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I didn’t want Ben, my brother, to write the forward for this book. Even 
though I asked him to. I didn’t want to include this part because I know 
his work is going to overshadow mine. It’s going to shine brighter. His 
work is what would get recognized, if  anyone actually reads this book. I’m 
not an author. You just payed for a copy of  my diary, you slut. Just 
kidding. But really, I’m secure in myself  I think or at least I’m telling 
myself  that I am so I want Ben to get discovered and have his success be 
greater than mine. Rock it, Ben! But not too much please. I need this. 
Forward by Ben Marc (Brother) 
When Charlotte was young she could cry on command. We’d be enjoying 
a summer evening on the trampoline (the reciprocal for our childhood 
happiness) and the next thing you know she’d be lying down, audibly 
upset. We’d fret and worry about what was wrong until, GOTCHA, right 
back to happy-as-can-be-Char. Fooled me every. damn. time. (I’m not 
gullible, I swear).  
As Charlotte has gotten older, sadly she has been unable to retain this 
ability to cry on command, I guess that’s why Julia (our cousin) is the 
actor, though I guess she could go with the tried and true Joey Tribbiani 
‘tweezers in your pocket method.’  
Without this ability to easily let it all out on command, Charlotte needed  
a new emotional outlet, as we all know, the older you get the sadder you 
become. I’m an optimist through and through, but it’s really all anxiety at 
a certain point. I truly believe this book will prove to be just that outlet 
for Char, and lucky for the rest of  us, the dark thoughts are covered in a 
rough comedic layer. (The content itself  being rough, this shit is hard to 
talk about.) It’s akin to a collection of  journal essays, and I keep my 
journal buried in a dungeon where nobody will find it. Unable to sit truly 
still for more than 10 minutes, I’ve recently taken up journaling and 
writing as my meditation and have quickly learned to appreciate its’ 
therapeutic properties. Which is why I am so proud of  Char and this 
book. Here I am, the recent graduate with an English degree, seeking 
direction, the obvious candidate to write an emotional epic, yet Charlotte 
is the one writing it, all while she is in school and pondering the concrete 
future (med school, social work, law school, etc.) that terrified me so 
much that I majored in my comforts: reading and writing. 
Char recently showed me a song The Fear by Ben Howard and spoke on 
her favorite line: “I will become what I deserve.” This has resonated with 
me since; we end up where we deserve to be based on the work we put 
into our lives. It motivates me to seek direction and purpose, but more 
importantly, in regards to this book and my lovely sister, it makes me so 
proud, because writing a fucking book is just the beginning. The 
beginning of  her becoming the wonderful woman she deserves to be. As 
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young adults we live in a precarious point in our lives. In the words of  
Eric Forman, “we’re too old to Trick or Treat, too young to die.” This 
book is the perfect placeholder to fill that middle ground, for Char as a 
writer, and for us as readers.  
Whether she’s introducing me to dope music (Shoutout 
BROCKHAMPTON) or stealing my striped T-shirts, (Never thought I’d 
have to worry about my sister stealing my clothes, but honestly how cool 
is that? Fuck gender norms, you know?) for 18 years she’s been the best 
sister a kid could ask for.  
Love ya, Char. Hope I didn’t ramble on too much, and to the rest of  you 
lucky readers, buckle up, because it’s going to be an emotional—and 
hilarious—roller coaster. 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One 
I fear that the novelty of  me is wearing off. 
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Two 
I’m a hoe for lizards. I wish I could elaborate on that, but I don’t really 
know what to say. They’re fast and they’re small and some of  them change 
colors. They are like rodents that you can actually enjoy, you know? 
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Three 
I love using ‘bitch’ in my day-to-day vocabulary. I like to think that I am 
reclaiming the word. I had an argument in front of  the whole class with 
my 12th grade English teacher about whether or not ‘bitch’ could be 
reclaimed or not. I thought it could. She disagreed. I know you are 
supposed to go along with what your teachers say, and not talk back to 
them or whatever, but I was feeling really passionate and argumentative 
that day so I didn’t back down. The argument was upsetting– two women, 
dueling. I think both of  us were in tears by the end of  it. Not really. 
Besides! I fucking hate social conventions. Who made up all of  these rules 
that I’m supposed to follow? Why does everyone put their napkins in 
their laps at restaurants? They say, ‘Charlotte, put your napkin on your 
lap,’ to which I say, ‘Hey! Fuck you!’ My friend Jane taught me that phrase. 
Table etiquette or whatever will never make sense to me. Where do these 
rules come from?  
I complain about other rules too. Like my refusal to wear a bra, which has 
offended quite a few people. But that rule actually stems from something 
larger (the sexualization of  women’s bodies). Also cause it’s 
uncomfortable. We can get into that later. But who the fuck said to put 
your napkin on your lap? Where does that rule stem from? Does my 
napkin placed on the table offend you? I hope it does. If  I spill food on 
my lap, then that’s my own damn fault. Stop telling me what to do. 
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Four 
I haven’t cried in months. It’s not like I don’t want to cry, I do. I think 
about asking one of  my friends to punch me, cause maybe the physical 
pain would make me cry and make my emotional pain cause me to cry like 
it used to, like a domino effect of  tears. But I never do ask; I think my 
friends would think it was weird. Can’t a girl just cry every once in a while? 
I’m not asking for too much.  
I’m feeling very matter of  fact today. I hope it sticks. Just get right to the 
point. Let’s skip the foreplay, shall we? Just stick it right in or whatever.  
I’m a busy woman. Who am I kidding? I’m barely either of  those things. 
Busy? Sure I’m a full time student. With no job or extracurriculars. And I 
guess I am a woman. But some days femininity makes me want to throw 
up. I’ll wake up and put on makeup and skinny jeans, and then my skin 
feels like it’s crawling, so I take my pants off  and all the makeup off  and 
start again. Does this mean anything? I don’t know. Also, that metaphor 
doesn't work. ‘Just stick it right in?’ I’m a gay virgin. There will be no 
‘sticking in’ if  I can help it. Intimacy? Bleh!  
 Here’s a poem I wrote: 
I just cried while eating cereal 
 I hope you like it. 
I’m dedicating this book to myself  and to my friends. People, who in the 
grand scheme of  life or whatever, won’t actually matter. No offense. Shit, 
I was trying to be endearing. But really, they haven’t invented or cured 
anything (yet), so no one is going to be featuring them in a textbook. But 
they’ve had an impact on my life, which I think is worth writing about. 
Back to me. I’m the star of  the show after all. Who am I kidding I’m the 
star of  every goddamn show! Just kidding, I’m the student who sits in the 
very last row during class lectures. Sometimes my back slouches so far 
that I become so small I could turn to dust. I like to wear bright colors 
and then wear an expressionless face and not say anything for a ninety 
minute class. Or, if  I do say something, it’s something stupid, broad, and 
existential. But the others take it seriously, so participation points for me I 
guess. I always smirk when I say things like that, and it makes me think 
that if  I were someone else, I would HATE me. I’d be like, ‘that kid is 
such a smart ass’. To which I say maybe I am, but maybe I just don’t take 
things as seriously as you. Like in an anthropology class last semester my 
peers were in a really deep discussion and I just raised my hand and asked 
‘Is anything real?’ to lighten the mood. Cause like what even is 
anthropology? It’s stupid. But they took the question seriously and it 
sparked an even longer discussion. Those bitches. I’m either having a 
great time or a horrible time, so if  a great time is possible I’m going to 
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take advantage of  that. This is what I mean: they sit there talking, I sit 
there quietly laughing to myself. We are all going to be rotting 
underground in a bunch of  years so I might as well have fun while I’m 
here. Shit– that was also supposed to be endearing. It just sounded 
morbid. I think about death a lot. 
I’d like to think of  this book as a stream of  consciousness because that’s 
pretty much what it is. I haven’t learned any major life lessons that I can 
parlay to you. Also I don’t even know what people like reading. But I just 
googled ‘how to get a book published,’ so yeah, I think I know what I’m 
doing. 

Five 
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Tag Yourself  
I want to give you a brief  overview of  my closest friends and people I 
have already or am going to mention in this book. You know those 
memes where you provide a short description of  a television character or 
someone and then you tag yourself  as one of  them? It’s going to be kind 
of  like that. If  I leave anyone out, I’m sorry, and it doesn’t mean I don’t 
care about you. But I did forget to include you, so that’s got to say 
something. Anyways, tag yourself ! 
Me: “OJ didn’t do it.”. Loves government conspiracies. Eats crackers off  
of  the floor. Was raised by wolves. 
Irene: My best friend, soul sister, and wife. A psychopath. ‘Vegan’ but eats 
eggs and dairy. Falls in love immediately. Trusts everyone, but also trusts 
no one. 5’4” but friends have her pegged at 5’10”. 
Tash: Cares about animals more than her friends. Takes selfies with her 
cats. Can’t eat by herself. Used to only wear blue, but now wears other 
colors. 
Codi: Tall, like a baby giraffe. If  she was a utensil, she would be a spatula. 
Doesn’t follow her own advice. “That was one time”. Will stalk and hunt 
down her enemies. Bad at trivia. Low-key super accomplished.  
Deirdre: Goes out of  her way to start fights with men. Is like a daisy but 
also like a sock full of  nickels. Fluent in like eight languages. Quotes an 
entire episode of  The Office from memory. Insults her friends out of  love. 
God’s Plan by Drake. on replay. She’s feels good sometimes she don’t. 
Emma: Tall, like an adult giraffe. History nerd. A desperate heterosexual. 
~The crafty one~. 
Celia: Owns one outfit. Loves her denim jacket.   
Annabelle: “I can’t help being flirty.” Keeps talking after you stop 
listening. Great makeup skills. 
Ben: Loves America. “I studied abroad in London.” Is a little bitch. ‘Not 
all men.’ Clear eyes, full heart, can’t lose. 
Dad: Still buys songs on iTunes. Calls trees ‘cute.’ Runs like three online 
blogs. Always having fun. Always anxious. 
Mom: Loves Rihanna. Just wants quiet. Loves a good cold brew iced 
coffee. Always anxious. 

