12-24-98

Last night I had a dream about college, and Pete Kelly.  Except, I don’t think it was really Pete; I think it was Dawson.  Anyway, about everyone I know was in this dream (yeah, even Chris) and I got into a discussion with the Wrays about getting each other confused.  And the whole this was kind of odd because college looked a lot like the high school.  Yeah, and in the every end, I was flying to Austin, and we crashed…actually it was more like we bounced before the runway.  Some scary stuff, man.  Scary stuff.

12-25-98

(Woke up for this one) All there was to this dream: a back woods bar, a few beers, a drunk Jeremy Piven, a Mack truck and an accident.  True I was driving drunk, but not very drunk, so I wasn’t killed, and everyone called me Mike.  And everything was done up like Rescue 911, so it was really odd.

12-26-98

Last night was an odd one.  I think it started off with me in physics, just watching Mr. Hildenbrand – who wasn’t wearing any shoes, mind you – when I went outside to the cooking classes.  When I got back to the physics lab, Hildy was mixing in with the students.  Then Julian and myself went down and saw the “hurricane-like” weather.  So as we watched the school crumble, David Arquette walked into the room and put his arms around me.  After a whole conversation with David, all three of us ran to evacuate the school, including my sister, who was the last person to leave, when the weather cleared.

12-27-98

Last night’s dream had a lot of different things going on.  First, I was with this group of outdoorsy people, who were rescued by campers and a counselor from Pine Grove.  Then I woke up, but soon after fell back to sleep.  Then came the weird part.  First I was up north, where I found a CD by a band that Anthony, Chase, and Shaun were in, and that I was on a draw bridge on the verge of opening.  I jumped off of the bridge and waited for nothing.  Them my family (but not really my family) hurried off into some amusement park which had rides throwing people all over the place.  It was, by far, the wackiest dream I have ever had.

12-28-98

Last night was pretty odd.  All I remember is seeing a handful of cityscapes and driving through them.  Everything was done up all Christmas-like, but nothing truly special.  Don’t have a clue what the significance of that would be.

12-29-98

First off, I had a dream that I was up in Jesse’s room and the mouse got snapped in the trap.  Second I had another dream about Mulder (Mulder with long hair, not short), in which he and Scully were after some alien hybrid bank robber.  Then came the dream where I went to the movies, and you could see that new gas station from the theater-on-the-hill.  I was waiting outside for Rafferty, when I met up with a boy named Bucky, and sat next to him.  Then we started to make out, and that’s when I woke up.  I wish I could meet a guy like Bucky.

12-30-98

This is all connected, so please bear in mind.  First, I was at some marina, watching the flying cows and the racist fireworks show.  Then I was in a classroom with Jordan, Julian, and Gillian Anderson (she had an A&E Biography that I simply had to watch), and we were going on a class trip to some museum.  Jordan was driving the little “tart cart” bus and me and Gillian were just talking – about what, I don’t know, but it was like I was her sister (she’s got one my age, named Zoë).  Then we were walking through a sea of beach tourists – of course that was after the hot rod full of cute guys ran us off the road into the mud.  Oh, and did I mention that David Spade was in that class?

01-01-99

Really all my dream had was some house, a spider who used the doggie door, some family who was quite dysfunctional, and me, the one who kept (almost) everything in check.

01-02-99

Okay, last night’s dream scared the crap out of me.  I was in some kind of auditorium, and I was sitting in between the Backstreet Boys!  Yeah, and guess what else’s scary.  I was dating one of them!!!  Argh!  I mean, he’s cute and all, but a Backstreet Boy?  My God!

01-03-99

Okay, here’s the scoop: I was being chased around a K-Mart of something, and I got caught by Anthony Edwards (Dr. Greene, to be exact).  Well, I started walking with him (we were good friends), and having a conversation with him and he gave me a Christmas present – that I never got to open.  Then we got to talking about heights, and I said I was 64 inches, and he smiled and said, “72 inches.”  Then I proceeded to explain that I was the tallest in my family…yada yada yada… we met up with Jen and Steve Elliott (okay, Steve was their son, and I was good friends with him).  Ah, I was in heaven…until my phone rang.

