Bi-Curious,” two nude collage women in bejeweled headdresses flirt on oil 

painted red velvet curtains. A delicately painted violet haired maiden looks wonderingly 

with thumb on chin. Rouge lips and mascara false eyelash eyes watch the collage. A 

foot with painted toenails teases the pearl-draped nude breast of a woman with an 

updo. On the curtains old newspaper text reads: “Reno Races,” “Curious,” “To 1st 

Place.”
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 My queer longings are sublimated into voyeuristic scopophilia this new year of 

celibacy. In Reno, I look but don’t touch. I hang this painting by the heirloom four poster 

bed where I use my dead wife’s vibrator alone.

In “Moonlight,” a navy blue clad fashion model holds one finger to whispering 

lips. Her other hand touches a painted nude woman’s breast in a bathtub. Carnality 

sublimated into two dimensions. I collage and paint tender female flesh.

The beautiful younger woman I once loved is now cremated ash. I am too 

damaged to seek another. It is more dignified for a widow to remain alone. 

Gold outlines around pink glitter magazine faces peek in “Moonlight.” Blue black 

lines separate negative space as I am in my toxic damage separated from society. Italic 

text reads, “burning inspiration,” on a milk-white moon above.

I sharpied a mantra over kissing brides from Curve in “Lesbian marriage.” My 

morning meditation mantra from Dame Darcy’s Handbook for Hot Witches is, “Every 

moment brings prosperity and abundance; I now see all the signs. Inner peace guides 

me and draws all my desires to me.”  A hair thin brush painted a milky woman with 

flowing blue grey hair looking over the bride’s shoulders. A solitary widow watches all 

the other lucky ladies marry. 

“Remake yourself,” reads the collage text on embracing brides. “And that’s the 

point.” I remade myself from cokehead club slut to literary lesbian when I got that 

CalArts MFA and married my dream girl. Collage text “The high,” links Michelle Tea and 

Dashiell Lippman’s wedding photo under cerulean glitter. Red painted lips obscure the 

couple’s faces. Blue black lines separate figures in space as I am separated from my 

darling wife. 
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“Why does fashion cannibalize it’s past,” reads collage text below the brides. The 

central question of this series. 

I look at the most elaborate painting of the lot, “Disco Clone.” Cannibalizing my 

San Francisco party girl past. Painted listening to the Cristina (ReMix) of “Disco Clone.” 

Playlist made from Anthony Hagen-Guest’s book about Studio 54, The Last Party. Gold 

glitter cheeks of a collage woman with thumb in red lipstick mouth. Black oil painted 

beauty mark like Marilyn Monroe. 

Huge blonde woman with folded arms surveys cityscape with many tiny identical 

collage men wandering all over a neon skyscraper. Tiny man stands on her hands. The 

same man strolls on her Naples Yellow hair. Same man looks out from the red ribbon 

linking full moons. 

Every man who walks into a night disco in a labyrinthian city is looking to get laid. 

Every man is the same. Like the lascivious men talking in the Studio 54 song. Like all 

the men I went home with from clubs in San Francisco. I used to be one of those “Disco 

Clones,” Cristina sings of in manic melody. “Now nobody has to spend the night alone!” 

Piano keys collage in the corner of the painting. A repeat motif of red ribbon stringing 

together milky white full moons runs around the painting’s edge.

The red velvet ribbon linking many full moon motif runs throughout these “Glitter 

Paintings.” Red ribboned moons are painted into: “Aliens in the White House,” “Moonlit 

Standard Dreams,” “Moonlight,” “Disco Clone,” “Cat Club Odalisque” and “Medusa Full 

Moon.”
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October 1, 2016 was my 40th birthday. Full moon in libra. Black Moon. Blood 

Moon. My Hollywood to Reno transition began. I moved into my House of the Rising 

Sun at the February Snow Moon. March’s 2017’s Worm Moon my backyard crocuses 

stirred. April’s Pink Moon bulbs bloomed milk-white, red and purple. By May’s Flower 

Moon we may all be blown to rubble by nuclear bombs. I wish upon dead stars to live to 

see June’s 2017’s Strawberry Moon. Perhaps by the Harvest Moon I can relax into a 

future of further moon cycles passing above. By the blue moon of April 1, 2018 it seems 

as if I will.

“Cat Club Odalisque” cannibalizes both my art school and party girl past. Italic 

collage text repeatedly asks, “Why does fashion cannibalize it’s own past?” The rest of 

the magazine quote is illegible under black oil paint. A classic beige and white dancing 

girl painted from Tumblr daguerrotype dominates the canvas. Collage text on her 

shoulder reads, “KNOCKOUT.” Thigh text on marbled white oil paint reads, “Dance to 

music.” Her retro slink is backed by collage black-clad models in painted gold frames. 

Like the gilt-framed mirrors of the Cat Club in San Francisco. I used to cab to that black 

leather curtain to paradise long ago. In lamé, chiffon and four inch heels. Collaged gold 

paint covered text reads, “The Subversive Prince of fashion talks about chaos, illegal 

clubs in Amsterdam and posing naked.” 

“Medusa Full Moon,“ is a self-portrait of pre-bleach black and white hair. 

Foregrounding the canvas is the collage Medusa monster I was before and may inside 

still be. Text beneath her blue glitter face reads, “So last season.” The fashion monster 

is in the past. Behind the portrait: a gilt-framed collage pretty boy model under cerulean 

glitter. A flying goose. Red-ribboned moons.
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As a witch, I pay special attention to the moon with an app on my iPhone. Full 

moons and New Moons are good nights for spells. Tarot spreads on Pinterest for full 

and new moons under different astrological signs. I find truth in the Tarot. Whether or 

not it is just another card game like psychological solitaire. Perhaps all this Wiccan 

hocus pocus is yet another delusion like alien archeologists. Such delusions comfort as 

I stare down nuclear doom.   

Salem is the sacred motherland where early American witches were persecuted 

in The Burning Times. I visited Salem on a family East Coast road trip. Still have the 

Salem Witch Museum magnet on my fridge. I saw a compelling photo of the museum on 

Tumblr in the wee hours of the morning. Set off with maniacal tiny brushstrokes to 

architecturally render the Witch Museum I visited so long ago. 

Curve Magazine text at the top of “Witch Museum” reads, “Kiss her she’s 

famous.” I lived in Hollywood long enough to realize fame is an elusive illusion I will 

never know if I actually ever reach. Fame only exists in the mind’s delusions. As do past 

kisses. 

Collage text below reads, “Work is generally over-rated in this society. I would 

enjoy just doing nothing.” I must not work and do nothing because of my mental illness. 

It is not a choice but a legal necessity. Sometimes I enjoy this life others call privileged 

leisure. Other times I am too bedeviled by madness for leisure to be pleasure. 

College text reads “writer” under the Salem Witch Museum arch. Above a dark 

haired female model’s face. In right corner collage, a woman’s panty-clad ass dives 

behind a car seat. Deluged in navy glitter. Italic text reads, “It’s darned liberating.” Is it?
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I am not a famous writer. No one should kiss me. I am only a mentally ill artist on 

Disability. Writing compulsively as I can’t work anymore. Cannibalizing my glittering past 

in painting and writing. Turning from blonde maiden to grey crone. In this oyster cloister. 

Strawberry moons pass to Harvest Moons above my House of the Rising Sun. I stay 

safe inside avoiding Nevada’s opioid epidemic. Sublimate the Dionysian in brushstrokes 

and text. Milk audience attention with honey words and gold paint. Like a monk keeping 

the arts alive in the dark ages of Trump. Soon we may all blown to nuclear stardust. 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Chapter 11 — THAT ONE TIME I DID BLACK MAGIC

 I watch Coven again in June 2017. Good, clean healing, escapist fun. Lily Rabe/

Misty Day, the swamp witch, just wants to be alone in her garden. Bring things back to 

life. Watching Misty with Stevie Nick’s shawl makes me pull a black lace brocade shawl 

from my closet. Misty dies doing “The Seven Wonders” that were supposed to make her 

the next Supreme. She’s doomed to a horrible hell on endless loop.

I‘m a solitary bruja. No covens for me. I don’t work well in groups. I have learned 

this the hard way. I‘ve already had people in groups get so angry with me for not 

socializing the right way with them. I’m trying to stay as socially invisible as possible. 

Groups of people are no good in my mind. People are trouble. Drama. Solitude is the 

only safe way for me to be. I don’t trust anyone. I don’t want friends. Fun with friends 

isn’t even an option that appears to be on the table. Seeing how much I’ve already been 

judged and snarked on? Isolation is a blessing. I don’t get lonely. I heal.

There are a hell of a lot fewer witches in Reno then Los Angeles. While living at 

grandma’s I thought I was the the only one. In the House of the Rising Sun I found out 

about the a local coven. 

I have zero interest in joining an actual real life coven. Happy as I am to know 

they’re out there. I want to avoid getting sucked into anyone’s weird web. Having to give 

them sex or money. I can’t even flirt with that kind of danger any further. I decide to stay 

away from other witches. They have their territory: the rest of Reno. I have mine. The 

property and grounds of my House of the Rising Sun.
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  I imagine we’ve signed a tacit territory truce. Like Coven’s Voodoo Queen Marie 

Laveau and Supreme Anna-Lee Leighton.

I am a good witch. Schooled in the Wiccan Rule of Three. All positive and 

negative you put out into the world comes back to you threefold. Karma is real. Previous 

spells were all sparkly fairy dust blessings. Self-empowerment. Healing. Seances. 

Solitary sex magick.

No one can remain a May Queen forever. Persephone’s spring maiden matures 

to Hecate’s icy crone. There are times when the necessity of self-defense of one’s 

bodily autonomy and home safety calls for desperate measures. I crossed over to the 

dark side once. I pray I am never driven to that again.

"Bless me father, for I have sinned," but I‘m not a Christian. I'm a Wiccan. 

"Forgive me Persephone, Queen of the May, for committing black magic among the 

Beltane flowers."

The very next day karmic negativity returns threefold. As I knew it would. Entropy, 

an online magazine I write for regularly, changes nonfiction editors. Making me doubt for 

a long time if they want any more of my food essays. I don’t submit for a long time after 

the cupcake essay. I see a lone cockroach leftover from Hollywood on my stove. 

Squash it with my finger tip. Upset and exhaust my mother and sister with frantic texts. 

The day afterward I turn my broom back right side up. Replace the half-burnt black 

candle with a cheerful yellow one. Pray for the cosmic balance of the universe to be 

restored. Pray three foreboding reprisals are sufficient karma.

I will tell you the story. I live alone in a house that has been passed down in my 

family since it was built. My parents are my landlords. Amazing blessing, but anything 
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given can also be taken away. My 70-year old father’s benevolent compassion verges 

on reckless senility at times. In his baby boomer naïveté he still trusts people. Believes 

people are good. Can be helped. A beautiful sort of innocence. To my cynical 

Generation X experience vulnerable compassion leads nowhere but ruin.

I used to believe itinerant homeless men could be helped. Saved. That my 

privilege came with responsibility to rescue lost souls. Along series of live-in boyfriends 

later? Some who I was engaged to? Supporting? Who drove me to relapse? Harder 

drugs than previous? The police came. I was beaten. Told to file a domestic violence 

police report at the clinic where I went for a broken rib. Strangled over drunken whispers 

about taking my body to the river. At forty, I decided solitary celibacy was my only option 

for future survival. I have a cat and a vibrator, I’m good.

I now realize being a mentally ill women with an addictive abusive past is a 

Titanic lifeboat situation. My only path to survival is a single set of footsteps. Shoving 

Leonardo DiCaprio off that lifeboat. I didn’t stick around AA long enough to sponsor for 

that reason. Relapse city, baby.

You can imagine my alarm when my well-meaning landlord father floated this 

suggestion: His friend was "in a bad way." Could he park his trailer outside my home? 

This strange older man I have never met. We were Facebook friends. Chatted online 

once. He sent me his half-finished novel. From Facebook, I knew he lost his medical 

license over opioids. I know from his comments on my posts he could be romantically 

interested in me. "Fascinated by me," as he said in a lengthy passionate comment 

about my paintings.
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My father thought his companionship would "enrich my life." Bullshit. How about 

destroy my precarious momentary peace like every other man always has? When 

something happens enough times you are wise to learn that lesson. On the battlefield of 

love? I learned every man I am not related to is a potential abusive addict alcoholic 

rapist.

"Make better choices next time," the locksmith said. When he changed the locks 

on my apartment. After I kicked out that detox fling turned booze relapse. Good choices 

looks like a spinster cat lady.

2013’s detox, rehab and recovery cult via AA had many vital lessons. All faith in 

the innate goodness of humanity was utterly destroyed. "Keep Coming Back," and the 

12 Steps traps you in the predatory recovery industry. A big business whose success is 

built on your failure. Everyone is an alcoholic addict teetering on the verge of relapse. 

Be especially afraid of the so-called sober people whom you are instructed to trust. Cult 

leaders. They are the most dangerous exploiters of them all. No one can be trusted 

anymore. But hey, at least now I’m sober. Totally worth it.

Painful lessons. Life is pain. Titanic America sinks into opioids, riots and fascism. 

I am alone on lifeboat Medicare. Marooned on the solitary island of total sobriety. 

Anyone else on this island it would get right Frye Festival Lord of The Flies up in here.

A big lesson of recovery was if someone mentions drug connections at all they 

were really a raging addict. If an unemployed defrocked opioid doctor had keys to my 

home? To use the bathroom and kitchen? As of course my naively trusting father would 

supply him. How long until my TV and jewelry were hocked? Oxycontin dealt out of the 

side yard? Drunken night time visits? Rape? Unwanted pregnancy? Domestic violence? 
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Best-case scenario would be a simple relapse. Or paying for his meals out of my 

Disability check. He could put me in an institution after seeing how batshit I am so he 

could take over this lovely home.

Resistance would result in eviction. Either for insubordination? Or calling 911 

over domestic violence. There is no possible way that arrangement could end well for 

me.

This dangerous suggestion was what drove me to the dark side. My "Absolutely 

not!" emphatic to my landlord parents, I still felt in mortal peril.

Decided the full arsenal was required. Witchcraft. A black magic banishment 

spell. I would protect my land and bodily autotomy. Even if that meant I made an unholy 

deal with the Gods, Goddesses and ghosts. I would be as scorched earth forever alone 

if that would permit me to me survive. When I turned forty I resolved to be a celibate 

recluse to preserve sobriety and avoid further rape. Sacrifice was familiar company. I 

had to salt the earth so no weeds could grow.

Rainy afternoon. I put a black fishnet teddy with upside down crosses over my 

nude body. Remove the cherry blossom flower crown from my altar. Put on the serious 

business etsy witch hat. Routine spring sabbat magic is over. This threat requires the 

most powerful and dangerous spell I have ever committed. The nuclear PTSD adrenalin 

of terror gives me the will, need and strength to do dark magick. When your back is up 

against the wall, you bite.

I sweep my witchcraft room with the besom broom. Turned it upright in the corner 

to drive away unwanted company. Set tarot cards from the Dame Darcy Mermaid deck 

on my altar: The Hermit. Strength. Carve the words "SOLITARY HEALING," into a black 
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chime candle. It is the first time I use a black candle. The loss of innocence is inevitable. 

The question is only when. My sexual innocence and faith in love, people, goodness 

and hope were lost long ago. Now I will lose my magical innocence.

Maleficent loses her fairy wings when raped. Goes into exile. She’s only a 

heroine in the recent feminist remake. Traumatic betrayal hardens your heart. To avoid 

being raped yet again? Like Disney’s evil queens I banish this defenseless man from 

Reno, Nevada, and my father’s heart. At the price of my own exile from from all human 

society. Like sobriety, it feels totally worth the cost.

I am a mentally ill widow of a domestic partnership. In a rural hick town where I 

know only extended family. I live outside of society already. I hide inside my House of 

the Rising Sun. I’m afraid of getting shot in a hate crime by these Trump-emboldened 

yokels. I see them buying alcohol at all hours of the day. I see their slot machines at 

every grocery store by the pawnshops. I already cower at the doorbell in fear of 

guillotines. Pitchforks. Pence’s queer quarantine Feds. The mailman. Intrusive 

neighbors. Ask me why I live in fear? Given the circumstances, how could I not? What 

Schizoaffective doesn’t? If you’re not terrified in this Trumpcalypse dystopian hellscape 

you must be too drunk to read the news.

I light incense and a white tea light. Lift the candle in my palm to the four 

directions: North, East, South and West. Invoke the four elements: Earth, Air, Fire and 

Water. Call upon Artemis, Virgin Goddess of the Hunt. Call upon the ghost of my 

domestic partner. Female Goddess and Ghost veer into Dianic Wicca. I don’t want to 

suck any further dick so the Horned God will have to sit this one out.
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I seal the circle with blessed salt water and incense. Rain pours down outside. I 

return to the white velvet pillow before the altar. Turn to page 40 of Silver RavenWolf’s, 

Hedgewitch: Spells, Crafts & Rituals for Natural Magick. Follow the spell formula. 

Casting spells out of books is akin to algebra. Ann Moura’s (Aoumiel)’s Green Witchcraft 

supplies me the basic circle casting ritual formula. I then plug whatever spell variable 

applies into the middle of the equation. Add my own flourishes as needed. Never 

thought that Junior High math class would be so useful.

I press my fingertips together in double sign of the horns. Try to relax. Difficult. 

Close my eyes. Take deep breaths. Go to a still point. Mentally surround myself with 

protective white light. I am about to release the dogs of war. Release the Kraken. I hope 

collateral damage will spare me. A risk I feel I have to take. I light the black candle.

"Thank you for the peaceful healing two months I have had so far in my House of 

the Rising Sun," I say in gratitude. Align myself with spirit. Envision the cherry tree in the 

backyard alit with blossoms. Focus hard on this secret garden tree I heal beneath.

"There is one power, which is within and without," I say. "I call upon Artemis, 

Virgin Goddess of the hunt! She set dogs to tear rapacious men limb from limb when 

they spied her nude bath. May her ferocity protect my celibacy. I call upon the ghost of 

Katie Jacobson! She drove me home from a party where my ex-boyfriend tried to punch 

me. Rescued me from that abusive relationship with her healing lesbian love. I invoke 

Artemis and Katie’s female protection from dangerous men." I pointed at the upright 

broom.

"As I will, so mote it be," I say. "I desire [name redacted] be banished from both 

Reno, Nevada, and my father’s heart. This man will never live in my house, on the 
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grounds or in Reno at all. May my father see this man’s needs a lesser priority then my 

safety. Let [name redacted] be hereby banished!"

I watch the black candle burn down halfway. The carved word solitary disappears 

into melted wax. I envision living alone in this house with a succession of cats. Dying 

alone. A future cat eating my face for weeks before I am found by the rotting smell and 

piles of mail. Dream life. Better that than death by a strange man’s hand. Or eviction for 

resistance to rape. Priorities. Overcome with intensity and pain, I weep.

Bargaining is one of the phases of grief. In my grief over losing my domestic 

partner by suicide? Leaving Los Angeles? Abandoning all faith in humanity? I bargain 

with Goddess and Ghost. To survive and heal at the price of all future companionship. I 

know there will be a karmic backlash. The Rule of Three dictates. I steel myself to 

accept whatever it is as worth the price of what I have to do.

After witching our hardcore. Twitter is drunks and political arguments at this hour 

of Saturday night. After that, I need Coven as a palette cleanser. I watch young Zoe kill 

zombies with a chainsaw.

Frances Conroy as Myrtle Snow is unjustly burned at the stake in episode 5, 

“Burn, Witch Burn.” I hope staying out of covens saves me from that fate. I‘m more 

afraid of the mental illness and writer dangers in Asylum then Coven’s witchcraft 

dangers. Witchcraft always veers between reality of books I research in, and imaginary 

play. My dedication to the craft could be a delusion of my mental illness. I am aware.

 My student loan forgiveness paperwork is signed by an ex-psychiatrist attesting I 

am Totally and Permanently Disabled because I hear voices, see things that aren’t there 
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and do witchcraft with bodily fluids. Oopsie, my bad. For being born a witch. Time to 

witch up.

“The high road of forgiveness is a luxury,”  Myrtle Snow says. Forgiveness is the 

route I prefer, but when my back is against the wall I bite. Myrtle Snow loves to make 

grandiose proclamations. Diane von Furstenberg, Balenciaga, etc...

Frances Conroy in this role reminds me of the ex-head of the CalArts writing 

program when I was an MFA student. An authoritative yet kind elderly woman. With that 

glam old lady style. A beautiful redhead. In charge. A mentor. Spouting sophisticated 

witty phrases.

Coven’s got me spooked. I will be up all night tonight feeling restless. Had to turn 

around so my back wasn’t to the door. Nothing new to be scared of right now that I’m 

aware of. That I’m not constantly at risk of. I process my PTSD exposure therapy by 

being triggered by America Horror Story. I think of Coven as the safer season, but I’m 

feeling the fear tonight.

Coven teaches that if you do inept amateur magic you create more problems. 

Thus the undead homicidal Kyle. Taissa Farmiga as Zoe Benson’s summoning and 

banishing of the evil spirit Axeman? Noticed by the entire coven. Puts a mark on her 

back. I better never do anything like what Zoe does in summoning the Axeman. I hope I 

have not inadvertently already. Or perhaps we were fated to be a full haunted mansion.

