
wisdom 2021/ part 1 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

a love triangle is often really just a love corner. And the woman is usually backed into it. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Straight women, don’t do this shit. It’s gross. Don’t infantilize your husbands and then 
expect your daughters to pick up the slack. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

Mia zia faceva la balia. Era la zia Lattea- 
--Luis 2021 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

*Real winners quit* 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
It's not new, it's called Oedipus Complex 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
...and then you quit pounding. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
My last/late little sister did exactly this. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

male poets will be like, "she was a beautiful decoration, and also a cure for my mental illness... 
when she left me... my mental illness... became... her fault" 

--dumbdeancas 
 

(also "when I left her"...) 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
...the Hallelujah of course (sad and broken) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

This is a neutral post 
 

 
(moving.gif) 

Feel free to stop here and rest before journeying to the posts below. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



If I continue on this mission, I will eventually be punished for having served as God’s agent 
to bring about the destruction. 

 
(how typical of god, and of stereotypical movie baddies) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
What about being patronised by a country woman who believed that as a city gal I couldn't do shit? 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
(abt clothes for women) 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

weirderwest 
what i mean is: the house that hates you because it hates all of humanity because it is old, and 

abandoned, and left to rot. the house that tries to kill you because it doesn't care what you intend or 
what you want and all it knows is that its purpose has gone ignored and then has changed, by 

degrees, with malicious intent derived from neglect. a house that sees you as threat and will not wait 
for you to draw first blood - or worse, to just... ignore it more. again. forever. 

but also; what does it look like to meet that house halfway and work to better it. can you renovate 
it? can you find the hurt and heal it? is it Horror if it can be Fixed? but not fixed like it never 

happened, but fixed like we reinforced the crack in the east wall of the foundation, we re-bricked 
the fireplace with respect to its original style, we found the rot and - as gently as possible - removed 
it, grafted new tissue, applied bandages. can you rehabilitate a haunted house, and offer it love? or 
is it prideful to even try - because all you're doing is setting it up for more failure and heartbreak in 

the future, after you die and it goes uncared for, neglected, again? 
can you make a house that hates you love you without ensuring that it will hate again after you - 

because a house lives a long, long time after a human dies? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Mary Oliver 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
(I am not waiting, I am just tired) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

NO is a complete sentence. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Soft kitty, warm kitty 
Little ball of fur, 

Happy kitty, sleepy kitty, 
Purr, purr, purr 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

THANKS, i do 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
As I said, you can't win. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...this is why my students are better and more responsible. 

The optimists got informed. 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

owl-and-the-moon 
 

I recently had this childhood memory resurface, and I’ve been turning it over in my mind. 
Nearing evening on a Saturday, maybe in September when I was about ten or eleven years old, I 

was out fishing in a rowboat with my Dad and my brother at the sportsmen’s club about a half-mile 
from our house. I’m not sure if I was hungry or bored or if I just had something else I wanted to do, 

but I began complaining about wanting to go home. They didn’t want to leave – with the light 
waning, my brother was probably finally getting some bites. I can kind of still hear the echo of my 

father’s voice, if not his words, telling me to be patient. He was at the oars; my brother had his 
fishing pole, his bobber on the water in the distance. 

I just… I just jumped out of the boat. 
I did it with the decision, “Yeah, I can do this,” after a short inspection of how far we were from the 
shore. I was fully clothed; I may or may not have had a life vest on. I don’t remember swimming to 

the shore, but maybe the mud under my sneakers as I pulled myself out onto the bank. I don’t 
remember getting to the road, but I remember walking back to the house in the graying light, the 

weight of my wet clothing and the pervading chill of evening creeping to my skin. I don’t remember 
how my mother met me or getting dried off and changed, but I remember sitting in front of the TV 

later, warm and comfortable but still buzzing with the experience – euphoric, exhilarated; 
triumphant. 

When my brother and father came in, they didn’t share my elation at my escape. I don’t remember 
their responses or how my escapade was talked over with my mother, if it even was. I just 

remember being confused at their response, or lack of it, frustrated, and then… very, very angry. 
The more I have experienced life as a woman and acknowledged the actual state of women in our 

society, the more I have found it necessary to jump out of the boat. Not every woman will be driven 
to it and not all at the same time, but the call is there, the option, the consideration of the crossing. 
And to make the leap – to even begin to make the leap – is exhilarating; it is, in a word, liberating. 

