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Sooooo … plagiarism versus originality, but in any case, they both  sucked. I know too 

many weak men, who quote too many other weak  men, who write too much weak 

poetry. 

Help me. 

I bet my tranny could write real poetry. As a matter of fact, I know he could. He’s more 

prolific than most people I’ve met, perhaps  this is the heart of his allure. 

On a sad note, I had another dream where my teeth fall out. Before I  broke the tooth, 

even. I am not even looking up what this means. It  will all get sadder when I try to have 

my first dinner party later this  week, the only up side being surrounded by some pals 

and the ‘Rules  of Attraction’ soundtrack will play as we eat the dinner I fuck up. Joe calls 

me during the dinner to tell me his parents are in Palm Springs. 

My Ellis moment is complete. 

After dinner, Noah calls, tells me he loves me and it hurts him  too much to hang out 

with me, knowing I do not feel the same way. He  tells me he has to go away for a while. 

I sniffle and say okay. The funny thing is - and I think he got it - I do love him. Love him 

enough in fact, I refuse to date him, because I know I will destroy  him. 

I will see him a year later, at a Starbucks on Dressler Ave. He will  look good. I will watch 

his eyes, and eyes never lie if you’re paying  attention. I know that now, and realize 

feelings sometimes refuse to  die, which is why they’re called feelings, I guess. I will 

shake his hand  and leave before he does, and pray we both know what we’re doing. 
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