
 
 
 
 

 
 

These things are a BIG RED SIGN pointing 
OUT OF SPECIESISM 

(Consent a bit further in the same direction) 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“Screw wisdom” 
-- Liber Razielis, Book of Mysteries 

https://rejectedscriptures.weebly.com/uploads/4/0/9/5/4095914/book_of_raziel_complete.pdf 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
the Japanese already did, and we used to laugh at them 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
ius/jus = juice 

e infatti 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



   
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Thought i would share this, irish philosophy when it’s best  
Why Worry 

In life, there are only two things to worry about— 
Either you are well or you are sick. 

If you are well, there is nothing to worry about, 
But if you are sick, there are only two things to worry about— 

Either you will get well or you will die. 
If you get well, there is nothing to worry about, 

But if you die, there are only two things to worry about— 
Either you will go to heaven or hell. 

If you go to heaven, there is nothing to worry about. 
And if you go to hell, you’ll be so busy shaking hands with all your friends 

You won’t have time to worry! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

...it seems I am rather autistic after all (24/40) 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Frank Bidart, from Half-light: Collected Poems; "End of a Friendship" // Marya Hornbacher, 

Waiting //  Ijeoma Umebinyuo, Questions for Ada 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Fun fact: italian bats don't sing "country roads", they in fact yell "MARCOOO!" 
to which their prey responds with "POLOOOO!" 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



You have to parent the kid you have, not the one you want. 
 

Your kid isn’t giving you a hard time. THEY are having a hard time. 
 

That they are individuals and deserve respect. Also, you have to earn their respect. It 
shouldn’t be freely given just because you gave birth to them or provide them with 

basic necessities like housing, clothing, or food. 
 

That you aren't raising kids. They are already are kids. You are raising adults, 
hopefully competent adults. Competent adults who know how to be an adult. 

 
the best thing to do is to prepare the child for the path and not the path 

for the child. 
 

Your purpose is not to pass down your own rules about life 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

normalise fun 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
sickened-things 

 
you know i don’t think we often talk about how difficult it actually is to suddenly realize that a 

belief you thought was good and moral and correct was actually really fucking toxic. how you have 
to look at something and go ‘oh shit, oh i fucked up. oh this is going to take probably years at 

minimum to deprogram from my brain because of all the little ways this shit pervaded the rest of 
my beliefs’ 

so. to all the people picking up all the pieces of a recently shattered world-view and trying to figure 
out what is safe to keep and what has to be thrown away and started over 

to all the people having to relearn how to even listen to other people 
to all the people putting in the work to do better while struggling with the guilt that comes from 

finding out you were the asshole 
i’m proud of y’all.  

it’s hard to admit being wrong and even harder to change in the aftermath. just keep doing the best 
you can and just know that the effort is appreciated. everyone can change. everyone can do better. 

keep fighting. 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

...ma la relata di notifica...? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

“DO NOT TOUCH” must be one of the most terrifying things to read in braille. 
 

Coughing has finally overtaken speaking Arabic as the most taboo thing to do in an airport. 
 

 

 
 

I named my eraser Confidence because it gets smaller after every mistake I make. 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

"Twenty years ago we had Johnny Cash, Bob Hope and Steve Jobs. Now we have no Cash, no Hope 
and no Jobs. Please don't let Kevin Bacon die." - Bill Murray 

 
“‘What’s a couple?’ I asked my mum. She said, ‘Two or three’. Which probably explains why her 

marriage collapsed.” – Josie Long 
 

“Doing nothing is very hard to do… you never know when you’re finished.” — Leslie Nielsen 
 

"Inside every cynical person, there is a disappointed idealist." -- George Carlin 
 

“Humor is just another defense against the universe.” ― Mel Brooks 
 

“The guy who invented the first wheel was an idiot. The guy who invented the other three, he was 
a genius.“ – Sid Caesar 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

Nell’antica Roma non c’erano le e-mail. 
C’erano le e-pistulae. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

headspace-hotel 
 

I am learning to imagine the future:  
My sycamore tree began life in the gravel at the edge of a parking lot. If trees can feel pain, that is a 

painful, unlucky death. I carefully dug it up and put it in a pot I made out of a disposable cup.  
Hello small one. This world may be cruel, but I will not be. 

