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‘ the late st  update:  29 June 2001 
This i s the la st  entry  o f  Squishy . ’  

 
30 June 2001 

I am devastated. The shock is beginning to pass and I am 
devastated. 

I am so unbelievably stupid. How could I be so dumb? I knew 
this could happen. It’s happened before. I never, ever thought this 
would happen. 

I am so angry. No one else will say it. I will. I am so incredibly 
pissed at her. How could she do this? I need her voice. 

I want her back. 
I never contacted her. I never submitted to the forum. But my 

lurker status does not diminish my loss. I am in mourning.  
There are no video recordings. No archives. Only my memory. 

And my memory sucks. 
Among other reasons, like Pamie, I write to remember. 
 

4 July 2001 
I miss her. I miss her voice. Yes. But I miss her. Or, my idea of “her.” 
She was mine. Is mine. My creation. My persona.  

I know that’s not completely true. If she truly were mine, I’d 
never let her stop. I’d never let her disappear. I’d keep her forever.  

                                                 
Marcyrose Chvasta is Assistant Professor of Performance Studies in the 
Department of Communication at the University of South Florida. This 
essay is derived from her 2001 dissertation, Screening Bodies: Live and Mediated 
Performance. 
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You understand, I don’t want her-her. Not Pamela Ribon in-the-
flesh-and-blood. No, of course not. I want the screened body of 
Pamie. Of course I do. She was the best. 

 
4 July 2001 (later) 
How could someone who gets 15,000 hits a day just walk away? 
Without warning? Without fanfare? It’s so J.D. Salinger. And Pamie 
is so-not J.D. Salinger. She’s an actor, comedian, and television critic. 
She continues to be. But she’s not my Pamie anymore. Squishy is 
dead. I want Squishy back. 

Ah. I’m beginning to think more clearly. I really shouldn’t be mad 
at Pamie. She told us she has a life to live beyond the computer 
screen. She thinks she better get to it. Good for her, I say.  

No I don’t.  
She’s abandoned people. Real, live people. People who look 

forward to her entries. Her stories. Her talk. People who count on 
her to make them laugh. Make them think. Make them talk back. She 
had a responsibility when she wrote. She had a responsibility when 
she decided to stop. She should’ve told us sooner.  

 
5 July 2001 
Even though the site is gone, I want to tell you about Squishy, the 
on-line journal of Pamela (a.k.a. “Pamie”) Ribon. I want you to know 
who Pamie is—was. I know you would’ve loved her. She was 
hilarious, bright, reflective, observant, and kind. She was an amazing 
writer. Nearly flawless and incessantly creative. She was faithful to 
her readers. She updated nearly everyday. Every entry was 
compelling. I know this will sound big-headed, but she was a lot like 
me. 

We had tons of things in common. Like Pamie, I was in a 
comedy troupe in my early twenties. Like Pamie did, I live with my 
partner. In her mid-twenties, she moved to Los Angeles. I did, too. I 
have a knack for spreading slang. So did Pamie. Just like Pamie did, I 
want people to learn and laugh from my stories. Pamie enjoyed the 
occasional drink and smoke. My friends can attest that I enjoy the 
same. Finally, we both have had male platonic roommates. 
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As far as I could tell, we differed in only two major ways. First, 
Pamie was obsessed with her cats. I’m a dog person myself. Second, 
and more important, Pamie is an exemplary writer. My habits and 
skills are faulty, to say the least. I envied her. She was a writer; I was a 
reader. I needed to be a writer too. I still do. 

 
So I write now. For Pamie. For the memory of Pamie. Although 

she exists only in the past tense for me, I can try to write her into life. 
Some kind of life. It will not be the life I knew. You’ll never know 
her like I did. I’ll never again know her like I did. But I’ll give you 
what I got. Because she deserves to be remembered. And I loved her.  

 
All Good Things Must Come to an End:  
Loving and Losing Mediated Bodies 

  
My earliest memory of experiencing the end of a mediated life is the 
first time I saw The Wizard of Oz. I was three years old. When the 
images began to fade to black and the credits starting rolling, I 
suddenly started to wail. I remember the wailing; I do not remember 
the content of the wail. My mother has told me over and again that, 
in long and tortuous whines, I cried, “Maaa-meeee! Don’t let it be 
ooooh-verrrr! Don’t let it be ooooh-verrrr!” I also do not remember 
the moment in the year that followed when Mother told me that The 
Wizard of Oz would play again that night. She has told me time and 
again that my eyes widened, my lips formed a perfect little circle, my 
chubby hands clenched each other and I barely whispered, “Oh, my 
goodness.”   

It was an age bereft of the marvels of Video Cassette Recorders. 
And if Beta had been invented, we did not own one. The only 
opportunity to see a televised movie was to wait until it aired again. 
Lucky for me, Dorothy and the magical Land of Oz would return 
yearly until I went to college. By that time, my parents had purchased 
a VCR and my father had taped the movie for me. I could lose myself 
with Dorothy and friends any old time I pleased. When I turned 
twenty-nine, my parents bought me the special edition videotape. 
Someday, I will buy myself the DVD version. 
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The day that I learned of Squishy’s end, I wanted to wail again. 
But Mommy was not here to hear my pleas. And there will be no 
return next year. Squishy was my favorite on-line journal. It was the 
place where Pamela Ribon lived virtually for three years. It was the 
place I visited to see her for two. I found her when researching on-
line journals. I had stumbled across the phenomenon when learning 
about MUDs/MOOs from Rachel Rein’s website. Rachel kept a diary 
on-line and it was fascinating. She wrote about her quest for a career, 
her boyfriend, her daily doings, and her dreams. I was amazed by her 
bravery and wondered if it was really stupidity. (What kind of person 
puts a diary on-line?) More so, I was baffled by how prolific she was. 
She would write everyday, and everyday she would write a lot. Given 
the content of her entries, I could not fathom how she had the time 
or energy. When I followed the link to the webring to which she 
belonged, I was amazed by how many people were just like she.1 