The only way out is through,” says to Cordelia Goode in the Coven Finale. 

“The Axeman Cometh” episode triggers me. I write about it. Worst case scenario 

dangers of Ouija boards. Violent evil spirits. Hollywood horror dramatizes my fears, so I 

can face them. I think the what not to do of horror is best listened to here. Considering 
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how my Jean Genet and Grandma Janet seances went. That told me no more séances. 

Even my own grandmother. I should just let the dead rest in blissful slumber. I know the 

dead don’t like to be disturbed.

The Jean Genet séance warned me “Don’t treat the supernatural like a toy or it 

will not be so kind to you.”

 It’s important to have boundaries with witchcraft. I do. Magic works by 

performing rituals with proper research and intent. Magic also works by other people 

who believe in it knowing about it. I did scorched earth black magic recently. I don’t want 

any more negative magic marring this house’s peaceful vibe. I don’t think there’s ghosts 

in the house tonight any more or less then usual. The resounding silence ensures me 

no one else human is in the house.

The House of the Rising Sun’s magic is healing forgiveness. I try to forgive my 

Pilgrim ancestors for doing racist things. They’d probably judge me just as harshly for 

my feminist lifestyle choices. Rejecting the Christian heteropatriarchy with no husband 

or children. My life choices are a result of my time. As there’s were a result of there’s. 

Doesn’t make any of it right. Their time was different. Other enemies in the distant past. 

Battle lines are always drawn differently as time passes. Family is never the enemy. I 

am fiercely loyal to my family.

I‘m too scared to commune with spirits tonight. I’d rather there be peace between 

us. Bad spirits are more powerful then witches. They can stay quietly slumbering in 

peace. I won’t summon, slander, bother or disturb them. The dead deserve peace. 

Forgiveness, No witchcraft tonight. Healthier to just watch Netflix instead. Be scared 
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vicariously. Yet safely. By what could happen. In a Hollywood fantasy world. Of limitless 

opulence and power.

I want no more death. Or sorrow. Or negativity. If not forever? That’s impossible. 

At least for a while. So I can heal.  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Chapter 12 — COVEN SUMMER

The only danger in Coven I’ve ever experienced, comes up in episode 7: “The 

Dead.” Having a relationship with a bad man I met in a bar. I hope I’m done with that. 

I’m more scared of bad men one meets in bars then evil spirits. I’m never sure if the 

supernatural is real. The paranormal mostly exists in the way one believes in, acts on, 

and gives power to it.

Periodically, I hear sirens in the scenes in The Axeman’s apartment. Turn the 

sound in my headphones off. Realize the sirens are only Netflix. I prefer vicarious thrills 

to real ones. I realize periodic distant sirens are part of the subtle sound design of The 

Axeman’s apartment.

I rarely hear real sirens in this safe old neighborhood I live in now. I hear them a 

lot more often at grandma’s and my old  apartment.

American Horror Story Post Traumatic Stress exposure therapy breakthroughs 

happen when I stop being terrified. Or cry. Then stop crying.  Start admiring the 

CalArtsian artistry and craft. Usually it’s the costumes. Sets. Acting. Lighting. Sound 

design.

The entirety of episode 9, “Head,” is the most triggering. I can skip the upsetting 

parts. Like not watching the heavier parts of Asylum. I prefer solo Netflix and chill. 

Unlike Forensic Files marathons with my ex-boyfriend. I prefer my abuse distant. Subtle. 

Online. As my present interpersonal real life has been ,since. I’m so glad I left him I 

2016. Moved 500 miles away to another state.
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Growing up is letting your dreams die. Or be reprioritized. Like my dream of 

marrying my ex-boyfriend. Or drifting off into old age married to Katie.

I put writing on the back burner to survival under these circumstances. I used to 

let it endanger me. No more dreams or epiphanies. I’m just going to hold on with both 

hands to what I‘ve got. This house is way more amazing then I ever could have 

expected. I am still walking on eggshells in this house. I can’t believe it’s real yet.

I keep wondering when am I going to lose everything. That’s what always 

happens. Maybe this time I won’t. I will try. With all of the factors I have control over. To 

just preserve. What I have so recently, only three months ago, gained. A house. Being 

set for life. Sustainable survival like this into my old age. I only have control over what I 

only have control over. That’s how I lead my own life. Meds. Sleep. Groceries. Finances. 

Hygiene. Home care. All that is covered. On the Magic 8 Ball, “Signs point to yes,” I’ll be 

okay.

Lee and Butch’s ghosts whisper, “It’s going to be okay.”

Ally on American Horror Story: Cult asks, “ Is it?”

I ask, “Is it”

Four years ago I was in and out of institutions. Trying to get sober. Thought I’d 

never write or paint again. No wonder I don’t believe any of this. Or think I earned it. 

Earning? Worth? Worthiness? Deservingness? Or fairness? All are meaningless in this 

cruel world. I worked extremely hard after getting sober to restart my creativity. Then I 

moved to Reno. Now I’m exhausted with striving. I long for rest.
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Maybe, it is all good. In the bitchin’ summer of 2017. I take a moment to collect 

myself. Assess without stimuli. Obsessively binge watching Coven? As good of a 

useless, pointless, frivolous, obsessive hobby to fill my days as the rest of the harmless 

shit I do now.

“The Sacred Taking” episode makes me think of my domestic partner. She 

committed suicide with pills. I so wish Katie hadn’t killed herself. I would give all of this 

splendor I don’t feel like I deserve to have her back. 

A PTSD recovered memory surfaced years later in therapy. I don’t know if a 

resurfaced trauma memory of a Schizoaffective can be trusted. The night she died. The 

thought occurred that I might have offhandedly suggested a suicide pact. Too drunk to 

realize the potential consequences of what I was saying. I didn’t think she’d actually do 

it. If I said it drunk I wanted to die too. I was supposed to die with her. I was too drunk to 

follow through. She succeeded where I failed. But is any of that memory real?

I barely remember the night six years later. By April 2018, I don’t think this 

resurfaced memory is real. Believe it to be a delusion of complicit guilt as one of the 

phases of my grieving over Katie.

I’ve done a lot of penitent inpatient for my suicidal tendencies. I am no longer 

suicidal. Despite everyone’s fears and expectations. I found the resilience to live 

instead. 

I imagine people think I shouldn’t have survived her death. Should be dead also. 

Shouldn’t be living this life. Under these incredibly favorable circumstances. I 
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understand. I will be quiet. Go away. I understand good women must disappear. If they 

want to survive

 Some things in life you don’t get to decide or chose. That suicide was Katie’s 

choice. I have to accept that. Suicide was always what she wanted to end her life with. I 

live the stigma of my wife’s suicide. Eternal brokenness. Redemptive sobriety. Survivors 

guilt. Subsequent celibacy. My house a shrine to her. Never dating or remarrying again. 

My everlasting love for her.

2012. It’s over. I just have her memory and my celibacy to comfort me. She saves 

me from future bad men now. Forever. Bless my beloved angel. I hope what I‘ve done 

with her memory is what she would have wanted.  

As Marie Laveau says in Coven, I‘ll “waste more tears for the dead.” I google, 

“Coping with suicide.” Weep at the results. Shock. Self-blame. Guilt. Stigma. All of this. 

Tears flow down my face like the Dame Darcy Queen of Swords Tarot card I wanted to 

have tattooed on my arm. A widow or woman of sorrow who once knew pleasure.

Coven gifts me exposure therapy. Facing my survivor’s guilt at Katie’s suicide. 

Absolution. I know I didn't do what that coven did. To give Fiona Goode a little suicide 

push. In The Sacred Taking.”

Katie’s ghost says in my mind, “It’s okay wuzh. You didn’t do what Patti LuPone 

just did in Coven. Place a pillow over my face. My death wasn’t your fault. It was my 

choice. I took those pills because I always wanted to control when and how I would die. 

All my life, I lacked control over it. In death I finally got to control my life.”
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I made a deal with the Goddesses Artemis and ghost of Katie in that black magic 

banishment spell. To not be raped or abused again. By forsaking all future human 

company. Remaining outside of society. I realize there and then I made my own deal 

with the Devil. Or Papa Legba. Or whomever you pick. It’s what people do. I hope the 

deal I made doesn’t haunt me as much as Marie Laveau’s deal with Papa Legba does. 

In “The Magical Delights of Steve Nicks.”

I really need to be forever alone now. If I can’t be with her. By not joining her on 

schedule? I have to wait until something beyond my control causes my death instead. 

My further punishment for living. I’ll wait alone. Quietly. In this house. Until I die of 

natural causes. One night. When I am old and grey. Katie will come to my bedside. As 

the Shachath. The Angel of Death. Finally. I will accept death’s kiss.

Kate’s ghost whispers to me, “Wuzh! American Horror Story is making you think 

horrible thoughts. But that’s how the exposure therapy works, wuzh. This helps you 

make peace with my suicide. You must, to go on. I have my own bedroom in your house 

and everything. It would be happier for you if I was alive, but I always wanted to be 

dead. This way you worship, memorialize and obey only me. I have you to myself 

forever now. Now you’ll never get over me.”

I go to the secret room at the end of the hall as if called there. Light incense 

surrounded by Byzantine blowjob paintings. Sit on white velvet pillows before my grief 

altar. I light a red candle. My wife’s green painted eyes across the altar stare deep into 

my soul.

“I forgive and I am forgiven,” I say. “I forgive you, Katie for taking all of my pills. 

Dying with no pants on. On the bed I still sleep on. Forgive me for not doing the same 
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with you. Or soon after you. For still being alive who you are not. For the finding 

sobriety, creative success and unexpected prosperity after your death. I know my living 

a good life now is offensive to those who do not realize that this was not due to your 

death but because my only other choice was my own death. Forgive me, please, for 

surviving.”

Katie’s ghost whispers, “Yes, my love. I forgive you.” I cry all the tears. Set my 

palm on her painted forehead. In the dark: forgiveness and renewal flows between us. 

Next up is episode 11: “Protect the Coven.” Marie Laveau and Fiona Goode team 

up. Take down the witch hunters of the Delphi Trust.

Voodoo is some serious shit. I better not piss off any voodoo queens. I hate 

danger. So much I’m inside being scared of fictional witch vs. voodoo wars. I hope that’s 

as close as I’m going to get to any real war. Fiona’s cancer is a more real fear than 

ghosts. I live in fear, but how could I not. 

I am glad Coven is just a fantasy. Hopefully there are no real witch hunters. I’m 

an eclectic Wiccan. So alone. Not involved. If there even is is a witch and voodoo war in 

New Orleans. Could be, but I’ll never go to Louisiana. Hopefully. I don’t have the powers 

these Hollywood witches have, I won’t have their torments either. Sacrifices. Pain. Like 

Lana Winter’s writer narrative in Asylum. I didn’t want her extremes either.

This is a gnarly bloodbath. When The Axeman of New Orleans. Kills the witch 

hunters. Hope I never see something like that happen. Seems unlikely. American Horror 

Story is all about schadenfreude. More horrible things happening to more fabulous 

people. Makes me glad I‘m less fabulous then.
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Interesting that in Coven all the witches are women. All the witch-hunters are 

men. I suppose it’s always been that way. Men fear women because of our power. To 

bring forth life. To bleed for a week. To seduce. 

I wrote a poem. where I broke up with that ex boyfriend. Over him wanting to see 

The Last Witch Hunter. That was just one of many good reasons we broke up. I’m 

happier now. So is he.

Until I read the Wikipedia for Coven. I never knew the little boy in the witch 

hunting scene was Hank Renard. I hear that scrap of dialogue in an early scene in 

episode “Head.” Hank Renard the witch hunter, kills Kaylee in episode “Fearful Pranks 

Ensue.” 

Unlike Kaylee in Coven I’d rather be a witch then find a husband and have three 

kids. That seems to be more the path I‘m on. Whether or not witchcraft is even real. I go 

in and out of believing in it. Or thinking it’s just self-care. Therapy. Keeping me sober. By 

keeping me fascinated busy inside at night.

Maybe Madison Montgomery’s cynicism. About everything being transactional. Is 

true. I want there to be another way.  Even the evil characters on this show have some 

truth in their words.

I watch Misty and Madison fight. They gang up against the Axeman.

Finally I’m on “The Seven Wonders” Finale. After rewatching the whole season all 

day long. Delightful. Comforting. Exactly the right thing to do today. New pot of coffee 

sounds perfect.
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Madison fails divination in the seven wonders. I have none of Madison’s 

Hollywood witch powers. Madison aces Telekinesis. Pyrokinesis. Descensum. Vitalum 

Vitalis. Those are only three of the seven wonders I will never even try. I know my 

limitations. That could get me killed. We do what we can. Divination is the only one of 

the seven wonders I can approach. Tarot. Not pebbles like in Coven.

Right when Madison dies, Zoe is brought back to life. Does that mean Madison is 

the Supreme until Cordelia is? 

I love watching Cordelia aces the seven wonders. Cordelia Goode is the 

Supreme witch in Coven. It’s fun to imagine my grandma Janet was descended from 

Salem witches. When Cordelia goes on TV to gather in the other Salem descendants to 

her Coven? The hilarious bottom banner reads “UP NEXT: LIZA MINNELLI TALKS 

ABOUT HER HIP.”

I feel like a literary Liza Minelli having written one cult disco book ten years ago 

and riding on it for the rest of my life as she did with Cabaret.

Although I usually don’t cry during Coven? The American Horror Story Finales all 

make me cry a some point. The Fiona cancer death scene with Cordelia makes me cry 

over my relationship with my mother.

 In July 2017 I called my mom repeatedly to say goodbye before she went to 

Australia. Didn’t mention weed. Or sad things. Or needing money. Only making 

danishes and cupcakes with raspberry jam. That’s docile enough. I’d much rather have 

my mom worry if I‘m eating too many sweets.

At the end of the Coven Finale. I finally find my peace. Serenity. That was a night 

well spent. It’s so blissfully quiet out here in the sticks. In this safe neighborhood. Where 
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I share no walls. This House of the Rising Sun is my oyster cloister. I’m the coconut 

oiled pearl inside. My rituals comfort me. Now that I have found the Netflix closure I 

want. I enjoy the silence.

Although each season of American Horror Story has a happy ending? There is 

always sorrow.  There’s no other way closure exists. I’m always glad real life isn’t on a 

Hollywood scale. I don’t want the powers of the supremacy. For my nonexistent coven 

of ghosts. None of it. I just want to be safe. Inside. Quiet. Warm. I’ve got that right now. 

Waiting to die, living like an old lady sounds desirable. I only want to chill here 

quietly. Alone. Sober. At peace, finally. I am so ready to be done. I could really use for 

the rest of my life to be less eventful and dramatic. So much that I never need write 

another book about it.

Is it too late? Am I writing another book? Oops. Can’t keep a good girl down.
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Chapter 13 — DON’T CRY FOR ME, NEVADA

Early morning. April 2017. I’ve being awake all night. In the spooky room. When 

the white sheepskin rug was still in there. Altar against the wall. Not central as it is now. 

Surrounded by two concentric circles of quartz crystal shards around Ryder Waite Deck 

Major Arcana tarot cards. A pentagram of sticks lies on the floor beneath the altar.

Is it daytime enough to watch Freak Show’s episode “Monsters Among Us?” I try 

to be as inoffensive as possible. I still upset people. Should I not have the TV on right 

now? I imagine I hear neighbors angry voices. Possibly hallucinations of my own better 

judgement. Telling me it’s too early in the morning. On a Saturday. To watch. People 

with real lives are sleeping in. 

Real people have “real problems.” I am not real. I must remain invisible in the 

shadows. Like a ghost. Or vampire. I don’t want to cause any trouble. I turn Freak Show 

off. Given how much screaming and loud noises are in American Horror Story? I firmly 

believe it’s best watched on laptop. With headphones in. Too upsetting for the living 

room TV. I can’t relax enough to pay attention to it, if I’m worried about the neighbors.

America Horror Story is full of screams. If it bothers me this much? Yet I still 

watch it? Would definitely bother the neighbors. I try so hard not to. I hope the lawn, 

lights at night and my reclusiveness don’t bother the neighbors. The Property Manager 

is fixing the lawn. The rest is my business. I don’t know if my neighbors care or notice. 

They’re old people. Who probably don’t go out at night. Like I don’t. The neighbors keep 

to themselves. Like I do. I’m cordial when they greet me. If if we’re both in our yards a 

the same time.
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What would I say? Hobbes include: writing unpublishable novel as letters to God 

and dredging up things to worry about? I worry that by my passive writing. About my idle 

life. Alone in this house. My patron pays for. I will incite or anger someone into harming 

me. If people read this. No  one does? I will finally at last feel safe. At peace. Have 

closure.

I hear a thump. A meow. I assume whatever I just heard was the cat. Or a picture 

falling off the wall. As per usual. After all the dangerous cities I’ve lived? The world 

seems cruel. Terrifying. I love how nothing ever happens in Reno. It doesn’t seem quite 

real yet. I‘m still slowly easing into living in Nevada. I‘m definitely not acclimated yet. I 

worry the sense of security it’s lulling me into will prove false. In April 2018 that wasn’t 

not the case.

I love how no one ever talks to me out here. I have the isolation and solitude I 

want. This house is my paradise. Favorite place ever. To cry. Have panic attacks. 

Because it doesn’t bother anyone! No one even knows. Once I feel better? I just go to 

sleep. When I wake up it’s a whole new drama. Whole new day.

 I take a moment to be thankful. For the move finally being all over. Forever more. 

However many mental health episodes I have alone in this house. Face it. No matter 

what meds, and however reliably I take them, there is no cure for what I’ve got.

June 6, 2017. I tell my psychiatrist about my limitations. Inability to ever live a 

normal life. Thankful resignation for the life I have. Not a homeless prostitute. PTSD is 

my biggest issue. I don’t ask for more Xanax for the upcoming family wedding. It’s 
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easier not to. Better. I don’t need it. I have several old pill bottles of Xanax already. I 

don’t like to ask for what I don’t need. What I have already is sufficient. 

This creepy clown shit in episode “Massacres and Manatees” is upsetting. It’s 

horror. Of course it’s upsetting. At least it’s just a dressed up Hollywood fantasy. Not 

anything related to my actual life. Enough Freak Show for now. I need the comfort of 

quiet. Christmas lights. Coffee.

 I’m a freak disabled idiot savant. American Horror Story: Freak Show resonates. 

I’ll never be healthy or sane. I just want to be safe. Survive being a mentally ill haunted 

freak. I promise to be the court jester. Entertain with schaudenfreude if I’m permitted to 

live in peace. 

That was how I felt when I looked at that 2016 Haunting Muses anthology. Saw 

how my piece was contextualized in the introduction. As the author whose lesbian ghost 

was a manifestation of my mental illness. I felt like a freak. Paraded out to entertain with 

my disability like Jimmy Darling’s lobster claws. 

My thematic identification with Freak Show is as a freak that provides 

entertainment. Coven the deeper identification is anti-racist witchcraft. Murder House for 

haunted houses. Asylum for mentally ill writers. Roanoke for mentally ill women who 

want to be famous. Cult for AA.

I wake in the Queen Anne four poster bed. Bed of our madness. My 

Schizophrenic grandfather and abused grandmother slept here. Grandpa dug out a 
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basement for a relative with only a shovel for the money to buy this bedroom set. A very 

long time ago.

This bed my domestic partner committed suicide on. I found her pants-less 

corpse next to me. The next morning. With no warning. All my empty pill bottles 

scattered around her head. Between epigenetic trauma, genetic mental illness and real 

life hard knocks, no wonder my PTSD is dialed up to 666. Prazosin helps. So does 

therapy.

I sleep my antipsychotic Saphris induced twenty hour sleeps. On this bed. At 

irregular intervals. Unless I crash out on the green velvet couch. With nap intentions. 

Often a day or night passes. 

Time loses meaning when you’ve been on SSDI for ten years. Deemed Totally 

and Permanently Disabled. Checked permanently out of society. I am no longer a real 

person. Powerful writers I respect tell me they have “real problems,” and I don’t. I’m not 

a real person. Am I imaginary? Perhaps. Ephemeral as a ghost to the real world. 

Hidden away in my House of the Rising Sun I am real. My heart beats. Blood 

flows. I sleep. Breathe. Wake. Eat. Shit. I am still alive. My problems are all in my head. 

But they are painfully, hair-raisingly real. 

I know no one can see my Schizophrenia. Or hear the voice of the imaginary 

friend part of my brain who whispers to me. Or the ancestral ghosts who talk to me 

inside my mind. See the iridescent mandalas that appear of the white walls and ceiling.

I know no one can see my Bipolar Disorder. Only the crystal dish in my pink 

bathroom heaped with Sephora palettes. The glittery paintings lining my walls from 
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insomniac manic painting nights. The huge stash of pill bottles behind that mirrored 

medicine cabinet. Vanity bulbs light a blue plastic pillbox I fill twice weekly.

No one can see my anxiety. Only my face screwing up in pain when I go into a 

grocery store. Showing my ID at CVS Pharmacy every month. To get my 

benzodiazepines. So I can still go outside every once in a while. Not have seizures. 

