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I beat the odds before I was even born.  My mother had a one percent 

chance of ever conceiving in her life, and she banked on it as truth. She bet the 

farm on it even. Not literally, there was no pig waging or cow gaming but 

nevertheless, contraception was purely ornamental. Nine months later, I was an 

even flashier ornament on her lapel. 

I beat the odds again when I was three and a half. An unfortunate 

introduction between a pool and myself; one where the pool wasn’t so much 

honored to make my acquaintance per sé, but rather tried to swallow little me 

whole instead. It goes without saying that I have no recollection of this event, but 

it has been retold to me over and over like a family recipe. A story handed down, 

but missing a little something with each transfer of hands.  

Speaking of which…I read some psycho-babble once upon a time that said 

that many memories are merely a recount of a story we told. Basically we have 

narrated a version of “that time in fifth grade when we sat in a paint-sized splat of 

mustard and grape jelly in the cafeteria and didn’t even know we wore it on the 

seat of our pants until we changed for Phys. Ed.” so many times that what we 

actually recall – is the telling of the story, not the memory. The details that we 

have regurgitated before. The places to pause for emphasis, wait for a validating 

chuckle. The listeners’ points of both engagement and disconnect. Yet, when we 

try to really remember; the mustard, the jelly, the yellows, the purples, or the 

mortified thoughts that ensued – we don’t really recall any of it. This is also how 

“memories” get fudged. For example, if I exaggerated the story upon retell 

number seven (hey I was only in 6th grade by that point, we’re all liars then aren’t 

we?) – and I added in the jelly to what was genuinely only a Dijon incident, then 

later in life I will half-believe the grape jelly and hold onto the grape jelly as fact. 

Ah, memory.  

This holds true for photographs. Pictures are a great way to “remember,” 

based on the colors and positions, the weather behind us, the fake or the genuine 



smiles. We don’t remember the day the picture was taken after a while; we 

merely bring back the photo. So many people say they remember being five. They 

don’t remember being five.  A repeated story or 3x5 stock photo of a swing set 

makes them “remember being five.” But I digress. 

I have a reason for taking you down “Memory Lane” or in this case, lack 

thereof. Many people ask me how it all started. How a nice girl like me could wind 

up in jail. I cannot think of two dumber questions. How it all started? That’s like 

asking Andy Warhol to pinpoint when he first spotted a soup can. No one dives 

under their bed for their bound journal and writes,  

Dear Diary,  

Today was it. In case it ever matters to anyone down the road, I want to 

remember that this is the day when it all started. 

The answer is, I don’t know. All I can do is simply re-recollect some story I 

have told dozens of dozens of times and spit back the hand-me-down answer.  

“I suspect age 12,” I have replayed in media interviews. All of them. 

Because 12 sounds good. 

How a nice girl like me could wind up in jail is even more of an insult to 

human intelligence. Is society this naïve? Rarely do people “wind up in jail.” 

Unless you are out-and-out framed, you didn’t “wind up in jail.” Your series of 

poor choices and your poorer execution of your poor choices put you in jail. I 

never claimed to be a “nice girl” and frankly, don’t know why anyone would 

assume this. What those people want to hear is that the devil came incognito and 

pivoted your entire “normal” life on a dime so they can shake their head at 

whatever devil that may be. I can see them nod and tisk tisk their pointer fingers 

in unison and say, “Video games …we should have known.” 

Then political activist wannabe’s can have something to bark at the 

government about so they can look “caring” and “altruistic” at the top of a 

petition banning video games. They should really be searching for their own devil 

inside. The one that made them start petitions to play the role of holy-rollers. 



The fact of the matter is, we can all blanket the leather couch of Dr. So and 

So, Ph.D. and spill out our “memories of being five” and what our mothers and 

fathers and society and our third grade bully did to fuck us up all we want – we 

are who we are. Everyone wants to find this “A-ha!” moment to weave their webs 

around and get to this supposed bottom of how they became the despicable thing 

that led them to their shrink’s office. Everyone wants to point at something. Some 

hole in the ceiling causing the leak so we can patch it up proper. No one, and I 

mean no one, stops to ask the right questions anymore. To turn over that 

proverbial last stone and admit they have no fucking idea why they are the way 

they are. We don’t even have the appropriate answer to how we got here in the 

first damn place. Not one of us.  

Maybe, just maybe, “God” or bare-ass baboons or whoever is actually 

responsible for the “age-old” burning questions we so graciously ignore every 

day, decided that this was how the world went ‘round. That without criminals, 

there’d be no forensic psychologists. Without inmates, there’d be no prison 

guards.  Without victims, there’d be no policemen. And that everyone has their 

role to make it work in cog-like order. We are a far cry from a well-oiled machine 

if we all turned out to be doctors. Yet if we all turned out to be doctors, people 

still beg and plead for the answers to why their uncle Jack got sick. If no one got 

sick, why would we all need to be doctors? 

What I’m trying to say is memory cannot be trusted. It’s a devious little 

fucker that sits smack in the middle of your mush for a brain and hands you the 

truth sometimes and streams of complete bullshit at other times. He hunches 

over and laughs his hiss-drunk laugh when you fall for the latter. He lives in the 

amygdala, to be specific. The amygdala is the part of your brain responsible for 

connecting senses with emotion and essentially churning out “nostalgia.” 

Nostalgia is really just a mirage to all of your senses; the senses that are so heat-

exhausted in the desert and merely looking for some piece of Christmas past 

(water) to teach us something, take us somewhere. Why caramel apples bring you 

to a fall carnival. They’re fucking apples. You’re not at a carnival. Once upon a 

time, you were at a carnival. But today, all you have is an apple meant to be 

healthy but then coated in sugar and goo. The same goes for the crunch of leaves 



and home-brewed coffee, the sound of an old transmission, a “gentle” breeze (I 

hate this expression because really, what’s a hard breeze?), or the number one 

song of ’94.  

In our trusty memories, we paint new pictures of how things “were then.” 

They were usually “so much better.” Bullshit. You were bitching about the same 

things then that you are now. Glorify, glorify, glorify. We churn shitty historical 

data in a big vat of bullshit butter and viola! We have an insta-cake, three-layered, 

red velvet and all. We build up these heinous people from our past and then pour 

Brittanium over them and plant them on our mental mantles just because they 

are gone. They weren’t so shiny when we knew them. Things “then” were simply 

not as euphoric in reality as they are now once deposited in our memory banks. 

The bottom line? I don’t know how it all started but I can (and will) pull 

some sketches from my past, erase them, blow the pink rubbery eraser dust and 

pencil some new memories in their place. Fuzzier ones with grape jelly splats and 

sugary gobs of caramel. 

 

 


