The Survivalist outline
by Matthew Temple

Use Grand Hotel as the music++

a story about survival..the most elemental of all stories..think
Apollo 13, Gravity, The Edge..someone who survives [society]
against all odds..an artist, maybe, surviving the oppression of the
civilized world..about survival of the mind/spirit..about holding
onto that spark when everyone and every force wants to extinguish
it..a poet, maybe..or maybe someone whose art evolves from poet
to novelist to screenwriter to director or something like that..so the
challenges are ever greater

imagines she/he goes on oprah or whatever show, as a teenager,
being interviewed, practicing for the interview when you're
famous, as a kid, like Ashley did

the person gets jaded..he's had sex with the tightest prostitutes, had
six women at once, done every drug, and the world no longer
seems the same way to you once you've had exotic pleasures at
your fingertips..but of course he/she finds a simple love, a simple
person, who can excite her

he/she with a young lover..the artist is doing this weird half
whistling thing she does with her lips and her lover says are you
going to do that the whole time and she says I'm a freak, Michael,
this is one of the freaky things I do..preface it with the artist on set
doing that whistle thing while Michael is in the picture

director to actor: strip down to your panties. I'm not wearing any
panties. Well strip down then. ..a very hands-on director, requiring
actors to undulate and play out fucking scenes during auditions
.Ilearned her cunt.

(in his/her early career) “It’s not that I'm going to keep doing it
until I get successful. It's that I'm going to keep doing it forever,
regardless of success."

"You think that just because you're famous and I'm famous I'm

going to give you a break?"


https://deadnovelist.com

the artist goes to court and on the stand maintains all integrity and
says "you can all fuck yourselves"

the director, talking to an actor who came to him/her about
whether some drug use would be ok on set..the director says my
concern is twofold: one, that you do your very best work on my
project, and two, your health..so do whatever you need to do to do
your best work, while maintaining your health, and we’ll both be
happy

"You know I like pussy right?" She laughs, looks in my eyes. "You
want to go in that room over there and let me eat your pussy for
you?"

"T think we should fuck." (an introduction)

someone who pimps out her/his daughter/son as a gift to the

superstar artist..the artist fucks parent and child




Woman director is always telling rape jokes—what? I'm a woman,
I'm allowed to tell rape jokes! It's hilarious to her..her power..no
one can stand up to her.

One rape joke per chapter, 40 chapters?

A student comes to her and they’re talking about the student’s
work (writing or film) and it comes out that the student is plagued
with constant pain. The teacher stops. Looks at the student. Says:
“Look. Your work is important. You are important. I am also in
constant pain.” “I didn’t know that.” “Yes. My shaking? It’s
tardive dyskinesia, a result of some psych medicine I took a long
time ago. Every day, every night I am in pain. I can’t lie on my
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side at night because my arms. m sorry!” “No. This is about
you. Are you in pain now?” {nods} “Listen. You get the best
doctor you can to get you the best medicine possible and you take
it.” “But what about NA {establish this earlier}?” “You take the
medicine. You lie to your NA group. Lie to your sponsor. Don’t
tell them what you're taking. Go to them for the company, get your
community there. But you take your medicine, and you find a way
to organize your psyche so that you can do your work. Helen
Keller was blind and deaf and she wrote books. So can

you.” {student cries into hands} “You can do better, you can do
more, you can do more amazing. Hear me?” “Yeah.” “Hear me?”
“Yeah.” “Ok, now go out there and change the world.” {hug}
“Thank you, {teacher nickname}.” “You got it, {student
nickname}.”

