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I N  E A R L Y  A U G U S T  O F  2 0 1 3 ,  a simple project was started with a simple goal in 
mind: to capture the essence of a city through the thoughts of the inhabitants themselves. I wanted 
Saint Louis to become the first city to write a book, and I am proud to say that after much ink on 
my hands, you are now holding it in yours. 

For nearly four months, forty writing stations circulated throughout parks, businesses, schools, 
and homes around Saint Louis City. They were equipped with a typewriter, paper, and a wooden 
box with a drop slot. Each journeyed from neighborhood to neighborhood, slowly filling with ink, 
paper, words. The only direction given was from the attached signage: “Type your thoughts here”. 
After several requests, a P.O. Box was established so that St. Louisans who had since moved, along 
with other outliers, could mail in contributions.

Sometimes, while sifting through the submissions, I felt I was having a conversation with the city. 
Other times, it felt like I was talking to myself. I’d read a child’s thoughts about what he’d like to be 
when he grows up, then consider my own days of youthful wonder. I’d read a young girl’s laments 
over a ruined relationship, then reflect upon my own heartbreaks. I’d read an old man’s fear of his 
age and inevitable death, then remember the nights that those wretched questions kept me, too, 
from sleeping. 

After reading and rereading thousands of pages, I realized, ultimately, the city was having a 
discussion with itself. I have curated the submissions to reflect as such—there is no definite line of 
where one voice ends and another begins. All words you read remain untouched, except for some 
typos corrected for the sake of readability.

I cannot say enough—I am forever grateful to all who submitted, to this city, and to everyone who 
supported the project. Two Saint Louisans I must especially thank are Robert Rohe and 
Kirsten O’ Loughlin. I was constantly impressed and indebted by their skills and hard work, and 
without their talents this project would not have been possible. It certainly humbles me to be able 
to finally provide a few of the answers to the original question: What the Hell is Saint Louis Thinking?

Henry Goldkamp 
May 2nd, 2014 
Saint Louis, Missouri
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cuando estoy caminando por la calle, miro la luna.

es como una chispa cigarillo en mi boca.

mis zapatos son comicos, y mi chaqueta, serio.

when I walk the street, I watch the moon.

it’s like a cigarette spark in my mouth.

my shoes are funny, and my jacket, serious.
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Find an identity and quick.
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Checking your ex-wife’s facebook page at 3 in the morning on Saturday.

I fought myself violently and silently.
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You never think 
you are going 
to shoot someone.  

Then one day you do. 
I guess that’s how my 
dad thought.
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My dad was an alcoholic and he died from it. My stepdad 

is also an alcoholic and I hate it.
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I haven’t eaten a peanut butter and jelly in a considerable amount of time.  

I should call my dad. He called me the other day but I was jerking off 

and of course I couldn’t answer in that state. I forgot to call him back. 

That was three years ago. I still have the voicemail. He might have gotten 

remarried or something, I don’t know. My car needs an oil change. 

It’s usually my dad’s responsibility. 
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Sometimes I wonder about how people view me and the way 

I conduct myself. My parents are assholes. They met my girlfriend this 

weekend and were shit to her. I’m a lesbian. What’s so different about  

me bringing home a guy?

A penis. That’s it.
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I mean if straight were an option I’d be in. A lot less 

hassles. But where is the fun in that? I wish someone 

would try and tell me that it’s a choice. You really think 

we would choose the most difficult way possible?

I don’t know 
how I feel 
about being gay.
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I am struggling 
with my 
sexuality too 
late in life.
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Some days are certainly better than others. This is not one of them.

I try so hard. Nothing works. I pretend to smile, to laugh, but it’s not real. 

Why can’t I let myself be happy? My friends never really see me. I feel so 

alone and scared. I just can’t keep it up anymore.
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It sucks, but sometimes I just want people to fail hard 

because they need it.

It’d be suicidal to take on the world.
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I laugh when I’m alone and yikes that can’t be healthy.

31



W T H S T L

I do not have the patience to talk to one more stranger about the weather. It is 
the cornerstone of mindless chatter, and we have the fortune to live in a city 
where it changes every day.

Everyday is a shiny new opportunity for empty, meaningless conversation. 
Whether it is the innocuous musings of the lonely or the awkward breaking 
of the ice for… whoever. It causes me real actual pain to be coaxed into this 
social trap. 

A pretty girl, an old man, a perhaps seemingly interesting individual rendered 
obscenely mundane—waxing, complaining, or just plain looking up and 
describing. This is not a new phenomenon; I am not under any false pretense 
that this is a unique stance. It just rubs me, relentlessly, the wrong way.

Thank God for facebook—imagine where people would be with no one 
by chance crossing their path that day, without a way to bring their insane 
trivialities into the homes of millions. A worldwide plague of people saying that 
it is hot today.
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We all drive on, walk past each other, not really knowing 

who we are. We’re all just strangers passing in the street, 

never stopping or taking the time.
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At quiet times 
like this, I realize how 
alone I really feel.
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I thought yesterday was going to be one of the best days of my 

life. Turned out to be one of the worst. 

 

 

I hide it well.
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It gets hard but you already know that. I know you’re on that same 

old corner. The intersection of uneasiness and “fuck it”, that old 

dangerous spot where the smoke smells good and the whiskey 

warms the bones. That place where you no longer know what it’s 

worth. Just standing, watching everyone fly by, waiting impatiently 

for your turn to cross the street.
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WHAT THE HELL IS SAINT LOUIS THINKING? 

YOU MAY WELL ASK. IT OFTEN SEEMS LIKE IT DOES NOT THINK AT 

ALL. WE HAVE BLOCKS OF UNDERDEVELOPED PROPERTY, BLIGHTED 

CITY BLOCKS, BEAUTIFUL ALL-BUT-ABANDONED BUILDINGS WITH SO 

MUCH POTENTIAL BUT THE POWERS THAT BE DON’T GIVE A DAMN. ARTS 

FRIENDLY? PEOPLE FRIENDLY? REALLY??? ONLY IF YOU ARE FROM THE 

RIGHT NEIGHBORHOOD OR GO TO THE RIGHT SCHOOL. YOU HAVE TO BE 

RELATED TO SOMEONE OR YOU JUST DON’T COUNT? THE CLIQUISHNESS 

IS STIFLING. I HAVE TRIED TO LIVE HERE AND BE POSITIVE ABOUT 

THIS CITY BUT OTHER THAN GIVE GIVE GIVE VOLUNTEER VOLUNTEER 

VOLUNTEER... NOTHING. NO JOBS OFFERED... EMAILS NEVER ANSWERED 

UNTIL NEXT TIME THEY WANT YOU TO VOLUNTEER OR DONATE MORE. 

