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2/4/98
 
Went to Burger King to order some fries. Fries don't have sugar, right? Do they I don't know. The REGISTER BITCH was BLOWING HER NOSE! Wanted to stab her!! Had no knife. Wouldn't do anything if I did anyway, just had the feeling. Didn't know how to unfeel the feeling, until I got the idea to order a kids meal so I could get a pokéball. I was happy about getting a pokéball, but not happy that there were only like three people working there at the time, so the CASHIER BITCH BLOWING HER NOSE WAS THE ONE WHO MADE MY ORDER. I nibble on the fries, which tasted...mucousy. And they were wet. I got a Charmander in my pokéball, though, so that evened things out a bit.
 
 
2/5/98
 
Greg asks me to give him a blow job. I'm sitting in bed, in the middle of eating from my bag of peanut butter. Pretty much, it's just a little ziploc bag I fill with peanut butter. How do I fill a ziploc bag with peanut butter? Good question, I have no idea. It's like I completely blank out the process, but every night when I reach over to pull open my nightstand drawer, there's that bag full of peanut butter. I scoop it out with a spoon I got from a box of Lucky Charms. It's like a big green plastic spoon. I never wash it. It smells like belly buttons and twenty-two failed suicide attempts.
 
I declined giving Greg the blowjob. Does he think sucking on his dry, mealy penis is anywhere near the equivalent of sucking on my bag of peanut butter? He's gotta be out of his gourd. 
 
I keep thinking of leaving Greg, but I'm too lazy. I met him at my daycare job. He's the "Happy Clown" that comes in every other Wednesday to cheer up the kids on hump day, which Greg explains to them is called "Hump Day" because it's "one big hump in the middle of the week", then he does a frowny face. It's astonishing to me that this place brings in some fucking clown to "cheer up" two year olds. Why do they need cheering up? What problems do toddlers have? Yeah, sure, that one kid died in our care, but what of the other ones who weren't left unattended on the changing table? What hump are two year olds worried about besides the one on Miriam's back from her scoliosis? Yeah sure it scares them, but they need to stop being such little punks. So what if Miriam looks like The Hunchback of Notre-Dame? Her ants on a log are phenomenal. But anyway we should definitely stop serving those to the kids, the choking incidents are piling up. We can't afford another investigation. That one officer looked through my purse and I KNOW he stole my tic-tacs (orange). 
 
 
2/7/98
 
Today is when I realize I can't have my bag of peanut butter anymore. There's like 32 grams of sugar per FUCKING serving. I look in the supermarket for a peanut butter that has zero sugar, and come across a product called Butter of Peanuts. So it sounds, like, authentic. I get home, disassociate while filling up my peanut butter bag, then when I go to eat from it later, I start uncontrollably vomiting for five minutes straight. Apparently Butter of Peanuts is, just that.
 
Greg asks me to give him a blowjob after I throw up everywhere - he has a vomit fetish. I knew this going in to the relationship. I knew this the moment I first laid my eyes on him. Anyone who makes a career out of being some creepy clown who goes around to daycares trying to cheer up depressed twenty-four monthers, is someone who has a lot of problems, I mean kinks. And one of them, the main one of them, is vomit. I shudder every time I think about how excited Greg got when Danny threw up his ants on a log all over his flip-flops. If Greg was not a clown for melancholic toddlers, I would be able to tell everything about him by the flops. He was such a garbage human being, what was I thinking? You know what I was thinking? I was thinking: That guy looks like an idiot and will probably pay my rent if I let him shave my asshole. Like the actual hole. Right on it. And I was correct.
 
I give Greg the blow job. He has smegma and shit on his dick. No, not shit shit. Just smegma. I just added the "and shit" because it seemed there was also like lint and dust stuff as well but I couldn't be sure because the smegma was overpowering everything. The smegma was Nicolas Cage in any of his movies. 
 
 
2/13/98
Valentine's Day Eve. I know Greg is probably going to get me a box of chocolates like the typical boring asshole he is. Why can't he just get me a gun and shoot it directly into my fucking face? If he really loved me he would. 
 