A young man comes to her, the female director, for advice. What



should I do? What do you love the most? Writing. Then start
writing. Pull up a chair. Today you'll write with me.

she, the director, overcame a drug past and has gotten to a point
where even when she sees it in a movie, it doesn't bother her, even

though her closest friend or sister died from it

About how her friend and lover died..or maybe sister or
brother..and how someone asks her if that's hard for her..she says
look at how his life has impacted hers and others..lays out how
exactly his example has affected her as an artist, artistically and
career-wise..he truly lives on in her and others.




a person who at the beginning says he'll never do drugs or even
smoke or drink coffee or anything..who ends up using and saying
yes but I'll never do such and such drug, those are off limits..but, as
per talk with the survivor, says ultimately you did them all, didn't
you? Yeah. Says the boy. I did too, says the survivor, and pats him
on the shoulder and says: Don't pay another second' of your life
thinking about that shit. Look at me. It's beyond you. Just don't
pick up ever and move on with your life. You're amazing. Now

go. ..and the survivor falls into using drugs again and when this
boy hears about it he comes to her, barricaded in her apartment,

and gives her the advice she gave him long ago..only her own
advice can save her.




"I love you permanently."

"i love you for the rest of my life."

"Mmm."

"Yours was better."

(Laugh)

"No it wasn't.."

Actor (I'm imagining Bridget Fonda) who disappears from the
screen even though she's in demand because she doesn't want to be
remembered as old..like a cat crawling under the porch to die,
except when the actress is forty. And she says she's not a real
actress's anyway. Every movie I've been in was an accident, and I've
only had one good performance and that was in [Single White
Female] and that was only good because I was playing myself.
That wasn't acting—my performance in that movie was just me,

being myself on camera.



Couple in a Sleepnumber (check spelling) bed and they’re trying to
have sex (the artist and someone else) but one back is propped up
and the other is leaned back and they awkwardly fight over the
remote control to get the bed flat enough so they can fuck..in the
end it’s too difficult and the artist gives up, leaving, saying just fuck
yourself on Level 5 (research an appropriate Sleep Number), if
that’s what you prefer.

(the main character, who's been clean for a long time) If there was a
line of coke right here in front of me, would I do it? The answer
changes day to day. Sometimes I just have a smell for it, you know,
and yeah, on those days I would do it. Without a thought. With no
hesitation. And maybe I'd do that line and it'd be enough. Maybe
after all this time I would know what trouble I could get myself
into by seeking out that second line, and I'd just do the line, sit
back, and enjoy. ButI doubt it.

She gets tardive dyskinesia and survives and recovers
miraculously, but we get a peek inside her mind about how she
views the world as compared to how her world looks to others
from the outside:

Her doctor asks: “How are you doing?”

“Great!”

“How’s your clenching?”

“Well, it’s pretty bad. I'm lying down about twenty-three hours a
day—I lie on my back to sleep, and in the day I lie on my stomach
with pillows propped up under my chest and I can type that way
because—as you know—the clenching lessens when I lie down. So,
I mean, I guess I'm not doing all that well, since I can’t sit up for
more than half an hour at a time, and if I'm standing, like when I'm
brushing my teeth, my arm clenching is just..it’s almost unbearable.
But I can write—I'm working on my script. And that’s what I love
to do, so, on the whole, things are going wonderfully.”

The doctor looked at me skeptically. He doubled my dose of
Klonopin. The thing is, though, about this world..you’re gonna die
anyway. So..these minor things, like being deaf-mute or using a
wheelchair or having a mental disorder..you just gotta work around

that shit and get as much done as you can before you die. And this



dying event..it’s usually a lot sooner than people think.

