02-11-00

Okay, so I was in some hospital, and some ten-legged creature was wreaking havoc on the people on the “hospital” (I’m putting that in quotes because it looked more like an auditorium than anything else).  And so I was at a taping of “Late Night with Conan O’Brien”, and all of a sudden this creature busted in and immediately I felt it was my job to save Andy and Conan.  So I hobbled over the seats, trying to reach the two of them.  By the time I got to them, Richter had already run for dear life.  “O’Brien!” I shouted, grabbing his hand.  Then I, with Conan in tow, ran for dear life.  We hid in some large store room, where Andy was already hiding.  “Are you okay?” I asked Andy.  He nodded as Conan began to pass out.  I caught him, but fell ‘cause he’s huge.  Then I woke up, thinking I had actually saved those two.

02-21-00

I was at some mall with Jimmy (who was actually Kevin), and Scully, along with other police officers were conducting some search.  When we were questioned, we ran.  Jimmy was running faster than me, but I kept him in sight.  Unfortunately, I was knocked out by the back of a Pathfinder.  When Scully found me, she held me down with her gun, and strapped handcuffs on me.  But then something began to echo in my head.  It was almost unbearable and I cringed.  Before I knew it was in some institution, cowering in a corner.  The noise was ringing loudly and they brought me into another room with Mulder.  “Do you know why you’re here?” he asked.  I stared right at him, and shook my head.  As he told me why, the noise came back, louder than ever.  I pounded my head against the wall, and fell to the ground.  “Get ‘em out of my head!” I chanted, almost like a mantra.  As it got louder, the men hurried in and sedated me.  And as they carried me out, I said, “Please help me, Mulder.  They’re trying to kill me.”

02-24-00

It started off at camp, where we were trying to teach kids the backstroke.  Soon after my parents came into the pool, and told me that they, and Jesse, were going on vacation.  Very angry, I left camp, packed a bag, and got on a bus.  This bus took me somewhere above the clouds and what appeared to be a safe haven for runaways.  So I wandered the grounds, seeing all of the wonders that comprised of this beautiful building.  Then a tone sounded – almost like a school bell – and everyone hurried to their rooms, or wherever they needed to be, except for me.  I had nowhere to be, so I stood in the empty hallway, and heard a faint shouting, so I began to walk toward it.  I ended up in the executive wing, and finally found where the shouting was coming from.  Unfortunately, it found me as well, and started running after me.  I ran into the carpeted pool hall, and tripped myself up.  So I had to proceed like a commando and try to hide.  Than plan didn’t work when I realized that my ankle was broken and I heard his booming voice say, “Who are you and what the hell are you doing here!?”  I didn’t answer because I had been gone for so long that I really didn’t know why.  And because I didn’t answer, I felt him strap a cuff around my ankle.  “What’s that for?” I asked.  He tightened the cuff, sending a sharp pain up my leg.  “Oh.”  For a while I was laying on the floor between two pool tables, with the man who was torturing me (who looked a lot like Bruce Willis) sitting on one of the tables.  But then he picked me up, helped me to the infirmary, and when I got out of the infirmary, I had the wings of an angel.

04-19-00

It was the first day of college I believe, and my parents had made me move all of my stuff by myself.  All I was happy about was the fact that I was going to live with my boyfriend John (who was John Cusack a la High Fidelity).  When I got to the school, he was waiting to help me move myself.  My most vivid memory of this dream is settling in to our common area dorm, and I lay down on the couch with one arm over John’s stomach.  I could actually feel him underneath my arm.  Another one was John and I were walking around campus, hand in hand, just enjoying each other’s company.  Then he said something about him having a theater workshop the he wanted me to attend with him.  I agreed and went to pack a bag.  So we went, and had to be separated because of the hotel arrangements.  So I was stuck in a room with three other girls that all wanted my boyfriend.  However, they didn’t know that he was my boyfriend, so they tried to flirt when we were all together.  But neither John nor I would let them touch him.

04-21-00

I was one of four who had a silly putty crystal ball, and they were the key in bringing down some conspiracy.  However, I had been kidnapped by this conspiracy.  In exchange for my freedom I had to hand over the putty ball.  So I gave them the ball, but the group I was with decided to steal it back.

07-05-00

I was on an airplane flight.  It was a small plane, with only a few dozen people.  There were two sections, and one of the flight attendants – who looked a lot like Nick Cage – had come around and explained his plan.  Nick’s Plan: “Everyone had a right to immortality, right?  Well here’s yours.”  And with this bottle of pills and tank of special mix, he made his rounds.  When he got to me I was hesitant, but with my boyfriend (Ed Norton), at my side, I took the pill, he gassed me, but then I awoke again.  After he was finished making his rounds, a laugh came from his stomach, and he popped the latch to the door, causing the plane to crash. *WAKE UP #1* A prep school, in which me and Ed had snuck into, carrying a bomb which would level the entire town.  Once in their assembly, Ed and I sat down, the bomb – in its JanSport home – in the middle of the table.  When a whistle blew, havoc broke out.  “Whatever happens…remember that I love you.”  And I moved into position with the bomb, and instead of leaving the bomb, I clutched it close to my heart, realizing that I was unhappy with immortality, and that there were ways to beat my own immortality.

