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I have now an anonymous blog in parallel to this one, for the people who reads
this independently of Mycroft Holmes Blog in L.A. (this blog appears at two
places, but | assure you, it is unlikely that you will find out about where the

second place is).

At the time of writing this, it is too secret for my main blog that | wish some close
friends to read. Unfortunately these close friends need not know that I might

have met someone in L.A.

Lucky you, people who read this right now, it is going beyond the call of duty to
let you read this. It means that this blog will forever need to remain anonymous

and secret.

His pseudo is Norton, he calls me Kiddo. I've met him over the Internet. Where
else? At least it kept me out of the bars and clubs so far. We have been

discussing on the phone every day this week. | had to fight to get to him, it took
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him a while to get back to me. For more than two weeks | did not think I would

ever hear from him again.

So | went crazy, | multiplied the messages, | insisted, it was melodramatic. |
somehow connected to him even though | have only one photo of him and had
read some stuff he wrote about himself. |1 kind of connected because he looks so
much like my Stephen who's still in London, and might take a few months to sort

his visa and come over here, if he comes at all.

It is because he might not come, though I know he suffers a lot over there
without me, after ten years together this is quite normal, that | decided to meet
someone else. | thought there was no need that | suffered too, like I did in my

first month alone in Los Angeles.

Maybe it is not wise to start a new relationship over here behind his back,
especially if he arrives sooner rather than later, however it happened like that
and | wanted it. It was not part of my plan but sex has become a stranger in our
relationship, and | certainly would like to meet that stranger again. I'm only 33,

too young to be an old maid without even affection and tenderness.

It is however quite interesting that Norton is basically the double of my little
Stephen. They are both very skinny, have a great smile with soulful eyes (as
would say Norton), and are very simple people in their own ways. They are both
little fiery things and appear to have great amount of energy screaming to get
out. It would not take much for them to start a fight or suffer from road rage. My
Norton was involved in many fights in pubs, strangely often on St. Patrick’s day,

as he mentioned.

I knew Norton before | even spoke to him. He believes a lot in horoscopes, but he
is a Virgo and Stephen is a Pisces. | believe in genes and chromosomes a bit
more in this case. Norton has a deep voice, more than | would have thought from

his photo, but I find it very sexy and comforting.

He also has, weirdly enough, a Scottish, Irish and British accent (all of them)
even though he is certainly American. He says he has many friends who are from
Scotland and Ireland, and he spent too much time with them down the pub. |
know this kind of behavior is usually fired upon, but one has to stop and think

about why someone would try to change his accent like this. He must have a



deep desire to be British, and his life is perhaps not that wonderful or complicated

enough for him to suffer anyone because of that fake accent. So why not?

At the same time | have spent ten years in London, so for him | may be that
missing link with the world he probably dreams of. We also have a lot of things in
common, much more than | ever had with Stephen. We already speak on the
phone like old boyfriends missing each other, even though he is only 11 miles
away from me and we have never met. It is difficult to meet during the week, we
both travel by public transport, but | should buy a car soon and then | would
hope to never see the interior of one of those monsters running on the Orange

Line.

This week was a wonderful week. No problems at work, even though | feel I have
not worked as hard as | could have. | had something else to make it nicer. | had
my Norton to think about all day. It was like falling in love again, something |

have not felt or experienced in more than ten years.

To be honest, | never thought it possible for me to have a crush like this, almost
like a little girl would have. | thought it was all over for me, until at least | went
through an intensive Atkins diet for at least six months, or something even more
radical like stopping eating altogether. I understand now why | was not that
motivated with my inexistent diet, | needed to fall in love first. So it is like the
chicken and the egg, which one comes first, and without either of them, love or

losing weight, neither are possible.

Thankfully 1 think Norton is getting tired of his sex life with morons in Los
Angeles. He appears to have connected with my personality and intelligence,
more than the idea that | am an author and scriptwriter. Over here it does not
impress anyone either, though at least here it might depress a few people who
wish to succeed themselves. But not Norton. All I know about his sex life is that
he has slept with a few people and that he was picked up by nice and young

guys, but that he refused a few and he is quite picky.

That he would suddenly be interested in me without having met me is quite
something special. In fact, | think it was destiny. His photo, as | told him, spoke
to me. | really needed to meet this guy. | was sure at first sight that I would be

capable of loving him very much.



He was not frightened by how opened | have been, on the contrary, he appears
to have connected at my first message. This is quite extraordinary. You would

have told me this a month ago and | would have laughed. But not anymore!

Norton has worked for twenty years with actors, but now he feels a bit miserable
in a computer survey job. He would like to have a better job so he could pay his
bills. He too seems incapable to satisfy his boss, so life could not have been so
great. His sister lives with him and, from what | can understand, most of his

family is no longer living.

He is also two years younger than Stephen, and they both have a similar body.
The difference is that Norton does not have, to my knowledge, a heroine and
vodka addiction. As a consequence, as he says, he loves sex anytime anywhere.
He is kind of explicit over the phone, he feels like me, certainly looking forward to
fall in each other arms and enjoy love and sex all night long. Even if he has
strange ideas like covering me with food and eating it there on my body. Not sure

if 1 will enjoy it.

We will meet Sunday, unless something happens, which is quite possible.
Tomorrow, Saturday, he is working, and | guess | will be too, transcribing to a file
all that was said in the hour and a half conversation with a lawyer about my
conference. It is not going to be easy, especially that | still need to buy a car and

a TV. After that, I've got pretty much everything | need.

Oh Sunday, will you ever come?
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Oh oh, I think I have asked too personal a question tonight to my dear Norton. |
asked him about his family, he had no trouble telling me about his sister who
lives with him, or that his parents are dead, but he blocked when | asked him

about his other brothers and sisters, if any. What could it mean?

| already knew he had something going on about his family, since he did say

before that his special someone would have to be understanding of friends and



family. 1 wondered what he meant by that, and | am afraid to admit that this is

what prompted my question.

And knowing myself, | will ask it again soon, embarrassing him even more. |
should not, he will tell me in his own time. If | insist, | feel he might cut all

bridges. It is one of these things that are very serious. What could it be?

First thing that came to my mind is that he has a brother in prison. Somehow |
feel he could admit to that. Perhaps he has a sister in prison. That would be more
difficult to say. Especially if she was there for something shameful, like, well, like

what? Why do women go to prison for these days that is shameful?

Stealing is of no consequence, sexual abuse could be shameful enough, but
somehow | don’t think this is it. People who have a rotten apple in the family, are
usually quite capable of dissociating themselves with that member of the family

and continue to live on ignoring that the person actually exists.

What could it be then? Mental illness? He said | had a lot of imagination tonight, |
guess | just don’t have enough to figure that one out. | did a quick search on the
Internet about shameful things about family members. One of them is
incontinence or Female Bladder Control Problem. Again, | don’t believe that would
be something to get you into depressing mode and send you into a spin whenever

we mention it.

Actually, death is probably something that would do that. They are dead, or one
is dead, and it has affected him terribly. He still feels a lot of pain, so it must be
recent. And if he blocked tonight, it is because he did not want to get into it since

he is sick and wanted to go to bed. That must be it.

I should be ashamed with myself! I think my life has become just a film script
since | have arrived here, | can just imagined the weirdest and impossible things.
But everyone knows that life is weirder than movies. | heard many people say
that they often base their stories on true events, and have to tone it down for the

films since it would be too unbelievable and people would not buy it.

I am also ashamed to say that the word pretentious came back a lot tonight in

our conversations. Well done! One month in L.A., and | feel already so insecure,



that | feel the need to boast about myself at every minute of any conversation. |

should be shot for this, considering that | have nothing to boast about.

I hope he won’t hold it against me, | tried to correct that the best way | could,
under the circumstances, | haven’t been convincing enough. He said that my

pretentiousness was part of my charm, | hope he believes it.

There is another big worry here. He has kind of cancelled tomorrow, saying that
he nearly froze to death waiting for the bus tonight, and the wind brought upon
him all these particles which makes him sneeze. So now he has a cold. We’re in
Los Angeles! Catching a cold waiting for a bus? If | had not frozen to death
myself less than a week ago while visiting Universal Studios, | would not have
believed him. And then it occurred to me that he could have easily invented any

other story which would have been more credible.

So will I see him tomorrow or not? He will let me know in the morning. He seems
to be a home bunny, so | guess any idea of a cold kills any motivation to get into
a bus for two hours to cross 10 miles, and the thought that you will need to do it
again to return home when you work the next day, and | will be lucky to see him
once a week, on Sunday. And come to think of it, | would be lucky to even meet

him once in this lifetime.

I also know now why | have been repeating myself a lot to him yesterday on the
phone. I was so drunk the first time we spoke, and perhaps the second time as
well, that I had forgotten a lot of what was said. | also went right over the fact
that he had been quite sick on the last three years, in a coma actually. He was
pushed down the stairs in a bar on New Year’s Eve, he does not know why or by
whom, ended up in hospital and was virtually given up for dead. On a scale of 1
to 10, 10 being the best chance of recovery, he was classified as 1. Can’t believe

I did not get into that subject then and did not remember about it tonight.

He was not drunk, and he has to take pills every day from fears to lose
consciousness and never wake up again. Apparently a nerve has been severely
damage and he has fainted over a dozen times in recent years. This is why he
lost his job working with actors and now has a rotten job requiring little abilities.
However he says he suffers no disability except that he cannot lie in job
interviews since he could lose consciousness, and he has been discriminated

against for years now. He did say that he was not happy about the government of



California stating that he was 100% healthy, possibly for financial reasons, it
suggests that he is not 100% OK. | bet this is why he does not have a car, which
in these day and age, and especially in Los Angeles, is quite amazing. He said it is
because he has no money, and his family helps him financially, however it could
be because he can no longer drive, possibly because of the Californian State,
caring as much as they do, could not let someone who could lose consciousness

drive a car.

You know you are living in a paranoid state when at 33 years old they ask you for
ID whenever you buy beers. | found it funny the first time, but now it is getting
on my nerves. Do | look 16? Or do they ask ID to grandfathers as well? What else
is this State paranoid about that | don’t know yet but will suffer from eventually?
And the worse fact is that California must be the most liberated of all American
States, then again, they voted for a Republican Governor. Obviously, probably,
because the Republicans are so desperate to win California, that they hired an

actor to play the part.

I digress from my topic of conversation, typical me. My blog is like a phone call to
Norton, we can jump from topic to topic, at least there is no blank in our
conversation. One favorite subject of ours is Sherlock Holmes, as his favorite film
of all time is Private Life of Sherlock Holmes, I am watching it right now on my
computer. Why is it his favorite? Because a friend sold to him a laser disc player

and he inherited | supposed this laser film with the machine.

That is one way of getting into Sherlock Holmes, | discovered the books because
my Manager in my first conference job gave me the book. This is a case of
developing a new passion because of technology, and limitation of technology.
Not many laser discs were made before these laser disc players died as if they
never existed. So he must have watched them over and over again, until that film
became his favorite of all time. Anything Sherlock Holmes turns to gold. Oh
mighty Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has done it. My favorite of all time is the series of

Sherlock Holmes played by Jeremy Brett, also my favorite actor.

And on this note, | will go to bed, just in case Norton comes over tomorrow. |
doubt it, even if I would love to. However this is more like a love story, and |
admit that love does not require sex at the beginning. Only preliminaries that can

last weeks. It is like an investment for the future. | am not that desperate for sex



anyway, the thought that he exists, that he cares for me, that he calls without

fault every day, is ample for me, for the moment.