No one can see my PTSD. Only the strict avoidance of the outside world and 

non-familial relationships. The sleepless nights of traumasomnia. Empty eighths of 

cannabis, my best medicine.

Empty pill bottles gradually, slowly accrue. I used to save this detritus of my pain 

for art. Like alchemy. Then the cockroaches came. Now I just throw pill bottles away 

when they’re empty.

The irregular fits and starts of my amateur hobbyist creativity will never be good 

enough to be a job. Because artist is not a job that exists in this capitalist society. I only 

hang onto what stability I have thanks to my benevolent family and Social Security 

charity. All of which I am endlessly thankful for. Grovelingly. 

I am painfully aware that I am a parasite. Many people think disabled people 

should just all die. Instead of sucking leech like off of the system to survive. I don’t want 

to die. My domestic partner committed suicide over her mental illness. All of my 

grandparents are dead of old age. I want to live a long life until my wife comes for me in 

a black veil and takes me away to the other side. To haunt this house, perhaps.

I pray to be permitted to live. Free-range. Outside of an institution. I protectively 

recluse out. Knowing this world isn’t safe for people like me.
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“Cry me a river.” “Don’t you know how many people have it worse?” Of course I 

know all of that. I’ve been around the block and under the train tracks. I thought I would 

die there. I’m paralyzed to do anything about massive societal structural inequalities 

because I’m dealing with all the above mentioned shit already.

Don’t cry for me Argentina.  Don’t cry for me Hollywood. Don’t cry for me Nevada. 

All I ask is your eyes. For a time. Just read my voice on this screen. Feel my pain for a 

moment. Feel lucky you aren’t me. Feel better about your own life.

Isn’t that my place? As a Disabled woman? Inspiration or schaudenfreude? I 

know my place. I am a freak to perform. An online image out of in an Asylum. To make 

everyone glad I’m locking myself away. Pre-emptively. So they don’t have to put me in a 

real County Mental Hospital.

Freaks in American Horror Story: Freak Show perform for the small town. Jupiter, 

Florida’s entertainment. I strive to be a mentally ill person whose performance of her 

freakishness brings them some sort of fame. Hollywood conflation of mental illness and 

murder is only a myth. 

I’m a kind, polite and thankful idiot savant who will gladly entertain you. Display 

my pain so other people can feel better. I have time for frivolous hobbies like 

redemption. I pray the outside world doesn’t take horrible revenge on me by destroying 

my so precarious survival. Sending me angry email is fine. It just goes to my spam 

folder. I don’t read it. But I really need that SSDI. Medicare covered pysch meds. 

Student loan forgiveness. Solitary rent-free house. That is what makes all of this 

creative production possible.
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Like these freaks? My only path for survival is to own it. I exploit my disability 

willingly of my own volition. Don’t let it destroy me like it almost has. I haven’t had much 

of a choice here. I’ve done my best to survive like those cockroaches. The cockroaches 

all died except for two. Frozen to death in my moving boxes. Except that last one that 

emerged from the cookbook box when I was unpacking. The insect on the stove after I 

finished my black magic. I crushed both with my bare hands. Now I’m the last gilded 

cockroach.

 I try to put on a good show. Own what I was unwillingly both blessed and cursed 

with by the original sin of being born. Weave mythology and meta-text around it. With 

art and writing. Like the media that inspires me. I accept the mental illness. Herpes. 

Widowhood. Celibacy. Sobriety. Unhealthy, reclusive life. I survive as a freak. There is a 

romance of the sinister. Like my bitter tragedy. 

The body parts harvester, Stanley. Pretends to be a Hollywood talent scout. In 

episode “Pink Cupcakes.” Swindles Elsa Mars. Into letting him into her life. I’d never run 

off to California with anyone who said they’d make me famous. Like Elsa, Bette and Dot 

in Freak Show. I grew up in California. Live the last ten years of my life in the Golden 

State.

American Horror Story deals often with the crushing of Hollywood dreams. I’m 

done with that Hollywood Kool Aid. My Hollywood dreams were crushed. I got out alive. 

That’s enough.

Yokels throwing popcorn at Elsa Mars when she sings in “Pink Cupcakes,” 

reminds me of my YouTube comments section. I made a YouTube video about my 
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Schizoaffective Disorder. Wanted my voice to be heard. Face to be seen. Like Elsa. I 

was subjected to the mocking scrutiny of the public. Judged mercilessly by YouTube 

commenters. Some thought I should have “personal resposibility.” Notbe housed in an 

apartment. Have makeup and clothes. How does one take responsibility for the crime of 

being born? Penitent homeless prostitution? As repentance? I would strongly prefer not 

to.

Mental illness is suffering and pain. With brief glimpses of of whimsy. 

Transcendent joy. If I wasn't legitimately psychiatrically disabled? I wouldn’t stay up all 

night. Watching American Horror Story. After not going outside. Or seeing anyone for 

several days. I would go buy toilet paper. Like a normal, real person. 

But no. I’m just going to stay inside. Until it’s time to sleep. Harm reduction. Do 

the right thing. All I can do is take my meds. Eat. Shit. Watch Netflix. Write. Paint. Do 

yoga. Only inside for the rest of today.
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Chapter 14 — STRAWBERRY MOON FLASHBACK

June 8, 2107. The voices in my head rise with anxiety. Full Strawberry Moon. 

Outside the spooky room window. The same Strawberry Moon I wrote of. The June 

Strawberry Moon of 2016 when my troubles first began. I hope June 2017’s Strawberry 

full Moon is the end of my struggle.

My anxiety and paranoia? Over property taxes? Money? Neighbors? All of which 

might just be delusions? As their not real issues I really have right now? The Strawberry 

Moon is my PTSD-aversary of when my ex-boyfriend’s controlling rage became 

unendurable. Fuck the patriarchy. Bobby and I lasted through two more full moons. The 

Buck moon of July when his anger was in full swing. The Surgeon moon of August when 

I swam away. 

The nausea July 2016 began with the Barbacoa Super Burrito Mojado I wolfed 

down at El Arco Iris in Los Angeles. While my boyfriend Bobby sips a beer and munches 

on guacamole. Or does the heatwave catalyze the nausea? Or is it taking my sleepy 

time anti-psychotic at irregular times? Not often enough? Or am I pregnant?

“It is a perfect storm,” the voices in my head repeat as I fall asleep at dawn after 

a phone call with a friend in Miami. He texted me a photo of a male stripper in a gay bar 

the night before the Orlando shooting. I watch in Xanax-ed stupor the tear-jerking 

Anderson Cooper CNN coverage. Reflect how close we all are to death.

It is a perfect storm of haphazard violence and a sense of danger as the 

heatwave hits. Fast on the heels of my burrito orgasm. When I awake at Bobby’s house 
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I vomit again and again without him noticing. I don’t tell him I’m sick as we fight over 

something I said on Twitter. Have make-up sex. Too much is going on.

When I return home it is to cockroach-infested cat food and my own private hell. I 

watch queers get shot on CNN.  Tangerine on Netflix. Do yoga reflecting on the mean 

streets of Hollywood outside my door. I vomit again and again. Not knowing why. The 

heat climbs in my apartment. I blast the A/C from the wall mount unit. It proves 

inadequate. 

I stay inside my apartment. It is far too hot to go to the grocery store. I don’t eat 

for three days. Only vomit. Take the Saphris twice in a twenty-four hour period. I really 

shouldn’t do that. The antipsychotic makes me fall asleep. Instantly. I want only to sleep. 

Without the voices in my head. Nausea.

“Stay up all night to avoid the heat,” sing The New Bad Things in “Knott St.” The 

New Bad Things encapsulate the golden, “front porch drinking Hamm’s in the 

summertime,” moments. I remembered them so fondly from college. I listen, as I 

frenetically polished a nineties punk Portland novel called Scaffolding. Racing to get that 

perfect final draft. Before the small press I recently queried requests a full manuscript. If 

they do. I scour my mostly inconsequential email with intensity.

The voices in my head tell me that, “Your intensity is uncomfortable.” I am aware 

of this yet I persist. Maybe it’s okay. It’s what I’m doing because I didn’t know how to do 

anything else anymore.
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A different New Bad Things song lingers in my mind. After watching the epic, 

twenty-minute battle scene on Game of Thrones. The intensity of that is uncomfortable, 

too. In my horror over medieval bloodshed? I want only to vomit again. The think pieces 

I read online tell me vomit is the appropriate response.

The song “Krankenhaus” rings in my mind throughout the subsequent day. “At 

the hospital: There’s three square meals a day. At the hospital: no one asks if you’re 

okay. At the hospital: there are people who are trained to take care of you.”

I wonder what is wrong with me. Do I need to go to the hospital? Again? I have 

done my time in psych wards. Detox. Outpatient rehab. I would really prefer not to. The 

hospital is a possibility that mounts as the heatwave, nausea, fever and heatstroke 

intensify. It is a perfect storm.

I look at an article about the dangers of heatstroke. I have all of the symptoms 

but I so did not want to call 911. I read how people are dying in this heat. I don’t want to 

die, but I don’t want the embarrassing spectacle of an ambulance and expense of an 

ER visit if it can at all be avoided.

I look at the Wikipedia entry for Nausea. Pregnancy is a possibility. With my IUD 

and my boyfriend’s on point pull-out game that’s hopefully unlikely. Every time I think of 

the possibility? I feel a mounting roar of terror. I refuse to quelling  with more Xanax. I 

already took one. To bear witness to Orlando. I don’t want to take too many. They’ll stop 

working. Yet I am terrified. On a myriad of levels. It is a perfect storm.

I text my sister and friends about my fear that I might be pregnant. Women 

understand these things. There are some things that only women endure. 
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It was 100 degrees in Los Angeles. That day in June, 2016. I spent the day 

drinking iced coffee with coconut milk. Nitpicking my novel in a blue marabou bathrobe. 

Filled with mounting disgust at myself. I could smell my sweat. My book made me want 

to take a shower. This heat made me want to take a shower.

I tweet, “To get the perfect smokey eye: vomit, wipe face, reapply eyeliner, gag 

repeatedly, wipe eyes.” Glamour and abjection are not strange bedfellows.

After exchanging panicked texts with a sympathetic married friend, I arrange for 

my boyfriend to pick me up. Read CNN articles about wildfires. Hikers dying in Arizona. 

Record-setting temperatures. The summer I so wanted for half of June hits with the 

force of a thousand suns. 

My skin burns. I put on leopard leggings. A “Good Vibes” tank top. I fear it will 

identify me to doctors as a stoner. I feel the inadequacy of my emaciated frame. Wish 

only for health. It becomes less  a bikini body and more of a humiliating statement of 

not-okay-ness when my hand-span thighs are concave.

An eating disorder hospital was suggested to me. By a terminally ill ex friend. 

She spent more time in hospitals than I prefer to. I said no. I could drink enough Venti 

Frappuccinos with whip. Eat enough pizza. To put on a healthy amount of weight again. 

I believed this so hopefully. It turned out to be true.

I so dislike institutions. Given the pleasures of outside. I would prefer not to 

spend my life in one. I worry that I might. Be trapped lost in endlessly transferring 

institutions. As I almost was. In Brotman Detox. In 2013. The Doctor floated sending me 

to the county psych ward. If I wasn’t released from detox that day. Awakening in me a 
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fear that could never be quenched. No matter how Reno secure I became. There is 

always the other shoe. To always drop. Eventually.

I rock back and forth directly in front of the A/C. In the rising tide of afternoon 

heatstroke panic. Pack my medication. Extra keys. A sweater. So I would be prepared. If 

I did indeed have to go to the hospital. I waigfor my heroic boyfriend to pick me up. 

Rescue me. From my inferno of an apartment.

My cat senses that I didn’t know when I am coming back. She twines around my 

hands. I wonder if I should take her with me. If she will be alive when I return. Distinct 

sense of disaster.

I don’t know if it was the hospital which awaits me. I shoulder my medication tote 

bag and fringed purse. Bid farewell to my cat. It might be a charred skeleton when I 

return. Put on sunglasses. To walk down the steps of my apartment building. To the 

street. Where my boyfriend Bobby waits. He stand by his yellow Smart Car. I never 

know if he realizes that he is rescuing me. We can never know the thoughts of another. 

Bobby is my hero. As we whiz through traffic. Pick up tacos and french fries in 

Glendale. I tell him I can’t even handle getting out of the car and going into a restaurant. 

I want only to be as low-maintenance as possible. I answer his questions with “Yes, 

okay. Yes.” When he is high-maintenance at the drive-through? It amuses me. As 

someone has to freak out here. It helps for it not to be me. If getting extra salsa and 

ranch dressing will help? That is fine.

At my boyfriend’s house, I consume a Carne Asada Taco and many French Fries 

with the fervor of one who wanted to be saved. I lay on his orange couch. Put my feet 
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on the pillow he wants me to. His Brussels Griffon snorfles to my hand. Leaps into my 

lap.

“They flew golden retriever therapy dogs into Orlando to comfort the traumatized. 

After the Pulse shooting. I saw it on Twitter,” I tell him. 

I lived my life on the Internet because it is a place where I could be both private 

and public. Reclusive and exuberantly social. A world mediated by screens. I never left 

my apartment. Sat there day after day. Writing dreadful things. I’m on SSDI because I’m 

too mentally ill to work. This frees me up to write into the void of the iCloud and Internet. 

Chasing some illusory, impossible success. As swirls of voices. Both flattering and 

upsetting. Echo in my ears. 

It is what it is. Both luxury and tragedy. I accept it. I have no choice.

The voices ring about me. Night falls. I smoke a bowl under the Strawberry 

moon. 2016. Contemplate the pinkish-silver moon. As Oscar Wilde does in my favorite 

of his plays, Salome. 

Bobby and I watch the moonlight ignite the dark air. Through the open windows. 

We sit in anxious vigil. Throughout the hot night. My nausea and fever come and go. I 

try not to vomit up the food he so kindly bought for me. Out of a sense of both 

thriftiness, and not knowing how soon we will next be able to eat. He sleeps fitfully on 

the couch. Wake to yelp. Falls asleep again. I fiddle with my phone. On a mid-century 

modern chair. Patterned like a heartbeat. Calendar the healthiest time every day to take 

my medication. Sleep normal hours. Like the healthy person I so want to be. But cannot. 
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A darting faerie breeze comes through the stagnant air from the open windows. 

The New Bad Things song in my head finally changed. From “Krankenhaus” to “Knott 

St.”

“Front porch drinking Hamm’s in the summertime. Stay up all night to avoid the 

heat.” I realize. as the hospital dirge leaves my head, that I will make it through this hot 

night. To finish my nineties novel. It’s going to be okay.

“It’s going to be okay,” whispers Katie’s ghost right before I fall asleep. The heat 

and fever break.

Afternoon. I wake. My boyfriend, who I watched with tenderness through that 

long Strawberry Moon vigil, feeds me another taco. I finally tell him over pico de gallo. 

“I was low-key having a pregnancy scare.” It was a conversation I did not even 

want to begin the feverish night before.

I already knew the name and phone number of my gynocologist.  Who would 

give me the abortion. If that was needed. I got an abortion in college. So I could 

graduate. Would do it again. There is not even the question of a decision. My ambition 

outstrips my maternal instinct. Childbearing is not in the cards for me. It’s not a 

responsible choice for anyone, including the child, given my situation.

That night I tweet, “How many of these tweets & Internet essays are a cry for 

help, I wonder? So much pain. Yet we all cope. Collectively.” My writing is never a cry 

for help. That moment has always passed. Please don’t send ambulances, thanks. 

Crisis is always averted. By the time things go online. Or in print.
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“It’s going to be okay” whispered my maternal grandfather’s ghost. The 

Strawberry Moon heatwave of June 2016 was over.

In the cool of the 3 am air conditioning. I sip iced coffee. Compose the essay my 

mind churned over throughout that hot night.

  The cathartic joy. Of writing about trauma later.  Is the main thing that keeps me 

going. Writers are such vultures. We arise from the corpse of a tragedy. With poignant 

text in hand. For submission. A desire to have one’s pain understood and witnessed 

drives confessional text. There is an indecency to confession. Why am I so compelled? 

The other thing that kept me going through the heatwave, was knowing I was not 

alone. In this global warming crisis. As I know I am not alone. In my desire to read and 

write confessionally. I saw on Twitter under #heatwave that everyone in the Southwest 

burned that day. It was hot all over. My last summer in Los Angeles.

I said to my boyfriend Bobby. In the car as he drove me home, “Everyone has a 

story and a struggle. I learned that in rehab. You never know until you ask.”

Looking back a year later? That Strawberry Moon was the last time that Bobby 

and I were happy. Even that, as I recall, was a hard night. Heatwave. Not eating. 

Needing to be rescued. Fed. 

That Strawberry Super Moon of 2016. Was the grand shitshow kickoff. Of my 

downward spiral. To rock bottom. In grandma’s basement. I pray to the 2017 Strawberry 

moon. Visible through the blinds of the witchcraft room. That my past year of suffering 

be done.  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Chapter 15 — ENTER THE FREAK SHOW

I am so thankful my family. Although they gave me these afflictions? They also 

give me the privilege of managing and surviving them. 

If any of these malevolent, paranoid things I fear? Yet doubt. Are happening out 

there? In the wide wide world? I don’t have a chance. I only have the ability to control 

and handle my own life. All of this other shit is beyond my control. I’ll just put it out of my 

head. Watch American Horror Story: Freak Show. 

Jessica Lange as Elsa Mars. Such fascinating, glamorous, evil escapism from 

my own paranoia. Fraulein Elsa’s Weimar Berlin Minette dominatrix bit in episode 4: 

“Edward Mordrake (Part 2).” Authentic slang right out of Mel Gordon’s book Voluptuous 

Panic. Elsa’s talks about 1932. That was a very long time ago. 

The only sex work I ever did was writing Internet erotica. I whored it up enough to 

get the herpes and HPV. Wrote about my STDs so much? No one better dare touch me. 

I got drunkenly raped so many times when I used to go to bars. I’d rather have my 

Google results written confession of herpes be rape insurance. Like the IUD.

Like Jessica Lange? Elsa Mars? Her in the feather edged bathrobe. Like the one 

I‘m wearing. My novel, Jet Set Desolate, is like a snuff film. Stardom come from the 

spectacle of sordid self-destruction. Pain is my material. That gives me a fierce, 

cockroaches like drive to live. I put on a show with my destruction. Degradation. Write 

the porn. Hope I never have to make actual porn. Or snuff films. Only dreadful novels.
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The plot of American Horror Story thickens like my life. The lacerations happens 

internally to my soul instead. All my supernatural is way more nebulous. Always, 

perhaps psychosis. 

I didn't know that Twisty the clown died in episode “Edward Mordrake (Part 2).” 

That’s early. I suppose there’s two new villains now. One thing I love about American 

Horror Story is every time one villain disappears a new one enters like a hydra. Isn’t life 

like that? Always new problems. At least living at the House of the Rising Sun my 

problems are small. So far. Pretty ignorable.

.  “American Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare” so far is having to touch, see and 

deal with my own and the cat’s feces. The bigger problem with the House of the Rising 

Sun so far is the plumbing. I just cleaned a godawful mess of my and the cats feces and 

toilet paper out of the bathroom wastebasket. At least I washed my hands after cleaning 

that shit out.

I have a feeling that shit and plumbing are the toilet are going to become my 

biggest problem. Well, I drink a lot of coffee. I’m a sober insomniac. I’ll take shit and 

benign ghosts, over alcoholism and malevolent ghosts. As I’m into the abject? Is just as 

sacred this way. The same way I’m not scared of my ghosts. Or madness, I’m not 

scared of my own shit. 

Even ghosts and feces. I would prefer to keep at a minimum. Not let take over 

my life. Moderation in all things. All those years of therapy. Rehab. Writing. Painting. 

Education. Learning lessons from people. Taught me enough to survive. I admit I’m 

surprised. By the goodness of my new life. Here in Reno. In this house. I’m trying to 
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heal. Stop worrying. Enjoy my life. Happily create in here. If I have to touch my own shit 

every once in awhile? That’s fine

I turn back to American Horror Story: Freak Show. It distracts with the differently 

horrible. Seems to work. Dandy Mott puts his mask on. Becomes the first replacement 

villain. 

Identifying sympathetically with villains is how I cope with the existence of 

dominant evil in this world. I felt empowered by Disney’s evil queens. They were strong, 

powerful, solitary women. Who were rejected. Never got marriage to Prince Charming. 

Had children. Or a normal life. 

I see identification everywhere. Dandy Mott in Freak Show has a different 

“inherited affliction of the affluent from inbreeding” like I do. Doesn’t make me kill 

people. Just makes me want to be away from people. They aren’t very nice to me. So I 

stay inside for days. A week is my longest record. Especially right now. I‘ve been up all 

night. I’m trying to enjoy American Horror Story and my backyard in peace. Stay awake. 

As I must. I just want to be left alone.

 I identify with the villain Dandy Mott. How could I not. Try to keep that at a 

minimum. I’m certainly not a homicidal maniac. Couldn’t buy a whole circus to star in. 

Could write one.