08-01-00

It was sort of like an American Beauty spoof, well…it was the same parents anyway.  (By that I mean Annette Bening and Kevin Spacey).  I was part of this sort of “terrorist” group, and we decided to break into this house totally not knowing that the father and his children were still inside.  So we did what we knew best; locked the kids downstairs and tied their father to a chair in the living room.  Much to our surprise, he was vocal, but he didn’t physically object to being tied to a plush antique chair in his living room.  Somehow I was left alone with Spacey in the living room.  After a few seconds of silence…”So how did you get mixed up in this profession?”  “What?”  “Did you…have to fill out an application or something?”  “Actually, it’s the family business.”  And I stared at him, and realized who it really was, and smiled, loosening my grip on the gun.  So after a while my associated returned with groceries, and I was getting closer to Spacey.  I was starting to confide in him, and I was hoping that he felt the same way.  So here I was, sitting on the ground with my head on the arm of the chair, rubbing his stomach.  My brothers had set up camp out on the deck, and Bruce Willis had come over with Kevin still tied up, and three of us where talking about “Inside The Actors Studio”  “But…c’mon that’s just a…a trivial show.”  “C’mon, I saw you on that show!?  And that was basically it.  My brothers decided to untie him, and they ran.  However I stayed on the porch, and waited for nightfall.  When the sun went down I climbed back into the kitchen where “my Kevin” was pouring himself a drink.  When I closed the door behind me he slowly turned around.  “I…I couldn’t leave you here in this.”  I slowly wrapped my arms around his waist, and he put down his drink…yada yada yada…end of story?  We had sex. (Yahoo!  The only place I’ll ever have sex with Kevin Spacey!)

08-27-00                First entry @ UB

I was in, I believe if was my writing class, and I had just began to open up to people, when I noticed that one of the guys in my class was the lead singer of Vertical Horizon.  (Note: I kept calling him Matt even though I have no idea what his name really is)  So I kept trying to get his attention, but he was either oblivious, wasn’t hearing anything, or was flat out ignoring me!  But eventually he turned around, and smiled right at me.  He was wearing the same shirt from the “Everything You Want” video, and there was something about that smile that absolutely set me off.  After class I went up to him and said, “Uh, Matt?  I was wondering if you guys could stick around, and play a show for my friend Eric.”  Guess I still feel kind of bad for them bailing on us @ Modern Rock the Earth Day.

11-04-00

Something was definite quite odd about UB.  There were some strange things going on.  For example, in some of the buildings there were staircases that were locked, and some of the dorms had biohazard warnings on their doors.  Now, being that I had been “genetically engineered,” all of these militaristic acts frightened me.  So me and my buddies (one looked like David Duchovny, then there was Chris, Trish, Raff, and Michelle) decided to check things out.  But every time we entered one of those restricted areas, transformations began taking place within my body.  I believe the oddest one was me sprouting wings.  But eventually we found out that they were continuing to perform genetic tests on students, and seemed surprised when I broke down the door to the spiral room.

11-05-00

[Bear in mind that I was sort of drunk last night, plus I wasn’t in my room, either – but I really don’t know what kind of bearing that’ll have on this dream…]  We were in some kind of craft store.  I don’t remember who was with me, but I remember that Bill Clinton and Conan O’Brien were there, so of course I had to latch onto them.  Well, it turns out that some crazed assassin was there as well, but when he cornered Clinton and O’Brien, I just assumed he was after the president.  They went out behind the store, so being the sneaky little bitch I am, I followed them.  When their hands tied behind their backs – O’Brien looking like a deer in headlights – the assassin appeared to be yelling at them both.  “But I…uh I…” I could hear O’Brien pleading.  I moved in for a closer look, and then I saw the assassin pull his gun, and press the barrel right to Conan’s forehead.  When I realized that he was after Conan instead of the president, it was too late {GRAPHIC!!}  I shouted many obscene comments, but instead of shooting me, he ran instead.  When he took off, Conan hit the ground, his blood slowly staining the gentle layer of snow around him.  Trying to keep my composure, I rushed over to him and knelt by his side.  I cut apart the twine binding his wrists and rubbed the back of his head, feeling his still warn blood coat my fingers.  Much to my surprise I heard him cough, so I very gently flipped him onto his back, and almost started cradling him as I grabbed my cell phone and called 911.  But I knew it wasn’t going to help.  I wiped as much blood as I could off of his face, and to make him and comfortable as possible.  With his final breath he mouthed the words ‘Thank you’.  I reached over and untied Clinton, tears streaming down my face.  “You saved my life.”  “Yeah, but I couldn’t save his!”  The next few days after Conan’s death I was in some serious mourning, and was somewhat cheered up by the fact that so were a lot of people.