Oh, before | turn the computer off. One thing he has said that could definitely be
a lie. Especially that it even contradicts things he said before, according to my
blog. He has met two persons in the recent months before but he claims they did
not have sex, as there was no connection. He apparently did not have sex for
more than a year, perhaps more. It would be too good to be true, but highly
improbable, since he claims he loves sex anytime anywhere, and certainly talks

about it a lot on the phone.

Something interesting though, if he really met two guys and decided to not go
any further with them, maybe he is afraid of meeting me for some reason. | have
not lied to him, | showed him my recent photos. Now, perhaps he is also afraid
that 1 might reject him, and the two other guys perhaps rejected him. | don’t
believe so, but his photo is at least three years old, it predates his serious
accident. Could he have changed? He says he still looks the same, that he is still
slim. I’'m not worried anyway, but he could be holding back meeting me until he
is sure I am hooked by his personality and charm, as far as | can find out from

our phone conversations, that is.

We’ll soon find out, or would we?
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I called Norton tonight, | asked him if it was a good time. He said no, and that at
least he was honest. | asked him if I should call back later or tomorrow, and he
said tomorrow. | wonder now if he realizes the impact of that sentence.

In my mind, now he finds me an annoyance. | call too much, he needs his
breathing space. We have not even met yet! That is what is the Killer, of all
stories.

A second ago | thought he would feel guilty and call me back later. | thought he

had become addicted to our daily phone calls. But now | think he won’t, because

he knows our phone calls last forever.



My brain is going in higher drive. To think that today | was actually wondering
how | would tell Stephen that | have met a new boyfriend and that he should stay
in London to die alone, wondering what he has done wrong with me in the last
ten years. Perhaps more sex would have done the trick? Less winging? Perhaps it

would have done the trick, in fact I'm pretty sure it would have. Now it is too late.

There are no longer only two persons in this equation, but three. Breaking up a
relationship of ten years is hard, but this is something | have been practicing in
my mind in the last few days. | was prepared to announce to him the news that |
had met someone else, sweet, lost, alone. And that we had developed the most

wonderful relationship. That | was sorry, but that was life.

Useless to say that | don’t feel like that anymore, since | was blatantly rejected
by Norton tonight. I suddenly remember the lie | told Stephen in my email
tonight, that | would be so happy if he were to come to Los Angeles with our two
baby cats. And now | feel I was right to lie. This relationship is solid, I want him

to come over here, | want to continue this relationship.

Anything else is just a whim, uncertain circumstances. This is what will have to
work around and with, in parallel, my real relationship of ten years, in secret if

necessary. No need to sacrifice anything just yet.

It turns out that Norton did not have any other brothers and sisters. He actually
did not blocked when | assumed he did. Understanding of family means that his
sister lives with him and they never discussed the fact that he was gay. Though
he is gay and it is obvious, because he has photos of naked men in his room, but

they have actually never talked about it.

So it means that | need to understand that | will need to be discreet with his
sister. Also, the friends part, was about two gay dying friends with Aids that he
needs to visit on a regular basis. All that stuff is shameful enough, or simply not

easy to say upfront, no wonder it took him days to say so, weeks now.

Oh Norton! What are doing to me? | feel so alone, I need comforting, and you
reject me just like that? I'm suffering! | have already drunk five beers, and | now
have a glass of Rosé from California. | don't need much at the moment to be

thrown out of this new reality. Getting back to reassessing what the fuck 1 am



doing in the South-West of America, never mind that it is called Los Angeles or

Hollywood. I’'m lost and alone!

I now feel like calling my baby in London. Tell him I’'m coming back by the next
flight, since he appears incapable of getting a fucking transcript of his studies.
Ridiculous in this day and age to take months to get that sort of thing, when you
can buy a convincing fake diploma overnight from any website. Bastards, they
are destroying the very institutions they worked so hard to build in the first place,

with this bureaucracy.

Norton’s annoying me now. All the very small details about his personality are
now surfacing. | don’t like the fact that he does not like to have his toes or his
ass licked. Just that! And that he is very grunge with his holes in his trousers
without wearing underwear, so every other straight guy can look at his dick and
judge him. | don’t like the idea that he has two earrings and try to convince
everyone that he is an interesting chap, looking like Popeye on his photo which is
three years old at least. Has he got something to prove to all these actors he has
been working with? That he is better than they are? By leading a life trying to

convince everyone that he is different and interesting?

It is useless, | love him already for all that and more. He has me under his spell. |
would be ready to sacrifice everything at the first demand on his part. | should be
ashamed of myself, but is this not called love? And is it not normal to sacrifice

everything for love? Even for someone you have never met?

Just when | thought that my life had reached a new low. Who could have
predicted that? No one, except God! If that bugger actually exists. | call it
destiny, which makes me as superstitious as any of those Mexicans or
Salvadorians | meet. Am | not in control of that damn destiny? Controlling all the
details of it despite everything that seem to fall into place as it should, out of my

control? Damn!

I’'m not in control, or am | ultimately? Is it possible that my subconscious knows
more about what is to come, and makes sure everything around me falls into
place, while I'm trying to convince myself | have free will in this world? No I
don’t! And a few déja vu | recently experienced proves it. Even though it was so

vague! | still see through it all.
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There’'s no freedom here! Just the hope that there is. Just the impression that
there is. I'm following a destiny, all right, 1 know that much. The path is all laid
out in front of me, for me to follow without even have to question it and wonder if

something else might not be more suitable.

I got what | want, that's for sure, but is it enough? Am | still free? God knows. |
don’t feel like it at the moment. Everything’s too perfect, even if life throws a few
problems and dilemmas along the way. | see through it, and | would not want it
to be less perfect. It would only mean more troubles, more obstacles to

overcome, and ultimately | could give up.

I guess I'll just have to live through all of this, and understand later what it was
all about, when | read this blog again. Thanks! Have you thought of my happiness
in all that crap? Should | not be happy? Do something about it then! Make me
happy, make it simple, make me appreciate life for the simple pleasures we have

down here. Make me happy to live! Being in Los Angeles is obviously not enough.

7 December 2005
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It is lunch time. | fear | might lose Norton. He said he was quite direct and when
he is not interested he says so right away. Well, yesterday was a bit of that. And
today he is online on that dating website. Not sure what he is doing there, he is

not reading my blog or visiting my page, as far as | can tell.

I thought of not calling him tonight, to see if he will. I don’t want to play mind
games and | don’t want to lose him. We have not met yet, so he could still decide

to walk away. So | will call him and see what happens.

He says he never lies, and yet, that he did not have sex in a year, being on a
dating website like that, should have sent me the alarm bell. | would not want to
jump to conclusions too quickly, it is just that | am very insecure. Perhaps also |
should not dream to start a new relationship on a website like that. Maybe it is
just a crazy idea. | am faithful to him right now, 1 still think he is, but I think he
also has an addiction to porn on that dating website, and this could also just be

normal.
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I have porn myself here, | risked bringing it over to the United States. | would
have had a hard time justifying this at the customs. But it went well... | guess

they are more worried about plastic knives these days than CDs.

I need to go back to work. Oh Norton! What are you doing to me! | hope we will
meet this weekend, otherwise | think | will just forget about him and try my luck

elsewhere.

It is 6h27 pm, and Norton is still online!!! It makes no sense! Is he at work or at
home? Has he been home all day? He sometimes does not work on week days.
He did say he could only use the computer when his sister was not there, she
works full time but arrives home early. Being online all day means that he opened
his profile and left it on. I hope. Otherwise, he is more addicted to porn than I
thought, or he is actively looking for sex with cuties around where he lives. 17

miles separate us after all, in public transport that is a big de-motivation.

Following what happened today, | decided not to call him tonight. My first idea
was that perhaps | was there in his life too much. He needs some breathing
space. And then | kind of reaffirmed my independence. | don’'t need him and |
can survive without him. I'm already in the process of flushing him out of my life
and system. So | won’t call him tonight, | will study for my driving exam on
Friday instead. Hopefully he will call, otherwise, | guess it is over. And | will need
to live with it. Sooner is better than later, as would say Mila Jovovich in Joan of
Arc. It’s over! As would say Morrissey. Sad | never even met the guy! Better be
over now than in a few weeks time. As | would say, since no one said that as a

memorable expression, to my knowledge.

In a way, | would feel a bit more liberated. | owe nothing to this guy, why should
I be faithful when | could meet anyone else in town? It is quite tempting. Short of
catching bugs... and not have someone to call every day to reassure me in my
crisis... there are definite advantages to have Norton on my side. He seems to
have a very nice and unusual personality. He says he feels the same about me,
and that he is interested in a relationship with me even though I'm not one of the

cuties without a brain. Let’s give him until the weekend to make a move.
It is now 10h26 pm. Norton has not called. | dare not go and see if he is online

on that dating website. | just checked, he is no longer online. Either he has met

someone or his sister came back and he finally turned off the computer, whether
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or not he was surfing most of the day. Considering that he was on the dating

website today, | think he won't call. And for the same reason, | won't either.

God, | had the time to finish reading the Californian Driver’'s Handbook tonight, |
thought | would never get the chance since we were spending so much time on
the phone. | guess it is reasonable for his to still want a life. | am now going to

read the online tutorial of the driving test... oh someone please shoot me!

It is the third time, yes you have heard, the third time | had to pass my driving
license! Once in Canada, once in England and now in California. Can’'t the U.N.
come up with a standard international test for all countries and states? At the
very least | should not have to do the behind the wheel test! | have been driving

for 17 years!

I have noted that one third of the Californian Driving Manual is about Drink and
Driving and the consequences and punishments. Way to go, paranoid state! And
if you are under 21, beware, they don’t want you to drive and they will severely
punish you for any infraction. On top of it, you can have to wait another year
before having your driving license, or lose it at any time, for infraction not related

to driving or the road.

Who's in charge of these rules and regulations? We should pass them all, one by
one, to a general population vote. | would only be prepared to accept this
madness if | was certain that more than 50% of the population supports it.
However, | would not be surprised to find out that most Californians would
support even harsher rules and regulations, if it was possible. Because people

have gone crazy. As simple as that, no other explanation.

It is now 11h39 pm. One look at the photo of my little Norton, and | bitterly
regret not having called him tonight. It is now too late to call. He is worth it, 1 will
him tomorrow. And now | am debating whether | should send him a text
message. | think | will. Well, I can’t, my mobile is still set for the UK for the text

messages. That settles it.

Let’s just hope that tomorrow he will be willing to speak. If not, then the message
could not be any clearer. And | will get it. And then, he can spend as much time
as he wants on the dating website, I'm sure with a bit of luck it won’t be another

year before he meets someone up to his standards. | just wish then that these
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people would not just let you believe all that crap just before letting you down. |
never experienced that before, which is why 1 still give him the benefit of the
doubt. Tomorrow night everything will be back to normal, we’ll have a long

conversation and | will understand that | was worrying for nothing.

8 December 2005
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After all my adventures with my phones, I came back home, called my baby, he
was not in the mood to talk. He was awaiting a call from some colleague and
could barely speak to me. Four miles | did for him tonight, to hear his voice!
Almost destroy everything in my flat for him and he could not speak to me! | was

in quite a mood. Thankfully I did not let him see this side of me.

But everything | said was bitter, negative, on the edge. You should have heard
my speech about the turn of the new century, and any significance it could have
had, when Jesus-Christ could be just a figment of the imagination of some
twisted people, and that his date of birth has been established as, at the very
least, 24 years after the year zero. God, | could have gone all night about that

crap! But | stopped myself, too late I'm afraid.
What do | care about Jesus-Christ anyway!? What meaning does this has on my
wasted life in Hollywood? And my conference? Nothing! | don’t see him coming to

help me any time soon, neither his father...

