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La iatt'alla finestra 
Lo surici allo purtuso 

La colpa è de li femmini 
Che filano senza fuso 

 
-- idiozia tradizionale messinese 

 
 
 

 
 

Nazista Interiore: TIE'! 
 
 
 

I am a magpie that roves the canons, 
searching for shiny things to put in my nest. 

 
 
 



 
my kind of definition 4 love 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
la nemesi filosofica 

 
 
 

Magari quelli vecchi c'erano già da qualche parte, ma ne ho appena sentito uno nuovo... 
Agli Esami: 

 
Dezza: --Mi parli di Voltaire. 

Studente impreparato: -- François-Marie Arouet... (rosso bieta) 
Dezza: -- Voltaire. c'est plus facile. 



 
Lenel (l'ENEL) ha ricostruito il Codex Theodosianus... 

 
Prof: -- il diritto è trasmissibile per atto tra vivi... 

Stud: -- e anche per atto tra morti. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

2. Freudian mapmaker. At least it started off as a map. 
Along the way it started to look a little like your mum. 

-- listingtoport 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 

very important! 
about projections and "playing at" 

 
toobertpoondert 

My advice to people, but especially kids, who are invested in celebrities, be they actors, musicians, 
bloggers, youtubers, authors, whatever, is to keep your distance. No matter how happy their content 
makes you, no matter how strong the pull of a special interest/hyperfixation/obsession might be, it’s 

important to step back every so often. 
Do you find yourself following them on all forms of social media? Do you follow their friends and 
family, who might not even make content themselves? Do you research their lives? Step back. Just 

because they are famous doesn’t mean it’s okay to engage in stalking behavior. 
Do you find yourself getting anxious if you miss a video, or they upload off schedule? Step back. I 

know they can help you through dark times but you can’t rely on them all the time. 
Would you be devastated if they turned out to be a not-so-nice person? Step back. You can only 
trust them as much as you trust any stranger. Don’t see yourself up to be shattered if they fall off 

that pedestal you put them on. 
No matter how much somebody interacts with their audience, the relationship is still parasocial. Just 

keep that in mind. Don’t put all your trust in a stranger. It’s okay to enjoy these people and their 
content, but keep your distance and step back. 

 
star-anise 

I had a Jungian psychology professor once who had us do an exercise on “reclaiming projections”. 
Often when we form a strong bond with someone, it’s because we see things in them that we want 

to have or we’re afraid we have, but don’t feel totally capable of owning. This can be positive–if we 
value being creative, successful, and beautiful, we’ll find someone we think embodies those 

characteristics and admire them. It can also be negative–if we’re afraid of being rude or unlikable, 
we’ll find someone ruder and less likable than ourselves to reassure us that those qualities are in 

them, not us. 
When we project too much onto other people, and/or they act in a way inconsistent with our 

projections, the relationship becomes unhealthy, for them or for us. Seeing your idol be imperfect 
can feel like a personal loss, because you’ve lost access to your method of exploring creativity and 
beauty and success. Or, your negative projection, a fixation on somebody’s flaws, can blind you to 

their real good qualities. 
When your personal projection gets in the way of seeing someone as a real person, you need to get 

back in touch with those qualities inside yourself. 
So we actually had to sit down and write: What qualities about this person inspire such strong 

feelings in me? What pieces of me have I invested in them? How do I have those qualities? How 
can I develop or handle those qualities in a way that doesn’t involve this person? What would my 

relationship with this person be like if I acknowledged these parts in myself and saw us as similar? 
That was the exercise that let me finally start to heal and move on from a relationship I’d had where 
I very much admired a BNF, got her attention, and was a dedicated lackey and fangirl, and told my 
depression that I must be a good person, because someone I admired so much liked and spent time 
with me! And then… she had a bad reaction to her psych meds, totally misinterpreted something I 
said, told me I was a terrible friend, and dropped me like a rock. That experience stayed absolutely 
raw for a year and a half, until I started to take ownership of the positive things inside of me that I’d 

tried to displace onto her. 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

mr-hyde-and-mr-seek 
a while ago i attended this lecture on autism. guy in the audience said he had many of the symptoms 
that were presented and asked what should he do to get treatment and possibly a diagnosis. instead 

of answering his question the psychologist went on a tangent about how “the clinic reigns all 
powerful over guesswork”, and how actually it has become a trend amongst little children on the 

internet to claim that they are autistic for cool points, and that this hurts real autistic people. no she 
didn’t tell him how to get his symptoms looked into, she just made it very clear that to her, 

aknowledging your own symptoms is bad and evil and hurts the poor real mentally ill people. 