Six 
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Can we talk about something for a second? Clothing tags. You know like 
the tiny pieces of  paper from hell that are sewed into every item of  
clothing ever made? The stupid things that itch the back of  your neck or 
your side near your hip and then when you cut them they itch you even 
more because they get really short and spiky and then you try and cut 
them further down but you can’t without compromising the integrity of  
the clothing item itself. Most people would stop there, but what I like to 
do is actually cut a hole in the item in the location of  the tag so any 
remnants of  the tag at all are destroyed. Then I like to throw the tiny 
pieces of  tag into the trash. Then I like to pour some lighter fluid over the 
trash can (I’ve found that it’s handy to have a small bottle of  lighter fluid 
on you at all times. Just to be safe, you know? You never know when you 
are going to need to start a fire. I love jokes about arson. Sorry if  they 
offend you.) 
One time I watched my neighbors house burn down and it was really 
scary and really sad. A bunch of  different families lived there because the 
landlord was illegally renting it out, because living is so damn expensive in 
my town (the schools are really good). My Dad woke up to our neighbor 
throwing herself  against our front door to try and wake us up. The rest of  
us woke up to my Dad yelling ‘FIRE!’ It would have been nice if  he 
mentioned that our house wasn't the one on fire. In a way though, it was 
good, because now I know I don’t react well in emergency situations. I 
grabbed my stuffed animal and a blanket and ran outside shoeless. My 
brother frantically put his shoes on backwards and fell down the stairs. My 
dog stood frozen at the top of  the staircase, so my Dad had to carry her 
down. It was chaos. 
Anyways, just thinking about what it would be like to lose everything in 
one night is terrifying and sad. So I don’t joke about things like that. It’s 
more like, haha, if  she doesn't stop sniffling I’m going to burn this room 
to the ground. I have a problem with sounds. But yeah, light-hearted 
things like that, haha. I’m fine! Everything’s fine. Sorry I got really off  
track there!  
Anyways, I light my trashcan full of  tags on fire and grin as I watch it 
burn. Then once the fire dies out I throw out the clothes that I cut the 
holes in and burn those too because even though the tag is gone I can still 
feel a sort of  phantom tag– the tag that was once there. It’s really hard 
being me. I love fashion but rarely find clothes I can wear because of  my 
destructive, tag-related habits. I love those brands that print their tags on  
ink or silk screen or whatever it’s called because you can’t feel it. Cause I 
get it, capitalism, right? If  you are making a shirt you’re going to want to 
mark your territory. Pee on that fire hydrant boy, I support it! Tell us who 
made that polo! Ralph Lauren? More like I’m going to fucking kill you if  
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that tag is itchy! So yeah. Put that branding on there. Just do it in a way 
that doesn’t make me lose my mind. I get enough of  that already. 
Another poem by me: 
One time, I woke up and my pants were gone. 
I still haven’t found them. 
You can call pretty much anything poetry nowadays. So I’m taking 
advantage of  that. Yeah, I’m an artist. Oh, what type you ask? A poet. Oh, 
you want to hear some of  my work? Sure! You’ll love it, it’s terrible. But 
it’s angsty, which is basically all you need nowadays. Except my friend 
Codi is an actual poet, you should read some of  her work. A lot of  it goes 
right over my head, which is how you know it’s good. But the stuff  I do 
understand is great. Codi is really cool; she is the kind of  person who is 
fearless in the pursuit of  what she wants, which I think is really brave.  
Another thing I can’t stand? Stickers. I actually think it’s a phobia. I’ve had 
this irrational fear of  stickers ever since I can remember. I remember in 
third grade my friend named Holly put a banana sticker on my forehead 
and I LOST it. Like complete meltdown. I was really mad at her. I still am, 
actually. Just kidding, love you Holls. Hope you’re doing well. Holly was 
actually in my dream a few nights ago, which is strange. I had a dream that 
I was trying to teach her a math problem, but she would not listen. I don’t 
know why I was helping her with math, out of  literally anything. I’m 
taking statistics this semester so maybe it’s a sign. Sorry, I’m off  track 
again and that wasn't even interesting. Is any of  this interesting? I don’t 
know. Does it matter? I don’t know. Does anything matter? Anyways. 
Fruit stickers are my least favorite type of  sticker. I can’t eat an apple until 
I’ve taken off  the sticker and disposed of  it. And you would think that I 
would want someone else to take the sticker off, so I don’t have to touch 
it, but I prefer to do it myself, so I really know that the sticker is gone. 
Gone for good. You can’t trust people these days. What if  they said they 
threw it out, but they missed the trash can and it’s now just hanging out 
on the floor, waiting for me to step on it unknowingly, and then later in 
the day realizing that there is a sticker on my foot, causing a meltdown 
that could have easily been avoided if  I destroyed the sticker myself  in the 
first place. So I’ll take the sticker off  the apple and then eat it. One time I 
bought a used textbook online only to discover after it arrived that the 
cover was COVERED (haha, get it. Oh my god fml.) in stickers. All types, 
banana stickers, apple stickers, those ones that are impossible to get off–
you know what I’m talking about. Like those price tags on stuff  from 
Marshalls. The fucking WORST! It was so egregious. My friend Tash just 
taught me that word. Did I use it right? And so I put the textbook in the 
back of  my closet and tried not to think about it; it was always at the back 
of  my head though. So one day, while I was having a bit of  a breakdown, 
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I just ripped the cover of  the book off. I had to duct tape the book so it 
didn’t fall apart, even though it did eventually fall apart, and it also made it 
so I couldn’t resell the book. (Also, who knew that duct tape was spelled 
‘duct’ tape instead of  ‘duck’ tape? Isn’t ‘duck’ tape more fun? Ducks are 
so great! Birds in general are so underrated. If  you want to impress me, 
give me a bird fun-fact. You know that show It’s Always Sunny in 
Philadelphia? Who am I kidding, everyone’s seen that show. Anyways, I 
haven’t seen it. But the segment on Bird Law gets me every time. It’s 
hilarious. There needs to be more bird humor. More bird content in 
general. Again, I’m not asking for much. Just some bird shit. You know 
what I mean.) Back to stickers and the textbook– I regret nothing, 
because I was able to use the book for my class without falling apart every 
time I touched it. I’m such a winner. 
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Seven 
Checks and Balances 
I am still learning  
how to calm the rainstorm within me  
while still letting a few raindrops fall. 
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Eight 
I made a PowerPoint slide show, two actually, one named All The Men I’ve 
Loved and the other named All The Women I’ve Loved, which both are a 
compilation of  all the famous people I’ve gone through an obsessive- 
infatuated type thingy with. And the women definitely have a pattern: 
dark hair (think Selena Gomez, Aubrey Plaza). Right now though, the 
only person I care about is Timothee Chalamet. Fuck! I wish I hadn’t 
brought him up, now I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about him.  
I can’t make it even a few pages of  this stupid, brilliant book without 
mentioning Timothee Chalamet. Fuck! I’m obsessed. I ain’t even lying, ask 
my friends. I have a problem.  
But seriously, Call Me By Your Name changed my life. It was so beautiful. I 
read a negative review of  the film and it made me cry. The author of  the 
review said that Elio and Oliver didn’t have chemistry. Them saying that 
was like a personal attack on me. It’s like they stabbed me with a knife and 
then wiggled the knife around a little just to make sure it was really in 
there. I’m truly sorry for that imagery I just provided, I’m just trying to 
get my point across. What is my point? I don’t remember. But Timothee 
Chalamet, if  this ever reaches you, I want you to know, that you are a 
work of  art and I love you with all of  my heart and also I didn’t mean to 
rhyme right there. I also love your floppy hair. How do you get it to be so 
floppy? Probably magic. Fuck. 
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Nine 
I’m not trying to come off  as quirky, it just happens naturally. I know, I 
know, I sound like a jerk. But really, my hair isn’t dark green and I don’t 
ironically write with crayons (I write with the blood of  my enemies). You 
know those people? They like pick flowers and put them in books to 
flatten them or whatever and they eat lots of  cherries and they wear 
turtlenecks and lots of  colors and shit. I am a sucker for turtlenecks but I 
don’t want to be categorized with that type of  person. Nothing against 
them, but I don’t want ‘quirky’ to be my brand. 
To preface the rest of  my writing, I understand that it is hard to follow. 
But what’s nice about this is that you get to understand what it’s like to 
live inside of  my mind, even if  it’s just for the length of  this book. 
Imagine living like this everyday, it’s exhausting! I have to live fully myself, 
everyday. I’m stuck here! So I think you can stand just a taste of  what it’s 
like to be the little monkey with tambourines in my mind. Sometimes 
when I’m sad (which is a lot of  the time, not so much lately though, I’m 
doing well! Thanks for asking.) I like to picture monkeys dancing. Back to 
the point. 
Ooh ooh! I just thought of  something. Remind me later to talk about 
Buzzfeed Unsolved. I still haven’t decided if  I’m a Shaniac or a Boogara. The 
autocorrect is trying to change Boogara to Booger. I think the fuck not. 
I’m calling the police. I learned that phrase from my friend Deirdre. But 
how is Boogara not in the dictionary? Whatever, I’ll add it to my personal 
dictionary. 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Ten 
The number of  tabs you have open on your computer can say a lot about 
a person. Like on my computer I always have billions of  tabs open. You 
know when you have your whole life open in tabs and then you 
accidentally click the big X that exits out of  all of  them at once instead of  
just one? I fucking hate when that happens. It always takes hours to 
recover from shit like that. 
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Eleven 
I love ill defined relationships. What I mean by that is 
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Twelve 
You know how everybody talks about unpopular opinions? Cause it’s like 
cool to be different or whatever? I like popular opinions. Except, as I’m 
writing this, I realize that because unpopular opinions are popular with 
people, it’s actually popular opinions that are unpopular, therefore making 
them cooler, which is not what I was trying to do. But then if  popular 
opinions are unpopular that actually makes them popular and the cycle 
repeats again and again but that’s not the point. What is the point? This 
book is just a bunch of  pages of  me not getting to the point. I like 
popular opinions, despite if  that’s a cool thing to like or not. Fuck what’s 
cool to like. I, from now on, like literally right now I’ve decided I’m going 
to do things because I like them, and not because they are cool to like.  
Here’s a popular opinion: I love dogs. They’ve fucking changed my life. 
And literally everyone else on this planet and probably other planets (if  
they have dogs) also loves dogs so it’s not original to say. But I’m not here 
to be original. I actually don’t know why I’m here. Why are any of  us 
here?  
I had a dog named Daisy who was the light of  my life. I think I actually 
appreciated her way more towards the end of  her life and after her life 
ended than I did for the beginning of  it. I wish I had appreciated her 
more, but I don’t regret anything because regret is time consuming and 
pointless.  
Daisy was so beautiful. She was my first love. She was a yellow labrador 
retriever with such a youth in her eyes that I haven’t seen in any other 
dogs. Sometimes when I talk about her I do it in the present tense as if  
she is still here, because in a way, she still is, but I think it freaks people 
out when I do that. I don’t believe in a God, but Daisy is definitely 
watching over me somehow. Or at least it’s comforting to think so. It’s 
interesting that many people don’t believe in a higher power until they lose 
someone. Daisy was that someone.  
I would always joke about how Daisy and I began to look more and more 
alike as we got older, because we grew up together. We are both blonde, 
we are both tired, and we both perpetually need a nap. I guess that’s a 
compliment for me if  that was actually true, because she was truly 
gorgeous.  
I remember one time I came home crying, this was some point in the 
winter of  junior year of  high school where I really was not doing well. 
Guys, heres a trigger warning for suicide. Skip this if  that freaks 
you out. I had been suicidal for a while, and had begun making a plan of  
where and when I was going to kill myself, and that afternoon I just broke 
down and decided to move it up from the previously scheduled date. Shit, 
I’ve only told this story once before, this is scary! It’s real though. It’s a 
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part of  my story, and if  my story is worth telling then so is this. I came 
home getting ready for it, but I think Daisy could sense sadness in my 
eyes and that comforted me and made me feel not so alone, so we sat on 
the kitchen floor together while I cried. I haven’t been in that state of  
mind since. So the moral of  the story I guess is that Daisy saved my life, 
and somehow continues to save my life. If  I give up, if  I die, she will be 
pissed at me! So I’m doing this for her. And for me. In conclusion, my 
advice for you is to get a dog because even though it hurts after they’re 
gone it is so worth it because they give you a type of  love that you could 
never get from a human. Cats are okay too probably. I wouldn’t know. 
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Thirteen 
I haven’t gotten into anything political yet. But, is everything political? Is 
the personal political? Sometimes I think it is but not always. I don’t want 
my gayness to be a political statement. It’s just something about me. Like 
my favorite color is red, it’s kind of  like that. Also how gay am I? I’m not 
sure. Let’s get into that later. My gayness is political if  and when I want it 
to be political, because it’s my identity and I am the only one in control of  
that. Back to politics in general, I shouldn’t mention it because I don’t 
know anything at all. I don’t know anything about anything (does 
anybody?) but I don’t know anything especially about politics. I do hate 
Trump though. I don’t know loads about him, but I know he is the type 
of  guy who just won’t respect your pronouns. I know dissing Trump isn’t 
original. You’re probably like ‘is that really all you’ve got, Charlotte?’ And 
my answer is yes, for now. I really don’t give a fuck because he’s fucking 
terrible.  
I promise I don’t swear this much in real life, ask my friends. I’ve got like 
at least four friends I think, which is pretty good, so yeah I wouldn’t mess 
with me. Or do mess with me, because I won’t confront you about it, 
because I hate confrontation and also I live in fear. I’ve lost that sense of  
fear that I used to get when I walk alone at night, because I’ve lost my will 
to live. I’m totally mostly like pretty much kidding. But honestly I kind of  
want to see what I would be like in an emergency situation. I’ve taken a 
self  defense class, and like to think that I’m scrappy, but I won’t truly 
know how I’ll adapt to a dangerous situation until I’m in one, so I guess 
part of  me when I walk the streets at night is just waiting for a creepy ass 
old white dude who I can use my self  defense skills on. However don’t 
take this as me asking for it because I actually would like it if  that didn’t 
happen, and no women has ever in the history of  everything ever asked to 
be sexually or physically or verbally or etc-eterally assaulted so I never 
want to hear the phrase ‘asking for it’ again unless the ‘it’ you are asking 
for is my mom’s vegan mac & cheese because that shit is dope. 
My favorite book is Albert Camus’ The Stranger. When I tell adults that, 
they look at me weirdly. It’s like what do you expect. I was born in the 90s 
(barely). Of  course I enjoy some existentialist literature. I’m also a 
teenager. Of  course I love nihilism. So why is it such a shock that The 
Stranger is my favorite book? It is actually my favorite book though. I want 
to include a quote from the book, that as of  now, is my favorite quote 
from literature of  all time. But like for now. There are still so many books 
to read and beautiful words to ingest. I should remember that next time 
I’m sad. And if  I ever run out of  books, now I can write my own! I guess 
I could have always done that, I just haven’t realized my natural born 
talent until now. Like really, I’ve had no training in writing or anything. 
I’ve never even taken a writing class. But like you couldn’t even tell. I have 

   !21



a ton of  blunt sentences and then a bunch of  run-on sentences but let’s 
just pretend that that was a stylistic choice because honestly it kind of  is, it 
just so happens that I also don’t know how to write any other way.  
Besides, grammar is another convention that I fucking hate. Just like the 
napkin on the lap thing. Unless it’s like the difference between ‘Let’s Eat, 
Grandma’ and ‘Let’s Eat Grandma’ (which is so silly) then why does it 
matter. Charlotte, you shouldn’t put a comma, there. Charlotte you, should 
put a, comma there. Charlotte, that’s not how; you use a semicolon. If  I 
ever hear that from you I’m going to lose my shit. I’m getting my point 
across so I don’t see the problem. And even if  I’m not getting my point 
across, it’s definitely not because a fucking comma is in the fucking wrong 
place. Wow I really got far from what I was trying to say. Back to The 
Stranger, I want to show you guys my favorite quote. Here it is. I think 
quotes that we particularly connect to can say a lot about us.  
 “As if  that blind rage had washed me clean, rid me of  hope; for 
 the first time, in that night alive with signs and stars, I opened 
 myself  to the gentle indifference of  the world. Finding it so much 
 like myself—so like a brother, really—I felt that I had been happy 
 and that I was happy again. For everything to be consummated, 
 for me to feel less alone, I had only to wish that there be a large 
 crowd of  spectators the day of  my execution and that they greet 
 me with cries of  hate.” 
Like doesn't that give you chills? It might not. But that’s okay, words and 
collections of  words take on different meanings for different people, they 
can even take on different meanings for the same person but at different 
points in their life. That’s what makes them so wonderful. It’s kind of  like 
music. Like some songs I’ve loved for years, but the reasons I love them 
change overtime, which makes the song even more beautiful than it is if  
you just think about it just how it is, not including the transformations 
that it’s gone through in your mind. Songs can be beautiful even without 
injection of  your own personal history into the song. Sometimes it’s just 
nice to listen to one without injecting parts of  yourself  into the song. 
Listen to it from a distance. But transforming the meanings of  the song is 
beautiful too. Lots of  things are beautiful. You just have to choose to see 
them as so. 

Fourteen 
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Damon Deen. Does that ring a bell to anyone? I hope not, it’s a fake 
name. But it rhymes with the real name I mean, so figure that out. If  you 
do, tell me and I’ll let you know if  you’re right! It’s super obvious. 
Anyways. He’s not famous or anything, I was just checking. He’s great he’s 
really really really really really do you get my point really really beautiful. 
He’s got this tall, dark, handsome thing going on for him and it’s just 
great. But he’s a blonde! Boo-yeah! But at one point he kind of  looked 
like a pirate. But like a white boy pirate. He sat in front of  me in AP 
European History my senior year of  high school. Technically, I’m doing 
better now, but I like to think that me during AP Euro was me at my 
prime. Cause I didn’t even take it for granted. I knew how good I had it. 
He was forced to sit in close proximity to me 4 days a week because of  
class and I savored every minute of  it. It’s great because it’s like prison but 
we got to leave after an hour and sometimes we listened to German rap 
music. My friend Lincoln sat next to him, so like diagonally in front of  
me. (I’m using friend as a loose term here. You know when someone is 
your friend, but you aren’t their friend? It was kind of  like that.) Anytime 
Damon would get up to leave or blow his nose or whatever, I would start 
hyperventilating and rant to Lincoln about how beautiful Damon was and 
Lincoln always listened. He’s a good friend. That actually only happened 
towards the end of  the year, but it was significant. How do you focus on 
the Cold War when such beauty is right at your fingertips? How do you 
focus on the Cold War like at all? (Update: I followed Damon on 
Instagram. He accepted, but didn’t follow back. So typical. Fuck him. He’s 
still really, really, hot though. I forgive him.) 
I want to learn about Cleopatra. That bitch was dope. She spoke like 
twelve languages and lured men to their death and shit. I bet she had a pet 
snake. She seems like the type to have a pet snake. She was also really hot 
apparently. They say her beauty started wars. But that’s all people talk 
about. They never mention that she fucking led a fleet in a huge naval 
battle and had like a boyfriend and a side piece like that’s fucking badass. I 
know Cleopatra isn’t taught in Euro but they could have at least spent 
more time on that son of  a bitch Rasputin. It’s said that his penis was 13 
inches long. I just googled ‘Rasputin penis how long’ so yeah, you can 
fuck off.  
If  I’m not funny then what am I. No like, I’m really asking. Who am I? 
Please tell me. I can provide you with my phone number if  that helps. It’s 
6 1 7 - F U C K O F F . I a l s o h a v e a n e m a i l . I t ’ s 
heyeveryoneimsorryaboutwhatisaidbeforeiwasfeelingsilly@gmail.com.  
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Fifteen 
If  I had to define myself  in a few words, I wouldn’t be able to. It’s always 
changing. I swear. But I will: amazing, beautiful, daring, courage, power, 
jackhammer. Is that plagiarism? Dwight says something similar on The 
Office. Just kidding. So yeah, I use humor to hide what I’m truly feeling. 
But I’ve grown to like to be the funny one. Am I the funny one? I’m not 
even sure anymore. I’m sorry I’m talking about myself  so much. But that’s 
going to be most of  the book so you should probably just get used to it. 
I’m feeling kind of  insecure right now, you can probably tell.  
I took my first statistics exam of  the semester this morning. I woke up 
early and went to my teacher’s office, and I got to take the exam in the 
psychology lounge on a comfy couch and there were like only two other 
girls there which was the ideal environment for me. But I did really poorly 
on the exam. I didn’t answer a lot of  the questions and the ones that I did 
answer I think I may have gotten wrong. And even the ones I got right, if  
any, I solved them the hard way and not the way we were taught. So I left 
a note with the exam that said  
“Hi Dr. Palmer, I understand very little of  this. I’ll take whatever grade I 
get (I know, it’s not the best) but could we go over this together so I can 
actually figure out how to solve these problems? Thanks, Charlotte.”  
Then I slid the exam and the note under his office door and left. I would 
like to think that this note is a sign of  maturity because it shows that I 
care about the exam, and know I-done-messed-up, and that I need help. 
But as I was taking the exam, I started laughing. I think this may be a 
nervous tick that I’m beginning to develop. I began laughing because I 
knew that it was a train wreck. I called my dad after I took it and he 
reassured me that I would be fine.  
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Sixteen 
My dad said that sometimes people aren’t what you need them to be in the 
exact moment. He told me that last night at 12:47 AM. Crying, I called 
him in a panic. It felt horrible and amazing. It was lethargic. Wait, wait. It 
was catatonic. Masonic? No, I’m overthinking this. Cathartic!!! It was 
cathartic. It was a cathartic experience. I think that’s right. But really, it had 
been months, kids, months. Since I last cried. Haven’t cried since then!  
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Seventeen 
Recovery 
Sometimes forgiveness is all you have. To offer, to give, to receive. People 
will spill their glasses and you should not cry at their spilt milk. Forgive 
and stay or forgive and leave. Your hands will ache from grasping onto 
theirs for only a second too long so it is best to let go when you can, or 
when you know it is right.  

Others are allowed to reject you. They are allowed to love you. They are 
allowed to not love you, and to fall out of  love with you. You do not own 
them and they do not own you. That is the whole point.  

If  they’ve left, or you’ve left, fall in love again. With music, or with your 
cup of  coffee. Even if  the one you loved is still sitting right next to you. 
Past is present and present is past. Move on, move on, move on.  

