Okay...I suppose I'll keep this short and simple and start with the day I met Dalton (the second time *refer to his bio*).

  It was a bad morning and I was running a little behind schedule and had managed to lose a brand new pack of cigarettes (which I located about 3 months later) before finally arriving on ICC campus. Chas (my high school buddy) and I walked into the Student Services Building and got in line for registration, when in walked *cue harps* one of the cutest guys I had seen in quite awhile. Alas, he was about 15 people down the line. While in line Chas and I met Tommy, a tall, lanky guy with long hair and an art pad under his arm. Tommy was talented and for lack of a better word, different...which made me feel right at home. Next we met this attractive brunette with as much or more jewelry than I usually wear. She was Caren, from Memphis, Tennessee (God only knows how she ended up in bum-fucked Fulton, Mississippi, but she says it was the money). She and I became fast friends, partly due to the fact that I thought she was so attractive, but that's another story...but not really. Our total is now 4. Moving on down the line we encounter a tall, spike headed guy with a knack for jokes, though he's kinda shy. His name was Josh and Josh and I ended up talking to each other for the majority of the day. Even further down the line I encounter this short, red-headed wacko that calls himself John. I really have no words for John, but let's just say he kept a smile on my face...the wacky little shit. Now, when our little group, totalling six, got relocated to housing our conversation quickly turned to fighting and the tomboy came out in me. Josh and I talked for quite awhile about pressure points and the best way to beat someone up (I'm a bit of an expert) when I turned to notice "the cute guy" laughing quietly to himself and staring directly at ME! I asked him what the f*** he was laughing at to which he replied "YOU." A bit embarrassed and a bit tempted to show him just how much of a bad-ass I was, I struck up a conversation with him. So Dalton joined our group. Later on, when it was time to go, we all exchanged phone numbers and promised to keep in touch over the summer. John pestered me for a kiss on the cheek and Josh just walked around with me and Chas. Dalton, on the other hand, was a bit bold, coming up to me and asking me for a BIG hug. With those puppy-dog eyes (he's well known for those) and that cute face, how could I say no. So I hugged him and went on my merry way. Back home I tried to call Josh a time or two with no success, when I'm sitting on my couch, watching T.V. and I get a call from none other than Dalton. He wants to *cue music* go out on a DATE with me. Of course I accepted. Who in their right mind wouldn't. And so we went on our first date. After returning from a wonderful night out, we nervously sat on his couch and beat the HELL out of each other. Third Grade Flirting Syndrome I suppose. But I gotta give such old methods some credit because it won me a kiss (for which Dalton later confessed he felt "honored" *grin*). So we talk more on the phone and I discover that this man I was dating was once the same little boy I had a crush on at 4-H camp and who stayed up way past bedtime to talk to me for hours on end about completely useless shit before we lost touch in fifth grade. From then on we went under the assumption that God chose to put us back together for a reason and we dated pretty regularly. By the time we arrived at college people pretty much considered us an item. But because I was an idiot in not making that part official I lost him. 

  Let me tell you all that story in hopes that you will all learn a lesson from it. 

  I didn't want a relationship at the time this whole thing began because I was in the process of getting out of a pretty bad one. Dalton did, but didn't tell me because I voiced my feelings and he was afraid to scare me off. Now, since he had told me (falsely) that he didn't want a relationship either, when I began to get rather strong feelings for him I kept my mouth shut for fear of scaring him off. I finally told him, but, alas, it was too late. He had already secured himself another girlfriend that was everything I wasn't and everything he needed (or so it seemed).

   Moral of this story: Always tell those you love how you feel. Never be afraid to tell someone you love them. There's less to lose in telling them than in NOT telling them. I, for one, know this from experience. 

   So Dalton begins dating Lucy and mine and his relationship begins to fall apart. I take Lucy aside and tell her that I'm happy that he's happy with her, but that if she ever hurts him I WILL KILL HER! I tell Dalton (who is still partially undecided on the whole matter) to go be with her because all I want is for him to be happy and that she seems to give him that pleasure. 

   Well, would you be suprised if I told you they wouldn't last?

   They didn't. 

   And he remained my best friend. (who woulda thought?)

   So Dalton and I have been through more than I care to even begin to describe here and our relationship is stronger for it. Plus, as an added bonus, I am now allowed to kill Lucy! *evil grin*

   And Dalton and I are still getting married at 25, provided all statutes of clause DA25 are met and the circumstances are agreeable.

   So, the original version of the Pitt has both grown and dwindled. Mine and Dalton's problems seemed to greatly affect the vast majority of the Pitt (or at least made for great lunch gossip). It seems as though we were some sort of support blocks for the whole group because when we were fine they were fine (mostly) and when we had wars, so did the Pitt itself. So we all began to break up. Some of us have gotten pregnant and started families, some have dropped out of college and lost touch, and some have left us due to some sort of animosity. Most of our original members are gone. We gained some new kids, but most of them left us too. So now we're down to a handful of the original crew (seen pics) plus one or two newbies. And to tell you the truth, we are the best family I've ever seen. Sure, we argue and yell, and swear hatred on one another, but it's a matter of time before we're hugging, crying, and begging for forgiveness. We do put the "fun" in dysfunctional.

