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Aileen’s writing 
 And hows thee ol’ buddy doin!? Say I did say I’d write a letter about the good ol days I traveled through, and so if you’d like to hear a few war stories of my life’s encounters, then let me lay a few on ya so you can get an idea of just what I dealt with out there after I left Michigan at 16. O man, tell me, tell me, tell me Aili! OK. . Just hold your horses dawn and let me get my guitar out 1st so as I can do an opening number upon this camp fire before I fill ya full of tales of the highway. This ones by Bob Seager138 . . . OK. . . . Rock + Roller...... Let me begin with. . . .   . . . I’m off to telling some tales. So get prepared. May make your hair – “fly way on up in thee air!.” Chhhhcccchhhhhh.   . . . Next letter dear buddy will be on some of the things Rose + I did . . . I havent much time left to leave these truths behind for someone to know. As you and I know., No body knows me, / at all! . . . So Ill share memories with you, therefore at least my childhood friend does, here even in writting OK. I love ya gal. Catch ya in the next Kite. P.S. You may want to keep these letters seperate from others since they’ll contain true life events. Okee do Kee.   Diary of U.S.A. In Memory of. . . .  
. . . And if ya can’t seem to recall who I am out there (in Bakersfield) Well 
there’s an old Nick I acquired in Detroit (before) runnin into ya’s. So used it 
with ya since everybody else went by nic’s. And that was. 
Apple. 
So wish ya well Bud. Keep scootin and choppin the wind . . . 
To Be Continued 
Love Aileen  
  



 
  

 

Life at Home 
Family 
Kid Days 
. . . And my memory of my kid days can go way back. So far back I amaze 
myself! Such as, I can recall being held in a boys blanket with 3 Women 
standing around starin at me and playin with my hands and nose, all of which 
I didn’t like at all!. Chuckle. Chhhhccchhhh. 
Then I remember another scene being real little. I was in a crib where my 
diapers were on to tight and the safety pins were digging into my hips, with 
me wantin this taken care of royal – as I cried my heart out for them to come 
and rescue me from . . . 
And as I moved on into the growing pains of life, I’d come accrosst a hot 
interest that’d intrigue me so. All of which would be . . . Music. I fell in love! 
Dazzled in Rock an Roll . . . I was gonna be another Janis Joplin or Jimi Hindrix. 
You name it . . . 
Then I started getting musical equipment for Christmas. I was gearin up for a 
band!. I had acquired now Bongo’s (a) flute and (a) harmonica., but best of 
all., a Wind up guitar!. Yet low and behold, I could never master those fishin 
strings and the fancy art of playin it. So I’d wind it up instead / allowin it to 
strum itself / This land is your land / as I’d pretend I was hindrex while it was. 
Ha Ha. 
. . . And the house we lived in was built by him, couisins, and friends . . . While 
Mom prettied it up . . . With flower gardens . . . 
  



  Family house and neighbourhood 
 
Well ol’ lost buddy. Sending more pictures of you of everyone if you can . . . If 
you could some day soon. Would you please take a couple color photo’s of 
my old house. It sits accross the Maddox’s . . . Please do. I’d like to see if my 
Mothers flowers are still around. And her trees she raised . . . 
*** 
From the looks of my old house in this photo, I stand in Awe! Totally amazed! 
The front door – “look at it closely!” it seems to be like some 20/30 inches 
from the screen door. Which has me believe they re-converted the Living 
room . . . 
The tree in the front yard is new. Some 23 years old, but wasnt my moms 
doin. She planted 2 trees in back, close to the house and I see there still 
there. Barry engraved his name at the top of the tree, one facing west – from 
back yard – (left hand one.) So if anyone ever cuts it down, they’ll see his 
name and date on the bark . . . 
The flowers! all gone. My mom worked for 33 years on all her flower beds., 
and rose bushes that use to line the house and the aluminum chain fencing 
(that now gone) use to be around the front yard. 
... I’m very happy to see my house having been so cared for and (creatively 
kept up with) as it has. Whoever lives there. “Thank-You” . . . 
The middle section of the house we called the backroom. I feel was 
remodeled inside . . . They either built in another fire-place – (or) this new 
grey smoke stack deal above the house is for the suana in the garage (they 
kept and didnt tear down). The suana was a steam room – “finnish style” my 
Dad built along with the house . . . 



Say did you notice if the names on the mail boxes were still our ol’ kid 
friends. Like there parents still live there, or kids took over after purhaps 
there deaths. Like Kerrs or Maddox’s or Farwells. 
. . . 4-now Love Aileen 
*** 
Hellooo! And Thank you for the greatest gift you could’ve ever given this gal 
locked up ... I love ya Buddy! . . . Last night I went to the 70(s) and just was 
flooded with the good ol days ... Im curious if the woods next to my house is 
still there . . . So – is there woods there? These woods we would galavant 
through to reach the pits . . . 
I remember savin Lori’s but from some bee’s in those woods next to Randalls 
... me probably 9 or 10 / her 11 or 12. There was this abandoned car., chevy 
looken. We were goofin around by it . . . We lifted the wood near the vehicle 
and out came the bee’s., swarming everywhere, we ran, yet they kept comin . 
. . She was stung about 5 times only! Should have been more . . . Did I get any 
thanks for it. HA HA . . . hell no! Only! It was your fault, your fault, your fault. 
Chuckle, chuckle. 
. . . [Always] trying to be a Hero to my sis. Carl Maddox . . . had this bow and 
arrow set. Always was over our house trying to shoot bats with it . . . I 
watched the arrow coming down zeroing on Lori . . . The arrow hit her in the 
back. It wasnt in far. About a 1/2 inch or less but still had to be removed. So I 
removed it ... she didnt want mom + Dad to know . . . So I put peroxide and 
iodine on it, stuck a bandaide accrost it. And Walla! Some 4 days later she 
was OK. Was I credited. Heck no! not this time either. It was – you and Carl’s 
fault, you and Carl’s, you and Carl’s. Ha Ha . . . Boy ō Boy! Memories! . . . 
I really am grateful for these flicks. I wish I could see the back trees in the 
backyard. Those 2 my mom planted when the house was built. Lot of tree 
climbin we did in those babies . . . Love ya Forever! Aileen 
***  

These pictures are the greatest.! I need to Thank you over and over again! . . . 
see the little window up in the attic area of the house, above to the left over 
on the roof area of the backroom. Well that little window is were Keith, Lori, 
and I use to skip outta . . . This was so we could head out to the pits – when 
parties were going on out there . . . 
Randalls house. 
Well, I bet Lori wished there house was like this one instead of what the 
Randalls did exist as. There house was a shample with all them kids. All boys 
at that.! I never could understand how Lori could live with them . . . Although 
I guess it was tolerable because Keith also lived with em. Me. . . . I was able 
too to. In the abandoned car. on the cinder blocks in the yard. Remember! Ha 
Ha Ha Ha Ha. There was no room any where in the house to sleep, so the car 
was the only option. I think I slept there for about 3 months or more. Once 
winter came, I couldn’t take it anymore, so I headed to Florida . . . 
*** 
Video Driving round the neighbourhood 
Michelle drove us to aileens old home, they grew up as Vietnam was ending, 
and drugs where everywhere, 
Michelle: Aileens house was right over there, you want to go by it,  
Joan: yea 
Michelle: ok I’ll take you by it, this was Mark Faron’s house, we were all 
connected together, we all used to hang in the neighbourhood you know, all 
the kids packed together. This was Terry Cox’s house, right here, erm, she 
used to do a lot of drugs with xxxx (house on the right next door street, over 
the road from aileens). This is Aileen’s house right here, this is it, that’s it, this 
was her house,  
Nick: and when you saw her being beaten 



Michelle: er yea that door right there, I was infront of that door, see they’ve 
redid the house since then, but that room in the very back is her bedroom, 
not the first one but the second window, you see how low they are, she used 
to climb right out of them. Xxxx lived there also and we used to go over and 
smoke pot and do whatever, get in all kinds of shit. 
Nick: but lot’s of different drugs? 
Michelle: Yes! Erm lots of pills actually, LSD, mescaline, bladder acid 
 
  

  



Rebel Kid 
 
And talk about good lookin [Grandparents], who reminded me of Movie Stars 
royal !. . . . They tried there best to keep the Morals in the family and in tune 
to it too . . . So it wasn’t really all that bad. As things wouldn’t change until 
we’d reach our teens . . . Lord there went our Moral values . . . Be it the 
booze, cigs, or drugs . . . 
staying up all night to find out santa wasn’t real at age 6,  getting to 
be naughty and BomBarding Keith “with Snow-balls the rest of the 
Winter” 
You know.... sittin here thinking of Christmas got me rememberin when Keith 
an I were little youngins and a real cute incident occurred. Ha Ha. Let me 
share it with ya. OK. We were no other then (6) me (7) Keith (8) Lori . . . A 
perfect Christmas Eve . . . 
After hours of fun, and time for bed, we hit it worn out yet not willin to sleep 
. . . so we could hopefully catch Santa . . . So we stayed up . . . 
45 minutes had to of gone by, when suddenly Keith, shrieked. “I see him!” “I 
see him!” “I just saw a red cap go by the front door, Hes here!” And scurried 
he did – to the fire place – to cordially Welcome Santa down the shoooot. 
While Lori an I ran to the front door . . . 
All the commotion gave us away, as mom an Dad stumbled on into the 
Livingroom to wit us all up an about! “Scolded” – we were hurried back to 
bed . . . 
Well so be it, mom an Dad knew when all of us were asleep. Cause none of us 
wit them placeing all them gifts that night, we so faithfully requested to 
Santa . . . 
Every year our ways of doing it up for the Holidays were pretty much likewise 
. . . 

Our imaginations were runnin wild an free – full of excited fun. Untill we had 
to learn the truth. Final out-come. Keith got “BomBarded with Snow-balls the 
rest of the Winter” . . . 
HA HA HA 
age 6 or 7, eating strawberries from the garden, trying to smoke the 
vine until realised they could rip off cigs 
. . . strawberries. Emm. Sounds good. Havent had Lovely strawberries since I 
was 6 or 7 . . . So its been a long time since I’ve eatin strawberries. And when 
we were kids we tried to smoke the rotted vines. It worked a little. You could 
get a puff or 2. But we started early with cigerrettes – so continued to rip em 
off from whom ever or where ever – we ever could. As for having put out for 
any. No way. And whoever made that one up is CRAZY. period. Anyway, . . . 
Kid days ! Ahhhh. They were so Heavenly....  
Playing with fire 
And School became my favorite thing to attend. But when 3rd grade would 
come along, this would take a turn for the worse, screwing up my joy of 
going. 
. . . I was (9) and Lori was (11) at the time her and I decided to play with some 
flammable liquid in an empty duck shed we had along side our house. The 
whole shed lit up quick being so full of hay and rotted wood. As Lori received 
a slight burn on her thigh, and I my face. 
1st and 2nd degree burns they were. Some 3rd around the forehead. Luckily 
it was basically lighter fluid and not gasoline (or) I’d of been without one. a 
face that is., for sure. 
I was wrapped up like the invisible man for at least 3 days in the Hospital. 
Then for a time at home. After about 3 months it seemed, careing for the 
burns, I’d wind up with scars on my forehead, only. Thank God!. And I always 
have. 
Yet this didn’t heed any warning signals to be / More Careful . . . 



