01-26-02

Some alien bug (a la The Faculty) had slowly invaded my body, taking control of virtually, every one of my bodily functions.  But soon after it wanted to grow, and by grow I mean into other people.  And to do this, the others would have to come in contact with meal worms – the earthly form of this alien bug.  I knew I had to invade my friends, but there was a part of me that wanted to save them.  I was walking off of the elevator, and down the hall, the meal worms falling from my fingertips.  I figured I wouldn’t be able to get them all myself, so I’d need reinforcements.  Then shit turned into an action movie, because my friends figured everything out.  “Amanda, we figured it out!  These…worms?  These are the alien!”  I closed the door behind me.  “Why do you always have to ruin EVERYTHING!?”

02-21-02

There was some annual race at UB, and me and Angelina and one of Angelina’s young teachers decide to run it.  At first, it started off on a track, but soon ended up taking us through the basement of what appeared to be engineering buildings.  As we were running I noticed signs: “OCE101 students: hand in all labs to Adam Deadmarsh by 5 pm Friday”  I looked over to Angelina and said, “Adam Deadmarsh?”  This I had to see.  So I jogged over to his office (actually said his name right up there on the door) and sure enough, there was Adam, making copies.  So what did I say?  “Wow I…I was just…running some race and saw your name on the door and had to see if, if it was really you.”  “Where’re you from?”  “New York City.”  “Oh.  I’ll be down by you soon.”

03-12-02

(Very Matrix-esque) I was being “courted” by the rebellious ones – y’know, the ones who had already taken themselves out of the, well…  So here we were, they were trying to explain everything to me but I wasn’t buying it.  I just followed them because they were just cool, and, c’mon, Keanu Reeves is hot!  But they were starting to get nervous.  Agents were around.  So when I saw men wearing suits carrying guns, uh, I RAN!  They ran with me, although they were much faster than me.  The suits were catching up with me at least, as I jumped over the edge of a construction area and tried as best I could to hide.  Y’know, because they’re not superhuman, I mean, they can’t find what they can’t see, right?  The agent who had been following me (Agent Smith if you’re into the movie) leapt over the barrier I was hiding under, and started to slink around, looking for me.  He knew where I was, so why the suspense?  I saw an opening; a chance for me to escape.  However I just wasn’t fast enough and the agent caught me.  Well, he started shooting at me.  At first he wasn’t connecting until a bullet connected with my right palm, sending to my knees crying.  “You…you shot…”  “Did I?”  And when I looked there was no blood, no wound, nothing.  Violently he grabbed my hand and twisted my arm around behind my back.  “Now, to make this easier, you’re going to tell me where your friends ran off to.  “Yeah, like I had any…”  He injected a needle full of that silvery liquid into my neck, sending waves of extremely sharp pain throughout my body.  “This…will send you back into the system, erasing any memories that you’ve…”  My legs wobbling I stood up, still rubbing my palm.  “So why does this still hurt??”  I took off, frantically searching for anyone who could help me.

03-13-02

Basement, but not basement-like, place.  Busloads of beer being emptied strategically.  Shauna had a girlfriend.  Anthony was going out with some hot blonde (sex not actually determined, how’s that for kinky?), but I was sleeping in his bed – alone.  Then party with Eric where John Cusack remembered who I was and said hello to me, not the other way around.

03-17-02

For some very cray reason I was at some elite ski school somewhere in the Rocky Mountains.  At least I think it was the Rockies.  At any rate I was, shall we, the slacker in this extremely elite ski school.  Turns out that everyone but me knew all of the “exact science” – ie: statics, dynamics and physics – behind their sport.  But everyone kept saying that I had so much potential, that they let me stay (even though I was just a slacker).  So they said that I should study with Pete, the best skier there, and possibly the best damned skier in the world.  May I remind the reader that this was actually Peter Forsberg in all his ice prince-iness?  So I approached the seemingly unapproachable Forsberg and asked him to help me.  “Only if you stop acting like an idiot.”  At first we were extremely uncomfortable around each other – do you know hard it was keeping myself from jumping him every time I saw him?  But after a while we opened up to one another.  One night while studying in the giant library at this so-called ski school (that looked more like the house of a superstar hockey player :cough cough:) I was sitting at one of the large tables, doing the statics of the mountain where we were competing the next day and I stumbled upon something that Peter was working on – learning the intricacies of the Matterhorn.  As I went through and checked over what he was doing I found something wrong, something that, if he misjudged it, would most like kill him.  So I brought it to his attention.  “C’mon.  You of all people here, are going to tell me that, that I’m wrong?”  So I said it.  I stared right into this beautiful blue eyes (because he was wearing something blue – he’s got those eyes that would pierce any human being… whoa, tangent) and I told him.  “Peter, you’re not perfect.”  So what did he do?  He took off in a huff, all insulted because I told him he wasn’t perfect.

03-27-02

I was at a party, which seemed more like a drama cast party than anything.  I was there with the Avs, after one of their roller hockey games (yes, they played roller hockey).  Apparently they dominated the team they were playing – which looks a whole lot like the Sharks – and decided to have some insane party.  So I was walking around, really just minding my own business, when I was roped into playing quarters with Joe Sakic and a bunch of people from drama.  But Sakic didn’t want to play long because he had a cold.  And Chris Drury was walking around looking like some super robot from the future with scars all over his face, acting like he owns the place.