Before I found Pamie, I faithfully read the journals of Glyphgyrl 
and Coffeedog, among others. Glyphgyrl wrote from Australia; 
Coffeedog wrote from Seattle. Their writing was equally intelligent 
and they both had dry senses of humor. They each suffered the angst 
of so many twenty-somethings in the 1990s—including myself. 
Always introspective and reflexive, they struggled with questions of 
identity and the future. And, they both invited feedback and dialogue. 
Now, they both are gone. 

 
Making Contact: Glyphgyrl and Coffeedog 
 
Though I never shared with her my own troubles, I did contact 
Glyphgyrl to let her know that I was reading and to ask her about her 
experience with on-line journaling. She responded in part: 

 
Wowee! THANK YOU! For every nasty and stupid email I get 
from idiots who . . . well, idiots, I should get at least one very-
much-appreciated feedback-type email from someone who also 

                                                 
1  One look at any host site (e.g., <http://www.diarist.net>), and you will see that 
there are thousands of people who keep on-line journals. A national conference 
devoted to on-line journaling began in 2000 (the official website is 
<http://www.journalcon.com>).  
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says nice things to me. Heheh. I’m not really vain at all, see. 
But honestly, I do appreciate knowing what people think, 
positive or negative. (Glyphgyrl; 24 Oct. 1999) 

 
I was delighted that she responded at all. I felt awkward trying to 
initiate dialogue. In the face of celebrity (no matter how big or small, 
whether in-person or via technology), I tend to become awestruck 
and tongue-tied. I stammer and sweat just a bit. Laudatory words spill 
from my lips (or, in this case, they flew from my fingertips). When 
Glyphgyrl responded positively to my comments, I felt as if I had just 
been graced by the attentive presence of a Queen.  

In addition to her sweet response to my praise, she indicated that 
she is motivated to keep a journal to engage others and “get [her] 
writing again.” She had kept a journal before but after some time it 
“wasn’t really journaling. Not properly.” She explains: “I was writing 
for my audience, meaning I couldn’t really say anything I wanted to 
say. So it wasn’t really a journal anymore either .” Although 
Glyphgyrl appreciated feedback from her readers, it seems that she 
also preferred an author-centered approach to her writing. That is, 
she did not enjoy writing with the audience in mind. 

Unlike Glyphgyrl, Erik Giles (aka “Coffeedog”) took an 
audience-centered approach to his writing. When I asked him about 
his thoughts regarding the ontology of the on-line journaler, he 
wrote: 

 
For me one of the crucial aspects of a writer is their 
relationship with the reader. The best ones love and respect the 
reader; the indulgent ones love and respect the words. The on-
line journaler has no pretext for the words. There isn’t any 
advertising, very little criticism, and a totally unknown 
audience. All you have every day is a counter to tell you if you 
are connecting to people. (Giles; 7 Nov. 1999) 

 
First, Erik tells me that writing on-line is all for the audience. Then 
he claims that the only indication of audience any author gets is the 
hit-counter on the page. It seems as though bodies are reduced to 
numbers, everyone faceless, nameless, and unknowable. Two 
paragraphs later, however, Erik thanks me for complimenting his 
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writing and describes his skill-acquisition. Most significant, he reveals 
his motive for writing on-line: 

 
Unlike most writers I was borne of writing not reading . . . my 
‘voice’ has a wild quality to it that even an untrained ear can 
pick out. I actually don’t have much respect for bookish 
readers/writers who indulge in simple linguistic manipulations. 
In the end most readers can feel what I write, and that’s all that matters to 
me. (Giles; 7 Nov. 1999; emphasis added) 
 

I decided to push him a bit on the seeming contradiction in his 
response. That is, how can he know that “most readers can feel” 
what he writes if he “only has a counter to tell” if he is “connecting 
with people”? I wrote: 

 
I’m a bit confused [. . .] by your comments: ‘very little criticism, 
and a totally unknown audience.’ It seems like many journalers 
(well, the ones I read) take the time to address critics. Many 
writers even quote the critics at length. From what I’ve seen, 
many critics look like they’re just trying to get the author all 
riled up. You know, writing things of the You-suck variety. [. . 
.] And ‘a totally unknown audience’—I guess since we never 
really know who’s out there. . . . But don’t we have to trust the 
words? To some extent? (8 Nov. 1999)  

 
Days passed and I had not yet read from Erik. I was beginning to 
think that he would never write back and I soon decided that I would 
not “bug” him by writing him again. Certainly, he had no obligation 
to satisfy my curiosity about his activities and motives. Furthermore, 
I felt guilty about the possibility that he might feel that I was asking 
him to speak universally about on-line journalers. When I saw his 
message download into my in-box, I was elated. Erik responded first 
with an apology for taking so long to reply. Then he succinctly 
addressed my questions above: “Exactly, all we have is the words” 
(16 Nov. 1999).  