. . . I began to also become one hell of a run away. Skippin out the house at 
least every 3 months once the age of 13 would arrive . . . 
So my rebellious butt kept sayin. “Freedom!.” As off I’d go . . . As further 
troubles came my way . . . Only to cause then One Word to be so hated by 
me so much so that it would be enough to kill. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

  



Rapes 
My first run in with would be at parties I was considered a stranger to. Out in 
Pontiac and Detroit. Where as I’d find myself tied to a bed (spread eagle) / 
(that is once I awoke) and gang raped. As I’d run into at least 3 of these brutal 
attacks at 13. Animals. 
Then sadly I was runnin into this with those I knew at parties ... 
And then the last to come which hindered anymore for a while anyway would 
be from a ride, as I’d hitchhike home from clawson after sneaking out to 
party at, some 8 miles away. And this one would get me pregnant. At 14. Low 
Life Scum Ball 
The rape Yes its true. The guy did say he knew my dad, and where I lived. He 
picked me up out of the pouring rain. on 20 and Rochester, accross from the 
Clark station . . . He pulled me out from it, and asked me if I could use a lift. I 
told him where I lived (not far!) Then he did say my dads name. Says he 
comes to the bar often. Then the rest. Too embarressing 
Then trying to hide it for six months which was only getting harder to do. / 
Talk about then adding insult to injury!. I was sent to an unwed home in 
Detroit. Only to then have to put him up for adoption once born. / as I named 
him Keith Arnold Wuornos. 
 
Abuser are the only ones at fault 
. . . this notion of yours that if only you’d a done more as a kid for me! Quit! 
There was no-way you could, help. You were a teen. You had no-way too.! 
Your parents couldnt either! Being as barely makin it themselves + for you 3. 
Others could of helped me in life but didnt. Instead, abused me, (or) tried to 
in one way or thee other. These ones are diffenately to blame. So 
pleeeeeease dont ever feel guilty about such. No need too. OK. God knows 
percisely who they are . . .  

  



Age 14 – Unwed mothers home in Detroit 
. . . its snowin outside. Way back when I was 14 stuck in an Unwed home in 
Detroit., Low an Behold just before I had the little tike – it was snowin 
outside. So! I guess I can’t say I find that to unusual . . . Boy that kid I had was 
huge. I can’t remember if they said 7 lbs 11 ounce’s or 11 lbs 7 ounces. But I 
sure remember well the pain. 24 hours of labor. The stretch marks from him 
rack my bod. There all over. He pulled me apart! Wound up naming him. 
Keith Arnold Wuornos. Then later, as I was being sentenced to girls training 
school. the Judge said that my child was adopted into a wealthy family., and 
that the 1st name was kept. Humm. Wonder how true that all was. Anyway! 
Sure kept me happy.... 
  

Mums Death 
But once at home, I was back on the run.  
My dad got laid off of Beaver Percision [Products, Inc.] after 15 years there . . 
. I believe this is where the major problems in the house began. Him there 
24/7 drunk . . . 
That’s when [Dad] begin to hit the bottle ever then before and my Mother 
unknowingly was getting sicker of a sickness I didn’t know she even had. 
. . . Mom would die from the tyroid condition and Dad would later committ 
suicide over it . . . 
My mother wound up dieing in one of the bedrooms of the house., as dad 
Would later bet the house away with a horse bet at Hazel Park Race Track . . . 
Then later I’d learn that he assisted Mom to her death. By getting what she 
requested for the first time ever, since she didn’t drink at all. And that was 
beer to increase her chances and as the story goes to ease the pains of, from 
this tyroid condition that gave her this cherosis of the Liver . . . 
I was crushed . . . Had I of only known, I know I would of tried to “then” 
straighten things out between Dad an I . . . I became crushed to the max . . . I 
hitchhiked to her funneral and then a short time later would be picked up for 
the first time as a run away. 
*** 
10-3-96 
Dear Dawn, 
. . . I’ve got to tell you something thatll blow your mind, like it has mine. I 
mean this is awesome.! When I was a kid my mom + I would talk about God 
and life after death, and besides hundreds of other things – also the house 
being fixed up . . . She died then when I was 14. 



Well I was around 9 or 10 when Dad finally decided to get aluminum sideing 
for the house . . . Mom was in big hopes to also get shutters for all the 
Windows. White ones at that! But Dad could only afford the sideing and 
that’s all . . . she kept her hopes up high for someday – getting those shutters 
for the house. Well she died before this could ever be fulfilled . . . Yet! LOOK! 
Today there’s white shutters. As if the people who moved in were influenced 
by my mom’s spirit ... 
Well theres more.! 
My mom was gettin interested in planting more Tree’s. She had 2 planted in 
the back ... But here in the early 70(s) she wanted to plant more. 
. . . these people who now live here . . . have done percisely again – another 
gig – exactly as my mom had planned but never fulfilled . . . Woe! Awesome 
A! . . . 
I say its a sign from my mom. Because when we were little and talks on God 
would come up. she often mentioned that if she was to die, she’d love to be 
able to leave “Signs” somehow that / regardless out of the body / she’s still 
alive. She even thought of one idea, that . . . was to clip a rose off of one of 
her many rose bushes . . . , place it in a vase without water on the fire place 
mantel. If the rose didnt wilt in a weeks time, but stayed fresh as if just 
clipped off the bush, it was done by her, as proof, she is still alive “In Spirit”. 
Well Lori and Dad did do this, and the rose stayed good for not only a week. 
But a week and a 1/2. At least this is what Lori told me. Awesome Ā! . . . 
Aileen 
  

  



Grandad 
. . . From my experiences with my father. “I hated him!” On alot of occasions 
of how he seemingly institutionalized me at home. He was as cold as ice. All 
because of W WII. He was a sergeant in it, head over 50 men, while fighting 
in his platoon. And he felt like Keith + I were the enemy. had invaded his 
territory. So like a syndrome. he laid his “Sergeant crap” on us. Even having 
us forced to call him “Sir”. instead of dad . . . 
*** 
Barry and Lori’s bad genes made them behave badly from dads 
alcoholism, Keith and Aileen treated as 2nd class family members, 
until mum died and they were kicked out by dad. 
Dear Dawn, 
. . . Hey remember when I was trying to explain why I think [Lori and Barry] 
were different from Keith and I genetically. OK, what I was trying to say was 
that, Diane126 was there 1st child. So my grandparents gene’s probably 
weren’t as dis-troyed yet from booze. Like my grandfathers. So Diane’s make 
up was O.K. . . . But “Barry and Lori”, came next afterward, and I believe 
“NOW” dads sperm count wasnt so good as when Diane was brought fourth 
into the world, So with it off in genetics, not much, but enough to warrent a 
slight characteristics problem, 
once they were birthen . . . Lori + Barry . . . both Graduated + Barry went to 
college. See Keith and I’s “neglection” by the family, in being always 2nd 
class, had us “Run away from home” . . . If mom127 hadnt of died. I bet, Lori 
couldve went to college also. But had we wanted to. No go! ... So now you 
see. why (?) Lori + Barry would jump on the money to witness against me . . . 
Lying for the State and for the Money ... 
Time for me to study my Bib-ble . . . 
Stay Kool!  

The Kiddo!  
Love 
Aileen, 
*** 
Nick Broomfield: Michelle Schuman recorded an incident with her 
[Aileen’s] grandfather  
Michelle: I don't know how much you want me to say, he was a bastard 
Lawyer: Do you recall an incident when you and Aileen skipped school 
Michelle: yes 
Lawyer: What happened? Did you go up to Aileen’s house? 
Michelle: I walked home with her, and we had gotten caught, and I 
remember looking through the front, they had a screen door view, and the 
minute she walked in, he had her over a chair, and ah *sighs*I stood there 
and watched him, and he beat the hell out of her with a black belt that was 
around his waist, he took it off and told her to lean over the chair, and he 
walloped on her for a good 5 minutes 
Lawyer: Is this what you would call a spanking? 
Michelle: Oh no, no, it was like, it left me hypnotised 
Lawyer: Did he know you were watching? 
Michelle: Yea he did, he was aware I was watching 
Lawyer: Is that just an example as to 
Michelle: That's an example yes 
*** 



Interview versions 
Nick Broomfield: I wondered how Aileen herself viewed her childhood in Troy 
Nick: was it quite nice living there? 
Aileen: Yea Troy’s alright, and oh I want to straighten out somethin man, say hey 
Nick, I want to get this straightened out because Jacky, Drew and all them, all lied 
about my family. 
Nick: well how did they lie about your family 
Aileen: well see, now I gotta, this documentation I’ve got to square some stuff up 
Nick: ok so tell me about your family 
Aileen: ok the truth about my family is this:  my dad was so straight, and so clean, 
he wouldn’t even wear a, take his shirt off to mow the lawn. He did not believe in 
cussing, he did not believe in er long hair and miniskirts and stuff, he was really 
straight and really decent. And so was my mum, my mum hated swearing in the 
house, if you swore, you said one sware word you’d have a whole bar of lava 
soap in your mouth, so I came from a real clean and decent family. 
But why then did you get thrown out after the birth? 
See after my mom died, my dad got pissed; he was like “ok this is the last straw”, 
you know; “I think you are the cause of moms death”.  Because she had physical 
problems that because of all the stress and the pain of everything you know, and 
what I’m going through as a wild kid, is pissing him off.  I mean he thinks that 
that killed her aswell, and induced her death, so he’s pissed off, he doesn’t want 
me home anymore. 
Nick: Aileen, let me ask you one question, do you think if you hadn’t had to leave 
your home and sleep in the cars and stuff, your life would have turned out 
differently? 
Now then [back to serious], if I could do my life all over again and I came from 
backgrounds that was right on [betrays script], I mean my family was right on, 
but as far as my mom not dying, my dad not freaking out about us.  If I could do it 

all over again, my family died too young, I had to hit the road, and I came from a 
family that was supportive, we didn’t have split sister and brother stuff and all 
that, it was all true blood, all of that blood and everything was, financially stable, 
and everybody was really tight,  I (pauses for effect), would have become more 
than likely an outstanding citizen of America, who would have either been an 
archaeologist, a paramedic, a police officer, a fire department gal, or an 
undercover worker for DEA or did I say archaeology? Or a missionary but I’m not 
a Christian freak, so scrub missionary, because I’m just thinking you know, if I 
would have come from a decent, ye know I would have done real decent. 
*** 
  



  Bilogical mum 
6 October – Calumet, Michigan 
Nick: We’re driving to meet Dianne Wuornos, Aileens Biological mother, they 
haven’t layed eyes on each other for 25 years, this is Calumet, copper mining 
town on Michigans upper perninsular, the Wuornos family originally came here 
as immigrants from, Owlo in Finland to work down the mines. 
Dianne: ok I want to tell you something about her birth, she was a frank breach 
birth, that means bottom first, and a breach birth is very dangerous, and that’s 
feet first, and a frank breach, is really very bad, the docter even called in other 
people to watch it, because it was so unusual but I thought maybe she got some 
kind of brain damage during that birth, because it was so unusual, and that while 
she’s mentally competent, it may have caused her problems. What does Aileen 
think about what caused her to act like that? 
Nick: Well originally she said she did it in self-defence, then she said she just 
needed the money.  She says that if she came from a home that wasn’t split.. 
Dianne: Oh because of her father and me getting a divorce. 
Nick: She didn’t say that. I think she’s confused, because on the one hand says it 
had nothing to do with her childhood, but then on the other hand she was 
sleeping out in the snow for a while and living in the woods. 
She was sleeping in the snow and living in the woods?  
Immediately after she had the baby 
I know nothing about that? I never herd Barry tell me that. 
After she had the baby she couldn’t move back in to the house with your father, 
then she was living in the woods in the snow. 
Didn’t agency find her and take care of her? 
No, and then she ended up hitching around. 
Which she liked. 