You will shake and you will ache and you will mourn and you will learn to 
rest. You will flip the pillow over so that your face lays on the cold part 
once again. Keep flipping the pillow until you are asleep.  
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Eighteen 
Survival 
We have been taught to walk on eggshells, so as not to upset others. To 
obey, to submit, to give in. We are quiet to let them speak. No more. It’s 
okay to be loud. You should be loud. This cycle of  victimization is one of  
muffled cries and soundless misery. Expose your wounds to the world and 
yell at the top of  your lungs, I am worthy of  healing again and again until 
you believe it. Yell at the top of  your lungs, I am a survivor and ignore it 
when the others cover their ears. Live loudly, live unapologetically.  
Forgive them for choosing it, or him, or her, over you, and choose love.  
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Nineteen 
I made you guys a playlist. I am really good at this stuff. If  you didn’t 
know, I’m a DJ.  
For when you are crying on the Peter Pan bus back to school and are 
thinking about your life and where it is going and you have regrets and 
doubts and hopes and fears: 
Futile Devices (Doveman Remix) - Sufjan Stevens 
Sea of  Love - Cat Power 
Cruel - The Head and The Heart 
Jolene - Ray LaMontagne 
Angela - The Lumineers 
Here's one when you are on the highway with the windows down and feel 
like screaming (out of  joy or sadness, the point is that you can’t tell 
which): 
First - Cold War Kids 
Woman - Kesha, The Dap-Kings Horns 
Satisfied - Sia, Miguel, Queen Latifah  
Delicate - Taylor Swift 
XXX - Kendrick Lamar 
Or what about when you are stalking your next victim or are just up to 
some shady shit: 
Monster - Kanye West 
SWEET - Brockhampton 
Blink - Kevin Abstract  
Bellyache - Billie Eilish  
Scratch that, any song by Billie Eilish will do. 
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Twenty 
I’ve recently gotten to know one of  Irene’s new friends. They’ve gotten 
really close lately and I have to say, I’m jealous. He was sitting on Irene’s 
lap and he glanced at me with this crazy look in his eyes- like he was 
bragging. There is this tension between us because we are both fighting 
for Irene’s love and attention. His name is Winston Leandre Bishop Wu. 
A really fancy name for such a simple boy. He’s also one of  those kids 
who is super high energy in a way that both energizes and exhausts the 
individuals around him. 

Here’s a picture of  him and Irene. That scoundrel.  
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Twenty One 
Did you know that penises can’t bend? Even when they’re flaccid? Who 
knew, right? Apparently everyone but me and my friend Tash. From what 
I know about biology, which is very little, it just does not make sense to 
me that penises don’t bend. I mean, yes, in my head, of  course they don’t 
bend. But biologically, how?? There is no bone in there. There is cartilage 
and blood and other stuff  probably. Aren’t they like ears? Well guess what, 
I can bend my fucking ear. And I’m still confused.  
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Twenty Two 
None of  this means anything. Words are just sounds you make with your 
mouth. You know, like phonemes and morphines or whatever. Who 
decides what makes certain writing good and certain writing bad? So what 
if  it’s hard to follow and doesn’t make grammatical or logical sense. In my 
opinion, writing is just supposed to make you feel something.  
I’m already stressed about how I’m going to wrap this book up. I need a 
goosebumps walkaway. My starting sentence is really good, maybe I’ll just 
copy and paste it to the end of  the book. No, no. That’s not enough. 
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Twenty Three 
I no longer need approval to exist the way I want to exist 
I am free 
I ride in my car, my hair blowing with the wind 
and this time the music is singing with me 
I laugh as I pass by the others, 
who are stuck like the way I once was 
I cannot be defined 
and I cannot be contained  
Because I am Medusa 
my glance could turn your ass into stone 
I am whatever the fuck I want to be 
And I am done taking orders,  
and although I don’t know where I’m headed, 
I’m sure as hell not taking you with me. 
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Twenty Four 
Giving up is never fast like people describe it.  
It is slow and it is painful. Giving up is not showering one week and then 
not looking as you cross a busy street the next.  
It is surrounding yourself  with a glass wall, one that is bulletproof  but 
translucent.  
Giving up is also not linear.  
It is when you watch your speed radar go from 60, to 70, to 80, to 90, to 
the speed of  your heartbeat once you realize.  
It is slowing back down to 80, to 70, to 60, breathing it in and singing it 
out.  
It is driving to the tallest bridge you can find, getting out, looking down, 
turning around, and taking yourself  to get some ice cream instead. 
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Twenty Five  
I’ve found peace. Everything’s going to be fine, just fine. Why do we 
worry so much about everything? Everything. Is. Fine. I am a cloud in the 
sky, floating softly and endlessly. I am rid of  all negativity. I am a garden, 
flourishing like the flowers within. I am a queen, sitting lavishly on her 
throne while the king fans her with banana leaves. I am an empress, and 
the peasants wipe my butt after I use the bathroom. I am the first female 
president of  the United States, and China kisses my ass. I am your ruler, 
your female ruler, and you shall bow down to me before I destroy you 
with the gusts of  a thousand dog farts. I AM YOUR MONARCH AND 
YOU SHALL BOW DOWN TO ME. I AM YOUR LEADER.  
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Twenty Six 
Everything is horrible and I’m going to die, fuck! 
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Twenty Seven 
This is what I know 
I will hide underneath these baggy clothes as long as I desire. I will take 
them off  when I am ready. 
This is what I know 
Three men whistle at me from their truck when I am walking to school. I 
am 10. 
This is what I know 
I let him touch me and I never say no. It’s not his fault because he does 
not know that I don’t want him to touch me. He shouldn’t know me like 
this, in the way that he does. It is my fault. Day after day, week after week, 
I comply. I never say no. 
This is what I know 
I am told he is mean to me because he likes me. On the playground this 
may be harmless, but years down the line a game of  tag will be life or 
death and I will not recognize it as abuse. 
This is what I know 
At vacation my older cousins bother me about boys. I smile. I pretend to 
be embarrassed. I pretend to feel whatever it is I’m supposed to be feeling 
because really I don’t feel it. I do not yet know why. 
This is what I know 
I undress in front of  the mirror and I like what I see. The mirror is not 
another person, but it judges me much more harshly than another person 
ever could. I am still learning. 
This is what I know 
I holler back at the cat callers for the first time. Their pickup truck slows 
and my step quickens.  
This is what I know 
They ask before they kiss me if  they can. I say yes. I’m happy they asked. I 
say yes.  
This is what I know 
He cuts me in line. I say something. He’s mean to me, not because he likes 
me, but because he thinks I won’t do anything. I step in front of  him and 
I take the power back. 
This is what I know 
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At vacation my older cousins bother me about boys. I smile. I know what 
I feel and they don’t. I know why I never felt what the others were feeling. 
This is what I know. 
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Twenty Eight 
There are so many beautiful women in this world, and so many ugly men. 
It’s not a good balance. The men are desperate and creepy. It’s like all 
women are beautiful and most men are ugly. Who am I kidding, all men 
are ugly. ‘Not all men!’ No. All men are ugly. That is not the viewpoint of  
a lesbian. I am a confirmed bisexual now. Don’t worry. It’s 90-10. You can 
thank Timothee Chalamet, as I mentioned before.  
But really. You’ve got the ladies with the leather skirts and thigh high 
boots, or the girls with sundresses and flowers in their hair. You’ve got the 
bad bitches wearing Lululemon and the library chicks in button downs. 
You’ve got a shit ton of  others. Tons that can’t even be categorized. What 
do men have? Nothing but khakis and polos that are on their bodies but 
really belong in the trash. Yeah fuck you, boys. 
I don’t want any backlash for that shit I just wrote. I believe all of  it. Men 
have shat on women for too long and I have had enough. 
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Twenty Nine 
I am power and I am strength and I am weakness and I am guilt and I say 
something and wish I hadn’t of  said anything or I say nothing and wish I 
had said everything or just one thing but instead I did not so I am saying 
it here. There is no beautiful or complicated or sophisticated way to say 
that I am scared. I am scared and I feel alone. It is not tragic because 
tragedy is never as beautiful when whatever you thought was tragedy 
becomes your reality. I am driving alone through the night looking for 
something. But I cannot find it in this darkness. It is too dark. And I don’t 
even know what it is that I am looking for.  
I am not special and neither are you 
I am just me and you are just you 
I belong to no one but the trees and the dust and the birds and the bees 
And from now on I’ll only do as I please 
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Thirty 
My shoulders have ached ever since I began wearing a backpack to school. 
I changed to a tote bag for college, thinking that it would help. It didn’t. 
My shoulders still ache. 
I carry my tension and anger and frustration on them and there are a lot 
of  those bad feelings so it makes sense why I am so sore. 
I used to imagine that my problems and fears came in the form of  rocks 
that I was forced to carry on my shoulders in buckets. And with every 
new obstacle the buckets got heavier. I could deal with many rocks but 
sometimes they got too heavy and that is when I broke. I fell down and 
the buckets emptied but they would always fill back up again after a while. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that the stronger I am, the more rocks I 
can carry, so as the buckets of  rocks on my shoulders get heavier I remain 
intact. I don’t fall or break because I am strong. The heavier it gets the 
farther it pushes me and the more it hurts, because soon it will hurt less. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that pain makes me stronger. I am 
thankful for the pain. Not really. That’s just something a strong person would said, 
cause, you know. Eventually I’ll be strong enough to shimmy those buckets 
right off  of  my shoulders and right onto the floor will those rocks fall. 
I’m not sure when that day will come but when it does I hope you are 
there too and that your buckets will also have fallen. We fall and rise in 
sync and even when we don’t the love is still there because it will always 
be there. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that I want you to know that I think you 
are strong. You are the strongest I know. And I realize that you carry 
many rocks in your buckets. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that I hope your shoulders are not too 
sore. And even if  they are, it’s okay, because mine are too. 
I guess what I’m trying to say is that I will carry your rocks if  you need 
me to, because I know you will do the same for me. 
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Thirty One 
These are eighteen lessons. 

1. “I don’t like her” was just another way of  saying “she has something I 
want”. My jealousy paraded around as disgust but in its’ nature it was 
competitive and toxic. It was girl versus girl because only one girl gets 
the boy. I’m so glad it’s strong women now.  

2. I never knew how to speak my emotions. Here I am writing them. 
What I write is what I feel is what I am and I don’t like you grading this 
because in a sense you are grading me. 

3. When life turns to shit I turn to music. Time heals wounds but a 
favorite song can get me through the darkest nights, granting me 
another sunrise. 

4. No words can fully express the worlds within me. I am infinity and I 
exist in dimensions you’ve never been to before. 

5. I was a fool to believe my love could be reciprocated by someone so 
broken. 

6. You were a fool to believe I could love you back in the way that you 
deserved. 

7. It is hard for me to find beauty in the darkness when I have not yet 
reached the light. Let me rephrase that from an overused metaphor to 
my truth. Clear and simple. I am depressed and it prevents me from 
doing what I want. It limits my abilities to produce so I have to wait 
until I have enough energy to do so. Sometimes I have too much 
energy. There has never been a balance. 

8. Blood is thicker than water but dysfunction is real. I’ll leave if  I must. 
I’ll stay if  I want. 

9. I don’t love where I am, but I’m so glad I’m not where I once was. 

10. My rage disguised itself  as sadness. My tears weren’t grief, they were 
anger. The same emotions can take many forms, and different 
emotions can take the same form. Finding the root of  my anger was 
hard and I have not yet figured it all out. 

11. Youth is not an excuse to be a thoughtless dick. My brain is not fully 
developed and my nervous system is still figuring out its kinks and I 
have ample neuroplasticity but the haze does not stop me from seeing 
right from wrong. 

12. I wasn’t in love, I was just bored.  

13. I cut and dye my wear to sing to the world that I am free. I am 
changing. 
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14. All this time I thought I was running far far away. It turns out I was 
just running back into my own arms. 

15. You changed and that’s okay but I don’t really want to be your friend 
anymore.  

16. I thought I was dragging all of  you along. You wanted to be there. I 
wish I had known. I’m glad we had so much fun together. 

17. Running saved me. School ruined me. My friends saved me. I ran and 
I laughed and I cried and I reached the end of  the tunnel and was glad 
that I made it. 

18. If  I try and if  I must I am reborn. 
These are eighteen lessons. 
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Thirty Two 
How to write funny? Asking for a friend. It’s hard, I’ve been sad for so 
long. Let that sadness fuel you, they say. Okay! I’m a good person with 
loose morals! Basic confrontation scares the hell out of  me! I get anxious 
showing up to work, even though I’ve been working at the same coffee 
shop for a year! I’m afraid I won’t be good enough! I’m afraid that I never 
learned how to love! I’m afraid! I’m afraid! I’m afraid! I’m not sure I know 
how to be a real person! Does anybody know? Again, asking for a friend. 
Are adults actually adulting or are they just faking it? They are good at 
faking it. I wish I was taller, that might help me fake it. Does anybody 
really like children? I mean, they take and take from you for years and 
what do you get in return? Financial debt? The satisfaction and love that 
comes from parenting? Well guess what, I don’t have kids, but I bet I 
could get that same parenting rush from bathing with a turtle. Don’t ask 
questions! Guess what, I don’t have kids, and I’m still sad! Ouch! The 
turtle bit me! Your kids bit you too, didn’t they? Now I know what it’s like 
to be a parent. I know! I don’t know squat about the responsibility of  
parenting! But my parents gave and gave and showered me with love most 
of  the time and I’m still sad! I love them but they are selfless fools! How 
they stayed so selfless in this selfish corporate America we live in I’m not 
sure but they are fools! I’ve been told to only write what I’m comfortable 
with my family reading. I don’t remember the last time I was comfortable 
both within my own body and amongst others so what am I supposed to 
take from that? What’s the point of  all of  this if  I’m not making you 
uncomfortable? If  I’m not making me uncomfortable? Comfort doesn’t 
breed growth and god dammit I want to grow so I want to throw my 
comfort in the trash, take my pants of  and urinate in public! 
Uncomfortable for all of  us, and only I benefit! Metaphorically speaking. 
Haha! I’ve lured you into a dark corner, haven’t I? Watch out for those 
cobwebs. I’m afraid of  spiders, aren’t you? Let’s write down a list of  our 
fears and then through that piece of  paper into the fire. Watch it burn! 
Doesn’t that feel good? Now draw a picture of  your enemies and do the 
same. Now throw yourself  into the fire! 
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Thirty Three 
Hate is a burden I carried for years and I’m finally realizing that it’s just 
too fucking heavy. 
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Thirty Four 
(You Are Not A Good Person) 
I just wanted to let you know 
From the bottom of  my heart 
That I really don’t like you 
I think you are mean  
And you are not a good person 
(You no longer make me smile) 
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Thirty Five 
I refuse to go back to not liking who I was 
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Thirty Six 
I had a dream last night that I got married. The ceremony was very casual, 
and the decision to wed was impromptu. My friend walked me down the 
aisle, and I married a man that I had just met. (Interesting, right? It was a 
man, not a woman. We can get into that later). The reason for marrying 
was just to see what marriage was like. The man I married, whose name I 
cannot recall, said he was marrying me because it could “either be 
awesome or a disaster, either way it will be an experience” and my awake 
self  whole-heartedly agrees with that sentiment. While I wouldn’t marry a 
complete stranger, because stranger danger, my dream helped me realize 
that I’ve been associating divorce with failure. Marriages that don’t last 
forever are failed marriages. Divorce equals failure. Well I’m calling 
bullshit on that idea! Sure, divorce can be painful and horrible especially 
when there are other family members involved, and I can’t relate to that 
because I don’t come from a so-called ‘broken’ home. But I am asking 
myself  why do we call divorced families ‘broken’? You like someone, you 
fall in love, you marry, it doesn’t work, so you divorce. Why does marriage 
have to be forever in order to be successful? I bet marriage teaches you 
some serious life lessons and shit regardless if  the marriage lasts. Marriage 
interests me, but the idea of  legally tying myself  to another human being 
for my entire life does not. Sure, I want a wedding! But I don’t want the 
forever part. What does forever even mean? Anyways, those are just some 
thoughts. To the kids who have divorced parents, or just one parent, or 
any combination different than the typical nuclear family- you are not 
broken! Stub the toe of  anyone who tells you differently! Our families 
look different from one another and I think that is beautiful! Live, love, 
laugh. Charlotte OUT! 
Just kidding! I still have the rest of  this book to write. And guess what? 
I’ve been making it up as I go along. I should call this book ‘Just Some 
Thoughts From A Girl Who Knows Very Little’. Capitalizing every word 
there was exhausting. I should start typing like that, you know, like how 
they did in 2010? I don’t know. 
Wow. There is absolutely no consistency to my writing! I raise you a 
question, is a constant inconsistency just another form of  consistency? 
Haha I just played you! In this case you equals me equals I equals gorilla! 
Haha! Made you look. 
Honestly guys this book is a first draft and a final draft. I am 
revolutionary. Why edit my work? Editing takes out all the rawness and 
realness that makes my writing so incredible.  
Really though, this is probably my worst chapter yet. 
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Thirty Seven 
My friend, on unconditional love: 
“it can take a lifetime to find that” 
and here I am, drenched in it. 
How lucky I am. 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Thirty Eight 
How and where I found myself, according to the seasons. 
Fall 
/ fôl / 
noun 

1. In late night study sessions. Delirious laughs and painful sighs. In a 13 
minute clip of  The Office bloopers. New friends. 

Winter 

/ˈwin(t)ər/ 
noun 
1. Crying in the pillowcase. Lost hope and sad tomorrows. In milkshakes 
with Tash and ranting with Deirdre. Hot showers and scalding skin. 
Spring  
/ spriNG / 
noun 
1. In a book by the pond. In my iced coffee. Laying in the precious 
sunshine. 
Summer 

 / ˈsə-mər / 
noun 
1. Laughing in the Dairy Queen parking lot. Taylor Swift and windows 
rolled down. In rain and shine and dark and light. With friends. 
My eighteenth year. 
I found myself. 