an ex-friend of mine, then a psychology major and by now probably a full psychologist, once 
lectured me on how horrible and bad it was that i told her “i probably have some sort of 

neurodivergency”, and that if i were her patient she would never give me a diagnosis because “you 
aren’t like this now, but i know that if you get a diagnosis you’ll use it as an excuse to start treating 

people badly. that’s just how mentally ill people are.” 
same ex-friend was extremely disgusted when she found out that fans sometimes make 

neurodivergency headcanons for characters that have the same symptoms as they do, and that 
authors sometimes write books with neurodivergent protagonists in stories that don’t focus on that 

(ex: she seemed horrified that percy jackson has adhd?) 
multiple psychologists i’ve seen on facebook agree that they should refuse to treat patients that say 
“i’m here because i have symptoms of a disorder and wonder if i have it”, and that a patient should 

arrive to a psychologist as a blank slate. 
school psychologist asked me how i was feeling about my trauma situation and i told him i thought 
my friends would leave me. instead of addressing the issue he said that that no i didn’t, that i was 

lying, that i had searched “bpd symptoms” online and now i was faking symptoms because i wanted 
to have bpd, that he shouldn’t have told me he suspected i had a personality disorder because now 

look what was happening. no, i didn’t search bpd symptoms online. yes, my friends left me, it was a 
completely founded belief and not a symptom, let alone a faked symptom. 

so the next time you hear someone saying they’re “anti self-diagnosis” i want you to understand 
what they’re saying. what they’re saying is: 

- i don’t want people to be aware of their own symptoms 
- i don’t think my patients should have access to any information that doesn’t come from me 
- i don’t think neurodivergent people should learn how to cope with their symptoms and live 

“normal” lives 
- i think neurodivergent people should be denied a diagnosis because the moment they get one they 

will become evil and dangerous 
- i don’t think people who don’t look like a stereotype could possibly be neurodivergent, even if 

they have all the symptoms, so i think they are faking it for attention and should be denied treatment 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



desinteresse 
‘‘Teenagers are annoying’‘ so true but do you remember what being a teenager was 

like???? They can be as annoying as they want, god knows they need it 
Remember when you literally had no agency in your life? Yeah :/ 

 
elidyce 

There are two major Frustration High Points in the average juvenile life.  
1. When you’re about 2 and have finally learned how to talk enough to ask for what 

you want, and STILL DON’T GET IT which is an injustice unparalleled in your 
entire life experience.  

2. When as a teenager this injustice has persisted for between ten and fifteen years, no 
strategy you’ve learned has worked, and you just finally GO THE FUCK OFF. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...lo diceva anche Lorenz e gli hanno dato del nazista. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
--mk 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- catadromously 

 
 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 
...e lo spirito 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
..disse il cavallo 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
...proprio. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

osddifficult 
A lot of people with childhood trauma (and, from my experience, especially attachment trauma) 

find themselves yearning for a parent figure. A mother, a savior - someone to hold you and love you 
in all the ways you needed when you were a child. Someone to hold you while you break into a 

million pieces. 



At some point in recovery/therapy you will have to face the harsh reality: there will never be 
anyone. Not like that, not anymore. And mourning that? That’s too much, that feels like a pain that 

cannot be survived. A pain that will swallow you whole, a pain that will drown you. 
Therapists can offer a lot of support, but not like that. So maybe you want to switch therapists in 
hopes of finding someone who can (even though, if they are a good therapist, they can’t), or you 

would rather be without therapists because then at least they won’t have to suffer the pain of 
“someone’s here but they’re not enough”.  

Getting a little support, a little of everything we missed, a little of everything we want… Getting a 
little is worse, in some ways. Because getting a little bit activates the pain; it triggers the feelings of 

what we miss. Dripping a couple drops of water in an empty bucket makes you feel how 
devastatingly empty that bucket is. 

Getting nothing and being absolutely alone is dull. It’s a drag of depression and darkness. But 
getting a little bit but not everything? That’s sharp and flashing pain, it’s dry heaving from the 

heavy crying. It’s intrusive thoughts and self-destructive thoughts. It’s breaking apart again and 
again and again. 

 
>>> la sindrome dell'archivio/collezione completo/a 

 
 
 

 
GZ sputato 
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I don't want my damn refrigerator connected to the internet. It has one job 

 
Just because we have access to instant communication doesn't mean I'm obligated to 

message you back immediately. 
 

Just because I disagree with your opinion doesn't mean I hate you, I don't need to agree 
with everything just to be politically correct. You can still disagree and be cordial. We seem 

to have forgotten that. 
 

No phones when you're eating with someone 
 

Physical keyboards are better. 
 