ST LOUIS NEEDS TO BE MORE INCLUSIVE BUT IT WON’T UNTIL IT COMES 

OUT OF DENIAL. THIS IS ONE ARTIST WHO GAVE ST. LOUIS THREE TRIES... 

IF I MOVE I AM NOT COMING BACK FOR NUMBER FOUR. WAKE UP. LOTS OF 

US FEEL THIS WAY.
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beer is god says me.
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I’ve been struggling to find out who I am, as many people I believe 

do. I don’t know. I guess I just really don’t like myself.
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I don’t need 
no motherfuckin man.

There are times in life that force you to look at who you 

are. If you seek out truth, these times will be painful. Maybe 

even unbearable. I have learned if you push through it, 

when you look back, you will be thankful for what you have 

learned and how you have grown. The key is policing and 

controlling your thinking. Thoughts lead to feelings 

and actions. As a man thinks, so he is…
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As I walk around South Grand and see couples, young and old, holding hands, eating at those 

adorable sidewalk tables, or just sitting together on a bench in Tower Grove Park, all I can 

think is “FUCK YOU AND YOUR HAPPINESS.”

Dating in Saint Louis is terrible. Just terrible.

There was the guy who showed up to our date with 2 other people. There was the guy who 

spent more time talking to the couple at the next table than to me. There was the drug dealer 

who got engaged between our second and third dates. There was the guy who I’m sure was 

afraid of me. There was the guy who kissed another girl in front of me. There were the ones 

who said they would call and never did. And this year alone, there were 3 that chased me, but 

weren’t prepared to catch me.

I really thought the last one was different. He had always been in the back of my mind and 

I was excited to see what would come after he asked me to go on an actual date. It felt right. 

Then, after a week of unexplained no contact, I get the “this is over” text. I can’t say I was 

surprised, but I was expecting more. I thought I saw potential. But I was wrong. Again.

I’m so desperately seeking a connection, I’m willing to grasp at any shred of interest that’s 

shown, even when I know he’s wrong for me. I just don’t know how to stop.
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I don’t think 
I will ever feel good 
about my body.
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I am in love in STL with many people.
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Sometimes I wish I was somebody else with new problems 

and different obstacles to conquer. Sometimes I hate you, or 

maybe I hate myself for continuing to be with you. I decided 

a long time ago that I wouldn’t let myself be unhappy, but 

somehow you’ve gotten under my skin and made yourself live 

there. And now I’m stuck. 

 

Not happy, but not completely miserable either. 

Just here, being.
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My life has been pretty fucked up since the divorce. 

Wake up on lawns. Chilling with strippers. Doing things 

I never thought I would. If I could do it all again, I would 

have chosen sin earlier in my life. Maybe I could have 

gotten it out of my system. Maybe. 

Why are men in St. Louis so dishonest? 

They are dishonest because they are afraid of the decisions they’ve made.
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Although St. Louis may not forgive my grandma’s sins, it worships mine.

I was in Mexico, drinking, smoking pot, and eating way too much peyote. It was 2 am, 

and I found an old typewriter in the basement of an old gas station. This reminds me 

of that. I was sixteen.

The white owner of the store called me white trash because she had never seen a punk 

rocker in her time in Mexico. And I just wanted to write. So I wrote. I wrote about little 

girls and what it was like to never be a little girl because dad liked drugs too much and 

mom was mean. Here I was, in a new country, on new drugs, and still I was not good 

enough because my hair was purple and my parents weren’t rich enough to contribute 

to the local income.

Little girls have no idea how the world works. And how terrible it is. And the fun, the 

happiness, the joy you have to give up to be a part of it.
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I know of only a thousand days where night is on my mind. I can neither stay nor run, 

but live beside my kind. If you knew me, you may love me, or despise the person I am. 

But I love you. The idea of you. If I only had met you on the day with more. But, my 

friend, I would know you among a thousand. I know you better than I know myself.  

You reflect all of my days. I love you.
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This city is full of shit. I think I’m gonna kill someone. Don’t try to tell me it’s 

alright—your bourgeois paradise leaves us in the dirt.
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I live in an overpriced apartment in Clayton. 

I pay $700 to listen to everybody else’s lives around 

me. Fuck that. The neighborhood is beautiful and a 

perfect utopia. But I’d rather live in a shitty place with 

peace and quiet than where I am now. I’m desperately 

seeking tranquility.

Today I saw a lady shit in an alley. I smelt the sewage and asked a mother 

for a smoke. It was a good day.
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fix the hood
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Smoke before you drink!!!!!!!!! If you drink, smoke before you drink!!!!! Smoke 

some weed before you drink!!!!! If you’re driving Interstate 70 between Lucas & 

Hunt to the Arch, use the express. If you’re staying onto 55 jump off to the MLK 

Bridge before you kill everyone! Smoke weed before you drink!!! You wanna make 

it home? Right? Smoke up!!! 420 enty enty!

St. Louis does not think—it prefers not to. How else 

can it tolerate all the inequality and poverty and racism 

that is ingrained in this city. How else, other than by a 

concerted effort, could people avoid seeing and thinking 

about it… ?
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Where the heck are all the people? 

The downtown area is beautiful. And empty.



 

 

61



W T H S T L62



63



W T H S T L64



65



W T H S T L

Walk backwards over bridges, skip over cumulous tones, and grasp the 

dew scars. Does it matter if we repeat what’s already been said? What’s 

already been sung by our mothers and fathers? Our brother already lost 

the cure for blind feet. Hear our solutions for other lands.
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Getting a job in St. Louis is all about who you know. Just like a lot of 

things in this city.

Why is St. Louis the most dead city of all time? They should tear down 

the arch and build a new extremely large one so that they can build sky 

scrapers and people would actually walk around the ghost town we call 

St. Louis. 
 