01-04-99

Last night was odd.  I was some kind of secret agent, and my purpose was to protect Mulder because he knew the truth.  When he was put in jail, I was right there with him, and my coolest quote: “I hope only one guy shows up ‘cause I don’t wanna have to kill both of them.”

01-06-99

Okay, it was like me and six of my friend, and at first it was a simple party, then my room turned into a hotel room, which turned into a car dealership with our laundry room in the back.  And a group of us decided to stay up all night, but I wanted to watch the sunrise over Washington, DC.  And near the end, something was going on that this guy went to see Shawn Mullins in a bar and it turns out that his best friend’s girlfriend is a daredevil.  Personally I’m very confused by the whole thing, but hey.  That’s just me.

01-09-99

My parents had a very large house, and we were somewhat rich.  I like to putz around on the computer, and came up with some cool program that would slightly diffuse bombs.  So as a test, I loaded a nuke into my computer and tried it out.  Only problem was that it wasn’t working!  So me and my boyfriend – let’s just say that it was Raff – had to figure out a way to stop the bomb.  We stopped most of the explosion, and the heat, but some of the radiation leaked.  Raff turned to me and said, “Quick!  Let’s get under here!”  So we got under a desk on the other side of the room, but it wasn’t enough…  The entire room was glowing, including me and Raff.

01-11-99

Before I forget: last night I had a dream that I was in a mall somewhere, and I met up with Mike Mentel and Jordan Vettoretti.

01-14-99

I was some kind of intern, but I got fired when the boss got back from his golf weekend.  Then I was at some Can’t Hardly Wait party, where everyone happened to be.  The saddest part was that Bertone was dying of pneumonia, and he actually passed away, and left me his calculator.  Yeah, kind of sad, I know, but that’s how I think when we have a snow day.  One other thing was that Chris and I weren’t snappy like we usually are to each other, but we were actually quite friendly, even thought my heart belonged to Bertone.  Another highlight was I had two bowling balls, and they were stolen from my hotel room by a woman named Sam, who sort of looking like Lily Tomlin.

01-15-99

When we were kids, we loved having pets.  So it was no surprise that when we got older, we had lots of pets.  Exotic pets.  The only problem was that our “pets” ravaged a small town, sucking the animal right out of its skin.  Then another dream started out that we were going on a family trip – at night – and my father was Denis Leary, and my brother was Mike Wray.  Yeah, very scary…but having Denis Leary as your father would be cool, but very traumatizing.

01-16-99

We – as in me and virtually all of my friends – went to a hockey game.  The odd thing about this was all we did was hang around and skate on the ice with the players.  I was watching Trish and them skate around, when I heard someone knock on the glass.  So I turned around, and there was Bryan Berard.  So I did the usual “holy shit look who it is” and ran outside.  Then I played a racing game with him, and went inside.  Then Raff ran in, telling me that Berard collapsed.  So I rushed out to help.  Then it turned to a surreal nightmare where I was David Duchovny and Bryan Berard caught me in his mouth.  All I was saying “Don’t swallow, don’t swallow.”  He did.  I woke up.

01-30-99

It had something to do with getting on a train.  I was wearing Mulder’s leather jacket, a black V-neck sweater and a gray T-shirt underneath.  Then there was this club I went to, where they had this unusual ice cream flavor “Brett Hull’s Nose”.  Yeah, I don’t understand it, either.

02-04-99

It was a dream that took place at school.  There was Jesus, Trish, and I think Bertone.  Some one said something about “…releasing the Penn State balloon…”  So I said, “Well, Penn State students are kind of flighty!”  They ran after me, but playfully.  Then a fleet of stealth bombers flew overhead…It was utopian (sort of) society.  Except they were trained to fight; everyone was trained to fight.  I had become disoriented, but soon woke up to the beginnings of a fight.  A man threw a punch at a woman, but the woman fought back.  Unknown to these savage ways, I hit the man, knocking him back.  By now the woman was unconscious, but the man was very much awake.  He started pummeling me, but I threw him to the floor.  He sat up, and called me a savage, but I didn’t know what that meant.  Then some creepy old woman came up behind me, said some creepy things, and took me away.