Stop helicoptering your kids and let them go outside and scrape their knees and drink from 
the hose. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

Anonymous asked: 
How do you fall back in love with life? 

 
malisoun-deactivated20200727 answered: 

1. clean your room. clean space, uncluttered space, space that doesn’t have miasma clinging to it can work 
wonders. clean the dishes. sweep. take out the trash. peel the clothes off the floor and wash them, and then 
actually fold/hang them. take a long shower. scrub behind your knees. brush your teeth. (this can be utterly 

exhausting, but try to get it done in a day, if you can. the end result is worth it.) 
2. pull out your notebook. it doesn’t need to be a new notebook, but preferably one that you don’t usually 
write in, or that you haven’t touched in a while. fuck moleskins. the yellow legal pad will work fine. sit in 

your room, or in the park, or in the library, and write a list. count clouds. describe all the colors that you see, 
and note patterns that arise. sketch the cracks in the walls. note the shape light makes when it enters a space. 
talk about what the air tastes like, smells like. what sounds are there? even the white nose, break that down: 
air planes, fans, cicadas, anything. remind yourself that you are sitting in the middle of a space brimming 

with detail. remind yourself that you are not in nothingness and emptiness. your world is fathomless. it has 
potential. 

3. drink cold water and try to eat something that isn’t processed. it does not need to be fancy. buy yourself an 
apple with the change between your couch cushions. eat it outside. if you’re someone who walks, walk 

somewhere afterwards, just to stretch your legs. take your fucking meds. remember that its a good thing that 
you are inside your body. your body is a fantastic and endlessly intricate machine, and even though society 
has smacked a bunch of poisonous ideas on it, that doesn’t change its inherent worth and splendor. take care 

of it. 
4. read a novel. underline your favorite lines, and write phrases that twist your heart inside your chest on the 

back of your hand with an ink pen. read a novel like it’s poetry. read poetry, something decadent but 
unpretentious. watch a movie you haven’t seen before. if there are free art galleries near you, walk through 

one. take your time. let yourself bask. if there are patterns in what makes your soul ache, write those patterns 
down – marbles arches or soot crumbling bricks or dandelions or descriptions of dresses or whatever it is, 

write them down. 
5. your chosen family is important. remember, they picked you as much as you picked them. the love has no 
obligation. it is given freely and it is given from a place of compassion. you are not a burden. if you need to 
breathe, take a minute by yourself and just exist, but remember to go back to your people. when they need 

you, listen and be gracious. always be gracious. the universe sometimes remembers things like that. 
6. listen to new music. link jump on youtube or related artist jump on spotify or ask the chap beside you in 

the cafe what their favorite band is, and listen to that. listen to something that you don’t usually listen to. we 
tend to tie up a lot of memory with music. we are falling in love again. the soundtrack needs to be specific to 

that.  
7. allow yourself to indulge in romantics. press flowers in old books. play movies with subtitles and mouth 
the words. dance in your room. wear something that makes you feel good, even if you wouldn’t wear it in 

public. write your chosen family letters, even if you hand deliver them. write poetry, even awful poetry. revel 
in its awfulness. eat dark chocolate and when your chosen family want to go out, try to go out with them 

sometimes, even if its just to the market. 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

CHORUS: Brave girl. 
KASSANDRA: People never say that to a lucky person, do they? 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Geova è un dio di distinzioni binarie. 
Comincia con il cielo e la terra, le acque sopra e le acque sotto, il giorno e la notte, e prosegue fino 

agli spaccamenti di capelli in sedici del Talmud. 
Lo dice il vicario nel romanzo (peraltro brutto) da cui hanno tratto Photographing fairies. 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

positivelyqueerace 
“I’m a therapist and keep this poster in my waiting room, apparently it’s saved a few lives.” 

I don’t like the phrase “a cry for help.” I just don’t like how it sounds. When somebody says to me, 
“I’m thinking about suicide. I have a plan: I just need a reason not to do it,” the last thing I see is 

helplessness. 
I think your depression has been beating you up for years. It’s called you ugly, and stupid, and 

pathetic, and a failure, for so long that you’ve forgotten that it’s wrong. You don’t see any good in 
yourself, and you don’t have any hope. 

But still here you are: you’ve come over to me, banged on my door and said, “HEY! Staying alive 
is REALLY HARD right now! Just give me something to fight with! I don’t care if it’s a stick! 

Give me a stick and I can stay alive!” 
How is that helpless? I think that’s incredible. You’re like a marine: trapped for years behind enemy 

lines. Your gun has been taken away, you’re out of ammo, you’re malnourished, and you’ve 
probably caught some kind of jungle virus that’s making you hallucinate giant spiders. 

And you’re still just going, “GIVE ME A STICK. I’M NOT DYING OUT HERE.” 
“A cry for help” makes it sound like I’m supposed to take pity on you, but you don’t need my pity. 
This isn’t pathetic. This is the will to survive. This is how humans lived long enough to become the 

dominant species. 
With NO hope, running on NOTHING, you’re ready to cut through a hundred miles of hostile 

jungle with nothing but a stick, if that’s what it takes to get to safety. 
All I’m doing is handing out sticks. 

You’re the one saying alive. 
 

I have reserves about the results of this attitude re: becoming the dominant species = the most 
damagingly invasive on a global scale. 