I decided to take care of it, not expecting it to survive, and when my sycamore tree unfurled one 
tiny leaf and then another, it chiseled a tiny foothold in my terrified brain, the kind of brain that 

doesn't remember a world before the atomic bomb and before 9/11.  
I googled the lifespans of trees. My neurons had to stretch and expand to accommodate what I 
learned: My sycamore tree may live five hundred years. It's hard to think something so big. In 

twenty years, my baby sycamore tree will be three stories tall, and the home of many creatures. In 
five years, my sycamore tree will be taller than I am. In one year, it will be summer.  

There's this concept called sense of foreshortened future where people who have lived through 
trauma can't conceptualize a future for themselves because deep down they don't expect to survive, 

When I look forward, all I see is fire and death, melting ice and burning sky. We were raised 
Evangelical. All we see is Judgment Day, except there is no heaven.  
But now there is a tiny gap in the wall, a crack in the door of my cell 



and on the other side, I see a tree  
There is, in the future, a great old sycamore tree, full of clean winds and the stir of a thousand 

wings. A hundred years from now. Fifty years from now. There will be forests in that world. There 
will be a world.  

It takes courage, but we have to imagine it.  
Most tree species can live in excess of three or four hundred years. I think I'm learning something. I 
think there are ancient voices saying hello small one, touch the dirt and the leaves, for now you are 

part of something that cannot die  
in 2030 I will be thirty years old and the world will not have ended and there will still be 

hummingbirds, and we will have photos of the stars more beautiful than we can now imagine.  
I planted an Eastern Redcedar; they may live nine hundred years. There will be nine hundred years. 

The people in that time will remember us. Maybe we will meet the aliens (hi aliens!).  
I will blow out the candles on many birthday cakes in a world where there are wolves in dark 

forests far from home. I am learning to imagine the future. I learned recently that elk were 
reintroduced to the Appalachian Mountains after over a hundred years of extirpation, and that they 

are expanding their range.  
That tiny crack I can see through now opens a tiny bit more:  

Maybe elk will pass through my hometown, maybe there will be a forest where the pasture is on the 
high hill that I can see from my home  

say it, say it, say it: ten years, thirty years, a hundred years from now  
I am learning to imagine the future. There is a crack in the wall of this prison, of this machine, of 

this darkness, and through it, I see a tree. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

aaliyahbreaux 
Jan 17, 2019 

I wonder how many gay people are actually transgender & dont know it because people thing being 
transgender is transitioning when it’s literally just not being cis.  

like I had a friend tell me last night “all my life I wanted to be a girl. even to this day, like if 
someone told me I could transition & look like you or *insert another trans woman idk* I would do 

it in a heartbeat” and when I was like omg ur transgender he was surprised? like he was like wait 
just wanting to be a girl makes me transgender even if I dont do anything about it? and like its 
harder to pinpoint non binary people but if u have a desire be a different gender ur transgender. 

transitioning is a choice but being transgender is not.  
 

jasminethegothbunny 
“One of the symptoms of being a girl is wanting to be a girl.” Don’t remember where I heard that 

but the quote is my life. 
 

cowboyslovingboys 
This is one of the posts I can explicitly pinpoint as helping me realize that I might not be cis. The 
biggest symptom of being trans is wanting to not be your gender. It can also be dysphoria, it can 

also be euphoria, it can also be presentation, but wanting to be something else is all you really need.  
 

aceofsquiddles 
#wait so ur telling me#‘i dont want to have a gender’#can mean#‘i dont have a gender??’ 

