February 14th 

Love, Jesus and my Mother

   What is this thing called “Love”? Isn’t there a song by that name?  I have figured out mostly all the mysteries of the world, including why and who built the pyramids, how Angels got their wings and All lf Jesus’ “miracles”.  However, I cannot figure out why the emotion of love and/ or the cause thereof although it makes me feel good.
   When I have contact whith the one I love, even imaginary, I get an ultimate high, better than any drug!

   I thought about sending her a card, except for the injunction, even though I have not read.  (Too much pain)
   Saturday morning, I plan my day.  First I will go to my new house, to which I was able to pay *cash, thanks to her,

turn off some of the lights and check it out in general.  Then proceed to one of the Valleys’ home Super Market, check out the used furniture at the near by Salvation Army, stop at a restaurant to see a waitress that I got interest in the first time that I went there on a Saturday because I had spent the night at the new house and had not gone to the gym Friday as I usually do, as I had no milk I thought that I would eat a good breakfast.  (I went back last week to see if she was single and a friend of mine was there to which she, along whith every one in the restaurant knew him. It then appeared like there might be something going between them).  Herman was there again, fouling my plans to wish her a happy Valentine day.  Well so much for that.
   Now I must xplain something; how can I be in love whith someone and yet chase after someone else?  Well in my *”200 Ladies, I was always in love whith someone that I could not have, that is the main reason, except for one short time, out of dismay, (that ended with a bang, pun intended), that I never got married.  However, except for the “one nighters”, I gave them love, (and) respect.  No one ever left me and I did not “use” them.  I think for, the better part, most loved me but I never promised them anything.  I have never kissed anyone that I love, except for perhaps, Marry, (Susan, Daisy), but I will never know if I should have married her, (them), as what I did was one of the most stupid things that I have ever done. 

   In my imaginary world, I thought that if, (“God” willing-yeh sure), since that I have not seen her since--- that if I went to this particular shopping district, that I might run into her by accident.  (It works for me to see other people)!

   My Mother was the ultimate “Bible Stomper” and “Jesus Freak”.  It was so bad that there was no church to which upon she would agree, (therefore we never went to church).  Love, to her along whith half of the U.S. was Jesus!
  “I was never held or kissed by my mother even out of love.  Perhaps that is why I do not like women to kiss or hug me unless we are engaged in making love”, (not necessarily sex)!
  This, especially now, I could never comprehend, (loving Jesus).  How can one love a myth?  At lest mine exists!

  This leads me back to the grand high of love!  You see I parked in the first space that I seen that happened to be a blue vehicle.  The second to the last time that I seen her, she was driving a blue car.  Could it be possible, one chance in a million, that it could be hers?  My mind pretended that it was and I was in an ultimate high for the rest of the day!

   Perhaps man needs love and maybe that is the reason for all the “religious” fanatics’!
Stay tuned