In any case, I'm not asking for a stick to fight with: I'm asking for a cat to fight for. 
 

lastoneout 
“Why are you so lazy?” 

But you’re not lazy. Lazy is when you shrug things off because you can’t summon up the give-a-
damn. When you’re curled up tight on your chair, at your desk, alone and grey and desperately 

wishing that you had your life in order, that you did all those things that you had to do, that it didn’t 
feel like breaking rocks just to feed and clothe yourself and get some sleep, that’s not lazy. 

People don’t understand. You tell them “It’s Hard.” They tell you, “No it isn’t. You’re just lazy.” 
You start to wonder if they’re right. Is breaking those rocks easy for everyone else? Are they that 
much stronger than you? They don’t look like they’re struggling. “Just try harder,” they say. But 

you’re trying. It’s not working. Breaking boulders in your path until you’re spent isn’t lazy, and you 
do it day after day. 

You’re not lazy. Most people don’t have those rocks to break.They don’t even know what it’s like 
to have to break rocks to get things done. They don’t understand how hard you have to work, and 

how hopeless you feel, when you try and fail to do what they do easily. Things hard harder for you, 
they really are. And if those people had to deal with your problems they wouldn’t be doing any 

better. 
You’re not lazy. You’re not weak. You’re fighting hard. I guess I just want you to know that I know 

that.” 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

what is grief 
if not love 
persevering 

-- Loki 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“This hurts me because *i* say it hurts me” is…basic. 
Because people don’t believe you when your hurts are non-normative. 

“This feels good because *I* say it feels good” seems like it’s just the other side of the coin. 
-- headspace-hotel 

 
 
 

 
(like aunt Mimi and John Lennon) 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

On the other hand, you have the roots of fanfic. It was born out of marginalized groups such as 
women, people of colour, and members of the queer community deciding to take the stories that had 
been aimed at a largely male, white, heterosexual audience and inverting them into something they 

could enjoy and relate to. 
 
 
 

Hector believes in – he believes in institutions, he believes in - in country, he believes in 
his family, he believes in the army. Isn‘t it funny how hard it is to describe a good man? 

He‘s a brave man, but deep down, he‘d rather be taming horses.” 
— An Iliad, Lisa Peterson 

 
 
 

neo-Philistines on tumblr: 

 
 
 
 

 
... *or* the Louvre 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Dionysos (Bacchae) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“an assertive man is a boss, an assertive woman is a bitch” 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

There is no way of life to pass down to your children, no tradition, nothing your father gave you 
that you can give to your son! You were born into a world that is unintelligible and inaccessible to 
the children you wanted to inherit it, and you and your children will both die in a world that is as 

foreign to you both! 
-- headspace-hotel 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
YES 

 
 
 

 
...come la storia inedita di Wilde 

a proposito del poeta che quando vide 
i fauni e i centauri raccontò 

di non avere visto niente 
(se solo avesse dato retta a se stesso...) 

 
 
 



  
 

  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

I’m honestly offended on behalf of my clone at the idea she’s be brought into this world just 
so she could work. If I get cloned, first off we are unionizing 

 
 
 

 

 

 

I think ultimately you become 
whoever would have saved you 

that time that no one did 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

poverty stops the best minds in their tracks 
-- Vincent van Gogh 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



best post ever about adulting! 
 

weirdcultstuff 
I love being an adult because you know what actually happens when you run your car into a 

curb and scratch up the bumper? 
Nothing. You get it fixed, or you don’t. Whatevs. 

You know what actually happens when you are depressed or sick or on your period and don’t 
cook dinner? 

Nothing. You still get to eat something, nobody scolds you, it doesn’t have any real bearing on 
your future success, and you don’t get soft shunned for a week by your family. 

You know what actually happens when you break stuff, forget stuff, get sick, fall asleep, are 
rude, miss a flight, don’t know how to do XYZ thing on fixing cars or canning food or whatever, 

lose things, get lost because you can’t read a map and forgot to charge your phone, buy the 
wrong groceries, plant the wrong plants, not make your bed, make your bed wrong, jump on 

your bed, sleep on your bed, eat crackers in your bed, have emotions literally anywhere? 
Nothing. 

Nothing happens. 
No one is mad. 

No one can hurt you, and if they do there are laws saying they can’t and that it’s an actual 
crime with legal consequences. 

All there are are outcomes and different paths and different problems and different situations 
and you just bumble your way forward into dealing with those and that’s it. That’s the whole 
thing. It’s not the wrong choice, having problems isn’t indicative of your inherent badness or 
inadequacy or lack of applying yourself. It’s just life, and it’s happening to literally everyone. 

I’m not even kidding. 
You just do stuff and nothing bad happens. Walk around existing? Nothing bad will happen. 