 I would also like to know… for reasons 
 

accept-nothing 
Jul 20, 2019 

Confirmed. How to know you’re agender: You don’t want to be anything else.   You look at the 
options for gender and gender presentation and decide to go back to bed 

 
aceofsquiddles 

Bold of you to assume I got out of bed 
Nah but seriously thanks for the insight 

 
avon-vila 

Jul 21, 2019 
So, if I look at gender and say “this is some bullshit and I want no part of it”, I guess that makes me 

agender? 
 

mother-entropy 
if that’s how you wanna identify, yeah. 

feeling anything mentioned in this post doesn’t mean you have to identify as trans, but feeling 
anything in this post is literally all that’s necessary to identify as trans if you want to. 

fuck gatekeepers forever.  
 

furryanarchistsnufkin 
 ܸܷܵܶif ܸܷܵܶyou ܸܷܵܶdon't  ܸܷܵܶfeel ܸܷܵܶcis ܸܷܵܶyou're ܸܷܵܶpossibly  ܸܷܵܶnot  ܸܷܵܶcis ܸܷܵܶ 

 
hasenfu 

Aug 18, 2019 



i mean this is literally what jvn said 
 

deathcomes4u 
Aug 19, 2019 

This is one of those things where you can go 25+ years of your life not realising that actually no not 
everyone secretly wishes they were some mashup of male and female and that you are, in fact, 

genderfluid as fuck. 
 

kyraneko 
Aug 19, 2019 

You can want to be the other gender. 
You can want to be another gender. 

You can want to divorce all connection to the gender you were born into. 
You can want to keep it as an origin point that shapes your journey. 

You can want to be more than one gender at once. 
You can want to be more than one gender, at different times. 

You can want to be no gender. 
You can want to be sort of in between genders. 

You can want to be both genders. 
You can want to be rid of gendered body parts you already have. 

You can want to keep gendered body parts while also being another gender. 
You can want to be rid of them but not want the side effects of excising them. 

You can feel dysphoria at being shaped like/viewed as/treated like a gender you don’t want. 
You can feel euphoria at being shaped like/viewed as/treated like a gender you do want. 

You can change your mind or adjust your goals or refine your wishes. 
You can be stationary and fixed in your identity. 

You can be fluid and changing. 
You can be extremely gendered in your presentation. 
You can be not very gendered in your presentation. 

You can be androgynous. 
You can be a little of both. 
You can be a lot of both. 

If gender is a line you can cross, as the words trans (across/on the other side of) and cis (here/on the 
same side of) indicate, you can cross it in any way you like, including dancing on top of it. 

Be happy. 
Be you. 

 
silks-stuff 

Jul 13, 2020 
Bless tumblr for posts like this, because even though I’m older than a lot of people here this stuff 
still applies, in a way moreso because it’s stuff that I never had the opportunity to process in my 

actual childhood. 
So I’m processing it now. And this shit really helps, so thanks. 

 

this post is literally for me 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

"We're surrounded. That simplifies the problem." 
-- Chesty Puller 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

xenosagaepisodeone 
the elephant in the room when it comes to the “we must protect our children” objections by 

conservative politicians is that they are not referring to living, breathing children, but a platonic 
concept of “a child” that children are coerced into emulating through abuse kneaded by both the 

state and their parents. The lack of rights children possess is to render them unable to object to what 
adults claim to do for their own good, which oftentimes are merely just means to maintain them as 
property than help them as people. The idea that teaching 6th graders very basic, very clinical sex 

ed is child abuse stems from the fear that their parents lose some control over their child’s 
autonomy by having the child know things (which, statically, also makes them more likely to tell 

someone when they are being abused by an adult. Interesting) that the parent has not sanctioned as a 
part of their person. Conservatives accuse everyone else of child abuse not because they care that a 

child is being hurt, but because hurting children is only their god given right. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

When my daughter was a toddler she called tears “PANIC WATER”. I mean u ain’t wrong sis 
 

My coworkers granddaughter called seagulls “ beach chickens” 
 

Like the little kid that called the dragonfly a "baby helicopter" 
 

My daughter called a graveyard a “people garden” she was only 2 
 

My daughter would call Churches “Jesus Stores” 
 

my daughter called gray. light black 
 

my daughter called a vending machine a “food ATM” once because she couldn’t think of what it 
was really called. 

 
My daughter didn’t know the word for thirsty so she said she was “water hungry” 

 
Wait until they call a rhinoceros a battle unicorn. 