 

 

Saint Louis is so dang ghetto help 
me please I pray for u all these 
hoes cray.
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Awful things mostly. Cheated on my wife. Scratch that. My best friend’s wife I mean. 

And I’ve had sex with most of St. Louis. Came out clean on the other side. Divorce. 

Growth. Closure. I carry it all around like bricks. I am mostly figuring it all out. I could 

go anywhere but I choose Saint Louis. I love the city. I have lost good friends this 

year. But I am figuring out how to be happy. Finally. It’s all right there. You’ll find your 

bottom if you quit digging.

Crime has escalated to the point of complete lawlessness. It is sad 

to see my city become a hood of shit values and in physical space. 

We used to be a community of shared values and aspirations. Now 

we are just finding ways not to be preyed upon.
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I believe it is time for me to move on from St. Louis. My relationship with this town 

has been remarkably similar to an abusive boyfriend: I am constantly defending St. 

Louis saying things like you don’t see us when we are alone, or you just have to get to 

know it better. Meanwhile, I am showing up to social functions with a black eye and 

broken collar bone because St. Louis pushed me down the stairs again last night. 

So I have been attempting to find reasons to stay, but all I have are my friendships. 

Friendships which are rapidly disintegrating all around me. Old friends who are 

splitting, people who have begun behaving in ways I would rather not be a part of. 

And yet I can’t quite bring myself to go. Give me a reason to stay St. Louis. Just one 

and I will never leave.
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What the hell is 
Saint Louis thinking?

 
Four words: 
HATING EACH OTHER HERE.
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I have reached a point in my life where I am looking at how much time do I actually 

have left in this life. The end always seemed so far away, but now I’m on the other end 

of the spectrum, and sometimes it bums me out. My life is finite.

I want to tell you about a time when my life collapsed, much like that bar that keeps 

collapsing down on the back of the paper. But you’re too young for that. I know it—

you don’t know what it’s like when all of a sudden your life goes DING! That’s it.

That’s all it does: DING! That’s final. There’s no more. DING! But the beautiful and 

horrible thing about life is that unlike a typewriter, in life that DING is where it quits 

at, and you don’t start over at the next line. Because you’re out of paper. You’re out of 

luck. You’re out of alignment. You’ve reached the end of the scroll. One long scroll.

 

 

 

The age of paper, books, and writing is at its end. 

Rest in peace.
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I have learned a lot here in my time in St. Louis. I didn’t know what to expect, seeing as how 

my ex is here and things didn’t end too well with him since I’ve last seen him. Turns out he’s 

here and still a total asshole. Pardon my French, I don’t usually hold things against people too 

often, but there is just no good that comes out of being friends with him. I had to learn that the 

hard way and it may not stick this time, but, who knows. But he has moved on. As should I.

P.S. Typewriters suck.

P.P.S. I hope you don’t think I’m a bitter evil ex. 

Sincerely,

I’m so stupid. I get bummed out about the 
dumbest things. I get upset when my ex doesn’t 
like my photos on Instagram. That’s dumb. 
I’m a smart guy.
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My wife died 6 years ago. I’ve since remarried. And every time I touch her, 

I know it’s cheating in my heart.

This woman excites me to my core. Too bad 

I am still married.

If an apple a day keeps the doctor away, what will keep my wife’s attorney away?

Don’t love 
the newly divorced.
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[Deleted] was like this constant charity case of the inability to feel, the type that wakes you up 

at four in the morning and you’re not sure whether to gash her head in with the can of soup in 

your pantry or warm it up in the microwave. The way she’d look with drooping eyes and open 

legs was disheartening to say the least. [Deleted] was the opposite, teasing every boy she could 

like princesses in a secret Japanese garden, dipping her toe into every male puddle. And I do 

not like to be compared to a puddle. Hard to tell who was worse.

I don’t really think Saint Louis is thinking. 

Just doing without thinking about the consequences.

There is so much taken for granted. So much we have forgotten.

It is an epidemic, a horrible disorder, which captures anyone trying to be their 

own selves. Every time we become captured by this sameness, we leave ourselves 

out of one of the possibilities that makes us human—our discernment, our 

separator. And without those, we become another member of the hivemine, bent 

on some end that we cannot see, cannot even perceive. An end which is our 

personal differentiation. We ignore ourselves for others.
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And so it begins: another sweaty, muggy night in St. Louis. 

 

A night like this was what spurred Shakespeare to write, what moved 

Michelangelo to paint, what sang to Dali about spirals and ghosts and visions 

in melted cheese. This sort of night hangs heavy—the aftertaste of cigars, the 

trailing tail of a dying star, the weight of water against your ears as you dive 

deeper and deeper into the stollid dark, the tempest reborn, the muggy grip of a 

whore on your throat, squeezing with desire and desperation. 

This sort of night breeds awful legends. 

This sort of night has teeth.
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Reminder—big girls are hard to love, but big girls love hard.

I want you to know that I have not used a condom since ‘07.
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My mom says to avoid conflict. I figure life is all about drama and conflict. 

Listen to mom all the time or you will be stuck under the wrath of mom 

and we know no one wants that.

I am thinking about my big future and how I would make it in the real world 

like twenty years from now. I wonder will I be a doctor, a dentist, a movie star, 

or just an ordinary person? 

Today I got in trouble 
for shouting.

##### is thinking about my big purpose in life. Am I going to be a doctor, lawyer, 

or bank person? How is life going to be when I grow up? That’s all I want to 

know. If you are going to read this aloud to everyone, please don’t.
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I wish people cared about learning 
and art as much as they do about 
shitty people like Honey Boo Boo 
and manufactured pop music.
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I’ve been 
waiting 
over an hour 
for my parents 
to pick me up.
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Sometimes I think that other people have experienced a much harder life than mine. 

Modern art and music is so much more depressing & harsh than the world I see 

around me. I see flowers, green trees, smiles, both polite and genuine, puppies and 

treats. Ice cream and comfortable shoes. Clean clothes and people trying to follow the 

rules of God and man. 

I am sorry that some people live 

in a dark and harsh world, but many times 

it is a choice they have made to live there.
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The neon sun 
still listens.
Has it always been this way?
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I wish I knew when I was about to say something that was 

about to hurt someone.