Wild. 
You can cry. In public. And the most likely outcome is not that you will get taken away to 

receive the beating of your lifetime, it is that people will mostly ignore you and some will be 
kinder to you. 🤯 

 
randomslasher 

On Saturday I got pulled over because it turned out I'd been driving on expired tags for a year 
and hadn't even noticed. 

I got told to "take care of it soon please" and let go with a warning. Today I went to the DMV 
and paid a $5 late fee along with the 2-year fee for registration, got new plates and stickers 

and that was that. 
A year late. No big deal. No one was shocked or appalled. It was just a thing that happened and 

then I took care of it. No biggie. 
Turns out, people expect you to make mistakes because they're people and they make them 

too. More often than not, you can just fix them and move on. 
 

glassesmcfancyhair 
Guys, even the “big stuff” is fixable. 

Do you know what happens if you forget to file your income taxes one year (look, I was still 
drinking pretty heavily, I forgot a lot of things that year)? 

Literally nothing, the IRS has a little section on their site that reads “did you forget to file? Just 
file within 3 years to avoid any fines.” 

People mess up. We make mistakes. There is almost always a mechanism to fix them. 
It’s going to be ok. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
...just like my father 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“freedom to read” is okay apparently, but the phase “banned books” is, well, banned. if i tried to 
publish this scenario in a novel, my editor would probably send it back with a note saying that the 
irony is a bit too on the nose & that i need to tone it down a little. we have censored the discussion 

of censorship. i cannot handle how hilarious this is 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

willowcrowned 
Maybe it’s just because I’m Jewish but I do truly believe that life gets ten times better when you 

learn to complain cheerfully 
I think a part of it is that it lets you acknowledge that something sucks, which is actually really good 
in a culture that wants us to pretend that everything is fine and we’re soldiering through all the time. 
Like, no, my grocery bag breaking and spilling all over the floor is not fine. I’ve had a long day and 
I’m really upset and on the verge of tears because I can’t handle one more thing and pretending like 

it’s fine only means breaking down later. 
But if you let yourself complain, if you let yourself swear terribly and creatively, and you stare 

down at the bruised vegetables like they’ve personally disappointed you, and you make yourself 
smile because this is really just so, so stupid, you feel a little better. There’s a power to 

acknowledging that something sucks and making yourself feel better anyways. There’s a power to 
going “and THEN my bag broke, and it’s like—seriously? my day was bad enough” and doing it 

with a smile. 
You shouldn’t have to pretend things are fine when they aren’t. You shouldn’t have to force 

yourself to smile through things that make you feel terrible. But if you can make yourself laugh by 
staring down at some strawberries that have decided to revolt, and give them a lecture on why 

they’re just terrible, really, and that makes you smile—then maybe that’s a good thing. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...we were all happier at the time 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

A guy did ask me if working at a body farm was creepy and did not like that it was ok until 
you learned that decayed human fingers are a deer’s favorite midwinter snack. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

...con le ANGURIE! 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Maria Dahvana Headley 

 
 
 

I honk directly up to God 
-- The Horrible Goose 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
“yeah sure I could ‘go into the light’ as you so eloquently put it, but let’s be analytical about this. 

worst-case scenario, the afterlife is real and I get cast into some version of Hell for being a 
nonbeliever. slightly better-case scenario, it’s a reincarnation-based afterlife, which means I end up 

having to do the whole Existence thing all over again, which frankly seems like a huge roll of the 
dice. enormously risky, given the low quality of life many people experience, and that’s setting 

aside philosophical issues of identity, e.g. without the memories and experiences that shaped me, 
would I even still technically exist as a version of myself I could identify? reincarnation aside, let’s 

bear in mind there’s no actual evidence there’s even a so-called ‘afterlife’ waiting on the other 
side–for all we know, my consciousness will just dissolve into nonexistence. again, huge roll of the 

dice. and even in the best-case scenario? wherein I somehow pass an Arbitrary Morality Test I 
didn’t sign up for and get accepted into some sort of magical Heaven or whatever? well. consider it 
from my point of view. all of a sudden I’d be a member of a strange and unfamiliar society, subject 

to a completely new set of rules and regulations that I probably don’t get a say in. Is ‘Heaven’ a 
democracy? will I still have access to free will? will I have meaningful choices regarding lifestyle 

and occupation? what do the holy books say about that, huh? I could be forced to spend a literal 
eternity worshiping a deity who has made some extremely questionable and problematic 
decisions regarding the universe. I’m not signing up for that! how is that any better than my 
current situation? listen buddy, I spent 80 years living in a capitalist hellhole before death Itself 

finally freed me from all the obligations and restrictions of modern existence. I don’t work, I don’t 
pay rent or taxes, I just wander from place to place keeping my own schedule, doing my own thing, 
beholden to neither laws nor peer pressure. as purgatories go, that’s a pretty sweet deal! and what 

guarantee do I have that any damned afterlife is going to be more tolerable than my current not-
existence, huh? none! none whatsoever. skeptic? damn right I’m skeptic! not to mention this 

whole Heaven-and-Hell dichotomy seems extremely manipulative if not outright abusive, as moral 
systems go. that’s no way to parent a species! nope. just, nope. this whole religious afterlife 

nonsense sounds like a whole lot of unnecessary stress and risk. I’m perfectly comfortable staying 
right where I am, thanks ever so, so you can tell your exorcist to write that out in latin and shove it 

up his ass” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Borderline: 
It’s seeing someone you adore and trying to emulate them 

because you have no idea who you are 
(allowed to be) 

