
01-25-01

Some kind of town where at least one family is singled out of the crowd, and ridiculed by the rest as being a “bad family”.  So it was simply me and my father (played by Russell Crowe) living alone on a farm.  Okay, so Russell wasn’t exactly the perfect father, but I loved him anyway.  Yeah.  I seriously caused a ruckus everywhere I went, but unfortunately there was my father grabbing me by the back of my neck and his is Aussie accent, always saying, “Kid, you are one serious troublemaker.”  And all I could say was, “Oh yeah?  Guess it runs in the family!”

02-06-01

The All-Star Game was Sunday, so hockey was in the air.  For some reason the players were put in the dorms at the school.  Me and Colleen were sharing a triple, but the third bed was empty, so through some crossed wire Paul Kariya ended up in there with us.  So he had actually gotten there while we were at class, but he was asleep (so I didn’t wake him – shit, he’s got friends who could eat me for breakfast!), so I just sat at my desk quietly.  When Colleen came in, I made a “shhhh” motion, trying to get her to be quiet.  “He’s asleep.”  “Who?”  Colleen noticed the Kariya jersey hanging in the empty closet.  I tilted my head toward the sleeping Paul.  I thought it was funny that he was sleeping in a Mighty Ducks T-shirt.  “I take it the guy likes Paul Kariya.”  “Dude, he is Paul Kariya!”  I remember Colleen laughing, and tossing he head back in (almost) disgust.  “No, I’m not kidding.  He’s really…Kariya.”  Colleen tip-toed over to his bed, and gasped at what she say: “Paul Kariya, sleeping like a baby.

02-08-01

So…what’s a Teemu anyway?  Because, I’m fresh out of ideas.

02-09-01

I was on some college “field trip” with people from school (including the crazy girl Catherine from across the hall), Steve Yzerman and Sergei Fedorov, and a bunch of, I would guess to be Russian nationals.  So, yeah, we were all at some mall, and I was just outsmarting the Red Wings (and I’m not just talking those two; we’re talking most of them) and trying to keep from getting killed.  So instead of going on a murderous rampage, I decided it would be best if I tried to find out what they wanted.  So I captured Brendan Shanahan, and asked, “Why’re you shooting at us?”  He was a little too eager to talk.  “Scotty Bowman…”  That’s all I needed to know.  Scotty Bowman was going to take over the world.  “And how do you know all of this, Amanda?” one of my friends asked.  “Because it’s happened before, except last time I took out Mike Keenan instead.  Didn’t want to destroy the New York Rangers before they could destroy themselves.  And my name’s not Amanda, it’s Loki.  Loki Finch, professional assassin.”  But that’s not the weirdest part of the dream.  There were two really “hmm-that-shouldn’t-be” parts to this dream.  One: Melville was a student @ UB.  Two, instead of killing Fedorov I befriended him, trying to learn all of the details of this plot for world domination.  I was actually kind of sad to see Sergei leave.  Best quote: “So tell me again, why is Sergei Fedorov staring at us?”  “Because we’re the problem.”

02-10-01

Strange dream, although no one famous popped up.  I felt like I was chasing after Chris, because he kept telling me that he loved me, but as soon as I caught up with him he immediately threw me away for some younger, much prettier girl.

02-19-01

I was like a pseudo-Scully; almost like an agent in training, and Mulder had this psychic ability that no one wanted to admit – except for him ‘cause you know Mulder wouldn’t be able to keep his mouth shut.  The odd thing was that Scully didn’t know about his ability, so whenever he’d be guessing, she’d just assume that he was wrong.  But for some reason I could tell that he was psychic, and I also, after a while, started picking up some of the ability myself.  We were in the attic of some rich lady’s house, checking something paranormal out.  “Hey Mulder,” I said, my feet almost frozen to the ground.  “Yeah.”  “You feel that?”  “What?  That cold tingle along your vertebrae, that almost feels like there’s a window open and you just want to close it?”  “Yeah.  Well, do you feel that?”  “I’ve been feeling that since I was 12.”  “Well, enlighten me.”  “Means there’s a ghost, some kind of invisible entity looming about up here.  Be careful; I don’t think he’s friendly!”