(long pause) 
Do you know the exact date of the execution? 
I think it’s soon. 
Ok, I think I’ll rest better. 
Nick: As we were leaving, Dianne asked for Aileen’s forgiveness 
*** 
Nick: Just before we came here, we met with your mother Dianne,  
Aileen: You met with my brother and Dianne, I could give a  
Nick: Your mother Dianne 
Aileen: My mother Dianne, let me tell you something about my mother, she 
plopped me out of her belly, left me with my grandparents, and we never knew 
her, so tell that damn whore, I could give a fuck if she even had me, she had me 
and left, to texas, my mom and my dad never saw them ever again, except at 
funerals, my moms funeral, my dads funeral and my brothers funeral. And if 
she’s at mine, probably be spitting on her, I couldn’t care less; I don’t give a 
damn about that damn whore. I don’t know her, I never even knew her 
Nick: well she asked for your forgiveness 
Aileen: she can go to hell, she doesn’t have any of my forgiveness, I don’t even 
know her, don’t even want to know her. 
*** 
Pictures 
Her biological mother Dianne who abandoned her when she was 6 months old 
Her father Leo was convicted of kidnapping and sodomizing an 8 year old boy, he 
committed suicide in prison. 

Her grandfather Larry who she called dad and is rumoured to be her biological 
father, he abused both Aileen and her mother. 
Aileen aged 13 when she got pregnant and had a baby boy that was put up for 
adoption. 
 
  



  Life on the run 
15 - Pontiac, Juvenile centre 
run away from home for the last time, parents filed run away report to not 
get in trouble with law, she thinks dad knew that it would get her locked up, 
big gang found her to tell her the news of mum dying then just left her again, 
burnt out, hitchhiked to funeral, 24 hours later, picked up by cops, juvenile 
centre full of hate, gaurds sadistic, on the 2nd day put in solitary for a week, 
managed to escape by getting on a list of names for a trip out the facility, 
picked her moment and calmly walked off, told her story to a farmer who had 
herd about the treatment at the facility, hid her and took her out to 
motorway. 
Well, as you know, way back, at the age of 15, I ran away from home for the 
3rd and last time. The other times were at the age of 13 and 14. Now Mom 
cared., but Dad didn’t. But in order for themselves not to get in any trouble 
with the Law, they did as any normal parent should do and finally filed a run 
away report. With Dad havein a plan behind it, I had no idea of – once I was 
caught. 
Then of-course, as you know, during this 3rd split from the house, Mom dies. 
Unaware to! I had no idea she was so sick. As she did in the Morning, and I 
was at the pits about to be hunted down by Lori and some of the Shelley girls 
in Dad’s Maverick Lori was driven. Now you may have been with em Dawn, 
but I can’t remember everyone there. I was beginning to get way burned out 
from the whole mess – so please forgive me if you were and I’ve forgotten. 
Anyway . . . from the car – someone came down to the beach and told me 
Lori was up there and needed to talk with me. So I made my way up thee 
embankment, to the car, only to find her full of tears. Then she laid on the 
Shocking New’s an split., just to leave me likewise. 
The news got to the Cops fast, that I was around the area, ... after that. Surely 
by Lori. Barry or Dad. But because of an Uncle or Cuss. (can’t remember what 
kind of kin he was). . . . being one of the Cops in Troy I believe I was 
overlooked for a while as a run away, so I could attend her funeral. Yet it 



wouldn’t be 24 hours later – after I did – that’d I’d sure enough be rounded 
up on my way to a juvenile facility out in Pontiac. 
Now let me tell ya, that center was somethin else. Full of UK and discust. 
Hate was “Everywhere!.”, and nothing was being accomplished because of it. 
And it wouldn’t be 2 days there, that I’d get locked down in a tiny cell away 
from the others for given a Matron the finger. I believe they left me in there 
around a week or so. As the one I gave the finger to, knew very well about 
my Mom’s death. Haveing just died. But did they care!? why hell no!. Only 
that the information was music to their ears to further punnish me with. So 
they Loved it., and snickered anytime I mentioned here name or memories 
of. 
Then one day came a break. A good way to bust from the place. The girls 
were hedin on a field trip and I was asked to come along. I figured, excellent, 
now I can run from this joint. As my feet began to itch with excitement. I had 
a trail to blaze. 
Finally by another week we were off. Arriveing to a picnic area that was way 
out in the Boonies. I kept looking around, an sayin to myself... , How easy!. 
And once everyone was pretty well occupied. I walked off. I must’ve been a 
good ½ mile when they finally noticed me missing!. And then way in the 
distance I could hear them callin my name. As I just laughed an walked on. 
Around 2 miles or more I found a farm. My eyes trained on the barn as a hide 
out, I started towards it only to be greeted by 2 young guys and an older 
Man. Who were part of the farm. The father and sons. They immediately 
started askin me what I was doin on their land. As I really didn’t much care an 
told em everything. They told me they heard plenty about the place and its 
cruel conditions, so decided to help me. 
They hid me then up in the Barn until the coast was clear – as meanwhile 
their Mom was makin sandwiches an soup for us all. After it’d get dark they 
were then gonna take me to I-75., and with great Thanks I’d be back on my 
way to Troy – hitch hiken. 

*** 
3 weeks on the run, partying, back in court,  
As to say the 1st day on the run went swell. While for 3 more weeks I’d be 
back around everybody to see and party with. Only to then get busted again 
an wind up back at the facility. 
The court appearances didn’t take long. I didn’t have one the first go a round. 
They just called my Dad up and he said he didn’t want me no more. But this 
time one was up – as I was appearing on charges of Run Away. And there was 
Dad - alone and smellin as usual full of Wine. He kept given me a dirty eye an 
telling me he couldn’t wait for this to be over with, and never see me again. 
As if I was up for a hanging. 
But I guess it was’nt gonna work for ol’ Dad – the way he wanted it. When 
the judge asked if he wanted me back home, he shouted from the roof top 
no. To do as you like to her, but she’ll never step foot in his house again. So 
the judge sentenced me to 6 months in Adrian – to a place known as a girls 
training school. Leaving me and my Dad with these words before pounding 
the gavel. 
“That maybe by then you’ll change your mind about her,  
And me about running away from home.”  
*** 
then sentenced to 6 months in a girls reformatory . . . I’d stare Dad dead in 
the eyes and tell the man I hated his guts. As he’d stare back and tell me he’d 
never want to see me again. And It’d be nearly the last too!. With thee 
exception of a few more run in’s now an then before he commits suicide over 
everything!. Especially the loss of his beloved wife. 
Then the place I was sent to. Man. Was it a trip ... 
  



  Age 15 - Adrian Girls School, Rochester Michigan 
Dear Dawn, 
Hi Buddy! . . . let me tell ya some of thee ol’ wars I’ve been in. Ha Ha Ha. I’ve 
got scad’s of war stories!. Seen a bunch! Chuckle Chuckle. So as I said I’d do. 
Let me continue here with Adrian. Lord. Now that there (is) one war story!. 
Geeeez . . . 

Adrian 
. . . Arriveing in the evening hours to check into my new motel (or) should I 
say hell . . . called Girls Training School. Located in Adrian Michigan. 
I was amazed how huge the place was! . . . it was once an old plantation ... As 
the houses with all there buildings intrigued me with their antiquity. 
I pictured Amish folk. (or) even further then that!. ole the 1500 pilgrims (or) 
other’s. Visualizing them wondering around . . . to be now remodeled into a 
reformatory for troubled Kids and run aways like me . . . 
I was placed in a cottage named Rose. / I believe! 
. . . two more weeks of thee ol’ place and I was suddenly gettin home sick... 
and wantin to just get back to Troy to see Keith and Lori again. (or) anybody 
else I loved!. So plans of runnin were next... The place was so wide Open – 
you could just walk away . . . So I figured. A piece of cake!. 
Ō but I’d learn a tail of major problem . . . As the story went, that no girl had 
yet succeeded in her attempts. Because of the hounds. 
. . . What!?. There it was. Well OK Back to the drawin board., and how I’m 
gonna beat them hounds once I take off . . . To Be Continued., Love Aileen 
running from the hounds, burning chest, panic, 1 farmer and dog, hiding 
meters away from dogs,  getting caught, running twice more, getting torn up 
by barbed wire,  hiding up a tree, swaring one of the guards pretended not to 
see her, gave her wink, hid from cars all the way along the motorway to gas 
station, picked up by local who had herd about the treatment at the facility. 



The 1st Run 
Hi Buddy!. Ready for some more Adrian. I hope so, cause here comes a bunch 
more. Enjoy the campfire talk. Chuckle. Chuckle. Hand me another 
marshmallow will ya. One of those dam hounds took the last one I had on the 
stick. Chhhhhccchhhh. Boy them Hounds! So it went like this Dawn . . . . . . . ., 
A Black gal named Bernedett and I volunteered Kitchen duty . . . After 
Breakfast, we had to wait for roll call and one more round of a check from 
the cottage guard ... when Bernadett gave me the signal to hit it, and I was 
gone!. 
Boooom! out the back door I flew! Runnin my ass off!. Crossin the dirt road, 
flyin over the ditch into the woods, just a runnin just as fast as I could. I was 
floorin it right through the pine, brush, and shrub., slippin along the way on 
broken limbs and pine cone’s lieing around!. 
This runnin was Hard . . . My legs were growin tired, as my chest was 
wretched in Sweat and Pain. Burning Bad!. This burning ripped on down my 
throat and licked flat into my lungs like fire. 
I knew I had to keep runnin and get a good mile or two before I could stop., 
but feelin ½ way there is when I heard the hounds. 
. . . So the more I heard them hounds, the faster I ran . . . My body felt like it 
was gonna just drop ... 
I knew then too, that I had to hide out near the tracks and just hope for the 
better . . . 
And as the hounds were getting closer an closer – I feared only 2 things bad!. 
The poundin of my heart . . . and sweat. Wonderin if the dogs would pick up 
any of it. 
Eyein the ties, I began to see what was huntin me down . . . it was one huge 
fat guy with farmer jeans and a flannel shirt on. With one Dog!. They were so 
Close, I could hear the dogs pantin. 