But nobody is going to celebrate with us. 
 



 
 

The real reason why you don't know aything is that you were not taught to live. 
You were taught to work. 

-- safetytank 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

pearls-of-patton 
 

Me meeting a genie: Okay, so my first wish is for 1000 dollars a day, deposited to my bank account 
without any way of tracing it to anything illegal. I want this money to come from the ten richest 
people in America (100 dollars each), withdrawn under the guise of nebulous, random purchases 

and surcharges. It would probably be best to split the money into a myriad of smaller fees, though, 
to reduce the likelihood of anyone noticing. Got all that? 

Genie: um 
Me, continuing on without a care: For my SECOND wish, I want you to give me the ability to learn 
any given phoneme, so that I can learn to pronounce new languages perfectly. If you're willing, it'd 
be nice if it were a little easier to memorize new languages too, but if that's not cool, I'm perfectly 
fine doing all the legwork myself I mostly just want to be capable of pronouncing things correctly. 

Genie, now staring at me like I'm insane: ......okaaayyy?.... 
Me: For my third wish. I want to always have great ideas for gifts for people. Every birthday, every 

holiday, I want to be able to come up with something they'd really like, with enough time to 
actually get it for them. 
Genie, just staring at me 

Me: I can provide you with a written document if that would help. 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

  

  
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

History does not repeat itself, it mumbles in its sleep. 
-- ardor-mohr 

 
 
 

I put a lot of time into being invisible. When I was a kid, I 
always wished I had one of those rings or cloaks that made 

you invisible. Then I realized years later, I am invisible 
behind a camera. I am a camera. 

Jill Freedman 
 
 
 

 
(Robert Smith of the Cure) 

 
 
 

there’s nothing to stop us from just gradually becoming more eccentric with each decade. we may 
not have retirement plans but we can plan to gradually evolve into the 80s van wizards our parents 

were too cowardly to become. 
-- tearlessrain 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 

Pascal Campion 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 e.g. Tino 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

anxietyproblem 
 

i don’t think people understand that taking naps throughout the day is just a way to get away 
from the thoughts inside your head. it’s not being lazy. it’s just being mentally exhausted. you 

can get so anxious that it literally makes you physically exhausted. i understand that some 
people don’t get it but really, you have no room to talk, we’re the ones dealing with this on the 

daily, fighting our own brains. don’t tell us to just “get over it” or “stop being anxious” or 
“what are you stressed about” no, absolutely not. 

 
 
 

“All that is human slips away; everything was mere husk. 



"All that is left, indivisible, is birdsong and dusk.” 
— Varlam Shalamov 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

i don’t really care that much if my students cheat 
 

thoodleoo 
 

like. here’s the thing. if i catch you cheating am i gonna be disappointed? yeah, a little. most of the 
time it’s because i KNOW you could do better. am i gonna give you a zero on the assignment? 

yeah, that’s typically the rule. but am i gonna make a huge deal about it? no, im not 
cause like. if you look up the answers to an assignment online and copy them (if you can even find 
them, because most of the time with my material you won’t)? you’re probably not gonna do well on 

the test. natural consequence of that action 
and if you look up a guide where somebody shows you how to get the correct answer? that’s being 
resourceful. it’s no different from using your notes to help you. props to you for finding something 

that could help you understand the material. 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

people just wanna fight and if you say you dont wanna fight they just go "why aren't you on our 
side, you must be on their side" like no bitch I'm on the side of peace and quiet 

-- chefpyro 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
... not repulsive, but agreed 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

bloodyl1ps 
 

 
 

sonicrainbooms 
people jest but this is literally how i worked out i was gaslit for like 15 years of my life 

 

 
aphony-cree 

People who “want trauma” are recognizing, on some level, that they were traumatized but 
in a way that’s not “socially recognized” as trauma. What they really want is for people to 

see that they’ve been traumatized and be on their side 
 

wetwareproblem 
#everyone learns that trauma can cause memory problems or even cause you to black out 

events and then you're just like#how could people who said they had a stable life be 
traumatized?? 