I play with my Tamagotchi during work to distract myself from the birthday cake Ian's mom brought in. Why won't that stupid bitch just celebrate her ugly kid's birthday at home? None of the other kids even like Ian, he smells like pee and an absentee father whose soul was stolen by alcoholism. It's like, get a clue, bitch. 
 
Today I eat: 
Breakfast - glass of water, pita bread, mustard (The pita and mustard have sugars in them but not a lot so FUCK OFF!)
Lunch - eat Rebecca's lunchable lunch. I feel Lunchables are inappropriate for children, so I take them. She cries, I tell her if she doesn't stop her mom will get in a car accident. She keeps crying and I forget Rebecca's mom is dead (car accident). I was confusing Rebecca for Paola, who has an alive mom. This going sugar-free thing is turning me into a loopy bitch. I give Rebecca the little bag of m&ms that come with the lunchable tray. She shuts up.
Dinner - Baked bean omelette. The baked beans have a bunch of sugar in them, but I feel I cut it by cooking them, and then double-cut it by smothering them in an omelette. Science.
Late-night snack - pretend to be sleep for hours while Greg tries to nudge me awake for shitty necratose thrusting. He finally gives up and watches an old episode of Married with Children. He always says he relates to Al. Ha, his punk ass wishes he were a married, productive member of society. Please. I sneak-eat from a tub of cashews I've hidden under my side of the bed. I want to fucking die. The cashews give me the shits. But I wait for Greg to fall asleep before I get up to use the bathroom. (He has a shit thing WHO'S SURPRISED). 
 
 
2/14/98
 
Vally Day. The kids at daycare are all giving each other shitty craft-made Valentines and being  weird and hugging each other. Of course, Peter is being the weirdest one and making his hugs linger. All the other workers think it's cute, but I clock him as a future rapist and/or child molester. At the very least, a high school music teacher. They start early.
 
Later, Greg takes me to Red Lobster. It's not the fucking Country Buffet, but I still want to die. Over shared something called "Lobster Bits Spaghetti", Greg proposes to propose to me. He gives me some ugly silver band "promising" he will marry me someday, as if I fucking ever asked for that or inquired if he would. "Am I supposed to wear this?" I ask him. Like what the fuck is this? He says "I'd like you to." Then I ask if it's a requirement, as if if he said it was, that would mean anything. He says no, it's not. I take it off and make a point to SLAM IT down next to my shitty Lobster Bits Spaghetti which I don't even eat because there's a sauce and it just looks like diabetes. I can't even eat a biscuit. The book I read to start my diet said NO BISCUITS, period. I eat a few leaves from the complimentary salad and contemplate taking a boxcutter to my eyeballs. I wonder how many grams of sugar are in my eyeballs.
 
Greg wants a blowjob for Valentine's Day. I tell him I want a box of heart-shaped Peeps. He asks if he goes to get it, will I give him a blow job. I tell him that he doesn't really love me. Why would he go and get me a box of eventually having my foot amputated when he knows I'm ON A SUGAR-FREE DIET, just so he can get his dick blown off?? I'm not even good at sucking dick. I just lick it a little, then complain of lockjaw. I don't even fucking know what lockjaw is. It sounds like the name of one of those things they're talking about on pill bottles when they tell you not to operate heavy machinery. Like something that will claw-grab a morbidly obese person out of the apartment they've been stuck in for the last seventeen years.
 
Greg sighs and says his semen doesn't have any sugar in it. I slap him, HARD, then sassily say "I fucking doubt that, sweetie." I can't wait til he kills me in my sleep. I hope he sets me on fucking fire, so I show up to hell ready to fucking go.
 
What I ate today: 
No breakfast, just screamed into the void.
Lunch, masturbated in the bathroom at work, fell asleep. Had a mint when I woke up.
Dinner, those salad leaves, chewed into Greg about being a fucking idiot
Late-night snack, Four cans of tuna. Pretty sure I have mercury poisoning. I mean, I hope so. I was trying to give myself it I mean.
 