Suddenly ... the dog looked up from sniffin and stared right at me. He just 
stopped at all that he was doin and stared right in my direction. Then the 
farmer said: “you see somethin boy!?” . . . as he began to look in my direction 
too. I nearly fell out!. My heart was in my throat! I kept eyein them and 
thinking ... I’m busted. But not without a fight!. when next the dog went back 
to snoopin the tracks and movin on, as the farmer took the dog’s word for it, 
and followed on behind him. 
. . . I started laughin . . . Here they both passed me up – right from under their 
nose’s . . . 
To Be Continued, 
Love 
Aileen 

 [UNDATED] 
Dear Dawn, 
Hi. And onto the woods here an my first run. Don’t get scared now. Cause 
later on there’s even scarrier. Ha Ha Ha. I swear. Enjoy my life lines Buddy. 
What a life I lead. For Shore. So in continuance here. 

Continueing 
. . . I must of gotten 100 yards when suddenly out of the blue came another 
guy with a dog. But this time in the woods. The girls told me to wear dark 
colors if I was gonna do this., so I put on a black T-shirt with blue jeans. It 
obviously did the trick too!. Because in this 2nd run in they just walked on by 
- . . . Sayin to myself Man!. your Dogs can’t smell. Unless the dog was just 
caught up in the matrix of the woods. / with its smell an all. Therefore 
blocking his scent. Otherwise these dogs were just phoney to me!., as they 
walked on by. . . . 
I now wondered how many more of them there were.... 



I trucked it back up on the tracks and started runnin. I was amazed! Not a 
soul in sight!. But . . . I could see a problem ahead.... [The woods] were 
diminishing to cow pasture and Lots of it!. Now all you could see was green 
grass! Acres of it!. All lookin like a huge golf course . . . In every direction for 
miles!.... So my next plan was to get off. But where!?. There was nothin . . . 
Nothin but a Huge Tree that really branched out itself.... I figured I’d park my 
butt under it and pray for the best while I rested up some too. God knows my 
lungs were burning. So were the muscles of my legs.... I was completely 
drained and exhausted. 
When I finally did reach the tree . . . I noticed a small community of houses 
down in the Valley. As another wonder crossed my mind., . . . if I could be 
easily spotted under it.? Once again I just prayed for the best.... I just panted 
away – leaning against [the tree] . . . 
I sat under that tree just talkin away to God. And how I missed my Mom so 
bad.... that No One would ever take her place.... 
Then I began to do some sinful prayin. Askin him to help me get through the 
run. And once I could reach the outskirts and highway, to help me hitch hike 
it back to Troy. 
And then suddenly.... It seemed like out of no-where . . . came this guy . . . 
just as Mega as the Cow I was starin at (seconds ago).... he said. “You know it 
was a long walk to get to ya . . . you mind if I sit against the tree here with ya 
and catch my breath.!. I said. “I don’t Care.” So he sat down then he said . . . 
real sympathedic like . . . “Your from that Girls training School aren’t ya!?” 
The hair of my head started risen with my adrenalin as well. I must of looked 
like a scared horse., when I said., “No.” He said. “Yes you are, Cause you see 
here . . . I’ve got a picture of ya!.” And he handed me the picture. I glared at 
the Juvenile Mug shot and thought to throw it and run. But he must of 
sensed it, cause he suddenly grabbed me by the wrist and held on tight . . . 
sayin. “Don’t try it, see them cars down there, there full of hounds!.” Best 
give up cause your surrounded. / they got ya hon.” Lookin around, and 
realizeing he was right . . . I gave up all my hard efforts and surrendered. 

We slowly walked over to around 4 car loads of dogs and people., as I was 
then placed in one and back on my way to Adrian. 
Thinkin . . . how much I struggled to get away and how fruitless it all 
became.... I then had to ask and said. Hey! By the way! How far are we from 
the School?! He Said. 3 miles. 
To Be Continued 
Love 
Aileen 
  



3rd Run 
. . . I was positioned at the door, readyin myself for this fly by night run. . . . 
As my heart jumped in my mouth and my Adrenalin rushed to my head. I 
went for it!. Yankin the door open having it smack against the wall. 
Then, The chase was on!...... 
. . . Flooring it to the exit, ... With the girls out in the hall cheering me on, as I 
could hear them saying Go Go Go Go Go. Runnnnnnnnnnn! . . . 
I kept flying on down the stairs and could hear each step snappin under the 
Weight. . . . havein me trembling to the ground. 
. . . I was – boltin across the road, on into the dense forest debris., stumbling 
over this and trippin over that.... 
I could’nt see a thing!, as sense of direction seemed easily to be impaired. I 
was’nt liken this at all!...... 
But Ā . . . I could’nt turn back now . . . It was Troy or die. My senses were 
desperate, as I went on to tough it out.... 
Butttt! I’d find out pushin through the woods in the middle of the night was 
like being lost in a cave without a flashlight. It was just to thick!.... 
. . . I’d suddenly run into a barbed wire fence.... the pillow case170 blocked 
the blow.... And started back at full speed ... 
So I started pushin harder, running as if the wind was at my back. With my 
heart poundin wild an lungs burning bad all over again.... Just as soon as I 
thought I was clear of the fence . . . a spool of barbed wire lying on the 
ground, swirled round an round, would greet me. 
Eat a pita. I was pissed!. 

Flying through the woods only to fall – full force with one horrific impact., I 
did, onto this roll of spike. Gouged from head to toe, . . . given them hounds 
just what they needed to pick up a good scent. 
. . . I was pissed. Bad. 
Ha Ha. To Be Continued.  



Still in the Woods 3rd Run 
Back on my feat / flyin through the woods. Not knowing how much damage 
had 
been done. Being chased by a pack of hounds and runnin like a wild animal 
from.... 
But I was’nt given up!. No way!. I was toooo desperate for Troy. As I struggled 
on in 
a mess of, blood, sweat, an tears. 
. . . Sometimes: In a clearance of forestry – to get a good run. Then: to only 
reach brush an shrub, trugging through it with extreme difficulty. While my 
cuts just 
stung. It was a terrible acheing mess. . . . . . when. 
Boom!. 
I fell on another coiled up spool of razor. Cussing up a storm!. As I pushed 
myself 
off, and could relate (to the feeling) of the suffering of the cuts, bruises, and 
impalements 
Jesus bore by the hands of such Earthly forces. 
I could’nt believe it!. 
I was just a runaway. This was my crime. “Runaway” . . . 
I was pissed. It was insane. And then trappin the woods to catch an, 
Adolescent, . 
. . Like this!. I thought: Are you crazy folks (or) what!?. Geeeez!. 

. . . And the damage being extensive just to help their hounds catch its prey. 
To do then . . . what!?. 
Abuse the hell out of once its caught. 
Well they were’nt going to get me!. . . . 
It became useless, to hope the pain would end.... The throbs tore through 
me. 
. . . But I was strung out to get away from that School and back on home. As 
home 
was Troy Itself. So I kept haulin ass through everything! . . . . . , . . . 
When Low an Behold . . . another swirl I’d smack into!. Again!. 
God was I mad. Woooooo! 
This time landing – spread eagle. Arms extended. Legs extended. pillow case 
went flyin. And there I was . . . 
Boy was I ever! 
I pushed myself off, as cloth sounds ripped through the cool of the midnight 
air. As 
I could hear the hounds gainin . . . 
I immediately changed course.... I went straight for the highway. 
The start of my plan’s from the get go. To clear 3 miles of wood then hit the 
highway. . . 
I figured the most I gained was ½ mile or so. As I kept cutting through the 
woods in my cut up mess., searching blindly for the highway like a bat outta 
hell an a scared rabbit., as well. 



Still on 3rd Run 
Searching for signs of any highway nearby, I could hear the distant sounds of 
traffic and smell their fumes, so knew I was getting near . . . 
But there was this one huge gouge – gored along my right Wrist (inside) ... 
that left me in fear of bleeding to death. . . . 
Only to then frantically pull off my T-shirt, rip a piece off., and hopefully put a 
good tourniquet on it to stop the flow. 
. . . I hit pay dirt. There it was! Without a car in sight. And while I stood upon 
the road, from the light of the moon, for the first time could see the damage 
done over my clothes, shoes, everything!. . . . I could hear the hounds off in 
the distance . . . 
Thinkin . . . No way am I headin back in them woods. But did see a good size 
tree full of leaves and limbs and started up it. 
So I sat up in that tree waitin for em. . . . tryin hard to hide the pillow case full 
of blood drops an smears of, with my arms crossed over it, and legs drawn 
up, hopin to cover its view. . . . 
. . . I could hear their voices now, as well as the dogs panting ... there were, 2 
guys with 2 dogs. . . . 
. . . The dogs picked up my scent an raced to the tree, barkin up it. Viciously!. 
I freaked!. Ō My God!. 
figurin surely I was busted. 
Locked eye to eye, there we were, starein at each other, sayin nothing. . . . 
Then the other guy asked . . . If I was up there, as he kept shinein his small 
flashlight at me. . . . only to then pull it away from me to other parts of the 
tree and say. No.... I think the hounds are barkin at a raccoon or a squirrel 
orsomethin. But I don’t see her.... 

I was . . . Awestruck!. Totally wiped out.  
what!? I said to myself. what the hell!?. 
I stayed up in that tree to., just incase there was anymore on their way. But 
there were none. As the fat fellas with their dogs were back not 20 minutes 
later it seemed.... They passed right on by heading back towards the School, 
with just one quick glance up by the one who let me go. And when he did – I 
swear I saw a smirk on his face. Then out of sight they were, gone for good as 
I climbed down and headed north on the highway., out of town. Feeling this 
time, a sure freshness of freedom. 