I love Freak Show’s second replacement villain: Edward Mordrake. Sinister, 

Schizophrenic, aristocrat writer. Like the bisexual aristocrat Edward Philippe Mott. Who 

built the American Horror Story: Roanoke house. I fancy myself a Reno aristocrat. 

Mentally ill mad genus writer artist. Pumping out work and press. Sober. Safe. Insulated. 
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Alone. In a house in a mountain town. Hopefully this is the heaven I have waited for. It 

seems to be so far.

I didn’t have a choice. The mental illness. Ancestry. I am a bird in a gilded cage. 

Locked up on my own volition in this house. I’d rather be in here then Hollywood 

Cockroach Apartment. I see no reason to let people into my life. I’m having the most 

wonderful time, alone. I only wish Katie were here. This would be sweeter, even still, if 

Katie was here with me. Her spirit is. Her photos. Her memory lives here with me. It’s 

my widow’s duty.

Unlike Edward Mordrake, I don’t take souls. I do want to haunt. Laid out a seance 

outline in that HTMLGiant Interview. Promised to haunt people if they called me up. 

Should give me something to do, once his mortal coil is over. Perhaps it is just 

blackness. Silence. Release. Peace. Sleep. I’m not dead yet

At the end of “Edward Mordake (part 2), the townspeople show up. To thank 

Jimmy Darling. For saving the town. Not to run him off, but shake his hand. Give him 

brownies. The scene draws tears. That will probably never happen to me. I’d rather just 

be alone. I’m scared of people showing up a my doorstep. That wouldn’t end well for 

me. It doesn’t end well in Freak Show either.

I hate American Horror Story’s conflation of mental illness and violence. Mental 

illness isn’t specifically a “heredity affliction of the affluent.” American Horror Story uses 

it as a convenient excuse for violence. Mental illness doesn’t make one into a murderer. 

That’s just television. They need a convenient excuse to up the body count. It’s a 
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damaging myth. Hurts my people. Not real. Like most of Hollywood. It’s violence. 

Excess. Luxury. Glamour. 

Reality is: I’m getting a pot belly from all those ice cream sandwiches. My hair is 

greying. My teeth are stained. Well, that’s mental illness. Being this scared of men. 

Love. People. I hide inside. Order most things online. Run if a man flirts with me. Hope 

no one shoots me. 

I sit up all night watching a marathon of American Horror Story: Freak Show. 

Writing through it. About dark, dangerous, terrifying subjects. Writing this part of the 

book about Freak Show is terrifying. Writing thorough American Horror Story scares me 

as much when it’s Freak Show as before when it was Roanoke. I think it’s a good 

exercise. Part of my project.

As usual when watching and writing through American Horror Story I identify with 

different characters at different times. Hollywood. Fortunetelling. Tantrums. Feather-

edged bathrobes. Fame. Glamour. Whether real. Or delusional. Acts. Put on whatever 

the cost. Ruthless ambition. That’s why I write through this show. It’s not for the corn 

syrup blood.

I don’t like all the death in American Horror Story. I could and would watch this 

with all the horror taken out. Might prefer it. I like the plot. Characters. Sets. Costumes. 

Imagination. Paranormal. Glamour. Bisexuality. History. I don’t like the violence. I 

suppose horror is by nature a cautionary tale. What not to do. The horror in Freak Show 

is revenge. Alcoholism. Believing some who says they can make you a star.

I‘m glad I never wanted to be an actress or singer. Like Elsa Mars. I didn’t go to 

California to chase a dream, I was born there. I came to Reno to follow my dreams. To a 
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safe house I would inherit. Could hopefully live in forever. After all my suffering and pain. 

That is all I would hope for. I just want to stay right here.

It’s a strange feeling to be forty. Safe. Stable. For what feels like the first time in 

my life. Early spring. My new life begins. I am Reno’s Valentine. Moved into the House 

of the Rising Sun two days after Valentines Day 2017. I have a sweetheart relationship 

with Reno. Let’s hope it stays this way. I’ll try to be nice to everyone. As I have been. 

Just stay inside. Stay out of trouble. 

I have learned that creativity wise? There are no big breaks. Or miracles. My 

technique is slowly and steadily slogging along. Gradually. Over time. Until by age? 

Endurance? Drive? Sheer survival? Maybe something good happens. That’s my Elsa 

Mars dream. Happened with EverybodyWiki after I busted my ass to get an entry for 

eleven years.

That Golden State anthology reading is coming all the way out here from 

California. I wonder if Sundance Books will work out for the reading. The piece I have in 

the anthology is as pestilential and glamorous as ever. Except my wife is alive. We’re in 

love. I’m a former drug addict. I am at least glad the Golden State anthology reading is 

about our beautiful precious love. For the four years it lasted. Not just her ghost. Like 

the Haunting Muses anthology. Katie will always haunt me.
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Chapter 16 — FREAK PTSD

June morning. 

Am I “God’s will or God’s cruel joke?” as Bette and Dot Tattler say. No amount of 

wishful thinking will change that. My PTSD is akin to the wooden prosthetic doctor who 

saves Elsa in the “Blood Bath” episode. His skill gives Jimmy new wooden hands in 

“Show Stoppers. I’ve been tortured so much like Massimo. I’m like Pinocchio. I can’t 

love anymore. The pain I have endured was too great.

 My PTSD keeps asking the air, “Is this okay?” Mental illness means: I’m walking 

on the usual eggshells. Even alone. Only the cat is here. I think it’s okay to have the 

entryway light on. Blinds drawn. 2017. The first year in my house. I stress so much over 

whether the lights and blinds are a problem. Rely on empirical facts and precedent. The 

neighbors have never let on they have any problems with me. Never worried about in 

Los Angeles, but then I got evicted. Normal to be more cautious next time around. 

However, by 2018, I’m just living my life. Following sensible quiet hours. Safety protocol. 

Sleeping and waking whenever I please.

The property manager is a straight, heteropatriarchical good old boy. Trump 

supporter. Might even take issue with me being a single women living alone. No 

husband or children to take care of. Painting and writing instead of working. I am aware 

of how others might take this situation. As they already have. I avoid people as much as 

possible. Stay out of the way. Silence is a small price to pay for survival. I’ll disappear to 

be allowed to survive. Medicated. Alone. In this house.
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I fear people might draw the worst possible conclusions from my story. Think: 

mentally ill writer and artist? Watches American Horror Story? Writes and paints 

obsessively about her wife? Who committed suicide? People like to judge. I live in fear 

of accusations of Disability fraud. Faking being mentally ill so I don’t have to have a job. 

So I create. I fear others blame me for my wife’s suicide. People are cruel. I  am so 

batshit I can’t hold a job. My wife was in so much pain she took her own life. I will 

always wonder if it was to get away from me forever. She abandoned me. I still have 

abandonment issues.

I wish Katie was here with me. The ghost is not enough. I so wish Katie could 

have come with me. To this Reno world. Of different problems. But she was suicidal 

from the beginning. I miss her so fucking much. My wife committed suicide. It pains me 

so deeply every time that accusation, or even her death is brought up. Just seeing her 

face. Or hearing her name. Reduces me to tears. I know the way people are. How mean 

they are. How they jump to conclusions.

Every time I watched a spouse kill a spouse on Forensic Files. Or a suicide cover 

up a murder on American Horror Story. I’m pierced to the core. I was there. Drunk as I 

was. I was the only other person there when she died. I thought she was okay when I 

passed out. 

It’s not the first time I’ve been forced into an uncomfortable situation that looks 

bad on the outside. Isn’t what it may appear to be on a cursory judgmental assumption. 

` If anyone really thinks I killed Katie? Fuck no. I feel the accusations unspoken in 

all the people who don’t talk to me anymore. When when you’re a widow, that is the 

accusation. Look at how people think of Courtney Love. The colloquiums, “merry 
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widow,“ and “black widow.” There is a vast cultural stigma to being a widow of suicide. 

Simply not being polite enough to kill yourself also? Throw yourself on the funeral pyre?

Or quietly melt away after the death of a spouse? Enough to bring on that accusation.

 The night Katie died. Had I known Katie was going to take the pills? Not been so 

drunk? I never would have gone to bed. Negligence while drunk to one person’s mental 

health crisis? I was so in the grip of my own. Drunk. That was why I got sober. To try to 

do better. As I was given another chance to live. I tried to learn from my mistakes. 

I deeply regret being an alcoholic on food stamps while we were in that domestic 

partnership. I tried my best to be a good wife. I do believe I made her happier then 

anyone else ever had. I took her virginity. I was her only partner. I was her only love. 

Her wife.

 I went to rehab in 2013. After being widowed. I was told to get spirituality to get 

sober. Found something that worked for me. Witchcraft filled the place in my life that 

drugs did, in a different way. I got sober instead of dying. Thrived because I was sober. 

Not because I was without her. 

Now that she’s dead? Not having fulfilled her destiny on her own? It is my duty to 

make her memory last as her widow. Bring her the fame in death she wasn’t able to get 

in life. That may have been her suicide plan all along. Knowing how much Katie loved 

Courtney Love. Katie left me to be Courtney Love. She took me to see Courtney Love 

one. Held me during the song, “Northern Star.”

 I was left alive. To keep her memory alive. Katie took all my pills. Committed 

suicide.  I found her corpse the next morning. Called the police and her mother. I was 
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absolutely horrified. Surprised. In shock. Like most memos I don’t get? I somehow 

hadn't gotten the memo she was suicidal. 

Katie’s high school best friend. Showed me the live journal entry where Katie 

said suicide was how she always planned to go out. They knows that this was what 

Katie wanted. I’m still doing what Katie wanted. It’s hard to accept Katie could have 

masterminded this plan all along. I don’t want to believe it.

I know Katie’s plan all along was killing herself. But it was not my plan for my life 

to turn out this way. I’m not that good at planning. Or smart. Or inventive. Despite all my 

amusing writerly fantasies. I didn’t plan any of it this this way. I didn’t think I would get 

this happy ending I seem to have gotten at the moment. 

Katie from 2008 - 2012 was the formative relationship in my life. Shaped my life. I 

will never get over her death. I will never love again. Katie was my first, last, final and 

only marriage. Only a domestic partnership, actually. As marriage rights had been 

granted us when she proposed. Stripped away again by the time of our lavish 

ceremony.

Bobby from 2013 - 2016 was my final second try at a boyfriend. After widowhood. 

We failed too. Now I‘m really done. I try to only make mistakes once. Learn from them.

I grieved for Katie so much. I am broken for all future loves. I wasn’t freed of her. 

I was robbed of her forever. I’m too broken to ever love again. Sad. Diseased. I need to 

be alone. I’m a widow. I tried to love again one more time? I can no longer. I’m done 

with love.

 After Katie’s death, I can’t fall hard for another woman. Have my heat broken 

that deeply again. My last attempts with Bobby to date again? I realized I just can’t. 
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Date men. Or women. After being widowed by a woman I am that stuck on. There is no 

way for anyone else to ever share my life again. As of writing this. 2018.

 I am done with that. That is something else I don’t have the capacity for. Like 

most other things normal people do. I can’t have human relationships anymore.

I watch episode 10: “Orphans.” The Freak Show tie in to Asylum. Pepper gets put 

in Briarcliff Manor. That season is hard to watch. Bad psychiatry. Religion. False 

accusations fucking with mental illness. All more my idea of a nightmare then witches. 

Ghosts. Hotels. Vampires, Haunted houses. Or delusions of fame. We’re all scared of 

different things. I’m not scared of my own shit. I am more scared of car accidents. Or 

getting arrested. Or new love.

In episode 11 of Freak Show, Evan Peters/Jimmy Darling sells his lobster claw 

hands. To the con artist body part collector. To pay for the lawyer. Who never comes. 

When he’s been framed. Such a raw deal. So heartbreaking. Poor Jimmy.

The fortune teller Maggie Esmerelda. Played by Emma Roberts. Tries to enlist 

the three titted Desiree Dupree into her connecting the dots. Placing blame where it is 

due. Fixing everything. At this point I’m not sure if her plan is a con.

It’s beautiful to watch the power of forgiveness and love at the ends of these 

seasons. It’s always so beautiful to watch everything get all tied up in a bow. Given a 

happy ending. After all of the horror. I don’t think I could bear to watch the show if they 

didn’t have happy endings, finally.

Episode 11, “Magical Thinking” introduces the magician Chester. He is the final 

villain in the show. PTSD is real and terrible. It’s winding up now. 

“Blessed are the broken,” sings Courtney Love.
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I just came from Hollywood, I’m not following anyone back there. Thinking how 

many times I’ve been almost sex trafficked? By men? Boy-friending in? I only now 

realize. The guy who wanted to whore me out in 2004. Detox fling who wanted me to 

make porn with him in 2014. Duly noted. Ask me why I no longer trust cis men.

Believing in love at forty is terribly delusional, I’m afraid. Life has taught me 

differently. I have different delusions. Based on facts and precedent. That may be 

coincidental and circumstantial. They seem more realistic to me. For a Schizoaffective, 

I‘ve got a better grasp on reality then some sane people. I think.

Love is yet another brick wall I‘m done beating my head against. Rather pine 

over my one great love. Tragically taken from me. Light candles to her picture. Rather 

the live under another man’s thumb. No one could live up to my memory of Katie. No 

other woman ever could. 

I’d rather stay tragic. Than sully my sacred memories. By trying for love any 

further. I’ll lock myself away. Wait to die. I want that too. It’s so peaceful. In my quiet 

home, alone.

I’m not just waiting to die. I’m living a stable, healthy, sustainable life. Creating 

and publishing at a rapid clip. This isn’t that bad. Reno’s opioids? Violence? I don’t fuck 

with that shit. Spells death for me. 

Another summer night. Watching Freak Show. Writing on split-screen. Perhaps 

when this season is over, I will go to sleep. A night is the perfect interval of time to do 

that in.
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Freak Show is the season whose title credits won at that Emmy motion graphics 

thing I went to with Bobby. A glamorous memory. Of a summer night. In 2015.

Summer night. I love the part when the shit hits the fan. In Freak Show. Elsa 

Mars gets her real fame. Empty. Destruction. Im Hollywood. in the Finale “Curtain Call.” 

I left Hollywood. The Hollywood dream is hollow. I’ll never get an agent. Literary agents 

prefer not to work with the mentally ill. This is a DIY sweatshop of one. 

Like Elsa Mars, I am bored in Reno. Alone. I have everything I ever wanted. 

What weird little fame I pretend to have. Famous people do end up lonely. Like Lana 

Winters in Asylum. Lovely hollow tragedy. Surrounded by fans. No friends. 

I don’t know if still working on my art privately. Solitarily. Out here in the sticks. 

Will save me. From my delusions destroying me. Elsa Mars has a good run. Gets what 

she wants. Hopefully I will too. Before it all fades to black.

 I don’t think it’s wise to invent new, more arcane, exotic or expensive things to 

want. Or seek. As people do. That ruins them. I just want to live here in this House of 

the Rising Sun. Be warm enough. Keep the lights on. Keep creating solitarily.

All I want is for everything to just stay the way it is right now. Me. Typing away. In 

front of the space heater. In my House of the Rising Sun. Collecting Disability. Pumping 

out free entertainment in return. Slowly, like a coral reef, growing my body of work. Until 

I die. Of natural causes. That’s my best-case scenario. That’s what I want to do with the 

rest of my life. Moving here was the last thing. I’m just going to survive now.

After what I’ve been through? Having a terminally clogged toilet, I’m fine with. As 

long as I can live. Alone. I  the house it’s in. I’ve killed a million roaches with my bare 

hands. Been covered with herpes sores. Been raped more times then I can count. Done 
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all the drugs. Drank all the alcohol. Quite possibly spent all the money. Do you think I 

give a fuck anymore about touching my own shit? My own feces. Like ghosts. My 

gentle, well-medicated madness. I’m less afraid off. 

All of that was an accident. If I knew what I was actually doing? Wasn’t just 

figuring it out as I went along? I wouldn’t be frantically writing in the morning. After 

staying up all night. In a fancy bathrobe. Rewatching the Finale of Freak Show. Taking a 

shit. Hoping the toilet doesn’t clog. Does his sound like a criminal mastermind to you? 

No, this is a sad tomato. With a wild imagination. A few selective talents. Who watches a 

lot of Netflix. Doesn’t plan very well at all. If I planned well I would a least have slept. So 

I could go to CVS. Buy more toilet paper.

Each season of American Horror Story has a happy ending. This is mine. I’ll take 

it. Lovely peaceful solitude is the happy ending.

TV. Movies. Books. Mythologies. All just fictions. I’m a writer. I deal in stories. I 

dredge up all my worse secrets. Write about them honestly, so they won’t catch up with 

me later. Like Elsa Mar’s nonconsensual snuff film does. That’s what happens when you 

live a lie.

Elsa Mars diva antics echo Neely O’Hara in Valley of the Dolls. Love how her 

final swan song is a Halloween performance suicide. Calling up the ghost of Edward 

Mordrake. That’s how she goes out. That’s always how American Horror Story always 

ends. The diva dies. Goes to a benevolent heaven. Made me so happy to see Elsa gets 

a happy afterlife. Where she’s the brightest star. Elsa Mars was a victim of 

circumstance. Did what she had to do to survive. Did worse the I ever have.
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Wikipedia says the theme of Freak Show is acceptance. Climb every mountain. 

Burn every bridge. Follow every rainbow. Until you find your path. I will.
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Chapter 17 — SEANCE FOR HEALING FORGIVENESS

Rewatching Murder House. Summer 2017. Murder House shows how a normal 

life can turn out to be a mess. Marriages destroyed. 

People put up a lot of fronts. Especially the domestic bliss and success. People 

are in pain. Far more then they let on.

Murder House teaches things not to do: Don’t pick up the phone if you don’t 

know who it is. Don’t run out in the street as you can get hit by a car. Don't meet anyone 

in secret at midnight. Don’t be obsessed with serial killers. Don’t break into houses. 

Keep the door locked. Someone could get in. Don’t answer the door. Never answer the 

door. Especially at night. Never let in strangers. No matter how charming they are. Or 

convincing their story. As those stories. That always end in murder.

Murder House is a haunted house story, first and foremost. I live in a benignly 

haunted house. In harmony with the ancestral ghosts. If this house was malevolently 

haunted? As feared? Previous tenants wouldn’t have wanted to buy it. They would have 

died in it. Or disappeared. 

April 2018. I’d lived here a little over a year. Considering how much effort. I‘ve 

put. Into get this house haunted? I would be dead by now. If any of that worked. Or have 

barely escaped with my life. Instead, I’m fine. Having anxiety attacks. Over optional, 

leisure time activities.

Murder House convinces me the best way to live in this world is as I do. A solitary 

surviving witch without a Coven. Famous for being a Freak Show. Surrounded by 
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harmonious ghosts. Isolated in a haunted house. Alike and unlike Roanoke or Murder 

House.

 I never married a man. Had children. The heterosexual immediate family in 

Murder House dies horribly. I’m a peaceful person. I have never, nor would ever do any 

of the violent acts I see on this show. Watching thing worse than my life brings 

catharses. Escapism. Absorbing writing stimuli. 

I accept what is, because I must. I will try to come to peace. Here in this blessed 

house. My House of the Rising Sun. It’s a house with power and history like Murder 

House. It’s power is healing. 

A crescent moon in Pisces wanes to a New Moon in Aries over my house. 

Paternal grandparents lived here before me. Dewey Lambert was a soldier in WWII. 

Janet with her blonde ringlets said, “Howdy sailor, new in town?” Marriage and two 

children later Dewey was dishonorably discharged from the military for homosexuality. I 

will never know if grandpa was bisexual or just seeking the quickest route home to his 

growing family. 

Dewey’s Schizophrenia went undetected and unmedicated. During a psychotic 

break he tried to kill Janet with a butcher knife. Grandma escaped. Grandpa spent time 

in jail and psych wards. Janet’s love forgave Dewey’s insanity. I found grandpa’s parole 

papers with grandma’s signature stuck behind a drawer of their Queen Anne dresser 

after both were dead.

Queer madness comes with the package. Double edged sword of curses and 

blessings. Yet modernity is kinder than the past. I was diagnosed and medicated early 
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for Schizoaffective Disorder. Married a woman with a bouquet of white roses and 

eucalyptus. Parlayed this identity into fringe postmodern creativity. Lived a life my 

grandfather could not. His times did not permit it.

Dewey and Janet slept on this same bed I sleep on. My wife committed suicide 

on this bed. In the anthology: Writing the Walls Down: A Convergence of LGBTQ Voices 

I ask, "How long will I sleep in this bed of our madness?” To haunt it forever is my ideal. 

Ghosts soothe the carved four posts. In sleep, I forgive my wife the suicide that tore her 

away from me. Forgive my grandfather what a crueler era drove him to.

The psychic Bille Dean Howard walks the Cortez hallways in American Horror 

Story: Hotel. Trauma screams from the walls. Haunted buildings have powers from the 

past. I seek healing between these walls with witchcraft and prescribed psych meds. I 

came to Nevada broken and damaged from California. Taking a combat veteran’s dose 

of PTSD pills. Antipsychotics put me to sleep every night. Make me know this house is 

only as haunted as it amuses me to pretend.