But I do not have the words anymore. Not his, anyway. Like 
Glyphgyrl, Coffeedog disappeared one day. Without a word. In fact, 
his last entry was November 16, 1999—the same day he wrote to me, 
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telling me that “all we have is the words.” On May 20, 2000 at 
12:25am I emailed Erik: 

  
 Dear Erik, 

Whereya been? I hope everything's alright. At least, I hope 
everything's better since you stopped writing. 
Missed your writing. 
Do take care, 
Marcy    
 

Surprisingly, Erik replied almost immediately: 
 
Everything is fine... I'm just reinventing myself. 
That's all! 
 

That’s all, indeed. I have not read from Erik—via email or web—
since. All good things must come to an end. 

 
Anais Nin Died Before I Knew Her 
 
I was introduced to the work and life of Anais Nin through an essay 
by Elyse Lamm Pineau, “A Mirror of Her Own: Anais Nin’s 
Autobiographical Performance.”2 From Pineau, I learned about a 
woman who wrote her life on the page and stage. All of her life, Nin 
wrote for herself; she kept diaries. Yet her writing to and for herself 
was not to be kept in dusty attic boxes or between mattresses for 
only her eyes to see. Her diaries became shared texts among 
thousands and led to the co-construction of Nin’s identity. On the 

                                                 
2 In a conversation with Pineau, she informed me that, since the publication of her 
essay, Nin’s work has been discounted by many who knew her and by scholars 
such as Deirdre Bair (who won a National Book Award for Anais Nin: A Biography). 
That is, many claim her work to be fiction rather than factual accounts of her life. 
Even so, many longtime fans stand by Nin and maintain—if not the veracity—the 
brilliance of her writing and performing. Regardless of the degree of actual truth in 
Nin’s diaries, the fact remains that people perceived truth in Nin’s work and her 
presence as a speaker—a fact that is central to my writing here. Furthermore, 
Pineau’s theoretical insights and terminology are no less poignant or relevant to my 
work here or for the work of performance theorists in general. 
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page, between the binders of The Diaries of Anais Nin, 1966-1974, one 
can find a form of Anais Nin; however, as Pineau argues, it was on 
the stage that one could engage in the process of the creation of 
Anais Nin—the woman, the author, the subject. 

In 1966, after the first volume of her seven-volume diary 
collection was published, Nin devoted her life to a self-reflective and 
self-reflexive process of self-creation as she traveled the country to 
speak with audiences about her self as the author and her self as the 
subject of her writing. Through the analysis of Pineau, I recognized 
that the performances of Nin were different than the personal 
narrative performances I had done and seen for many years. Nin 
engaged in what Pineau calls “autobiographical performance.”  

According to Pineau, autobiographical performance “is informed 
by an ‘aesthetic of incarnation’ whereby the performer presents 
herself as a living text, the embodied presence absent from the literary 
experience” (emphasis added; 99). When Nin toured college 
campuses and took the stage, she was the flesh and blood of the 
printed words so many had consumed. Audiences could see the body 
in the text and were invited to be a part of the performance text 
before them. The performance texts would partially constitute Nin’s 
personage as well as her personae as author and subject. 
Furthermore, the performances enabled the audience to transform 
their own beings. Pineau states, “Her lectures urged audiences to 
explore the imaginative possibilities of their own identities and 
encouraged them to embrace the selves they could create” (100). It 
seems that Nin’s performances were virtual texts a la philosopher 
Pierre Lévy; that is, they highlighted potentiality and created 
possibility (what if?), rather than presenting a stultifying reality (what 
is).3  

                                                 
3 For Lévy, the virtual and the real are not oppositional terms. (Nor is “virtual” to 
be understood only as digital texts/images.) Rather, they are two co-constitutive 
elements of reality (the possible and the actual are two more). We perceive the 
world around us according to these elements; though, Lévy argues, we tend to view 
the world around us as “real,” thereby reifying images and texts. Such reification 
leads to stereotyping—a problematic, yet perhaps unavoidable, perceptual process. 
Rather than fall prey to the reification of the real, Lévy asks that we try to see the 
world as transformative possibility—to focus on the virtual. Doing so, Lévy 
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Being There 
 
Pineau cites the Diary to inform us of Nin’s motivation to appear 
publicly: 

‘ 
They needed to hear my voice. They needed me to be there,’ 
Nin reflected in her last Diary (224). She saw performance as a 
means of ‘lending my presence because so many need to 
ascertain that I am real; ascertain that I have the voice of my 
words, the body of my words, the face of my words’ (224). 
Performance offered the most powerful reassurance that the imagined life 
was possible because it gave living proof that the imagined self was real. 
(emphases added; 101) 
 

Nin’s words remind me of Lévy’s notions of the “real.” Although 
Nin’s performances seem to be virtual texts (highlighting the possible 
and constituted by transformation), Nin’s own perception of her 
work is shaped by the belief in the function and power of presence 
(in this case, the physical co-presence of performer and audience). 
Feeling compelled to display the body in a text reveals a privileging of 
the body over the text. Yet, Nin considered her written work a kind 
of key that was necessary to enter the co-construction of 
performance and audience identities. If an audience member did not 
have the key (i.e., was not familiar with Nin’s work), she was not 
permitted to join the conversation verbally. Pineau states, “If a 
question indicated that a student had not read the Diary, Nin’s 
response was curt and cool” (107). Nin viewed her performances 
akin to study sessions geared toward the “‘growth development of 
woman’” (qtd. in Pineau [107]). She had no time for ignorant 
questions or misinformed opinions.    