All right. I will calm down. This has been a weird day after all. And everything still

works, apart from my phone. It’s going back tomorrow...

10 December 2005
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The one sentence in the song Nothing’s Impossible from Depeche Mode that was

not applicable to me is:

| still believe in love at first sight

Nothing's impossible
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My Norton. Whom 1 fell in love with without even having met him. A photo. If this
is not first sight, what is? Same for him, if I can believe what he said tonight on
the phone. He would not bullshit me, would he? He had plenty of opportunities to

tell me to get lost.

On the contrary, another long phone conversation tonight is very much a
contradiction to everything | had been thinking lately, as | felt he was trying to
avoid speaking with me on the phone. And now it looks like he might work on
Sunday. | cannot accuse him of trying to not meet me again, unless he is

inventing it and he is not working. Which | doubt.

Perhaps he has something to hide. It could explain why he wishes to make sure |
am really biting the bait before meeting me. It would make things easier if it was
the case, | doubt what it is that he hides is that bad anyway. And on the phone,
his voice, it is so comforting, so reassuring. His personality is so wonderful,

everything about him.

And | know he is still slim, his ID has been verified along with his weight and
height. Maybe as he said, it has just been bad luck from the start. In the
meantime we have developed quite a love relationship at a distance. It must

mean something.

My biggest pain is the pain | would cause Stephen by going any further with
Norton. | would so hate to have to tell him that it is over, I've met someone else
in Los Angeles, why don’t you die alone in London or meet one of these cuties
that you told me were buzzing around you at work? It would destroy him, and me

as well, as | do love him, as I did for the last ten years.

It might not come to that, at this time | don’t need to think too much about it.
The chances it would actually work with Norton are very slim indeed. | would be
lucky to even hold him in my arms for one night. I’'m afraid of how he will react,
because I'm very much under his spell and | would cuddle him as if | would like

to melt into him. He might not be prepared for that.
I'm too ready to just fall head over heels, and become his slave. However | don’t

need much to get back to reality and accept that none of this is real or would

ever be, despite his nice words to the contrary.
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So cheer up people, it might never come to that. With any luck this is just
something to help me survive the loneliness in L.A., it won’t work out, and

Stephen will come over. And we will be happy for ever after...

That would also be acceptable. With a bit more sex than what we have been used

to, or even affection.

Well, if 1 succeed this trade in, almost as if | was speaking of a car, | would be
very lucky indeed. My third boyfriend might be my best yet, physically and
mentally, and they’ve all been great. |1 never thought it possible that I could

strike a third time lucky, and perhaps experience something even better.

Of course, perhaps all of this is just in my imagination, but it looks like it could
become real. And | don’'t remember having wished for it consciously either, must
have been unconscious. But it still works, you can dream the life you want and it
happens. So let’s wish a lot of happiness, at work as well. Let’s change our
attitude and start to finally enjoy this life in Los Angeles. | do a little bit more
every time | speak with my kiddo. Could it be that simple? Throw a little bit of

love into the equation? Was Freud right?

13 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 7

Something is developing with my Kiddo, we speak on the phone almost everyday,
we sound like we are very much in love. Even if | have not seen him last Sunday
and that he has already told me that | won’t see him next Sunday. He has to visit
his aunt again, to celebrate Christmas earlier since they won’t be together at

Christmas.

I know many people who would have already told him to get lost, but our phone
calls give me a lot of hope. His deep voice is very reassuring, his whole
personality also, | just wish | could meet him once. God knows when that will be
now... in the new year perhaps. At least it prevents me from meeting other
people, I am still faithful to my baby in London. Only something serious is worth

it, just in case Stephen never shows up on my doorstep in L.A.
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And now, what you have been waiting for. | have made a new friend who is
connected with the great world of Hollywood. If it sounds too good to be true, it

usually is. So | walk in this path very carefully.

My motto is to believe them until they give me a reason not to. Of course, once
you start wondering about the truth, it is difficult to judge. Since there is the
unlikely or improbable to take into account, which could very well be true. We are

in Hollywood after all.

After reading my Mycroft Holmes Blog in L.A., this 43 year old man contacted me
saying he was a writer. | thought he would never contact me again after seeing
my photos. However, he appeared to have a genuine desire not to sleep with me,

but to help me here in L.A., to get somewhere.

Now, | know it is unlikely and improbable that someone would like to help you,
after seeing a glimpse of your potential through an anonymous blog, however |
have not found any crack yet in his arguments and he has now seen my full

website and my true potential.

Already that he does not wish to have sex with me is a good indication that this is
not what he is after. Ok, he did not tell the whole truth. He is no body builder and
the first time | saw him, | thought I could not kiss him as he is not my type. |
don’t really like people in a sexual way when they’re from the red headed league

(reference to Sherlock Holmes).

However after one full night speaking to him and his creativity, imagination and
genius, | was quite ready to jump in his arms. Weird how life can make things

happen. It did not happen however and it is just as well.

He is a heterosexual kind of block who apparently had a series of misfortunes
with the ladies. And now he believes he should try the gay world, he is not sure
of what he is. There seems to be a lot of that kind of strange animal in Los

Angeles. For all | know, perhaps all the ladies in town are downright bitches.
However that part of his profile was true, he only wish to meet body builders who

are very slim. Not exactly me. And moreover, he says he never had sex with a

man before. Now, that is getting closer to the improbable.
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However he was not a full member of this dating website until recently, he
became one to talk to me. So it would have been difficult for him to meet anyone
there until now, even if he says he receives something like 300 messages a day,
which is also improbable. | can go days without receiving a single message.
However | am not stating that | am body builder who is extremely good looking,
without a photo to back it up. It could explain his success on that website and my

failure.

So he spent a lot of time on the phone after our first meeting, apologizing
because he thought he misled me since we did not have sex. And | had to tell him
finally that 1 had my Kiddo and that | would much prefer to remain faithful to
him, even if we have not met yet in over a month. That seems to have made him

happy, | think, and he felt less guilty after that.

The surprise did not end there. He is a writer, but for music. He writes songs, and
composes, etc. So first he made me listen to that song that was some sort of a
clone of a Celine Dion song, the Titanic. He recorded it in a studio with a woman,
and now wants to sell it so some famous singer can turn it into a number one hit,

including hopefully Celine Dion.

So he put the CD in the system, and | am listening to it, and then something
strange happened. Despite the fact that it is very similar to Celine Dion, the song
is actually different and certainly a number one hit! | looked at his bedroom that
he rents, how poorly he lives, and then | realized that this guy had a lot of talent

and would soon live in a mansion.

At the end of the song he looked at me puzzled, he thought | would say that | did
not like the song. In fact | was speechless. For the first time in my life, | would

imagine, as it takes a lot to impress me. | am so disconnected from everything.

Of course, | thought right there that this was a fluke. A lucky song, sounds easy
to do, he did it, god knows, anyone with any talent might be able to sit down and
copy a song? But then he played many other songs of different styles and | was
convinced the guy knew what he was doing. He is some sort of musical genius, or
at the very least, a very capable one who, as he says, is just about to make it big

on the music scene.
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I actually enjoyed being there listening to him play on his piano, it reminded me
of those long nights when my first boyfriend was playing his compositions and
wanted me to listen. He never went anywhere with them, despite being great
songs. He did not have the determination, which is an essential component of

success.

So, why contact me then if he is a musical writer and composer? He wants to
help, he has friends in the business, one main actor who has been around for
many decades, who also was in many series of Star Trek. And another writer,
who brought us some of the biggest sci-fi films ever made. He intends to present
me to them saying that | have a lot of potential, and apparently these people are

willing to help people with talent.

That is the part that is too good to be true. And it even makes me feel
uncomfortable. What would | say when | meet these people? Apparently it is not
the first time that my friend presents people with a lot of potential to his friends.
And he says that | am the one with the most talent and potential, of all the ones

he presented to them.

So assuming they are his friends - and he wanted to show me that he had their
phone numbers on his phone, and | stopped him - then I may actually meet these
people and god knows what would happen then. | have no reason to believe he is
lying since there is nothing to gain in all of this for him. No reason to lie that |
can see. So perhaps the leitmotiv that everyone is a liar in L.A. and just protects

their own ass, is not true for everyone. We'll see.

Now, my friend was also a security guard at one of the big studios, and met many
actors this way. He was also an actor, he failed to mention that until very late in
the conversation. He showed me autographed photos, and one of them was him
with, at the back, all the films and series and plays he appeared in. He has mostly
been a special guest star on series, or small roles in movies, but surprisingly
enough, all the most important and interesting ones. He has now put that on hold

until he can succeed in music.

As if this was not enough, the guy is also into Theoretical Physics, and has read a
lot about it, and developed his own theories about the structure of the universe.
At that point | did not think he would be able to impress me, however he came up

with this extravagant theory of how the universe could look like and | was
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genuinely impressed to the point of being convinced | was sitting in front of a

genius.

I know enough to not be fooled in this matter. | was ready to laugh internally at
his great discovery, which in essence would not have been one. But this image of
the universe is haunting me now, and even if somehow it could be disproved, the
sheer fact that he had the imagination to come up with something like that is

sufficient to tell me that the guy is no ordinary guy.

I am the sixth person in the world to whom he has told what his ideas were. All of
the others had to sign an agreement of non-disclosure. Why did he decide to trust
me? Especially that many people before, apparently, have stolen his things. |
come across as someone very genuine, apparently. And I am, he certainly does

not need to worry about me, | would never steal any of his ideas.

However the concept of having to get friends to sign agreements of non-
disclosure is quite remarkable. Only in L.A. would you find such a thing, | would
say. This is so much like the total opposite of my own personality, | have

everything online for everyone to see and steal.

And now | have to go back to bed. I feel very sick.

I have been awakened by my new friend from North Hollywood. He says he is
visiting a friend around here and was asking if | needed anything like water, that
he could drop on his way here. It is the second time that he proposes to drop

everything to come and help, since | am sick.

This is a very interesting dilemma. Because even if | needed help, of course |
would never ask him to come all the way from North Hollywood. It would be
taking the piss and no one in their right mind would keep a friend taking the piss.
So why ask? | don’t want to read too much into this, | think he is just a kind

hearted person with a lot of time on his hands.

He called to let me know he contacted his friend actor to tell him about me.
Apparently that actor asked him many questions about me before considering
meeting me. And then, he asked the magic question. He was wondering if | knew

anything about parallel universes.
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Now, this would also be time for alarm bells, and would be from the domain of
the impossible. How probable is it that they are working on a film about parallel
universes (now in post-production), that something is not right and they would
need me to sort it out? As a matter of fact, | am an authority on the subject,
having written the only full report about it you can find on the Internet. Could not

be better, really.

If all true, | will meet that guy within two weeks, close to Christmas. | will
probably impress him with my potential and aptitudes, and start working with

them on their projects.

From the point of view of destiny, once again I must have built up this whole
reality, as it seems so unlikely. I don’t even need to wish for my future to be
bright, it seems all of this was put in motion at the time when | was hoping for
some external help to get me out of the conference world. I might be seeing a

way out of this after all...

15 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 8

My first day back in the office after being sick for three days. | was expecting
troubles. However yesterday | stopped myself to work on this changing the future
or parallel universe thing, | said to myself that everything would be fine in the
office, everything will be great from now on, and being sick will be fine. And sure
enough, everyone else has been sick, my valley girl has missed two days and a
half work, three other people missed days as well, so there was no way they

could think I was faking it. Thank God. And everything is fine.