   !49



Thirty Nine 
Dear friend, you laugh no matter what I say and it’s really not fucking 
funny. Why don’t you get that it’s not fucking funny. I love you and you 
love me but we barely know each other. What was you childhood like? 
What’s your favorite meal? Where do you go at night? Where do you 
disappear to? Why do you go? You never leave, but why do you go? These 
are things I will never say. These are things I want to say. I’m angry with 
you and I’m angry with me. I beat my fists up against the wall and scream 
that I want out but really I want in. Let me in. My knuckles are bleeding 
and I need a hug. Please god dammit give me a hug. I wish I didn’t have to 
ask. I wish I wanted to ask. I won’t ask. It’s too much to ask. You have 
demons, too. But a lot of  our demons share the same name so I’m 
wondering why we aren’t a team. We should be in this together. Why 
aren’t we in this together? We share the same guilt I think. It drips down 
from the cold glass on the kitchen counter top. It reveals itself  in our 
silence. It permeates in every miscommunication. I wish there was 
communication. Why is there no communication? Is love and blood all we 
have? I want more laughter. I wish there was more laughter. There are so 
many changes I could make and I don’t know why I don’t make them. I’m 
not ready but I’ll never be ready so I should just go ahead. I don’t know 
how. I guess you taught me that. I’m not blaming you, I’m just saying it 
how it is. How do you learn something that’s never been taught? How do 
you teach something you don’t know yourself ? How do you teach 
someone who isn’t willing to learn? This won’t reach you now and I hope 
it never does. The silence is calm; at this point I prefer it. I have her and I 
have me and I guess I have you just not in the way I think we’d both like 
and I’m beginning to realize that forgiveness and love is all we have to 
offer at this point but I’m hoping it will be enough, so please just let it be 
enough. I love you and that’s enough.  
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Forty  
Drama llama llama llama I’m no good with drama I do poorly with drama. 
“We need to talk” are the most anxiety provoking words a friend could say 
to me and those words leaving me sweating and shaking and wondering 
and oh boy do I hate the wondering. Oh boy do I hate the dread. Dread 
fills up my life because I let it fill up my life. I dread work I dread school I 
even dread fun because what if  it doesn’t go as planned. I dread dreading 
something because I hate dread so I dread it which is counterintuitive but 
man oh man I just can’t stop dreading.  
The only thing I know about writing is that I’m amazing at it. I don’t 
know anything else about writing as a discipline or as an expression of  
self  or anything else but it’s really fun so there’s always that! I don’t know 
proper grammar or punctuation, in fact at this point I don’t think I ever 
really learned how to correctly use a comma. I just put them in when it 
feels right, which is never, but I put them in anyways. If  I had it my way I 
would write without commas at all. I do have it my way, but apparently 
run-on sentences and comma-less writing is ‘hard to understand’ well 
boohoo guess what this sentence is most definitely run on and I bet you 
understood it just fine.  
So far this chapter has had absolutely no substance to it. It’s like one of  
those bagel thins. So it’s just bread. Be bread, or be a bagel, or be nothing. 
If  I’m eating a bagel I want to feel like my arteries are clogged. If  I 
wanted something thin, I would have eaten a piece of  toast. Bagel thins 
are stupid and pointless and so is this. At this point my whole life is a 
bagel thin. It provides no real function and just kind of  collects dust on 
the back of  the shelf  at the grocery store. And when it is bought, it’s 
bought by a weirdo. What I’m saying is that only weirdos are going to read 
this book. Or people with too much free time. Which I’m both of  those 
so I guess it’s appropriate. Friends will read this too because I will make 
them and I will force them to be proud of  me. Guys!! Look!! I made it to 
18, bitches! Haha! Who would have thought. My friends are weirdos too 
and they probably have too much free time because they are friends with 
me so I guess I’m saying that only weirdos with free time who are my 
friends will read this. I asked my dad if  he thought we were friends and he 
said no. What!? I was fuming. He thinks family and friends should be 
separate. To me, a family member is a friend when you would spend your 
time with them even if  they weren’t family. I thought my dad and I shared 
that. I guess not. Thanks for nothing dad!! But also thanks for everything!! 
Am I supposed to indent every time I start a new paragraph? I normally 
would if  this was an academic paper but this is not that and I don’t know 
what to do. I’ve been looking at other books for reference but some of  
the paragraphs are indented and some aren’t so I’m just confused.  
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Like I said before, I hate drama. But I love gossip, which is very similar. 
Talking about the intimate details of  someone else’s social and personal 
life? That shit is so fun. If  you don’t think it is, then you are lying. Or you 
are gossiping with the wrong friends. To gossip, you need good friends 
who will stoop down to your level of  terrible and talk about stuff  that is 
none of  your business. I love sticking my nose in where it doesn’t belong. 
I love eavesdropping, watching people, figuring out the dynamics of  their 
relationships, and stuff  like that. My friend Tash and I were eating ice 
cream in her car and these two kids, a boy and a girl, pulled up and were 
ordering ice cream. We were trying to figure out whether or not they were 
brother and sister or if  they were on a date. They acted playful, like 
brother and sister would, but there was a sense of  awkwardness that could 
hint at something more. Once they got their ice cream they sat down on a 
bench, so we left the car and sat nearby to try and overhear them. We 
couldn’t really hear but we saw that they were sitting super close together. 
Again, it could go either way. They finished their ice cream and the girl 
drove them home, so we ran to the car and followed them. I know, I 
know, you are judging me right now. Guess what! I simply don’t care. Tash 
started her car and we zoomed out of  that parking lot, and followed the 
two kids home like the stalkers that we are. They parked at a house and 
both went inside. So, in conclusion, we still haven’t figured out if  they are 
related, or are dating, or even if  they are just friends. We drove past the 
house a couple more times, to see if  one of  them left, but we couldn’t tell. 
Moral of  the story, don’t tail someone home unless you are planning on 
committing fully. We should have broken into the house to get the real 
deets. I’m just kidding! That’s a crime! I’m not advising you to do that. For 
real though, stay out of  other’s business. Or don’t! If  you're bored like I 
am, follow those kids home! Just don’t take it too far.  
My life isn’t boring, but I am bored. Does that make sense? Asking for a 
friend. I mean like I’m asking for a friend to answer that question, I’m not 
asking the question for one of  my friends. I’m asking it for me. None of  
that was worth putting in print! Most of  the things I say just aren’t worth 
saying. I’ve come too far to stop talking though. I talk words bad but I like 
to talk words. Do you see? I talk words because I have a lot to say. At the 
same time, I have nothing to say.  
I fall apart a few times a day but I always find a way to put myself  back 
together. If  you need a few tips to help put yourself  back together, I’ve 
got them. Here are some to get you started and to help you finish. 
Interpret that how you will! 

1. Drink a cup of  coffee! Decaf  if  you’ve got the jitters or if  you’re an 
anxious soul. Don’t bother with tea, it’s pointless. Unless tea is your 
preferred drink, then go for it. But always know that you are a loser. 
Since you drink tea, you’re probably a cat person, right? It’s okay, I 
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forgive you. Drink caffeine even if  you are anxious and jittery, because 
secretly that cup of  coffee is self-sabotage and will only make things 
worse. 

2. Scream into the pillowcase. Once you run out of  screams, punch the 
pillow case. Or, go outside and break some glass bottles against a wall. 
Be careful! 

3. Text a friend that you are freaking out. In an hour, or by the time they 
finally reply, you’ll be okay again! No need to have even sent the text. 
But it’s good that you did. 

4. Run your hands under hot water until they sting and/ or look like 
raisins. This never works, but I always go back to it. 

5. Take it out on your family members by being outwardly rude! Then 
regret it later! 

6. Scratch yourself  until it hurts! 

7. Pick at the rug until the tips of  your fingers bleed. It will never be as 
clean as you need to it be but you’ll try anyway. 

That’s about all of  the tips I have for now. If  I think of  anymore later I 
will surely let you know (I probably won’t, I’ve already forgotten what I’m 
supposed to let you know.) None of  these tips work, but I do them every 
time Ha! You. Are. Welcome. 
None of  the paragraphs in this chapter relate to each other, like, at all. 
But, I’m trying to make some of  my chapters longer, so I have a better 
chapter-to-page ratio. Right now, each chapter is only like one or two 
pages, so I’m trying to make some longer just for the looks. You know 
what I mean. So, in addition to these run on sentences, it’s going to be a 
run on chapter! Not grammatically incorrect or anything, but it sure as 
hell is not going to be considered good writing. Like you already know, I 
don’t care if  it’s good writing it’s my writing and I’ll write it how I want 
thank you very much goodnight good day I actually have more left to say 
so pretend I didn’t write the goodnight good day part.  
I drove out to New Jersey this weekend to visit my friend Tash, and my 
friend Irene who is in New York City for a few weeks. Twas a fun trip. 
Tash lives in Montclair, New Jersey, which is basically the same as Newton 
(the town where I’m from! Outside of  Boston! I don’t know if  I’ve 
mentioned that yet) but it’s in New Jersey not Massachusetts. I got to 
Montclair on Friday night, so we ordered in sushi and watched Brooklyn 
Nine Nine. Great show. People be wanting a show with more queer POC, 
well this show has got them! And none of  them fall into typical gay 
stereotypes either. Check it out.  
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On Saturday morning we got bagels and then I went into the city to visit 
Irene. I hate New York City!! I’ve been there a bunch of  times and have 
never enjoyed it. I hate the noise, the lights, the building, the people, the 
smell, the crowdedness, the everything. I don’t like cities too much so 
NYC is my nightmare. I went for my friend though, I wanted to see her. 
Wow, I’m so selfless. But really, Boston forever kids. Boston is the greatest 
city in America fight me on that because I am fucking ready! Let’s fucking 
go! 
Even though I despise NYC I made it in the city for a few hours, might I 
add without any tears, which I take as a success. Tash’s family had a 
garden party with her family friends which was fun because I got to be 
weird around a bunch of  people I don’t know. Wow, as I’m writing this, I 
am realizing that none of  this story is interesting. I really just suck at story 
telling in general, both in person and in writing. I should stick to my 
improvised and unedited rants. But like I feel like I should tell some 
stories so that you guys can get to know me. Who am I kidding, the only 
people that are going to read this already know me. I’ll finish this story 
anyways. There isn’t really an end to it though. Irene and I slept over at 
Tash’s house that second night, and Irene was super allergic to Tash’s cats 
so I tried to put anti-itch eye drops in her eyes and it was a disaster. She 
kept blinking! Her whole face was covered in the eye drops by the end of  
it. 
I also got to meet Tash’s older brother who is super duper cool. I think, I 
don’t really know him. Tash and her brother have the same age gap as my 
brother and I (3 years) so it’s kind of  like we lived parallel lives. Anyways, I 
totes have a guy-crush on her brother. You know how straight girls have 
‘girl crushes’? Like when they really admire another girl but aren’t ‘gay’ for 
them? I’m reclaiming that for the lesbian community, no worries, you can 
thank me later. For me, a ‘guy crush’ is a guy who I admire but I’m not 
straight for. Ha! Take that straights! Throw me a curve ball, and I hit it out 
of  the park. Ha again! A sports reference. I think. I got your there, didn’t 
I? 
Honestly at this point I’m just trying to desperately prove that I really am 
gay. Please God make me as gay as I originally thought I was and came 
out to be. I came out at 100% gay but really it’s like at a 90% right now. 
You are definitely getting sick of  me trying to define myself  but I’m not 
sick of  it yet so you are just going to have to deal with it. 
I should probably talk about my best friend, Irene. A few of  my poem 
type chapters are about her, but I never directly address her or say her 
name in them. Hi Irene! Have fun figuring out which chapters are about 
you. Text me when you do figure it out. I hope you are doing well as you 
are reading this. I love you! I owe you my life! I didn’t think I would have a 
connection as deep as the one I share with you, so thanks! For the rest of  
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y’all reading this, which is probably just my brother and like two other 
people, Irene and I are besties. We share a love of  Taylor Swift and have 
been to a few of  her concerts together, each one more magical than the 
one before. I see, sparks fly, whenever YOUUU SMILEEE!!!!!!! You get it. 
If  you don’t get it, get out! Just kidding, please stay. I really need this.  
Back to Irene. I’m not sure what else to say. Irene is sunshine in a bottle.  
You drink the bottle. But surprise! The bottle is filled with poison. Ha! 
You are dead! And Irene is still alive! You know why? Because she’s not a 
fool! Also she's much stronger than you. ‘You’ applies to everyone 
because Irene is stronger than everyone. She’s also smarter than you! 
That’s why the poison you drank tasted so sweet, so you drank the whole 
bottle. A whole bottle of  poison, from a woman who is both stronger and 
smarter than you. How does that feel? Oh wait, it doesn’t feel like 
anything, because you are dead! Sorry not sorry. My words, not hers. She 
hasn’t killed anyone, that I know of. I’d support her if  she did. 
Irene is a beautiful and colorful fish in the sea that I was lucky enough to 
catch on my fishing line or whatever fishing people use. I didn’t even use 
any bait, because in this metaphor, bait is social skills. I have none. But 
look at me, with the best tasting salmon in the whole damn body of  
water. We did it! That didn’t make sense, which is why it makes so much 
sense. Thanks! 
I’m a closed book but the pages are beginning to turn! 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Forty One 
Life is just a game 
I’m just playing the game 
I’m losing 

!56



Forty Two 
I have been told to use my mental illness in a way that makes it positive. 
I’m not really sure what that means, exactly. But I decided to write what I 
felt when I was having a manic episode. You can see in this writing that 
my thoughts are racing and I am scared but am also bursting with energy, 
and creativity. Enjoy! 
How long will the high last? I am higher than ever. Your mother says 
don’t start something you can’t finish, but she has never been high like 
me. High like you, high like us? I know how to love I just don’t know how 
to show it. I am capable of  love I’m just unsure of  what it looks like. I 
know how to love I’m just scared. I know how to love I’m just scared. I 
know how to love I’ve just never felt it. I know how to love I just want to 
feel it. I know you love me but I’m mad that you left. You know I loved  
you but do you know that I miss you?  
You never physically left. But I’m real glad you are home. I want you to 
know that I’ve missed you. You never physically left but I’m real glad you 
are home and I want you to know that I’ve missed you. 
Even my fear is hyper I want to scream I want to break a glass I want to 
break your neck. I want a lorazepam I’m scared I’m scared I’m scared. 
You’ve never followed the trends I like you. You watch that show too I 
like you. Merlyn in Brockhampton said that love is knowing that you 
didn’t do it by your lonesome. I thought I did it all by myself  but I had 
help. I had so much help. I couldn’t see the help. I had you. I had you. I 
have you.  
Stop stroking my knee. Stop touching my hands. Stop pulling at my 
hoodie drawstrings. You are no longer allowed to touch me. Wait, I’m 
sorry. I’m sorry. Why am I sorry? I’m not sorry I just miss you. I lost 
someone who didn’t love me back but you lost someone who loved you. I 
say this to make me feel okay but the night I learned that god was real I 
was thinking about you. I was watching the sunset but I was thinking of  
you. I was driving but I was thinking of  you. I was singing but I was 
thinking about you. I am writing but I am thinking about you. 
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Forty Three 
Note to self: you aren’t afraid of  heights, you are just afraid of  falling. 

!58



Forty Four 
DONT TOUCH ME. 
NEVER AGAIN NEVER AGAIN. 
I AM FIRE NOW SO TOUCH ME AGAIN AND YOU’LL BURN. 
I DARE YOU TO TOUH ME. I HOPE YOU BURN. I HOPE YOU 
BURN LIKE I DID. 
I WANT YOU TO BURN BECAUSE I’M TOO WEAK TO NOT 
WANT REVENGE. I WANT REVENGE AND I KNOW IT’S 
WRONG TO SAY BUT I HOPE YOU WILL HURT IN THE SAME 
WAY THAT I HURT. 
I’M SORRY AND I HOPE YOU ARE TOO. WE RUINED 
EVERYTHING.  
we say we’re fine but we ruined everything.  
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Forty Five 
I know realize that nothing changed but me. 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Forty Six 
Okay. You want the truth? Fine! I’m scared of  spiders! Aren’t you? Fine! I 
really don’t know who I am or who I want to become. Fine! I thought I 
had it all figured out but I don’t. Fine! I didn’t cry when Dumbledore died, 
does that make me evil? Is there is such thing as evil or good? Isn’t it all 
relative? 
If  I’m a goose, you're a duck. 
If  you’re a goose, I’m a duck. Don’t ask questions! Just ignore it. We are 
both birds, that’s all you need to know. 
To motivate me, a professor asked  me where I see myself  in five years. I 
said I didn’t know. Cause I don’t. But I pictured myself  drunk at the zoo, 
on a Saturday afternoon. Just dancing with the monkeys. And the snakes. 
That’s all I’ve ever wanted. You’re all I’ve ever wanted. Just kidding! I 
don’t need another person to complete me. That thought makes me sick! 
In five years maybe I will be drunk at the zoo. Besides that, I have 
multiple plans.  