I’m playing a conversation over in my mind, trying to figure out 

how I could do conversations better.
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There is never 
a moment that 
I don’t think 
about you.
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Happiness is not terribly complicated. Celebrate small victories. Don’t expect too much. Love the 

friends and family you have. Don’t make enemies. Show compassion and respect. Measure against 

yourself, not your neighbors. Fuck the Joneses. Be you. Be a better you today than you were yesterday. 

Don’t watch so much TV.  Don’t watch local news. Read more books. Make something. Make more of the 

things you think you have to buy. Ride a bike. Ride a skateboard. Give a stranger a genuine smile and 

positive greeting. Give someone a sandwich and a coffee. So maybe all I am trying to say is celebrate, 

love, make, do, help, and give more often.
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I’m a socialist at heart but don’t 

tell my West County parents that. 

There are too many municipalities 

in St. Louis county. They should 

be consolidated. I am noticing 

more black people in south county 

in recent years. I am glad.
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Please don’t blame your existence and dissatisfaction on 

anything but your own attitude.

Not so sure 
about drinking such 
a fine beer from 
a plastic cup.

93



W T H S T L

I love to play sports. I play volleyball, cheerleading, and I run track. I have to say I love 

to play sports, but track is my weakness. So I push myself to try harder, and it works 

sometimes, even though I don’t run that fast. I want to win so I work hard, eat healthy, 

and the next thing I know I’m a winner no matter what.
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I am thinking about my big future and how I will make it in 

the real world like twenty years from now. I wonder will I be a 

doctor, a dentist, a movie star, or just an ordinary person?

I am 17 years old. I am 17, almost 18, and I’m supposed to decide what I want to do 

FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE. I’m supposed to find a job, decide between colleges, 

and figure out where I want to live. I have to start looking for a car and/or a form of 

transportation. I feel like my life’s already on a track headed into adulthood and I’m 

not entirely sure I want to follow it. I thought that these were the years you were 

supposed to enjoy the most and have the least amount of worries, so why is it turning 

out to be the total opposite of that? It seems like life gives you option A, B, and C, just 

to trick you into picking C, when the answer is really A.
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What a wonderful thing to see a typewriter. 

That takes me back to when I was in high school, sitting in class all day dreaming 

about what I wanted my future to be. Now I’m just a working person getting a check, 

and I don’t know if I really made a difference in someone’s life.

 

So as you write this book, please think about me, a hard working black man that just 

wanted to live a decent life for others.
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I’m thinking how focused so many people are in this town on making an impression…  

one that’s more about mirrors than making an impression…leaving a mark, 

having their say…and I’m thinking about the friendships and creative collaborations 

that happen here in this space, but aren’t always honored for the strength and brilliance 

they demonstrate…and I’m thinking how good this town is in providing the tension and 

juxtapositions necessary for creative endeavor and thought to be inevitable…that 

and hunger. Most of us are hungering for something—perhaps that is why there is 

so much food and so much weight…so much food and so much weight…
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Everything that I have done, everything that I have decided, everything 

that I have said. I keep thinking about whether or not I am ready to 

face everything that will be following my senior year of college. But as 

I thought of that on the way here, I realized that the fact I am in the 

position to make these decisions and the fact that I have gotten this far 

can only mean one thing—I am ready. I fear this world that is full of 

hate, rejection, and ignorance. But one day, I will be a fully functioning 

and contributing member of that world. But I won’t be like that. I will 

stay true. Yet I will belong. I will stand toe to toe with those who make 

me fear the world. I will rise higher than my greatest dreams. I know 

this because I am here. Despite how lowly I value myself, I am still 

here. I am getting by even though my mind is telling me that I should 

be worried for my life. I am not perfect like this message, riddled with 

typing mistakes from using archaic technology. But like this message, 

I am far more complete than I initially believed. Far more coherent 

than I sound in my head. And have come so much farther than I could 

possibly imagine. If there is anything that I like to think every day it is 

this: Live each day, do what you need to do, appreciate where you are, 

and don’t do anything to mess that up. We are all blessed to be where 

we are, regardless of what the situation is. Your life is what you make it: 

how you remember it, how you perceive it, and how you live it.

As I stand 

up here on 

Art Hill, I 

think about 

the path that 

took me here. 
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Things to 
accomplish:
1. Finish college

2. Get masters degree and phd

3. Do something I love

4. Find someone

5. Hope it all works out?

To be honest, I’m still waiting for my life 

to begin.
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When I first heard of St. Louis, it was through the torrid tales of days long past via 

parents and dinner table talk. They lived here for almost a decade in the late 70s and 

early 80s. My mother was doing her residency for a nursing degree at Barnes Jewish 

Children’s Hospital in their neo-natal intensive care unit. My father, a recent doctoral 

graduate from SLU, did his residency in the old city hospital. There were many 

harrowing stories of the emergency room and 40-hour shifts. One, however, stands out 

above all the rest.

One night, right at the start of a long emergency room shift, a man walks into the 

waiting area with a knife, buried hilt-deep, in his skull. How he walked into the place 

is still a mystery, as is the true nature of his activities which led up to his absurd injury. 

However, my dad and his colleague spent most of the next 
two days figuring out how to remove the knife from his 
skull without turning him into a vegetable.

To this day, I can count those dinnertime tales as the primary reason for not following 

in either parents’ footsteps and going into medicine.
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Every once in a while life sends a wave that knocks you 

over, but all you can do is stand up and appreciate that 

you are on the beach.

Take a deep breath. 
Now proceed.
I JOINED THE MILITARY, AND I NEVER THOUGHT I WOULD FIND 

A FLOWER. SHE WAS SO PRETTY..
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I love it here. Couldn’t wait to leave, but now that I am back I have made new 

friends and heard from some old ones. See, I count you as a new friend.

Jump into the water 
and giggle! Let 
the bubbles tickle 
your toes! Laughter 
envelopes you in joy!
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This year, for the first time, I forgot that it was 9/11. I think that may be a good thing.

The world is a special place, and that makes the people in it special.

I like it when I make swish in basketball and I like it when people call me big dog.
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I do believe in magic. I saw it swirling around you in fall. Or when snowflakes fall in 

icy tufts in winter. Or when the blossoms bloom, welcoming the world to their wonder. 