Although Nin the author/performer welcomed collaboration in 
the construction of her multifaceted self, she maintained control over 
which facets where open to construction (not unlike on-line 
journalers). According to Pineau, Nin “would simply deflect personal 

                                                                                                             
suggests, would alter our production and consumption of representations and 
diminish our tendency to reify and stereotype. 
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questions” (107) in an attempt to “recast her right to privacy as an 
artist’s ethical obligation to her subjects” (107). Pineau provides a 
statement by Nin given at the Chicago Psychological Institute: 

 
‘All that I could give you, I gave you, and if you feel that there 
is more left out than I gave, that is something I can’t help. . . . 
What you call holes in the Diary are there because I did not 
wish to be destructive of other human beings.’ (107) 
 

For Nin, sharing her own life was one thing; sharing others’ was quite 
another. It seems that she wished not to tamper with the co-
construction of another’s identity—on the page or stage—when that 
other was in absentia. One needed to be there in order to join in the 
collaboration.  

Excising others’ stories from one’s own seems a near impossible 
task, given that each of us is formed and transformed by our daily 
interactions with others. While I respect Nin’s position regarding the 
naming of others in her writings and performances, I cannot help but 
be troubled by her belief that she was presenting, in some way, her 
Self in a vacuum. Her belief and statements of such encourage the 
audience to perceive “the actor’s self as the logos of performance” 
(Auslander, “Logocentrism” 30). This perception privileges liveness 
over mediation and reifies the live body as the only truth of 
performance. 

 
I Have a Confession to Make 
 
I have only read selections of Nin’s Diaries—selections I found on-
line.4 Though I was tempted to buy the volumes after reading 
Pineau’s analysis, I resisted. Pineau (intentionally or not) convinced 
me that I could not really experience Anais Nin if I had not been 
there. On the one hand, I know that is ridiculous. I should not refuse 
the work that remains; Nin’s Diaries are still highly acclaimed. On the 

                                                 
4 Any search for “Anais Nin” on any server (e.g., Lycos) will result in hundreds of 
sites devoted to the writing and life of Nin. A good place to start, however, is the 
site designed by William James, Valerie Harms, and Moira Collins 
<http://www.anaisnin.com>. 
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other hand, I will never be a part of the collaborative work of Nin—
the work that intrigues me most about Nin, the work that made 
Anais Nin who she was.  

Why should I care so much about “being there” with the author 
and subject of the text? I read Anne Frank’s Diary of a Young Girl 
knowing that I would never be able to share her company. In fact, I 
was morbidly drawn to her text by the knowledge of her horrific fate. 
I wanted to learn what she had experienced and suffered at an age so 
close to my own. As I read her words, I wished I could have known 
her. I still do. But I did not refuse to meet her on the page because I 
could not know her in person.  

Perhaps I avoid the written work of Nin out of respect for her 
larger mission. She seemed to believe that her presence was an 
integral aspect of her project (i.e., “the growth development of 
woman”). Would not my inability to share her presence lead to only 
partial understanding of her vocation? What did Nin think of readers 
who only met her on the page? Nin believed that her presence was 
necessary for the audience to feel assured that the subject of the 
written text was “real.”  As Philip Auslander argues in “‘Just be Your 
Self’: Logocentrism and Différance in Performance Theory,” valorizing 
the physical presence of a performer as the logos (Truth) of 
performance facilitates the misperception of the body as an 
unmediated entity. (Bodies, if not electronically or digitally mediated, 
are still mediated by language.) Furthermore, this misperception 
coincides with a devaluation of mediation (in this case, the written 
word). In the next section of this essay, I focus more closely on the 
ramifications of this perceptual process and attempt to map the 
relationships between body, text, presence, and absence in the 
context of on-line journaling. 

 
‘Living Texts’: Live and Mediated Performances of Self 
 
Like Nin, the on-line journalers of today devote much of their lives 
to the public co-construction of their multifaceted selves. Unlike Nin 
did, they do not feel compelled to share physical space with their 
readers. (Though some writers and readers develop close 
relationships that lead to relationships beyond the screen.) Both Nin 
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and on-line journalers encourage the audience to re-see the words; 
however, the encouraged view by each is different. Nin presented her 
live body as reassurance that the subject of her texts was “real.” She 
invited readers to view her body so that they may re-see her texts as 
more potent—truer, if you will. Her belief was that her body would 
provide her audience with a more complete understanding of her 
Self. On-line journals ask that we see their texts as both true and 
partial, rather than simply the Truth of the author. The majority of 
readers of any one journal understand that they will never meet the 
author in person. I would venture to say that most, like myself, would 
not want to meet the author even if given the chance. We like the 
body-in-the-text as we see it (and as it is shown to us). We 
understand that the author and subject change over time; therefore, 
we become accustomed to seeing text as unstable, yet sturdy enough 
to construct truths. Though how we perceive those truths may be 
different than one might think.  