"Is this worth being sad about? Is it worth talking about?" 
It’s wondering if you’re faking your symptoms. It’s disassociating and feeling like a ghost for days. 
It’s feeling like you aren’t real, and then wishing you weren’t. It’s fear, a lack of self, and about a 
million different thoughts running through your head at all times. It’s trying to live for the people 

you love as opposed to yourself. It’s feeling suicidal and then feeling bad for feeling suicidal 
because, whoops, you’re being manipulative. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
-- geopsych 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Story time: 
Source: luulapants 

In middle school biology, we did an experiment. We were given yams, which we would sprout in 
cups of water. We then had to make hypotheses about how the yams would grow, based on 
descriptions of yam plants in our books, and make notes of our observations as they grew. 

Here’s what was supposed to happen: we were supposed to see that the actual growth of the plant 
did not resemble our hypotheses. We were then supposed to figure out that these were, in fact, 

sweet potatoes. 
What actually happened was that every single student in every single class lied in their notes so that 
their observations perfectly matched their hypotheses. See, everyone assumed the mismatch meant 
they had done something wrong in the process of growing the plant or that they had misunderstood 
the dichotomous key or the plant identification terminology. And, thanks to the wonders of a public 
school education, everyone assumed the wrong results would get us a failing grade. We were trying 

to pass. We didn’t want to get bitched out by the teacher. Curiosity, learning, science - that had 
nothing to do with why we were sitting in that classroom. So we all lied. 

The teacher was furious. She tried to fail every student, but the administration stepped in and told 
her she wasn’t allowed to because a 100% fail rate is recognized as a failure of the teacher, not the 

class. It wasn’t even her fault, really, though her being a notorious hard-ass didn’t help. It was a 
failure of the entire educational system. 

So whenever I see crap like Elizabeth Holmes’s blood test scam or pharmaceutical trials which are 
unable to be replicated or industry-funded research that reaches wildly unscientific conclusions, I 
just remember those fucking sweet potatoes. I remember that curiosity dies when people are just 
trying to give their superiors the “right” answers, so they can get the grade, get the job, get the 

paycheck. It’s not about truth when it’s about paying rent. There’s no scientific integrity if you can’t 
control for human desperation. 

--->>> 
School is a torture system 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Non ho la verità in tasca ma ho la libertà in testa 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

the dead two-headed lamb... 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

What's your gender? 
 

  
 



 
 
 
 

...and in the end, loving things loudly in fandom has helped me be better 
at loving things and people loudly in the rest of my life. 

-- hudders-and-hiddles 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
and what if suffering popped out and raped you 

and now has married you as if it makes it all right 
andon top of that is furiously jealous? 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

Il catechismo dei fanciulli di Pio X: 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
>>> COMPUTER NERDS ARE RIGHT 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

...ESATTO. 
Bisogna dirlo a quel giovane prete che durante la predica ascoltai raccomandare alle dame di san 

Vincenzo di non sognarsi di fare opere di bene se non sono sicure di farlo senza vanità. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
...YEAH. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

adult: 

 

 
 
 
 

"you know, so few people really turn me on that it seems kinda silly 
to get hung up on a gender thing" 

-- “Me and the Boys” by Trish Thomas 
 
 
 



 
-- listingtoport 

 
 
 

 
Thank you, this was very informative 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

"Before you ask someone for a hand, remember that 
you have one of your own at the end of each arm" 

-- Audrey Hepburn 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

The fundamental reason Loki can’t be diagnosed with anything is that he doesn’t exist; 
writers/directors just gave him the particular idiosyncrasies that suited the story they were 

telling at the time. For people who do exist, labels are how you find community. (...) 
In contemporary society, a diagnosis is a kind of story that helps you survive and 
communicate, and the final word of a story is less important than the telling of it. 