I wanna expand on that for a moment. I’ve talked to a lot of trauma survivors about their 
backgrounds. And two things that are damn near universally true? 

1. At first we almost all say “It wasn’t that bad”. 
2. That statement is pretty much always a lie, be it to others or to yourself. 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

  
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Listen, death is coming. Death is coming. Pass me a hot dog. 

Source: misandryad 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Dealing With Executive Dysfunction - A Masterpost 
*** for those I use/d 

The “getting it done in an unconventional way” method. 
The “it’s not cheating to do it the easy way” method. 

The “fuck what you’re supposed to do” method. 
The “get stuff done while you wait” method. 

The “you don’t have to do everything at once” method. 
The “it doesn’t have to be permanent to be helpful” method. 

The “break the task into smaller steps” method. 
The “treat yourself like a pet” method. *** 

The “it doesn’t have to be all or nothing” method. 
The “put on a persona” method. *** 

The “act like you’re filming a tutorial” method. 
The “you don’t have to do it perfectly” method. 

The “wait for a trigger” method. 
The “do it for your future self” method. 

The “might as well” method. 
The “when self discipline doesn’t cut it” method. *** 

The “taking care of yourself to take care of your pet” method. *** 
The “make it easy” method. 
The “junebugging” method. 
The “just show up” method. 

The “accept when you need help” method. 
The “make it into a game” method. 

The “everything worth doing is worth doing poorly” method. 
The “trick yourself” method. 

The “break it into even smaller steps” method. 
The “let go of should” method. 

The “your body is an animal you have to take care of” method. *** 
The “fork theory” method. 

The “effectivity over aesthetics” method. 
Source: compassionatereminders 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
beh, da me no. nemmeno io. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

north-of-annwn 
Heathens, if you’re constantly worried about accidentally offending or angering your deities, I hate 

to tell you but you may have been the victim of religious abuse at some point in your life. 
Healthy relationships, whether with human or spirit/deity, don’t use fear to strengthen the 

connection or control the relationship. 
 

clouds-of-wings 



This is actually something I spent a lot of time thinking about last year. I was talking a lot to 
someone who had definitely been through religious abuse (grew up in a Christian cult, became 

Heathen later) and he expressed feelings like this, feelings of being haunted or “chased” by spirits 
who wanted him to do things he wasn’t comfortable with. It led me to reevaluate my own 

relationship with spiritual matters, because I had experienced similar things (not as intensely as he 
described them but similar in principle) but hearing someone else talk about this, someone I cared 

about on top of that, put this kind of thinking into perspective. Suddenly it wasn’t duty and 
indebtedness that was front and center on my mind, instead I felt protective of another human and 

thought about human-spirit relationships in terms of reciprocity and consent. 
 

The thing is, the more I thought about these somewhat dysfunctional ways of relating to 
spiritual/religious (use whichever word you want) matters, the more other parts of them I saw as a 
trauma-informed way of thinking, even ones that aren’t directly connected to punishment. The best 

example is “looking for signs”. Because apparently gods and spirits have the power to change 
things in your life if they want, but they can’t be expected to communicate clearly? We have to 

constantly be on the lookout for subtle signs of what they want from us? Sounds iffy to me too, now 
that I think about it. 

 
Religion didn’t play a big role in my upbringing, but abuse did, and now that I looked at spiritual 

matters from this new perspective, “sending signs” actually reminded me strongly of an abuse tactic 
my father was always fond of. Say we’re all eating dinner together. My father wanted something 

from the other end of the table. He wouldn’t just say “Could you pass me the x”, instead he’d stare 
pointedly at the thing he wanted and say nothing, waiting for someone to notice and give him the 
object. If someone did notice and ask “Do you want the x”, he’d respond very kindly. If no one 

noticed, after a while he’d start stabbing at the object he wanted with his knife or fork, then making 
exaggerated noises and pretending to be in pain. I don’t know what would have come after, because 

at that point someone, usually my mother, always relented and played her part in his messed-up 
little play. The message was clear: we were supposed to constantly pay attention to every sign he 
gave off, predict his wishes, he didn’t want to have to ask explicitly for what he wanted, a glance 

should be enough. Similar things happened in other parts of life, but this is a good example. 
 