Use someone like that Lamborghini /bookshelf fag as someone the
director meets to illustrate that the only reason most of these
Hollywood people figured out how to make all that money is so
they can have the hot girl standing next to you in the pool. You
“invest in modeling” just so skinny blond girls will come over to
your house and be near you for a while, like people who came to
see Jesus and touch his robe because they thought the proximity
would cure their ills. That bookshelf faggot doesn’t even know
what his ills are—how can he cure them. And she (the director)
critiques him: “You read five-thousand books and visited fifty-one
{check the numbers} countries, and the most your mind stretched
was to wanting a Lamborghini?” {he says something that indicates
he doesn’t get it} “Lamborghinis are beautiful, every eight-year-old
who sees one on the internet wants a Lamborghini. But it’s just a
status symbol. It’s just like a woman who wants a fat engagement
ring. It means nothing. Which five-thousand books did you read?
Were they all about how to make money and buy expensive cars?
A bunch of self-help books from the fifties? Look. Look at yourself.
You're here: you have a house with fifty-three doors {check the
number}. You realize that’s how you introduce this house to
people..that’s how you described it to me when I got here tonight.
You waves your arms around and said, ‘I used to live on a bus.
Now I have a house with fifty-three doors.” I'm telling you so what?
What does having a house have to do with anything? And it
astounds me that any human being could read five-thousand books
and come away thinking that having a house with fifty-three doors
is an indication of any real kind of success. It astounds me.” “I'm
glad I astound you.” “Yeah. Well. Have fun with your rented
blond girls. And you: sixteen: if you have sex with this guy then
you're as dumb as he looks. Do you go to high school?” This
super-skinny red-bikini-wearing bleach-blonde looks over at me
and is obviously stoned. “Yes.” “What book is your English
teacher making you read?” “Right now? Right now we're reading
Of Mice and Men.” “Was that one of your five-thousand books?”
“No.” “Well there’s your problem. Jerking off to a picture of



Warren Buffett ain’t gonna make you a billionaire. Girls you pay to
hang out by your pool..they just want your fucking money. I heard
some of your little fifteen, sixteen, fourteen-year-old models talking
in the bathroom that lies behind one of your fifty-three doors.
Know what they were saying? How great and wise and
accomplished Tai {Davis} is?” I wait for him to respond but he
doesn’t. “Which Muppet you most look like. The consensus was
Grover, which I think is a fucking insult to Grover, but anyway,
thanks for the party, it was the worst three hours of my week.
Aren’t you going to give me a hug goodbye? Or am I nothing to
you now that you think there’s no chance you’ll ever get into my
pussy. Fucking asshole fag. If you read five-thousand books and
you're still this shallow then that’s all you will ever be: a Grover-
looking fucking asshole fag.” And with that I said goodnight.
“You know what hurt me so much..or made me so lonely? I had a
career prior to this—a technical career. Yeah. I act like I know
nothing about computers and cameras and electronics but that’s
just because I don’t want people to think I know a lot about
computers because if they do, then every time anyone has a
computer question they’ll come to me. Like someone on set is
going to ask me to install a printer on some Windows system and I'm
going to be like: I don’t install printers. I'm a film director. And
when I was a computer person, I didn’t install printers then. I did
software. Very precise, high-performance software that I taught
myself how to do. And I—this is my sick psychology—I want some
credit for that. Actually, that's not true—I want respect. From my
family. Which is silly. I mean, what creative person or inventive
person—what brilliant person—has a family that knows jack about
what they do, who they are, what’s inside their mind. I made
strides in a field called one-dimensional cellular automata—I was
high on coke most of the time with a laptop on my belly and an old
fuck buddy with a nice fat cock fucking the shit out of my pussy—
have you ever seen my pussy? You wanna see? Anyway, you
couldn’t find someone within a hundred miles who has even heard of
cellular automata. And I did things for companies, big companies
like LexisNexis and Anthem Blue Cross/Blue Shield..the stuff I did



for them, maybe one other person in the company understood what
I was doing. Sometimes I was the only one who knew what I was
doing—all these people knew is that when they ran my shit, it did
something that what previously impossible, that was now possible,
because of me. I take pride in that work. And to do it, I had to go
places, in my mind, that no one I know has ever gone to..will ever
go to. I know we all have special places in our minds that no one
else can touch. My sister is a dancer, among other things. She can
give you a one-hour lecture on walking that will blow you away—

you wouldn’t believe how much there is to think about walking. 1
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(watch what you say) (her mother) (after she says something mind-
twistingly illegally wrong) “Don’t you know that your words are
affecting other people’s emotions?”