-- pennypaperbrain 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

"My greatest accomplishment was when my pig won 
the Fattest Medal at the Hartington Fair" 

(Lord Emsworth?) 
-- Spencer Compton Cavendish, 8th Duke of Devonshire KG GCVO PC PC (Ire) FRS (23 July 

1833 – 24 March 1908), styled Lord Cavendish of Keighley between 1834 and 1858 and Marquess 
of Hartington between 1858 and 1891 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

anomitinity 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

wheeloffortune-design 
i see the younglings post things like "are you still on tumblr at 30?" and "go take care 

of your kids instead of reading fics" 
and i just feel sad 

because you have a bunch of young people who are terrified of getting older. 
they think age is going to change them, into something boring, something different, 

something grey. 
and i just want to tell them, reassure them: 

you will still be the same person. 
isn't it wonderful? 

you will love the things you love for so many years. you will find joy in the same 
things, decade after decade. you will feel the same inside, through all this time. 
yes, the body will change. yes there's more responsibilities, less time, even less 

energy. 
but there's no magical age where you stop enjoying that specific story, that specific 

game, that specific hobby. 
but you know what also comes with age? 

you have less fucks to give. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

...e anche l'universo oscillatorio: big bang > big crunch > big bang again 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

I was 3 when I had an argument with my grandma that Mary’s name was clearly “Mrs. God”, 
because if she and God had a baby, and you all told me that you have to be MARRIED to have a 

baby, then obviously it follows that her name is Mrs. God. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Il Vero Professionista: 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

John Ruskin the moralist: "To teach taste is to form character". 
Oscar Wilde the dangerous aesthete: "The Young Prince". 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

TRANSITIONING: 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

- Do you have anything to drink? 
 - I have water. 

-Do you have anything harder? 
-Ice 



 
 
 

Two fish are in a tank. One turns to the other and asks 
“Do you know how to drive this thing?” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

What do you call a broken can opener? 
A can't opener. 

 
 
 
 



I don't trust elevators. 
I am taking steps to avoid them. 

 
 
 

What happened when Batman and Robin got run over by a steamroller? 
They became Flatman and Ribbon. 

 
 
 

A priest, a nun, a rabbit, a doctor, and a lawyer all walk into a bar.  
he bartender looks up and says "what you doing here". 

The rabbit replies, "I think I am a typo" 
 
 
 

Why do sharks swim in saltwater? 
Pepperwater makes them sneeze. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“It wasn’t that friendship needed to be sexualized, 
it was that erotica needed to be … friendship-ized.” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 



 
 
 

here’s a qoute by Erin Mckean about it: 
“You don’t owe prettiness to anyone. Not to your boyfriend/spouse/partner, not 
to your co-workers, especially not to random men on the street. You don’t owe it 
to your mother, you don’t owe it to your children, you don’t owe it to civilization 

in general. Prettiness is not a rent you pay for occupying a space marked 
‘female’.” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
said the Cat. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

queerpyracy 
listen. listen. the consumption of animal products is about mutually beneficial relationships Not 
domination and that's why prioritizing animal r*ghts over animal welfare is an absolutely brain 

fungus take to have 
urban leftists who've never so much as raised a chicken will be like "umm think about the politics of 

your diet???" because they can't conceive of the fact that domestication is an incredibly sweet gig 
for most livestock where they don't have to look for their own food or shelter or water are protected 

from predators and also get free healthcare and a quick clean death 
 

dovewithscales 
You can pry my steak from my cold dead claws but I will advocate for the cow, the farm worker, 

the butcher, and the grocer to all have happy healthy lives until my dying breath. 
 

lifewithchronicpain 
In order to plant vegetables, you have to till the land. Tilling the land kills every snake, mole, mice, 
etc.. living there. If you think it's possible to avoid animal death by the food you choose, then you're 

just ignorant. 
 
 
 

Zerotonin. 
I have lots of it. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

theambitiouswoman 
Communication feels like arguing when you 
have a hard time expressing your emotions. 

 



glowdiamond 
I find that if you grew up in a dysfunctional family, with a verbally and/or physically violent parent, 
regular communication or healthy disagreements feel scary and unsafe because you grew in a highly 
unstable/ volatile environment where a conversation about potato salad being too salty could have 

escalated into a full blown fight. 
I know for a fact that I avoid disagreements and difficult conversations because it makes me super 
tense and i’m constantly trying to anticipate the person’s reaction/what they would like to hear to 

keep myself safe. 
In your adult life, you have to train yourself to be an open communicator, you have to take 

responsibility over yourself and work on healing your inner child so that you don’t get wound up 
whenever a tough conversation needs to take place, disagreements are normal and healthy (no one is 
going to agree with everything you say), it is safe for you to disagree with others, it is safe for your 
to voice your opinion, it is also  highly recommended for you to express your emotional/physical 

needs even if it feels uncomfortable, your partner/friends/colleagues are not mind readers. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Town folk know pleasures, country people joys. 
-- Minna Antrim 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

cor-ardens 
also, i keep thinking about that artist who lost an arm and she made self-portraits and of course they 
depicted herself without an arm, and people were like why do you keep marking art about the loss 

of your arm, and she was like i don’t. i’m making art about myself and i only have one arm. 
while a lot of people write poetry about their own pain, sometimes personal poetry is just a 

reflection of who they are, and who they are is shaped by traumatic events and other things that you 
may find upsetting. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
-- Jane Austen? 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
last night, as i was sleeping, antonio machado, trans. robert bly 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...some women needed nothing short of a pandemic to get the point 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

cluegrrl 
And then there are some days when you have an arguably "bad" day -- yanked out of a deep sleep at 
6:45 by your neighbor calling to tell you that your car just got hit on the street out front, only it's not 