How is sending mysterious signs any different from this? If the gods are so powerful, they should 
be able to send clear signs (as in “appearing in a dream saying exactly what they mean” clear), not 

ones that can be interpreted in five different ways. Even if there’s no punishment for getting it 
wrong, it’s still manipulative to try to get someone to constantly be on the lookout for subtle ways 

of communication. Because having a spiritual practice, trying to establish a relationship with 
deities, and feeling like you’re getting nowhere is a punishment in itself. When I see even 

experienced practitioners write things like “I think when god q sent me sign x half a year ago, they 
actually meant y and not z as I originally thought.”, I now can’t help but think - how do you be so 

old, know humans for so long, and still suck so much at communicating?! 
 

Basically, starting to view religion and spirituality through the lens of “could this way of thinking 
about spirituality be a product of abuse?” led me to question a lot of things and I’m now rebuilding 
my spiritual worldview and practice from the ground up. A lot of traditional superstition also seems 

based on a deep sense of mistrust toward others, combined with confirmation bias. I might fuck 
around and not overextend myself so much anymore. Maybe view gods as more akin to natural (or 

even psychological) forces rather than spiritual beings. Because I don’t think the universe is an 
abusive place, but I do know my brain has been primed to adopt abuse-informed ways of relating to 
it, and in matters of spirit we project a lot. So therefore if I imagine gods to act in a way that mirrors 

thinking patterns which were instilled in me through trauma, I consider that that might just be 
projection. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
Check. 

 
 
 

For millions of living things, you aren't a name or a job or a face. 
You're a place. 

A warm wilderness. 
A hospitable night full of the thunderous percussion of your heart, a sun of sound instead of light. 

Bacteria. Mites. 
Wordless generations. 

They name you "homeland." 
 

Source: cryptonature 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Liking things isn't supposed to be stressful. 
-- Wally West 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

humans-are-seriously-weird 
Yo what is up with men always being intimidated and freaked out when they find out I have 

survival skills? Genuine question here. 
This guy was flirting with me and he went “I love deep woods camping, but dont worry, I’d never 

expect someone like you to come. You’d hate it.” 
To which I happily replied, “oh that sounds like a blast! I prefer a tarp and a sleeping bag over a 

tent, and I’m excellent at starting fires with flint and steel!” 
And homie looked soooo uncomfortable. “I usually bring small rations, then hunt for most of my 

meals. You know, skinning animals and stuff. I doubt you’d enjoy that.” 
He seemed mildly taken aback when I mentioned I have no qualms filleting a fish, or helping to 
carve up a deer if needed. He then said, and I QUOTE, “Sorry, I dont think I could date such a 

manly woman.” And left. 
Sir, I will go and build a camp with my bare hands, and I’ll do it with pretty pink lipstick on. 

 
cheeseanonioncrisps 
You dodged a bullet. 

 
ingridverse 

She did not dodge a bullet. She caught that bullet in her teeth, chewed on it thoughtfully, spat it into 
her palm, dropped it in a wastebasket, then said "What, like it's hard?" like Elle Woods 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Lina. Nena. Alberto. Beppe. Hugo. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

My old therapist once said "it's hard to deal with trauma while you're being actively traumatized." 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

like trying to act in a play, where everyone else has a script except you 
 
 
 

 
-- bly 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

ainawgsd 
I'm pretty sure the only reason I've never been, like mugged or offered drugs or something is 

because my complete obliviousness somehow comes off as badassery. 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

I had a girl come in with a research paper bibliography 
that listed "my mom" as a source several times. 

 
 
 

A friend who taught in the politics department received a paper about ‘gorilla’ warfare in South 
America. It was so poorly written she couldn’t tell if it was a typo, or if they genuinely thought 

Colombia had been overrun by a Planet of the Apes style revolution. 
This was in the UK and English was the student’s first language. 