I decide to do a seance when night falls. Take a ritual bath. Hot water pours over 

my legs. I am grateful to have awoke from last night’s dream of red wine. It broke me to 

violate my hard-won sobriety. I wash my gray hair in blue Clairol Shimmer Lights. Wince 

at the pain that never goes away. Those fatal last few minutes of October 15, 2012. 

Katie took all my pills in our Echo Park bathroom. I passed out drunk in the bedroom 

oblivious to her death wish. Woke up next to a corpse with empty pill bottles around her 

head. Googling “Coping with suicide,” reveals the normalcy of guilt over not doing more 

to avert tragedy. I berate myself. Why didn’t I notice? I was blind drunk. Why didn’t I do 
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something different? I hate myself for not going to rehab until 2013. I choke back tears 

under hot water.

I smooth on Fragonard Parfumeur Lait Hydratant Pour Le Corps. Blow dry my 

hair. Line my eyes black. Put on healing jewelry of the living and dead. The crystal blue 

and silver pendant another patient gave me when I left Las Encinas. Black and white 

plastic vintage-look earrings. Left ear an old fashioned cameo of a live women. Right 

ear the skeleton cameo of a dead woman. Acquired separately yet the size, style and 

borders match. Coincidence or sign?

“Be careful,” my auditory hallucinations says. “This is deep magic. Uncharted 

territory. You’ve never gone this far before.” I believe this house is only gently haunted. 

Am I naïve? Fear lurks deep in my heart. By disturbing ghosts I may stir up trouble. I 

prepare with apprehension. Set out grandma’s old things: a pink plastic hors d’oeuvre 

tray and porcelain lamp.

A YouTube comment pops up for “A Schizoaffective In her Natural Habitat.” My 

video’s 20,000 vIews attract judgments. People are cruel. Opinions are like assholes. 

Everyone’s got one. Spelling and punctuation errors left intact, the comment reads: “1: 

do your mefications not cure you? How remarkable ? More more more pills & you pay 

the billls and still not cure? Why………? 2; the true reason = your are possesion by bad 

spirits! Called search a true good exorcist not a scam dude! Get awake! Goodluck!”

“Fuck off, illiterate stranger,” I mutter. “You know nothing about mental illness, if 

you think pills cure. There’s no cure for what I’ve got. Medication only makes me 

functional enough not to be in an institution. The only bad spirit possessing me is DNA 



GRIEVING 160

inscribed with Schizophrenia code. No exorcist I don’t want to pay could fix that, without 

killing me. I prefer loving spirits.”

I dress for witchcraft. Zip up my wife’s baby doll Courtney Love dress. Katie’s soft 

hands holding my waist in 2010. Courtney Love onstage with Hole sang “Blessed are 

the broken.” Katie loved the brokenness in me. Wanted to heal it. She did for a time 

before her death ripped the scab away.

I see some general parallels between Love and I. Widows of suicides. Survivors. 

Cockroaches who Live Through This. Messy drunks. Groupies. Former addicts. Valley 

of the Dolls fans. Sex work vs. sex art. Portland. San Francisco. Los Angeles. Katie’s 

damage goddess Love. The night before, I put on that baby blue dress to read Katie’s 

old copy of Courtney Love: Queen of Noise, A Most Unauthorized Biography. Dissolved 

in broken sobs when Kurt shot himself. For awhile I was unable to cry. My tears dried up 

like the Mojave desert. Now I let my sorrow out cathartically into the quiet Nevada night.

I shuffle the Tarot deck in the middle of a navy and white skull scarf. Put on my 

witch hat. Sweep the hardwood floors with an besom broom. Light sandalwood incense. 

To cast the circle, I hold a cinnamon candle aloft at the four corners of the room. Call 

upon light and earth to the North. Air to the East. Fire to the South. Water to the West. 

Draw a circle around the room’s perimeter visualizing blue light shooting out of the knife. 

My athame is a blunt butter knife that Janet used to spread frosting on carrot cake. I 

pick up three portions of pink rock salt with the blade. Stir it thrice into water in a skull 

goblet. Seal the circle with salt water and incense.

“I consecrate this circle in the names of my beloved ancestral ghosts: Janet and 

Dewey Lambert,” I recite from Aoumiel’s Green Witchcraft. “Only love shall enter and 
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leave. A circle is conjured. A circle of power that is purified and sealed. So mote it be.” I 

draw a solar cross on my forehead with salt water wet fingers. The grey cat pushes 

open the door. Feline love enters and leaves the circle. I draw a figure eight above the 

altar with my wand: a dried up silver pen from CalArt’s graduation. 

“Hail to the elementals at the four quarters,“ I say with knife raised. ”Welcome, 

ancestral ghosts, to this rite. I stand between the worlds with love and power all 

around.” I sit in lotus position on white velvet pillows before the altar. Raise both hands 

in mudra and sign of the horns. Close my eyes. Take deep breaths.

“Dearly beloved ancestral ghosts,” I say. “I think of you fondly. Love you so much. 

Call upon you now to attend this rite. Guard this circle. Grant me your blessing as I 

embark upon the next stage in my life. Janet and Dewey Lambert, please bless this 

House of the Rising Sun where you too found forgiveness and healing. As do I. As Janet 

forgave Dewey may I too forgive. May I take my medication and be healed to the extent 

that it is possible. May I live out a long happy life in his house. How long will I sleep on 

this bed of our madness? Forever I pray. It is a blessed bed.” The house responds. I 

hear a loud crack in the wall. Magic! I do a creepy yoga back bend over the Dame 

Darcy Mermaid Tarot deck. Lift one leg then the other toes pointed at the almost new 

moon. The cat comes in to investigate. I am not wearing underwear. The cat has seen 

my vadge before.

“Janet Lambert,” I say. “I seek your healing grace. Here between these walls may 

I find the forgiveness you possessed.” I deal the Pinterest “Connecting with a Spirit 

Guide” five card spread. The first card promises to tell me “Who are you, what is your 

personalty?” The card’s back beckons. Stars and whale tales on blue around a red and 
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gold ship’s wheel. White sheepskin rug soft on bare legs. I turn the card. Reversed 

Three of Swords. I look up the meaning. The spirit’s personality is: “Confusion. Error. 

Mistake. Anxiety.” Janet’s ghost seems to be saying she’s anxious about being 

contacted via mistaken seance. That or I have the wrong number. Even the sweetest 

old ladies don’t like to be bothered. The cat yowls unseen. I worry. Wonder if I should 

stop. I am afraid. Feel I must go on.

The second card tells me: “How can you help me on my spiritual path.” I turn the 

card. Reversed Knight of Pentacles. Meaning: “Stagnation. Inertia. Lack of 

determination or direction. Limits set by dogmatic views. Idleness.” Grandma wants me 

to stay safe inside. As she did. I too stay inside idle. Limiting myself with fear. Horrible 

things happen outside. The third card reveals: “How can I honor and respect your 

presence.” The reversed Three of Pentacles means: ”Sloppiness. Mediocrity. Lack of 

skill.” A reversed card implies a twist on the meaning of the upright one. The Three of 

Pentacles upright means: “Great skill in trade or work. Artistic ability. Mastery.” I’m 

honoring grandma by being a sloppy mediocre artist lacking mastery with no job? 

Interesting. Shitty glittery oil paintings from an all-nighter line the walls. The forth 

reveals: “What are your spiritual strengths.” I turn it over to see my favorite card, the 

High Priestess. This means: “Wisdom. Serenity. Perception. Platonic relationships. Self-

reliance.” I strive to be a solitary celibate wise woman in my forties. I am thankful my 

strengths are a positive card at least.

The final card tells the: “Outcome of our relationship.” The Fool reversed means: 

“Bad decision. Indecision. Apathy. Hesitation. Negligence.” Uh oh. Janet tells me 

through the cards this seance was a foolish, bad decision. She’s apathetic and 
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indecisive about how to react. Will be hesitant and negligent about further haunting me. 

I feel terrible to have bothered her in her peace of death. No more seances. An apology 

seems in order. I am shaken. Turn back to the altar. Incense all burnt down. I light 

another stick.

I hear Janet’s voice hallucinated in my mind, “Sweetheart! Sweetheart!” she 

repeats. “Don’t go contacting me with the Tarot. Use your mind and heart. I am always 

with you. Believe in us. Believe in this house. Believe in your strength. You will live a 

long and happy life here. Oh dear little witch, you still have a lot to learn about 

contacting spirits. I don’t want to go all poltergeist on you, so I would warn you against 

any further seances. Now close this circle!” I take her message to heart.

“Ancestral ghosts Janet and Dewey Lambert,” I say with ritual knife raised. “I am 

blessed by your sharing this time with me. Watching and guiding me here and in all 

things. I came in love and I depart in love.” I kiss the flat of the blade. “Depart in peace, 

Elemental earth. My blessings take with you.” I say. Snuff the red candle with the knife 

blade. Raise the knife to each wall of the room bidding the elementals air, fire and water 

farewell. Walk around the room visualizing blue light drawing back into the athame. 

Return to the altar. Press the blade to my forehead. Feel blue light flowing back into me.

“The ceremony is ended,” I say. “Blessings have been given and blessings have 

been received. May the peace of these beloved ghosts remain in my heart. So mote it 

be.” I turn off the warm IKEA globe lamp. Go into the kitchen. Feed my hungry cat. Sit 

down to edit this essay. I hear grandma’s hallucinated voice at my desk. 

“We will bring you the healing forgiveness you seek,” she whispers in my mind. 

“Just don’t bother us too much. The other side is so relaxing and peaceful. We prefer it 
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there.” As I prefer Nevada to California. The peace of these cold quiet nights with cat 

and ghosts for company.

Many hours later, I crawl into the soft bed of our madness. Rest back on pillows 

in a yellow silk kimono. Time for soporific antipsychotics. I set my prescribed dose of 

two tablets of Saphris under my tongue. Drift off to sleep held by walls haunted with 

love. Not an evil force. As in American Horror Story: Murder House.
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Chapter 18 — AFTERBIRTH

I believe I have a future. It might be good. Nothing wrong with rosy dreams. 

Dreams die. Inevitably. Or don’t. Some long-range plans are brought to completion in 

grand sagas. Certain tragedies are unavoidable. Madness. Drama. Family. Death. I 

accept what is, because I must. I must process and accept the looping story. Tragedy. 

Drama of this house. I‘m thankful to have a home. After so many traumatic moves. This 

bed. After not having a bed for so long.  

There is a the catch to everything free.

I feel this house is a healing place. In it, I will find my peace. I never want to 

leave. I hope my creative work brings others entertainment and schadenfreude. I may 

have left Hollywood, but at this point my whole life is the show. It’s reality television. The 

way VH1 became CNN. Trump became president. I’m living my truth. Writing about it. 

iCloud storage is cheaper then therapy. Perhaps. But what is the real cost?

I try not to be triggered. Into melancholy over Katie. Unavoidable. Anything with 

marriage or death reminds me of her. Everything reminds me of her. I feel like a ghost. 

Haunting the house. Haunted by her. Unable to move on.

Last night, I heard her say “Wuzh! Feel better! I love you.” I wept. Before sleeping

 I’m not suicidal anymore. Everyone has a tragedy. it’s just different. Sometimes 

their own tragedy prevents them from empathizing and understanding others. Makes 

them jealous of and shame others for having different tragedies. I understand. Pain is 

as universal as death. 
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Most things in my life were preordained by my birth. That’s genetics. A form of 

fate. Along the way, I made quick, blundering choices. Without knowing all the facts. 

Drugs. Drinking. Mistakes were made. I‘m so damaged that I have to watch 

unspeakable horror for therapy. Exposure therapy, they call it.

I’m not going to say “Here piggy piggy,” in the mirror. To invite trouble. As in 

Murder House. I understand the respect the supernatural demands,.

I accept my fate. This is what happened. The past can’t be changed. It can only 

be accepted. Coped with. Processed. Forgiven. Endured.

Murder House teaches if a supernatural manifestation happens? Don’t call 911 

Cooperate. It will go away. Don’t scream. Just endure. I watch Vivian Harmon tell the 

police about the ghosts. The rapist in the rubber suit. Shooting her cheating husband. 

Being shipped off to the psych ward. This is why it’s so important to take my medication. 

As prescribed.

On American Horror Story, no one knows what’s real. There are a lot of different 

interpretations of what happening. Yet another symptom of my Schizophrenia. I am 

writing. Processing. Trying to have my Schizophrenia manifest as a gentle, healing, 

forgiving, haunting presence. Where I can clearly differentiate. Between unreal and real.

I have proper medical care. Technology. I want to shape my Schizophrenia into 

the entertaining fabric of a story. Fantasy. Mythology. It’s what writers do.

I hate American Horror Story‘s conflation of mental illness with murder. Horribly 

burned Larry Harvey tells Dr. Harmon that “the voices” told him to kill his family. At the 
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end of the season, that’s not even what actually happened. This is just TV. Cheap 

sensationalism. Hollywood.

 I take my meds. Ten pills a day. The voices in my head don’t tell me what to do. 

My voices are tame. Pleasant. Mild. Kind. I know they aren’t real. I can tune them out 

with headphones.

I loathe how American Horror Story uses insanity as cover for murder. That’s a 

Hollywood media myth that makes me afraid to let anyone know about my illness. Or 

that I even have one. As it’s invisible. I don’t like to lie. Better to keep everyone at arms 

length.

Dr. Harmon’s pre-suicide prep. Reminds me. Of a night in spring, 2017. I had a 

cold. Thought I was dying. Set out extra food for the cat. So she wouldn’t eat my face. 

Right away. 

I think I am dying all the time. It hasn’t happened yet. I am ready for death when 

it comes. I just don’t want it to be soon. Or at my own hands. When I have the death 

delusion? I lie down to wait. Sleep. Wake up the next morning. Until the morning when I 

don’t.

The twists and turns escalate on American Horror Story: Murder House. It makes 

me glad I never drank with a married professor. Like Hayden. Slept with him. Got 

pregnant. There are a lot of worse fates then mine. Mine is not that great. 

The Rosemary’s baby birthing the antichrist twist. Whole new dimensions on 

each the of dysfunctional relationship. Opening up the next level of weird.
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 It's five am. First week of April. 2017. I should go to the DMV today. This 

happened the last time I stayed up all night. Murder House demands to be watched all 

in one night. The question arises: Do I go to the DMV today? In three hours. When it 

opens. Or do I wait. Put it off. Until I‘ve gotten a full night sleep. I won’t go today. I fail at 

practical. Again.
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Chapter 19 — CHECKING IN

I dislike the horrifying violence in American Horror Story. People in beautiful 

places wear beautiful things. Hotel? It’s one of the most beautiful seasons. Lady Gaga! 

The Garden of Allah! Old Hollywood! Hotel is also one of the most disturbing seasons.

June 2017. I watched episode 1 of Hotel. “Checking in.” Trancing out on the 

disastrous failure of all threesomes. The problems of group dynamics. Strong  

personalities. Potential worst-case disaster. Murder. Death. From going home with 

people.  

Vampires, faeries, ghosts and witches live among us. Psychic vampire goth 

scenesters. Radical faerie nature homos. Iridescent ghost hallucinations: my favorite 

Schizoaffective psychosis. Los Angeles seethes with Wiccan witches. I left Hollywood 

for Nevada in October 2016. By April 2018 I was a solitary witch surrounded by ghosts 

in a haunted house.  

I has learn lessons now that I was sober. Lessons of Hotel. Stay away from 

psychic vampire hipsters. The Countess Elizabeth in the “Mommy” episode feeds on 

blood in Studio 54. “Fade to Grey” plays in dark nightclubs. 

The defrocked policeman, John Lowe, is the epitome of toxic masculinity. 

Episode 6, “Room 33,” introduces the Countesses’ disfigured infant. Bartholomew 

sneaks out in John’s luggage. John shoots the vampire baby. Scares his daughter. Gets 

institutionalized.

Police are corrupt. With families, vices and problems. The police are not fucking 

around. I don’t fuck with them.
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 Liz Taylor says to the cop. In the Hotel Cortez elevator. In episode 1: “You’ve lost 

someone and now you’re trapped in amber. Can’t move forwards. Can’t move back.” 

So am I by Katie’s tsuicide. I wanted her to live. I want her to be alive now. I so 

wish she was somewhere else, living a happy life without me. Then I wouldn’t be 

“trapped in amber.” I must live alone with her ghost now. Frozen in time. With only this 

whispered “wuzh” of her memory. Never to have anyone in my life again.

The Countess Elizabeth in Hotel triggers me. I’m grieving in a deeper way now. 

Passed into a new stage. Blaming myself. One of the phases of grief.

 In episode 7, “Flicker,” Lady Gaga’s character says, “If I was to live in grief? I 

might as well be surrounded by beautiful things.” Walking down the aisle to marry 

James Patrick Marsh. I too, am resigned to living in grief. Without my lost love. I may 

have quoted Lady Gaga in Hotel. But I am not like her. Don’t get it twisted.

 I’m tormented by Schizoaffective paranoia. Enacting my post-suicide self-blame. 

Over and over. In writing about Her death. With what I perceive as inferences that I 

killed her. That’s what suicide does. It results in the survivors feeling responsible. I feel 

like I should have done more to prevent it. So I tell the story. Over and over. In print.

I try to tell myself: that’s a paranoid delusion. Not true. I’m a Schizophrenic 

widow. Going through the self-blame phase. Of post-suicide grieving. So mad with grief. 

I blame myself for her choice. I have to forgive myself for experiencing that. It wasn’t my 

fault. It was unfortunate fate. I try to forgive myself.

 Dawn. I light a candle. Incense. To the painting of my wife. On the altar. Pray 

Weep. To the strawberry moon. Still visible. When Katie died, it was October. A blood 

moon. As when my Los Angeles life fell apart. 
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Hotel episode 9, “She Wants Revenge”: Lady Gaga premeditatedly kills her new 

husband. I find this black widow concept appalling. How could I not? I didn’t kill Katie. 

Perhaps I only didn’t kill myself when she did and I should have. I was so drunk I might 

have botched our suicide pact. Or did we even make one? Is that a delusion too? My 

guilt is survivors guilt. Am I guilty of surviving a botched suicide pact? We were both 

drunk. In love. In pain. Fighting. She gave me a black eye. Did we tearfully made a 

suicide pact? The memories come and go “Like shards of broken glass,” as Grace says 

in American Horror Story: Asylum. She took the pills. I staggered into the bedroom. 

Slept the last night I ever would beside her. 

I woke up next to a corpse. All of my empty pill bottles around her head. The 

autopsy said it was a prescription pill OD. Katie was undressed from the waist down. I 

was in too much pain and shock to cover her up. I called 911. The police came. 

Questioned me. I had blacked out the whole last three days. Drunkenness. Shock.

PTSD blocked the traumatic memories out for many years. Flashes only came 

back to me in bits and pieces. Flickers and flashes. Over years of therapy. Group 

therapy. Sobriety. Psych ward stays. I only remembered all of this five years later. But 

even now I don’t know how many of these recovered memories are real. Or false 

delusions. I may have constructed. To make sense. Of her senseless act.

I feel sometimes like people want me to die. If I weren’t so terrified of Reno psych 

wards? I would feel duty bound to finish the job. Suicide is not the answer. I can’t put my 

family through what I and Katie’s family and friends went though. The answer is not 

more death.
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I felt awful. So I got sober. To remember all my failures. I thought, if I got sober, it 

would redeem my alcoholism’s role in her death. Allow me to love again. But it was not 

enough. My punishment was not yet enough. I must never love again. Never be close to 

anyone again. I must live outside of society as a recluse. I don’t deserve 

companionship. Happiness. Friends.

My House of the Rising Sun will remain a shrine to my dearly departed domestic 

partner. I will wait as long as I have to for her. Weeping. Suffering. Alone. From here on 

out I am dead to the world. Alive only in this house and on the Internet. I live to serve 

the memory of my dead bride. Our cat. Familial obligations of living in my grandparent’s 

house. I am in purgatory waiting for her.

Katie always wanted to die by suicide. That was her plan since high school. Now 

she has her wish. I will follow her family’s monuments to her with my own. As I have. 

Failed at. Shall continue to do. Even if by entombing myself within this house to sacrifice 

myself to her. My failure to commit suicide when I should have? Will instead be living a 

hell on earth. My hell is on earth while I am still alive waiting for her. Heaven or hell is 

one and the same for me now day to day. My punishment is to live forever alone. Totally 

and permanently disabled. As a recluse. Taking ten pills a day. 

My family provides the private psych ward where I stay. Medicare and SSDI 

provide the rest. I will just go away. Buried. Like Rudolph Valentino and Natasha 

Rambova in the “Flicker,” episode of Hotel. Entombed in grief. In a non life. Where no 

material splendor. Or success. Or fame. Can bring me happiness. If I live forever 

stifled? Tormented? In a lonely gilded cage? Voluntarily locked up? In a prison of my 

own making? That’s justice.
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I pray that’s enough. Living as a mad recluse. In a hell of my own making. 

Punishing myself by living. 

QWill I some day be blamed for her death? Is there even such thing as felony 

negligence? For a mentally ill person? Could I I go to jail? The chair? Lose the house? 

