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Follow TLBanks @queenrudenation on Twitter if you’re that bored, or better yet, check out the blog where she regurgitates regularly-desperatelydespciabledrivel.com and buy some of her silly typed up nonsense for your nihilist friends who can’t afford firewood.


    Entry 0001

I like to watch her run her fingers through her dark brown hair. Her hair looks so soft. And it is so long. She always only touches the hair on the right side of her face, never the left side. She grabs a handful of dark brown hair at the front of the right side of her face with her palm, leaning into her hand with her head and pushes the hair backward, using her fingers like a comb until she comes to the end of the length of the hair, pulling the hair outward and turning her entire head to the left slightly before she pulls her fingers through the final strands. She does this several times an hour. If it was 1:00 P.M., She would flip her hair at 1:15 PM. And then again at 1:38 P.M. And then again at 1:52 P.M. It seems like it would make more sense to wear a hair scrunchy or a banana clip or braid it. But she likes it down and flowing over her left shoulder, just not in her face. Not on the right side. She doesn’t touch her dark brown hair when Desmond speaks to her. She just stares at him, almost through him, while he speaks. Barely blinks or breathes. Its almost like she is trying to intimidate him in a passive aggressive way. Maybe they have slept together. Maybe he has hurt her in some way in the past. I cannot tell. She leans forward with her hands clasped in front of her chest, like he is making her impatient. He notices none of this. The wind could blow strands of hair in her face while he speaks but it is as if she doesn’t even feel them. She flinches a little, sometimes, but mostly she just stares at him. When Elizabeth comes by, no matter what, she always puts her hair up in a bun in the back by twisting the length of her hair into a knot. No Bobby pins, no rubber bands. I can’t tell if she does this because they are friends or not. Perhaps by moving her hair out of her face she wants Elizabeth to see her clearly, possibly her expressions, and know that she is paying attention. Maybe she does this as a reminder to Elizabeth that she is the better looking of the two of them, the younger of the two of them, the one with the longer hair, the more attractive of the two of them, so she pulls her hair back to subtly remind Elizabeth that she is not threatening her but she is still the Alpha so she could threaten her at anytime. Possibly both reasons? I’m not certain. Elizabeth is usually coming to provide gossip to her so this must be the case. I’ll bet Elizabeth is jealous of her on some level. Elizabeth never stays long, just for a giggle and a whisper or two. By the time Elizabeth leaves, her dark brown hair has fallen down and she is back to the finger combing on the right side, over and over again. I want to kill her. Well, not really kill her, just hurt her a little bit. I mean I never would obviously, I would never do anything to harm anyone physically because, well, I don’t think I would last very long in jail if the authorities found out that it was me. I know that I would not have thought the murder or the assault through long enough before I did it and I would panic and get caught eventually. And every day would be torture until 'eventually' came. It’s just an idea. Part of an experiment, really. When she pulls her fingers through her dark brown hair I want to grab the tail end of her tresses and smash her face into a window. Not to hurt her or anything, just to see what she would do. What she would look like with cuts and bruises. Would she still be intimidating to Desmond if she weren’t so attractive? Would Elizabeth still respect her? I’m just more curious than anything else. Would she scream in agony and cover her face or defend herself first? How would she react? I wonder if she would even be very concerned about tangled hair if her nose were broken. I find her fascinating. So I went to the wig store and I bought a long wig. A dark brown wig. Maybe a half inch shorter than her hair. I never wear it anywhere she might be. But I wear it a lot. Mostly on weekends. I go to a cafe, alone, in my long dark brown wig and I wear sun glasses and bring a book or a newspaper or my laptop and I pretend I am so engrossed in whatever media it is and then I flip and finger comb my wig the way she does her long brown hair. I glance around behind my sunglasses to see who is watching me do this. I try to do it several times an hour, just like she does; On the hour, 15, 38, 52. My heart pounds heavy and quickly when I do this. I fantasize that some man will think I am beautiful because I am doing this and sit down at my table and start talking to me about spending some time together. This terrifies me because then I would always have to wear the long brown wig to be with him. He would love me for the wig and I would be miserable. And what if he actually met her? He would leave me, I am sure. I’m glad no one talks to me when I go to the cafe for that reason. I do wonder if someone will notice it is only acting. I’m good at it, so they probably cannot tell. I do it just like she does and sometimes I want to show her. I want to do it in front of her and say, This is you. This is what you do. Look how good I am doing it! Are you impressed? I practiced, see? I can do it better than you can now. But I do not speak to her ever. I can’t stand her. Thinking of talking to her makes me want to throw up. I have nothing to say to her that would not sound childlike or contrived. I don’t even like the sound of her voice. I really think that she is an insane person, honestly. And clearly not bright. I think someone should cut her hair off. A nice pixie cut. Might make all the difference.


    The Devil’s Sneer

Slightly but obviously imperfect
A neck it takes a whole hour to kiss
Is what I like
A barely noticeable scar across the chest
Just a little of him is too much
Hands always clutched around something
A far away look in the eyes
Strategically picked shirts that seem incidental
Aversion to nothing
Just a little of him is too much
A jawline that could slice a sheet
A laugh only 3 people have seen
A walk like rock music
never wearing a watch
Just a little of him is too much
a mouth that tastes good just looking at it
Is what I like and I guess the truth is
I wish that I was that
fucking cool too
to only ever need to dance when you’re naked
so I latch myself onto you
but you never rub off on me
and for a second I get to pretend
the coolest one of us
finally and ultimately
Is the one doing the consuming
so I’m leaving…
’cause I’m full for now.