 
 
 

One student wrote in a discussion board about Lord of the Flies, 
'I like how they saved all the flies. That was my favorite part.' 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Long wise essay on love expression: 
 

#1: If your partners love language is QUALITY TIME 
Try: 

being mentally present when you are with them 
making plans to explore new places 

uninterrupted time (ex: putting away your phone) 
creating small moments to connect 

quality and deep conversation 
Avoid: 

being distracted when you are with them 
viewing your partner as needy 

complaining about time spent together 
preparing for other engagements when you’re together 

 
#2: If your partners love language is PHYSICAL TOUCH 

Try: 
offering massages 
initiating intimacy 

making hugs a habit 
non-sexual touch that reminds them of your presence 

putting your arm around them or embracing them 



Avoid: 
long periods without intimacy 

coldly giving affection 
waiting for your partner to express their desire for physical affection 

 
#3: If your partners love language is ACTS OF SERVICE 

Try: 
showing, rather than telling 

following through with what you say you will do 
assisting with stressful for time consuming tasks 

looking for small ways to help them (ex: cooking for them, running a bath, paying for gas) 
being spontaneous (ex: surprising them at work with flowers) 

Avoid: 
ignoring requests for help 

not following through 
being close-minded, like feeding into gender-based stereotypes when it comes to tasks 

 
#4: If your partners love language is WORDS OF AFFIRMATION 

Try: 
leaving encouraging notes 

creating a playlist of songs that remind you of them 
sharing sentiments for your partners successes and struggles 

complimenting them 
words of appreciation 

Avoid: 
assuming that they know how loved they are 

assuming that they know you are proud of them 
emotionally harsh words 

not recognizing or appreciating their efforts 
 

#5: If your partners love language is RECEIVING GIFTS 
Try: 

thoughtfulness in gift giving 
souvenirs when you travel without them 

gifts that symbolize moments, experiences or feelings 
small reminders or tokens when they don’t feel their best 
being intentional on holidays, especially their birthday 

Avoid: 
forgetting special occasions 

materialism, gifts are not about the cost 
giving gifts without love or out of “duty” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

biggest-gaudiest-patronuses 
oh shit! I am sad for no reason!!!!!! 

 
me, confused: we had a good day. we read some fun stories. we got to pet a cat. AND we got shit 

done. we are fundamentally godlike and our therapist is gonna high five us so hard, so what's going 
on w/ you buddy? 

 
brain, sipping margaritas and staring off mournfully into a carribean sunset, whilst nibbling on a 

tiny paper umbrella: buddy im just not vibin 
 

me: *pokes brain gently w/ their favorite reading material* hey buddy you wanna go outside? U 
want some belly rubs? I've got treats do u want treats? we can do whatever u wanna do... 



 
brain: *cannot be distracted from frustratedly chewing on its own leg* 

 
me: buddy 

 
unlettered-heathen 

Your brain probably just decided it was Time to Process Stuff since you were safe enough to be 
happy... at least, that’s how mine seems to work ¯\_(ツ)_/¯ 

 
biggest-gaudiest-patronuses 

Oh crap that actually makes a huge amount of sense 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 (...)  
 

For M, Mikko Harvey 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

questbedhead 
My new, totally uneducated guess for why humans tell stories is to keep them from getting bored 
and cranky while following a gazelle for four hours. No deeper mystery or meaning. Some folk 
needed a distraction while they tried to catch dinner so they just made some shit up. The end. 

 
technicallyoneofakind 

The equivalent of listening and singing to songs on your way home so you don't fall asleep at the 
wheel. 

 
questbedhead 

For millennia upon millenia, humans have had to yell creatively to keep on task  
 

awaytoday 
theres a theory that the reason there are so many characters in folk tales who weave/spin is because 

weavers/spinners were bored while they were doing the repetitve work that doesnt require much 
brian power for experienced workers. e.g. the greek fates, rumpelstiltskin, sleeping beauty pricking 

her finger on a spindle. 
so the weavers/spinners were telling stories to pass the time and then they were like 'yo but what if 

WE were in it.' 
also interesting that making up a story as you tell it is called 'spinning a tale' 

 
nicolauda 

in Australian Aboriginal English, telling a story is also called "yarning." 
 