   And on a personal note, I don't know what I would have done without these guys. They hold me up. They provide something for me to reach for when I'm lost  and drowning. My therapist (during the short time that I was seeing her {I lost the car and couldn't make it to the office}) once said that the Pitt was most likely not the type of people that I should be associating myself with at this particular time in my life. Well, f*** her because these guys are the only family I've ever known, or at least the only one not to abandon me. These guys are my "Phamylie" and I plan to stick by them until the end...whenever or whatever that is.

   So here  goes the personal shit:

   Dalton: not enough words exist in this universe to express who and what you are to me. Just know that I love you and I always will. You've helped me through so much and forgiven me for so much. It seems that no matter what we go through, we emerge side by side with a bond even stronger than before. No one can take us! Together we could take the world! Here's to our future, whatever it holds. I love you, Catfish.

   Jennifer: All those times that I had no one to turn to, not even Dalton, you were there. You held me when I cried, caught me when I stumbled, and picked me up when I fell. I lost my sister many years ago, therefore missing out on all the Big Sis stuff. But, hon, if I could describe what I expect she would be like, I would describe you. You are true, not fake. You are warm, not cold. You ARE my sister. I know I can always count on you. You are a very sensible person, and even though most of the gang runs to Dalton and I for advice, I expect that you would be the most suited. You are the silent backbone of our little Phamylie. I love you hon. And I'll see you in the chapel when you turn (). Thank you for doing nothing more than being you. I love you, Bunny.

   John: You’ve been the one person who’s never doubted me, even when you probably should have. You’ve been my friend tried and true. If I recall correctly we’ve only been in one real fight. That’s gotta say something. And thank you for loving me so much. In a time when it seemed like no one did and no one could, you did, and that made all the difference to me. I can’t really say to you all the words you deserve to hear. And I can’t tell you why I never accepted your invitation for that date, but I do feel that things have worked out best for the both of us. Thank you for everything. You’ve made a definite change in my life and I appreciate it. It’s nice to know that there is someone out there whose love for me knows no bounds. You are an angel in disguise. Thank you again, a million times over and I’ll see you in the chapel when you turn 93.  And thank you for the pink rose. It meant more than the world to me and you know it. And it meant a lot to Dalton and anyone else who understood. I love you, Glitz.

   Colin: It’s been a long time since those days back in junior high when I used to push you down stairs and yell at you…BASTARD! (“BITCH”) *giggle* I’ll never forget that first night when my parents made me call you about that homework assignment. I’ll be forever in gratitude to you for recognizing the despair in my voice. And thank you for forgiving me for the injustices I had served you. Now, we’re the best of friends. Do you remember the looks on the faces of all our classmates when we showed up in the halls laughing and talking? You’ve helped me grow so much and you’ve always been right there at my side. And I can’t believe how you’ve turned out. You went from being a dorky little kid to the attractive man you are now. And I knew long before anyone else (even though I never acted on it) what a wonderful boyfriend you were gonna be for someone. And I don’t want you to forget the happy tears that flowed from my eyes the day I saw that movie (from whence I got your name) sitting there under my Christmas tree. Pretty In Pink. You are my Ducky. Now if I can just get you to perform that one scene from the music shop….

Nevermind. I’m digressing. I just want you to know just how much you mean to me.  You’re my brother. You’re that date I probably should’ve gone on. You’re that light at the end of a long dark tunnel. You’re the one that has gotten me through it all. And I see how problems with my life and my family affect you and it lets me know just how much of a true friend you are. I couldn’t have asked for better. And by the way, thank you for that little setup at Tabor’s that night. Only a true friend would have gone to that extent for me and..uh…the “other” party involved. So let me walk to the bottom of that set of stairs, take hold of your hand, and pick you up. Sorry if it hurt. But I’ll be with you forever now. I love you, Ducky.

   Lou: I can’t recall exactly how it is that we became friends, but I’m glad we did. For some odd reason you took an interest in me, and I couldn’t be happier that you did. You’ve been a lot to me and might have been more had circumstances been different. I know I don’t see you much anymore, but I still remember all those days when somehow or another you knew I needed you and you came and pulled me out of that tiny little room. You must have a very special relationship with God, because YOU got the message every time I prayed, and then you came to my rescue. I don’t know if I would have made it through all that had you not constantly been at my side, urging me to push forward. Thank you for loving me, and for helping to rekindle my relationship with God. And whatever decisions you make, you know I’ll stand behind you…scratch that…beside you, all the way. You’ve always got my love and support. You’ve managed to touch me in a very special way (get your mind out of the gutter). You are a kind and gentle soul. I knew that from the first time I met you. I’ll buy you that van one day. JOE BOO WREEKS HAOVC ON THE BSU! I love you, Lou-dog.