End of 3rd Run and the School 
As for anymore runnin. I could’nt!. I was tuckered out! My condition was 
rapidly deteriorating, ... 
Id have to take cover in the nearby ditches whenever a car came by. Then 
once it was gone!. I’d strut myself back up on the highway an head for 
homeward bound. 
It was a slow process. Being so tattered an Battered.... [I] could see way up in 
the distance (a) beam of rays – glowing . . . Hoping it’d be a closed gas 
station., . . . most gas stations were leaving their restrooms open for the 
public. 
. . . when I finally reached its sight spread across the midnight blue.... I came 
upon a Drive in., ... 
I began to receive the most wildest stares., . . . I knew I’d have to do 
everything fast. 
Reaching the rest rooms, ... you wouldn’t believe what I saw!. 
Upon first notice, was my hair. It was bunched together in one matted mess – 
complete with sweat an blood.... 



. . . My face. I could see whip lash lines across my cheeks and forehead by all 
the branches . . . 
. . . Lordy My arms, Front, Back, and Legs were scratched, scraped, beatin 
bloody an blue – from the gouges off the razor wire spools.... 
I know I had to get with it though and move fast... I started hideing in one of 
the stalls and proceeded to wipe the blood off my torn up bod. 
. . . changeing clothes was’nt easy.... 
. . . I could hear girls comin an goin . . . when suddenly I heard this soft voice 
whisperin at the door. 
. . . [asking] if I needed any help. And then proceeded to ask me if I was from 
theSchool just a mile down the road. 
. . . Me and my boyfriend want to help you out . . . My niece was in there.... 
[We] will take ya anywhere ya need to go.... 
. . . I was so grateful, as we split—with (a) Cop being seen passing as we left . . 
. I wound up spendin the night at their place . . . . . . Being that she was a 
nurse, and him a fire fighter. I was . . . Awestruck too all over again.... 
A gaurdian angel perhaps!?. As I then immediately thought of Mom. 
The next morning, as they said they’d do, plans were on the way to drive me 
into 
Troy, a good 75 miles away.... She was determined I’d receive a tetnas shot.... 
I was 
then on my way home – Just as happy as a lark . . . feeling now free as a bird. 
Only to 
then be homefree for a while from this wicked School, full of haunt left in 
reserve. 

Epilogue 
To make it a bit shorter towards the end here. I wound up gone for 3 weeks, 
then busted, only to be sent back to Adrian again.... My counselor . . . cut a 
deal with me and said “If you don’t (run) and do a full 60 more days (without 
incident) will let ya go.” 
I excepted her offer . . . 
As for any more spooky experiences. No ghost showed up. But the sounds off 
the walls and doors in the halls – kept bangin. . . . Then after 60 days, 
arriveing in Dad’s maverick was Keith an Lori to pick me up, and off I was to a 
party once we hit Troy. Weee hooooo. And so goes the story of Adrian my 
friend of a school that was full of spooky surprizes. The End 
Love Aileen, 
*** 
Scars  
As horrific as it was, with me still at 15 and scarring me up pretty bad 
(Because of all that barbed Wire) seemed only a wee pack of a punch to all 
the massive amounts of blows I’d receive and be shocked with the rest of my 
life. 
I mean.... Rape. Gang raped. Getting pregnant. The unwed home. Adrian. 
Scarred by fire. Scarred by barbed wire. Man. What next!?. 
 
  



  Neighbourhood  
Friendship of Delia 
And once taiken split up and everyone went their separate ways, Delia174 / 
The mayors daughter/ began to fade out as well . . . Only for a new gal to 
come in and take her place in Hitchhiken and Partyin with. Her name was 
Dawn. 
She moved from Hazel Park to Troy about a year earlier and was just getting 
herself known around town and in school, when I bumped into her out at the 
pits. (An area of 3 man made lakes near our neighborhood / and in doing so 
would become an everlasting friendship. Which to this day is still going 
strong. 
(Personnel note) Thank you Dawn. Love and Loved ya like a sis.) Linda and 
Laura too. 
But for Delia and I’s hitchhiken, there was a bit of difference with Dawn. We 
didn’t hit, parties ... as Delia and I did.., but instead headed out to parks to 
cop drugs for personnel use or to sell. Or we’d head out to the mall or the 
race track “to pan handle” and then hitchhike back to the park to buy some 
more drugs . . . 
But best of them all was, The Hole and the Pool Hall located in Rochester 
Michigan, These 2 places were our favorites. And if you wanted to find us., 
normally you could there . . . 
Now “The Hole” was a bowling alley located underneath Rochester Movie 
theater. It was nick named this because of the few lanes it had. Which had 
like only four. And for a past time and a little quick cash alot of us kids would 
set up pins for 75 cents an hour. Because ½ the time their machines wouldn’t 
work to drop the pins back down. So they hired us to manually do the job as 
we’d in the meantime, get high and secretly sell drugs in the place, chuckle. 
As for the “Pool Hall” it was beside the theater. Another favorite of 
everybodies . . . I’d learn to shoot exceptionally good – the game. So dam 



good It’d later be used a tool to hussel with. Exspecially while on the run., 
when needing food or a room for the night. Makin 50 cent Bets or a dollar on 
the game, and rarely ever looseing. 
. . . The theater we hardly hit. There were to many other things to do!. But as 
a youngster I can still remember the prices for the few times we did see a 
flick there., with coverage, a quarter. And a box of popcorn only a dime. 
Nothing like the good ol’ days A!?. For Sure. 
Start of friendship with Dawn 
As Dawn would become a wonderful friend, I’d come to find out her parents 
were cool, with two more kids in the family, Billy an Don. 
. . . And since Dawn, Ducky, Keith, Lori, and I were all of the same age . . . we 
all fit in well together as a group to goof around and party with. And that we 
did. Starting at the pits. 
These pits we hung out at consisted of three man-made lakes that were 
nestled deep in the middle of the woods of some 435 acres running alongside 
our neighborhood. Man talk about kick ass!. It was Helter Skelter . . . 
So us kids were left to the pits to run . . . Be it to car racin (or) dealin drugs . . .   
Yet as each party rolled away, winter rolled in to quell the rucous we reved 
up . . . 
Our family was falling apart. 
Mom was gone. And us kids left with broken hearts. While Dad was going off 
in a 90 degree turn for the worse, under his own crush and despair. Hitting 
not only one bottle of wine a day but 3 or 4. The man was turning himself a 
wreck! . . . Causeing then all of us to desire to run . . . With Keith going 1st 
Me. 2nd . . . 
Our hide outs!. Friends houses. 

Yet friends were’nt always avialable, nor could they always pull through for 
us on a place to stay. So if Lori couldn’t stay with friends, then she’d usually 
run back home. Dad and her didn’t have that much of a communicational 
gap. As she’d likewise continue in school . . . 
But for Keith and I. We were’nt as Lucky. Both of us wound up in the woods. 
Quit School. Only to then eventually hit the highways of America. Homeless . 
. . 
So it was a mess . . . Stuck out there in them woods . . . 
I still can’t understand the Hyperthermia jazz people claimed one’s to get if 
your left out in the cold to long. Cause I slept in the freezeing rain and snow 
and still didn’t get any of this!. Only to then have my butt up the next 
morning with me and a bar of soap, bathin away in the lake. Dutifully getting 
ready for school. Attending to cover up the run. While Dad kept to his word – 
he would’nt call the Cops. And this time Didn’t. 
So I was left with only school to worry about. As I’d gradually seek for better 
shelter in other places. / then the woods, such as abandoned cars . . . 
*** 
7-2-96 
Dear Dawn, 
. . . (!) Say – do you remember somewheres on 10 mile and woodward some 
headshop we all use to cruise through – lookin for drugs or just to have 
broose or steal stuff. / Hey! I cant help it if I’m honest. / Chuckle ... Chuckle. 
Anyway! . . . Do you recall the floor designed “Water fountain fish tank” deal 
they had.? It was round, water running over rock as a water fountain deal – 
With fish swimming around there / open view – can touch fish deal – they set 
up in the middle of there head shop. OK.! If you do.! Were you with us when 
Jenny kerr – “drunk as hell” – fell in it . . . When we pulled her out. The fish 
was floatin on top of the water – deader then a door nail – (or) knocked out 



royal! She was staggerin away – all soakin wet – as we all gazed at the fish in 
Amazement – besides laughin our butts off.! ... I remember Keith was with 
us, Ducky too, and they were just standin back laughin away. I was starin at 
the fish – thinking – geez! I hope the owners of this place havent caught on 
yet to what just occurred., and that we need to split before we get kicked 
outta here. All of which I didnt want to happen – because I was hopin to cop 
some dope. But if my memory serves me right – I believe we were kicked out. 
Jenny was too drunk causing a royal scene . . . I know you remember the 
theathre, bowling alley next door below and record shop above bowling alley 
– that was next to the theathre., in Rochester. But were you ever with me – 
rippin off albums outta that record shop. There was pianos next room over. 
So I’d gather albums together – then roam over to the next room over and 
pretend to be checkin a piano out!, then I’d hide the albums behind one!. 
Once I got enough – I’d put em under my huge coat . . . Never got caught. But 
my dad was pickin me and someone else from Rochester, and I remember 
when I got in the car – my dad said – why is your coat square lookin. I told 
him it was just the way I was sittin . . . acquired one hell of a collection – 
eventually. Poor Mom. Whenever she’d ask were I got all the albums I’d 
always say . . . “Borrowed” 4-now Love Aileen. 
*** 
burning a barn down with the gang, drugs 
Dawn do you remember when the barn out near uttica got burned down The 
matches and hey put together. All of us were trippin. . . . We went to this 
haunted house deal. Where devil worshippers were once in a while using it to 
sacrifice animals in. Anyway it had a barn full of hay. [Someone] came up 
with a great idea. Since it was full of the stuff. To put matches in a line like a 
wick with hay. Then lit it. We took off. And about 2 or 3 miles down the road 
at a store we sat. Waiting for the out come. And suddenly we saw the sky 
glow like mars was ready to come up from the horizon. If not. Its in my book. 
ha ha! I hope you do. We were stoned on orange sunshine26 and other stuff. 
plus beer. We had so much fun together. All of us. The gang. Certainly do 
miss those days. 4-sure! . . . We all just were out having fun like any 

teenagers do. Or did back then. Today the kids are really dangerous. That 
dam crack. Never tried it and Glad I didnt. Seems strange. Cause I’ve tried 
nearly every thing. But I started to hate drugs. BAD! after 17. Pot I gave up 
too then. And from then on just drank. Period. Since then I’ve only snorted 
about 5 lines in my life cocaine. And smoked about 20 joints. Zip! Thats it. 
Nothing else. When I husseled I only drank beer. A couple times mix. But 
wasnt really to into it. Because when I was 21 or 22. I got hooked on white 
lightening for 2 weeks. Decided to quit. And it took me a month and a half to 
just get over the shakes from it. I realized then. hard stuff wasnt worth it . . . 
ha ha ha! I was a trip in my early 20(s) Had alot of fun. 
 
jeans, cigs and booze 
7-6-2000 
Dear Dawn, 
. . . Ha. Ha. I’m at the point now in one of your kites about cleanin the house 
and running into some old clothes at least 20 years old now and might just be 
back in style today. Ha. Ha. for real. 
Have you seen the tight tie die shirts or the hip huggin bell bottoms they have 
out today ... if I was out shopping with ya, I’d be pickin up some of those 
stone wash straight legged jeans with the studs on em. As well as some T-
shirts with Zips or pull overs. Definetly cool lookin in my book . . . 
I can see ya now. Just as clear as day at 15 with your Old hip hugger black bell 
bottoms., and pull over halter tops you loved to wear. Black hair down your 
back with your muscle bound look, always challenging someone to arm 
wrestle at the kitchen table, while the music played away in that small living 
room you guys had. Sneeking the cigs and booze and partying up there 
whenever your parents went away. I remember how bad I wanted those 
black jeans and how bad you wanted my brown fringe raw hide belt. I think 
we eventually wound up trading off. Chuckle. Chuckle . . . 