gehayi 
Don’t forget other words for “storyteller”--like “tale-spinner” and “dreamweaver.” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

changing your mind is proof that you have one. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

-- Edith Wharton 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

  

 
...come le Alfa Romeo 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
-- Kurt Vonnegut 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

thatwriterwiththeblock 
This might be a bit of an unpopular take but it’s okay to be in love with someone who doesn’t like 

you back. 
I don’t mean being in a relationship with someone who’s stringing you along or never getting over 

someone hoping they’ll eventually like you back, obviously, but like... the idea that if someone 
doesn’t return feelings for you then they were never worth your attention in the first place or that 
they should “look at what’s right beside them” or whatever is so bad but I also see it everywhere. 

Sometimes someone can be worthy of your love and also not like you back that way. 
On top of that is the expectations of perfect love or that being in unrequited love is pathetic or sad, 
or that you can only be happy if someone you like a certain way likes you back the same way, and I 

fully blame societal amatonormativity for this. In movies and books unrequited love is always 
framed as either “they were never good enough for you (and usually there’s an undercurrent of 

about implication they were ‘using’ you)” or “by the end they realized what they were looking for 
was right beside them the entire time, they fall in love the end” and like 

Yeah, it sucks when someone doesn’t like you back, but I’ve been in unrequited love a few times 
now and my general experience is that I don’t love them less because they love me differently. All 



my loves were close friends first, and they all remain close friends to this day, aware of my current 
or former feelings, and it’s... okay. 

It’s okay to not be in storybook love. It’s okay to love someone differently than they love you. It’s 
okay to love someone who’s aroace or gay or straight and can’t be into you that way. It’s okay to be 

in love with someone and not want to start a relationship with them because you’re not ready or 
you’re happy single or you’re relationship types aren’t compatible, and it’s okay to fall in love with 

someone who loves someone else who isn’t the bad guy either. 
Love is supposed to feel good. Loving being in love without it being requited is okay. Nobody has 

to be the villain or the bad guy or the one that’s missing out—sometimes, they just don’t fall in love 
with you, and that’s okay! If you fell in love with them for the right reasons, you should still love 
having them in your life, and love having them in your life while your feelings settle and you can 

both move forward. 
Feelings are valid. Jealousy and pain and yearning are par for the course, but what you do with 

those feelings matters more than whether or not your feelings were returned. It’s okay to be in love 
with someone and happy to be their friend, because friendship isn’t a backburner to romantic or 

queerplatonic feelings or anything else. They can love you as a friend. 
Stories can end without romantic or qp or other requited resolution—in my experience, sometimes 

it makes your relationship stronger, to be able to talk about those feelings and move forward 
without having them be requited. You can move forward, or move on, or stay in love or fall in love 
with someone else, and it’s okay. Sometimes it works out and sometimes it doesn’t and maybe we 
want different things from the people we love, but it’s not a waste of time or a waste of feeling or a 

waste of a friendship for something to not work out how you’d hoped. 
I just don’t think enough people celebrate loving someone without it ending in wedding bells. 

Maybe it’s the aroace in me too—but the people I’ve loved in my life have taught me a lot, and I 
think that’s pretty good, too. I like loving, and I really think more people should. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

biggest-gaudiest-patronuses 
You do owe the world things, actually. It’s just those things tend to be perfectly balanced. 

You owe people respect and dignity; they owe the same to you. 
You owe children kindness; as a child, you are owed a kind world. 

You are owed nourishment by any world that brings you into existence, you are owed a chance to 
thrive. In return, you owe the same to any people or creatures you agree to take guardianship over. 

The issue is not that we, and others, and the world in general, owe each other.  We are all born 
being owed certain things, and by living we acquire debts; life requires this interdependence to 

thrive. The issue is that we are often misled as to what this actually means, by those who would take 
advantage of us. We are lied to by authority figures who do not want to respect us, or acknowledge 
their responsibility to us. Worse: we mistakenly come to believe that taking advantage of others is 

the key to restoring balance. We were cheated, so others must be cheated in turn. 
We trap ourselves in these deadly cycles. Society betrays us so we are taught to disengage, to break 

it further. We are taught to forget the value of repair. We are taught to forget what is owed. 



