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Laura-1
(I posted this name three weeks ago)
This is just a brief to which I will put of “PDF”.
On my last birthday, that fell on fathers day, Sunday, on my fathers birthday, I went to Sacramento to see the “Producers”.  While driving back to Stockton, I was thinking of the girls that I loved.  Two crossed my mind, the girl from High School and Laura.  I was thinking, you can’t love two at the same time. Then I got angry, for the first time, at Jeannette.  How dare she insult me?  You see, when I was a kid, my dysfunctional parents held me prisoner in my home, so to speak.  When I sent her some flowers, at, 15, (I had never had been to a funeral, therefore I had no idea that people sent flowers to dead people), the only card in the shop was a sympathy card.  So, I wrote something to the effect, that it was unfortunate that I could not have her.  Well, to make a long story short, it was taken the wrong way and the authorities became involved.  Later, in time, after returning from Sac., her father died and I went to the funeral, signed the guest list and sat down.  Pretty soon I was asked for my name.  I then waited for the bomb to drop, sure enough, I was asked to leave.  However, the joke is on her, because I was so happy that I felt nothing after seeing her, pus the fact that I had had the insane desire, I became very rich, (wealthy) in case that I ever had the chance to have her.  (The same thing that I did for Laura)
Last night I was kicked out of a church.  It was if history repeated itself.  However, I was prepared for the worst.  I would take a tranquilizer, so that I would not freeze and a pain pill to make me calm along whith a couple of beers to make me happy.  (I did not want to drink too much as so to appear intoxicated).  I was sure that she would not be at the meeting.  However, she showed up, parked right next to me, jumped out whith her children, (by the way, I was happy to see the little one, happy and in good health, “Sammy”).  She then wandered around out side by herself.  I asked her where the meeting was and she snapped back, “I have no idea”.  For the harm that she did, she just as well have shot me, it could have not hurt any more.  (I have been shot before and physical pain can go away but mental pain lasts forever).  Well as I said, I had prepared myself, so I walked around to the front door and entered.  I was received whith much joy and friendship, but no Laura, therefore I knew that it would only be a matter of time for the bomb to drop.  You see I had not seen Laura for over four years until a few week ago when I seen her play in a church event.  After doing some detective work, I found out what was her church.  I checked out the church and found out that they had a Wednesday meeting to discuss world affairs.  Therefore, I thought, I can go there, meet people and perhaps help them whith their web site.  (At this time, I am making a short version of a long story, to which I will elaborate later).  [Oh yes, I was ejected by the “good-ole boy” pastor without inquiring about my side of the story and offering good so-called “Christen advice”, so much for the  sanctuary of church.]
I might add here about the irony of my love life.  I left home to live in my own house when I was 18. Since I was not allowed to go anywhere when I lived at home, the only place that I knew to go was bars.  There was a popular “workingman’s” bar in which I discovered that many women visited. I soon learned how to meet ladies.  Since I was young and good-looking, strong and worked, I cold “pick-up” just about anyone that I wanted.  In addition, I learned how to please/ treat a lady, so most would love me.  (Maybe God is paying me back)!  Out of a possible 200 girls/ women, maybe only about a dozen were actually “girl friends”.  I never fell in love with any of them because I was mentally ill in believing that I was in love whith “my true love”.  There was a girl, however, whith the same name as above that loved me but died.  I snuck into the hospital the night before the operation and held her, (she said that she was scared).  The next day the doctors cut her heart out.  She, along whith every one else, knew that she would die, except me.  I drank and cried for three days, but nothing helped! 
After I wrote this, I walked down to the local pub.  On the way, I thought, "I should sue the church for TORT".  After running all the past events through my mind, trying to figure out "why", I have come up whith several conclusions.  I just cannot bring myself to picture her evil, dumb maybe, but not evil.  She is differently disturbed about something and I think I know what.  However, this, that, will take a lot of explaining.
