
                                             
                                             October 31, 1997
                                             1668 Trumansburg Rd.
                                             Ithaca, NY  14850-9213

Susan Heagney
Rochester Psychiatric Center
Regional Forensic Unit
1111 Elmwood Ave.
Rochester, NY  14620-3005

Dear Ms. Heagney,

   Here is the promised family photo, along with the photo mentioned in Amari Meader's notes.  Please note that here again 
there is (yet another) absurdly egregious misquotation in these notes:  "This is 'my truest self'" is hardly a correct rendering 
of "This is the *real* me!".  Here I'm being shoehorned into the BPD/MPD "confused self-image" category, even as I'm 
trying to make it plain that I'm perfectly clear and stable in my gender identity, the natural expression of which I have to 
manage carefully in order to be "socially acceptable" and avoid, e.g., murder at the hands of misdirected "fag-bashers".  

   And to repeat a point which challenges a widely held and deep-seated sexist  bias, I'm not wearing "womens' clothes" in  
this photo, I'm wearing MY clothes.

   Thanks again for your efforts to make some sense of all this stuff,

                                             Sincerely,

                                             Kevin Eric Saunders a/k/a bonze blayk

PS:  As for the "high heels" worn by the aging "shit-kicker" I drew for Dr. Povinelli, if and when you encounter a person of 
this sort, you'd be better off not referring to his cowboy boots as "high heels".  Once again, ideology overrides perception,  
and the frame overwhelms the picture:  as one of the MedScape articles I recently read on the neurological bases of  
cognition put it in the title, "Believing is Seeing"... unfinished willow trees are all dead, and unfinished homes in the 
Bauhaus style are simply bizarre (many many leaves on the tree, and the swimming pool adjoining the house, are missing 
along with other details because I wasn't allowed to complete the drawings to my own satisfaction--reminiscent of my 
"confession", where I allowed the trooper to cut short my attempts to fix his botched rendition of my statements because 
"we're in a hurry").  Fooey....  you should note that Povinelli finds my renderings of the Bender-Gestalt figures "extremely 
well reproduced," yet another indicator of left temporal lobe epilepsy and comcomitant obsessive attention to detail.

PPS:  Here also is a Xerox with my property and some photos of my house on the back.  Being physically isolated from the 
neighbors is very nice, but not when you can barely walk (as was the case for me during most of January), and especially  
not when you're having an acute attack of paranoia and you've been deprived of the means of self-defense (as was the case  
for me on 2/6/97), when recent experience has established that it takes over 20 minutes for the sheriffs to respond to an  
"emergency" (12/29/96).





[This is not the exact copy included with the letter... but it was much the same:  you get the idea! - 8/8/11 – bonze blayk]