02-05-99

An epidemic of black oil broke out at school.  So who else to call in but Mulder and Scully.  Only problem was they didn’t know how it was spreading.  And who else to ask but Barry, that kid Wesley, and Gerald.  When Mulder discovers that the black oil might be transmitted by touch, they ran from the school, but not before being touched by Barry.

02-06-99

It was a sequel to another dream.  Suburbia seemed boring until my husband bought a dog.  This dog was a killer, and damn near killed anything that messed with it.  Then my other dream had to do with some secret spy thing, a hidden goldmine, Texas, and David Duchovny.  Only my mind could make this shit up.

02-14-99

There was an abandoned building where a bunch of heroin addicts hung out.  Someone was trying to help those people, and I was brought along.  One of the addicts was Jeff Gilbert.  I was crying because my first vision of him: he was sitting against the wall, having just shot up.  I sat down next to him and told him I was an ex-junkie and that I could help him.  He cried and placed his head on my shoulder.  His hair (I remember) was beaded with sweat from shaking.  We immediately fell in love, and then I shot up again to try and feel the pain that he was feeling.

02-16-99

I was dating David Duchovny.  Okay, yeah I know this is cliché, but this one was good.  And it was weird because I would switch back from the girl (who looked a lot like Angelina Jolie) and David.  The one memory I have – vividly – of the dream is the one where we went to the beach and he swam out a little further than everyone and I joined him.  I ran my hands through his hair and ohmygod it felt so real!  I thought I actually had my hands around David!  Unfortunately he was wearing that red Speedo, so everything went pretty much fuzzy after that.

02-19-99

I got into a shouting match with my friend Rachel, unfortunately it got bloody.  She beat me, and almost beat me to death, but I woke up before she got the chance.

02-20-99

We had a poet living in our attic.  Only problems: we have no attic, and the poet was Riley Quinn!  And there was this apartment and all this boy wanted was a balcony that looked out over the ocean.  So we all built him one.  The real thing that freaked me out was that fact that me and Nicholas Lea were living together, and I got to wake up to his face every morning.

03-03-99 Happy Birthday Brian Leetch!!

In honor of the hockey game, and since this is all I remember, I’ll tell you about the game.  Morch played goalie for the Rangers and Guasta was on the Stars.  Except Guasta was bigger than usual…I’m talking like 6’6”, 210 lbs.!

03-04-99

We (me and Guasta) were standing in the stairwell by the science rooms.  I ran to give Guasta a hug, and accidentally pushed him over the bar, but I caught him through the railing holes by the ankles and pulled him up.  Then I was walking down the hallway with our lockers, and people were congratulating me.

03-14-99

We moved into this massive house in San Diego, but our family was pretty big.  It was my two parents, Sam Vogt, Brandon Johanson, Josh and me.  So when we had to decided which room would be whose, it would be Sam and Brandon, and Josh and me.  It was weird, having a maid and a hugely massive (when I mean massive, I mean massive) house, and having three siblings.  And we were all blood; in order we were Brandon (oldest), Josh and me (twins), and Sam (youngest, but not by much).  All along I kept thinking, “Wow, look how pretty suburbia is.”  And it was!  We were in this picture-perfect neighborhood known as “The Falls at Arcadia”.  Whenever I looked out the window, I saw children playing in the street.  It was almost soothing, actually.  Then Josh said, after bringing in a hamper full of stuff, “Guess what?  Nick Lea got his own show.”  I was pretty pumped about that.  Then I started exploring the rest of the house, and thought, “Hey!  We need some munchies!”  So I grabbed my keys and shouted up the stairs, “Anyone wanna go for a ride?”  And here came Brandon, wearing a green plaid short-sleeved dress shirt (he always wore that), saying, “I’ll go with ya’, Manda.”