Fundamentally, we are taught to forget that people are owed basic decency. When we say we owe 
the world nothing, we forget we are affirming the opposite: the world owes us nothing in return. 

But this is so incredibly untrue. We owe the world things, and are owed in return, and that’s good, 
that is so so good. I would hate to live in a world where I didn’t believe people were fundamentally 

owed dignity and decency and kindness. The real issue is that these things often go unpaid, and 
unreciprocated. We think: “The world gave me nothing, though it should have. Why should I owe 

anything?” 
And that is such a dangerous way to think. That type of thought just turns you into another gear in a 
destructive machine. That type of thought just allows despair to self-replicate. That type of thought 
validates the abusers and ensures there is never a shortage of victims. Feed those kinds of thoughts, 

and a plug gets pulled somewhere inside you, and lets the humanity drain away. You lose 
everything, trying to steal from others what was stolen from you. You cheat yourself and the world, 

with that kind of thinking. 
I promise you this: When we try to balance the scales by refusing to pay forward what wasn’t paid 
to us, we just double the debt and burden the world in the process. A better world requires that we 

first do better. 
 
 
 

 
-- Robin McKinley - Dragonhaven, p. 25 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

a-method-in-it 
For any 14 year olds out there who have an adult friend who leans on them for emotional support, I 
want ya’ll to know that is deeply fucked up and you should block them immediately on everything.  
I know that sounds cruel -- after all, this person has a lot going on and you’re the only person they 

have in their life that they can rely on! (Or so you have been told.) 
But I promise you, it is not cruel. It is necessary.  

First -- and you’re going to have to trust me on this one -- you are absolutely not going to give them 
good emotional advice. This is not a judgment on you in the slightest; it is actually science. You are 
14. Your prefrontal cortex will not finish developing for another 10 years, at least. I don’t care how 

mature you are, you are not biologically capable of giving good emotional guidance to a fully 
grown adult. Other teens? Sure! Adults? No.  

Second, this adult knows that. I promise you, even the adults who somehow forget what it was like 
to be a teenager do recognize the difference between a teen and an adult when actually interacting 
with one. You all are genuinely wonderful 97.2% of the time, as far as I’m concerned, but you are 

also not adults. And I promise you, we can tell.  



So the reason this person is leaning on you for emotional support is not because of the quality of the 
emotional support -- in fact, I would bet money that they don’t even take your advice most of the 

time, which is part of why you feel like you can’t abandon them because you have to convince them 
to do the thing you think would make things better. No, the reason they lean on you is because it’s 

an ego boost to have someone so wrapped up in their life, and because they are better able to 
convince a young person that you can’t cut them off.  

All the adults in their life? The ones with fully developed prefrontal cortexes and life experience 
and a strong sense of self-worth and years of practice setting boundaries? Yeah, those people 

probably have already cut them off or just shut down their bullshit.  
And you know what? They survived that. They will survive you doing it, too.  

Part of growing up is learning to a) recognize unhealthy, manipulative, coercive, and/or abusive 
behavior and b) respond to it appropriately. Which in the case of and adult exploiting the 
inexperience of a child means: cut that asshole off. So consider this a part of growing up.  

It sucks, and I’m sorry.  
Please block them. 

 
EXACTLY WHAT HAPPENED BETWEEN ME AND MY FATHER 

but I didn't know and nobody told me 
(it took me until 28 to find out and then I finally cut him) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Sue Zhao 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
-- Howard Zinn 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

let me tell you about hopepunk. 
grimdark says “we are all going to die. the universe is cold and empty.” 

hopepunk says “yes, and the greatest act of defiance against the dark is kindness.” 
grimdark says “nothing can save us forever.” 

hopepunk says “something can always save us today.” 
grimdark says “in a hundred years, we will all be dead and forgotten.” 

hopepunk says “yes, but here and now, we are alive.” 
grimdark says “there is no hope. there is no mercy. there is no justice.” 

hopepunk says “but there is us.” 
hopepunk says  “the universe has done all it can, and we are still alive.” 

hopepunk is not about the daylight. it’s about the flame you light in the dark of the 
night. hopepunk is not about being unbroken. it is about taking the beating and 

staying on your feet. hopepunk is not idealism. hopepunk is the willful, unyielding 
defiance of cynicism. 