In summer, when the hot air kisses you, leaving drops of loving spit. What are you 

thinking if you don’t believe?

summer in the city... 
moving in with my 
boyfriend today. 
it’s about damn time.
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Thinking is 
the greatest gift.
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Thinking? Notifications, emails, texts, IMs, calendar reminders. Buzzing, beeping, 

begging for attention. When is there time to think?

Thoughts are overrated.
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I am thinking that some people say that the government is keeping secrets from the 

public. Is that true or not? 

 

 

The best thing about this project is that I can say anything I like and 

the NSA won’t find out… vive la revolution… bomb bomb bomb… 

airport… hmm… it appears the worst thing about this is that I now realize 

that I have nothing at all of interest to say. 

Sometimes I find myself in circumstances I don’t understand. It is in these moments that I realize you 

don’t always have to. Sometimes you just have to roll with it.

I have a lot of thoughts. Just not 
when I’m asked to think them.
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So I am thinking I would like to live closer to the city so I can be a part of 

a more diverse community, and eat organic produce, and fall in love 

with a Christian poet who understands my heart as a woman.

Mostly I think about sex 
and getting old. And birds.
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I’m thinking about bills, school, work, and that’s about it.

Everytime I start thinking 
about something else, 
I get more bills.

We are thinking too normal. We got to think more insanely.
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I experienced sleep paralysis for the first time last week. I thought it was a spirit 

entering my body through my feet. It made its way up to my head and I lay there very 

still. I don’t think I was so scared as I was curious. And maybe confused. Then the 

room began to shake. I was certain it was an earthquake which sounds funny as I type 

this because what are the chances I would be visited by a ghost and an earthquake 

during the same few minutes of the same night? The shaking stopped and I sat up. 

In the corner of my room are two windows and that is where I saw the shadow of a 

hand and hair and swirls. They looked like shadow puppets and I might have enjoyed 

them except I was interrupted by the urge to lay back down and make faces—the kind 

one makes when possessed. I giggled to myself as if embarrassed and made the faces 

and it felt ridiculous and bad, evil, and instead I repeated to myself the words “Peace, 

Love, Joy”. This I thought might make things better. And maybe it did because it soon 

stopped—by it I mean the ghostly experience, the possession. 

I sat up and at that point I suppose I felt fear. Yes, I was scared because I had to go 

to the bathroom and I did not want my feet on the floor. I’m 43, by the way. Since 

this experience happened in my permanent home, I refused to be nervous in my 

own home and I made my way to the john. I think this is enough for now except 

that, according to some stranger on the internet, what I, he and all the others who 

responded to his blog, I was possibly not haunted, just paralyzed by my own sleeping 

body. Who am I or he to say?
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I am thinking about aliens. Are aliens real? Are UFOs real? I am thinking 

I wish I had a baby sister from my sister-in-law and I wish when I grow 

up to be a doctor. I am thinking why do we have life if we are going to 

die and what happened before slavery. I am thinking how is gravity this 

strong/will time stop.  
I ain’t got no time 
for thinking.
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Today I’m so excited. I might have made a connection in an unlikely person. I have an 

honest good feeling that maybe, maybe he will meet me and find something to like. 

Thank God for alcohol.

Thinking I may like a girl, but my buddy may like the same one. Neither of us 

will admit it to the other. Hope it all turns out okay.

117



W T H S T L

In the midst of the every day politics, I hope I’m not forgetting what’s 

real important—helping someone less fortunate than I am.
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I REALLY THINK THE MAYOR SHOULD BUILD A PLACE FOR THE 

HOMELESS SO THEY CAN STAY AWAY FROM PEOPLE TRYING TO 

HAVE A GOOD TIME.

An opened mind will get you anywhere you want to be.  

A closed mind will get you nowhere fast.

Wherever I go, people compliment my baby’s skin color. I’m white, and he is browner 

than me. I say “thank you,” but it makes me feel strange. Also, I’ve been thinking about 

the Columbia Bottoms, the park that surrounds the Confluence. This spring a road 

and a trail flooded out there and they still aren’t fixed (it’s September). I love that 

trail. I’m worried that budget cuts will keep me off of it. Also, I’ve been thinking about 

Mississippi River mermaids.
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We spent today in a childbirth class.

My first is due soon and we aren’t going to find out 

the sex. I am slightly nervous about having a baby girl 

because I don’t know if I will be able to fully relate to 

the feelings of her, but at the same time, I am unsure 

if I will be able to relate to an infant anyway. 

However, it turns out, it’s all pretty awesome 

and amazing.
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Me and your mom used 
to run around, but 
you are too young to 
remember it.
I think of you both when 
I’m driving through.
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Sometimes I read the local crime section of stltoday. 

I like to believe I only read it for entertainment. But I know 

there is a part of me that is doing it with a hint of fear 

of the city I love.
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There is a giant, glaring problem with the way people 

are treated and the struggles they endure to survive. But 

without a real movement, we will only see a further divide. 

When separated by these clown show examples of “protest” 

we are weakened. More provoked by the commercial for a 

fast car or the reality show on after than the happenings 

in the news. These movements are silly and we know. And 

therefore do not stand behind them. But they address 

issues that burn deep within our being. But the displays 

make any realization of change seem all the more futile.

We need a movement, with something real to say, with a 

clear objective, a clear threat to opposing forces. We need 

it to speak to us all. And we need to be united behind it if 

we want to change anything. And until that day, we will be 

considered workers, complacent and ineffectual. 

 

We will be used, and we will be used to it.

And if someone 

should say that 

this anonymous, 

untraceable medium 

is a cowardly one to 

voice his opinion, 

I would retort that 

I will say nothing 

here that I would 

not scream on the 

bus, yell in the 

supermarket, or write 

on a piece of paper, 

wrap around a brick, 

and put through 

a window.
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There is nothing worse than the sound white women make 

when they unexpectedly see each other.
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I moved to St. Louis two years ago. I thought I would miss the ocean, 

the big cities, the “culture” of the coast. But I found myself in the 

people that wave to me on my runs. In the free museums and music. 

In the quiet, warm nights of cicadas chirping. My family and friends 

make fun of me for my new love of a Midwestern place—but Missouri 

is now part of me, even if I move away.
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Neighbors came by to ask me to cash a $65 check. Instead, 

God allowed me to help them open a bank account at US Bank 

and the bank allowed them to withdraw the entire amount 

right away. What a mighty God we serve. God allowed me to 

empower them.