I also said to myself that 1 would meet those actors/producers and | will definitely
work with them. That is not very hard to imagine that it will come true anyway,
from a destiny point of view. It is obvious | am here for just that and that it
would have happened eventually. But sooner rather than later is what counts, |
need to get the ball rolling before Christmas and | need to work very hard at
convincing them that | am indispensable, because of my imagination and

knowledge in the science and science-fiction areas.
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And the third thing | wished and convinced myself that would happen, is that |
can no longer wait another maybe two to three weeks before meeting my Kiddo,
things need to move faster and something needs to develop now. Sure enough,
yesterday on the phone my Kiddo said that his sister was sick, and might no
longer wish to go celebrate an early Christmas at this aunt they have somewhere
in California. 1 might meet my new baby in less than three to four days. I’'m sure

it will happen now.

Yesterday my conversation with Norton was very deep indeed. He told me more
that |1 could have ever imagined possible, especially that I am still a stranger to
him. Again another one of his generation, he took a lot of drugs in his days and
still is addicted to some pills called Vitago or something. | don’t understand how
painkillers are supposed to give you a high, but somehow he always manages to
get 200 of them and get through that within a few months. If that was all, it
would still be OK.

He told me something that disturbed me so much, | could not sleep last night,
and all day today | could only think of it and him, the poor guy. This would have
happened in a film, and we would not even think twice about it, but when it

actually happened for real, it is something | can’t even begin to grasp.

I feel |1 should not be telling this in my blog, by respect for him. It is something
after all that he never told anyone in his family for decades. And it took his
mother to be on her death bed for him to admit to her that dark moment of his

existence in New Mexico.

This will remain in my hidden blog and will only be published much later, in a

book, if ever a book is published out of this blog. It will not go online.

He told me that in his early 20s he married a wonderful American-Indian who
looked like Catherine Zeta-Jones, but even better looking. They had a baby girl

together and lived happily in New Mexico for a while.

Until the ex-boyfriend, a Cherokee, came up with a gun and shot both his wife
and his child in the head. After that he went back home to his family, depressed
for a long time, and never told anyone even that he got married to the most

beautiful woman on earth and had a wonderful little girl with her. All that was

22



now gone as if it had never existed but in his mind. Not telling anyone also

helped I'm sure to convince himself that none of it actually took place.

Strange enough he mentioned parallel universes to me, as if | could not run away
from this. When he was in a coma three years ago, when he woke up two months
later, he said he was convinced he was with them both. I asked him if she had

given him a message, and he said yes, that it was time to get back to reality.

This was difficult thing to admit to me, and he kind of surprised himself in a way
afterwards, as if he could not believe he could have told me this so early on in a
relation. He says that he feels so comfortable with me, he feels he can tell me

anything.

The poor Kiddo has not gone through one life crisis, but two. The comma and the
killing of his family by an American-Indian who never had to pay for his crime,
since this fell under the law of the American-Indian community and they perhaps
felt it was justified or did not know how to deal with this, and finally did nothing,

I’'m not sure.

This story certainly did add a new dimension to my Norton, he is now certainly a
four dimensional person to me, the fourth dimension being time, his past. | really
feel for him and it makes me love him even more. | can’'t wait to take him in my
arms to reassure him that there is more to life, and that someone can still love

him genuinely and share great moments together.

Of course all of this would be at the expense of my long time relationship with
Stephen. And this is also something | will eventually have to deal with and is not
going to be easy. | sometimes wonder how all of this will turn out and if I can
actually decide myself how | wish this to turn out. And if so, what | should decide.

But | guess | don’t have all the data to make any decision yet.

Norton often wonders how his daughter would have grown and if she would have
children by now. He said he could now be a grand father. Heek! What a thought!
He is only 43. | kind of don’'t really like dealing with people who were

heterosexuals in their younger years and decided to be gay much later in life.

He says that without this horrible event, he might still be happy married right

now. And this pushed him to the limits of the existence, and it would explain why
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he took so many drugs afterwards, though he says it is mostly in his past now.
Thank God.

| suppose one generation over mine, you could not be gay even if you were, and
you had to marry. It would explain why so many forced themselves into
marriages and babies, and are now sort of regretting this, though none of them

would change anything to how everything in their lives happened.

Maybe | should go for people my age, who have been gay all their lives and were
not pushed towards a life they never really wanted in the first place. They seem
to have awakened quite late in the U.S. compared with other countries, probably
because religion is still very strong and politicians can still openly talk against the
gay lifestyle, pushing everyone into a corner from fears of living the life they are

destined to live.

However people my age are like me. They have experienced nothing, they could
be over 30 years old and not have experienced anything. Not to say that | would
have liked them to have been drugged to full capacity for ten years of their lives,
but still, 1 would like to have something to put my teeth into, so they too could

become at least three dimensional.

Which bears the question, am | at all a three or four dimensional person myself?
Or just two dimensional? | have not gone through any real crisis, and yet | have
been more than willing to end my life many times because | could not see the
point of living. I have not even known what death really meant, since no one
really close to me ever died, except my grand-parents and | was not close to
them at all. | was already gone when they died, and sometimes | have to think

hard to remember if they are still alive or not.

Perhaps it is better this way. | did not need more life crisis just to be able to say
that | have lived and that | have a lot of experience. | suffered enough without
crisis, anymore and perhaps | would no longer be here right now. And | will
eventually have to deal with the death of my parents, | guess. Though it could

still be a long time before that happens.
Oh Norton, my poor little baby, who has gone through so much. I know you

probably don’'t need my support, but | would love to give it to you all the same.

And I look forward talking to you tonight and meeting with you this weekend.
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18 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 9

I am now outside on the balcony of my studio, it is cold and | am overlooking the
car park with all the people walking around. The musician from North Hollywood
is still sleeping. He arrived at midnight last night and we talked all night, all
morning and finally went to bed at 1 or 2 pm. | only slept two hours and | will

need to go to bed very early tonight or else | will be sick again.

I have to say that it has been the weirdest day of my life. He drank something
like 12 beers and half a bottle of Porto, and he smoke some grass. He was very

nervous, talked non stop for hours on hand and would not leave anymore.

So | assumed that he wanted something more, but since he never had sex with a
man except that 18 year old God, | thought he did not know how to tell me. Why
else would you stay at someone else's place for over 12 hours, repeating yourself
like he did? Well I assumed wrongly, and the next thing that happened was

probably the most embarrassing moment of my life.

He eventually came to bed beside me since he was too drunk. He wanted to
drive, that would have been crazy. So | got closer, it has been forever since | had
any sort of affection whatsoever. He did not push me away. So | got my clothes
off, | took his clothes off, and we stayed in bed naked in each others arms for

perhaps 10 minutes.

His brain went into overdrive, he spoke a lot about that 18 year old kid with
whom it was a sort of a dominating relationship on the part of the kid. It is now
turning against him since the kid claims he was not 18 yet, when apparently he

was.

He was rock solid, he would not move, he was in some sort of frozen state,
perhaps a deep psychological blockage. And we talked about it quite openly, he
confirmed it. And eventually he said something like he did not want to hurt me

and | understood that this was not going to happen. So we went to sleep.
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This whole thing has been exhausting, and | cried again Friday night, and this
morning, and | almost did now thinking about my cat. | cannot deny that | am an

emotional wreck.

| feel completely abandoned by Norton, who now tells me that the day we will
meet will be Christmas day, next Saturday. Except that he did not work yesterday

and ignored all my phone calls all day and the previous day.

We would have had the perfect chance to meet, | even had a car for once to
come and pick him up, and | said so on his answering machine. And yet it was
more important for him to do his washing and go all around town to buy some

stuff he ordered at some shop.

This is getting beyond the joke, our phone calls now are just a long litany of
complaints on my part and apologies on his part. Talking on the phone has now

become too painful.

So | re-invited Stephen to come to L.A. for Christmas, and asked him if he would
want me to come over to London. Financially both options are not viable. But I

don't want to spend the whole Christmas alone.

You might think that at least | have a friend, however after | tell you everything
he said to me in the last 12 hours, you will understand that we are from different
planets and that I cannot afford to spend 12 hours talking like this on a regular

basis. It is simply killing me.

Well, you remember that | was kind of thinking that perhaps | could influence my
future. Well, my friend travels through time and through space using his mind. He
can tell you exactly what will happen to anyone in the future, and answer any
question about anything. He is connected to some inexhaustible source of
information and can get all the information he needs from there. He calls himself

an emitter-receiver.

He can also discuss with any dead people, and this in an awaken state. When he
composes his music, Mozart and Bach are there next to him dictating what to
write. He also met John Lennon and Elton John on the second ring of Saturn.
Elton John sang a song for him, and John Lennon told him he was happy, or

something like that, I can't remember now.
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As to why he could actually meet Elton John on another planet while Elton is still
alive, he says that it does not matter, what he connects to is out of time. The

past, the present and the future, it is all the same thing.

I am now alone, he is finally gone. It is 9h24 pm, can you believe? He has been
here almost 24 hours. Why | did not kick him out sooner, is because he came
back with revenge with a new series of statements about his kind of mind

powers.

It would take me forever to transcribe here everything he has said, but suffice to
say that he is a psychic medium. He can predict the future, see ghosts, feel vibes,

tell you anything about anyone instantly.

And then he went on about his vivid dreams about the past, probably of past
lives, where he can live periods of 10 years in a matter of minutes. He has déja
vu that he sees first consciously in dreams and then it happens a few days or

months later.

He can cure people from any disease and basically cured his own heart problems
by thought and concentration alone. Now his doctors are saying that this is a
miracle. He also has a phenomenal memory. Never had to study to pass with
straight As in school, and can memorize a whole film script of 300 pages after

only one or two readings.

However, he never experienced temporal causality loops, or time loops, my
favorite. He never relived the same events twice in real life. | would have been
skeptical if he had said that he did experience that. Which makes me wonder,
how could | not be skeptical about all that he said in the last 24 hours? Oh, |

forgot to ask him about aliens.

He said that he never before told anyone all that stuff, and that he told me more
than he ever did in his entire life to anyone else. You've got to give them that,
Americans are just dying to tell you all their most precious secrets. They barely
hide anything once you gain their trust. And | am so curious myself, I always ask

just about all possible questions.
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So, where does that leave him, then? He is the most psychic person alive. Funny
enough, this is the story of one of my film scripts. And yet, he does not come
empty handed, he is very much believable, and his achievements so far speak for

themselves.

Is it possible? If not, he certainly has a lot of imagination. And his brain is
definitely about to split one way or another from a huge surcharge. He lives at
300 miles per hour, he speaks very fast and constantly. His thoughts are running

through his mind like fire, and he does have an answer to every question.

At this point, most people would have disconnected and told him that he was full
of shit. Not me, whether he is that most psychic person alive or simply just
completely disturbed in his mind, | have never met someone like that before and
I doubt I will ever again. This is Hollywood for you. This certainly requires my
attention and further study. | wish | could dissect a part of his brain and eat it...

I’'m just kidding.

At the same time the guy is definitely troubled. Such a genius who knows
everything about everything, and can fill a room with his confidence, breaks down
completely at the simple idea that he is gay. He cannot accept himself for what

he is.

I have learnt that he never had sex with any of his girlfriends, finishing the
relationship just before sex was about to happen. | guess it would have been over
with me in that bed today when he said that he did not want to hurt me. So he
also appears to have a problem with men, and | just wonder if he will ever be

able to overcome it. In essence, sexually, he is a very dysfunctional person.

What did not help his case, is that young trouble maker with whom some little
things happened, before both he and his father turned against him. The kid is a
menace, he has a criminal record the size of a dictionary and apparently

destroyed many lives before.