02-24-01

Nothing serious, really.  Well, actually something very serious.  Josh and Jesse were getting married, and I definitely wasn’t happy.  But I still went, because she is my sister, and even though she shouldn’t get married at 17.  Basically I didn’t have a choice in the matter, so I dragged myself from the snowy clutches of Buffalo back home, only to go up to Burlington for the wedding.  So I show up, and they sit me next to my ex-boyfriend who’s kind of like Matthew McConughey from U-571.  After the wedding I was simply chilling with a bunch of friends and Matthew and I broke down and cried, saying, “She…just…married…Josh…”

02-25-01

Anthony and Bill gave me this weird alcoholic concoction, consisting of Puerto Rican rum and other assorted hard liquors.

03-21-01

Almost like a commando school, and there were about five of us.  Well, talk about random!  See one of the “commandos” chosen for the particular mission was Andrew McCarthy [little blonde, timid, Less Than Zero Andrew McCarthy], and I think all of the people in head collectively became frightened when he showed up with some girl.  Long story short (don’t really remember the details): she was shot, killed, and he cried, then we basically were the only two left.  Unfortunately, some big mob boss had other plans, and decided to shoot Andy five or six times.  I catch him before he hits the ground, and watch him cough up blood, basically choking rather than dying from internal injuries.

03-31-01

For some odd reason I was ice skating with some guy, and then all of a sudden some quote-unquote hockey coach was flipping pucks at me at an incredibly high speed.  Yeah, so here I am, all Patrick Roy and shit, stopping (blocking, deflecting, whatever goalies do) everything they were sending my way as people stared in amazement.  I was actually really good – bordering on Tommy Salo good.

04-21-01

All I know is when you have dreams about Anthony coming to your room for no reason wearing a leather jacket and a cowboy hat…

06-02-01

I was on some trek to some forbidden ESPN café.  At first I was alone, but soon found others on my quest.  We past a waterfall named after Angelina, and plunged into this tourist attraction that they had at the top of the falls.  After winning a hubcap, we tried to find the ladder that lead to the secret ESPN café, but not before we stumbled upon a much younger Adam Foote.  Then the question became whether or not we could take him.  “Well, I think we’re gonna need his strength.”  Which turned out to be false, considering all we had to do was open a door, walk down a hallway, unlock another door and voila!  Adam Foote was completely unneeded.

08-08-01

I think I was on a roller coaster at Six Flags or something, and I guess I was randomly sitting next to Bon Jovi.  So, that was extremely odd, especially since when the ride was over, he turned to me and asked, “Wanna go again?”  With him!?  Duh!  Like there’s any doubt.  So there we were, waiting on line, talking.  He gave me some tape to listen to, and all I remember asking was if it was okay if I called him Jon.  And then on our way out of the park, he noticed that lifeguard Kevin has passed out from the heat, and he stopped to make sure that Kevin was okay.

09-01-01

For some reason I was in some back water town, practicing with the Sabres.  But the weirdest part was the Mike Peca – who was no longer on the team – was practicing with us.  And I was the only one who knew he was there!  I mean, that wasn’t the weirdest part.  First, we were looking for the practice rink in the basement of an airport.  So half of us – and we were all teenagers, another weird addendum to this already odd dream – took this almost freight elevator, which was really slow, but them dropped up on the ground.  We didn’t have any gear, either.  We were just wearing jerseys.  I was wearing Forsberg’s and Peca was #68!  And I, Amanda Forsberg (or I could have been Peter) was the only one – Mike’s wife Kristin included – that knew he was traded to the Islanders!  And why they hell am I dreaming about Mike Peca anyway!?

09-10-01

*Told as story*

The Chieftain office.  At least it was supposed to be.  We were in the middle of changing our name.  I was frantically searching for a new front page template – something the editor-in-chief decided to lose – when the new editorials editor entered the room.  Now, I had noticed him last year, around campus and in my history classes.  But when he walked into the office, he caught my eye, and smiled.  And it never occurred to me that I had never heard his voice before.  So I decided to start a conversation.  “Mornin’ John.”

“Oh,” he said back, stated as he looked up at me.  “Good morning Amanda.”

I smiled a fairly wide smile.  Am I hearing him correctly?  Does he have an accent?  Is he…Canadian!?

“Ready to print?” I asked.  John shrugged his shoulders and chuckled some.

“It’s my accent isn’t it?” John asked in return.  I most likely blushed in return.  “It, it’s normal.  Most girls are attracted to my accent.  Guess they just find it sexy, eh?”  I couldn’t answer.  I was too busy digesting the fact that he actually said “eh.”  Instead he just…nudged me.  There was something going on that I just couldn’t explain.