“Well..yeah..that’s the whole point.”
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Add Breathless to the discussion on camera movement.

(a producer, critic, or viewer complains about her film, says it's
damaging to children, trash, degeneracy)

“So don't watch it!” I said. I turn to {my assistant}. “People act like
it’s their right not to be offended. It's not your right to never be
offended!”
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“Let's be professional, people. Half the people on the planet would
kill to have your job.”

And one of the grips says, “You mean those Ethiopians who would
kill for a Pink’s hot dog?”

“No, I mean those kids in Indiana trying to make the next Godfather
with the camera on their iPhone. I happen to know Ethiopians in
this industry and you'd have to pay them a hundred bucks to eat a
Pink’s hot dog. Have you ever had Ethiopian food?”

“No.”

“Well take your girlfriend somewhere other than In-N-Out Burger
and maybe you'll finally get that rimjob you've been looking for.”
The crew snickers and ooohs.

“Uh..is Ethiopian food spicy ‘cause I don't know if I'm ready for a
spicy rimjob.”

“Brock, shut the fuck up. We're about to do a take.”

The book is primarily about her relationship with her long-time
assistant. And secondarily about her projects they work on
together. Book starts when they meet, ends when they go their

separate ways. But it’s really about the process of artistic and

intellectual survival.
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She sacrifices her physical survival for a far more important

one..her intellectual survival..her film is short on funds and the
execs tell her they’re shutting down the film..she says I'll get the
money..she sells her house, her boat, everything she owns and gets
down to a backpack sleeping on her friend’s couch, just to keep the
film going..willing to do anything to survive

—What’s the number one rule of survival?

—I don’t know.
—Never give up. Until you are /dead/, you keep fighting for your
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life.

You need money to get anything done. Especially in Hollywood.
When my husband died, he left me close to X dollars. I didn’t
mourn. I didn’t even go to the funeral. I packed one bag and went
to LA to interview assistants for my production company, to make
my movie—because ever since I was a little girl I wanted to make a

movie.

I didn’t even have a script.

" s : "
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she invites Pimp Daddy Producer to the opening of her film, a
special seat for him right in the front row and he asks a brilliant
question of her, after a bunch of dumb ones from the high-society
people

I must survive artistically or I will not survive at all
Because if your vision is killed, as an artist, then you are killed..just
like getting killed in the matrix!!!

.Imust survive artistically or I will not survive at all.
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We never know what her movie is about..whenever she starts to
explain it to someone, a producer or actor or someone, she begins,
then it trails off with an ellipsis

She sacrifices her salary

They're on the fence

She gives up her points

They're on the fence

She puts up $800,000 in cash, donates it to the production

They agree

She leaves Warner Bros and calls her bank as she walks along next
to the manicured lawn. She has $817,000 left of her inheritance and
she hasn't paid taxes on it yet

37



No one wants to hear what I have to say..but what I have to say is

of the utmost importance.

A more enlightened person would—
Yeah, well—news flash—I'm not enlightened.
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[keep this going throughout..she’s/I'm a real high-energy
maniac..to the point of insanity..like those old school stories of
directors’” questionable tactics to elicit performances and shots from

their people]

Youl 1 tical mistake with me.
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I don’t know.

(me) Yes you do.
Ijust..don’t..know!

Yes. You. Do. (..) Let’s shoot it!
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I scrap it in everything..sneaking into a Hollywood party and

meeting the producer I want to meet in the bathroom while s/he’s
in the stall..I've got nothing to lose..describe what was in my
Honda when I drove to California..mix tapes..literally cassette tapes
from my cousin Kristi..paperclips and a bunch of Taco Bell

wrappers..I drove with my shoes off and the windows down “cause
the air conditioner didn’t work..

Look I've got a fat purse and I want you to make me look like I
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belong at a party with a bunch of Hollywood big timers.