For not killing myself? Did I drunkenly failed at suicide? I don’t know. Have I suffered 

enough? I’ve done the requisite rehab. Psych wards. Inpatient. Outpatient.  Please let 

that be enough.

Bargaining. One of the phases of grief. Vets with PTSD commit suicide over 

survivors guilt of that level. I’m not permitted suicide. Not to co-opt the pain of veterans, 

but I take the same Prazosin dose. I‘d be sobbing in a cot. Like a vet in a homeless 

shelter. If my parents didn’t provide this house. It’s healing walls help me. Knowing I can 

live out the time I have left here keeps me alive. My material circumstances, my 

surroundings are all better then I ever could have had possible. They bring me pleasure 

from time to time. I pray I do not lose them as well. This is all I have left. This permits 

me to endure this anguish I feel inside.

 I will wait here for Katie for however many years I am doomed to live. Until 

finally, the night comes when she comes to me. In my sleep. In the black Taffeta Louis 

Verdad gown and black pillbox veil hat that we were married in. Katie will give me the 

kiss of death. Takes me away to the afterlife with her. I will embrace her.

A few years ago, I had a completely different theory on her death. Also a false 

delusion of my Schizophrenia. I’ve been in the psych ward. Screaming Katie’s name. In 

Los Angeles. I don’t want to do it in Reno.
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When will by suffering be over. I want to weep. I should have died with Katie. I 

shouldn't be the one who lived. My true love is gone. There is nothing to do but weep 

endlessly into the cold Nevada night. Nevada, our cat, by my side. Until this cat dies. I’m 

left with only my inanimate links to my beloved wife. 

June 2017. Dawn comes into the living room. I charge my computer. See the light 

of the sun. Whisper her name to the moon. The dawn. Suffer. Sleep on the green velvet 

couch. Listen for Katie’s ghost’s haunting lullaby. Her voice singing my anguished soul 

to sleep. I pray she comes to me in my dream.

American Horror Story triggers me. Gives me a lot to think about. Watching it 

stirs up feelings. Writing though triggering material is exposure therapy. Now to feral 

vampire children get eaten. By Ramona Royale. In episode 10: “She Gets Revenge.”

The ghosts of James PMarch kills the witch Queenie in episode 11, “Battle 

Royale.” Ghosts can kill witches in that imaginary world. Ghosts are not dangerous. Or 

murderous. To my experience. Ghosts don’t manifest in human form. Or kill people. 

They are only my delusions. Or my Amygdala’s PTSD memories. The only hand I have 

to fear dying of, I feel, is my own.
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CHAPTER 20 — CHECKING OUT

A July 2017 mornin. I turn on the end of Hotel. I‘ll try to enjoy the spectacle. As I 

always do. Not get triggered. So that it can distract me with other fantasies. Worse lives. 

Pain. When I’m distracted by American Horror Story, I’m less tormented by my own 

rumination. Losing myself. In fantasies of others tragedies. Allows me to forget my own.

 Ah, Lady Gaga and her gowns. Clearly Hotel was the right idea. American 

Horror Story does love that trademark throat slashing move. They do that in all of the 

seasons so far. I so hope I never see, or do, the things I see on the screen.

The last few episodes are always the best. They bring closure. Catharsis. Tears. 

In a way real life never does. I cry over the sentimental parts. It feels good, because I‘m 

no crying about my own sorrow. The tsunami almost comes in episode 10, “She Gets 

Revenge.” Trans acceptance. Liz reconciles with her son. Lady Gaga cries over her lost 

Valentino. Now, will I cry over suicide and YouTube videos? Probably.

i watch the part where the junkie vampire Donovan declares his love. Willingness 

to die at Lady Gaga’s hands. Liz and Iris shoot them both. Not that I need an anti-gun 

advertisement, but this is one.

 It’s like a Shakespearean tragedy. Everyone dies at the end. I leave in my little 

girl dress to eat some cheesecake. Spoiled and maladjusted in childhood. Punk activist 

in early twenties. Drug addict party girl  club kid in late twenties. Poor alcoholic lesbian 

in my thirties. Mentally ill witch writer/artist on disability re-invention at forty. Survival 

tactics. People grow up. Evolve. So did I.
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I pay attention to the dark side. I have seen and suffered a lot of horrible things. I 

have seen evil in people. I don’t think I’m evil. I try not to be. I am a survivor. Victim. 

Dancing around the edge of the dark side seems to be a lifelong theme. I’m sober after 

a long battle with alcoholism and addiction. I can’t get away from the dark side. Beinga 

mentally ill widow. Better to be a witch who talks to ghosts, then a drug addict and 

alcoholic. That’s what’s changed.

I’m distracted by some good perspective Hollywood fantasy watching episode 11 

“Battle Royale.” The tragic failure of drug/sex friends. Hotel room threesomes. I was 

never a junkie like Hypodermic Sally. Never sewed my friends to me high. Then got 

tortured by a ghost monster. Ripped myself our of their decomposing corpses. 

Reminding myself how much worse it could have been.

Exposure therapy. To watch the triggering parts inside. Safely on the couch. On a 

screen. Have a happy ending afterwatch

Witch Queenie vs. vampire Ramona Royale? How could I have forgotten about 

this juicy bit. Just for today, I will watch glam lesbians. My favorite Countess Elizabeth/

Ramona Royale lesbian seduction scene. Vengeful Angela Bassett get talked down 

from murder. Seduced by Lady Gaga. The Countess dies. Shot by the corrupt cop. As 

his final Ten Commandments trophy. Closure. In real life? I rarely get closure. Unless 

years later. On the page.

Lessons: Only love once. Don’t collect lovers in your home. Trying to recreate 

your old love. Don’t toss out old lovers and replace them. Or they will eventually kill you. 

Lady Gaga recreating her lovers? Then kicking them out of her place? Convinces me 
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not to do that in my own life. I want to stop dating after Bobby. Live for Katie’s memory. 

What I imagine of her ghost.

 I love the end of “Battle Royale,” with James Patrick Marsh and Countess 

Elizabeth as a ghost couple finally together. My dream afterlife is: Katie and I. Ghosts 

together forever. In this House of  the Rising Sun. Watching people move in and out of 

the house. Dancing in our wedding gowns. In the living room. I  the wee hours of the 

night. 

Sartre says “Hell is other people. My ex-boyfriend is banished from my afterlife. 

Like Mrs. Evers was banished by James Patrick March. Three’s a crowd. He can butt 

the out. I may have loved Bobby. Or though I loved him. I hope he remains in my past. 

Like all the other ex-boyfriends I discarded. He now is as they. Bobby had joined the 

ranks of all my myriad other ex boyfriend cast-off. Men are over now. When they’re 

living happy lives elsewhere I can forget them. Katie? I can’t forget. Won’t. Will not. 

Should never forget. She was, and shall remain the most important love of my life.

I watched the “Be Our Guest” Finale of American Horror Story. Bawling. 

Bittersweet cathartic tears of joy and pain. Closure. I needed that. Perfect. It always feel 

good to cry at the finale episode, Beginning with all the ghosts united in a Hotel afterlife 

meeting called by Liz and Iris.

 As much as I imagine my dream afterlife? Ghosts united? With my 

grandparents? Great aunt Theda and uncle Butch. Who built this house. Put these 

gorgeous hardwood floors in? I’m in no rush. I won’t be upset when death surprises me. 

As death always does. Accepting eventual death. A good point to reach at middle age.
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Tears of joy at the Hotel Finale. Again. When Hypodermic Sally found 

redemption. In the Internet. Stopped being a needy drug addict with abandonment 

issues. Always trying to heal the wound. Fill the hole. Instead, gave up drugs with social 

media. The Internet saves Sally from her pain.

 I wish Internet and social media were a “safe harbor of embracing adoration,” as 

Sally does. Enough to quit drugs and self-destruction. Hypodermic Sally’s redemption 

reminds me of is my redemption with the Internet. Like a healing support group. Or a 

never ending beat down.

Sally on Hotel finds the Internet. Gives up drugs and killing. I never killed anyone. 

I found the Internet. Gave up alcohol and drugs. Social media is way more fun and 

rewarding then drugs. Can be redemptive.

I watch the part where Will Drake reinvents his career. With  the Hotel ghosts and 

Liz Taylor. Exhilarating. Making a career out of whatever you are left with. That was 

what I tried to do. After I went on SSDI in 2008.

I cry at Liz Taylors death scene. Marianne Faithfuls “Ballad of Lucy Jordan” play. 

Tears on schedule when Tristan’s ghost reappears. Billie Jean Howard from Murder 

House scared off by Devil’s Night.

“Do not treat the supernatural like a toy or it will not be kind to you,” sad Jean 

Genet’s ghost when I did a seance for him.

After I watch. Enough times. I don’t cry. Just smile. At the craft. Artistry of it. 

That’s how I know. The exposure therapy worked.
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Chapter 21 - INTO THE ASYLUM

April 2017. I watch American Horror Story: Asylum. Asylum is the most triggering 

season for me. Lesbian writers. Christianity. Mental health. The central themes loom 

large in my life. Too close. Asylum reminds me why I’m so relieved to be born in 1976. 

Instead of earlier. Will do everything possible. Not to wind up in an institution.

 I try not to let Asylum give me any more things to add. To my list of things to 

worry about. Presently including: Trump. Nuclear war. My sister. My soon to be married 

cousin. My future. 

The religious hypocrisy. Evils of Christianity component. Of Asylum. Feels 

especially apropos on Easter. At Easter Brunch. I was like a little kid. Showing off my 

vintage Betsy Johnson frock. I wore flesh tone fishnets for Easter. A broken engagement 

ring. From my wedding ring collection. I inevitably wear something ridiculously flashy. 

Yet seasonal. To holiday events. 

At brunch. My aunt said, “Easter is when ladies who usually wear all black wear 

colors.” My aunt and grandma comforted me. That my blond and blue hair wasn’t that 

bad. I prefer the blue/blonde for spring. To the blorange creamsicle my hair was before. 

No matter what Twitter says about blorange being the look for spring. I prefer seasonal 

platinum Easter egg. Grandma calls me “blondie” now. 

April 2017. My aunt said I should visit grandma more often. I should. She’s not 

far away.

Happy Easter. Blessed be. Goddess and Horned God bless. All religions are 

basically the same to me. My aunt was sweet enough. To pretend to understand.
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 When I got home, my tarot reading said: the next big event coming up would be 

my cousin’s wedding. Seeming more and more like a stressful shitshow for the whole 

family. But aren’t weddings always a wonderful shitshow?

A Easter evening 2017. Asylum made horrifying loud noises. I began to be afraid 

the neighbors might be disturbed. Call the police. Worrying the neighbors will call the 

police on me is a constant worry. Hasn’t happened yet. Hopefully won’t. As long as I’m 

quiet. Solitary. Pick up my mail. Take out my trash. 6 pm is a good time to turn the 

Netflix off.  

“Small doses of Asylum is probably the right idea,” I think. Back to domestic idyll. 

I open the blinds. Look at the cherry tree again. Before it gets dark. The sky looks like 

pea soup. I’m glad Easter was a morning thing.  I wouldn’t want to drive in this.

I’m glad I‘m not in an American Horror Story: Asylum situation. Thankful for 

psychiatric medication’s magical medical miracles. Prozac. Klonopin. Trileptal. Prazosin. 

Saphris. I’m grateful I can still get them. I pray I always can. 

I must stop surrendering. To the paranoia. Anxiety. I‘m aware some of that keeps 

me safe. Is wise. But some of it is PTSD avoidance. Closing my life in even smaller. I 

accept my reclusive life. Living in grief. Surrounded by beautiful things. I can’t work. Or 

Or socialize. Or carry on much of a conversation.

April 2017. Evening. I go into the spooky room. Where I like to spend my nights. 

It’s warm on the white sheepskin rug. Soaking in the blissful quiet. Relaxing into it. I love 

how quiet this neighborhood is. I try to be quiet also. Blend in. Do my part.
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Well, what now? I keep thinking back to Asylum. Decide to watch. There’s so 

much screaming. I decide to take a break on American Horror Story for a while.

My redemptive paradise begins with a Beltane flower crown. May 1, 2017. In the 

backyard of my House of the Rising Sun. Climbing the cherry tree to yank young green 

vines. I weave together a cherry blossom flower crown. Take a selfie for Instagram. 

Twitter. Facebook. It’s what you do. It’s practically required.

My Jean Genet via Kathy Acker séance was published in Grimoire magazine the 

morning of the night’s visitation. I do séances in a witchcraft room. Despite not 

belonging to a formal Coven. So I basically sent these ghosts engraved invitations. 

Calling their names in morning mediation? Naming them in manuscripts? Pretty much 

calligraphied that shit. 

I could blame the Ouija board necklace I purchased from The Pyramid Collection. 

Shaped like that recognizable planchette. Decorated with an eye on one side. Skull. 

Pentagram. The words “Yes,” “No,“ and “Goodbye.” Most of the time all that I am willing 

to say to strangers. The other side bears the full Ouija board letters and numbers. CVS 

cashiers ask me to move to the next aisle over when I wear it out to buy toilet paper. 

That pesky “Religious Freedom Act,” or something. 

The Ouija board necklace hangs right over my heart. Turning the voice of my 

subvocal speech auditory hallucinations into an activated spirit board. October 2016? 

When this memoir with an unreliable narrator began? I firmly didn’t fuck with Ouija 

boards. By May 2017? I do.
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Zoe summons and releases the Axeman in Coven with an Ouija board. What will 

my heart summon? Or release? As a living, breathing spirit board?

I could blame not drawing my usual protective circle before the Beltane ritual. 

Silly, trusting me. Believing things I read on the Internet. The ritual came from those 

Patheos Pagan emails. I draw much of my Wicca from the Internet. Don’t most modern 

witches? Nothing says otherworldly like anonymous unsourced information from literally 

nowhere real.

I follow the emailed ritual to walk from one fire to another. Saying Beltane 

incantations to Persephone. Ever cautious of fire danger, I walk from living room lamp to 

spooky room lamp. Good Lord, I don’t want to burn down my one last chance at a roof 

over my head. Let’s just take the suggested two fires and path of candles right on out of 

there. 

I read about how Edie Sedgwick burned down her room at the Chelsea Hotel. 

Candle fires were in Francis Bean Cobain’s restraining order against Courtney Love. 

How was I to know that these would be the same steps I would walk again? With a 

ghostly visitation. A few nights later. Despite all my celebrity-inspired safety precautions.

Instead all this woo. I should blame not taking my sleepy-time anti-psychotics 

before falling off into golden slumber. I took the Saphris earlier that afternoon. Napped. 

Timing is everything. Even and especially with psychiatric medication. I am notoriously 

sloppy at timing my meds properly. I’ve given up.

It’s all fun and games until someone loses an eye. It’s all fun and games? Hocus 

pocus? Internet shopping? Until I take my meds at the wrong time. When the stars are 
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misaligned. Wake up in a frenzy. Yelling at nothing. Convinced a couple are sitting on 

my back together. Watching me sleep. When I am really alone.

In my sweet dream, my favorite cousin Lauren and her fiancée are snooping 

around my house. Harmless. Benevolent. I let them make out. Watch me sleep. Force 

myself to lie as still as possible. Even in and out of waking. So they won’t leave. I love 

them. They can hang out.

 Lauren’s voice pipes up, “Let’s look at the wedding rings. Aswe’re getting ours 

tattooed on at the ceremony.” I have a closely guarded wedding ring collection. From all 

the broken engagements of my misspent youth. You supply the ring, you get to keep it. 

With those regrets are the rings from my one actual marriage that ended in 

suicide. I argued my wife’s wedding ring out of the crematorium. A domestic partnership 

didn’t cut it legally to get what was left of her remains. So I wept. Pitched a fit. Showed 

the mortician my own wedding ring. My wedding tattoo matching her cremated corpse.

I don’t want even my favorite cousin looking at my sentimental diamonds. But this 

is not simply relatives. Nor are they mortal. Real. Or even there at all. I claw my way out 

of sleep paralysis. Face down. Back arched. Finger by inch. Roused like a dormant 

dragon. I must have been partially sleepwalking still. I force one arm up to flail. Punch 

the air. Nothing there. I pull myself up laboriously to one shoulder. Muscles straining. 

Still half-asleep.

“That’s! Enough! Get! Out!” I intone. With as much vehemence as an frail, petite, 

unarmed woman can muster. When alone. Completely helpless. I open my eyes. The 

room is dark. Empty. The only pressure on me is a quilt. Duvet. Terry cloth bathrobe.
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Confused, I claw my way up out of bed. Sleepwalk to turn on the Christmas fairy 

lights. The room lights up in a warm twinkling. 

My eyes immediately seize upon the card hanging across from the bed. 

Embracing skeletal bride and groom. It reads, “Until Death Do Us Part,” under morbid 

ribbons. My grandparents were both married until death do us part. So was I. I found the 

card in grandma Virginia’s basement bedroom drawers while in transition to this house. 

Filched it. Thinking she probably forgot she even owned it fifty years ago. It speaks the 

truth of my marriage. As hers. Less sapphically.

I flick my fingers from the skeletal death card on the wall to my eyes. I see you. 

You see me. We see each other. Oh, I see what this is!

“Oh, it’s you,” I said. “All of you. I am entertaining the house’s resident ghosts. As 

expected before I moved here. Eight months ago. Watching American Horror Story: My 

Roanoke Nightmare. An amicable ghostly dinner party. Haunted mansion at 

Disneyland? That was my best-case moving scenario. If “My Reno Nightmare” became 

“My Reno Paradise.” 

As every ex-boyfriend says to me, “I didn’t sign up for this.” Well, they kind of did. 

So did I. When I moved into a house sure to be haunted. Stared doing séances. In a 

witchcraft room. As a mentally ill widow. So I try to be hospitable. What else can I do?

“Well, ‘mi casa su casa.’ You guys live here too.” I say to the invisible assembly. I 

call them by name. “Janet? Dewey? Butch? Theda?” The room is empty. Yet I sense 

presences around my bed. There? Or not there? Delusion? Psychosis? Still 

sleepwalking? I’m not sure. I drift off to sleep again. My arms open on the bed to 

welcome what spirits may come.
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“Wuzh! it’s me, Katie!” says my dead wife’ s ghost. “And I brought great-aunt 

Clementea!” I still can’t tell if I am dreaming or awake. I hug the air lovingly. Shake the 

hand of an elderly Schizophrenic who probably isn’t there. 

Nope, I’m having an exceedingly pleasant psychotic episode. As mine usually 

are. Carefully modulated with harm reduction techniques. In order to stay out of the 

hospital. Nevada lacks the hospitable psych wards of Los Angeles. I would prefer to 

avoid being gang-raped in Reno’s jails used as overflow psychiatric facilities. 

` “Not today, Satan,” as Bianca Del Rio says.

“Meow?” Nevada the cat. Named for the state. When I lived in California, and 

Nevada was far away. The cat opens the door of the witchcraft room.

“Kitty!” I stagger out of bed. Unsure of what is real. What is sleep. Follow the cat 

down the Beltane path. I walked it without protective circle three days earlier. Ouija 

board planchette waving above my heart. 

“Yes.” “No.” “Goodbye.” I hold the Ouija board necklace in my fist. So far I am still 

saying “Yes.” I follow the cat to the clawed mid-century pedicure chair beneath the living 

room window. Lay down to pet her. 

“Aw, kitty! We’re always happy to see the nice friendly ghosts, aren’t we?” I let my 

head fall. Fall half into sleep again on the living room carpet. I realize directly under my 

prone body is the crawlspace under my house. What am I laying on top of? What 

secrets have the ghosts led me to? The Property Manager and his small town junior 

named son uncovered this crawlspace when they were turning on the sprinkler system. 

I thought only spiders and electrical whatnot lay below. Well, I don’t want to know. 



GRIEVING 186

Whether lost bones or forgotten memory box. Could we just not, spirit world? Not 

tonight.

“Keep your secrets.” I say to the ghosts. Quoting the Ghost Orchids song 

beginning 2003’s Death Before Disco. “I know enough of this house’s secrets, I don’t 

need to know what’s in the underground crawlspace at three am. The last thing I want is 

the neighbors calling an ambulance. What do you expect me to fucking do, put on my 

wedding gown and get down there? Muck around looking for some super special hidden 

secret? Really not up to being strip searched in a psych ward at this hour of the 

morning.” So that the neighbors don’t call an ambulance, I stop talking out loud to my 

psychosis in the dark. Pipe down right quick.

I get up off the floor. Lay down on the green velvet couch. Run my hands over it’s 

soft pile. Try to soothe myself back to sleep. It’s far too late. I think of Kathy Acker’s 

green velvet minidress. That dead writer’s dress worn for the Grimoire séance began 

this. Green velvet could end this. In the disco millennium of my twenties, Green Velvet 

had a song about afterparties. Called “La La Land.” That’s what I need to return from. 

Time to come back to reality.

American Horror Story: My Roanoke Nightmare showed on FX right before I 

moved into this House of the Rising Sun. In Roanoke, the yoga teacher Shelby Miller 

moves from Los Angeles into a rural haunted house. All the parallels I saw terrified me. I 

prayed my new life would not become “American Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare.“ I 

was fleeing “American Horror Story: Hollywood Cockroach Apartment,” already.
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I make a list of life lessons from American Horror Story. That’s educational 

television, right there on your Netflix cue. Lessons like: if you hear a strange noise? 