Maybe I’ll live in my tiny house on a big plot of  land with 3 dogs. 
Hopefully in Maine, or Vermont. Somewhere in the country, but the town 
has a center with shops and stuff, so I’m not totally isolated. Maybe I’ll be 
in an apartment in the South End (of  Boston) with 4 roommates, 
including Irene, and 3 others. I want to live like they do in New Girl. But in 
a much smaller space. But I want a Nick and a Schmidt and I want a 
Winston. I’ll have to be Jess, I guess. But really, I’m Nick. Maybe I’ll finally 
have a clawfoot bathtub. In a small house. The house has shutters, and an 
exposed brick wall, and a nice door that is painted a statement color like 
yellow or purple or something. Maybe I’ll live in London. Primrose Hill is 
the dream. Have picnics at Regent’s Park on the weekends. Take the tube 
to work. Maybe I’ll become a swamp person. I don’t know. Don’t ask 
questions!  

Here is my advice for you. If  anyone doubts you, just yell ‘surprise!’ and 
whip your dick out. It works every time. Just kidding! Please don’t do that. 
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Forty Seven 

I am drinking coffee when I should really have a glass of  water. I’m filled 
with a dread that I can’t explain. 

I am sunny with a chance of  rain. Sometimes I’m sunshine, sometimes 
I’m a bad storm. I’m mostly happy, sometimes moody. 

Why kill that bug when you could let it be? It’s alive just like you. Its life is 
in your hands. I’m trying not to kill the indoor spiders that haunt me. I’ll 
let them haunt me. 

Fight like a girl and love like a woman. Laugh when they say they’ve 
missed you. Because they never called, right? What does that say? You 
know the saying, actions speak louder than words. They left, right? They 
took a piece of  you with them? Bullshit. You are whole. You are broken 
but you are whole. You always have been. 

I saw a beautiful girl today. I never got her name. My loss, not hers. Her 
loss, not mine.  

I’ve been told I am pretty but what does that mean? 

It’s brave being young. It’s brave being old. It’s brave being yourself. Be 
yourself. Unless you are an ass. Please stop taking what isn’t yours and 
please starting respecting others. I say this to the white man. I say this to 
the transphobe. I say this to the ‘I’m not being racist, but…’ I say this to 
the ‘According to God’s words.’ Because God never said to hate what you 
don’t like. God never said to hate what scares you. I’m not racist but… 
there is no but, stop talking. Start listening. Try not to be a bystander. I 
know, I’m working on it too. Being passive in acts of  evil is also evil. It is 
wrong. I’ve done it too, don’t worry. We can work on it together. We can 
be better. There is always more to learn. 
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Forty Eight 

I work part time at a Starbucks, as a barista. I wore glasses for the first 
year of  working there. My coworkers and customers don’t know this, 
because I kept up a facade, but those glasses weren’t real. The lenses were 
just plastic, with no prescription. It’s okay, go ahead, judge me. I wore 
them because it’s nice to have a wall between me and everyone I meet. A 
physical barrier between us that they can never cross. No need to read 
into that! But I don’t wear them anymore, because I lied and said they 
broke. The delivery man noticed. He always drops off  the milk at night. I 
think he was hitting on me. Anyways, props to me for opening up, right? I 
do miss my glasses though, because I liked the way I looked in them. 

I am black licorice. Everyone knows that I taste bad. I’m disgusting! 
Maybe not disgusting, but it’s a weird taste. Definitely an acquired taste. 
But whenever you are presented with the choice to try tasting me again, 
you always take the chance. I always let you down. But guess what? You 
keep coming back for more. Don’t you? That’s what makes me so special. 
There’s something about me that gives you a little something, even if  you 
don’t really like me. I am gross and you are like why can’t she just be 
normal licorice like a normal person why does she have to be so emo all 
the time. I say that I can’t change even if  I tried even if  I wanted toooooo. 
Mary Lambert said something like that. That woman is awesome.  

I’m also bubblegum. The high, that great taste, doesn’t last long, but it’s 
amazing while it does last. The sugar isn’t healthy for the long term, but it 
feels good now. But your breath smells good, doesn’t it? You can thank 
me for that. And that smell! So sweet! Reminds you of  your childhood, 
right? Well whenever I think of  my childhood I get sad. Do you relate to 
that? Aw! Holidays used to be fun! I had no idea what was going on, none 
of  those family politics got in the way! Now I have anxiety and showing 
up to dinner is hard! Do you relate? Here, have some bubblegum, it will 
make you feel better, for now. But the flavor wears off. I don’t wear off, 
don’t worry. I never said I was the flavor I said I was the gum. Sticky! 
Wow, is that a raccoon? Made you look! No raccoon, sorry. But I snuck 
the gum in your hair. I’m a real dick, aren’t I? I like how we say we are 
dicks when we are being jerks. Because dicks are jerks. I dislike penises.  
Don’t argue with me. Have some balls. Just kidding, I hate that expression! 
Balls are the weakest and worst part of  a biological male body. Have some 
ovaries, is what I like to say! It means be tough. Be tough! Or not, softness 
is valued currency here. Where is here, you say? Anywhere! Except right 
now, here is in a hammock I tied between two trees in my backyard.  

Breaking necks and cashing checks! I’m saving up money. For what? For 
school. For books, for printing, for food, for coffee, for maybe a trip! I 
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want to go on a trip with my friends! Spring break! My friends and I went 
to Montreal last spring break. Codi, Deirdre, Tash and I. Have I 
mentioned that yet? The fabulous four. Have I mentioned them yet? I 
think I have. We stayed in Hochelaga. Good wine. I think. It was from the 
grocery store, so I wouldn’t know. We are eighteen! Don’t freak out. It’s 
legal there. Great sushi. I would know. Sorta, I don’t actually eat fish, but 
the veggie sushi was good stuff. 

I like being the center of  attention, don’t you? I don’t care unless all eyes 
are on me. It’s sad but it’s true. I tell the truth here, that’s the whole point. 
I’m learning to be honest with myself. I think you should do the same. It’s 
liberating. You can finally let go. Set your standards lower than your ever 
thought possible and start from there. Start from wherever! Just make sure 
it’s low, so you don’t let yourself  or others down. Low, like limbo! Fun! 
Dance party time! I dance good. ‘Good’ here means absolutely nothing. 
My ‘dancing’ shouldn’t really be called that because it’s just shaking and 
jumping. It’s lots of  hands. Lots of  elbows. We should go dancing 
sometime together. Meet me out back. Tonight. Why don’t parties start 
until way too late? Like we can’t go out until it’s 10 PM and shit. 10 is my 
ideal bed time so why can’t we all have our fun starting at 7PM so by the 
time I’m home I can get ready for bed at a sensible hour. There is no 
getting ready for bed in my house, at least on weekends. It’s all searching 
for food and never finding any and taking it from my friends and falling 
asleep before finishing my cup of  noodles. It’s crap I didn’t take my 
mascara off  I know I’m going to regret this but I don’t care enough to do 
anything. Ruff  ruff! Oh, wow! Was that a dog? No, just me. Sorry about 
that. I bark sometimes. That’s not true. I’m too tired to explain. 
Explaining things is the worst. The woooorst! Why am I like this? Pills, 
baby! Jean Ralphio’s words, not mine. 

I feed myself  trash and then I complain when I don’t feel or look healthy. 
I haven’t drunk water in days and I get made when my stupid Mario 
Badescu facial spray with aloe does nothing to make my skin look better. I 
stopped taking care of  myself  and now I look like I’ve been hit by a bus. 
A small bus, but still. It was more like a van. It hurt though, and it shows.  

But that’s life! You have to take it by the horns and ride! Dance and sing, 
cry and laugh! Do whatever you please! Kiss a man! But preferably a 
woman! It’s much better! Or someone in-between! Gender is a binary that 
limits so much and so many. I’m sorry! This is what I learned my first year 
of  college! Never buy just one box of  Pop-Tarts, because you’ll always 
regret it. Just suck it up and buy both of  the boxes, you little bitch. That’s 
a note to self. Also, stock up on ramen noodles! You don’t want to be a 
college cliche, you say? Well it’s too late! Ramen noodles are amazing and 
they are horrible for you and they are so inexpensive especially when you 
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buy in bulk. The dining hall meals will suck a lot of  the time and you will 
always go back to ramen. Stop buying spinach and other healthy crap- you 
are just going to throw it away eventually. You didn’t need that smoothie 
blender! You really thought you would have the time and energy to make 
smoothies, didn’t you. You are a fool. And guess what, you had the time 
but not the energy. So what does that make you? A fool. You are still a 
fool. You haven’t gotten wiser you just learned how to take care of  
yourself  as little as possible while still being a sometimes-functioning 
human being. That’s freshmen year! I’m not sure if  that’s everybody’s 
experience but it was mine. I made memories that I took for granted but I 
no longer will take them for granted. I love the friends I made! I miss 
school! I want back my independence. I want to shower on my time! Eat 
on my time! I still have those things but it’s not the same. I miss Tash and 
I miss Deirdre and I miss Codi. I miss Emma. I miss Claire. I miss 
everybody.  

Here are some more reminders. Mainly for me, but use them how you 
will. Stop buying clothes! If  you were going to look cute you would do it 
with what you already have, so stop buying things. That shirt wont make 
you happy you will make you happy so stop buying clothes! Save up all 
that money and buy a huge rug for your dorm room that will make you 
happier than ever. It’s still a material possession but you’ll have it forever 
and ever. Subtract or add a few years.  

Dance like you do when it’s just you and your friends! No one cares. You 
won’t return to this place, probably, so who are you trying to impress? 
You don’t like those boys, why are you trying to act like a normal person 
and not like your weird self  around them? Stop picking up random 
vitamin water bottles and drinking from them! You are so lucky you don’t 
have mono you moron. 

Bring your huge iced coffee to class with confidence. No one cares. If  
they do judge you, they don’t have sensible priorities. Sure, the plastic is 
bad for the earth, and you can do better. But it makes you happy. It makes 
you happy. Indulge! Sometimes! Indulge. Sometimes. 

Why didn’t you go to office hours? Go to office hours next time. You 
needed help. You should have gotten help. Why didn’t you get help? You 
are PAYING to learn so swallow your fears and go to fucking office 
hours. 

You were right when you said psychology was the only discipline worth 
studying. Don’t apologize for saying that. Sure it’s not true for them, but 
it’s true for you. It’s the only thing that’s always interested you, besides 
dogs but you can’t major in dogs. No, I don’t want to be a vet, thats like 
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the worst career path you could choose. I didn’t ask for your advice, and 
your advice was horrible. 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Forty Nine 

I love going to Dairy Queen. It reminds me of  simpler times. Like before 
the chaos and realities of  life hit, you know? I didn’t go there much as a 
kid, but I feel like it would be a place your parents would take you as a 
treat. I did go there a few times when we would visit my Grandma in 
Connecticut. I guess that’s why I associate DQ with my childhood- my 
Grandma has since passed- so that part of  my life is forever over. 
Anyways, DQ makes me feel simple and childlike. And I like that feeling. I 
went by myself  earlier today and it was awesome. All these kids were 
sitting in the back of  their parent’s pick up trucks and a bunch of  them 
were playing frisbee in the parking lot. It was fun to watch. Not in a 
creepy way, I just like to observe. That still sounds creepy. I like to people 
watch, is what I mean. Stalk ‘em and choke ‘em ‘till they don’t breathe no 
more. Just kidding, please ignore that.  

Even the name Dairy Queen is awesome. I mean, it has a great 
abbreviation, DQ, and just dairy itself  is great and when you add queen it 
just sounds so good. Dairy Queen, the Queen of  Dairy. Queen of  rats! 

Sometimes I go with my Mom. Sometimes I go with Irene. Both are fun 
but in different ways. I just like it there, you know? I wouldn’t consider it 
my ‘happy place’ in the same way that my favorite beach on Cape Cod is, 
or my favorite coffee shop, but it is a place where I feel happy. Life is a 
little less complicated at DQ. Damn, this sounds like an advertisement or 
something. I wish it was. Being sponsored by DQ would be rad! Now I 
sound like a fucking Youtuber. Hi everyone! Welcome back to my channel. 
Comment down below and don’t forget to subscribe! This video today is 
sponsored by Dairy Queen, but like I always say and am lying when I say 
it, all opinions are my own. They aren’t! But I really need the money. 
Thanks! 

I should talk about my happy places. Have I done that yet? I’m not sure. 
At this point I’m just trying to make it to 100 pages so maybe someone 
will want to publish my book. All I want is to publish this book is that too 
hard to ask? Why are no publishers responding to me? Maybe I’ll self  
publish. I don’t know. I just dream of  the day where I can hold a hard 
copy of  my book in my hand, and like have it on my shelf, you know? 

Anyways. Happy places. I’ll take you through them. There a quite a few, 
and these will just be the ones I’ve thought of. Maybe I’ll add more later, 
I’m not sure. Also. I don’t know exactly how to define ‘happy place’, but 
it’s a place where I have associated generally happy memories with, 
because I’ve spent many good times there. Calm times, chaotic times, 
either way. Happy. 
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1. Nauset Beach, Cape Cod. It’s the best beach on the Cape- don’t try to 
argue with me. I can see you beachcomber fans- and I don’t want to 
hear it. Nauset is magical: huge waves, soft sand, great parking. Parking 
is important, my friends. Never underestimate or take for granted a 
good parking lot. Also, Liam’s Shake Shack has really good ice cream. 
Tragically, it was taken down by a recent storm, so it’s no longer there. 
Thanks for nothing, climate change. 

2. The Chocolate Sparrow, Orleans, Cape Cod. It’s a coffee shop that also 
has a counter where they sell all these awesome chocolates. It’s right in 
the town center of  Orleans, and it reminds me of  my childhood, 
because I actually went there in my childhood. I don’t know why I have 
such an affinity for this specific coffee shop. But its’ really cute, but not 
too cutesy, and I love coffee, and I love Cape Cod, so it makes sense. 

3. My Aunt and Uncle’s house in Hanover, NH. They live in the town 
where Dartmouth College is, just to give some context. I like the big 
backyard, the dog (a pug named Ziggy), the big indoor shower, the 
stars, the woods, the air. I love my Aunt Barb and my Uncle Stu who 
live there. And I love love love Ziggy. They also have nice cats, 
although I’m allergic.  

4. My car. Her name is Olivia, and she is a black Volkswagen bug. I love 
her with all of  my heart. She hears my screams, my loud singing voice, 
my rants, my everything. She is always there for me. Except when she’s 
not, because she’s broken down a few times. I love her anyways. We all 
break sometimes. That’s okay. 

5. On the grass overlooking Paradise Pond, at school. This one is new for 
me! I go to Smith College, FYI, for context or whatever. The pond can 
gets kind of  gross, because there was a spill a while back, and also it’s 
not actually a pond, it’s a section they blocked off  from the river, but 
it’s nice that it’s there. I go kayaking sometimes. But mostly I like sitting 
on the grassy hill that overlooks it. I’ll bring a blanket and an iced 
coffee or a ginger ale and I’ll read my book. Or I’ll do some work. It’s a 
four minute walk from my dorm which I love. Damn, I miss school. I 
can’t wait to go back.  

6. Running. I love to run even though I hate running. You get it. If  you 
don’t, whatever. I’ve run two marathons bitch, and yeah, I did it for the 
bragging rights. And I take advantage of  those rights. Hi! I’m Charlotte. 
I ran a marathon, that should prove to you how strong I am. Or 
pretend to be. Anyways! It was nice to meet you.  
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7. Listening to music. Two artists in particular. Firstly, Taylor Swift. Hate 
me, whatever. I grew up listening to her and she is extraordinarily 
talented. Her concert is soon!! Get pumped Irene! Secondly, 
Brockhampton. They are incredible, so there is nothing to judge me 
for. No reputation. But I’m so happy at Taylor Swift’s concerts. Even 
with my hatred of  crowds and loud noises, I dig it. I dig it for some 
good TSwift.  
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Fifty 

i 

the lights were so bright that I was blind 

  ii 

  the lightbulb broke and for months I couldn’t see 

iii 

the lightbulb was repaired but it’s still hard adjusting 
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Fifty One 

Women 

My stomach is like a dump 

my heart a vacuum 

my mind a storm. 

The industry teaches us we are ugly 

I work hard and I teach myself  

I relearn that I’m strong like I’m little again. 

My hair an extension of  my expression 

my face a statement 

my body a paper you grade. 

You sell me shit 

to make me feel like shit 

so I forget that I’m the shit. 