Source: ghastmaskzombie 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
rectius 4 

 
 



 

 
-- Mariana Enriquez 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

"I have to be seen to be believed" 
-- QE2 

 
 
 

  
 

  



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
ah, i bei tempi di una volta! 

oh, i giovani d'oggi! 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- PB Shelley 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 

The world is cruel 
therefore I won't be. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Whatever doesn't kill me 
better start running 

NOW 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
il giro del paletto 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

squaredstud-ies-deactivated2020 
Self-Discipline Isn’t Always the Answer 

 
So I wasn’t really taught to brush my teeth every day as a kid. So I didn’t. I got to be an adult and 

realized “hmm teeth are expensive I need to start brushing them” and brushing my teeth twice a day 
has been on my actual to do list every single day of my college career. It’s a habit I needed to build. 
Have I successfully done it? Absolutely not. I’m pretty good about doing it at least once a day, but 
some days it just doesn’t happen. It’s not that I forget usually, I just had some aversion I couldn’t 

figure out, until last week. 
I’m at the grocery store, in the toothpaste aisle with my roommate, and I complain about how much 
I hate mint. I FUCKING HATE THE TASTE OF MINT. The taste and the smell, any kind of minty 

thing in any form, I HATE IT. But literally every “adult” toothpaste in the aisle was some type of 
minty disgusting nonsense. And my roommate was like “you know you could like get kids’ 

toothpaste? You like bubblegum right?” 
And y’all, it was like the clouds parted. I got some strawberry bubblegum kids’ toothpaste. I 

brushed my teeth with it and it was a whole new experience. I have successfully brushed twice a 
day every day since, because the mental block I had towards it is gone!  

I thought my lack of brushing was just a moral failing on my part; I was too lazy, too undisciplined, 
to build a good habit. But really? I just hate the taste of mint so much I didn’t want to brush my 

teeth. 
This made me realize that when presented with a change you want to make, a habit you want to 

build, if you’re encountering resistance in yourself, you should lean into that resistance and really 
investigate what’s causing it, then work on accommodating that.  

Say you hate washing dishes so they pile up and then you’re overwhelmed by how many you have 
to do. Why do you hate it? Deep down, what about it do you dislike? Is touching wet food super 
gross for you? Try thick rubber gloves while you’re washing. Does the sound of dishing clanking 

together grate your nerves? Do them with headphones in and turned up loud. Do you hate the smell? 
Light some candles, spray some air freshener.  

Do these things instead of gritting your teeth and forcing yourself, then ultimately failing and 
getting discouraged by your “lack of self-discipline” 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 

-- Neil Gaiman 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

I am paranoid about how much grief 
a tree can witness. 

-- Emily Skaja 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
-- geekdawson 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- listingtoport 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

I had feelings 
you'd be 
the first 
to see. 

 
-- helloliriels 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

ADULT: 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

farsi "liberare" dai propri figli è come cercare la pace mentale 
dentro un burka... e i figli non hanno firmato per questo 



 
 
 

 
-- Jeannette Winterson 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Antigone 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

I'll wait until tomorrow to see what I’ve become. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

i finally found the frog that squeaks every night in our yard 
usually i can only hear him. 

he is so tiny and so fucking loud. 
if i could make the same amount of sound proportional to my size 

maybe god could finally hear me. 
-- boyhowdyall 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
Luis che mi dice che sono autoreferenziale... 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
...*as* important as you are 

(se no è una scusa per far finta di non conoscersi) 
gnothi seauton 

*anche* 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

The word “Mother” is a spell 
that blinds people to the real woman 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
-- Caterina di Russia 

 
 
 

 

 
C. W. Huntington, Jr., from "The Miracle of the Ordinary." Tricycle, 21 December 2016 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Be yourself unless you can be a unicorn 
Then always be a unicorn 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

Caravaggio 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

(segue) 



 

Catfish Cuddles 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

What do sea monsters eat? 
Fish and ships. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

From Mental Disease by Peter Michaels. 
 

oh no! di nuovo! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
desisto nec resisto 