Do you belong at a party with a bunch of Hollywood big timers?
Ah-ha. No. The closest I belong to Hollywood is in a dive bar with
a young Drew Barrymore but I wanna see if you can help me step it
up a bit. So how far can you step me up?

From Drew Barrymore in her grunge days? Well—

[Lauren? Rachel? Eden? Jane? (Plain Jane)]

—Lauren. With a fat purse we can step you up as far as you want
to go.

me and my assistant are going shopping after the party crash and
my assistant sees we're buying heavy-hitting quantities of alcohol
and she’s like, look, I understand if you can’t pay me, I'm sorry
things didn’t work out..but I wanted to say..I'll work for you for
free..hold this, I say, handing her a bottle of Jack Daniel’s..and she
says why not buy Evan Williams, it's cheaper, and I say because
this isn’t a drown-your-sorrows party. It's not. Nope. This is a we-
got-the-call party. We're celebrating. You're coming over to my
place. So the movie..are we? Yep, I say, we're making the
motherfucker. (that night I explain that we don’t actually have a
yes, we just have a meeting and she’s like oh and I'm like Jenny, I
broke into an A-list party in a thousand-dollar dress and met

[producer name] while he was taking a shit. Ithink I can handle a

meeting on the Warner Bros lot.) You went into the men’s
bathroom? Fuckin’ A right I did.
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I wear adult diapers. There. Ijust had to get that out of the way.
They're not really diapers anymore—you know—they're super-
absorbent panties. And I'm only 40 years old.

It's not really awkward for me. They're comfy, they're snug—you
get right used to them. The tricky part comes in when you're about
to get laid and some guy is looking at your panties and you're like:
"Yes, those are adult diapers."

(Play out the scene)

(Book opening?)

But when I'm by myself—when I'm not about to fuck some guy—I
hardly notice them. On my car trip from Eugene to Los Angeles it
just meant I had to stop fewer times to go to the bathroom.

I was going to LA because I inherited some money..

(of course then the adult diapers have to be a running element of
her success and failure..buying them while she’s homeless..the
person she’s begging money wanting to know what the money is
for..she doesn’t want to say..the person says I'll just go with you to
buy whatever it is, I don’t want to give you money for drugs..it’s
for adult diapers..seriously?..yes..cut to her buying the diapers with
the money she’s gotten..movie execs are always complimenting her
panty line and she tells them straight out that’s because they’re
adult diapers..really?..yeah, I piss myself, I mean, it’s just one of
those things, you know, life, I mean, it’s always got that little..quirk)

But then I realized..now that we don’t work together..it'd be ok.
What'd be ok?

Just let me eat your pussy.

But we don’t have to have sex, right?

Oh no, we’re gonna have sex.

Wow. A real man in Hollywood. Look, thanks for the offer, but I
thought you were crazy when we did work together—that’s why I
fired you—and I don’t see that anything’s changed. So I have to
politely decline your offer and..oh fuck meet me in the PA stalls in
three minutes and have your dick hard. T'll give you three additional

minutes to cum and bonus points if you cum in two.
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I look at him like go.
I have things to do, you know?

maybe she has a disease which is definitely going to kill her..we
find this out in shades..but by the end we know that even though
she championed her artistic vision—brought it through to survival
—she is definitely near death herself..but she gets to see the look on
the little girl’s face as the girl watches [my] movie, before Fwatked

myselfto Kaiser Permanentefor the last ime. [ending sentence]

[and make it something really bad, like brain cancer or a set of

brain tumors or something] [that might be the element I was

missing—it provides the ironic dance around the survival theme—

perfect] fandshenevertells-anyone-evenherassistant-when-we

in the beginning, make a point about me getting new health
insurance, needing an exception made because I'd moved states
then just ever so tenderly insinuate that I make a trip to the
hospital..maybe my assistant asks if everything’s ok and I say, yeah,
just checking out the facilities, meeting the new doctor, that sort of
thing