03-19-99

I was in an airport flying to Texas.  There was the Jeff Gilbert-type person from Mahopac.  I was actually kind of crazy.  As we were getting CDs to fill my 48-CD holder, he asked, “Are you experienced?”  And I replied, “No, but bring it.”  I guess he kind of fell in love with me.  Then I heard talk of “beefing up security” because Brandon was coming and everybody loved him.  Then I was in some club playing cards with Anthony Edwards, Ryan McClay, and Josh.  Then Anthony caught Ryan cheating, and the whole thing went under.  Josh and me got up and starting partying (after all, it was a bar), and we met up with (dum dum dum) Brandon Johanson (AHHH!!)  All in all a very weird a dream, even had a cameo by Nick Lea.

04-20-99

Another Mulder and Scully dream.  They had been called in on some domestic terrorism case, and I had caught up with them in some bar downtown.  After talking (and seven or eight rounds of Guinness), I determined that Scully was the only one fit to drive.  So we got into their rental car (Josh’s Pathfinder), and drove over to their motel.  When they stopped I hobbled out of the car, and stumbled over towards the motel.  I was simply walking, until I had to throw up.  I went behind the motel and started to, when it felt like my insides were being scraped up and down.  The pain was unbearable, and I didn’t throw up.  I fell backward, and Scully rushed over to me, to check if I was alright.  I had stopped breathing normally, but every now and then I would say something.  My final words: “Don’t drink the water.”

04-30-99

Very VERY weird.  Me and Trish – who were considerably older – were in some kind of restaurant with our dates.  I was out with a much younger Chris Carter, and Trish had David.  Yeah, imagine that.  Trish had my David and I had the blonde.  Not that I would mind dating the blonde behind the show…

05-18-99

(Daydream) They built new science rooms on our Frisbee field, and the seniors who had the fondest memories were angered by this.  So, when we decided to play on the roof of the new science rooms.  All of the classes below (it was 7th period at the time) could hear was us running around and thumping on the room.  All of a sudden, the roof caved in, and I plummeted through the hold into the class below.  Unfortunately, I landed on Hildy and I think I killed him (broke his neck or something).  But all I was worried about was the Frisbee.  Some kid spotted it in the ceiling, so I climbed on a chair and lifted myself into the ceiling.  Then we continued out game, minding the hole in our “playing field”.

05-28-99

Very odd dream.  Something X-Files oriented.  I was Krycek, and I was staying at Mulder’s very large Martha’s Vineyard summer home.  He only brought me there because I guess he felt sorry that I had nowhere to go.  But after a while things got kind of hairy, and my Krycek self got out of hand.  So one night I was out playing Frisbee with Mulder’s daughter, when her father came out and called her in.  Then he got that crazy look in his eyes, and shot me.  Fortunately, he shot me in the prosthetic arm, so I didn’t feel anything.  But something happened and my stomach began to hurt.  So I wandered into Mulder’s garage and he said, “Are you going to talk, or are you going to leave?”  Then I fell down; first to my knees, then on my stomach, and died.  Scary watching that show before I go to sleep.

06-06-99

Last night’s dream was interesting.  I was trying to hint to Julian that I wanted to hook up, but before we could, some freakin’ UN Security Council meeting was held, and everything else was hot to hell.  Some pot was involved, and some guy in a Ford Probe told us that smoking was illegal.

06-16-99

Last night was odd.  I had a dream that I was at a club (not the club a worked at, but a club nonetheless), and Hildy was a lifeguard.  But, it was his face, but Nick Lea’s body!  Aye carumba!  And all he did was run back and forth – dripping wet – from the office to the pool, and he was singing “Summertime” by The Sundays in the office.

07-04-99

Last night was peculiar.  I was at some kind of dance, maybe the prom, and I was alone.  I didn’t have a date, but my good friend did.  Funny thing about this friend, though.  She sort of looked like Cher.  Well anyway, her date was David, but she paid no attention to him.  She was too full of herself to care.  So I asked him if he wanted to dance.  He said sure and we started dancing.  But my friend, who’s name was actually Susan, didn’t care because she was already hooking up with someone else.  So as the night progressed, David and myself had grown closer together.  We sat together and just talked.  But the weirdest thing about that dream was that David wasn’t even David.  It was like the shell of David Duchovny with the mind of Pothead Mike.  It was really odd, but who wouldn’t enjoy kissing David Duchovny?