   Caren: Honey, you were one of the first friends I made at ICC. You’ve been there for me through almost everything. But with you locked up with your computer and me locked up in my apartment we never get to see one another. I miss all those times we spent causing havoc for the rest of the ICC population. And I’ll never be able to thank you enough for being my friend. That night with my mom in the apartment…you were so kind and understanding. Nothing like a little man bashing (particularly father bashing) to bond three very different yet similar women together.  And FUCK Gateway! Mom calls and asks about you all the time. You made a great impact on her and for that you deserve the highest of awards in my book. Thanks for all the hugs, the back-rubs, the good times, and the kisses (no tongue for those of you who are eavesdropping). And for those who witnessed us kiss…I gotta give you credit for making it look so real. The looks on their faces were classic. You are a very talented person in many areas (even in bed from what I hear) and I wish you the best of luck in whichever of these talents you decide to make into a profession. Just please don’t let it be the sex thing! LOL! You are a sister to me and I will always appreciate your presence in my life. I love you, Pixie.

   Karen: I never thought that we’d become as close as we have. You are a very mature individual, which is more than I can say for most people. You befriended me when I most needed it and we have grown closer and closer. I wish with all my heart that I could change the circumstances around you. I wish with all my heart that you didn’t hurt like you did. But maybe he will come around. Let’s just hope that whatever comes of the situation you come out okay. I’ll never be able to thank you enough for taking care of me, especially on our camping trip. And I will make that trophy for you. Unfortunately, it will be quite a while due to the fact that you deserve so many awards for so many things. A multi-part trophy. And that house in Key West, just give Dalton and I time and we’ll see what we can do about it. Thank you again for taking care of not only me but everyone else in the Pitt. I love you, Momma Bear.

   Anastasia: Hon, I’ve liked you since long before you became a part of our Phamylie. You are who you are, not a fake, and I appreciate that. I decided long before you began dating Dalton that you would make a perfect counterpart for him. And I’m truly happy for the two of you (never thought I’d hear myself say that). But I will give you the same warning that I gave all the others, especially Lucy (hers is yet to come): You hurt him, in any way, mentally or physically, his pride or his heart, I will come after you. I don’t know that I would kill you because of the respect I have for you, but I can say that you would regret harming such a gentle soul. But really, I hope we continue to become closer as friends. We are so much alike and I see it more everyday, from our writing, to our lifestyles, to the way we treat our Catfish (yes, I still lay claims on him). Please, just treat him better than he deserves, because his happiness is my greatest concern. I think I’ve found a great new friend in you, and I hope that you feel the same way. I know it sounds odd, but I’ve trusted you completely since the first time we talked. Keep on living like you do, and maybe we’ll make some more of those little calls one day *grin* . I love you, Stacy.

   Bryan: My love, I can’t tell you how you’ve changed my life. You’ve catered to my every whimsy and you have every intent to keep it up. I’ve never had anyone treat me the way you do. I am thankful every day that Micheal stopped that night on Main. It’s only been 5 months and we already have a past, and are working on a future. All my life I’ve been waiting for that Prince Charming., someone to sweep me off my feet, someone to take away all the pain, someone to give me the life I’ve always dreamed of. But, Baby, I realized, that you’re more than that, you’re better than that. Prince Charming doesn’t hold a candle to you. So, Baby, let’s keep on making it through the bad times, and enjoying the good times. And let’s prepare ourselves, because the best is yet to come. I love you, Bryan.

   And a special section devoted to my Kwasi:

      We’ve all known Kwasi since about the time school began. Kwasi confided in us that he has a disease called Sickle Cell Anemia. This means that our Kwasi won’t be with us as long as we had wished. Due to his strength and the fact that he voices no worries or complaints, he has made a great impact on us all. This is to my Kwasi.

    Kwasi: I have to say that I hold you dearer to my heart than you know. YOU are MY HERO. You are strong. You go about your day as if nothing is wrong. Never once have I heard a complaint uttered from your lips (well, except those about authorities and such “Maaan, that SUCKS!”). I would just like you to know how great of an impact you have had on me. You are what most people should be. And you are not easily defeated. Any time that I have come to see you in the hospital, worried as hell, I have arrived to find you with a smile on your face that says “no worries.” And the controversy we’ve caused stealing kisses from one another on campus! It’s so funny to see how people react to an innocent little kiss between two people of different races. But let me tell you. I see neither your race, nor your health complications. You are just an extremely above average person. I think everyone should take a cue from you and realize that things could be worse and that you are a role model. Once again, I will say that YOU ARE MY HERO! I can only hope to obtain a small fraction of the wisdom you possess. I don’t know what this past year would’ve been like without you. I respect you. I love you, forever, my Kwasi.

So that’s it guys. This was my first year at college (minus a lot of details, but if you’ll send money I’ll write the book), and these are the people that have influenced my life. Take it how you want it, or see it for what it is. I couldn’t have made it as far as I have without these people. They are my Phamylie. 

Sincerely, Goat.

Thanks to,

 

So much for short, huh?

May peace be with you, 

  And Never Compromise Yourself, You’re All You’ve Got…

     ENola* Rayne