/Love Aileen,  
 
Dawn and Ducky fighting over clothes 
We did have alot of fun together. I remember taking you to the race track. or 
you coaxed me. But anyway. Remember how I teached you to panhandle. We 
made out pretty good too. Didnt we. Remember our bell bottom pants. 
Wheew whew and when studs came out. Lord we started to stud everything. 
I remember your black hip hugger bell bottoms you loved to wear. And you 
studded them up the leg. Then Ducky fell in love with em. And put them on. 
They were real tight. and a bit short on him. But he still wanted to wear 
them. And if I remember right. You’d both always fight over clothes.  
 
dreaming fantasy childhood, Clawson, pits, lori’s new port (black 
tank), woods, stoney creek, parks, the mall, 15 miles away jimmy e. 
the bizar shop, the store, where else but back to the pits, pool hall, 
11-17-96 
Dear Dawn, 
Finally looked up the word to spell it right. 
Lets “Reminisce”. . . . (“Discuss or think of the past”) Ha Ha Ha Ha . . . Whats 
this C in it. The way I spelt it wrong looked better! As I spelt it “Reminess” . . . 
OK OK OK so the C is silent. Then what the hell did they even put it in there 
for. Man! . . . So lets go back to the 70(s) buddy. There we are smokin a doobie 
out of a 4 finger $5 dolla bag of black gungi I copped through some guys from 
clawson. Where at the pits and waiting for the rest of the gang to arrive, from 
there were going cruising in Lori’s New port. Remember that black tank.!? . . . 
Were all getting stoned, and as the radio plays those good ol’ tunes, we rap 
on places to go and were to eat and cop some mesc or anything . . . We try 
woodland area, we head then out to stoney creek. / Notta. / Then to some 
parks. Still notta. / Last resort the mall. 15 mile and Jimmy E. The Bizzarr 

shop! ... We finally cop. Then off we go for more cruising. For the store and 
booze and then were to settle and enjoy our high. Where else but back at the 
pits. 
Later boredom strokes and we’ve got to head out again. So we do at the pool 
hall. Not everyone has the quarters to play the game. But I do! She works 
hard for the money! Bo do do do. Ba Ba. . . . Bingo! Here’s a little chink for 
you Keith, you Lori, and of-course my friends in need. No biggy! The bucks 
are “Easy” to achieve. Ha Ha Ha. . . . We shoot pool . . . 
Alright man . . . What were we 13 14 . . . 12. Cant remember our age! Do 
you!? 
. . . Memory loss! End of ditty too! . . . 
Do you remember “Window acid” LSD/25 Was so small, thin little crystal like 
deal. Super hard to cut 4 way. 
Did you ever go with me to the Amboy Dukes house on 20 and Rochester.? 
They lived right next to the Clark gas station . . . Yes good Buddy. The Amboy 
Dukes – the group lived there and I use to always head over to cop drugs and 
party. Plus spend the night over from the cold as a run-away! I hope you 
were introduced to them, and remember. They were the ones who sang 
“Journey to the center of your mind.” I use to go over and watch them 
practice. This song was my favorite. Bob Seager used to live 2 streets down 
South or 20 mile from Hartwig. Vince Lawsons street ... 
Well, I’ve got to close again ... Happy Thanksgiving. Buddy Enjoy the deer.! Ha 
Ha. 
4-now 
Love 
Aileen 
*** 



Keith’s Crush 
Dawn. About Keith havein the hots for ya. He did! At first. Then that feeling 
passed away an all it was . . . Was a sisterly thing. The hots came where you 
guys first met. But when he found out how tough and Tom boyish you were, 
it all melted away into just one dam good friend. . . 
Lori scooped dawn away 
I’m reading about Lori and you back in our kid days. Well! give me a break! 
You say here . . . You and Lori didnt hang all that much around togeather. 
Sure you didnt . . . Lori – scooped you up and away from me. I was “pissed”. . 
. . and that’s when our friendship faded. Now you can say – “thats not so” – 
all you want. But thats how I remember it dawn . . . 
The Clark gas-station  
The Clark gas-station.! . . . Boy look at it now! Jet set A!? Ha Ha Ha. And I bet 
the bathrooms are thoroughly in order, as in our days they were as crappy as 
a shit house in the back woods somewhere! Ha Ha Ha. Today to drink in the 
bathroom before headin out somewhere to raise hell, we’d need “
Champagne” to go with the flow of this jet set! Ha Ha Ha. WoW. . . . plush 
isn’t it.? ... 
The Alibi. Ō man, they really decked it up didnt they. Super! And yes there 
pizza’s were so juicey – just the right pepperoni greese taste and cheese on. I 
loved taken you there and getting some with that hooker money I made. HA 
HA HA HA HA A now dont feel bad. It was good sex and good food too. So 
cant complain. Only the bad and hairy times I had with men, do I . . . I wasnt 
always hooken though. I also won the bread and butter pool husselin. I 
remember trying to teach you how to shoot. Good Memories. 4-Sure.” 
 
painting dawns bedroom black and getting high 
Do you remember when you painted your basement bedroom! Black! ha ha 
ha . . . Then one day you and I did some orange barrel38 . . . I was up lying on 
the top bunk, and you were lying on the bottom. We layed there just 

explaining to each other about our Kaliadascop high. Plus other stuff. We had 
a blast . . . 4-now Love Aileen. 
 
getting caught smoking weed, quitting school, living in the woods 
 “Can you remember time!” Do you remember the fight me an greasy haired 
Penny Dole and I had at the front steps of troy Union Grade School . . . Do 
you remember when Lori, + Ducky got in that car accident . . . Do you 
remember a guy with real long jet black hair. Named “Black sheep” at the 
high school.? Well one day. Him and I went under neath a stair well near the 
new section they built that had swinging doors that head outside. Once you 
hit the bottom of the steps. Well he had a 4 finger lid of “Acapolco Gold” . . . 
we went under there to roll a big one and smoke it there. We heard footsteps 
coming down. But we figured that was just another kid on his way out to 
somewheres. So we finished rolling it. And started to lite it. And Low and 
Behold. It was the Principle. He looked at us both and said “Report to my 
office now” . . . . . Black sheep. Gave me the lid. And he started up the stairs. I 
said to the Principle. Bullshit! I aint reportin now where. Matter of fact. I quit 
school. Right now. He said. Then you get off of these school grounds right 
now wuornos. And if I ever see you on them again Ill call the police. You 
understand. ha ha ha! I walked out the double doors with the pot. And that 
was the day I quit school. What was really strange was that the principle 
knew I wasn’t living at home. But in the woods. I guess he admired me, for 
having the guts to still go to school, as a runaway, and living in the woods 
near your house. A trip huh! 
 
Relationship to dawn’s parents 
quite, tiny, and cute like my mom was. Real Serene, laid back type. Is your 
mom like that!? I only remember her being at the kitchen table puffin on a 
cig and askin ya were you headin out with me. She didn’t seem to mind our 
friendship. But I believe your dad did a little. I dont blame em. I was wild 



lookin. Hippie to the Core. Wasn’t I though?!! Beads Beads Beads! I believe I 
started getting you into wearin em. 
 
” sleeping rough in the pits like “a soldier/sleeping out in a battle 
field. Only no gun fire, Just “Silence”” pretending to cops living in 
dawns house, running into the woods to escape, 
. . . Say! you think your Mom + Dad would mind if I spent the nite, tonight! (?) 
Man its gonna hit 40. Ill freeze to death. // And I wasnt “Even” usin ya back 
then. NOT IN THE LEAST! Loved ya dearly! Even after I couldn’t stay over 
many of times and slept in sleepless nites of cold, sleet, snow, and rain. Those 
were some ROUGH nites. And had many throughout my life-time. Its like 
being a soldier/sleeping out in a battle field. Only no gun fire, Just “Silence” 
you must at all times keep a keen ear on, in case someones coming ... There 
was a time I was sittin out at the pit. ō. . . . around 1:00 in the morning. (2) 
cops from troy noticed me. Beaming there flashlights in my face, they asked 
who I was, what I was doing out here, and were I lived. Well I was at the pit 
next to your house! Lights were still on at your place, and the porch light too. 
So I told em, my name was “Dawn Nieman”128 and I live right there.! Just am 
out for some fresh air . . . They asked me for your parents names. Were your 
dad worked . . . Well they left. And so did I real fast. Took off into the woods . 
. . 
 
Winter snow / spring the pit near Atkins – running away, starving, 
embracing death by mud slide, gang rape, warning to other kids 
I did get the part slightly on Kim.39 What is this? Runnin away jazz! . . . Listen 
please.! . . . I remember winters, when I was a run away. Sleeping in the 
snow. No money, no warmth, no where to go. hungry as hell. I remember a 
time I awoke in the spring sleeping at the pit, (near Atkins40) Raining like hell, 
thunder and lightening. I looked up and saw the hills sand turning to mud 
sliding down at me, and swirling mud around me. I was so tired, and weak 
from lack of eating. I said! Screw it, I’ll go back to sleep . . . Running away 

doesn’t do anything but give you the freedom to turn wild. Burn you brains 
out on drugs, and, booze. Turn pregnant. Be an ass hole! And learn as you 
grow up. What a loser you were . . . 
Lastly besides hundreds of hellish deals, I had to go through as a run away. I 
remember a guy from high School offering me to stay at his place, since he 
lived outside of his parents house, alone, in an Apartment in Clawson. He got 
me drunk, he got me high. I passed out! He must of carried me to his 
bedroom. During my unconcious state friends of his, that some I knew some I 
didnt, must of started to come over to party. Apparently finding I was in the 
bedroom they all conglomerated a plan of raping me. They tied my wrist to 
the bedpost. Spread Eagle tied my ankles to the end bed post. I awoke with 
come all over my chest, face, stomach, croch (stinky all over) mouth hurting. 
They must of forced head on me in my unconcious state as well. When I 
screamed bloody murder to untie me. They did. I got dressed and said I’d go 
to the cops you scum. They told me if I ever did. Lori would be next, and/or 
your death.... And this was back in the peace, Love, no war era. Today is 92 
even worse. “20 folds over worse!” To them I was a Nothing! Because . . . “I 
was a runaway” “With no home”. Don’t let friends intice you Kim, to leading 
life of meaning nothing that you’ll regret. And take it from a pro! You Just 
heard a “Fair warning” 
 
2nd to last interview – after being thrown out 
Nick: But how did it feel like having to live in cars and in other people’s 
houses? 
Aileen: It was living hell, 
Nick: living hell 
Aileen: that’s why I went to Florida, yea!  I mean you know sleeping in the 
snow, I mean sleeping in snowy weather in a vehicle on cinder blocks at 
Richey’s house! With no blanket, I think I had one blanket and one pillow, it’s 
ice cold outside. That’s when I’m thinkin’ I gotta go down Florida or 



something man, cause I was sleepin in the snow, out in the woods sleeping 
on the ground, in the snow. 
Nick: You must have been frozen! 
Aileen: I was frozen man, yeah!  I still got marks from, my toes are blue to this 
day, my feet are blue, probably why my hands are like this, today. My hands 
are as you can see are like their frostbit looking. 
And how where the other kids then?  
The other kids, they’re all living in their houses (breaks up laughing). Well I 
was out on the street, but that’s alright man, because see I lived through it; I 
went down to Florida, because I could, started trucking all around the United 
States of America and stuff. 
 