Don’t run out in the spooky woods in the middle of the night. Or: Don’t answer the door 

to strangers. No matter how convincing. Or charming. If something supernatural 

happens in a house you know is haunted? Don’t call the cops. Police won’t know what 

to do with invisible scary nothing, except take sweetie away to Asylum to rot. The 

relevant lesson of Murder House: If the ghosts are scaring you? You can tell them to go 

away and they will. 

I know my actual reality differs greatly from Hollywood’s American Horror Story. 

That shit is just TV. Thank God for that. My ghosts come in love. My ghosts don’t come 

in pain to kill. Ever.

I do my quickie witchcraft on the go gesture. Put my first and forth fingers 

together in points. Both hands in heavy metal devil “sign of the horns.” Connected at 

fingertips.

“As I will, so mote it be,” I pray with eyes closed. “May the ghosts assembled 

here who came in love depart in love. I know I called y’all up but it’s time to say 

goodbye. From green velvet couch to green velvet dress: Kathy Acker and Jean Genet. 

I love your books, goodbye. Theda. Butch. Janet. Dewey. Goodbye. Great-aunt 

Clementea, thank you so much for finally making it out to see me, but goodbye.” 

I look at the three framed wedding photos I can see from where I lay on the 

couch. Black and white bride on bride wedding dresses. Cutting a cake. Embracing. 

Standing side by side. I can’t bear to let her go for long.
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“Katie Jacobson, my last, beloved, and final ghost? Go now, wuzh, but come 

back any time. Sing me sweet lullabies over a nap as you did yesterday. Come often. 

Come soon again. Farewell, sweet angel.”

The clamor of voices in my head falls to silence. I look up. It’s dawn.

I get up. Make a pot of coffee. The pale blue dawn light slides through the slats of 

the blinds to fill the kitchen. I think of the ghosts that laid this teal tile as it light up with 

dawn light. Butch and Theda. I think of the ghosts that used to fry bacon right where I 

was standing. Janet and Dewey. They come in love and they depart in love. I run my 

finger over the “Goodbye” on my necklace.

I remember a dream about 2010 in Echo Park. Feeling the heat trapped in 

Katie’s sunburnt skin as I hugged her. I pressed my hand to my own sunburnt shoulder. 

I remembered the sunburn heat of her soft skin so vividly. That dream memory haunts 

me. 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Chapter 22 — ON THE VERGE

July 2017. Marijuana becomes recreationally legal in Nevada. I watch Asylum 

again. Try cannabis. Not for fun. I am using it so I don’t kill myself. I could feel myself 

getting close. Closer to suicide. 

I thought I was going to die. That night I had that cold. Put extra food out for the 

cat. Fell asleep. Didn’t anyone of my fears. I wanted to die quietly. Clear sign I was 

getting closer to the verge. I may be ready to die, but that night I realized I didn’t want to 

quite yet. I would like more happy years alone in this house. Where I have finally, at 

long last, found peace. Healing. Forgiveness.

Preserving safety and keeping a low profile is crucial to that. I don’t usually 

smoke the weed. I eat tiny bites of weed chocolate.  Not bothering the neighbors or 

police is one of my biggest priorities. Up there with avoiding car accidents. 

Homelessness. Further hospitalizations. Jail. I’ve already accepted madness, loneliness 

and exile from society as my lot. Meds and benefits is my best-case scenario.

Psychosis? Least of my worries. At the moment, the voice in my head is my 

favorite person to talk to. I enjoy the visual hallucinations. Begin mild use of edible 

cannabis. As adjunct therapy. For PTSD, anxiety and depression. It’s worked before.

My error yesterday was taking too much edible chocolate on a zero tolerance. 

Tonight is the do-over I hope for. Only mild euphoria. Calm. The relief I want. I make and 

eat a delicious Apple Galette. Catch up on Asylum. Watch Dr. Oliver Thredson as 

“Bloody Face.” Lana Winter’s aversion therapy is disturbing. I plan on watching this all 

night. Until Sarah Paulson shoots the psychiatrist villain.
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American Horror Story Season 8 is announced. A Coven/Murder House 

crossover season in the future. With Jessica Lange. I await with baited breath.

I’m glad I don’t drink anymore. Glad I don’t go out anymore. Glad I don’t believe 

in the same God as these nuns running the Asylum. Christianity, alcohol and guns are 

way more fucked up then witchcraft, weed and solitude. Other Americans make the 

other choice. I’ve made mine. 

 It’s the forth of July. 2017. I reflect on America. What parts I love and hate. I 

prefer to avoid the United State’s whole toxic love affair with guns. Christianity. Racism. 

Alcohol. Tobacco. Colonialism. The heteropatriarchy.

 As I understand, there are two America’s. I live among those who espouse the 

other America. Summer 2017 feels like the beginning of another civil war. Between 

antifa activist anarchists. The alt-right. Gun-toting hicks. The evangelicals. Liberal 

coastal elites.

We are already in dangerous times. Have been for the six months since Trump 

took power. I think best practices here? I take lessons from the first civil war. Lock the 

doors. Stay inside. Don’t smoke weed outside. Keep as low a profile as I can. Hide. 

Disappear. Lock myself up inside. Stay safe. Driving anywhere for provisions is an Navy 

SEAL expedition. Expect and accept further losses. Enjoy my solitary privacy and 

freedom. Inside this house. Don’t dare go outside more then necessary.
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I put up curtains in the covered porch. Summer night. Three hours since I 

smoked pot with the vaporizer in the covered porch. I know no one saw me. I don’t 

know if they smelled me. It’s still the forth of July. The usual loud noises. Stoned on zero 

tolerance, I had trouble telling what was and wasn’t loud.  I’m reality, all I was doing was 

typing. Listening. I hear the a/c mostly. Quiet. Like nights in Reno are. 

I turn on Asylum. To watch the differentiation between loud and quiet. Horrible 

and fine. American Horror Story is so extreme and horrible. I can’t watch it right now. 

I look at the MacBook Pro maps function. Think about distance. Space. Where I 

am now vs. where I used to be. Happy to be in Reno.

Dawn. Sun’s coming up. It’s quiet  What am I going to not give a fuck about, that I 

should, today? What am I going worry too much over, that’s delusional? How about 

other people’s interpretation of my life as l live it? I try not to worry. Unless they have 

direct power over it.

It’s dawn, so President Trump begins his daily tweet storm. I‘m with our president 

on this one. I’m a delusional mentally ill person who embarrasses themselves regularly 

on Twitter also. Except as I am not anywhere near being the President. Only an obscure 

writer/artist in Nevada. Antithetical in all other ways then that. I am a neoliberal shill. 

Hillary Clinton voter. Yas Queen white feminist snowflake coastal elite who recently left 

the West Coast. Democrat. Won’t be doing that loudly on the Internet. Or outside any 

further.
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Twitter is some shit. I don’t feel like dealing with that today. Other people are so 

toxic. Must find me equally toxic. Do I even want to look at Facebook? See what bile 

people are spewing today? I guess. 

My reaction to Facebook this morning is, “Oh honey bunny.” General affection 

towards everyone.

Do I want to get back into Asylum again? To kill a few hours? Sure. For some 

reason, I’m enjoying Asylum much more this time. This is the first time I’ve watched it 

and enjoyed it. I‘ve had a lot of times where I watched it. Was triggered badly. Had to 

stop. That means it’s fresh. Saved. To savor. Until the end.

I’m glad I never made to Universal Studios when the American Horror Story 

“Halloween Horror Nights” happened. I was out of Los Angeles by the time. 

In 2010, I had to be escorted out of Universal Studios “Halloween Horror Nights.” 

I was with Katie. She loved it. I was scared out of my mind. 

The car accident is the most realistic part of Asylum. I’ve enduring some things in 

Asylum. Car accidents. Rape. Thrashed around screaming at nothing in a psych ward 

room. 

“Post-partom psychosis,” Dr. Thredson says about the Anne Frank character on 

the screen.

As usual, I don’t like Asylum’s framing of mental illness. A reason to kill people. 

With death the best deliverance. Mental illness as a sin. Or crime. To be punished. In  

this awful 1964 institution. The voices in my head get loud sometimes, but they never 

make me do things. To myself. Or anyone else. I would never want. Or be able to. Work 
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around power tools. Like this guy who self harms with the bakery bread slicer. I don’t cut 

myself. Write things on the wall in blood to summon the dark angel of death. 

Shachath: The Angel of Death. That’s her name. She comes when called. Only 

takes souls who accept her kiss. Perhaps, the figure with the black veil I saw by my bed. 

When I was sick. Was the Angel of Death. Manifesting as Katie. A combination I 

summoned by wanting to die. That night I didn’t accept her kiss.

On June 1, 2017, I drop off three paintings from my Glitter Series. At Reno Art 

Works. For a group show I’m in. My mixed media oil paintings won’t be for sale. They 

never are. I refuse to commit Disability fraud. I want to do the right thing. I’m a brutally 

honest Schizoaffective.

July 20, 2017. Six month anniversary of living in this House of the Rising Sun. I  

celebrate by smoking a bowl in the covered porch. It’s been so long since I’ve been able 

to relax like this. My favorite way: Coconut oil and feather edged bathrobe stoned. I 

finally feel like everything is safe. 

That morning, I sweep the kitty litter in the bathroom. Paint my nails. Watch 

Asylum. I love Asylum on a whole different level I never thought I’d reach. This must be 

the exposure therapy working. I’m beginning to believe there’s hope for me yet. A least 

for the PTSD. The pot is helping. Edibles and repeat rewatching of Asylum is the same 

thing as some of the current therapies for PTSD. Moderated intoxicated exposure 

therapy.
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What I so identified with. That triggered me before. I‘m now finding cathartic. The 

narrative of a lesbian writer. Who struggles through a mental ward. Unspeakable 

suffering. Loses her lover. Is raped. Is victorious in the end.  A story I find solace in. Like 

my story. Only magnified. Writ large. Sensationalized. 

I’m glad I didn’t go through some of the things Lana Winters goes through. Like 

aversion therapy for my homosexuality. Electroshock therapy. Lengthy commitment. 

Being signed away by someone she loved. I’m glad I never did the things she did. 

endured all that she endured. Had the level of success that came after. 

I don’t want my life to resemble American Horror Story. Any more then the 

inevitable identifications. I see everywhere. In anything. I’m writing through. This book is 

only a therapeutic exercise.

People institutionalize their family members when they can’t handle them. My 

best plan to not getting institutionalized is just be quiet. Thrifty. Self-sustaining. Pleasant. 

Appear functional enough online. Channel my mania into writing. Baking. Painting. 

Television. Stay inside. Except when necessary. Know my limitations. Stay safe.

This cannabis PTSD treatment been going on for two weeks. I haven’t cried or 

had a breakdown yet. This is some sort of record, for me. Cannabis really is the miracle 

medicine I hoped for. As it was in California. 

I’m scared. As I so often am. About what other people may think. Time for a 

reality check. 

FACT: My sleep schedules were off the day of the Reno Art Works opening. As they 

often are. 
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FACT: I woke up when the opening was already going on, having already very decidedly 

decided not to go.

FACT: I made Raspberry Danish Pinwheels instead. Ate them all. 

FACT: At three am, later that night, I realized I had all the ingredients for raspberry 

cupcakes. Made them with the rest of the jam. 

FACT: I spent the rest of the night working on my Camp NaNoWriMo novel. 

FACT: A dawn I did my usual meditation/prayer. Took a bath. Got dressed. 

FACT: In the morning I did my nails. Cleaned up the kitty litter in the bathroom. Finally 

got into watching Asylum again. 

FACT: I just texted my sister about my ancestry.com findings. 

Fact checking, it all it just looks like I just went about my normal life. Doing the 

stuff I normally do. Without crying. Or getting upset. That I was missing my own 

opening. Instead did other things I enjoyed. All that sound productive and delicious. I still 

have cupcakes. As a result, don’t have to go grocery shopping for another few days. I 

shall eat cake instead. I’ve been called Marie Antoinette before. Let em eat cake, 

indeed. 

I instagram the cupcakes. Soon after instagramming the Danishes. I got carried 

away. Baking is one way Bipolar mania manifests.

Bless me father for I have sinned, I have committed oil paintings. Bless me 

father, for I have sinned, I have committed cupcakes. 

“You are forgiven my child. Your sins are light as feathers,” Harry “Butch” 

Butcher’s ghost whispers. I think it’s okay.
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“It’s going to be okay,” Lee’s ghost says to Flora. As she rides away. From the 

burning, malevolently haunted Roanoke house. 

“It’s going to be okay,” Butch’s ghost says to me. Alone with Katie’s ghost. Inside 

my benevolently haunted House of the Rising Sun. Have I died already? This feels like 

my paradise.

I feel nauseous. Ate raspberry jam based sweets instead of normal food. I try not 

to vomit. No more cupcakes. Wouldn’t want the cupcakes to become ominous. As in 

Murder House. As in Freak Show. I watch Asylum for unspeakable horrors. A 

distraction.

This Lana Winters and “Bloody Face” Croque-Monsieur rape scene is extremely 

disturbing. Takes my mind right off of jam vomit. Back to exposure therapy. I can 

feel the exposure therapy working. As my triggers are tested. I just felt it. Get too 

intense. Decide to take a break. 

Three hours in. I suppose the edible is just hitting. Yes. That was a big bite. The 

way this exposure therapy works, is it exposes me over and over to the triggering stimuli 

under safe, secure conditions. Until, finally, I’m blunted and numbed to it. Can 

appreciate the artistry of the show. Enjoy the narrative arc. Of a story I can relate to. My  

nausea clears right up. 

If I really wanted to be on top of things, I could take out the trash. The part of 

Asylum. About mentally ill people being human garbage. Best to be euthanized. 

Troubles me. I am aware some people consider me human garbage. Oh well. I would 

prefer to live. Here. Alone. 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Chapter 23 — MADNESS ENDS

If I‘m rolling the dice? Trading in PTSD, anxiety and depression. For cannabis 

psychosis? What paranoid delusion is it today? Anything? Nothing yet. Good.

A psychotic hallucination I‘ve had a few times in my life. Since watching Asylum 

for the first time. Brings me comfort. The Angel of Death. As Katie. Coming to the side of 

my bed. Because my pain has summoned her. I refuse her kiss. As I’m determined to 

live. It’s what Lana Winters would do. Or I, If that was really happening. Which it’s not. 

Only a hallucination. I’d prefer to see Katie as the Angel of Death. Then that grim reaper 

hallucination. I got committed. For hysteria. At Henry Mayo Psych Ward. In 2007. For 

that one.

I have work left to do. Like Lana Winters. Sister Jude. I have living left to do. Like 

Liz Taylor. Painting. Writing. Baking. Yoga. Self-care. Media. Housework.

“You had more living left to do,” said Tristan’s ghost to Liz’s ghost in Hotel. After 

her suicide with the cancer diagnosis. 

Liz Taylor and Tristan Duffy are perpetually united. In the afterlife of the Hotel 

Finale. As I will one day be united. As ghosts with Katie Jacobson. Under the roof of my 

ancestral House of the Rising Sun. With all the other resident ghosts. That haunt this 

benign anti-Murder House. Or Roanoke house. A house of healing forgiveness. The 

ghosts assembled. Waitimh: Katie Jacobson. Janet Lambert. Dewey Lambert. Roy 

Guido Garaventa. Clementine Herrera. Theda Burrus Butcher. Harry “Butch” Butcher. 

Myles Standish. James Hill. Mehitable Standish. Hester Friend.
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Lana Winter’s ordeal in Asylum is so terrible it makes a bestseller, Maniac: One 

Woman’s Story of Survival. I would prefer to never have material juicy enough to write a 

book again. Yet perhaps I just did. In this therapeutic exercise. I had juicy enough book 

material once. Living and writing Jet Set Desolate almost destroyed me. It didn’t 

become a bestseller. Perhaps a cult classic. I hope. I don’t know what this book will 

become.

I’d rather watch Asylum then worry. Escape into the horror of that. This is 

absolutely the most sinister Christmas episode ever. The scene where Dr. Arden gives 

the ruby Auschwitz earrings. To Sister Mary Eunice McKee. Possessex by the Devil. I 

like to choose the harm reduction lesser of two evils. Hillary Clinton over Donald Trump. 

Medical marijuana over suicide. American Horror Story and weed over having to take 

another Xanax because I had an anxiety attack.

Time for afternoon meds. Edible chocolate. I’ll be feeling better in no time at all. I 

pour the last cup. Of the last pot of coffee I’ll drink today. Johnny, Son of “Bloody Face.,” 

appears. As Asylum is a commercial for suicide, it’s a commercial for abortion also.

I had an older sibling who was aborted. My mother was having radiation 

treatments. He would have been deformed. My mother’s abortion was why she took me 

to a pro-choice march in Washington. To see Hillary Clinton speak. 

When I learned about my mother aborting her first child? I didn’t, for twenty 

years, realize she should have aborted her second child. Me. Or could have. Or might 

have. Wished she had aborted me. Had she known I was going to turn out so mentally 

ill. I try to redeem myself. That’s what all the good manners and cupcakes are about.
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 It seems that writing through Asylum as I’ve done with Freak Show and Hotel as 

yet another good therapeutic exercise. Now one of my preferred hobbies as well as my 

therapy of choice is exposure writing therapy. Watching and rewatching American 

Horror Story seasons on binge while writing my processing of them. I started this with 

Roanoke and it’s progressed well through the back seasons.

All the seasons are so convoluted. Yet perfect. I learn how to structure plot by 

watching them.

Onscreen, Sister Jude gets institutionalized. Goes to being Judy Martin. Asylum 

is about gas lighting. Bad psychiatry. Different interpretations of the same events. A 

period piece of the 1960s.

There are so many fascinating meanings and therapeutic revelations from 

American Horror Story. My Los Angeles therapist told me to watch Coven. Gateway 

drug. She was right. Favorite show. Never gets old. I am aware that there is other things 

to watch. It’s just that I take comfort in watching things over and over. I don’t need a lot 

of different types of stimuli.

I hope my mother doesn’t wish she aborted me. As she had to provide so much 

to me throughout my life. Pretty sure that’s a conversation we should never have. Or, at 

least, not until we are really ready for it. In person. That’s a “Christmas eve when my 

parens are drunk” level of heavy.

I get to episode 10, “The Name Game,” at four pm. Sister Jude has electroshock 

therapy. As electroshock becomes more and more outdated. I stay out of hospitals 

longer. The possibility seems less and less likely. I’ve never had electroshock therapy. 
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I’m at a very light level of care. Remote medication management. Handling my 

own exposure therapy. No actual therapist. This is the lightest level of care I’ve needed 

for a long time. I had multiple inpatient and outpatient hospitalizations in 2013. A 

hysteria psychotic break hospitalization in 2007. I’m doing better. 

I take out the trash. Necessary housework for the day completed. Thank The 

Horned God I can live alone. Got to keep taking the trash in and out. Cleaning up. 

Eating. Buying groceries. Bathing. So I can keep this up. I prefer the freedom from 

abuse it offers. Don’t think I ever will willingly chose to live with anyone ever again.

 If my parents can just put me in this house? Not have to deal with any further 

problems? There should be no reason for them to institutionalize me. This is my private 

psych ward. I leave it about as often. The main thing on the schedule is medication. 

Therapy. Eating. Sleeping. I‘m in solitary for my own protection.

“Going down to the House of the Rising Sun, to live that ball and chain,” as Eric 

Burdon sings.

My House of the Rising Sun becomes my paradise. Final resting place. Of 

healing solace. Sanatorium. In the snowy mountains. Private psych ward. Place to 

recover. Heal. I feel like I am getting there Gradually.

I watch the Angel of Death. Shachath. As a Briarcliff inmate. Torturing 

 Jude. This period of the hallucination is when years pass. 

That’s the end of that coffee. The last pot I‘m making today. That’s always a 

turning point of when I start getting ready for bed. Stop drinking coffee. Winding up. First 

yawn. Getting there. 
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The scene where Lana walks out of Briarcliff Manor speaks to me. Deeply. The 

immense sense of freedom I felt. Every time I left psych wards. A freedom you take for 

granted until it is forcibly taken from you. It is unrealistic. That all the people who were in 

Briarcliff. Lana and Kit. Still have their houses. Bank accounts. Assets. Jobs. When they 

got out. Hard to tell how long they were in there. It felt like at least a year.

Then the killing “Bloody Face” scene. The catharsis of one villain down. As the 

next villain, Johnny son of "Bloody Face" emerges.

This scene in the mausoleum is my guaranteed tearjerker. That moment. In the 

Hollywood Forever Cemetery funeral planning office. When the planner tried to sell us 

on a Mausoleum place. With a plaque. For $4,000. That I could pay off. In installments. 

Over the years. My father said no for me. I was incapable. Drunk. Weeping. I still regret 

that I could not memorialize Katie in that way.

 I mourn that decision. Seeing Lana Winters. In front of her lesbian lover’s 

mausoleum plaque. I wonder I will cry this time. Dry sobbing. Then ugly bawling. Right 

when Lana puts on her sunglasses. Walks out of the mausoleum. Surrounded by 

reporters.