What you do in your life changes 
what someone else does in theirs, 
and that changes everything. 

Omg I’m so very drunk.

I guess I’ll smoke cigs in the court yard and go from there.
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This typewriter
is beautiful, and
it still works!
IS IT A SYMBOL FOR
SAINT LOUIS???

I can’t help but wonder how many people have touched these keys.
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Why does Saint Louis
think so little of itself ?

A relative of mine recently visited from Los Angeles. Our waiter discovered he was 

from out of town and visiting from L.A. The waiter paused and stared too long. “Why? 

Why here?” He couldn’t understand why anyone would visit St. Louis. I hear this all 

the time from St. Louisans. St. Louis has a low self-esteem complex. We don’t value 

our music, our history, our local talents. We have a tough time bragging about our 

city. My relative was having a great time in under-appreciated neighborhoods, bike 

trails, villages, scenic riverfronts, listening to great local music. The waiter couldn’t 

understand anything except the ocean and movie agents. And it’s always been this way, 

as long as I can remember. And I’ve been around here since 1956. Pat yourself a little 

more on the back. Brag a little more. It’s okay.
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I want to do more favors.

I’m up to 3 thank you notes on my fridge.

All the time people are putting up with my drunken talking

and bragging behavior. I want to do more favors. I love this town

and don’t deserve anything that it does for me.
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I have always wanted to know what it feels like 

to shake my own hand.
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Today was the day we got the news a test would need to be done on

our mother. She had a test yesterday that came back not-so-pleasant.

Blockage in her jugular. So today we opted for drinks.

My brother, mother, and myself. Lots of drinks, good food, and

amazing conversation led us to here to finish our day in my favorite

place. What the hell, St. Louis? Why might she be sick?
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Jesus Christ.
If you don’t like that I
said Jesus Christ, why?
He made you, and cats,
and clouds.
So at least drop him a
thank you note.
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In St. Louis people are afraid to exit the highway.

Literally and figuratively.
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I wonder where God is at in Saint Louis?

I wonder where our sense of purpose got lost?

When it became okay to live for something so small?

When we became the standard? I wonder who we are

living for?

139



W T H S T L

I love Saint Louis,
but does Saint Louis
love me back?
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I moved back to Saint Louis really wanting to be somewhere else.

Then I saw her at work. She was wearing a red flannel shirt. 

We both have commitment issues. Neither wanted a relationship. 

Both afraid to care more than the other. We live walking distance and I 

can’t go a day without seeing her. I think I love her. I can’t tell her yet. 

I’m not sure if she knows and or if she feels the same way. But you know... 

I want to be all in. I don’t want to do this half-assed. I love her. It’s scary 

because I don’t want to be that vulnerable... but she might be the first 

person worth it.
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Hipsters of St. Louis:

ONLY IDIOTS WEAR FLANNEL IN JULY,

TRIM THAT SCRAGGLY BEARD, I HAVE ALREADY

SEEN THAT ARM  TATTOO BEFORE,

THE NERD GLASSES MAKE YOUR GIRLFRIEND

NEITHER UNIQUE OR INTELLIGENT,

WHY DON’T YOU MICROBREW MY NUTSACK,

ANYONE WHO HAS EVER CALLED THEMSELVES

A DJ IS A TOTAL DOUCHE NOZZLE

142



A guy on facebook asked me if we could hang out

because he just moved here from L.A.

Then he said he wasn’t like the other EDM DJs in

St. Louis. And I had no idea what that meant but I was

pretty sure it meant I didn’t want to hang out with him.

143



W T H S T L

I am moving to the middle of the fucking desert in 6 days. I am moving because I love BLACKOUT.
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It was December. My lady friend called me from out of town. She told me about these 

three things that were thrown in the back of her truck: a lamp, a fire extinguisher, and 

an African statue. It was just before Christmas. There was a secret santa involved and 

she was ill-prepared. She decided to give one of those random objects in her truck as 

a gift (the African statue).

I came to visit for Christmas. The day after at around 2 am there was a rapping on our 

door. When I looked out there was police and detectives looking through the back of 

her truck. They informed me that they were looking for murder weapons.

Apparently one of the neighborhood ladies used to take in underprivileged girls and 

tried to get them back on their feet. Three juveniles were involved. They bludgeoned 

the lady to death in an attempt to rob her. They decided to throw the murder weapons 

in the back of my lady friend’s truck. My lady friend gave one of the murder weapons 

away as a secret santa gift.

The three girls were found guilty of murder. I have no idea of what their sentence was 

but that was my first experience with St. Louis. I still think about it to this day.

145



W T H S T L146



147



W T H S T L148



149

Part III



W T H S T L

Stodgy? No. Hip? Not exactly. Racist? Sometimes.

Intelligent? Well, we’ve got a lot of colleges.

Outdoorsy? Yes, as long as there’s beer.

So who are the St. Louisans? We are one. You can

spot us in a New York crowd. We are wearing the

sensible shoes. You can spot us at the nudist colony.

We have our clothes on. You know us.

We are big-hearted, fearful, laid-back middle America.

We are the ones who never leave.
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I’ve done that
once—slept under
a real Mississippi bridge.
So I’m a man.
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Maybe he wasn’t ready for something serious,

maybe he needed time to grow as a man, a human

being. Hopefully we can both grow—one day grow

and make more memories together. I commit to

sharing and being vulnerable around him... if I

ever see him again. Don’t take things or people for

granted. Love to the fullest.

It’s getting easier every 

day but I miss him... He 

was my Colombian man. 

My one true love.
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When you have a 

connection with 

someone, it never 

really goes away.

And you’ll snap 

back to being 

important to one 

another, because 

you still are.
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It’s the classic story. Boy meets girl. Boy falls for girl.

Boy loses girl and her harpy friends make it miserable for the boy. In the meantime, 

girl meets boy. Boy becomes her stage partner. Boy rips out girl’s heart and takes it 

to Cali. And so we are left with the heartbroken... but what if they met? What if their 

paths cross and in crossing, the girl and the boy realize the other was the person they 

were looking for all along? That their happiness was under their noses all along?

Down the street? What if? 

