[bookmark: _GoBack]Times are looking grim these day’s!!!! There is a lot of stuff going on in the next few weeks, I’m not sure if I will make it through till the 11th without killing myself. Quite honestly I feel like stabbing myself in the jugular right now. I have to at least get to the 3rd so I can see Gina graduate high school and send Homey money for bail. I have been drinking the last couple of weeks and no one has even noticed. Dam I’m good at hiding it, ha-ha. I even told Jess that I needed to talk to her about it and I’m quite sure she knew why but she didn’t have time for me before the weekend. This being Memorial Day weekend I plan on drinking. Why? Because I can. I cashed in my change jar and got $28 so that should be enough for a couple bottles of that yummy cheap vodka.  Who knows what will happen when I get fucked up. I have some trazadone and I have a nice knife. I really should hold off though.
Wow that’s some pretty sick thinking. Maybe I should talk to someone about it, yeah right!!! I know that Tammi is worried about me she tried to call me three times to check on me and see if I told anyone about my drinking. I have a feeling she might section me on Tuesday if I don’t. She might just section me anyway so that also has me trying to sort things out for me so I can die on the schedule that is good for me. Why can’t anything be easy? The timing of this stuff has my head spinning, I am anxious, depressed and confused. I really don’t want to hurt anybody emotionally like Bella and Gina but I just need to get out of this lonely life. I know WO is me and all but REALLY I think about offing myself every fucking day. Every day is like Groundhog Day since I moved here just over a year ago. I don’t even want things to get better. If I wasn’t going to kill myself I would go into the city and waste away on the streets which sounds like a really good idea. 