then a scene where I meet with the doctor I've been transferred to
and we review the latest brain scans (start out the scene in side the
MRI or whatever machine)..and in this scene finally reveal that I
have multiple brain tumors (what are we up to now? seven?) and
that they are going to kill me in 16-20 months..after that we know
what I'm up against..the time clock of physical survival and also
the ironic juxtaposition of failing at physical survival while refusing

to fail at the survival of artistic expression of my vision
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I go off on a (Killing Me Softly-inspired) rant about how it’s a rape/
rape fantasy scene and the costume is no more revealing than
granny panties..the whole point of the scene is vulnerability..she’s
tied to a table with fucking ropes..and yet the costume runs counter to
this idea of vulnerability by doing the opposite..protecting her,
covering her..she should be wearing a pair of white panties and
maybe a white bra but that’s it! The whole idea is helplessness,
exposure, and did I mention goddamn motherfucking
vulnerability??!! Get her in a pair of white panties. We shoot in
five.

(costume) We don’t have a pair of white panties.

There are 300 people in this room. Somebody is wearing a pair of
white panties!! Find them and get them on Miss X right away
because we're shooting the scene in five minutes.

whoever I inherited the money from..my dad..he died of brain

tumors
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You gotta give me a little more context. See, I got a lot of things in
my head so to remember things, I need more than just one or two
words.

Why you got so many things in your head?

Because I'm paying attention.

1/
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yeah, ok, this is key..this is a lesson I've been learning the last 20
books: write her to sound nothing “like a female”, make her
mannerisms nothing “like a female” but make her undeniably

female in [gross/ detailed /body] ways..she’s-adjustingherboebs;

self-assured,—genius..we want to not just play with people’s idiotic

boxed-in ideas of how woman talk and act, we want to blow those

motherfuckers apart
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(movie exec at end of meeting, after everyone else has left the

room) [Lauren], you seem like a jaded person.
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There’s a reason for that.
Mind if I ask what?
Goddamn life, I say, and leave his office.
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I think people peak at around five years old and, uh, it’s pretty

much downbhill from there for most people.

Aren't you scared?

The only things to be scared of—I touch my heart—are in here.

I say that first to a coworker, then to a rapist when I'm homeless
when he asks if I'm scared of him..it freaks him it so much he runs
off..I gotta keep using that line! I yell at him as he runs down

Sunset.
b ) : friend isa thin.

Make her like the grown-up Gene..advice to leave behind
comparing and needing to know..advice about how you feel right
now is how you wanted to feel, etc..with like 20 years clean at 40 years

old..except no kids..never wanted to have kids?

I give my production start speech to the whole cast and crew saying
I want us to treat each other well..you may get to make many
movies in your life but as a director I may only get to make one..a

humanistic pep talk

When you look around and no one else is bringing light..that
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means you're the light bringer. And a light bringer lives in
darkness—make no mistake—there isn’t any other way.

A young man comes to her, the female director, for advice. What
should I do? What do you love the most? Writing. Then start

writing. Pull up a chair. Today you'll write with me.

I don't want to have pets for the same reason I don't want to have
children: I don't want to spend time taking care of them. For most
people, there's pretty much an equal chance that their kid will be a
dud as there is that he'll be Mozart. But with me, and I suspect with
you, there's not much chance that I'm going to have a kid who
contributes more to the world than me. I bet having a kid is one of
the most rewarding things an intelligent being can do. But then

again..so is making a movie. (smile)

she, the director, overcame a drug past and has gotten to a point
where even when she sees it in a movie, it doesn't bother her, even
though her closest friend or sister died from it

About how her friend and lover died..or maybe sister or

brother..and how someone asks her if that's hard for her..she says
look at how his life has impacted hers and others..lays out how
exactly his example has affected her as an artist, artistically and
career-wise..he truly lives on in her and others.

