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8:45 So 15 minutes have been decided to be the correct increments. Uh. 

Certainly feeling intoxicated. Don't uh...don't really have any inflammation of 
tongue or salivary glands or teeth that keep my speech from being slurred or 
slushy. But it's my old preference not to sound drunk if I am drunk or. . . not to 
sound off whatever state I have departed from. uh...about a half hour ago I decided 
I wanted to hear the Oakville dawn tape (a recording made in the vineyard in Napa 
Valley during dawn on the summer solstice with a portable recorder rolled just at 
sunrise) which is an actuality of sunrise of the longest day of the year from the 
balcony of the dome in Oakville. Seems like it couldn't have been played at a
better time. Uh, my palms are still sweaty and my feet are still clammy but maybe 
it is because I need a shower. NS asks question off microphone) No, no. Not in my 
jaw or in my oral muscles. It's --It's no difficulty. I mean, talking is fine. I 
can talk this way on alcohol, but it requires really biting down and watching what 
I'm doing. As soon as you stop watching what you're doing you slush out, or 
splinterize, or something. I'm not about to do that. It IS...uh...funny feeling in 
the cheeks. Perhaps we would have been sitting here listening to this tape and 
having it sound so nice. I Highly doubt. . . . Perhaps we would have been
downstairs watching TV turning the knob to dodge commercials. So. (NS asks if my 
"awareness has been enhanced.") I don't know. During the next fifteen minutes I'm 
going to try looking at uh, printed things. I haven't done that yet. I just been a 
little too clinical. (NS accedes.)

Oh hi. I'm still trying to figure out how to work the tape recorder. I have 
to get this thing straightened out. When this next happens, then it will be voice-
actuated, or something. It's ridiculous, all these mechanics. But, uh, now it's 
8:50, and I just read about how uh, Giuseppe Manzoni was instrumental in Verdi 
writing the Requiem, and has a little trouble...concentrating on the unsaid 
strange. At this point, which is 8:50:30. I do keep remembering to breathe (sighs), 
so that's the kind of intoxication we have -- where you sometimes forget to 
breathe. You might just be sitting there without breathing. Have to watch that. . . 

(NS reads current daily horoscope to me from newspaper as advertisement)
OHmigod, whose horoscope is that?
(NS Leo.)
Oh, What's the real one?
(NS: Yours or mine?)
Both,
(NS How diplomatic!)
Nine o'clock, and I took two dots of cocaine. Noticed I was somewhat 

anesthetized to the affects (effects) of it. The usual sharp sting that would occur 
did not. Maybe I'm not aware of sudden, strong, sharp sensations physically. (Slaps 
face) Maybe hitting my face is no good test.

Things continue to be contemplatively rosy. And the fireplace (far removed) 
feels good.

16m just reporting another half hour. I don't feel tired. And I don't feel 
rested. I don't feel like I want to get up and do anything. But this must be 
normal, for I wouldn't feel like getting up and doing anything at 9 o’clock on 
Sunday night anyway.

Nine fifteen, and I have taken the booster dose. Return of clammy feet and 
hands -- of course, the fog's come in.. . We'll turn up the fire.


