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To my sons, for their laughter & wisdom & 
breathtakingly exuberant trust in life 

& always, to my dearest Ellen, for seeing all 
that is good & true in the heart of the world.

I truly can’t imagine the ride without you all...
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Introduction

I have to admit that I actually thought about how big a 
typeface I could get away with in this introduction. By the 
time I’d finished the book, I was pretty much done talking. 
At one point I asked Ellen if she thought anyone would 
notice if I used 48 point text, which would give me about 
15 words per page. She wisely ignored me.

Last year, I actually stopped writing stories. I felt like I didn’t 
have anything more to say in words, so one morning I went 
to the art store & came back with a carload of canvases & 
started painting. For six months I painted & wrote noth-
ing. Then, one morning, the words decided it was time to 
return.  It was like beginning again.

So, when it came time to start this new book, I felt a little 
raw & unsure of how it would go. I knew how to do a book 
the old way, but this new way was speaking to me in dreams 
& leading me deep into places I’d never been. It felt like I 
was being called to remember something important. Even 
now, with it complete in front of me on my desk, I still feel 
not quite returned from the far-off places I went. 

That’s why I can’t tell you what it means yet. 

These stories & paintings & drawings feel like the visible 
ripples of a much deeper conversation. There are whispers 
of death & rebirth, spinning their threads throughout the 
stories. There are echoes of ancient tricksters in the voices 
of modern teenagers. There is bawdy, irrepressible laughter 
& a thin, keening sadness for worlds lost. Yet, beneath it all, 
there is a true wonder & love for this world. These stories 
talk among themselves in a way that I haven’t seen in the 



other books & there are threads woven between them so 
finely that I haven’t yet followed them to their source.

It’s almost like these stories hold a key to making sense of 
this new world that’s in the process of being born. It is a 
messy & ungainly, beautiful & incoherent thing. Still, it is 
the only world we have & we’re the only people to make it 
work. We may not be the best choice for the job, but we’re 
the ones who are here. Perhaps, in the end, that’s what this 
book is supposed to mean. Here are stories to remind you 
that you’re alive & filled with every possibility the universe 
can imagine. Stories to remind you that life is yours to make 
into a wonder of love & adventure & connection. Stories to 
remind you that every story matters, now more than ever.

There is not much more to say. Everything you need here, 
you will find. Pay attention. Hold the world gently. Bless-
ings on you & on all you hold dear.  Above all, remember 
always through the coming years, that while it may feel 
like some kind of ride, it really is just life, going absolutely 
perfectly.

With love, 

Brian Andreas
On Matthew’s birthday
16 October 2006
 



feels like 
some kind of ride 
but it’s turning out 
just to be life 
going absolutely 
perfectly

Some Kind of Ride



Positive Affirmations

Remember to 
use positive 
affirmations. 
I am not a dork is 
not one of them.

When I grow up, 
he said, I want 
to be just like you, 
except for the hairs in 
your ears & nose. 

That’s too gross, 
he explained.

Gross Anatomy



There are some days 
when no matter
what I say it feels 
like I’m far away in 
another country & 
whoever is doing 
the translating 
has had far 
too much
to drink

this is the center 
of the universe 
at this moment 
unless you’re 
looking in another 
direction, or are 
thinking about 
something from 
a long time ago, 

in which case 
it will wait 
quietly right 
here until 
you return

Lost in Translation

No Rush



I can read minds, 
she said & I said, OK 
& she said, Do you 
want to know what 
you’re thinking? 
I said no thank you.
I don’t do stuff like 
that on weekends.

things have been 
going so well 
that she’s taking 
an anxiety break 
to keep centered

Down Time

Anxiety Break