In a 1998 Salon article entitled “Baring Your Soul to the Web,” 
author Simon Firth offers the insights of Savoy’s executive editor, G. 
K. Nelson, to help explain the relationship between the writer, the 
reader, and truth in on-line journals: 

 
Questions of how ‘real’ or ‘honest’ they [on-line journals] are 
become, he feels, beside the point. We don’t ever know if what 
these writers say is true—but then we don’t ever know that 
about paper diaries, either. What matters more, he feels, is 
‘transparency, which isn’t so much honesty as an opening up, 
an evisceration of sorts.’ (31) 
 

Although “transparency” and “honesty” are often understood as 
synonymous, they carry slightly different meanings in the context of 
certain texts. With on-line journals, as with good novels or films or 
plays, the story needs only to “ring true” for the audience to feel 
some connection to it. Audiences of all kinds tend not to appreciate 
overtly contrived stories or unbelievable actions committed by 
seemingly unrealistic characters. Good on-line journalers know how 
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to wield their artistic license. They craft the truth and we appreciate 
their craft.5  

Earlier, I quoted Pineau describing the autobiographical 
performer as “a living text, the embodied presence absent from the 
literary experience” (99). I concur that the author/subject of the 
written text is not present with the reader in the literary experience, 
and that the performance of the text makes present to the audience 
the body of the author/subject. I further argue, however, that in the 
moment of performance, the performer is simultaneously attempting 
to make text present—to bring the text to life (hence, “living text”). 
While I accept Pineau’s characterization of autobiographical 
performance, I also want to consider the ways in which a text can be 
living without the co-presence of author/subject and audience.        

I propose that we see on-line journals as living texts. They are 
“living” because they are ever-changing. One entry only partially 
constitutes the journal—and the author/subject of the journal. We 
read as the author/subject changes her mind, her views, and her hair 
                                                 
5 In addition to Firth’s report on on-line journaling, the following sites contain 
more essays, reviews, and interviews of on-line journals and journalers: Jami 
Attenberg, “Keep a Web Journal, Get Fired . . . or Worse,” Salon 27 March 2000, 6 
July 2001 <http://www.salon.com/ people/feature/2000/03/27/webjournals/ 
index.html>; A.S. Berman, “Open Diary Bares Souls Online,” USA Today 7 Sept. 
2000, 6 July 2001 <http://www.usatoday.com/life/cyber/tech/net027.htm>; 
Zachary Houle, “Baring Their Souls Online,” Ottawa Citizen Online 15 Jan. 2001, 6 
July 2001 <http://www.orrawacitizen.com/hightech/weekly/ 010115/5100356 
.html>; Kate Kellaway, “It was the Best of Times,” Guardian Unlimited Archive, 6 
July 2001 <http://www.guardian.co.uk/ Archive/Article/0,4273,412589,00.html>; 
Mike Leung, “Pameal Ribon: ‘Squishy,’” Diarist.net 25 June 1999, 21 Oct. 2001 
<http://www.diarist. net/links/enterview/archives/990625.html>; Todd Levin, 
“Dear Diary,” Salon 10 Dec. 1999, 6 July 2001 <http://www.salon.com/tech/ 
feature/1999/12/10/diaryland/index.html>; Sarah Marriott, “Between You, Me 
and the Net,” Irish Times 27 Dec. 1999, 6 July 2001 <http://www. ireland.com/ 
newspaper/computimes/1999/1227/cmp4.htm>; Bob Sullivan, “A Painful Affair 
of the Internet Heart,” MSNBC 23 May 1999, 5 July 2001 <http://stacks. 
msnbc.com/news/576899.asp?cp1=1>; Leslie Walker, “A Day-by-Day in the 
Life,” Washington Post 17 May 2001, 5 July 2001 <http://www.washingtonpost. 
com/wp-dyn/articles/A37168-2001May16.html>; Roger Yim, “Blogging On: 
WebLoggers Bare Their Souls—and Reading Lists—to the Internet,” San Francisco 
Chronicle 28 Feb. 2001, 5 July 2001 <http://www.sfgate.com/cgi-bin/article.cgi 
/chronicle/archive/2001/02/28/DD2727.DTL>. 
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color. We are alternately glad and sad when these changes occur. We 
write to her and share our opinions, offer advice, and sometimes to 
berate. We read her response to our feedback. Sometimes we are the 
agents who change her mind and her way of being in the world. 
Many times, it is she—her text—who changes us. The text is both 
representative and constitutive of the author/subject and her readers. 
It is both forceful and forgiving—forceful when we forget that it is 
partial; forgiving when we realize that we forgot. No matter whether 
we are angered or saddened or elated or surprised by an entry, we can 
return to the site where the text is waiting patiently to be read again 
or anew. 

However, having written all that, I cannot deny that there are 
those who mistake the text for the body, those who reify the words 
(like the images seen on television or movie screens). To be painfully 
honest, I have been one of those people. Sometimes while reading 
Squishy, and ultimately when I lost Pamie, I found myself incapable of 
valuing (or even recognizing) the instability of the text. I could not 
accept that Pamie could change so much that she would actually want 
to stop doing what she did; I could not accept that Squishy is gone. I 
tried desperately to resist the logic and mechanisms of the on-line 
journal. I refused to see the transient and transformative nature of 
the text and its author/subject. Days after Pamie took Squishy away 
from us, I was forced to remember that that which lives can die.  

On-line journals, like live performances, are ephemeral. Unlike 
most live performances, however, on-line journals can and do 
disappear without a moment’s notice, often to the shock and dismay 
of the audience. Firth contemplates the temporality of on-line 
journals in terms of cultural and monetary value. He notes that while 
on-line journals have “matured into a viable and worthwhile literary 
genre,” it is yet to be seen whether “anyone will pay money to read 
one” (par. 46). He furthers:  

 
But if we don’t pay for Web diaries in cash, we do pay in time. 
The best diaries manage to claim their readers’ full attention 
almost daily—an extraordinary achievement, when you 
consider how desperately commercial Web sites struggle to 
achieve the same goal. (par. 46)  
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It is hard to imagine many other texts that could hold our attention 
daily (soap operas and newspapers come to mind). More significant, 
it is hard for me—a lover of performance—to imagine anyone 
wanting to audience a live aesthetic performance daily. One of the 
major differences between on-line journals and live performance is 
spatiotemporal. We can visit an on-line journal any old time we 
please. Live aesthetic performances tend to be scheduled. Then again, 
we cannot control the time when a journaler will add an entry. 
Nevertheless, we have some control over the conditions of our 
consumption (i.e., where and when we will read). Like the live 
performance audience, however, we cannot control the author/ 
performer/subject. When s/he says it is over, it is over. I believe 
there is something attractive about that temporality. So does Peggy 
Phelan—at least, in terms of the ephemerality of live performance. 