YOUR car, because yours is at the mechanics and you've borrowed a car from your friend so it's 
your friend's car that just got hit, and hit BAD, and also you have two garbage cans from down the 
street in pieces in your yard, and their contents are basically all over, and the wrought iron handrail 
to your front steps is bent at 45 degrees and jesus fucking christ you were just having the best sleep 

you'd had in months, and now you have to deal with this... 
But the kid who hit you looks like his world has just ended, and he's jittering there in his high 

school wrestling team letterman jacket, apologizing to you and telling you how he just got off a 14 
hour shift at the FedEx distribution center and he fell asleep trying to get home, and you ask him 
how he is, and he says he's not hurt, but you ask no, how are you really, and he just. he just. He 

pulls that beanie down over his eyes and starts to cry, and Covid or not, borrowed car in shreds or 
not, lost sleep or not, you just have to grab his skinny ass and give him a fucking hug. 

Because in a few hours you will realize that you own a truck now, and it's an old one, all steel and 
very high sprung. Built for work, that truck, only it needed work, so it's at a friend's house this 

morning, but if it had been where it belonged when this kid was trying to get him and his buddy 
home, that would have been what they hit. And their low slung little Toyota would have submarined 

right under the truck's high back end, and when your neighbor called you, it would have been to 
come down and watch them shoveling that kid's body out of the car in pieces. 

And that glimpse into the alternate universe will turn that whole bad day onto its ear -- not into a 
good day, no, but into a shaky, deep breathing day of reverence for the ways things went wrong in 
exactly the right way for that kid to walk away from this. And a day of shaky gratitude for the fact 
that the universe zigged instead of zagging this morning. I am so glad it was not worse than it was. 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
...it's easier to understand a lion's thoughts 

sleep well Wittgenstein 



 
 
 

heedra 
i think one thing that complicates ppls willingness to understand wild animal safety is that people 
often take the statement ‘this animal will kill you with no remorse’ as a morally-charged statement 

about that animal and will get defensive on that animals behalf, because they themselves are 
equating predatory behavior with ‘meanness’ and can’t imagine a situation in which an animal such 

as a bear or big cat could both be a delightful, fascinating animal with capacity for complex 
interactions with humans and also an animal who simply does not have the same social contracts or 
see any problem with killing an eating any other animal if it feels safe doing so to. i’ve said similar 
before on a broader post abt animal intelligence but like, if your appreciation for animals like bears 
and tigers is ruined by the idea that there’s nothing you can do to prevent a bear or tiger from seeing 

you as potential food (short of raising it in a way that would be extremely mentally damaging for 
the animal, lmao), then that’s problem with your own limits to compassion for animals lmao. 

it’s wrong to equate an animals carnivory to it being ‘bad’ and its fair to point out how that’s been 
historically used to demonize animals like wolves but it’s no better to pretend an animal isn’t what 

it is for your own comfort. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Gregory, l'inventore della PEC 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
-- James Baldwin 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
The problem is finding a wood. 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 

my-stupid-advice 
I'm just going to say it. 

It's okay to have a low IQ. 
It's okay to not be "smart", as in clever, witty, or cunning. It's okay. 

It's okay to not be a leader. It's okay to be content following people- the important thing is making 
sure you're following the right people for you. 

It's okay not to be good at maths and science, and it's okay not to be good at English or art or drama. 
It's okay if you're not good at anything "academic". 

It's okay if you don't have a special talent, or a hobby you're particularly invested in. 
It's okay to not be charming, or funny, or 'pretty'. 

It's okay if you aren't society's ideal. 
None of these things detract from you being a person. None of these things mean you have any less 
worth as a human being. Even if any of these things mean that you can't contribute to society as an 

engineer or a doctor or something, that doesn't mean you can't contribute to other people's lives. 
Don't let society determine your self worth. 

Because you can still be kind. Still give people cookies, or hugs, or companionship. You can still do 
things, you could still find something that you're passionate about, you could still find your calling. 

And even if you don't, that doesn't mean you aren't still human. All human beings have intrinsic 
value, just for being alive. You have the right to be part of society, and more importantly to be 

alive, whether or not you have something that make other people like you. 
Your life is not dependent on others. You are allowed to just exist, to not have found that thing that 

makes you "you" yet. 
It's okay, I promise. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and in the end... 
Vanilla rules! 

 

 