So a few hours later John and I were working on Ben’s supercomputer.  John was sitting at the computer, while I was standing behind him.  At this point we were both silent.

He shocked me when he jumped out of the chair.  He looked at the screen and said something incredibly intelligent, but I didn’t hear a word he said.  All I remember was feeling the fleecy flannel of his quote-unquote rugby shirt…

09-30-01

In a computer lab in the NSC.  Me and Mel were in this debate class (being held in that computer lab so you could do research for whatever you were debating), and in walks two of the most random people: Jesus B. and Tully.  Yeah, why, uh, why were they talking a debate class @ UB?  The even worse thing: Ryan looked really good.  I mean, like, I haven’t seen him in two years, but he couldn’t have changed too much, right?

11-17-01

*Induced by pictures from A Beautiful Mind*

I was dating Russell Crowe.  Yeah, I know it’s a stretch, but hear me out.  We were both in college, and no one knew that we were together.  Well, I didn’t tell anyone and he didn’t tell anyone, so no one knew.  But whenever girls were around, he’d sort of push then away, or brush them off, “Sorry girls, spoken for,” he’d seem to say in that all too sexy Aussie accent.  So eventually I found Russ alone, sitting on a set of metal bleachers, reading some novel (probably that book I’m reading about Chernobyl, or something to that extent), so I sauntered over there and sat next to him.  “You can’t sit here.”  “Sure I can.”  “No, no I don’t think so.  Says here in my book I’m not allowed to sit next to pretty girls.”  *blush* “Well, technically I’m not sitting next to you.”  “You, you’re right there, hun.  You’re right here next to me.”  “No, I’m next to your legs, not you.”  That definitely made him smile, and reached over and rub the back of my head.  A warm, loving rub.  And I smiled a giant smile.  Then I smiled, because when Russ smiles, his eyes kind of squint up and oi!  Even in my dreams I get goosebumps…

11-25-01

Something to do with my physics lab, and some kid who was being accused of cheating.  So basically – since I’m an extremely nosey person – I sat there, in my high school physics room, watching my teacher grill Theo Fleury (oh well, you know, Fleury had to take physics at Mahopac High School…) about cheating on the lab, and he was right there yelling back at the teacher.  The only reason it was great was because it was like some girl who just happened to look like Theo Fleury!  I shit you not!  Only different was shoulder-length hair.  Same eyes, same jawline, same three teeth (don’t know if she had a drinking problem, though).  Kind of odd, considering I’ve never had any desire – up until now – to see Theo Fleury in a dress.

12-06-01

We were somewhere odd: like one of those interrogation rooms.  Some man was asking us extremely random questions, and all of a sudden Julian bursts in.  Julian has tears in his eyes, and tells me that Ben died in a car accident.  At first I’m shocked, so I simply wander back to Ellicott (where I’m sharing a room with Anthony), but the news doesn’t hit me until several days later, when I’m at my computer, I look at Ben’s screen name, and just started to cry.  Then we went out to some remote field (it was me, Julian, Michelle and Tim), and just stood there where the silly-ass-headstone-slash-monument for Ben was.

12-14-01

Some college by the Falls.  We, meaning me and a bunch of people, went to a sneak preview of a movie, where they were handing out free pizza.  Well it turns out that all of my friends were in serious trouble, and they needed to get out of there and back to the hideout before the “tech narc” (who, for some stupid reason, turned out to be Anthony), so I decided to leave with them.  However, Anthony assumed that, since I was with them, that I had some part in their “evil computer scan” and detained me.  But something was happening to me.  Something was clouding my memory, my judgment, my ability to move.  I saw Fred, Rich, and Stanton running toward the hideout, so I shouted “Run!” which drew attention to both me and them.  Anthony grabbed my arms before I fell to the ground, clutching my chest.  So them we were all down at an abandoned industrial park, with Anthony acting all high and mighty, handing out our “sentence”.  As he’s going down the line, he started stating how we were all guilty.  “…you?  You’re free to go.”  “No, I’m not leaving.”  “How noble.  Not leaving your friends, when you know you’re not guilty at all.”  I could feel the wind blowing through my hair, and I saw an almost God-like figure walking across the water.  “You are going to be a challenge,” he said.  He reminded me of Alan Rickman from Harry Potter.  The sun was just coming up and I was there with this guy.  I could hear the water beat against the rocky shore.  “You are my challenge.”  “I belong to no one.”  Then he laughed, ran his smooth fingers down my cheek, and disappeared.
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