In her book Mourning Sex, Phelan asserts, “Live performance and 
theatre (‘art with real bodies’) persist despite an economy of 
reproduction that makes them seem illogical and certainly a poor 
investment [unlike the financially lucrative mass-mediated texts such 
as film and television]” (3). Phelan suggests that the reason for such 
persistence might be “that theatre and performance respond to a 
psychic need to rehearse for loss, especially for death” (3). As we 
anticipate the eventual disappearance of bodies due to death, we 
engage our bodies (as performers and audience members) in an 
activity that cannot be replicated precisely. A performance begins to 
disappear even before it is over. If we can reconcile our desire to see 
and not to see performance, and value that reconciliation, we may 
come to accept better the eventual disappearance of our own bodies 
and the bodies of people we love. Though Phelan’s proposition 
makes sense, such reconciliation and valuing seems far off in our 
Western mediated culture. We take note of ephemerality and we 
resist it. 

Phelan herself concedes that we have difficulty accepting the 
disappearance of performance. The difficulty is evident in people’s 
attempts to document performance. Phelan writes, “Performance 
theory and criticism have tended to respond to the loss of the object 
[the performance] by adapting a primarily conservative and 
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conserving method” (3). People attempt to save the performance by 
writing detailed descriptions of the performance. Phelan asserts, “The 
desire to preserve and represent the performance event is a desire we 
should resist” (3). Using markedly morbid language, Phelan explains 
that, when one tries to preserve performance through writing, “what 
one [. . .] preserves is an illustrated corpse, a pop-up anatomical 
drawing that stands in for the thing that one most wants to save, the 
embodied performance” (3). In other words, what we desire most, 
from performance and life itself, is sustained corporeal co-presence.  

 Yet I mourn the loss of Squishy, the textual representation of 
“Pamie.” I mourn the end of the website as I would mourn the loss 
of a friend. I went through the complex string of emotions: shock, 
denial, anger, sadness, more denial, and resolve. Undoubtedly, I am 
not unlike others who experience the loss of a favorite on-line 
journal. I want a hardcopy of Squishy. I want to have it forever. Firth 
comments on ephemerality and preservation: 

 
Perhaps because online diaries aren’t valued yet (and may never 
be) in cash terms, there’s also been surprisingly little effort 
made to preserve them. In some ways the online journal, 
despite being so widely available when online, is a more fragile 
and transient thing than its printed cousin. Whether by 
accident, fiat or deliberate censorship, whole years of online 
diaries can be, and have been, erased in a second. (par. 47)  
  

The erasure most certainly is painful for the readers (Pamie’s forum 
exploded with grief-stricken posts that continued on for days); as for 
the writers, the desire to end a journal seems to be fueled by a 
different set of feelings. 

 In an interview Firth conducted with Carolyn Burke (who is 
credited as the first Web diarist having started in January of 1995), 
Firth learned that many diarists/journalers just “don’t want to do it 
forever” (43). Pamie said as much in her last entry: 

 
So, this is the end of Squishy. It’s been three years. It’s been 
three very good years and part of me is shocked that I’m 
actually doing this. But since I first said out loud, ‘I’m going to 
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end the page,’ I haven’t felt a second of regret. I think I’m 
making the right decision. (par. 4; 29 June 2001) 
 

Pamie goes on to list her reasons for stopping: her contract with her 
server is ending; she cannot afford the site anymore; her site has 
nearly exceeded the space limitations of the server, anyway; and, she 
has been spending far too much time on the Internet instead of 
focusing on her career goals. It seems to me, though, that the biggest 
reason comes last: 

 
And listen, here’s the truth. This story is over. If you look over 
pamie.com you can see that it simply told the story of a 
twenty-three year old girl trying to figure out what she wants to 
do with her life. She struggles with her goals and choices, finds 
some luck through her webpage and becomes a writer that 
lives in Los Angeles. She makes some incredible friends. She 
suffers some heartbreaks. She doesn’t exactly figure it all out, 
but she knows so much more than when she started. (par. 8; 29 
June 2001) 
 

The website may have disappeared and Pamie may have declared the 
story over, but Squishy lives on—not only in the readers’ memory, but 
also in the readers’ identities and actions. Though we mourn the loss 
of the journal, we have been, and continue to be, influenced by 
Squishy, just as audiences are continually influenced by a performance 
they see. In fact, author and readers mutually experience the effects 
of writing and reading. Near the birthday of Squishy, Pamie writes: 

 
Tomorrow Squishy turns three years old. I can’t believe I’ve 
been writing here for three years. I was thinking about that 
today while I folded laundry. I was thinking about all of the 
people in my life because of this little electronic newspaper. 
And the strangest thing about it is that so many things happen 
because of this site that have nothing to do with me. I get 
email from those of you who have met your best friend on the 
forum. You met the love of your life. You did something you 
didn’t think you could do. You finished your goal. You 
changed yourself for the better. You were inspired by the 
stories of other people on the forum or by something I wrote 
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and you changed something about your life and you’re proud 
of yourself. That’s when I’m proud of this site. (par. 8; 15 June 
2001) 
 

Pamie wrote this entry 14 days before she ended Squishy. When I first 
read it, the entry seemed like a nice reflection appropriate for a 
birthday celebration. Now it reads as foreshadowing—or a eulogy 
rehearsal. 

