
Monday 25th June 1984 
Dear Diary, 
New York. The city that never sleeps. It was 11 o’clock at night and I was 
one of five people on the otherwise empty subway carriage. I was probably 
the only sober one there. That’s the 80s for you rock, parties and alcohol. 
Lots of alcohol… And rock… And parties. The subway came to a stop as it 
arrived at the quiet station. People got on; people got off. Life went on 
around me. I felt insignificant but I loved it. No one paid attention to me and 
I didn’t need to worry, but my arms are getting quite sore. You see, I had 
just arrived in New York 3 hours ago to start living there. 
I arrived at the station I needed to get off at as I knew that there was a 
motel somewhere close. I’m staying at a motel whilst I look for a place to 
live. I get off and suddenly I get a rush of anxiety. I was in an unknown city, 
in an unknown country. Why did I do this? It’s too late now. But, why did I 
do this? There are groups of people, walking down the streets probably to 
clubs and bars. That’s when I realised that I had no friends, they got rid of 
me because of who I am. I arrive at the first motel I see and pay for the 
next couple of nights. I can’t wait to sleep.  
See You Soon! 
 
Tuesday 26th June 1984 
Dear Diary, 
I wake up, get ready and look for a small pastry shop. I can’t wait to see 
what New York is like. God, I really needed to get away from the UK. Too 
much chaos, especially with the strikes, Thatcher. After my parents kicked 
me out for being bisexual I had felt like I was useless and that I had some 
kind of illness that made them ashamed of me. My self-esteem had 
plummeted. I act like I am someone that is mentally stable and okay on the 
outside,  but really I just need someone to accept me.  
I’m on the subway ... again, but it's the best and quickest way. I could get 
used to this. I really like how it feels. There are a lot of students. I guess 
maybe they are a bit hungover. I’m going to all the generic hotspot’s today. 
How predictable I know.  A girl just sat next to me. She is so cute. But 
aren’t all women cute to you? Yes. But does that matter? No.  She looks 
like she wants to talk to me. 



Ok big news! She talked to me! Her name is Heather. She had a tattoo 
sleeve! That must have hurt but oh my god IT LOOKED SO COOL! She 
told me about how there was this thing called a pride march and that it was 
on Thursday on the day that was the start of the Stonewall Inn Riots. It was 
the 15th anniversary. She tells me what they were and  how it affected the 
world. It’s also apparently pride month in June to commemorate the riots. I 
am definitely going. She said and I quote “I hope to see you there” 
I spend the rest of the day exploring the city, basically where the tourists 
go. I went back to the motel. I was pretty much sold on the city. 
See you soon! 
 
Thursday 28th June 1984 
Today was the day that marks 15 years since the stonewall riots. I can’t 
wait for the parade later. I was going to meet Heather later before the 
parade actually starts. I decided to get ready, so I put on a cassette tape of 
mine on the radio that was in the motel and Heart of Glass by Blondie 
started playing. I started with my makeup. I put on bold eyeliner and 
colourful-ish eyeshadow and black lipstick. As for my hair, I had shaved off 
the hair on the sides of my head. I wanted a new look, I didn’t care what 
people thought about me. Then I had the hair I had puffed up and used a 
lot of hairspray to tease it to stay like that. I put on a pair of patch pants and 
a vest with my patch jacket on. There were a lot of patches. I was checking 
I had everything before I left and  made my way downstairs where I saw 
Heather.  
“Oh my god!”She said, “You look amazing. The patches are so cool.”  
“Thank you ”I replied, “You look very cool too.” 
She was wearing a pair of platforms with a plaid skirt, fishnets and a band 
top on. You could see her tattoo sleeve, which made her look instantly 
iconic.  
We decided to head off to the parade at about 11 o’clock. It had been two 
days since I had first come to the city and I already had a friend. This is 
great. I have never felt so accepted in my whole life. My parents were 
against the whole queer, punk thing and said that it was a phase.   The part 
of the UK that I had grown up in were extremely homophobic and 



conservative. This included my parents and I knew I had to escape 
somehow.  
“So do you want to get burgers or something” Heather asked  
“Sure, that would be great,”I replied. We headed to Greenwich Village, 
where the march would be taking place and went to a diner for lunch. By 
the time that we were finished the march was about to start. There was lots 
of music and people were lining the streets. I have never seen this many 
people not being scared of who they are. It was a great energetic 
atmosphere. I met up with Heather's friends and we walked with all the 
other people and had the time of our lives. It was amazing. I really want to 
do that again.  
I think that this is the last time I will need to write in this diary. I feel like I 
have  got to  a point where I  am comfortable. 
So for the last time ever, 
See you soon, 
Bowie :) 