Women we are fire burning through the rooftops destruction chaos 
destruction chaos. Men couldn’t be us they wouldn’t stand a chance. 

I don’t need a vagina to be a woman. Maybe she’s born with it but maybe 
it’s none of  your fucking business. Why is asking about another person’s 
genitalia only acceptable to you when the person is trans? It’s not okay! It’s 
not okay.  

We are femme on purpose. Some of  us, at least. The world is our 
battlefield because we walk the streets at night in fear. It’s not our choice 
it’s an obligation. And it’s how it’s always been. Pepper spray in my bag 
before a man tries to take who and what isn’t his. I’m not yours. I’m not 
property and I’m not yours. You wish you had me, but you don’t and you 
never will. Through marriage you once owned us but guess what? We 
broke through those ropes that you tied so tightly but guess what? The 
ropes were thin. Because you didn’t think we were strong. You are a fool. 
We are stronger than you’ll ever be. Cowards. 
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You put chains on another human being and you call them property. You 
have the nerve to not take the blame? I take the blame. You should too.  

What I’m trying to say is that feminism isn’t feminism if  you aren’t 
fighting for women of  color. For trans women. For all the women. Fuck 
your archaic ideals because this is our revolution. 

I am me on purpose. I am no accident. I am me and I live with intention. 
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Fifty Two 

Ha! You never really knew me because I kept up my walls. And guess 
what? I’m glad I did. Because not even I know who I truly am because I 
hide from myself. But I’m excited to learn more. Nice to meet me. This is 
my year. Because it looks like I’ve found my voice, and it feels good.  

The screensaver on my phone says Well That Didn’t Work: An 
Autobiography. Because I agree. It doesn’t work out and I try again. Or I 
don’t try again and I give up. Because I’m weak. I’m always saying here 
how strong I am. I am all talk. Well, mostly talk. Sometimes I’m strong 
but a lot of  the time I’m weak but I think that’s okay. I think they can go 
hand in hand. Right? Just kidding! I don’t need your confirmation. I am 
secure in myself. Wow I can’t just straight up lie like that it’s so obvious 
that I’m not secure in myself. More secure than before, sure. But not 
secure. Maybe it’s not obvious, I don’t know. I’m not secure but I’m not 
insecure. Do you see the difference? I hope so, since I can’t really explain 
it. Sorry not sorry, you bitches. Don’t worry, I’m using bitch as an 
endearing term (mostly). 

I’ve been feeling super anxious the past few days. I feel this horrible 
dread, and it gets worse especially as the evening goes on. What is 
happening? Is this what generalized anxiety is? It sucks! I’m hoping it’s 
just my new medication and that it will go away soon. I’m on mood 
stabilizers! Very fun, right? A super low dose, but still very cool. Very cool 
and very fun. I saw a psychiatrist and I think we came to the conclusion 
that I’ve had a cycle now of  full manic and depressive episodes, mixed 
with some normal states in there too. So I don’t really know what’s 
happening. I don’t think you care. 
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Fifty Three 

I was told hope is not a strategy.  

Hope is a strategy. 

Without it I wouldn’t be here. 

Blind, senseless, unplanned, unscheduled, naive hope is all I have 
sometimes and despite the voices in my head that yell for me to give it up 
I will not. I will not let you take that away from me.  

It is mine. So fuck you. 

I am strong but in some moments I am weak, and in those moments hope 
is all I have so when you say that hope isn’t a strategy it’s like you're 
laughing at my face. My teeth smile along until I reach my mirror and let 
the curves of  my lips relax into a pout. That happy glimmer was never 
actually in my eyes when I smiled at you but you did not seem to notice so 
I close my eyes and when I open them the face I see in the mirror is no 
longer mine. It is driven down and tired and desperate and I can’t tell if  it 
is the same face that you laughed at.  

When you say that hope is not a strategy it’s like you’re handing me a 
bouquet of  flowers, but then snatching them away and tearing off  the 
petals and throwing them into the dirt and yelling that they were never 
mine to begin with.  

And you and the others told me that I have to stay, and I’ve never 
understood why, but I’ve stayed for you and for them but never for me so 
I thought it was time to take some time for me but you said no so I threw 
my plan into the trash and now I’ll sit here for longer.  

You know that I’m not strong enough to do that on my own so when I 
lent out my hand you snatched the plan out of  my hand and said yes, but, 
and it’s that but that ruined me because I’m not strong enough to fight 
back and you know that but its my decision and I decided no so ultimately 
it is my fault and I am back to where I started. 
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Fifty Four 

At the end of  the day we find ourselves sitting on the roof  of  that dusty 
old barn. We play with matches, lighting them and then throwing them 
against the wood. We wait for a fire to start. We then act surprised when a 
fire does start. We act surprised as the barn burns down. 
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Fifty Five 

I’m writing something lighthearted to break up these dope ass sad ass 
poems I’ve been writing. This book is supposed to be funny so I’m trying. 
Actually, scratch that- this book is whatever the fuck I want it to be. I 
hope I’m making that clear. 

I’m not just a person. I contain all four elements inside me- they are 
constantly at battle with one another. Earth, wind, licorice, salt. No, I will 
not explain. Maybe I’m a ferris wheel that broke down. You didn’t even 
like ferris wheels in the first place, did you? You hate heights, right? But 
your friend pressured you to go on one with them. And now you are both 
stuck right at the top- how unlucky! Now you dislike ferris wheels more 
than you did before. They go around and around and the view changes 
but the scenery remains the same. Oh look, theres that carnival game that 
was impossible to win! You lost some money there, didn’t you, you 
stubborn and relentless bitch. Well guess what, I’m the ferris wheel, and 
the carny, and the stubborn relentless bitch. So figure that out. Riddle me 
that. I’m every player in a game of  Sorry. And all of  us are losing now. Just 
us losers. But that’s all I’ve ever wanted. Losers haven’t given up, they just 
don’t care, about you and your dumb judgey friends, or about what their 
image is of  in your dumb judgey mind. My computer has informed me 
that judgey isn’t a word, and if  it is, I don’t know how to fucking spell it. 
I’m using the word fuck to prove my point because I don’t actually have 
the literary skills to successfully and properly (whatever the fuck that 
means) fucking prove a fucking point. Oh, my swearing is unladylike? Well 
you don’t get to define what it means to be a lady, you fucking loser. Next! 

I don’t see competition. I’m just kidding, competition is all I can see. How 
can I win? More importantly, how can I take you down? And if  I’m 
losing, how can I take these other bitches down with me so we crash and 
burn together? The phrase ‘crash and burn’ is inspired by my friend Irene. 

Who am I? Who AM I? WHO AM I? Who I AM!!!!!! WHO ME YESSS!!!! 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Fifty Six 

Do you ever wonder why we daydream? 

Do you ever wonder why more people don’t look at the stars at night? 

Do you ever wonder why crying is considered weak when sometimes it’s 
the bravest thing a person can do? 

Do you ever wonder why we try to make homes out of  others, when 
we’ve been home our whole lives, we just couldn’t see it, we couldn’t see 
that it was what looking back at us when we looked in the mirror? 

Do you ever think that the things we dislike in others are really just a 
reflection of  what we dislike in ourselves? 

Do you ever wonder if  the warmth from the fire was worth the 
destruction? If  the water will really ease the burn? If  your best friend is 
your real soulmate, not that romantic bullshit they feed you but your real 
soulmate whose soul really aligns with yours?  

Do you ever wonder why a house is rarely a home?  

Do you ever wonder why a home is rarely a house? 

Do you ever question why we kill people because they killed people? 

Do you ever question why we kill people for paper? 

Do you ever wonder why we kill people? 
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Fifty Seven 

You build bridges to meet me 

But I crush them like the skulls of  my past 

And I deepen the moat that surrounds me 

Treacherous waters up to your knees and it’s not worth it 

Or I’m not worth it 

But I need tenderness 

Because I don’t want to get hurt 

// 

I built a bridge to see you 

I burned the bridge behind me on my way over 

I swam through the moat and fought off  the gators 

You’re not worth it but I am 

And I wish I hadn’t burned those bridges, not because I want in 

But because I want out 
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Fifty Eight 

Am I an ancient castle? Walls crumbling, danger, danger, danger? Beauty 
in the wreckage? Am I done trying to find meaning in things that don’t 
have meaning? Are you done listening to the things I have to say? Am I 
done caring if  you care about these things or not? Am I done with you? 
Am I done? Will I ever be done? I don’t know. I don’t have all the 
answers, you guys. I know I come across as this perfectly-put-together 
individual but I am a real person. I think sometimes we forget that. It gets 
lost in the sauce. The sauce is a metaphor for feelings and I am swimming 
in it! But wait, I don’t actually know how to swim. I’m wearing a life jacket 
like a little bitch who low-key cares about her safety. I want to die but I’m 
terrified of  death. I want to live but I’m terrified of  life.   
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Fifty Nine 

Anxiety and Panic Attack Coping Skills 

Face the feelings head on and acknowledge that they are there 

Don’t fight the feelings 

Find 3 things you see, 2 things you are touching, 1 smell 

Replace negative feelings with encouragement, such as ‘I won’t give up’ 

Know that this is just physical and psychological, nothing can actually hurt 
you 

Tell yourself  that you’ve worked through this before and you can do it 
again 

Tell someone how you feel if  available 

Deep breaths: 5 seconds in, hold 5 seconds, breathe out 7 seconds 

Relax muscles- starting at the head and work down to the toes 

Write down quotes/ phrases that you connect to 

Color, puzzle, write, draw, play 
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Sixty 

I think I may have a Pop-Tart addiction. And the thing that’s worst about 
it is that I don’t even like Pop-Tarts that much. They’re okay, but I never 
really thoroughly enjoy one. I’m always waiting for more- so I’ll open up 
another one of  the tinfoil packages hoping I’ll get to that sweet 
satisfaction- but it never comes, thereby trapping me in a cycle. Pop-Tarts 
also aren’t that filling nor are they good for you so I don’t really know 
what I’m doing or what the point of  it is. That can extend to all aspects 
of  my life. 

I straight up don’t know how to make a decision. I never make decisions. 
Apparently ‘indecisiveness’ is a symptom of  depression, but I’m not even 
indecisive because I simply avoid decision making entirely. It’s horrible. I 
can’t ever decide what restaurant to eat at so I’ll have my friends decide. 
I’ll choose the default of  a decision according to whatever’s easiest, so 
that whatever it is, I haven’t thought much about it. Therefore I can’t get 
let down because I’m really not the one who made the decision- I left it 
up to my laziness. Do you relate? I’m really tired right now, and I’m not 
sure what to write. But I really am trying to get to 100 pages. 

I went shopping today. I hadn’t been for a while. I felt really guilty treating 
myself, because I’ve gotten so used to saving all my money. Wow, I’ve 
become responsible I think. How did this happen? Thanks for nothing, 
Starbucks. 

My family and I are driving to Quebec tomorrow. Seven hours of  fun!! 
Just kidding it’s going to be horrible. But I’m excited to be in Quebec. But 
I’ll only have three nights. But it’ll still be fun. But I don’t actually know, 
because it hasn’t happened yet. 

Just an update, the dread and anxiety I’ve been feeling has not gone away 
yet. Boohoo it sucks. Boohoo not sarcastically you know what I mean like 
actually wah-wah I hate it! Bye! 
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Sixty One  

I am living for me! Finally! I know I got angry at you, but it’s only because 
I built a fire, you threw a stick in, and then took the credit for the fire’s 
warmth. Riddle me that, bitch. What’s your endgame? Why do you do the 
things you do? Like who does that? Take credit for all my work? Well one 
day I’m going to release this anger and it’ll no longer be about you. I’m 
not there yet, but I’m close. I can feel it coming. The anger will subside. I 
just need to take a kickboxing class. Or say what I’m feeling. I think I’ll 
stick with kickboxing- it’s less messy. Anger may be constant as an 
emotion but anger that is directed at something (at someone) can end. I 
know it I just know it I can relinquish this I can do it.  

I’ve tried my best to keep my shaky hands still but I have decided that I 
am done hiding the waves within me. Maybe I like the beach so much 
because I see myself  in every current. That’s all we really want as humans, 
right? To be validated? To find comfort in what is and isn’t ours? To see 
ourselves in the unknown? To have it be all about us, just for once? 

I am going to yell at the top of  my lungs. What does that saying even 
mean? I don’t know. But I’m using it. I’m going to yell loudly. I’ll scare the 
neighbors! Haha! I don’t care. I’ll ignore it when they cover their ears. I’ll 
yell more loudly if  they do cover their ears. Freedom through disrespect. 
But if  disrespect is revolutions and breaking down empires, building new 
and better ones, should we really call it disrespect? Passion and freedom 
go hand in hand. My yelling disrupts the others but it doesn’t disrespect 
them- right? I’m just demonstrating my passion. I’m just demonstrating 
my freedom. Life liberty and the pursuit of  happiness is bullshit so if  I 
feel it in myself  I’m going to yell. 

I remind you of  her- don’t I? It hurts, doesn’t it? Well I wish it wasn’t this 
way either but here we are.  

I will never fully explain myself  and that is what makes me beautiful.  

I am brave (sometimes) in the face of  adversity and that is what makes me 
beautiful. 

I am weak (sometimes) in the face of  adversity and that is what makes me 
beautiful. 

My soft hair and blue eyes and petite figure mean nothing to me and they 
are not what make me beautiful. My belly and dry flaky skin and pointy 
ears mean nothing to me and they are not what make me beautiful.  
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You’re on the outside looking inwards and I’m on the inside looking 
outwards. I think I know a thing or two about who I am. There are some 
things you just wouldn’t understand and I am glad you will never 
understand. I think it’s funny when you don’t get it! When you don’t get 
me! I want to be a walking enigma! I am small in stature so no one fears 
me. But guess what, the confusion and chaos I will cause will be enough 
to scare the hell out of  you. You will feel sorry that you feared something 
so small. Yet I am so big. I am a spider in the corner of  your bedroom. 
Harmless, but you wouldn’t dare. If  you do dare you feel sorry. You are 
embarrassed.   

We all need to get our highs somehow, right? To escape reality? Or just to 
get high? Well, I’d like to say that I’m proud my highs don’t come from 
the same substances as the rest of  you. I’m proud that my highs come 
from laughter. 
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Sixty Two 

Guys I’m just beginning to realize how stupid body shaming is. You are 
judging me, evaluating me, by my physical size and physical attributes? 
That’s such bullshit! In no world should how big my breasts are be 
considered a measure of  my worth. Like guys, it’s seriously laughable how 
ridiculous body shaming is. Bodies of  all sizes can hold healthy people so 
why are we shaming certain types? My body is literally just what carries all 
of  my internal organs and blood and cells and whatever other shit you 
biology nerds talk about. And you are shaming that huge specifically-
shaped-skin-sac that you call my body? Who is the real loser? Me, the girl 
with no thigh gap and a little belly, or you, the person who is judging me 
based on that? Most of  it is internalized, anyways, so I guess I’m the loser. 
But I know I’m smart so like… why does it matter what I look like? 

Okay, well I’m smart, but I’m no longer the smart one. Let me explain. A 
few years back we would say that I was the smart child and Ben (my 
brother) was the more sports/ let’s all just have a good time child. But, its 
evened out. I like to have fun now, I just don’t really know how, you 
know? But my anxieties to be the best have always pushed me forward 
and made me an overachiever. Until recently! Now my anxiety is catching 
up with me and I am dumb and I am scared. I live in fear. 

I love shenanigans. What I mean by that is I just love shenanigans, and 
I’m not sure how else to explain it honestly. Getting into weird stuff  (not 
too weird) with weird people (just weird enough) is my favorite past time. 
Isn’t everything a pastime? Everything we do is just to pass the time? 
Work, fun, everything? Just until our inevitable demise where we are 
swallowed entirely whole and taken by the sweet arms of  death. 

I don’t need to know how to swim to be a person. My mom is a waterfall, 
my dad is the rapids. Only in the context of  driving, so figure that out. My 
words. Not theirs. My Dad got very insulted and defensive when I said my 
Mom was a better driver. Fragile masculinity. Not necessarily. Partially 
true? I’m not sure. These days I blame everything on both fragile and 
toxic masculinity. And I am right most of  the time; gender rules our 
society. So fuck you hahaha!  

I’m in Canada right now and I just spilled my glass of  wine! I’m such a 
fool. Truth be told, I was trying to take a selfie. I didn’t break the wine 
glass though, and my brother is bringing me another glass because he is a 
sweetheart. Thanks Ben! Anyways.  

He just came in and brought me my second glass, just to give you an 
update. It’s not like you needed or wanted one but there it is.  
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I always get sad on the first day on vacation. No matter where I am, the 
first night away from home I consistently sleep very poorly. I get very 
homesick. After the first night I’m usually fine, but it takes a bit of  
adjusting. 