You know you are in Hollywood when a young delinquent inspired three people
around him to write books that have all been published. My musician intends to
start writing his book about this whole affaire pretty soon, he said that the whole

book was already written in his mind.
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The favorite hobby of that young person is to torture and kill animals, and he
does that on a regular basis. He tried to Kill both my friend and his father. He was
also very much abused and tortured as a kid, apparently he is the most abused
kid alive. No wonder he turned into the devil himself. And now they’re joking,

saying that he has the famous 666 mark on his scalp.

According to my musician who can predict the future, in five years time the kid
will be all over the news in a story involving hostages and killings. And somehow,

my friend knows he will be involved in that horrible story.

There is so much more | could tell, however there will be at least another few
books written about that kid in the near future, and oh, they’re making a movie

about this. So you will know more than me very soon.

The sexual encounter between that young person and my musician is now
destroying the life of my friend. He cannot stop talking about it, it pours out by

every pore. You can tell that this is the kind of thing that could lead to suicide.

He better start writing that book soon, so he can exorcize this whole thing. Oh,
and he will also write a few songs about this, he has one already done and it is
pretty good. That song will end up in another movie, so then again, you will hear

all about it very soon.

My God, | had not realized that | just had to destroy a few lives, play mind games
like crazy and kill a few animals to become the talk of the whole world (meaning
Hollywood). That's where | went wrong!

I would like to be as celebrated as this kid, he certainly can be proud of all his
achievements. He is now part of history, and is about to become global very
soon. Well done!

24 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 10

I could have met my North Hollywood friend tonight, but | decided against it. Just

in case my Kiddo decided to come tonight instead of tomorrow. | insisted, but he
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knew he would not come. He said he had to go around town get my Christmas

gift, a naughty book that he ordered for me, which actually comes from Canada.

He also took the time to go to the cinema to see that Mountain Brokeback thingy
with Jake Gylenhaal, something about a gay relationship. I'm sure I've got both
the title of the film and the name of the actor wrong. Again, he preferred going to

the cinema instead of coming here.

Something is wrong, it makes no sense to me. After six weeks of talking on the
phone every other day with someone | was hoping to start a relationship, | would
have jumped at the chance to go and meet him as soon as possible. | guess all

humans have not been made the same.

I thought it was fear on his part, and then it would make sense to come in the
morning. If it turns out that he does not like me, or that I don’t like him, he
would not be stuck here for the night. He could just leave or, as he said, we could

become friends.

It is also possible that it has been such a long time for him, since he actually had
a real date which is not just sex, that he needed to prepare both psychologically

and physically.

He bleached his hair today and he will be wearing tomorrow what he most prefers
to wear. Something that he rarely wears. | said, oh my god, he is a drag queen!
He will arrive bleached with a dress and full make up on! He said no, that what he
wears is being worn somewhere else in the United States as a matter of
commonality. So | gathered that he will arrive dressed a cow boy, in leather. He

did not appear to deny that.

Every person | have met here who are really into films and L.A., either live in
Hollywood, or like my Kiddo, lives on a street which reminds us of it. He lives on
Hollywood Way. It might all be a coincidence, | hope so anyway, as it is a bit

ridiculous.

Though | have to admit that | am annoyed when | tell my friends my address, |
write Woodland Hills CA, and though | am one street away to Los Angeles and
Hollywood, they could easily think that I live in Northern California. I have also

been told that Woodland Hills is the nicest and most expensive place in the
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Valley, and | must be living in the most expensive apartment there is. Only
because it makes no difference how much | spend on my apartment, the rest of
my money goes to my creditors. So | might as well enjoy it. However | hope he is
not after my money, because | have none. Though | am quite prepared to help
him if certain weeks he does not work very much, as he said would be likely just

after the holiday period.

So my Kiddo has been preparing for days for this famous first meeting tomorrow.
If not weeks. It is a good indication that he does feel this is quite important to

him, that he looks his best for when we meet.

What | interpreted as a lack of interest, was more a worry of rejection, 1 would
say. And meeting once might change all that. And then | would hope to meet him

at least once a week. That would be too nice.

So today he really enjoyed himself, he went to Venice Beach, enjoy a movie, had
a full day of it. I, on the other hand, stayed at home all day, on Christmas Eve,
and did nothing. In retrospect | should have took the bus and drag myself to Los
Angeles or Hollywood, or even the Beach. It was such a nice day, the hottest ever
since | have arrived. On Christmas Eve... another thing that makes no sense to
me. | am the kind of person who thinks that on Christmas and the New Year, it
should snow like hell. And I have been very lucky in the past, in the North of
Canada my wish has been exhausted many times. Here, it was a day for the
beach and swimming in the ocean. | should have done something instead of

waiting all day for nothing.

| also have to say that this is my first Christmas where | did not have to suffer
Christmas music or the fever of Christmas in the shops, since | have avoided it
all. For me, it has been business as usual, with nothing to remind me of it.
Considering that last year | had 20 days off over the Christmas holiday, and this
year it is merely two long weekends of three day each, then there was no

Christmas for me this year. And | have to admit, | prefer it this way.

Dear, dear, dear... tomorrow | will be meeting my Kiddo! I cannot believe it! |
cannot stop thinking that somehow there will be an earthquake to prevent me
from meeting him. Why, oh why did it take so long for this meeting to take place?

There is a reason for everything, though | cannot see why in this case. Except
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that there is now such a build up to this meeting, | am expecting to meet God

himself. And if | don’t, I will be very disappointed indeed.

On the other hand, let's not forget that | am no longer that cute little thing that |
was. Without these long conversations on the phone, he might not have wanted
to start a relationship with me. So his plans to make me bite for such a long time,
to already develop something before we meet, will at least work both ways. He
must already feels like he knows me. Like | do know him. And | cannot wait any
longer to meet him and fall in his arms. It will be so nice! Especially that | need it
so badly. And I'm afraid, it would not work if it was anyone else. You cannot get
what | need from a quick sex session with a stranger. My Kiddo is someone |

could fall in love with.

It is Christmas in one minute now. That’s it, it is now Christmas. | just burped,
but at least | did not fart. What a way to celebrate Christmas on my own. My
baby has been alone in London all day, miserable because | was not there. It is
the first year he does not put the Christmas light and decorate a tree. 1 should

feel very guilty for meeting my Kiddo tomorrow.

It is so dangerous, what if 1 were to fall in love? Should | have put a stop to all

this while | still could? Can we stop our march towards love?

At the moment | can only think of my meeting with the Kiddo tomorrow morning.
I don’t know what will happen, or what to expect. | have such high expectations,

it better be good.

25 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 11

It is already 20 minutes to 1 in the afternoon. | am no longer worried about what
we will do once my Kiddo is here, | am more worried about the idea that he might
not come at all.

I hope he understands that if he does not show up today, it is finished. | will not
be calling him anymore, | will no longer hope to meet him. The only exception to

this would be if he were to admit why he has been so reluctant to meeting me in

the last few weeks. And if he has a good reason, then I might continue. By a
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good reason, | mean some sort of psychological blockage or another boyfriend or
girlfriend on the side. That would be acceptable, but he will have to admit

something quite big for me to continue this charade.

I have been warned about people making a fool out of yourself on these dating
websites. And | have to say, it is starting to look just like that with my Kiddo.
Well, it looked like that for many weeks now, and somehow he always succeeded

in convincing me that it was not so.

I am about to call again his two phone numbers, it would be the third time in the
last hour. He turned me into some sort of freak who now calls and calls his

potential boyfriend when there is no such thing. | hate it.

My god, he will be here within 15 minutes! I’'m sorry | doubted him...

He is now gone. He stayed less than six hours. The reason being that his sister
was coming back from wherever she was, and he needed to be home for her.
Why? Because she worries a lot for him when he is not around, he could lose
consciousness at any moment, as he did three months ago. This is so touching,
that he would need to go back home so his sister does not worry. | suspect it is

also the reason why it took so long for him to finally meet me.

The other reason must have something to do with the fact that he is not 43, but
53. And he certainly made the mistake of the century by showing me his driving
license, while | was certainly not asking to see it. The number 6 before the 2, on
his birthday, has obviously been changed. He claims that they made a mistake
and made him 10 years younger. And he needed to be older to take care of his

mother affairs after she died.

Nice try, but I don’t believe it. I'm not certain when his mother died, but it was
within the last 15 years. So he would have been old enough to take care of
everything after her death. In fact, the only reason | could think of for changing

his birthday, is to look 10 years younger so he could find a nice young boyfriend.

He is also the only single person | have met on that dating website who has a
verified identification. And now | understand why, because to fool the system is
as simple as changing one number on one’s driving license. And a scan or a

photocopy of that card sent by post would fool anyone.
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So it is pretty clear that he is 20 years older than me, not 10. And I'm sorry to
say, it makes a huge difference. It also shows in his face, he has lost most of his
hair on half of his head, and his hair chest is mostly white. No wonder he needed

to bleach his hair and eyebrows before meeting me.

I have been fooled before about age. My actual boyfriend in London told me he
was 29 when | met him, and | soon realized afterwards that he was in fact 36.
Today that difference does not make much difference (we have a 13 years age
difference), but at that time | was still cute and beautiful and young, and filled

with prejudices. 36 would have been too old for me, 29 was acceptable.

As actually, to tell the truth, if my Norton had told me he was 53 instead of 43,
there is no way | would have been talking on the phone with him for six weeks
and that | would have met him today. So | feel betrayed again. | never thought |
could have been betrayed like that. The photo on the website is very old indeed,

even if he claims it was taken in the last 12 months.

Gosh | have been stupid. 1 must be the only damn person on that dating website
who’s not lying. At the same time, | certainly will avoid any kind of surprise like
that. And | certainly also got everyone frightened to contact me in the first place.
It is their lost, because they would be more secured with me, since with anyone

else it would be surprise time once they get there.

So | was walking towards him, he was waiting on the corner after he got out of
the bus. Even from afar, | knew he was not the guy | was expecting. Once | got
closer, | even realized that 1 would never have recognized him if he had not
recognized me. | can tell you that | was not happy in my mind. And that I

completely understood why he waited so long to finally meet me.

His bleached hair might have hidden his white hair, but it certainly also made
them look very much white, so it did not help his case at all. He looked older than
he might have been. My Stephen in London is supposed to be two years older
than him, so | know how he should look like. He definitely looked 53 instead of
43.

26 December 2005
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Kiddo Blog in L.A. 12

I fell asleep quickly yesterday and | did not have the time to finish my story with
the Kiddo. Despite all, he has a very nice body, with a nice dick, nice legs and a
wonderful little ass. He is slim and he looks great in his jeans. Only his face looks
older, the rest is fine. Which makes me wonder, can a 53 year old have such a

great body? So we had sex all afternoon, and it was wonderful.

And call me once he was back home, and | fell in love again with that voice of his,
which sounds totally different in person and does not have the same effect. So
something might develop with the Kiddo in time, but not really. He will only be
able to see me once every two weeks | would imagine, he is not exactly the cute
little thing I thought he would be, and all of this made me appreciate my Stephen

in London even more.

I am now convinced that | won’t me anyone better than my Stephen and | renew
my vows to him on the phone. | told him that | was ready for a second ten years
term with him, and that | would very much love to finish my days with him. In a
way, it is great news that | now know that | won’t fall in love with the Kiddo. His

head looks too weird, however | don’t know what the future has in store for me.

Today | need to work most of the day on my conference, and | also need to check
out the shops around for specials on TVs and DVD recorders. | don’t suppose
their Tivo machines would be half price? They already have a $200 rebate on
these machines, that you need to get back through the post. Sorry, | can’t wait
that long and live without that $200 at the moment. So | can’t afford a Tivo box.
And | can’t spend too much either, since | will have to sell all my stuff before | go
back to London, and | would imagine that | will be selling everything for almost

nothing.