07-18-99

I don’t know exactly who I was, but I was the Queen of England.  And Alex Krycek was my king.  Since I was queen, I had him wrapped around my finger, doing whatever I told him.  And I would walk around, and people would just stare and bow.  Then I had my family over (since I was Mulder’s sister), as well as my brother’s friends.  Scully and her children were running around the grounds, being little children, and when Scully caught sight of my “reformed” Krycek, she could only laugh.  He was so clean cut, and so well mannered, Scully barely recognized him.  She said, “He’s so well behaved.” Then I asked where my brother was, and she just pointed to Alex.  Then Tal Bachman came on the radio.

09-19-99

I was living in a dorm-like place with, like, 25 people.  There was an all-girl dorm, then three coed rooms.  My room you ask?  There was Brandon Johanson, Rachel Tompkins, other complete strangers, and (of course) David.  Only problem was that David was constantly sleeping.  And wherever we went, we went as a group.  So it was kind of like “The Real World”.  Well the events that ensued were very odd, and all of a sudden some authority figure grabbed me and asked me where Brad Gersch was.  So I was running around to look for a Ben & Jerry’s.  When I found that, I also found Mulder, and told him why I was running.  So he told me where Brad was, but I never found him.

10-24-99

It started out with me playing video games at some mall in DC, and some school bus full of children unloading and they were running around playfully.  I stayed at that game until I started walking toward the end.  On my journey I met up with a friend.  She asked, “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”  I replied, “Not until Monday.  I was suspended.  Those FBI guys are really uptight.”  “Because, you’re partner’s right over there.”  So I turned and spotted him myself (Yes, yes of course!  Of course that’s who my partner was!)  HE looked rather causal, but I didn’t ask.  I was too happy to see him.  As we walked toward one another, I said, “Long time no see, eh Spooky?”  We met in a little-more-than-friendly embrace…but then I woke up!

11-27-99

December 31, 1999.  Everyone on the planet is afraid of dying because of the Y2K problem.  So many different problems arose.  First of all, I was in tears because I couldn’t tell Topher Grace that I loved him.  But he understood what I was trying to say.  Then one of my friends hopped in her and drove to Texas to die.  Then I was with Topher in my room, and my real father called to tell me that he truly loved me, and the smoke the joint that he gave me.  But when I tried to light it, my stepfather – Skinner – walked in.  “You’re not stopping me this time.”  I was tearing because I knew my father called to tell me that he love me, and then killed himself.  My stepfather stood next to me, and I handed the joint to Topher, and threw my arms around my stepfather and said, “I love you Papa.”

11-28-99

I had lived in a development with my parents and a bunch of new friends.  But the weird thing about these friends – as well as myself – was that we all turned into wolves at night.  Not like werewolves, but more like timber wolves.  So one day I was out with Josh, Jesse and Eric, and we just happened to be out past dusk.  I was in the backseat of the Pathfinder, writing in agony (I guess because the transformation was so painful), and no one understood why.  The Pathfinder had broken down and we had to get out and walk, the whole way I was clenching my stomach.  “You feel sick?” Josh asked.  I pushed him away, telling him, “Don’t get too close!  It’s going to happen any second now!”  And so we began walking through the catacombs of some town, finding no one who knew how to get back to civilization.

12-05-99

This one comes in two parts.  First, a bunch of us (probably me, Josh, Nick Lea, Trish and someone named Mike) were on this ship, got shipwrecked, and picked up by this traveling nation.  The whole republic was on this cruise ship.  Well, apparently taking on extra passengers was a crime.  The person who picked us up was tortured, and we were soon to follow.  So the five of us plotted how we were going to escape.  Every time we tried, they caught us and threw us back in our cell – which was a lot like the cafeteria.  Then when we were closer to New York Harbor, the five of us jumped and swam as fast as we could.  Part two: safely on Manhattan, we needed to get help.  So we tried to get to the UN.  One of the local models told us that it was on the other side of the island.  So we ran, knowing that the leader of the republic (let’s call him “Spender”, since that’s what they called him) was following us.  We reached the UN, but got separated in the building.