On-line journals—whether on the screen or having disappeared 
into the Ethernet—are living texts. Though they can “die,” their 
death is like any other: a kind of designation that is experienced and 
understood only in relationship to life. Because we can only know 
life, we are forced to identify only with presence. We speak of all that 
is gone as “living on forever”—in our hearts and minds and souls. If 
something or someone were ever “here,” it/he/she will always “be 
there” for us in some capacity. When it comes to life (presence) and 
death (absence), logocentric complicity seems inevitable and 
inescapable. We cannot accept or even recognize absence. Then 
again, by making sense of absence in terms of presence, we are 
troubling the illusionary yet forceful space that is designed to separate 
the terms of the most powerful ontological binary of presence-
absence.  

 In a different sense, on-line journals are living because, in its 
absence, we are acutely aware of the body within the text—just as we 
are aware of the text within the body on stage. When writing, we are 
trying to make the body present in the text. When performing, we are 
trying to make the text present through the body. Performance 
scholars (consciously or not) tend to equate the body with presence. 
This equation is a reversal of the typically conceived logocentric 
relationship between the text, truth, and presence. Furthermore, 
performance scholars will equate the text with absence (because the 
physical body is not present in the text). In the case of on-line 
journaling, however, it is the text that is, once again, aligned with 
presence. The physical body of the author/subject is not present for 
the reader. Nevertheless, the body of the author/subject is most 
present in our minds. Equally, the bodies of the readers preoccupy 
the writer. Although obvious, it is important to note that on-line 
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journalers write both for themselves and others. Pamie reflects on 
this generosity and more: 

 
And when I make you feel something—when you write to say 
that you cried or you laughed or I made a shitty day seem 
livable—that’s the most rewarding thing. I know that you 
know much more about me than I know about you. You have 
an idea of who I am and what I look like and you might know 
that we’d be the best of friends if we ever met, but many of 
you are completely invisible to me. I don’t know just how 
many people out there I actually do know. People that I’ve 
known in my past or who know a friend of mine. [. . .] And for 
those of you who I’ve never met at all, I find you even more 
fascinating. I find it fascinating that there’s something I do or 
something about me that keeps you coming back here everyday 
to find out what I’m doing next. Or to find out what’s going 
on in the forum. That sort of pull that Squishy has to keep 
people reading about me. That’s amazing to me. Thanks for 
being a part of this. Thanks for making me proud of my work. 
(par. 9; 15 June 2001) 
 

Despite the lack of physical co-presence between Pamie and her 
readers, her readers make her present in various ways in their lives. 
And, given their invisibility, Pamie is left with a preoccupying 
fascination with her readers. Even though it is not corporeal, there is 
a co-presence between Pamie and her readers. The text lives on and 
with both the author/subject and the readers/audience. 

 
Virtual Autography: Becoming On-Line 
 
Although I consider on-line journals to be living texts, I would not 
call on-line journals “autobiographical performance.” I do, however, 
think that Pineau’s theories and analysis of Anais Nin’s work can help 
us make sense of on-line journaling. Pineau’s performance 
perspective enlightens where traditional literary criticism and theory 
cannot. On-line journals are not the diaries of old; neither are they 
the autobiographical performance that Pineau defines. According to 
Firth, they “constitute a new form of autobiography of tremendous 
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power” (par. 52).  This characterization, however, does not tell us 
much. I propose that we refer to on-line journaling as “virtual 
autography.” Simply, I would define virtual autography as the process 
of writing one’s self on-line. More precisely, I borrow Lévy’s notion 
of “virtual” as a qualifier to emphasize the spatiotemporality of on-
line journaling and I appropriate “autography” to highlight the 
relationship between writing and the body. 

 When one keeps a journal on-line, s/he is writing one’s self into 
being. This state of “being” is not stable. Rather, it is transformative; 
thereby, it is more accurately understood as “perpetual becoming.” 
The body in the text is not finished, so to speak. More important, the 
readers do not anticipate an end. Thus, the on-line journal resists the 
teleology that drives many texts and it resists the stultification of 
Lévy’s “real.” 

Virtual autography is constituted by a polychronic temporality. 
Past entries are archived, current entries are highlighted, and new 
entries are awaited. Upon entering the site, a reader is invited to ask 
the author/subject: Where have you been?; Where are you now?; and, 
Where are you going? I believe this polychronic temporality is the 
reason why it is so disruptive and disturbing to the reader when the 
journal “ends.” I presume, however, that the author would 
experience the cessation of an on-line journal differently. For anyone 
in any context, any change in routine surely is disruptive to some 
extent. I do not believe, however, that an on-line journaler anticipates 
the end over the course of his or her writing. In the very least, they 
do not seem to write with an end in sight. Some do not even warn 
readers that the end is near (e.g., Glyphgyrl and Coffeedog); some, in 
retrospect, seem to hint at an eventual end (e.g., Pamie); some 
disappear without a word (e.g., Glyphgyrl and Coffeedog). 
Nevertheless, though the words disappear, the stories and their 
effects continue on for the journaler and the readers. 