Living - Walking round the woods  
After the baby Aileen became the local untouchable, she spent 2 years living 
in the woods at the end of her street. 
Dawn: Aileen used to have a fort back here, as a matter of fact,  
Nick: with Dennis? 
Dawn: Yea  
Nick: So Aileen would just sleep Rough 
Dawn: she either had to sleep in the cars or go around prostituting at night to 
keep warm, stuff like that and hopefully she’d get a hotel. You know some of 
these guys would say come on, let’s go get a hotel, then she could get a 
shower, that’s how she’d washed and stuff like that or she would go to that 
gas station up there, which is still there by the way, used to be the Clark, 
that’s where we used to go up there and pinch our noes and drink, what was 
it?  

Friend: Moonshine? 
Dawn: peppermint schnapps, it was disgusting, it was the only way you could 
drink it, get a quick buzz, I mean sounds sickening, it was sickening. 
Nick: Must have been freezing in the winter? 
Dawn: Yea well it was for her, I mean I didn’t come out here in the winter for 
sure, none of us did 
Nick: She was out here in the winter? 
Dawn: Yea it’s why she left 
Nick: Did the other kids pick on her a lot? 
Dawn: Oh Do you remember where we’re at, Yea they always picked on her, 
or she picked on them. Cause they always had something terrible to say 
about her, but that’s because she had a baby and they naturally assumed, 
well she did get, she slept with people for money and all that, so I imagine 
the girls in our days probably thought, well she sleeps with everybody, they 
just didn’t like that. 
They don’t think it’s funny now though, they think it’s terrible the way they 
treated her, and everybody all of a sudden comes out of the woodwork and 
says aw I was nice to her, and I gave her clothes, all kinda shit like that, no 
they didn’t! 
 
Living in the fort with Dennis Allen 
Nick: We went to visit Dennis Allen, who lived with Aileen in the woods and 
now lives in this house,  
Nick: Hi, how do you do, I’m Nick 
Dennis: Dennis 



Joan: Hi Joan 
Nick: and who are these fine creatures (pointing to the canaries) 
Dennis: Freckles and Freda 
Nick: this is a picture of Dennis who used to be a cross dresser, Dennis looked 
up his only picture of his time in the woods with Aileen 
Dennis: In fact the police took this picture, that’s how I got it,  
Nick: what’s this of 
Dennis: well when they were subdividing, they through all the stumps over in 
one section, and this is all made with stumps, with straw packed in em, this is 
where I slept, just long enough to get in there and sleep,  
Nick: so Aileen would come and visit you? 
Dennis: yep every now and then, she’d come and find one of my camps. In 
fact the last camp I was at when Aileen found me was, what we called the 
little round lake, it was way down at the bottom of a gully, ye know it was 
round, and I had a piece of plywood that someone had left there, and I just 
made a lean two, with two posts, and put that up on it, that was the last 
place in fact Aileen, last camp I had she came to, I had that one  
Nick: this is a photo of Chief the local paedophile, he’s thought to be the 
father of Aileen’s child, chief later committed suicide,  
Nick: he was kind of a bit of a strange old man wasn’t he? 
Dennis: yea people thought he was, but his house was a gathering place for 
kids, cause they had kids from everywhere that came there all the time. And I 
ah remember when I was little, see he’d wanna pick up kids and put them on 
his lap, and tell them stories of this and that, and I never would allow it, 
cause I just, he kind of freaked me a little bit, I can remember one time, he 
had some chicken eggs, because he had chickens and all this kind of thing, 

and he’d pick em open when they weren’t ready to hatch, and I couldn’t 
stand it, him doing that. 
Nick: he picked them open 
Dennis: he would pick the shells open, as they were trying to come through, 
and it would be too early for them still 
Nick: and they’d die 
Dennis: a lot of times they would, they weren’t really ready to come out of 
there 
 
last hang with Dawn, clothes and personal belongings trashed 
The last time we seen each other was Keiths funeral, but our last hang out 
together was a snowy day, cold windy and wet, when all my 45s and other 
personnel belongings were trashed out at an Apartment . . . Yea! that set me 
off! that was the day I decided I never wanted too see you again.Sorry! But its 
true. 
 
  



  Age 17 – Own house 
 
I’m back Memory Lane Still Cookin Good! When Ducky and Keith came over . 
. . I also had an 8 week old alaskin husky, named him “Rocky” . . . Rocky blew 
Ducky and Keiths minds. He ran all over the house like crazy, then I sat on the 
couch . . . and rocky comes up to me like “Rrrrk” on his ass he sits, and like 
looks at me, (waggin his little tail) O.K.! momma what command do you want 
me to do now . . . I had just gotten the pup a week ago for 5 bucks . . . I was 
about 17 then. This is when I came back from Colorado to Michigan for about 
1/2 year, then split again to Florida. Well, my living quarters went, when the 
girl I was livin with decided to use the stove as a heater and ran up a 240 
dollar monthly bill. Back then 85-90 bucks a week we only made . . . I moved 
out to Detroit. Thats where I met Gene Lewis. A bass player of a group named 
“The Brothers”. I quit the factory job. Started livin with him. Training to be a 
vocalist for his group. Now I must stop. Long, Long story. It will all be in my 
book. I just wanted you to know about “Rocky”. What a smart dog. 
 
 
  



  Subject specific 
Relationships 
Bobby Rowland 
Say do you remember a boyfriend I had back then that use to hang with me 
at the pit. / Bobby Rowland. / He had Beattle styled hair blond, blondish red 
like mustache.? Curious. He was my first. While I was at Adrian he O.D.ed on 
Herion. Died . . .  
Bobby had Blondish/Brown long hair almost to the shoulders, and a 
blondish/Brown mustache. around 5'8" then, always wore a leather jacket. 
Bobby He od’ed on Herion 
my nick-name was Apple as a teen . . . Bobby my teen boyfriend – gave me 
the nick. When I met him he wasn’t in any motorcycle club – but along the 
way of our datin and partyin in all our puppy lovely stuff – he joined them. 
Anytime I met a member of – they’d call me – Apple. Bobby ODed on heroin 
– died – when I was in girls training school. And I was lost in love. My luck 
always dies out. Doesnt it.... 
Gene Lewis 
My 2ND boyfriend was Gene Lewis. Bass player for a group he was in called 
“The Brothers, later changed to the Concrete Birds.”  
Max Reed 
Then my 3rd was in my 20(s). Mick Loder – who I shot myself over. Geez! What 
a waste of time. He joined the Coast Guards and turned fag. UK! Ā! Ha Ha Ha 
Like I’ve room to talk. I started the gay scene at 28. though There was other 
guys before 28 off and on in my life I was with for awhile. But these (3) were 
the only ones I “Really Loved.” 
Ō Memeroies . . . , Memories.! Even the Bad ones. Great Experiences. Gave 
me plenty of Wisdom down the Silver cord of this lifes living in. 
*** 



Do you remember, “Max Reed . . . Took him over to my pad. and we got it on. 
Buddy he blew my mind. That guy had a club between his legs. 2 1/2 inch 
circumference by 12” . . . U Did ya take it all . . . Did ya take it all! Aili. Tell me! 
Come on. me No u Come on Aileen.! me Ō okay. No! I held it with 2 hands 
while he pumped. Honey it was “Too Big” . . . But Ō was it good. Emmmmm. 
drove me to oz. Whew Weeeee Funny Aileen. 
*** 
. . . Shit! I gotta tell ya this one, once upon a time, “deal,” long ago and far 
away! Well, there was a girl who was Close to me. Like you + I! nic nic We 
called each other sisters, and so . . . One night we were in this Bar, and she 
had her purse ripped off . . . [She] asked me if I could help her get it back . . . 
So I go up to [the thief] and . . . tap her on the shoulder and told her “Alright! 
my sister here tells me you’ve got her purse. How about Just given it back, 
and all’s will be Cool!” She was like a Viper, beginning to yell . . . So we went 
outside. She had these pointed toe, “steel I believe” tipped cowboy boots on 
with her 2 piece outfit. Were standin there, I am mouthin off to her, to just 
hand over the purse. She kicks me. DAWN . . . She does this with all her might 
and Just miss’s my clit by fractions. Hits the lip . . . I bend over slightly, and 
immediately straightened up. and said “That didn’t hurt!” and punched her. 
Were fighten away! . . . They break us up. “Eventually” . . . Ouch!! So the next 
day . . . One side of my puss was black, and I mean blackish/blue/black, as 
well as my leg all the way down to my knee/inside my leg. Talk about 
“Lucky”! I bet ya had she of zeroed in on my clit . . . I wouldnt be able to turn 
on if I hammered it. Jack hammered. Ha Ha Ha . . . Della gots her purse back 
the next day . . . Incidently she also was Maxs sister. The guy I shot myself 
over. So/She found it lying in a ditch along side the road . . . 
*** 
Did you know, did I ever tell ya?, I was shot by a 22 bullet . . . I shot myself. 
with a rifle/22 at that over cough cough cough . . . spittle gag . . . Yes . . . A-
GUY. 

What! 
you heard right. a guy man. ha ha. I was lost in love, and he was gonna leave 
me, because his “Mommy” told him too. I was 22 around/maybe 24. He was 
like a year or 2 older then me . . . I was sloshed when I did it. I have to admit. 
A drunk does me no-good. I always., “get in trouble,”. . . 
Well let me go on to somethin else . . . 
 