Anyways, it’s funny how I’m only careful about not spilling my wine after 
I’ve already spilt my glass of  wine. (I think that’s a good metaphor- one 
for you to figure out. This part was unnecessary and 100% took away 
from the metaphor itself, so, you’re welcome. In conclusion, you can 
thank me later.) 

Back to body image! I’m beginning to discover that most of  the 
objectification I experience is self-objectification. If  I’m in a bathing suit 
and someone even looks my way for a second I assume they are checking 
me out and I become very insecure. I’m not incredibly insecure in my 
body, at least in comparison to how I used to be, but I don’t like people 
looking at me- so what does that say? Is it normal that I feel much better 
fully covered up? I’m talking sneakers, boyfriend jeans, and a long and 
loose shirt. Does that mean I’m insecure? I’m not sure. I’m actually 
asking, please let me know. Do you relate to this at all? The time period 
between me removing my clothes and me entering the body of  water or 
pool or hot tub is the most anxiety provoking time. And it’s only a few 
minutes, if  that. But I hate it! Damn, I think I’ve really internalized all of  
this body shaming. But it’s like deeply repressed, because consciously I 
know body shaming is wrong. I never judge other women when they are 
in bathing suits. Usually I’m just admiring how fit or not fit they are! I 
think it’s all beautiful! But with myself, I am incredibly harsh. I bet you can 
relate to that, especially if  you are a woman, because as women we are 
graded based on our measurements.  

But really, not just in relation to body image, humans are way more self-
critical then they are critical of  others. I wonder why that is. I honestly 
don’t know. See guys? I don’t know everything! I know I seem really 
smart, but I’m not. Also, I know I seem really dumb but I’m actually 
pretty smart. 

Positive self  image comes in waves. Sometimes I feel great, sometimes I 
feel horrible. Sometimes those waves are really shallow, like with a low 
amplitude or whatever the word I’m looking for it is, but some of  them 
are super deep and short lived. I hope you understand what I’m saying. 
But yeah, again, especially for women, we have complicated relationships 
with the way we look. It’s a love hate! Obviously, I’m not speaking for all 
women, because I am not all women. And men have confusing 
relationships with their bodies too! And individuals who aren’t men or 
women! Their relationship must be even more confusing! I wouldn’t 
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know, but I could guess. But I’m just saying that historically, women have 
been treated as objects, so of  course some of  us still treat our own selves 
as objects sometimes. And it sucks! But it happens. But again, it sucks. 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Sixty Three 

I think I clenched my teeth together a little too tight. I think I put on a 
weak smile. I think you couldn’t tell. I think I was striving to be something 
more but only I could really see that I was struggling. Or just the extent to 
which I was struggling. Maybe it was obvious to others, I don’t know. All I 
know is that I felt electrified until you left me alone in this room. It had 
been so loud for so long, that the silence was alarming. And suddenly it all 
felt bleak. I hated it. The stale air, the foggy sky, my surroundings haunted 
me.  

She came and she destroyed me. Sometimes she tricked me into thinking I 
deserved it. In these times she made me feel so worthless I couldn’t catch 
my breath. I barricaded myself  between four walls and that’s how I lived 
my life. The walls were thin; I could hear everything and see nothing. I 
grasped for anything that may have even resembled companionship and 
she ripped it away, leaving me there, starved of  intimacy. I began to stop 
reaching out for it. I found comfort between those four walls. I found 
comfort alone.  

She is great, she is forceful, she is fierce, and she is relentless. She was like 
a fucking wizard- how did she make my food taste like nothing? Probably 
magic. She even muffled the sound of  my cries, so that no one could hear 
them but me. Again, eventually I let her win and I stopped crying out at 
all. I stopped asking for help. 

She injured me. Not all injuries are permanent, however. She forgot to 
hide the sunshine that kept peaking through. Ha! I found a loophole. It 
was winter and she had forgotten that spring was coming. Summer, too. 
The light was about to get real fucking bright! So, as she weakened I grew 
stronger. Bruised and aching, I climbed out. Slowly. I climbed out. Once I 
was out, I was greeted with blissful delight and occasional pain. I thrusted 
myself  back out into the real world and was greeted with harshness. But I 
pushed forward. I’ve pushed forward ever since she left. Because I 
climbed out of  the bitch! 

Unfortunately, she always finds a way to return. Truthfully, it’s still all-
consuming. I morph into someone else. Someone I don’t like. A dead 
person inside a living body. But it always goes away and I always return. I 
know how to ask for help. 

I never really miss her but I guess she always misses me. That’s why she 
always comes back. 
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It’s never always sunshine. But there’s less darkness now and I’m grateful 
for that. With depression, gratuity is often all I have to hold onto. In 
addition to hope. I can hold onto hope. Hope that the better days are 
coming. Work hard until I get myself  there. All-consuming doesn’t mean 
forever. I can always claw my way out of  my dark periods, because I have 
the tools and the will. Therapy helps. Talking to someone. Giving myself  
a break. Giving myself  time. There’s not one cure to anything. 

-Depression 
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Sixty Four 

 “I’m just beginning to learn the difference between fists on the 
 drywall screaming ‘let me out’ and sore knuckles on mahogany 
 screaming ‘let me in’” - mahogany// flatsound 

 “Dear straight bullies, You’re right. We don’t have the same 
 values. You kill everything that’s different, I preserve it.” - Denice 
 Froham, Dear Straight People 

I used to idolize everything that was gentle. Gentle and dainty. I wanted to 
wear white lacy bralettes, thin golden jewelry, and flowy dresses. I wanted 
to be what the light touch of  a lovers hand on your hand is. I wanted to 
be calm, like a sunshiny day. I don’t think I’ll ever achieve this. I don’t 
even wear bras, I like my jewelry thick and silver, and I feel much better in 
pants than a skirt. There is nothing wrong with being gentle, but there is a 
force inside of  me that I can’t tame just by dressing up all girly.  

I need to accept being a tomboy. I think that this is really just a shoutout 
to the girls who were called tomboys growing up, but were really just 
repressing their gayness because they had to. It’s also a shoutout to the 
girls, who like me, expressed themselves through hyper femininity. Hiding 
their gayness behind maxi skirts, circle skirts, dresses, makeup, all that shit. 
Shoutout to you if  you are still hiding behind that mask. Or any mask, for 
that reason. Shoutout to you if  you’ve always been open; I look up to you. 
Shoutout to you if  you’ve ripped that mask off  and become, not who you 
truly are, but who you truly want to be. I guess who you want to be is who 
you are, so the two go hand in hand. 

If  this reaches any young women, I want you to let yourself  in. I also 
want to let yourself  out. This may not mean anything to you but it means 
something to me. It means to hide until you need to. Don’t stop hiding 
just because someone told you; hide until you are ready to open up to the 
world and show who you really are because they will not accept you until 
you accept you. Sometimes it’s not safe to come out of  hiding. Sometimes 
it also means to stop hiding. Because you know when you are ready. 

I’m not being as clear as I’d like. I wish I had a queer role model growing 
up. The closest thing I had was Ingrid Nilsen, who I cried along with in 
her coming out youtube video. She is a beauty and lifestyle Youtuber, by 
the way. She helped me through a lot, but I wish I had known someone in 
person. Or even someone in writing and in books. I hope I can give you 
even just a fraction of  what you want and need. I’m finding myself  too, 
and legally, I’m an adult. I’m 18! And yet, I probably know less than you 
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do. But I want you to know that there are people that can see you, even 
on the days when you feel you are invisible. 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Sixty Five 

I’m not ashamed that I tremble. I’m not ashamed that I’m scared. 

However, I still wonder: am I worth it? Am I worth all of  this? I know 
not to measure my worth in money but I cost a lot and I’m just 
wondering: am I worth all of  the trouble? Because right now I don’t feel 
strong. I am sick of  pretending that I’m strong. I’m sick of  pretending to 
be this put together individual when I’m laying on the floor in pieces. I 
can’t even find all the fucking pieces to put myself  back together because 
I don’t fucking know where that corner piece went. Ages 5 and up? Age 5 
and up my ass, this shit is impossible. I haven’t always been this way and I 
wish I could go back to the way I was before all of  this. Because I’ve had 
just enough of  this bullshit. It’s my puzzle and I still can’t solve it. I’m 
supposed to know myself  inside and out but I can’t figure out this puzzle. 

I still can’t get the bad feelings to go away. They keep coming back, most 
days. I don’t know what to do with them or where I can put them. So 
what has this all been for? I’m better than I was but I’m still not good. I 
want to be good. 

I have so much love and no one to give it to. I’m talking romantic styles, 
guys, not platonic styles. Cause obvi, I give love to my friends. I’m not a 
monster. I’m also getting better at showing that I care. Or even just saying 
that I care. Because that can go a long way. Along way? No. I think it’s a 
long way. A-long way. Yeah, that feels and sounds and looks right. 

I love trains and airplanes even though I hate them. Let me rephrase that. 
I hate being stuck somewhere with strangers and foreign smells and being 
trapped and shit but I also like them because my standards for who is 
attractive are considerably lower when I’m on a train or plane. Because 
I’m trapped there, and I’m bored! So if  anyone is even remotely close to 
my age, man or woman or in between, I’ll flirt with them in my mind and 
make up a fictional story between us. Call me a loser, really I’m just bored. 
I’m bored at work, I’m bored at home, I’m bored right now. I’m in 
Canada and I’m drunk on pink wine (as I call it) or rose (as those bitches 
call it) and I’m still bored. I’m not sure where I was going with that if  I’m 
honest. Anyways.  
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Sixty Six 

I feel like this is a cliche but I feel much more beautiful in boyfriend jeans 
than I ever could in a dress. Boyfriend jeans make me feel so cool and hip. 
I finally found a pair that’s incredibly comfortable (even for my high 
standards) at H&M. I found a lot of  good shit at H&M. I also got jeans 
with Mickey Mouse on them. Typically I would hate shit like that but I 
thought they were cute and quirky and stuff  so I bought them. They also 
fit pretty well and were soft so yeah. I also bought a pajama shirt with 
cherries on it that I’ve been wearing as a normal shirt. I LOVE it. Quirky 
is becoming my brand, and I’m okay with it. I tried to dye my hair gray, 
but my hair has been dyed so many times that it’s just rejecting the dye 
now. But the icy blue dye that I used got rid of  some of  the yellow in my 
blonde hair which made it really beautiful and now I feel beautiful again. 
It’s crazy how big of  an impact the hair on top of  your head can have on 
you. Every woman I know has a complicated and epic relationship with 
her hair. Our hair is an extension of  our identity, truly, and especially for 
women. Try and fight me on that, you’ll lose, I’m right. I’m always right. 
Some of  the time. Like half  of  the time. Okay, 40% of  the time I’m right. 
FINE! It’s 30%. 
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Sixty Seven 

Maybe they don’t love you because they aren’t capable of  love. Maybe it’s 
not actually your fault, as you previously thought it to be. Maybe you are 
beautiful enough, maybe you are smart enough, maybe you are enough. 
Despite what they say. Maybe it’s them. Maybe they are broken. You 
thought they were whole, but did you really know them? They made a 
mistake and broke your heart- and a friend wouldn’t do that, right? 
Friends make mistakes, but they aren’t supposed to lead you on, right? Is 
there a new rulebook of  friendship you should read? No, those have 
always been the rules. So were they your friend? Did you know them? Not 
as well as you thought you did, right? You didn’t know them and you 
thought you did and that is what hurts the most. Not what they did. 
Which sucked, by the way. It’s not the fact that they did it all in fact, it’s 
the fact that they were your friend (and they still are) but now it will never 
be the same. You wanted more and they wanted less. So was it a 
miscommunication? Was it both of  your faults? You’ll never really know 
because you won’t ask. You know yourself, you won’t ask. If  you do, it 
won’t be for a while. And even if  you do, when you do, you won’t get the 
answer you want. They won’t give you a satisfying answer because you 
don’t actually know them, and they don’t actually know you. So what’s 
left? Is anything left? You're not sure. All you know is that you lost 
someone. Not completely, but you lost an important part of  them. They 
lost most of  you, too, although they don’t realize it. You’re just playing a 
game now, seeing how far you can distance yourself  without them 
realizing it at all. You’re totally gone, but they have no idea, right? You are 
still there, sitting with them, but you are gone. You aren’t angry, because 
it’s okay, but it won’t be the same.  

Things you should have said, I treated you bad and I’m sorry. 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Sixty Eight 

Wow, are you really still reading this book? You are such a loser! Or such a 
good friend. Or a genius, just like me, because you get it. A lot of  people 
don’t get it, so good job for getting it. You get it. Anyways, I hope you are 
enjoying my book thus far. I know I shouldn’t put this in, but I thought 
you’d need a breather from all this nonsense. So here it is! Okay! Back to 
nonsense. 
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Sixty Nine 

 “My mother says when I get older my dusty hair will settle and 
 my blouse will learn to stay clean, but I have decided not to grow 
 up tame like the others who lay their necks on the threshold 
 waiting for the ball and chain. 

 In the movies there is always one with red red lips who is  
 beautiful and cruel. She is the one who drives the men crazy and 
 laughs them all away. Her power is her own. She will not give it 
 away. 

 I have begun my own quiet war. Simple. Sure. I am the one who 
 leaves the table like a man, without putting back the chair or 
 picking up the plate.” 

 -Sandra Cisneros, The House on Mango Street 

I haven’t even read this book but I have this quote memorized. I don’t 
want to explain why, I want the words to speak for themselves. I know 
sticking a quote into writing and not analyzing it is horrible writing 
etiquette, but I don’t care. Why would you want me, a bad writer, to try 
and interpret a quote by an amazing author? To ruin it? No. So interpret 
the quote how you will, bitches.  
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Seventy 

I’ve recently realized something. I look great in hats! That’s all. 
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Seventy One 

Wow! Chapter Seventy! Who would have thought, amiright? And, I’m 
almost at 100 pages, which was my goal! I’m kind of  sad. I set goals and 
then when I reach them I feel like I didn’t do good enough. Or that I 
think the goal wasn’t enough, I didn’t aim high enough. I think I think like 
that because 1. I’m extremely self  critical a lot of  the time and 2. the 
closer I get to my goals the better I am getting so I forget what I was like 
and where I was when I was setting the goal in the first place. 

As I’ve said before, my ultimate goal is to publish this and get it into hard-
copy. So if  you are holding a copy in your hand right now, please be proud 
of  me. Please!!! I asked nicely so please do it. Or not, I mean you don’t 
owe me anything. And I don’t owe you anything. Isn’t that nice? 

Honestly, I’m just passing the time until Brockhampton releases their new 
album. It keeps getting pushed back, and guys, I can’t fucking wait any 
longer. I want it now!!! Are we there yet? I know we just left, but I can’t 
help but ask, are we there yet? This car is so much smaller with all of  us in 
it; I feel claustrophobic. Saturation II, my favorite album of  theirs, is 
playing through the stereo, but I still can’t wait until the new album is 
playing through my Spotify through the aux into the speakers. I want it!!! 
I’m driving the car but Tash is in the passenger seat because she yelled 
shotgun so loudly it scared the others. She needs to chill! But she gets to 
pick the music, so what do I know. Uh-oh, Codi just asked to play 
TequilaWine by our queen, Olivia O’Brien! Here it goes! This isn’t even 
about Brockhmapton anymore. But, I raise you this, is everything about 
Brockhampton? The answer is yes. The answer is always yes. Except for 
like a lot of  the time. Oh wait, the song is over? Now we are playing God’s 
Plan, courtesy of  Deirdre? Thanks Deirdre! By the way, this is an exact 
play-by-play description of  our ride to Montreal. Seven hours of  fun! 

Here are some quotes from my friends. No I will not explain them. 

Deirdre: “Everyone is addicted to something… whether it’s cattle, or 
heroin” 

Tash: “It’s called ding dong ditch I just came up with it” 

Tash: “Women are delicate” 

Tash: “Wow that cinnamontography is amazing” 

Also, here is some shit Irene has said in iHOP. 
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Irene: In reference to our favorite movie, Call Me By Your Name: “Two 
men? On top of  each other? That’s my dream!” 

Irene: “iHOP stands for Irene Hugs Our People” 
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Seventy Two 

You don’t have to be grateful for your pain but please be aware that you’ll 
be able to use the pain you are feeling right now some day. Please realize 
that one day you’ll be able to turn that pain into strength and make 
something beautiful out of  it, like I’m doing right now. If  you would call 
this beautiful. It’s okay if  you don’t think it is! It’s okay if  you read it, and 
right now you are thinking that this sucks and you hate me, that’s fine. At 
least I have something. Like, did you write a book? I didn’t think so! Sit 
down. 

But yeah, turn your pain into art! I am so sorry you are in pain, but at least 
your story will be worth telling someday, if  that’s something you care 
about. Because is a story that was easy to live through worth being told? 
I’m honestly not sure, it might be. But if  you ever have someone going 
through some shit, and you went through some shit, you can probably 
help them, or at least make them feel less alone. That’s all we want, right? 
To feel less alone? There will always be shit. So why not help each other 
out and shit?  