The denotation of “autography” is “the act of writing by hand” 
(Webster’s). Obviously, the on-line journaler is not putting pen to 
paper when s/he writes. The term “autography,” however, is 
appealing for my purposes because, by definition, the body is explicitly 
and necessarily linked with the process of writing. In the context of 
writing, when we use the term “by hand,” we are characterizing by 
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opposition. That is, a text is written by hand as opposed to having 
been typed (on a mechanical or electronic keyboard). A keyboard of 
any kind is a writing technology; of course, so is a pen or pencil. 
Technologies—or, tools—compensate for what the body cannot do 
or for what the body cannot do efficiently (McLuhan). In the midst 
of technological innovation designed for ease and speed, writing by 
hand is a personal act. Handwriting makes the body of the writer 
seem more present than the imprints left by keystrokes. The digitized 
text of the on-line journal, though not handwritten in the traditional 
sense, is also perceived as a personal act—a personal act that can only 
be executed via the technology of the keyboard. 

In another sense, “autography” means a body of signatures (e.g., 
a collection of movie stars’ autographs). As Derrida tells us, 
signatures have a complex spatiotemporal quality: 

 
By definition, a written signature implies the actual or empirical 
nonpresence of the signer. But, it will be said, it also makes and 
retains his having-been present in a past now, which will 
remain a future now, and therefore in a now in general, in the 
transcendental form of nowness (maintenance). (Margins 328)6   
 

We only understand time in relation to the present tense. Presence 
has both a spatial and temporal sense that dominates our perception 
of the life we live. As explained above, we only know life; therefore, 
death can only be understood—defined—in terms of life, the 
present. Deploying the term “nowness” is a deliberate attempt to call 
attention to the result of the perceptual process that is limited by the 
                                                 
6 For a phenomenally intricate phenomenology of writing in its many incarnations, 
see Jacques Derrida, Margins of Philosophy, trans. Alan Bass (Chicago: U of Chicago 
P, 1982). 
 

 
 

 



Marcyrose Chvasta 

 22 

capacity to conceive only of the present. This present, nonetheless, is 
a complicated state, for it contains both our perception of the past 
and our anticipation of the future.  

The signature, or autograph, also has a relationship to the body. 
More specifically, the autograph is a trace and track of the body. 
Again, the personal imprint of the identity of the signer contains the 
past (trace) and future (track) as it sits before us in the here-and-now 
for all to behold. The on-line journaler is an autographer because 
s/he takes advantage of the “nowness” that constitutes the signature. 
S/he writes her/himself on-line, leaving a signature. Her/his 
signature evokes the reverence and authority of a body present.  

Virtual autography—the process of writing one’s self on-line—
does not apply to live performance because live performance 
encourages a valorization (and potential reification) of the live body. 
On-line journals work against that logic (live body is Truth), as well as 
traditional logocentrism (word is Truth). The on-line journal is 
constituted by partial and unstable truths that call attention to the 
instability of the word or sign. Furthermore, the unstable word does 
not encourage a confused solidification forever concretizing the 
relationship between the signifier and the signified.  

The on-line journal is a different kind of autobiography and not 
exactly an autobiographical performance. It is something in-between. 
Neither yielding to the solidifying authority of the written word nor 
the dependency of the live body of performance, on-line journaling is 
defined by the most powerful elements of each. The process troubles 
both the power of the word-as-logos as well as the body-as-logos. On-
line journaling is an example of discourse to come.  

 
Goodbye, Pamie 
 
During my initial research of on-line journaling, I discovered 
<http://www.diarist.net>, a very well respected host of on-line 
journalers and critics of on-line journaling. The website holds 
quarterly contests for the best on-line journalers. They have 
categories like “Best Comedic Entry,” “Best Writing,” “Best 
Dramatic Entry,” and “Best Overall Journal,” the last two of which 
Pamie was bestowed in the third quarter of 1999. I clicked the link to 
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Pamie’s entry for “Best Dramatic Entry.” It was entitled “And I 
Loved Her.” 

The entry was the story of the death of Pamie’s beloved cat 
Lillith. I was moved by Pamie’s words, almost against my will. You 
may remember that I am not a cat-person. No matter, though. I 
could not help but cry at the description of the unexpected demise of 
a diseased cat in the presence of the owners who loved her. The tone 
of Pamie’s entry was a devastated calm. I could not even admit to 
myself that I was moved by her words. 

I decided to investigate. I dove into the archives and read the past 
entries of this Pamie, this author of Squishy. Much to my surprise, her 
daily entries were hilarious. They were nothing like her award-
winning entry. And I was glad. This Pamie was talented, capable both 
of tugging our heartstrings and tickling our funny bones. I was 
impressed, inspired, and consumed by her writing. I read her for 
years. I looked for and to her everyday. I laughed. I cried. I identified 
with her. And I loved her.   

I dearly miss Squishy and Pamie. I have confidence, though, that 
Pamie will be rewarded with the book contract for which she hopes. 
(Before she ceased daily contact with her audience, she informed her 
forum that she took down her archives because she is working on a 
book.) A book of Pamie, nevertheless, is not the same. Do not get 
me wrong. I would buy the book. I would not, however, claim that it 
is the textual representation of the “Pamie” I know. The Pamie I 
know lived in a place called Squishy. Her life changed daily. She never 
failed to surprise me with her adventures and capricious opinions. 
Her site was a representation of embodied transformation. It, like 
many others that still exist, was a site that was neither literature nor 
performance. It, like many others that still exist, is site that could 
teach us about the “in-betweens” of live experience in an 
electronically and digitally mediated culture.  
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