But God, | spotted Sony DVD Recorder which can also record 80 hours of TV, and
that is the same as a Tivo without any monthly subscription. | want that machine,
it costs $800. | would leave with it for England hoping it will work there...

27 December 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 13
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The most gorgeous guy contacted me today on the dating website. | had never
seen someone so perfect. Of course, not wanting to lie, I send them three more
recent photos, and now | know | will never hear from him again. Anyway, for one

full second there, | was allowed to dream.

Yesterday | deeply needed to hear the voice of my Kiddo, | called, left a message,
and of course, not understand my desperation, he never called back. Well tonight
I don't feel the need to talk to him. I'm listening to The Smiths videos, I'm

drinking beers (my fourth one now), so | have all the fuel I need.

Funny how Morrissey’s songs over the years, always appeared to be perfect for
the moments | was living, and how perfectly | was thinking everything he sings
about. Must be destiny, | always thought. However, he was just very honest in
his songs, and this universal. Which brings the question, is anyone else actually
honest when they write their songs? Since | cannot connect to any of them, |

guess the answer is no.

Which brings me to my own books and how dark they are, and honest, and how
people connect to them. | guess to find people as depressed as you are, is a
comforting thought and ultimately make you happy. Glad that such black material
could actually help the people on the same wavelength. Of course, it is
completely incompatible with anyone who | actually happy to live this life. Those
people need to go see their doctor, no matter how much it costs here in the U.S.,
as they are certainly not normal, as it is quite clear that in the life we all lead at
the moment, happiness just cannot be part of the equation. I can see you don’t
know what | am talking about, never mind. You must be one of those happy

ones, go and get lost then.

6 January 2006

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 14

I cannot believe what | have heard tonight! This is just too much!

Dear me, it is nearly 3 am, | am working tomorrow, and yet | have to write down

here what happened to me last weekend and tonight. Because both these crisis

are so at opposite ends, that | cannot understand how in hell I could have been

so blind.
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Never in my life did I meet someone | simply could not read. And yet, all these
possibilities have ran through my mind, it is why after all | invited Leonardo over
last weekend. Leonardo is my musician from North Hollywood. | decided to give
him a name tonight, a name he actually likes and that is also part of his real

name.

That is why | invited him for a long night discussion that I knew would have
terrible repercussions over my life. Sure enough, the next day he was still in my
apartment when | had Stephen in England freaking out because he could not
reach me, at a moment of crisis where his phone had been disconnected, with no
way for him to pay the bill until I had cleared out with British Telecom that they
had overcharged us by at least £79.

At the same time, the next morning, Monday morning after the New Year, was
the day my Kiddo was supposed to come over. And at 2 pm Leonardo was still in
my flat, 1 could not get rid of him, and | had so many things to sort out. | also
had to pay for my apartment and my own phone bill here in Los Angeles before

they decided to just kick me out.

It is of course that | did not really care for the Leonardo apart from interesting
conversations. That is all he could have provided at that point in time. | had
already gone into bed with him once, and | was still wearing the scars of that
famous embarrassing night where | have humiliated myself to a level | never
though | would reach in my lifetime. Well, the second time around was even

worse, if that is at all possible.

He picked me up early in the morning and we went to a car auction somewhere
on Venice Boulevard. It was a big scheme of lies and pressure tactics to sell cars

and we spotted it all immediately, so we left quickly.

We went to Venice Beach, walked around the little shops, walked on the beach, it
was raining heavily, it was cold, and the waves were huge. You would have
thought it was real winter and that it would stay that way for months, but today it
was back to summer again, on the 6" of January. It was so nice outside, | could

have swam at Venice Beach.
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After that we went through the canals in Venice, and walked in front of the house
of his famous friend, the writer of science fiction, the biggest ever, which I am
still supposed to meet eventually, and that will be my open door to the greatest
success ever. | never believed it for a second, and yet, it was pretty concrete
when we were there, on the canal, looking at the empty house. And yet, | did not
care at all to meet that guy, | never thought | would. Now I think differently and |

will eventually tell you why.

We then went to eat in a restaurant serving mainly chicken, so there was not
much for me to eat. And | invited him to my place for a coffee. | felt like it, | was

hoping somehow we would end up in bed and that this time it would be different.

I don’t know what went through my mind, | must have been crazy to think it
would be any different from the first time, where he was just a plank of wood on

the bed. But this is human nature, hope and faith, so I invited him.

We took the scenic route. We came back to Topanga Canyon Boulevard via the
Californian coast, visited Topanga in the mountains, one of the most beautiful

village | have ever seen in my life.

A little further down we stopped somewhere to look at the canyon and the
mountains, and | knew this was what | needed to see, to appreciate, to witness.

And it is so close to me, and yet unreachable without a car. | truly loved it.

So back in Woodland Hills, we talked, and we talked, and we talked. At least we
talked about our film script that we are now working on together. | had told him
the whole story in my mind that his structure of the universe had inspired me,

and it was a starting point.

Eventually it was time to go to bed. What a mistake that was. He was again
completely frozen. This time | decided to suck his dick, as he mentioned that, and
he also did mentioned it last time. But he was so cold and out of passion of any

kind the previous time, | never went that far then. This time | did.
He said he liked it, but that’s all, and | don’t even believe him. | really did want to

take him in my arms, share any kind of affection with him, but it was obviously a

one way thing. | was embarrassing myself. The guy had no interest in me
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whatsoever, and yet, he let all that happened, he came to bed with me. What the

fuck!?

| forgot to say that before that, that night, | was in my underwear all night with a
T-Shirt. However it was not supposed to be sexual. The guy stays in my place
over 24 hours at a time, | cannot treat him like a guest, | have to go on with my

normal life while he is here. Simple.

But he took his shirt off and stayed like that all night. And yet | thought this was
just because he thought this is what | wanted. He was just trying to please me,
as he is a kind of guy who cannot say no and will do anything he can to please

you.

At some point in bed | became more adventurous. | had my dick over his and |
kissed him on the lips. Just that, no more. It did not seem to mean anything at

the time, but it did a few days later, so | have heard tonight.

And do you know how this second night in my bed ended? | had my dick on him
and he freaked out! He said: | don’t want a penis on me, it is a real turn off for

me!

Now, please, tell me, who in this world could continue to have sex with a man
who would tell you something like that? No one in the real world, that’s for sure.

So we went to bed after that, | can assure you.

The guy cannot feel a dick on him without having a panic attack? Gosh, he must
be straight then, but then, he does not like women! He must have the biggest

blockage possible in his mind then. And that is even worse!

I was shaken by this whole thing. The next day | had only one idea, to get rid of
him as quickly as possible so | could move on with my life which, because of him,

was already going into the gutter.
I don’t sleep anymore, | cannot communicate with my Kiddo or my boyfriend, |

can’'t even pay my bills since | never get the chance to go to reception. | waste

long weekends | could have used to write, just to talk to the guy. A nightmare.
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So the next day | told him, | said that we will never again be intimate. It is clear
he does not desire me, or even if he does, he is so blocked psychologically that |
thought, good luck to any guy who will have sex with him, it will be a disaster.
And thank god, | thought, | will be nowhere near them when it happens

sometimes in the future.

So time passed, | actually wrote eight pages of that script we discussed, a friend
of his had the time to die in between and he spent two days with the wife (that is
the second time he tells me one of his friend dies and the wife suddenly calls to

him for a shoulder to cry on), and then he read what | wrote.

I was not expecting anything, | thought he would say it was all crap. It seems
that it opened the floodgate. The floodgate of truth. Came a bit late, | have to
say, and at such an unexpected moment, that | am totally confused and don’t

know what to do nor can | understand the implications.

Tonight the guy told me he was in love with me! He said | love you on the phone!
I could not believe it. Of course, that came after everything else he finally
admitted, and as | thought, all of this was not meaningless, something did

happen between him and 1.

What | did not know, what | could not suspect, is that it had a much more

profound impact, and was running much deeper, than | could have ever guessed.

I think telling him that nothing intimate should ever again happen between us,
and that he should definitely try to meet a guy on that dating website, that was it
for him. It was like telling him that | could no longer put up with this, and that |
was not willing to. What we have would remain a friendship and a working

relationship, that'’s it.

I think he then went into panic mode. He clearly never intended to meet anyone
else, as he was claiming before. What he wanted all along, was what | suspected,

and yet, he managed to convince me that it was not the case.

He wanted to unfroze, take me in his big arms, kiss me, whatever, but he could
not. Something to do with his parents who were too distant and cold, and the
straight guys with whom he had sex before, where showing any affection would

be laughed upon and destroy everything. Because apparently, having sex with
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straight guys, is just about sucking each other’s dick and that’s it. Anything else

would be considered being gay, and that is just not acceptable.

Oh God, why do you send me such a retard? A word he cannot actually stand,
and when | use it, he corrects me, | need to say mentally handicapped people.
And that’s what he is.

So tonight he said that he cared about me much more than | could imagine or be
aware of. That was news to me. Nothing ever at any time suggested any of that.
And now we have jumped just about any steps in between, the guy is in love with

me!

I don’t know what to think anymore. | don’t know where | stand now with my
Kiddo and my boyfriend. This was unexpected to say the least. And he even had
the guts to insult me. He said that for one full hour that last weekend, he
observed me very carefully. This is when he realized that he loved me, that | was
somehow very beautiful inside and outside, and that the only thing that was
stopping him, was that I was a bit overweight. Well, at least, when | get the
truth, | certainly do get it fully. And the thing is | have lost weight since I'm here,
a lot, without even trying. Probably because | am so freaked out by what I did, by

coming here in the first place, and | am so lost.

And now he seems to have been able to go over that little problem, since
everything else about me is so perfect, apparently. What he saw in that hour, I
reckon, is what my Kiddo saw instantly after seeing me for less than a minute.
My eyes and my smile. The brightness of my eyes. It seems to be able to have

quite an effect.

And my Kiddo fell in love right there. It is just unfortunate that his sister keeps
him home, or whatever else he has not told me yet. Because it is clear that he
wants to come back, but cannot or is stopped by something else, and | don’t

think it is a lack of time.

So | pretty much already thought it was not going anywhere with the Kiddo. And
yet, if he wants and can meet me this weekend, | won’'t say no. And | told
Leonardo about that, and | certainly don’t feel guilty since his admission came a
little bit sudden and late. | had already decided that we would never again be

intimate, and | was quite adamant about it. I'm not in love, you see...
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Which means that this guy, sometimes in the future, will suffer terribly. Because |
will let him fall in love completely, for a relationship that 1 know will never go
anywhere. | won’'t be able to love him back, | know that. And | certainly don’t
want an icicle for a boyfriend. For once, | can truly say, | would prefer my porno

CDs. It will definitely be more enjoyable.

He wants to learn, at 43. He wants to learn to appreciate sex, something | am
quite convinced that is now beyond his reach. He wants to have his first French

kiss ever with me, and somehow | feel it will actually disgust him.

Am | willing to do that? To teach him to actually enjoy something that seems to
go against his nature? | tell you, I thought he was either straight or that my
overweight problem was just too much for him. | thought he would meet the right

guy and all his blockage would end. I'm not so sure anymore.

At the very least, after all that he said tonight, | can expect him to actually move
a mussel next time he sleeps in my bed. I might even hope that he will take me

in his arms. Can | now hope that he will actually enjoy it? God knows.

Can we fall in love with someone, and yet, not desire them sexually? Is he
repeating the same pattern that he did with his only true love with that first
girlfriend he had? He wanted so much to love her, to enjoy sex with her, and of
course it never came true since he was gay. Now | feel that after 43 years, he is

so screwed up, that there will be no difference between me and her.