07-26-02

Something to do with little league soccer and how the team we were playing cheated and kept mocking our players – especially me with no skill.  Then we all went back to the high school, and went into our respective rooms – which all looked like extremely crazy parties.  But after a while they seemed to turn into somewhat high school reunions!  Some people to mention: Gina Gubbay (speaking Yiddish mind you), Mike Kourabas (being kind of nice to me, liking the color purple and damning Forsberg), Zangrilli (okay, he was crazy; for some reason he had a dentist’s drill and would be threatening people with it), DiGiacomo, and Julie Kellogg (who was rattling off a bunch of classes that she thought we had together).  Odd notes: Kourabas always wanted my specific comforter purple side up and everyone was really nice to everyone else, which is NOT what high school was like, but I’m pretty sure people know that.

08-03-02

I don’t ever remember what my name was; because normally I remember stuff like that.  But I do know that I was extremely rich, and somewhat popular, mainly because I was a badass.  And then there was this girl who wasn’t really popular, wasn’t really rich, but she was pretty and she definitely liked me (I’m a guy, by the way).  I was restoring an old boat, and my father – who was Gene Hackman – completely disapproved of me because I wasn’t like everyone else who went to that stupid prep school.  Just because I smoked and drank didn’t mean I was just like everyone else at that stuffy school.

10-12-02

Chris (Shannon’s boyfriend) and I were somehow witness to a crime of some kind, and were sitting in his silver Camaro, waiting to see what was going to happen.  For some reason Chris had a tiny gun that he was waving around, and the cops who were protecting the scene didn’t want that.  So they shooed us away to a very very small town; I believe the town was named Pink Floyd, or something along those lines.  When were first got there we weren’t happy at all.  But after seeing the town mascot, an adorable pig names Pink, the town started to grow on us, and I was glad to be exiled to this tiny town on Lake Ontario.

11-09-02

Sometime after college, I think it was at some kind of high school reunion.  There were a lot of people I recognized – but mainly Michelle, Brian Kurtz, and Riley.  The school had been rebuilt, and almost looked like a cross between Ellicott and Grand Central Station, but with an auditorium like the main stage at the Center For The Arts.  But the weirdest part of the dream was that Michelle and Riley were almost like they were going out; all over each other, flirting and pawing.  Eech.  It was horrible.

11-13-02

I’m not going to say much because, well, there really isn’t much to say.  I was trying to catch a train to go see a movie, but had forgotten my wallet and had to run to catch up with my boyfriend.  And when I got to the train station, it was like I couldn’t run.  But I think I make it to the train on time and me and my boyfriend lived happily ever after. *Did I mention that I was dating Eminem and we were disgustingly in love?  Yeah.  He was a cutie.  He was amazingly not what you would figure he would be at all.  It was kind of cool now that I think about it…

11-19-02

I don’t really know what was going on, but I knew it had a lot to do with meeting Julian at a restaurant in Niagara Falls, then everyone was going to some gala which was a lot like the prom, when they were going to launch some homemade space shuttle, which a big ol’ fireworks display.  Mango (one of Raff’s brothers) was preparing this speech the whole time.  Oh, and I think one of the members of The Hip (the drummer perhaps?) was going up in the shuttle, so he was scuttling about, and since I was an engineer I was a part of all of the science and all I could think about was the huge fireworks display.

11-21-02

We were on vacation somewhere; for all I know it was somewhere in Canada.  We were definitely tourists, and had to be warned that break-ins were extremely common.  So we were at this Disney World-type place, watching the war live on TV, and then we had to decide where to eat.  We decided on this Rainforest Café-like place where our table turned into a pool table with mini cues that turned into Q-Tips.  At the other end of the table was my fluid mechanics professor.  Then we were back in the hotel-room-slash-apartment, me Jess and Josh, when this less intimidating black man walked in through the living room.  I told him we were just kids and didn’t have any money.  Jess gave him a dollar and he just left.  A few moments later another black man came in.  I told him we were just robbed and he told me to look behind me.  I turned around and saw a bigger black man with gold in his teeth, and a big bubble jacket.  He smiled and I reached for my wallet.  Twice he tried to take my entire wallet and twice I pulled away.  So he stabbed me, and I gave him most of the money in my wallet with all of the energy I had left.

12-15-02

Avalanche/Rangers game.  I was hanging out with my friends which included some members of both teams, and Dan Blackburn.  Well Dan and I obviously had some kind of connection, but both of use were kind of chicken to admit it.  So all of us – I really had no idea who was there, but I know at one point I wasn’t the only girl and I was on the Avs and actually played.  Well, played as much as the evil refs would let us.  It was supposed to be a serious game, but absolutely nothing was serious about it.  We were all laughing hysterically and playing on each other’s teams and just enjoying ourselves – kind of like the All Star Game, only without Jeremy Roenick.  So after the game we all convened to this large room, with all of the “Avs” and all of the “Rangers” on opposite sides.  I know I was wearing a jersey, I would just assume it was my own.  So we were sort of drinking, having a good time, when someone leans over to me and points out, “Hey, did you know that Dan is staring at you?”  And he was!  I needed to confirm it with binoculars, but there he was, staring at me and getting all nervous when he realized that I was watching him too.  He got all embarrassed and started blushing, which I thought was sexy.  So I got up, and inter-mixed with the “Rangers”, sat next to Dan, smiled at him, and gasped.  “Dude!  You’re only 19!”  He blushed, and I smiled again.  Then a couple of us went to Wegmans, where I found a cell phone that just said Bure, and had my father’s voicemail on speed dial.  On our way out, Christina Aquilera invited us to go do some cocaine with her, so we went but didn’t do any.  The sun came up and we all went our separate ways.  Except for me, and Dan.

12-28-02

I woke up in a hospital, clutching Chomp.  They must’ve pumped my stomach.