 My sobs dry out. When Lana Winters says, out the car window at the reporters, 

“Read my book.” 

It starts with dry sobbing. The healing. Finally, I admire the drama. Majesty of that 

scene. I cry again at Asylum. When Sister Jude is forgiven by Kit. Saved from Briarcliff. 

Taken into Kit’s home. To tend his children. Left motherless by institutionalized Alma and 

axe murdered Grace. For the six months before Sister Jude dies, she is cured of trauma  
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by the miracle alien children. For first time, that part makes me weep. There is no cure 

for me. That’s only a broken Hollywood dream.

Lessons of Asylum: the Christian heteropatriarchy is more fucked up then the 

supernatural. Christianity is full of corruption. Don’t run out into the scary woods. Mental 

illness is no picnic.

Lana Winters was mistreated worse. In a 1960s Asylum. Run by nuns. Than I 

was. All times I was in modern, millennial psych wards. 

The lessons of Lana Winters in Asylum: You never know the cost of any ambition 

until it’s over. Lana’s famous writer problems makes me not want famous writer 

problems. I live in fear of giving a reading and having people in the audience confront 

me about the work. I didn’t think the cost of such minor fame would be this much 

judgement and hate. Fame lessons of Asylum: Don’t let too many people into your 

house for interviews. That’s how Johnny gets into Lana Winter’s house. Almost shoots 

her. Before she kills him instead. In self defense.

“Beautiful People with Beautiful Problems,” sings Lana Del Rey.  In her July 2017 

“Lust for Life. I listen to it. Over and over. Editing this text. “Beautiful problems, Lord 

knows we’ve got ‘em.” Lana sings with Stevie Nicks.

No one in American Horror Story is a role model. Even Lana Winters. Especially 

not Lady Gaga’s Countess Elizabeth. Or Fiona Goode. Or Elsa Mars. Or Lee. Although I 

identify with many of them. I see identifications and connections everywhere. That might 
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not really be there. When writing through. That’s part of my Schizophrenia. Just as I 

don’t want Lana’s suffering I don’t want her fame either. Or The Countesses blood virus 

death count. Or Fiona Goode’s lust for the eternal power of the Supremacy. Or Elsa 

Mars delusional lust for fame at any cost. Or Lee’s crimes. Hopefully, l will never have 

any of those extremes. It helps me to recognize American Horror Story just a Hollywood 

televised fantasy.

I watch Season 7, Cult, on Amazon Prime when it comes on. With headphones 

in. Then without headphones. As I begin to feel freer in my home. Let go of some of the 

fear. The therapeutic breakthroughs bittersweet with cathartic tears. After the tears, I 

find my peace. 
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Chapter 24 — MY RENO NIGHTMARE

 American Horror Story beautifully convinces me I’m right about everything. It 

could all be so much worse. That’s why I watch this appalling yet beautifully executed 

show. No other horror. The lessons of American Horror Story reinforce all of my life 

choices so completely. 

From the seasons: My Roanoke Nightmare. Coven. Freak Show. Murder House. 

Hotel. Asylum. Cult. I draw conclusions. The world is a cruel, horrible place. I’m right to 

be afraid. Don’t surround yourself with people. Be a good solitary person who stays 

inside alone. Don’t get too involved with other people. Leads to trouble. People in fight 

and kill each other off. Don’t join a Coven, Cult or Freak Show, get committed to an 

Asylum or party in Hotels. Solitude is safety. People are by nature both divine and evil.

So many lessons of the past two years. Both real, psychiatric and televised. 

Intimacy is toxic and dangerous. Don’t smoke cigarettes as a way of getting intimacy 

with people. Don’t talk about your pain with casual acquaintances. It’s awkward. Can 

lead to trouble. Don’t do bad things to people. They can take horrible revenge. Then it 

never ends. Until someone forgives. Ends the cycle. Forgive instead of taking revenge. 

Two wrongs don’t make a right. Killing people, drinking and drugs are all terrible ideas.

Powerful flawed divas are fascinating but never role models. Queers and freaks 

have power when they come together. The bigger they are, the harder they fall. WWII, 

homophobia and family dysfunction are awful.

Witches, ghosts, vampires, serial killers, voodoo and bisexuals are real. Active. 

Scary. Powerful. Treat with proper respect. Be a witch out of your available options. 
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Ghosts stick around if they have unfinished business. Don’t piss off the ghosts. The 

dead have nothing left to lose. People that have nothing left to lose do horrible things. 

Halloween is when when veil between the real and other world is thinnest. The 

dead walk freely on Halloween. Treat with appropriate respect. Instead of partying. 

Don’t go trick or treating. Stay inside.

 Seeing what sort of things people go through on this show with haunted houses? 

Ghosts? Witchcraft? Neighbors? Mental illness? I am as cautious and careful as 

possible in my inherently necessary dealings with them. As I must be

If you must live in a haunted house? Find out if who died there. Treat the ghosts 

with respect and kindness. 

Aristocrats like Edward Mott built wonderful haunted houses. Like Butch and 

Theda did. I had to move into a haunted house. I respect it’s gentle hauntings. Don’t rile 

the spirits up any more then necessary.

On July 22, 2017 for my Camp NaNoWriMo Project Synopsis, I write: “A mentally 

ill widow processes her survivor's guilt PTSD over her domestic partner's suicide. By 

intertextually writing though all past seasons of American Horror Story in tearful 

exposure therapy. In doing so she confronts her delusional and televised fears and 

cathartically faces them, exonerating and redeeming herself from her trauma.” 

I tabulate old journals and online published writing of the past transitional year. A 

memoir emerges. I wrote it without realizing what I was doing. Processing my grief. 

Survivor’s guilt PTSD. Over Katie’s suicide. Epigenetic trauma. By writing through 

American Horror Story. My milk and honey crystalize.
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In Freak Show Maggie Esmerelda says, “I just have to connect the dots.” Let this 

manuscript connect the dots my essays in various online magazines have been making. 

One dot. One star. Two. Eleven. Twelve. Now a constellation in the night sky.

At the end of July, 2017. I wait to find out what happens next. In this meta real life 

“American Horror Story: My Reno Nightmare.”  

I lay on the green velvet couch. In my House of the Rising Sun. Nude under ivory 

lace fringe lingerie. I begin to grow curious about tempting fate. I go to the bedroom. Put 

on the Ouija board Planchette necklace. My entire wedding ring collection of failed 

engagements. I’m ready for something to happen. I don’t know what it’s going to be yet. 

I look at the three wedding pictures. Of Katie and I. Prominently displayed in the living 

room.

 Yesterday was Katie’s birthday. I wrote on her Facebook wall, “ Happy birthday 

my dearly beloved wuzh. Now that you're almost five years gone, I truly feel you are the 

one, defining, great love of my life.” 

I pray to her for guidance, “Katie, the suspense is killing me! I keep rereading and 

working on this novel. I feel like it’s a meta mystery. Full of ambiguous slippage between 

fantasy and reality. I’m performing my grief. Survivors guilt. PTSD. Over your death. 

Through the only television that shows me something more horrible. I don’t know if I’ve 

done something horrible? Or unleashed a miracle I can no longer control. Is a SWAT 

Team is going to burst in on me a any second? Or this is a heartfelt, innocent trauma 

exoneration confession? I’m writing this book to figure that out.”
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I call upon all the ghosts I can summon: “Katie Jacobson. Janet Lambert. Dewey 

Lambert. Theda Burrus Butcher. Harry “Butch” Butcher. Roy Guido Garaventa. 

Clementea Herrera. Jean Genet. Kathy Acker. Myles Standish. Hester Friend. Hear my 

prayers. Please let this all be okay that I am writing this. I know how dangerous the 

paranormal, creativity and mental illness are. It’s just that I don’t have a whole lot of 

options. It’s not like I‘ll be able to sleep tonight.”

I go to the witchcraft room at the end of the hall. As if called there. Turn on the 

Urban Outfitters copper fairy lights. Lay on the white sheepskin rug. In my ivory lingerie. 

I put on my etsy witch hat. Sit at the altar. Light a stick of incense. A yellow chime 

candle. I put my wedding ringed hands out in mystical gestures.

“Oh my love, my wuzh, come to me?” I pray. Stare at the painting of Katie’s face.

“This is so good for you, wuzh!” Katie’s ghost whispered, “You are getting there. 

Keep going. Keep processing. I’m rooting for you. I forgive you everything. Your sin of 

being born mentally ill with white privilege blood on your hands. No more death. You 

have not caused any death. I took my own life. Willingly. As was always my intention. I 

can tell by your mourning. My timing was impeccable. This novel is a spiritual journey 

you are on. I hate to say, literary vision quest, but you get it.” Katie’s ghost whispers to 

me. I blow out the half-burned yellow chime candle. I light it to her picture every dawn.

“Take down the bling also. Just mine and your wedding rings on now.” Katie said. 

I comply. The wedding ring she gave me. With all the vintage diamonds. I continue to 

type on the sheepskin rug. Wait for a sign. 

I look at Katie’s larger then life funeral photo on the wall. I know what I have to 

do. Walk to the dining room bookshelf. Get the wedding album out. Bring it back to the 
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spooky room. Pull my Louis Verdad wedding gown. In it’s plastic slipcase. From the 

spooky room closet. Lay it down. In a heap. On the rug. Overwhelmed. I know what I 

have to do. I am so afraid.

The whoosh of white tulle. That wedding dress makes. Coming over my head. 

Still fits in 2017. Like it did in 2011. I zip it up. Velcro clenches the wide white satin belt. 

The only wedding dress I ever could fall in love with was designed for me alone. 

Couture boning on the breasts. Pillowing princess skirt.

I pick up the “AKL KMJ” wedding album. Read the whole thing. Flipping through it 

page by page. The tears come as I turn to the page. To Katie and I dancing in our black 

and white wedding gowns. Dancing the way I imagine us dancing. In the living room of 

my House of the Rising Sun. In my dream afterlife.

Our moment is complete. I remove and put away the wedding dress. Our 

wedding rings. The Ouija board necklace. Turn off the fairy lights in the spooky room. 

I go to the bronze lamp light of the living room. Get out some Breyer’s Tiramisu 

Gelato Indulgences. Devour ice cream. UntilI get a sharp brain freeze.

Dawn July 22, 2017. I light a candle and incense to Katie’s painting. Pray to her, 

and all my ancestral and literary ghosts. Return to the keyboard. I am less scared 

rereading the Roanoke section a second time. 

Monkeys on a typewriter. Typing to entertain myself. Chittering into an iCloud 

void. I begin reading through Coven. As I edit, “My Reno Nightmare,” becomes my 

Reno paradise.” Fiction becomes reality. I get back to the truth.
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Dawn. July 24, 2017. I edit the Asylum chapters. On the green velvet couch. The 

last lines of Lana Del Rey's “Get Free” echo in my mind. 

“Ou of the black. Into the blue,“ Lana Del Rey sings at the end of “Lust for Life.” I 

come out of the black of night. In the blue of dawn. Pale blue peeks between my blinds. 

Instead of the moonlight before. Out of the fictional Roanoke Hollywood nightmare. To 

this Reno paradise. The “Writing through American Horror Story” final chapter. 

It’s been a month since I added medical cannabis to my PTSD exposure therapy. 

Before that, I cried countless times over Katie’s death. This whole month. I cried twice. 

At the Finale of Asylum. When Sister Jude is forgiven. When I put on my bridal gown. 

Read our wedding album.

As Eve, I ate the apple. In my Edenic Paradise. When I went back to medical 

marijuana. But was not plunged into hell. Only a new reality of healing. Such is the 

power of this House of the Rising Sun.

Six am. A Les Figues Press associate in Los Angeles retweets my tweet, 

“Especially funny as actual real Wiccan witches like Lana Del Rey do tons of anti-Trump 

witchcraft so actually the WITCHES are hunting Trump.”

I worry our unbalanced president will start his own Holocaust. A Modern Burning 

Times. Round up all the witches. My psychiatric interior is constantly burning with pain. I 

would prefer not to burn the  shell that holds this molten core. I pour myself the last cup 

of coffee. From the last pot of the day. 

I remember when someone cruel. In a dark San Francisco nightclub.

 They said, “Could you possibly try giving less of a shit?”
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 The time is now. I give less of a shit then before.

“Out of the black. Into the blue,” sings Lana Del Rey in “Get Free.” In writing 

through American Horror Story after Valley of the Dolls I have written through my own 

therapeutic path to healing.

 I must write towards my truth. I must birth my truth. Like the antichrist twin 

babies in Murder House. One was stillborn. One should have died also, given how that 

turns out. I must get to the real story. No matter the cost I may not yet be aware of. Like 

Lana Winters does in Asylum. I have to surrender to the universe. If I just tell the truth? 

Do the right thing, as I see it? Whatever happens as a result of typing this manuscript? 

If anything? Will be the right and just thing. Whatever my fate in this Brave New World. 

There is this indecency to confession. Why am I so compelled? I submit to the 

readers judgement. I won’t resist.

“Pretty high stakes game of Poker there, wuzh,” Katie’s ghost says to me in the 

bath. I am perpetually playing. Such a high stakes game. Of oppression privilege poker. 

With a complex intersectional hand. 

I never need step inside a casino. I gamble at living. You don’t win if you don’t 

play. 

“What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.” Reno is Vegas’s baby sister with big 

shoes to fill. Vegas is in a spandex dress and platform heels at a batchlorette party. 

Reno is wisely staying in every night. Keeping the wildness contained.

Kenny Rogers sings in ”The Gambler, “You’ve got to know when to hold ‘em. 

Know when to fold em. Know when to walk away. Know when to run.” I‘m not walking 
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away from the truth. I’m not running. I’m folding. I’m submitting to my destiny. May he 

cards be favorable.

“And somewhere in the darkness,” sings Kenny Rogers, “ The Gambler he broke 

even. And in his final words I found an ace that I could keep.” 

May you find your ace in these words. A modern confessional.
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Chapter 25 — THE CONFESSIONAL

I return to the page after a bath.  Blow dry. Get dressed. Consider the 

conclusions I have drawn in writing this. Let this document be my exonerative, 

redemptive confession. I don’t know what this story will cost me. I am driven to tell it. 

Please be gentle. With my damaged soul.

 I am totally and permanently psychiatrically disabled. I must remain on SSDI for 

the rest of my life. In this House of the Rising Sun. If any future inheritances must go 

into a special needs trust, I accept that as protecting me from myself. I have not or will I 

ever commit Disability fraud. My art and writing are like the yoga. Tarot. Baking. Merely 

non-remunerative hobbies I‘m especially developed at. I’ve never made substantial 

gainful employment at any of my therapeutic hobbies. Never could they be real jobs.

In making this house into my private psych ward. That I only leave when 

necessary? I am performing the necessary atonement. For being born mentally ill. 

Epigenetic ancestral trauma. White privilege. Possibly drunkenness botching a suicide 

pact that nearly killed me as well. I’ll never know. My first error was being born. I don’t 

know if a later error was not committing suicide. When said I would. To someone I love 

more then breath. Who actually had the balls to follow through. Because suicide was 

always how she wanted to die. I do not want to die. Anymore. I want to live. Even in 

grief and pain.

 I have already gone to detox. Rehab. Enough AA meetings. The psych ward for 

suicidal tendencies enough in Los Angeles. I have done enough dual diagnosis inpatient 

and outpatient at Aurora Las Encinas in Pasadena. Four years of talk therapy in Los 
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Angeles. I just finished a year of intensive PTSD exposure therapy in Reno. I continually 

do writing therapy. 

The piper has been paid. There is no need for anyone else to get involved. This 

has already been handled. I was suicidal and alcoholic. I have received treatment and 

am no longer either. I will always be mentally ill. Needing to be perpetually on SSDI. Yet 

fully capable of living independently. My case management is managed by the final 

chapter. Case closed.

Now comes the time for the happy ending. Where I live waiting to die. Waiting for 

Katie’s Angel of Death kiss. In a pre-afterlife. Where it is perpetually the happy ending. 

Finale episode. Of my real life. Metatextual writing through. Of American Horror Story. 

All I seek now is Annes Welle’s happy ending. From Valley of the Dolls.

Bless me S(c)hac(h)ath. Whether witch Goddess with the real power of Roanoke. 

Or Angel of Death of Asylum. I know not if I have sinned, but I feel the need for 

absolution. I will never fully move on. I will always be “trapped in amber,” as Liz Taylor 

says to Jon Lowe in Hotel. 

Yet may the amber I am trapped in be as a jewel in my wedding ring collection. 

As I type my way into forgiveness. Let this manuscript be one of my phases of grief over 

Katie's death: telling the story over and over.

 Now I pray to Hecate. To Artemis. To Persephone. That I move past the self-

blame phase of grief to the acceptance phase. Cathartic crying is triggered always by 

American Horror Story Finales. By this final chapter. After the tears I find my peace.
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By baring my soul. Of the facts. As I remember them. I pray. This cruel world. Will 

grant me forgiveness. For my suvivors guilt. Being read is the endpoint. Of a long risky 

year. Of exposure therapy. I will find my closure. If this manuscript reaches an audience. 

That absolves me. Bless me, for I have sinned. Or have I? I commit to this memoir.

 A cold rising sense in my throat tells me this book may change my life. I don’t 

know if it will destroy me. Or be yet another step to heal my pain. This is the next step. 

It’s a chose your own adventure novel what happens now. 

Thrilling adrenaline. The day after the witches sabbat Lammas. As the summer of 

2017 shifts into fall. I’m terrified, but there’s no turning back now. I must cross the 

threshold.

 The specter of change beckons. Is it Papa Legba? To cast me into my own 

private hell on endless loop? Is it the Angel of Death? To kiss me? Take away the pain 

sooner rather then later? Or is it Katie’s ghost? Taking my hand. Bringing me to a new 

level of redemption? 

Is it going to be okay? I need someone alive. To tell me it’s going to be okay. After 

committing this to the page.

I downward dog in the spooky room. In newly ordered pink frilly lingerie. My blue 

feather-edged bathrobe. On an August afternoon. After a sleepless night spent editing. 

After picking up my paintings from The Reno Art Works show. Unsold. They weren’t for 

sale. I hang them back up. Where they will stay. On the walls of my House of the Rising 

Sun. I get an editorial email. That my topless nude mixed media oil painting. Will be on 

the cover of an upcoming magazine. I take out the trash with a pizza box. 
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I hear Papa Legba say, “You are a very crafty witch. But if would not be my time 

to come for you. Or me you will go with.”

Shacath the Angel of Death chimes in, “Sweetheart, you’re beautiful but you’re 

not my type. I‘ll let your little girlfriend handle you. In my veil for a change. She can wear 

the Louis Verdad. I’m feeling generous.”

“Wuzh!” says Katie. “I’m here! Welcome! I’m so glad we made it. Together. 

Everything’s going to be okay now. You’re really working at this. The more time and 

effort you spend on this? The clearer and sharper it will be. Saying exactly what you 

want to say. Cutting. Or dazzling. Shine on you crazy diamond. I’m right here with you. 

All the way to the end. This will fix it if we do it right. You are out of your comfort zone 

now. This is where the magick happens. Take. My. Hand.”

“Yes,” I say, “Yes and yes.” I cross the threshold to the new. Leave the fear and 

pain behind me. My ghost muse embraces me. Cold goosebump thrill.

I go into the bedroom. Lie down on the bed of our madness under the fairy lights.

“Wuzh?” I say. “This is getting so intense. I may have to tap out soon and go to 

sleep. Is that okay?”

The subvocal speech. Of my own brain’s limbic system. Amygdala. Running. 

manic. Psychotic yet contained interior monologue. As the ghost voices in my head are. 

Epigenetic drops of blood in the brain. PTSD lodged memories stored in the limbic 

sysem.

“Time to wind down,” says the voice in my head. Amygdala independently 

manipulating my vocal cords. To be heard only by my cerebral cortex. “I don’t know if 
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sleep is in your cards, for a little while yet. Take as long as you like. Savor each 

moment. Write as if your life depends on it. Because it does. Or if you think it does? 

That turns out to be yet another delusion? Finally relax. Unclench. “Get Free.” You 

committed. You tried. You did all you could do. Your rest tonight will come soon, but your 

final rest is yet to come in distant time.”

 I own up to my own truth. Come back into the living room. Know sleep is not yet. 

Hear a distant lawnmower outside in the early August afternoon. I feel like I’m having a 

out of body transformative experience. I might have just stayed up for a long time. 

Written something I was really feeling at the time. All epiphanies fade with reality. Coffee 

will no longer be necessary today. I decide to take a soothing bath. To clear my head.

In the bath, I realize the Ouija Board necklace is right over my heart. I pray for it 

to speak through my heart to my brain. To cast a book long spell. That all be well in the 

future. I set my intention for this memoir. Press my hands together in devil’s horns 

joining. Hair still wet in a towel.      

“As I will, so may it be.” I say, “May it all be okay. May it all be okay. May it all be 

okay.”

Underwater in the magical written world where I control the narrative. I come up 

for air to refill the cat dish. Get a glass of water. The hot dreamy August afternoon wears 

on for many years until Katie’s ghost kisses me into Summer land.

THE END


