
4 August 2014
Ran out of milk.  This place is eating itself alive.
On bread duty today:  I think I’m getting closer.
Calisthenics work this morning actually began to wear me out; my limit needs to get pushed up.  
I also got a chance to really practice, and saw that, as I should have expected, the fucked-up but 
correct picking pattern is the right way to play the music.  [Ed. Note:  I have no idea what piece 
I’m referring to, but I imagine it was a Geballe piece.]
Thinking about sex during the Skype meeting with Frank.  My system is mostly not concerned, 
but I’ve been having flare-ups, and it’s difficult to wave it away.  The initial energy from when I 
arrived is almost completely gone.  I’m mostly running on the resources I’ve had for the past few 
years, and the next jolt of energy has only just started to materialize.
There’s something to think about:  the middle has not passed, but we’re moving out of the very 
center into the beginning of the end of the middle (ha).
I can actually sort of feel it.  I noticed it when I realized we only had about three more weeks.  
And as of today, we have exactly three weeks.
5 August 2014
Hard to wake up this morning, but I made it to the sitting on time.  I’ve moved to the Six Point 
Exercise, since the blending exercise with circulation began to stall out.  I think that’ll need some 
time to grow at home.
Personal meeting with Curt today; I got an interesting look at my left hand, and got the next 
obvious bit of work for it.  I’ll be chewing on it for a while.
Ieva’s a little sad/grouchy at home.  I wish I was back.  Her parents are house shopping, which 
does mean slight trepidation for us.
Yet another moment of déjà vu today when Curt said something at dinner; I was sitting next to 
the head table, and I don’t even remember what he said, but there it was again:  that same “I’ve 
dreamed this exact moment” feeling that shows up, every so often.
I talked with Curt during a rehearsal break about when we’ll supposedly move to Seattle; he’s 
suggest a visit during February, which is the worst time of the year, to get an idea of what the 
winter’s like.  Of course, I live in Boston… the bigger point is that the sun doesn’t really come 
out for a few months, at times.  But that’s okay.
Very tired, today.
6 August 2014
Breakfast duty this morning; cleaned up someone’s midnight snack dishes.  For fuck’s sake.
I took a nap after calisthenics, and woke up just in time to make it to the meeting for Berceuse.  I 
still don’t have a lot of energy, especially now at the end of the night….
Squerd for lunch.  Deep silence.  Sebas reported feeling a presence move in, without any doubt:  
for him, this was his first assurance that this was, in fact, a real thing.
Tone clock at 3 pm.  Lots of forgetting what I’m doing.  Seems to be happening a lot, lately.
Tea at 4, and I noticed a very clear silence move into the room immediately after I finished 
saying something.  
A meeting on Division of Attention at 5, where I noticed in real time the mechanics of intellect 
operating independently of the motor functions.  Interesting.
Enmoladas at dinner:  I need to get this recipe.  A fire in the hearth to generate ashes, which was 
far too strong for the head table.
7 August 2014
A long-ass day.  Last night completed with a full run of Dream, work on Berceuse, and learning 
49 Notes.  Chatting and diarizing afterward.



The sitting was tough this morning.  Huevos grieses for breakfast.  More calisthenics, and several 
mini-rehearsals of Bicycling throughout the day.  The internet is out, so I can’t call home or e-
mail.  Boo.
Made dinner, which was dubbed an all-around success.
Curt’s last night:  House of Walking Guitars.
***
A long talk with Chris, tonight.  The poor guy was having a very difficult time, dealing with 
humiliation, thinking everyone was laughing at him, being reminded of people thinking he was 
autistic.  Leo had told him he noticed that Chris was afraid of failure, which is pretty much what 
I noticed about him years ago.  Suggested he try singing what he plays as he improvises, and to 
not be so bound up in failure as a thing to be terrified of.
8 August 2014
Tough sleeping.  Thunderstorm at 3 or 4 in the morning.  I dreamt I went back to Northwest 
College to visit, with a few of the people here; I tried to use the old music theory room and the 
auditorium for rehearsing/practicing.
Up for a 6:15 sitting (…what?), with calisthenics at 7:05 am.  Rough but it was really good, 
though I feel like I’ve been up forever, and it’s only 11:30.
Breakfast at 8:00; I got to sit next to a fire and drink tea for a few minutes beforehand, to soothe 
my throat.  Actually finished with breakfast and showering by 8:45.
9:00 am meeting on Berceuse to send Curt off.  About ½ hour of the Bach circulation as well; a 
twenty-minute break, and then back to work.  Played a sort of mini-set; when I counted in Eye of 
the Needle, Carlos began playing at exactly the same time.  Kind of annoying, but what can you 
do?
Diarizing, napping, continuing to diarize.
9 August 2014
Yesterday:  after lunch, more practicing of repertoire, a call with Frank at 4:30; Erin arrived not 
long after we began, and lit up the room.
Talking with Erin and Carl which she ate lunch/dinner.  A bit of noodling on guitar, and then out 
to get food with Julia, Chris, Carl, and Scott.  Drinks were had, and at least one bad joke about 
making Diet Coke from Carrots.  Tequila as a nightcap.
Up this morning at 6:30 against my will:  my body was not going back to sleep, but was already 
beginning to become sicker than yesterday.  Out of bed, showering, a sitting, and making 
pancakes around 8:30 or so.  Those that had them loved them.
Some practicing before heading to Elisa’s place for a suarez, as she is getting ready to move to 
New York.  Lots of fun, but the Spanish-speaking populace dropped entirely into Spanish, and it 
became very tiring; Erin cried uncle, and we headed home.  The cab driver overcharged us a bit; 
Erin and Chris tried to give me money towards the fare, but I politely declined.  Suffering 
cheerfully, I suppose.  Scheduled a Skype call with Ieva, took a nap, woke up feeling even worse 
than when I went to sleep.  I am definitely running a mild fever now, and beginning to cough up 
phlegm.
Up to the ballroom to practice more, and tried to get connected to Ieva via Skype for about 40 
minutes, with extremely limited success.  She didn’t even say goodnight because she was so 
frustrated.  And so was I.
Tried to read, but couldn’t.  Talked with Chris, begged out of cooking lunch tomorrow, and went 
to bed around 11:00 pm, with some diarizing before passing out.
Goodnight.