 

So. We did. We met, fell fast and hard, and made each other happy. There’s no moral to 

this story, but isn’t it nice to read about love?

I love you.
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I’m from Saint Louis and I love this city to death. I’m proud of where I come from,

and I do all I can to represent the community here in North City.

I am volunteering my time to help build the community back from urban blight

and ruin. I am passionate about this because St. Louis has so much to offer.

From the people, infrastructure, history, entertainment—the list goes on and on.

I hope one day people will take pride in where they come from and help make it

great/better. I will sign off by saying peace and love, peace and love—I’m out!
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The energy of the city permeates each abandoned building, every new inhabitant. As the mass

increases the prospects become greater. As with moths, the human race flocks to where the 

source is the strongest… 

Could it be that there is a revolution going on in this fine city? The beginning of something 

bigger than anything that has ever happened to the people? 
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Smoked a 
cigarette because 
I was so nervous 
we’re changing 
the world.
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I remain unconvinced that there is any greater human act than

witnessing live creativity. Witnessing art being created on the spot

is akin to becoming God. And isn’t that what we all want?

To, in the end, feel immortality’s kiss upon our upturned lips?
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Neither man
nor beast can
survive eternity.
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I thought this morning about how grateful I am for being a care-taker survivor.

Being a care-taker for my mother and cousin for so many years was emotionally and

physically challenging beyond belief. Thank God I was given the opportunity to serve

and thank God I survived. What a beautiful day.
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When the weather 

turns for the good, 

things are so

lonely here. No one 

needs words when 

you can live in the 

green and stare at

the blue.

Susan & Brian
are about to go
to Forest Park,
bitch.
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If the weather gets hot again, and the weatherman predicts cool weather,

he is personally coming over and apologizing.
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I have traveled the world. Been to India and Japan, to Paris, to Rome, to the ends

of the Earth and back again. I have had love in my life and pain, I have reached 

ecstatic highs and suicidal lows, and here, today, I happen to be in St. Louis. For 

love. And what I know today, more than anything I know in the world, is that 

nothing is as real as love. Not fear, not pain, not ambition, not pride, not money, 

not success... nothing is as real as love is. Because with love you can travel the 

world with someone’s eyes, you can feel the highest highs with their breath, you 

can find power and strength in their words and you can attain the greatest success 

through their happiness. So since I am here for love today, St. Louis is as beautiful 

as the streets of Paris, as exotic as the mountains of India, as breathtaking as the 

ocean, and as vast as the sky. Today, I have love. Which means I have the universe 

contained in my tiny powerful heart.
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Anywhere
in the world
can be home
if you have love.
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Fountains abound,

and rivers get rowers.

My shoelaces stay tied even as

I wade the farm river.

My heart says that you know

how good this place is, even as you

make motions to leave.

Saintliness surrounding everything,

and touching nothing. A halo

profound and ordinary.

Goodness and badness sitting side

by side, barely touching,

breathing together, and water

all around this little land-locked

island of ours. Come aboard this

riverboat, and smile for me.
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Living in
St. Louis is a lot
like living
in a piece of art.
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I love the potential of
St. Louis, specifically the
art world here.

Breakfast before art.
Especially my breakfast
and your art.
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Thinking is a lost art form. Art is where you find it.

So try harder.
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When I see someone walking by with a sour look on their face,

I smile and wish them a good day. I wish more people

took a moment to do that.
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I think Saint Louis is
a beautiful place when
you think about it.
If you actually pay
attention to it you realize
that it is really nice
and colorful!
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My favorite time of the year is upon us. Looking forward to the

beautiful colors of fall, comfort food and the holidays filled with special

times with family and friends. I am so grateful for everything in my life

and thank God for making it all possible.
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The Pink House
isn’t just for
snacks it’s
also for being
yourself.
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As we enter a new moment, we

are aware of the transient nature

of our souls. Living each with

awakened sense of purpose and

thoughtfulness. Changes are

imminent when awareness and

energy combine in the

tangible world.

St. Louis is the city 

that has inspired 

greatness in me. And 

I am in the process of 

fulfilling that dream 

through selfless 

imagination.
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Him: Love is patient.

Me: No, love is morning sex and breakfast in bed.
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Celebrating 18 years of 
marriage! Life is good! 
Weird to say but so 
thankful for modern 
science!
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The evening began with a gift. But that gift opened up to reveal more gifts—a new 

friend, a delicious meal. The chance to pay it forward, a complimentary dessert. A 

compliment from my lover, a bad movie. A good laugh, a refreshing drink. And an 

effervescent kiss, and the hope that the night would never end.
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Traveling through life, one must always remember that every life, including your 

own, is a gift. Rest your heart, mind, and soul in this fact. Fail not to continually 

accept the unstoppable ability of your own humanity.
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You know what? I quit my job to pursue this thing called art and enjoy this beautiful 

day to stroll along Washington Ave. to see what area businesses supported local artists 

and designers by displaying their wares in their establishments. Before stumbling onto 

this project I was literally thinking to myself “Why in the hell is STL not a freaking 

cultural mecca?”
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My first thought? 
I’ll be 30 in eight years.  

 

The way women think, I suppose. Why is there a mysterious typewriter on my 

porch? Why are we here? What makes all us 20-somethings love St. Louis so 

much? What the hell, STL?
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This city is almost too wonderful. Long live the weird,

the strange, and the sincere creative community.

I wish my friends had more faith in their dreams. I see them half-stated and then 

swallowed. I want to help them declare them to the world in full form. How do you 

keep people dreaming and believing that they can become real? Sleep well and dream 

tight. Wake up and run with full might. Don’t lose your true love for words. Don’t love 

your love for laughs.
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Fear keeps me from dreaming so I will not live my life in fear!

We’ve been sitting here 
drinking for the last hour
talking mostly about our
fears. Is that weird?
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Happy Sunday Saint Louis! A year after arriving, I can

safely say that there is no one like you. You are a little

tribal and a little wary of outsiders, but if you let down

your guard you would be easy to love.
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I found the love

of my life in St. Louis.

Love this city.