We’re not all in this together but I think that some of  us are in this 
together so why don’t we walk side by side? That will make the walking 
and the journey more fun, right? I mean being alone is nice until you 
realize you are lonely. Alone doesn’t mean lonely but when they go hand 
in hand and happen at the same time it sucks. 
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Seventy Three 

Did I make it out of  the tunnel? I can see the light, but am I really out of  
the tunnel? I was in there for so long! Sometimes I think I’m out and 
sometimes I think I’m not. 

I have a problem with sounds, 

I can’t stand them. 

I don’t like vegetables and I don’t eat meat 

because someday I want a pet hen. 

I want you to know me but I don’t know myself  and recently I stopped 
wishing to be someone else. 

I can’t afford to not know you but really, I don’t know you. 

I can’t afford to I just cant afford to not know you so here I am 

broke.  

Not broken just out of  cash. Just broke. 

Not broke just wounded. 

Not wounded just hurt. 

Not hurt just excited. I’m excited I’m excited I’m excited.  

Repeat it three times and it will become true. 
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Seventy Four 

I’m too lazy to rhyme in my poems. Not rhyming isn’t a stylistic choice I 
just don’t know how. 

PART ONE 

Lights blinding and camera flashing I’m on stage 

PART TWO 

Performing but nothing real and nothing true because I’m behind a mask 
and I’m not taking it off  if  they can still see me 

PART THREE 

The audience explodes into applause and they are clapping for me 
because I am the star of  the show. 
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Seventy Five 

Uh oh, my house is flooding. And I’m just sitting here passively, letting it 
flood! It started in the basement, but the storm is pretty bad out there. So 
it’s filled up the basement and is up to my ankles as I sit on the couch in 
the living room with my feet on the ground. I didn’t think the water could 
rise this far. I thought when I opened the window that it would help some 
of  the water pour out but it turns out I never actually opened it. I really 
thought I had opened it! I wouldn’t have tried to open it if  I didn’t think 
I’d be able to do it. I won’t do it if  I don’t think I can. That’s why I’m not 
growing. Because my soil has run dry and the rain stopped watering me. 
It’s because I left it up to someone else: mother nature. She couldn’t take 
care of  me the way that I used to take care of  me so when I stopped 
taking care of  me it all fell to shit.  

The water is up to my knees and I’m beginning to get scared because I’ve 
forgotten how to swim. You thought that was something you couldn’t 
forget, right? Like riding a bike? Same here! But when I stopped taking 
care of  myself  I stopped functioning so I guess that’s why I forgot how to 
swim and ride a bike. I guess I’m saying you should take care of  yourself  
so you don’t stop knowing how to do basic things. I don’t mean run 
yourself  a bath I mean do your homework. I don’t mean put on a face-
mask I mean find a therapist. I don’t mean cut your toenails although you 
can do all these things I mean to do the things you don’t want to but 
know you have to because doing those things are what real self  care is. 

I guess if  I had faced my fears earlier I would still know how to swim. But 
now my house is flooding bad, worse than before, and worse than I 
thought it could. And now I regret not facing my fears. And now I wish I 
took care of  myself. I mean that I wish I still knew how to swim. I mean I 
wish I wasn’t scared because I wouldn’t have to be scared but guess what 
I’m scared because my house is flooding and my mom is running late 
from work and I’m home alone and what’s that a knock at the door who 
could that be and what if  it’s a robber and oh god I hope I wake up from 
this dream. I mean oh god I wish this was a dream. It’s either all a dream 
or nothing is a dream and I really don’t think any of  this is a dream. Crap, 
the water is up to my hips. It’s cold and the water is really dirty and now 
I’m uncomfortable and even more anxious. I wish the flooding could stop 
here but it hasn’t stopped raining so I’m guessing it will keep rising and 
then I’ll feel like I’m shrinking but really I’m staying the same size. 

It’s been half  an hour now and the water is still rising. It is up to my chest 
because I have long legs but a short torso. It’s cold. I had to stand up so it 
wasn’t too deep. I now realize that I could just leave but I feel stuck here 
so maybe I’ll let the flood take me. I’m such an idiot I could just walk out 
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that door and go find my mom and we could go shopping or something 
but here I am facing my inevitable doom because I forgot how to swim. 
Damnit, I forgot how to swim. 

The water is up to my neck and my time is running out. It’s getting close 
to that time. 

The water rises a little bit more and it brings me under. Now I’m just one 
with the current.  
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Seventy Six 

I don’t remember that night all that well and I wish I did. I regret that I 
lost control. It’s sad, all I’ve been speaking of  now is regret. I didn’t think 
I regretted my past all that much but if  that’s all I can think to write about 
what does that say? I guess I regret what I didn’t say. Because I never say 
anything. I never say what I mean until after the fact.  

Since I never say what I mean I’m saying it here. Maybe that’s what this 
book is, saying what I never said but wanted to say. This is to no one at all 
yet everyone. Here it goes. I will add no context because I’m not brave 
enough but I will brain dump just enough to feel relieved. It will still be 
there in my mind but the weight I carry will be lessened. 

Here are a few. You slut-shamed me and that hurt. I slut-shamed you and 
I didn’t realize it and I regret it. I couldn't like you because my heart 
wasn’t in it. I wish it could have been, but I didn’t have any control. 

Anyways, I don’t have any sad left in me right now. Because it’s the 
morning. I was sad last night, because I was emotional and yearning for 
something. I can’t quite figure out what I was yearning for. In the morning 
I am content. I like waking up early, especially when my body or the sun 
naturally wakes me up. Because I hate alarms! Alright. 

College is like summer camp! Maybe I’m romanticizing it, but I love it at 
Smith like a lot of  the time. Which is a pretty good deal. It’s probably 70% 
love and 30% other emotions. But yeah, college is like summer camp. I get 
to spend everyday with my friends. Sometimes annoying, mostly amazing! 
Just like summer camp is. We spend everyday together and we don’t know 
each other but at the same time we know things no one else will ever or 
could ever know. I really care about my friends. Sometimes it’s hard. 
Sometimes it’s really easy. Sometimes we talk all the time and sometimes 
there is a mutual hello and then back to our own stuff. But I know I love 
them. I love eating every meal with them, in our dorm’s living room. We 
bring food back from the dining halls and eat there, together. It’s 
awesome. Except for breakfast! Breakfast is like a sad war zone because 
we battle for the last puff  pastry and everyone is tired and everyone has 
class and it sucks because class sucks. Unless it’s with my favorite 
professor, Beth, who is now my advisor!! Go me! I rock. She rocks. Also, 
I’m majoring in psychology! I want to go into social work. I hate people 
though, so figure that out. 

So my friends from school are cool. You know what, scratch that. Not 
that they are cool, but that they are my “school friends.” They are just my 
friends. Who I met because of  school. Have I bragged about them yet? 
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Should I stop asking questions and then answering the questions? It’s too 
late you say? Page 104? I can’t stop now so I’ll keep asking annoying 
questions and then go ahead and answer them. 

I’ll take you through the core four! Codi is a member, but is leaving Smith, 
but will remain a member forever because she is an O.G.  

Deirdre is the most hardworking person I’ve ever met. I’m so glad 
Northrop (our dorm/ house) brought us together. She comes off  as 
super serious but is actually really silly and we like all the same shows and 
she’s really badass and fun and cool and fun and cool. She’ll take care of  
you when she knows you need it and she’ll give you some distance when it 
is time. She brings rhyme and reason to the group and I love her for that. 

Tash brings chaos to the group. Good chaos. She is too selfless and too 
giving. We are neighbors in the dorm house and we connected almost 
immediately. I consider her one of  my soulmates. She loves cats, she loves 
horses, and she understands the importance of  a good cry. 

Codi doesn’t play by your stupid rules. She doesn’t even play by her own 
rules sometimes. And I love her for it. In her own words, she is surprising. 
She surprises us and she surprises herself. While an incredibly intelligent 
and driven person, Codi knows how to have fun and dance!!! 

I lucked out! 

This is not related, except in terms of  friends, but I want to shout out a 
few more people. Annabelle, you rock and I love you. You are one my 
favorite people to have a conversation with. You are my boba tea and 
thrift shopping buddy forever. Also Janey. I love you lots. Anyone else? 
Of  course, there are lots of  other people. 
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Seventy Seven 

Okay, okay. You didn’t break me; I broke myself. Okay, okay, I saw you as 
the one but you weren’t even a one. Okay, I listened to All Too Well and I 
cried while I was thinking of  you. Okay, I don’t really know you and you 
don’t really know me.  

Are your wants and needs constantly at war with one another?  

Whatever, I know that it’s over now. Whatever, it never really started. 
Whatever, I’m thriving as the summer passes by. Whatever, I work hard 
and sometimes I don’t get the results I want but I don’t get discouraged. 
Whatever, I rise above. 

You say you are afraid but who are you afraid of? 

Fine, I don’t always rise; sometimes I fall. Fine, I treated you badly; I know 
this. Fine, I don’t really understand me and I don’t really understand you. 
Fine! You sat me down on a bench and told me you liked me and that 
made me feel special and I played into it.  

Do you crave attention and then shudder when you get it? 

I know, time is fleeting. I know, I’ve been wasting it. I know, I thought I 
was scared but I walk the streets at night in the dark and my heartbeat is 
normal. I know, I don’t like eye contact because I’m afraid of  what their 
eyes might recognize in mine.   

Do you believe that honesty and beauty go hand in hand? 

Yes, small things destroy me. Yes I showered and scrubbed and my skin 
was scalding but I just couldn’t get clean. Yes I come off  as playful but I 
am serious. Yes I disguise my seriousness in playfulness because I am shy. 
Yes my shyness is really fear. Yes my fear is fear of  judgement and hatred 
from others. Yes I care about what others think. Don’t you? 

Are my questions annoying you? Do they upset you? I hope your own 
answers to these questions make you uncomfortable because through that 
discomfort you will grow. I’ve only faced the demons I want to face. The 
real demons are the ones who you don’t want to face. I bet you haven’t 
even met your real demons yet. 

There is no rhythm or rhyme or reason here, just like my thoughts. It’s a 
brain dump. It’s a collection of  words that may not go together and 
sentences that may not make sense but I’m putting them out in the open 
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so I’ll no longer be closed. I want to open even if  I say I don’t and even if  
I feel like I don’t because I know I do. 

I once made a person guess why I was breaking up with them. That’s how 
much of  a coward I am. But I know it was cowardly. This doesn’t make it 
better but it will eventually make me better for it because I know what I’ve 
done wrong and I won’t do it again. But too much of  this book is about 
love and friendship. Even though that’s really all we have, I want to write 
about more. I can’t think of  what else to write of, because all I can write is 
everything I know and I’ve known many friends and much love and that’s 
all that matters to me. 

This chapter keeps going back to you because I miss you and you’re a 
really good friend. We were on a raft and they told me to jump and so I 
jumped but they didn’t mean it and you grabbed my hand and pulled me 
back on board and that’s when I knew we would be friends.  

I sat behind you on the bus the first day and then the rest of  the days we 
sat together. There was a ‘no-trespassing’ sign on a small rock and it made 
us laugh. On our way home I fell asleep on your shoulder. 

My stomach is hurting because I now know what I need to do but not 
how to do it. I don’t remember much of  that time in my life but I can tell 
by the pictures that I was hurting. I look at pictures from today and I like 
what I see. Not my face, I mean the glimmer in my eyes that I see. Not my 
body, I mean the way my shoulders are loose, not tense. That glimmer, 
though. It’s there. It wasn’t there before. I’m in a really good place. Wow. 
I’m just realizing how good I am doing right now.  

We run away just to find ourselves back at home. I run away but I always 
come back because I miss my mom. Why do you always come back? I’m 
sure you do. Do people really ever leave? You can’t delete someone from 
your life, no matter how toxic. Right? They’ll always be with in one way or 
another, no matter how small or how big. 

But what does home mean to you? Grass, dancing, dirty feet? Bonfire in 
the summer time? Arguing and making up and arguing some more? 
Fleetwood Mac in the CD player? These aren’t my idea of  home these are 
just some ideas. My home is coughs and earplugs and white noise. My 
home is a small bathroom and fire pit nights in the backyard and swinging 
on the hammock. My home is playing monopoly and drinking from fancy 
glasses. My home is family. 

Think about what you want most in this world and go get it. Sculpt an 
image of  what you want your life to be. Now tell me- what did you 
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picture? Who was there? I was at a picnic with my friends. Where were 
you?  

Sometimes there is comfort in the unknown.  

Maybe we can be friends. 

Men will not like you if  your loud, I’m told. So here’s my advice, scream at 
the top of  your lungs right in their ear. So it hurts. Walk away and hit the 
pavement hard with your feet. Bow to no one.  

‘Men will not like you’ implies I want men to like me. And why would I 
care about that? So they can sculpt me as some naive little girl in their 
image? So they can infantilize me? No thanks. I’ll leave my legs and 
underarms unshaved, thank you very much. Yes I’m naive but for 
different reasons. But I carry a swiss army knife in my purse so what does 
that say about my nativity? I’m not juvenile I’m just young. I know 
nothing and it’s because I’m young and because I’m dumb but not 
because I’m a fool. I’m an idiot but I am not a fool. I am a fool but I’m 
not idiot. Figure that out. 

My life unfolds 

before your eyes, 

& I hope you are jealous. 

I twitch  

while I sit 

because I’m anxious to get up. 

I’m anxious to get up  

because I’m anxious to get  

away. 

I pack my clothes 

meticulously 

but I am in a rush. 
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Your limitations  

are restricting 

but I accept my situation then I break free. 

Your intentions 

fuel my actions  

and light my words. 

You’re callous and cruel 

but my knuckles have yet to know 

your cheek. 

I’m bitter and tangy  

but your lips have yet to taste  

a lemon. 

My obsessions  

and your compulsions 

go hand in hand. 

You ache  

while 

I walk away. 

But your buzz 

is still my bliss and I  

soak up all that glory. 

My departure  

was abrupt 
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but you never realized I was gone. 

You were astonished 

to find my room empty 

bed stripped and shades down.  

This doesn’t make sense but it has a pattern so I keep writing. As I write 
time passes. Time passes. 

TIME 

PASSES 

YOU  

STAY 

STILL 

I MOVE UP 

AND 

I MOVE ON. 
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Seventy Eight 

The only thing good about looking younger than my actual age is that I 
don’t get harassed by the salespeople at mall kiosks.  
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Seventy Nine 

I’m dumb with a stroke of  genius. 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Eighty 

I’m not going to provide any closure for this book in the form of  an 
explanation or more ranting or whatever. It should explain itself. 
However, thank you for reading. Stay tuned for part two! Maybe. 
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Eighty One 

It’s always been there I just couldn’t see it. 
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Eighty Two 

I am not much, yet I am everything I could ever need.  
I am not sorry for my shaky hands or my sensitive stomach or my fear of  
crowds or my hatred of  sounds. I’m not sorry for my coffee addiction or 
my love of  ramen noodles or my sleepy eyes or my constant yawns. I’m 
not sorry for my split ends or my fear of  bugs or my hatred of  sailing. I’m 
not sorry for my big ears or my small feet or my round belly. I’m not 
sorry. I mean, I’m sorry I hurt you but I’m not sorry you hurt me because 
it made me who I am and I’m not sorry that I am the way that I am. 
The words you think are the words you believe. The words you tell 
yourself  are words that will become your truth. So here it goes! So here I 
go. 
I am not perfect. But I am enough. I have flaws, but I am everything I 
need. I am not perfect. I am everything I thought I’d need. I’m everything 
I will need. I am enough. Enough is wonderful and wonderful is enough. I 
am wonderful and enough.  
I hope you are chanting along that you are wonderful too. You are 
wonderful. Say it with me: I am wonderful. 
I begin this book by saying that ‘I fear the novelty of  me is wearing off.’ I 
said this, over the phone, to my best friend. I was feeling ashamed and 
insecure when I said I thought I was a novelty. 
‘Novelty’ is a noun that describes the quality of  being new and unusual. It 
is associated with a freshness and newness, and an interest from others. 
I now know that I’m not a novelty.  
I am a human being. I’m funny, and silly, and stupid. I am strong, and 
weak and happy and sad. I am anything and everything I’ve ever wanted 
and I don’t care anymore if  you want me! So it’s okay if  you don’t! Just 
please leave me alone. Because guess what? I want me. And guess what? 
That’s enough! 
My impact will never wear off  on the ones I care about. My impact will 
never wear off  if  I don’t want it to wear off. Because I don’t fade, I don’t 
break, and I surely will never lose myself  to something or someone else. I 
am mine! 
I do not wear off.  
I will never wear off. 
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