She goes celibate..thinks that it's just nature's way of making us

reproduce and it's all vapid and mechanistic and meaningless—this

story or use this somewhere else?
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a girl takes off her pants and her panties say "the love goes here" in

a narrowing diamond shape, with an arrow pointing at her cunt.

a person who at the beginning says he'll never do drugs or even
smoke or drink coffee or anything..who ends up using and saying
yes but I'll never do such and such drug, those are off limits..but, as
per talk with the survivor, says ultimately you did them all, didn't
you? Yeah. Says the boy. I did too, says the survivor, and pats him
on the shoulder and says: Don't pay another second' of your life
thinking about that shit. Look at me. It's beyond you. Just don't
pick up ever and move on with your life. You're amazing. Now
go. ..and the survivor falls into using drugs again and when this
boy hears about it he comes to her, barricaded in her apartment,
and gives her the advice she gave him long ago..only her own

advice can save her.

make drug use so prevalent..it's a world where just about everyone
uses..everyone is constantly buying, selling, using, inventing
his/her (the artist’s) idea of paying attention to process while
making things, coming from the eleventh grade on a chance to not
take a science class but instead to take a photo class that had the
girl she liked in it and it wouldn’t count toward her GPA..so she
could do anything

"My story begins in the 80s, when I was five. I saw Raiders of the
Lost Arc on VHS and though I could barely read, I could read the
credits of that movie and I read that it was directed by Steven
Spielberg. Iloved that movie with all my heart and soul and I
didn't even know what directing was, but if Steven Spielberg had
directed Raiders of the Lost Arc, I knew, at five years old, that that's
what I wanted to do.

"Back then directors were men—but that didn't bother me. If I had

to have a penis to become a director, then I was gonna get one."
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A girl asks her for sex. She says no. The girl apologizes, hoping
she didn't offend the director's moral code. The director says she
has no moral obligation to fucking your brains out, I just don't want
to do it because I think it would complicate our relationship. I like
you as my little Suzy, just the way you are. Things are simple
between us: I tell you to do things, you do them. If I was relying on
you for my next orgasm you might not be as willing to follow my
orders, to handle my every whim. Ilove you, Suzy, but let's just
keep it like it is.

—A lot of them just wanted to fuck me 'cause they thought I was a
genius. They wait till afterward to tell you this. —So is it worth it
to them, to fuck a genius? —Oh yes, they're very satisfied. Like
standing next to a Picasso. And geniuses are often crazy. And
crazy people are great fucks.

"I love you permanently."

"i love you for the rest of my life."

"Mmm."

"Yours was better."

(Laugh)

"No it wasn’t.."

a celebrity who, when nude photos come about her, makes a public
statement where she deflates the issue by saying she doesn't give a
fuck and she hopes millions of people see them and jerk off to
them. she says it is the greatest moment of her career

and then a politician, a la Rob Ford, who comes out in a press
conference, inspired by the actress, listing all the drugs he took that
day and saying that he is proud to be a drug addict and he has no
plans to change his diet of substances and he will continue to hold

office and serve the people who elected him.
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I order Chinese to my apartment one night. Eat by myself. My
fortune is: [look it up] “Time is important, but truth is more

important than time.”

End of the first paragraph: my father wrote. But at some point he
chose his career over writing. He said, "Is writing worth the
trouble?" And he decided the answer was no. So he gave it up. I'll

never understand that decision.

“No, I can’t do another hit. I'm already having a religious
experience on this pot.”

I go to the bath. I plan my attack. [refrain]

Little spark sentences everywhere..that say a million in a few words

then disappear.
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I'm scared. The Oracle of Hollywood said great tragedy would
befall you.

The Chinese woman at the FezEx store.

Yes.

The Chinese woman at the FedEx store said great tragedy would
befall me and you took her seriously.

She /is/ an Oracle.

Maybe so and what do /all/ oracles tell you?

Tell me. What do they tell you.

They tell you /exactly what you need to hear./

Check the Walk the Line quote with the actual movie.
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“Thank you universe. Thank you. For this life.”
“Why thank you?”
“Because it shames the devil.”

I took my last walk to Kaiser Permanente, alone.
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