I went rock climbing with my brother-in-law just before I married his

sister. We repelled off of a cliff that was 240 feet with a 120 foot long

rope. So we almost died, but we didn’t, and he still let me marry his

sister, which I really appreciate.
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It’s not until I left this city that I was able to find my love for the place. I think it’s

interesting how such an abstract idea as “city” can define such a complicated thing 

as life & existence. But that’s exactly how it is: this place on a map has defined me in 

every way possible, much like the way we don’t choose our parents or color or sex, 

we don’t choose the city that we’re born into. And yet, it defines every aspect of my 

life—even when I’ve tried to leave. I guess I could choose to love or hate the idea of 

St. Louis because of this, but instead it’s something I have a pride about regardless of 

the positive or negatives that have come about. I have a solid idea of home, and that’s 

something not everyone can claim to have.
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Be awesome: Find solutions to the issues that plague you. Maximize the passions of 

your people. Be like glue. Be sticky for those who visit you. Don’t let them leave. Why?

Because you are awesome.

Dear STL,
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As I stand next to the threadbare 
little couch I want to lie down and 
daydream out of the window
on that couch.
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At some point back in the 80s, I talked my way into a choir that was singing the

Faure Requiem for the funeral of a blind man at a north city church—Holy Trinity, I 

think it was. After Mass I heard the choir director say of the priest: “I think he’s my 

second cousin.” That was the first time I realized how tightly this city is woven.

Even though I’m north of the Mason-Dixon line, even though I’m in a big city, people 

here know their second cousins. Even though I don’t have any relatives here—other 

than the family and wife I have planted—it makes me feel more at home to be living in 

the midst of lots of people who are related to each other.
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My home smells like beer & pretzels.

I live in Benton Park, a stone’s throw away from the brewery, and if that needs explanation you need 

more help than I can offer. I am just a few blocks away from Gus’ Pretzels and all their salty doughy 

glory. My home is a red brick castle built by immigrant hands at the turn of the century and is made of 

all the best things in the city. Two and a half stories tall, stately if a bit rundown. My red brick castle has 

a dirt floor basement and more character than I can describe. How do you explain the alternating styles 

of brickwork and the color the bricks have after a hundred years of weather? My home is the stool at 

the corner of the bar on my street, the one that still only takes cash, which makes me mad sometimes, 

but other times reminds me just how long this place has been serving the king of beers. My home is a 

place that shuts down in October—there is always baseball to watch. My home is a place that has a love-

hate relationship with football. I want to love it but hate to have my heart broken when the Rams lose. 

My home is a place where you can date someone by whether they call our baseball team the St. Louis 

baseball Cardinals. My home is starving for the Stanley Cup. My home is a land of German brewers, 

Italian grocers and brickmakers, Irish laborers, but only if you think the immigrants stopped coming 

here when the Titanic sank. My home is open to Bosnians, Serbs, Croats, to Koreans, Vietnamese and to 

the Somalians and Eritreans who need a place to call home now. My home is a place that has an inside 

joke about high schools, but if you really think your highschool means something special then you 

aren’t really in on the joke. My home is a mess of neighborhoods whose borders changed with highways. 

My home is called the gateway, the most dangerous place, the worst place, a boring place, flyover country 

and so so much worse, too. I don’t care what others call it though. I don’t care because it is my home. 

My home smells like beer & pretzels.
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St. Louis loves baseball.
Love is contagious.
I like living in a city
with contagious love
of baseball.
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Smile because you are beautiful and somebody loves you whether you 

know it or not.

When I hug my friends, I feel good.

Hi there my name is Leah and I love you.
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Today will be awesome. You feel me?

 

 

 

 

 

 

Life is short. Have fun and be nice.
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Bitch always
rollin’ her hips
to Mariah.
Always.
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Here we are at the St. Louis Art Museum at last after being gone for

a lifetime of travel and school and babies and jobs. How comforting

it feels to return to the place of sledding down hills, cartwheels

with drunk friends, and inside as well—the Monets, the Degases, the

Modiglianis, the beauty and cool darkness which harkened me into a

place of hopeful future. 

Can’t ever go back, but can go home as a new person and be grateful

and loving and happy.
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Hey horsey,
do you think
you can make
it into that
lagoon?

202



This was my first time and it was awesome. Louis was here.

Louis, age 12, beneath the statue of Saint Louis from the

1904 World’s Fair. Perhaps someday a statue of me

will be in a park somewhere.
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This is the first day at Washington Park library

The sky is blue, the sun is out, the AC is cranked

These kids know how to have fun
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I drank tonight. Four big Stags and a shot of Jerry at the #########.

There was a brief ruckus as a bunch of kids chased another kid 

down the street, fists up & chests out, blowing some newly-minted 

testosterone. Nothing really came of it. Some of us from inside the 

bar stood outside to watch the boys, puffed up and proud, walk 

back up the street where they started. Some I was standing with 

there were pretty disgusted. People complained about the drain on 

society. I wanted to argue against their pessimism, to talk about me 

starting out a stupid kid with a chip on his shoulder, but now being 

a homeowner, taxpayer, lawn mower. I didn’t, though, and now I’m 

glad of that. Based on the anti-conventional clothes, the scars and 

tattoos, these folks didn’t have it all that easy coming up either. The 

weirdos are making the neighborhood better, not because they’re 

weirdos, or creative outsiders, or beatniks focusing attention of 

wealthy art supporters, but because they live there. They have kids, 

and they want their kids to have a safe environment to grow up in. 

The southsiders are optimists. They demand something from these 

neighborhoods. The neighborhood expects more.

The dogs are fed.

Cats always have

enough food.

Trees got some

rain on the

Southside today.
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I moved to St. Louis in 2008 and it took a lot of time before I

understood what it meant to be a resident. St. Louis is an incredible

place. The people are loyal and full of pride. I love the culture of the

residents of the north side. They love, they laugh, and they are there for

each other. They may not appear to have much in the way of material

goods but they live life to the fullest each day because they understand

the value of each moment. Thought #2: Segregation in the city must

stop. Opportunities must be provided for all. And from my daughter:

Never mind. She got too shy.
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As we enter a new dawn of understanding, it is more

important than ever to have compassion. People are hurting,

they are sick and feel hopeless.

Extend your hand to those in need and

you will be comforted.
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Yesterday I got engaged to the most amazing man in

the world. I love him so much and like that we got to

play like little kids in the museum before we have to be

all grown up and shit.
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I have the same thing on my mind

as every red-blooded American boy

in Saint Louis. Mia!
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