 
2/23/98
 
My son has a karate tournament in an abandoned Woolworths. It's just like...in the middle of this gutted-out store. 
 
If anything makes me want to stuff twenty-four coconut snowball things down my throat to choke and die, it's my son's fucking karate tournaments. The last one was at a fucking Burger King during operating hours, so this was at least a step up. 
 
I have to sit by a woman who introduces herself to me as "Dylan", even though I did not ask. And what kind of name is Dylan for a bitch? I can tell she's one of those waspy bitches. My son's karate school is located in the suburbs, but like next to an urban metropolis, so there's a divergence of income class. I consider myself middle class, but like the best version of middle class, not middle class like, middle class. Like not Virginia Woolf saying middle-class, but like someone lower class saying middle class trying to be disparaging, but they're lower class, so who cares? 
 
Dylan was clearly one of those uppers. But I consider middle class to be the best, because it's the class I'm in. Anywhere I am, is where it's at. Like, no offense, but I'm cool. Even when people have hated me, which has pretty much been always, they've had the dignity to at least admit that I'm cool. You hate me, but I can still rock a merino wool sweater better than any bitch who's clomped a hoof on this Earth, and that's a fact. 
 
Dylan asks me which kid is mine, being a typical nosy ass upperclass hag. She has this, like, bob. Her haircut probably costs as much as my rent, fucking bitch. Good thing I don't pay, Greg does. And I don't even let him shave the actual hole of my anus anymore. 
 
I tell Dylan my kid is "The one with the abnormally large skull circumference" and this bitch spots him out immediately. I would throw up if I even cared. I wanted a girl. Instead I got Rocky fucking Dennis. Henry took after his dad, who had a really big head, and was also a serial killer. I didn't find that out until it was too late and I was already knocked up. But everyone makes mistakes in their twenties. Though I still often wonder why Richard never tried to serial kill me? Was I not a challenge? It couldn't be because he loved me, nearly every day he told me I reminded him of those slow-moving conveyor belt sidewalks at the airport. So what was it about me he didn't want to murder? This keeps me up at night.
 
Dylan is the mom to Patrick. I laugh internally when she points to some redhead little spore with a mouth the size of a pinhole, but the face resembling Flat Stanley. He was an unfortunate looking child, but I was glad for his existence, as compared to him, my kid was the belle of the ball. I mean, not really, but he looked less like Rocky Dennis standing next to actual Rocky Dennis, Dylan's kid.
 
Dylan invites me to a book club. She laughs and says "We read Anna Karenina and drink wine, ie: we drink wine". I ha-ha fakely back at her, and tell her I can't drink wine, I'm doing sugar-free. She brightens up at this, and says she's in another club, "Anorexics Anonymous". I feel uncomfortable, but she waves my worries away and says it's a great place to go to find good "dieting tips". I consider this. "Do they talk a lot about ways to cut and substitute sugar?". She pauses for a moment, then says "They talk a lot about not eating anything ever, so sure!". I decide, fine, I'll give it a shot.
 
For breakfast I have an English muffin on the toilet, and cry about that time Thomas Berry from fourth grade told everyone I was putting tape on my lips and peeling it off to look at it. 
 
"Why would you do that?" I remember Karen Allen asking with so much fucking disgust. 
 
Who was that lice-carrier to judge ME?! How dare she. It just felt good, OKAY?!
 
For lunch, I took Henry to Burger King to get some shitty kid's meal and so I could get one too so I could get another pokéball. I eat only my fries, which, AGAIN, tastes seasoned with snot. Why do I never learn??
 
For dinner Greg gets Chinese and I just order fries. Fries are the best option right now. They're safe. Not with duck sauce they are not, but please. Please. I am dying.
 
 
3/1/98 
 
Tired. Want to die. 
 
 
3/2/98
 
Fired from work for telling a kid they should've died in the womb with their twin. It was Jessica, whom everyone calls Missy. If you ever met a little girl named Missy, then you know intense murderous feelings. 
 
Jessica aka Missy aka Beelzebub, told me I looked
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