I don’t want that. | don’t need that. | don’t feel like it. | want to enjoy sex. That is
anyway the only reason why | am not faithful at the moment whilst | am in Los
Angeles. That my sex life with my boyfriend has become inexistent over the

years.

Sex with Leonardo is worse than being inexistent, it is a traumatizing experience.
Of being told that a dick on him puts him off. And dear me, | have not even tried
to French kiss him yet. And he speaks of that simple kiss on the lips I gave him

as some sort of milestone in his life. Please, give me a break!

Well, he did say that in his mind, on that level, he was just like a kid. Perhaps

this is the secret of writing great film scripts. Perhaps this is all the innocence you

42



need to describe what love is, in a way that none of us, normal people, could ever

understand.

Maybe we skipped that step altogether, or it happened for one long second when
we were 18, and now it is completely forgotten. | certainly have no clue myself
about what love is. For that matter, I'm not sure if | am still capable of feeling

anything.

I don’t want to think about the consequences of what he has admitted tonight. |
just understand that, for him, it was the hardest thing he ever did in his entire

life. I've got to be sensible about this, I've got to be careful not to hurt him.

I can’t believe that all this time | thought he was trying to spare me, that he was
trying to not hurt me and my feelings, and that is why | thought he went that far.

But perhaps it was his initial idea, and then he got caught at his own game.

One hour of intense observation was all that he needed to change his mind about
me. And suddenly, the world he lives in, has changed. Love, real love, got into
the equation. And now, probably, he is even more screwed up than he ever was

before.

Poor him. And | do feel bad about this. | do not wish to be part of someone else
suffering. 1 do not want to be the object of such attention when it is not
reciprocated and especially with someone that | had surmised as completely out

of order when it comes to the matter of love and sex.

God knows where this will end. What will happen next. What | will be thinking

and saying here after the weekend. And actually, this frightens me.

Funny enough, when | told my mother that | had met this guy in Los Angeles,
and that we would be working on a film script, the first question she asked me
was: is he gay, is there any way you two could fall in love? And when | said no,

she was disappointed.

She said it would have been nice for me to find love and some sort of secure
relationship here in L.A. When | reminded her that | did not need that, that | had
my boyfriend in London, a relationship of 10 years, it did not seem to have any

effect on her. Another mystery of life...

43



9 January 2005

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 15

Only three days have passed since my last entry, and yet, | feel it has been more

than a week.

I wrote 8 more pages for the script, we are now at 20. He wrote 4. He took
forever, but my, it is in the style of a novel, and even poetry. When | read that

this morning, | fell off my chair.

First | thought this would not do, our styles are way too different. This is a film
script, let’s be practical about it, we're not writing a novel or poetry. Then | felt
inadequate, English is after all my second language, and | certainly could make
an effort to write like him, but | don’t want to. It is the same in French, | want to

write what comes naturally, I don’t want this to become painful.

The result is of course that some people see in both my French and English,
nothing that could be considered literature. And yet | claim to be an author, I
have six books published in Paris, 1 have even written more in English than most

authors in their lifetime.

Sometimes it comes back to haunt me, that perhaps | am no author after all, that
I simply cannot write in an interesting style. Then | could just try, make an effort,
but 1 don’t want to. | would prefer to stop writing altogether, so it is a no win

situation.

Some sort of compromise will have to be reached. | will have to polish my style,
and he will have to get down a notch in the literary work. Or else, he will have to
rewrite everything | write. And it seems to be what he has chosen to do. At the
moment, based on all my descriptions of the characters and my main timeline of
the events (the short synopsis), he is writing the long synopsis and the story in

detail.
This is something | never thought could actually happen. | have never met before

anyone who could actually write or really contribute in a writing partnership. |

have always been the one doing everything, or almost. Well, that is not true, let’s
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just say that | was not expecting him to take over what | thought I would be

doing and that | had been doing so far.

In a way, it is remarkable, especially coming from someone who looks like a truck
driver (and he has a truck), or a construction guy with no intelligence. In fact, he
appears to be that genius guy who can be creative and excellent at everything he
does. And that in itself makes me feel inferior. Something | never felt before, as |
had never met anyone | thought was better than me, despite my doubts about

my abilities sometimes.

The truth is, | need that guy. Without him, without his inspiration and talent with
English and at writing, and even the music for the film, and his contacts, and god,
what else, there is no way in hell I could even achieve anything here in

Hollywood.

At the same time, | also feel that without my determination, my hard work, my
16 pages written in less than four hours, my whole thinking process, all my ideas
which were able to bring all our theories and other inventions together, he could
not have got anywhere either. | am the fire in his belly. I am the catalyst. Just as

he seems to be for me.

Could it be possible? That each on our own could not accomplish great things, but
together we will lay that huge egg that could actually rival The Matrix series?
Because our film script at the moment is so complicated, and so ingenious, that it
could be compared to The Matrix. Not a poor copy, but an equal. And yet, we did

not draw any inspiration from it. I am just talking in terms of scale of the project.

We could also just be dreaming, and this is also important. To be pretentious
enough to believe that we could create a revolution and write something as huge
as the best sci-fi films out there. Better not think too much about that now, let’s

just concentrate on the job at hand.

We have not mentioned again his love declaration since it happened. We have
only talked about the script. Tomorrow he is sending stuff to his friend actor
about me, we were supposed to send what we have so far about the story. But
we have decided to work a few more days on it, for greater impact, also because
we have discovered that what he has written so far is so good, even it is all based

on what | have written and my own ideas, at the same time, he can transform it
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into something much better. I'm still learning | guess. | just hope I'll be able to
do the same in my other projects, once I'm working on my own. Or else, | will be

stuck with him for the rest of my life.

Or his life, which should not be long anyway because of his heart problems. Same
for his friend actor, he discovered today that he has a tumor, and perhaps cancer
got in there. This is just great, they will all be dead before the movie gets into

production...

Perhaps | should stop being creative, maybe there is a link with the life span.
Everyone seems to be dying at the moment around my friends, at times it seems
it is all they can talk about. And since | have never really experienced that, I can

be pretty insensitive at times.

I am still living under the illusion that I am immortal, and that everyone else is as
well. The others who dies, they are never connected to me, or to the people I live
with, it only happens to others and you read it in the newspapers in between the

sports results, something else that is totally meaningless to me.

Today | had some sort of memory that came back to me. When we were going
around Los Angeles in his truck, and we passed some attraction park on a pier. |
saw that again in the movie Bean, and today it all came back to me. These few
seconds on the road, actually meant something to me. | could be developing

feelings for him, and yet | would not sacrifice my boyfriend for him.

Could I get to that point? Could | fall in love as well? It would certainly make
everything much easier for both of us, for both our careers. It is adding a new
dimension to it all. Well, he is certainly all that | could hope for, apart from being
a Ginger Kid. Even that | was able to get over quite early on. He is a strong man,
with strong hands, a well built body, and a bit stupid when it comes to computers

and other areas of life like love and sex.

This is so cute, this is charming. He will also do anything to please me, never
contradicting me, and yet he is very honest. He is such a nice and great guy, and
I am almost realizing this at the same time as | am writing it now. But to replace

my baby who is alone now in London? | don’t want to! I'm already in love!
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Is this not what | wanted in the first place? Is this not what | wished for and
dreamt about for many years? It is now all coming true, and I am fighting it, with

all I have.

I thought for a second that the Kiddo could have been it, and | have to admit that
I wanted it, | built a whole romance around him which has been systematically
destroyed by him. He is 53, not 43. He does not look like the photo | had of him.
He still has a great voice, and god knows, | will use him for voice over if | can in a

video game or a film at some point, but he is ultimately a liar.

He again invented a whole story about waiting for a plumber and a mess in his
apartment in order to avoid coming here on Sunday. And Saturday it was his
famous aunt again who wanted to see him and his sister. And | am sorry, it is
just too much, too many times. Something else is going on, and at this point, |

don’t event want to know.

It is obvious that destiny is rushing him out of my life as quickly as possible. He
served his purpose, he helped me survive the first two months where |1 was so
desperate and alone, | could have gone back to London on a whim, like my boss
spitting on me yet again. When it is so important that | try to forget about that

and concentrate on what | am here for, to write!

At least what | am writing now for this blog, is different from last year, what |
was writing then. Something big was missing, obviously. And it could be just the
beginning. Soon I might have a lot more to say here, once | meet these people.
And it takes forever, no wonder people drop dead here and there in L.A., they
just can’t wait anymore for anything to happen. They have the time to die before
anything actually happens. Just give me 100,000,000 dollars, and | will show you

what can happen, and how fast it can happen.

I will produce a full scale sci-fi film faster than producing a miserable two day
conference with 20 speakers on the program. The project will be so massive, it
will surpass even the construction of those gas pipelines in Alaska. | will hire the
planet! And we will build that spaceship for real, and | will ship myself outside the

universe in the process instantly. How nice would that be...
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I am beyond the dream now, | will actually get that spaceship built for real. | can
certainly dream that, with all that | thought of to actually make it credible, 1

might just invent the real thing in the process.

All the stars in the Universe, beware, cos’ I’'m comin’!

12 January 2006

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 16

Oh dear, | smoked more than one pack of cigarettes today. That means at least

$150 a month | spend on that, not even counting what it does to my health.

My new boyfriend must be about to call me. It is 9h20 pm, he should be getting

up soon. He lives at night, you see.

He calls me the next best thing that ever happened in his life, | believe. He told
his closest friends about me already. They are all happy for him. He already talks

of moving closer to me, and what he means, is moving in my flat.

I can understand that nothing would keep him in his miserable room, even
though he has been living there for many years, and developed a special
relationship with the owner, a Jewish woman who has been more than
understanding with him. Letting him work around the house instead of paying his
rent. And now he will start paying again in March, and | bet he would much rather

move in with me, as he has hinted many times before.

15 January 2006

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 17

Leonardo takes so much of my time, that I can’'t even finish my sentences in my
own blog. As | was trying to say, he sees our relationship so consummated
already that he talks of moving together, when the guy has never yet touched my

dick or laid a hand on my body.

At the same time, the guy is a psychic medium which manifests itself in his

dreams. He sometimes has vivid dreams and so far he said that they all came
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true to the detail. So not only he can see the future, but on top of it, he cannot

change it. He said that he never tried to change it, so perhaps he could.

Since his father’'s death, he never had any more vivid dreams. And before his
father’s death he had a whole string of dreams about it, he even blacked out at

his father’s funeral and could not remember anything of what happened.

Since | came into his life, he started having these dreams again, and they are
now about me. Not my death, and if it was he might not tell me, he said, but

about our future together.

He saw me living in a huge house in the hills somewhere around here in
California, 1 was rich and my mother was helping me dress for a special happy
occasion. Leonardo was there, planting trees, and in the bedroom where | was
looking at the ceiling, feeling guilty about something | had done. Another girl
there was saying that I was not being very fair to him. That “him” was the

problem.

To whom was | being unfair to? About what? This dream is a vision of the near
future, three to five years at most. And Leonardo immediately assumed that the
person | was not being fair to was him, when in retrospect it could have been

anyone else, including Stephen in London (most likely).

So Leonardo called me this morning, almost in a panic state, asking me what it
was that | was not telling him. How was | being unfair to him. Can you believe?
He accused me of not really signing the contract agreement between us, that |
signed with my three initials only instead of my full name, and therefore voiding

the contract. He thought my name was not my real name in the first place.

Is this paranoia that will develop into something that will quickly get out of
control? Is it just that he has been so played around in the past by virtually all
the people he thought were his friends, that now trust is the most difficult thing

for him to give?