Boyfriend who shamed and bullied her in public 
Nick Broomfield: Jerry Moss who was a lover of Aileen, pretended in public 
he didn't even know her,  
Jerry: She wanted us to be boyfriend and girlfriend, in public. 
Lawyer: When you were in public around the rest of the kids, how did you act 
Jerry: Like she was nobody, like she was dirt, like I had nothing to do with her 
Lawyer: What would you say to her 
Jerry: Get the fuck out of my face, and go some fuckin place else  
Lawyer: did you call her any names 
Jerry: I'd call her ugly, bitch 
Lawyer: If she was following along behind you what would you have done 
Jerry: I dno if someone was with me I'd turn round and throw rocks at her 
and tell her to get the fuck out of there, go home 
Lawyer: why would you do that? 
Jerry: because I didn't want to be seen by her, didn't want to be associated 
with her 



Lawyer: do you know whether she was having sexual relations with anybody 
else?..... yes I did..... and who was that?...... erm her brother keith.... is that 
her uncle or her actual brother.... that's her actual brother.... 
Aileen: I just wanted to remark that they need to take a polygraph on what 
they're saying because there's too much perjury going on 
Gay hadn’t been invented yet 
Nick Broomfield: Dawn insisted that gays hadn't been invented when she and 
Aileen first became friends  
Dawn: They weren't invented, or whatever, there were no gay people 
Lawyer: Well what were they all doing 
Dawn: They weren't gay, there was no such thing, I don't remember a person 
at school gay 
Lawyer: I didn't hear this gay stuff till 10 years ago, well maybe 15, it's just 
now starting to be this thing that's acceptable *laughs* but no there was not, 
was there gay people when you went to school? 
Dawn: I'm sure that there probably were, I went to a british public school, 
there were many, that's where it was invented, us and the greeks 
Lawyer: No way? Good 
Dawn: Yea course  
*** 
Protective sister 
. . . going way back to the bar David took us to . . . I remember when he gave 
you first kiss . . . I was scarred for ya. Cause I knew how guys were . . . So I 
believe I got mad about this . . . Sorry if I blew that night of fun a bit. I was so 
lit, I barely remember all we did . . . You know me I always got blitzed . . . 
being so free too . . . 

*** 
…Remember stealing gas from the rich neighborhood near your house for 
Loris Big Black Crysler Newport. Ha Ha . . . We wanted to cruise around. So 
we did.! . . . Roomy too! The entire neighborhood gang could fit in it. The 
Troy gang! Owners of the Pits. at least thats how we felt . . . 
Tom Case’s Parties! I can still here the stereo playin and see all the Cool 
lookin black light posters . . . Cant you! . . . Boy them guys didn’t like me! at 
all! I was Soooo Protective of Lori. Wasn’t I though! But that was because 
some guys we all/knew threatened me they would Rape her . . . Guys! “DO 
NOT” repeat DO NOT care about girls ... the basic majority would rape a girl if 
they could . . . Well time to get ready for our Visit . . . LOVE AILEEN . . . 
 
  



  Sex 
Experimenting 
. . . You kissed Derek Kolb. Scarry.! But thats OK . . . If I remember! But its 
vague. I see us near a pond ... We’s fishin for polly wogs. Is in maybe 6th 
grade, 
He’s askin for a kiss. I say’s maybe. He lays one on’s me / Unexperienced one 
... yuk. He begins to play with my ittsy Wittsy tail gate + head lights. 
Curiousity is flashin! He whips his fly out on the rod. When I see how small 
the Worm is. I drop the hook and, Sink-er . . . No pluckin, Just a dunk in . . . 
Reputation 
. . . Do you remember my Boyfriend “Bobby Rowland” I had. A big guy named 
Danger Dan . . . he was always with… Dan came alone to the Hickory party... I 
called him up an he came a runnin. Bet he thought. hussy! But he didn’t get 
any. No one I knew did. Why!? Because I was always afraid of them runnin an 
tellin others they scored with me. So I only went ta bed with, “outta town 
boys”” Bobby was from Royal Oak . . . So guys like, High School, (or) any Troy 
boys/weren’t even allowed in my box, only Rochester, Clawson, Royal Oak, 
anywhere away from ever knowing anyone we 
hung out with, so word wouldn’t get out. That’s why when ever anyone did 
say. I fucked Aileen, I was like.... You bold faced Liar! Never! Now Mike 
Fairchild, Carl Maddox and Jack West got a little. Real little, They were the 
“Only ones!” oh! Gordon Marks once too, and Ben Lloyd. But that was “it .” 
The rollcall 
I see Perry “Beard” was the creeps last name. I had consensual sex with him 
up in Teds attic. He was terrible. Little pecker too on that jerk. So honey ... 
you sure didnt miss anything with him in the back seat that night. Ha Ha. And 
Now confession time. . . . . Who was it I had sex with in troy. Well! Gordon 
Marks – Mike Fairchild, Carl Maddox, Jack West Derek Anderson. Thats all! 
Jack and Derek – was just once. Mike O about 3 times. Carl Maddox – Lord he 
was my first, cant count them all / But good and full of fun, Gordon Marks 



was huge and O about 5 times. Em Em Em. . . . . Had to prime myself.! What 
can I say.! Teen urges.! We all had em . . . OK I’m outta here. Untill next time. 
Have a good one! 
Love Aileen 
Appeals court 
Nick Broomfield: Danny Corwall like many other boys in the neighbourhood 
lost his virginity to Aileen, Aileen was trading blowjobs for cigaretes from the 
age of 9  
Danny: I was heading over to see who was there and I got up to the fort and 
door was kinda closed, so I opened it up and Keith and Marc had Aileen in 
there 
Aileen: What do you mean Keith had Aileen in there 
Danny: Well they had here in there and you know she was naked and  
and what was happening? 
Danny: well Keith was having sex with her 
did you say during that? 
Danny: yes 
Did you ever have sex with Aileen again 
Danny: eh just that day 
 
  

Prostitution 
. . . “No One” . . . Repeat . . . “No One” ever got in my drawers for cigerrettes. 
I ripped off cigerrettes from gas stations (or) bought em through hookin 
chink. / change from the Wad of bucks I made. But I fucked “No One” for 
cigerrettes. Geez! I wasnt that hard up.! Stealing cigerrettes was easy! And 
besides if I was going to choose to fuck for something . . . I’d fuck “Back then” 
“since I was underage!”. . for a case of beer or 2 (or) liqur before a Pack of 
cigerrettes or a carton. 
Incest 
My Dad never ever sexually abused me, nor even exposed himself in front of 
me. If he did. He would of surely been locked up. Keith did have sex with me. 
But it was all mutual. Plus we were so young around 9 or 10. Also it was 
basically 4-playin. Not down right intercourse . . . If they’d Just ask me. I’d tell 
them everything so truthfull . . . But no one wants to hear this “Complete 
truth.” Because it isn’t Vile enough for money makin . . . 
 
Drugs 
50 Bucks for 6 pills. Geez! Drugs have really gone up havent they since we 
were kids! It use to be only 50¢ a hit remember.!? Ha Ha. . . . and speed for a 
quarter. Chhhchhch. 
Did you ever cruise with me to 10 mile and woodward to the Zoo ... I use to 
once in a Blue Moon back then., go there and sell. It was easy . . . Just hittin 
the pave and cat callin drugs for Sale. Ha Ha Ha . . . , The Woodstock days and 
early 70(s) were a trip.! I miss the hell outta our teens.! But now that I’ve 
found the true meaning of this worlds division of Good and Evil. I would love 
to walk through my teens, Same family – place – people – everything! but 
just much more cleaned up . . 
  



Crime 
We were innocent back in our days weren’t we? The most our little horns did 
then. Well me anyway – was.... hummmmmmm u Come on Come on Aileen. 
Confess. / Ō ok Gulp. Threw toilet tissue up in a guys widely spread out oak 
tree. Threw green tomatoes at passing cars. Then older got real courageous 
and – B-Bs/ out passing cars – Lieing out in the woods off of 20 mile. Near the 
house. Aileen! Why that was MEAN! I know. I know. I feel terrible today. So 
how about you. Lay it on me. And no lieing. OK. 
*** 
7-15-96 
Dear Dawn, 
. . . What! Heidis some 300 lbs now! Ō Good God. This is Sad. I couldn’t even 
imagine it either.! She was so slim and pretty . . . Did I ever tell you what her 
an I did in Apopaka Florida! Probably not. Its another criminal offense . . . a 
trucker with his little boy with him picked us up. He felt for us out on the road 
an offered a place to stay in Apopaka he had . . . He said we could live there if 
we liked – rent free – as long as we cleaned it up, and did whatever else in 
fixin it needed. Young and dumb we thought it was a “Vantastic Idea” . . . So 
night was beginning to fall upon us. We fixed the bedroom up as best we 
could to prepare for some Z(s). As we were, we found a huge rat in the 
bathroom toilet. And realized all the little things we were finding all over the 
floor of the house – Wasnt Hamster food – of which it looked like – But! Rat 
shit! . . . Next Mornin we awoke to Rat Shit all over the blanket. They crawled 
over us throughout the night! UK! We were petrified and totally pissed off. 
Revenge was now settled in our hearts . . . 
So what we did. / My idea. / Was decided to sell his furniture and kitchen 
appliances, and use the bread for food along the way up to Michigan . . . we 
contacted a company interested . . . we wound up getting 200 bucks in cash . 
. . Needless to say. The trucker lost a Kitchen Range, a huge deep fryer, a 
refigerator – and the rinky dink bed we slept in. all of which was new lookin – 

except for the bed ... One of the fondes Memories of Heidi I can recollect. 
Although it was (as) Juvenile Delinquents. Whistle!!! Lordy Lordy Lordy. God 
please forgive me for this one and!.... 100(s) of others . . . I ripped a guy for 
200 and another for 4500. Then the .22. Zip that was it. As for the case’s. Cars 
and jazz. That’s different . . . I became possessed in the force of heavy Beer 
drinkin and bad experiences to recollect while under the curse’s of 
alcoholism. All so Sad. But true. The real Aileen never killed anyone . . . I’m 
sure you know just what I mean, since you have seen the real Aileen from 
years ago. And I’m back to. Only on Death Row. Had you of seen me in 89 an 
in this trance by the Devil – you’d know I wasnt me at all. Something was 
Wrong royal and something else was controlling me ... 
Well, Its time for me to close er up . . . May God watch over us at all times. 
Take Care now Love Aileen 
 
Jobs 
 
the house I was cleaning up on Harturg 
. . . Remember when we use to work for 100 or 180 an hour. I worked as a 
maid, the “Rochester Motel” for 75¢ an hour. No kiddin, was around ō 15½. 
Only worked for about 2 weeks. Some guy at the motel turned me on to 50 
bucks for sex. And that did it for the slavery job. Ha Ha Ha. . . I believe this is 
where hookin began. Realized I could make dam good money to help myself 
in my homeless state and took it up Do ya blame me! . . . 
 
 