My signature is my signature, whether it is my full name or my three first initials.
The contract is fine, so it is certainly not what he was seeing in his dream. What
could it be then? What is it about? God only knows, until at least he has another

dream which will give us more data. And | certainly want to hear about it,
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because if | will be unfair to anyone in the future, | better be aware of it and
make sure it does not happen. My conscience would not allow it, as his dream

appears to be indicating.

Will | be forced to be unfair then? Will | have the choice? When dealing with third
parties, | might not ultimately be responsible. And yet, feel responsible in some
way. At this time we simply have not enough data. However if he has these
dreams now, maybe it is more connected to the present than we think. And

maybe we have all the data we need. Something needs to be resolved, but what?

The only thing | can think of, is that at the moment | am very much in two minds
about him and our future relationship together. Yes, he can be my best friend, he
can remain so forever. But can | fall in love with him? Can | enjoy sex with him? |
am not so sure. | still love my Stephen in London, | want to finish my days with

him no matter what happens here in Los Angeles.

At some point | am afraid to say, | will have to tell Leonardo that | am sorry, but
this will remain a friendship. Now, this cannot be said at this time, since I am
between two minds and I am no psychic. | don’t know how I will feel tomorrow, in
a few weeks time, or even months. Something might grow between us, | just
don’t know. But if yesterday was any indication of the future, and perhaps this is
what prompted his vivid dream, then we have a good idea that it just won’t work

between us intimately.

It did not help that he arrived here Friday night at the exact time that | came
back from work. So | did not have the time to even clean the apartment. He also
had to go to the doctor to get his cancer spots burned with frozen hydrogen. So
he had all these bubbles over his face and body, and the word cancer spot, even

if there is no cancer in this, but could develop in time, is not really appealing.

I was already wondering how | would actually want to be close to him after all
that happened the first two times. | am starting to get a blockage as well, from

fears that we might do things he might not enjoy.

So when we went to bed, at five in the morning, completely dead | might add, |
was not in the mood and he felt bad. He sort of winged that he even used his
coconut shampoo to be more attractive to me. It was the whining of a child. | did

not know what to make of that.
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But | told him he could take me in his arms if he wanted to, and he debated the
idea in his mind for quite a while, and decided finally that he would need to have
smoke much more grass to do that. He did ask me if | would stop him or reject
him if he were to scratch my tummy and grab my dick. | said no, that he was

very much welcome to do it.

I was however not in the mood, even if | did not say so exactly. | said | was tired
and that we would do more the next morning. And then we did not do anything
the next day. It must have left him inadequate, or filled with regrets. | don’t

know.

I spent more than 200 dollars in our two days together. I am not usually counting
my money, but every time | do at the moment, | know | am one step closer to
never buy my used car. It does not matter anymore since my phone bill came in

yesterday, and it is $330. So | can no longer buy a car.

We went to eat at Maggiano’s, cost me $70. We went to eat at Bob’s Big Boy on
Riverside, another $25. Gas for his car, $20. Cigarettes and alcohol at my place,
$30. Gay bar in Studio City, $31. Conversion of a DVD from PAL to NTSC for his
actor friend, $65. And every time, | saw my car getting away from me, and | let it

all happen willingly.

I don’t blame him, he has no money whatsoever and needs to borrow at high
interest rates of 40% just to survive. So | don’t think that he is a leech at all, so
that is not exactly a problem. However | will not be able to sustain such expenses

in the future, that is certain. And | feel he knows anyway.

Well, at least we had an excellent weekend together, of which | will certainly
remember for the rest of my life. We had great discussions about our film script
and other ideas. We also went for a whole tour of the studios in Burbank. The
Moon in the sky and the black clouds at night (unusual for L.A.) were just so

unreal, it could have come out of a vampire Hollywood film.
And he looks just like Ron Howard, and | think people believe he is him. When we

were at the Bob’s Big Boy restaurant in Burbank, it was weird to see people

looking at us. It gives me some idea of what my life could be in the future if | get
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to be with known people, though I am not particularly looking forward to it. | hate

all that crap of knowing the right people and trying to get into their lives.

Leonardo showed me the apartment of his actor friend, and at first he could not
find the place, and pointed out to me the wrong building on the wrong street. My
God, when was it last that he met with him? And then the right apartment was
showed to me, and it was actually almost identical to the first one, so | believe

the mistake was genuine.

In the gay bar in Studio City he was especially interested in “if other people would
look at him”. And many did, as he looks like a truck driver, and therefore was the
most masculine guy in there. Also that we were in Studio City next to Universal
Studios. The place was filled with wannabe actors and one talked to us. Probably
thinking that being older than the rest of the crowd, we were some big wig of the
industry. When he realized that we were not, he disappeared quickly. I'm telling
you, if | ever meet another one of those wannabe actor in my life, I'm gonna

start shooting them.

19 January 2006

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 18

I have frightened the Leonardo tonight. Well, what do you expect? He showed up
uninvited again at the same time that | arrived from work. Stayed long enough
for me to get very drunk. So in the end he got to see some other side of me. The

pessimistic and ugly side of me.

I had to tell him how | did not believe in ever meeting his great friends, and the
desire to meet them had nothing to do with us working on that film script. Only
him interests me, basically at this time, and what we can create together. Any
other option should have been worrying to him anyway, it would mean that I am
only interested in him because of his possible contacts, and that | did not care
about him in the first place. Not sure if I was able to communicate that to him

tonight, | guess not, | was quite off the wall. Too many beers I'm afraid.
The thing is, he is so engrossed in the one project that we are working on at the

moment, he thinks there was nothing before it, and that there will be nothing

after. For me it is just one project, and we should not forget everything else in
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parallel, and other projects we should work on. Because that one project we are
working on might not go anywhere, and we need something else to fall back on,

to believe in, to work on.

Maybe | am the realistic one of the two, when surely he should be the one who
knows best in these matters. He has been in more than one hundred films, | don’t
care if he only was a figurant or in supporting roles, that’'s more than | will ever

be able to conceptualize in my life or learn from.

What | tried to make him understand, is that despite the great success of his
friends, things are different for us. It will not fall from the sky, hard work is
required, and we need to be on the dot everyday and work hard at making

anything happen.

Others had it easy, and from the day of their big break, everything just came
naturally. Which is far from being our case. In our case, hard work is required,
and even then, it might never happen, no matter how intelligent and wonderful it

is.

He’s living in another world, where everything happens easily to everyone. While
nothing happened to him so easily. Easy to forget when you are surrounded by

success, the success of others, even when they are your best friends.

But then again, 1 am worried for no reason. The guy has it, he is brilliant. He will
get us there, no two ways about it. Why he has not achieved that on his own
before my arrival is a mystery, because it is obvious that he has it, more than I.
He obviously needed a catalyst, and | am it. So it is going to happen now, only
because | came into his life, and that is why he fell head over heels over me. Sad

when you meet people with so much talent, but need something to trigger it, me.

God only knows where this will end and what will come out of it. I'm listening to
Morrissey right now, and he sings about Battersea Park, a song about a fatty. And
I have met a guy a long time ago who was adamant that this song was about
him. 1 have so much history myself about Battersea Park, including a love story
with the most beautiful and wonderful young man with whom | worked with in

Victoria in conferences, that | don’t need Morrissey to dream about that.
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And yet, it convinces me that London is for me, and that | will die there. | don’t
care about how many years | have to waste in Los Angeles, but one day I'll be
back in London, I'll live in Battersea Park, and that road that follows the Thames
from Earl’'s Court to Parliament Square. | can’t live without it, | understand that
now. It is just a question of time. And my baby in London is my only connection
to it all. I bet he won’t come to L.A. And that | will join him back in time. Might be

a year, I'm sure he can wait. As | can.

My baby in London, god, how | love him. He is everything to me, | don’t think I
could love anyone else like I love him. I miss him so much, even if it is nice to
have some freedom in Los Angeles now. Ultimately I'm going back to him, faithful

completely, like it has been for many years before.

Oh dear, | love him so much, I’'m crying again. And it is not just him that I love, it
is London. And it can only come with him, it is a package. And | see that more

clearly now that |1 have got out of it for a while.

If it is all that Los Angeles is, to meet the right people, then the day you have
met them, you can leave right away. This connection will still exist, and then you
can go back to Old England, the only livable place there is in this world. And still

rip the profit from your eclectic and short stay in Los Angeles.

Los Angeles is growing on me, but | doubt it will ever be what London and the
rest of England has been able to impress on me. It is too late. | had the time to
visit every single town in that country, and this love affair is just beginning. I'm
still crying for my huge lost. Nothing could replace it, not even Los Angeles. I'm
going back, there is no question about it now, though I'm quite drunk and | may
think differently tomorrow. But | would not hope so. Los Angeles pales in

comparison to England, there is no question about it.

Everyone | have met here so far, are just not real. They are a caricature of life,
and could be described as clowns, totally disconnected from the real life I have
come to understand in time. None of them are real, how could they, they are so
disconnected, it is amazing. We’re not living in the same world, that much is

certain.

And that is talking without even having met the celebrities, the ones supposed to

be completely off their head, with nothing in common with anyone of us. I'm just
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talking about normal people, they don’t appear normal to me, they are something
I cannot deal with and that | have no wish to connect with. These are people who
don’t really live, they have gone through a lot, and yet, it is meaningless, as they

are so disconnected. | can’'t explain it.

They do suffer, but it is more like a Hollywood film than real life. That's the only
way | can describe it. As if they suffered, but not really, as long as they have a
story that could become a film or something, as if their suffering was not that real

anyway to begin with. | don’t know.

They seem plastic to me, | cannot believe any of them, they don’t seem real to
me. There is always that idea at the back of my mind that it could do a great
movie, and therefore, they cannot live normal lives, and it shows. None of them
touches the ground anymore, not sure if they ever did. | don’t like it, this is fake,

a fake world.

And | have been so fake myself all my life, you would have thought I would fit
perfectly into their world. But | don’t. I don’t care to succeed or die. Better
continue my simple life in England then, I do miss it. With my baby, who is very

real to me. No pretense, no bullocks, just real life.

21 January 2006

Kiddo Blog in L.A. 19

Two days ago Leonardo told me of a dream he had, about going to that kid’s
house whom he had sex with and which has turned into a nightmare for him. He
dreamt that he went there because he was invited by the kid, but that the
father’s kid was there instead. And then the kid came home with a friend, almost
creeping in whilst Leonardo was talking about the song he wrote about their
relationship in the past. Leonardo said that he did not think the dream meant
anything because he did not feel the usual twitching when he woke up, and that it

did not seem to be like his other lucid dreams.
This morning he calls me to let me know that yesterday (last night) his dream

came true. He went to these people and everything happened just has he dreamt

it. Something important must have happened last night, and in the dream he
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woke up just as the kid arrived. He will tell me all about it later today when we go

and meet his other dying best friend, a woman fighting for her life.

Is he lying to me? Is it just that he had sex with that kid again and the only way
he could prepare me for it was to tell me he dreamt about it the day before, and
in fact, he met that kid two days ago instead of last night? What would be the
point of lying about that? To make it more legitimate, part of destiny, that he

could not fight against it?

Let’'s assume it is true. What was the significance of the dream then? To prepare
him? Or was it so emotionally charged and filled with some sort of weird energy,
that it crossed into his dreams a few days before? And the dream was useless
after all? He could have decided last night to not go there in the first place, he
had the dream before. Does it mean that he had no choice but to go, or else the
dream would have never happened in the first place? These are all interesting

questions.

If after the dream he had decided not to go, then he would have gone back in a
time loop in his life and he would never had the dream before. Even though he
would have had it, in a different timeline or fluctuating reality where past, present
and future mix altogether to become meaningless. Perhaps he can learn to
change his li