 

 



 
They have an amazing way of looking at the world. My granddaughter calls funerals heaven parties 

 
My daughter calls the grocery store, the food maze 

 
My nephew called an octopus a Snake Turtle and I haven’t gotten over it in 10 years. 

 
My cousin didn’t know how to tell me she had a dream so she said “the story behind my eyes 

when I’m asleep” 
 

My son called an exclamation mark a loud period when he was in kindergarten 
 

My son said the Navy was made up of “water soldiers”. And my mind was blown 
 

leaves - tree feathers 
 

My son calls clouds sky ghosts 
 

My granddaughter called condensation water dust 
 

My son calls the trampoline a jumpoline. 
 

my nephew says its ashy outside when it's a foggy day 
 

My youngest calls tomorrow “tonextday” 
 

My son calls blueberries, bubble plums. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Artemidoro di Daldi 

 
 
 

 
--Carmen Maria Machado 

 
 
 

--Perchè un artificiere non lavora MAI quando ha il raffreddore? 
-- Per non rischiare un ECCI’dio 

-- Luis 2022 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
In a busy store, kid maybe 4 years old getting ignored. 

"Dad. Dad. Dad. Daddy. Dad. Daddy. DADDY. DADDY. DAD. DADA! DADDY! DADDY! DADA! DAD! 
DAD!" 

5 seconds later a great shout comes out this kid. 
"STEEEEEEVE!" 

That got dad's attention, he jumped 3 inches. 
 
 
 

“mom if you’re here, who’s running hell?” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

In my college there was a boy who asked what planet all these illegal aliens were from. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

For a dinner date, I eat light all day to save room, then I go all in: I choose this meal and this order, 
and I choose you, the person across from me, to share it with. There's a beautiful intimacy in a 

meal like that. It's about exploration and taste. And kissing after dinner. And maybe there's a little 
wine and curry on your breath... and that's nice. 

-- Anthony Bourdain 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

toxic parenting: 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...i’m not alone 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Your body is an ancestor. Your body is an altar to your ancestors. Every one of your cells holds an 
ancient and anarchic love story. Around 2.7 billion years ago free-living prokaryotes melted into 

one another to form the mitochondria and organelles of the cells that build our bodies today. All you 
need to do to honor your ancestors is to roll up like a pill bug, into the innate shape of safety: the 

fetal position. The curl of your body, then, is an altar not just to the womb that grew you, but to the 
retroviruses that, 200 million years ago taught mammals how to develop the protein syncytin that 

creates the synctrophoblast layer of the placenta. Breathe in, slowly, knowing that your breath loops 
you into the biome of your ecosystem. Every seven to ten years your cells will have turned over, 
rearticulated by your inhales and exhales, your appetites and proclivity for certain flavors. If you 
live in a valley, chances are the ancient glacial moraine, the fossils crushed underfoot, the spores 
from grandmotherly honey fungi, have all entered into and rebuilt the very molecular make up of 

your bones, your lungs, and even your eyes. Even your lungfuls of exhaust churn you into an 
ancestor altar for Mesozoic ferns pressurized into the fossil fuels. You are threaded through with 
fossils. Your microbiome is an ode to bacterial legacies you would not be able to trace with birth 
certificates and blood lineages. You are the ongoing-ness of the dead. The alembic where they are 

given breath again. Every decision, every idea, every poem you breathe and live is a resurrection of 
elements that date back to the birth of this universe itself. 

 
Today I realize that due to the miracle of metabolic recycling, it is even possible that my body, 

somehow, holds the cells of my great-great grandmother. Or your great-great grandmother. Or that I 
am built from carbon that once intimately orchestrated the flight of a hummingbird or a pterodactyl. 
Your body is an ecosystem of ancestors. An outcome born not of a single human thread, but a web 

of relations that ripples outwards into the intimate ocean of deep time. 
 

Your Body is an Ancestor, SOPHIE STRAND 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

Sarkis emerged from the scullery, looking soggy. “I have defeated the dishes.”  
“Were there any survivors?”  

“The only casualty was some kind of monstrous serving plate with pears on it.”  
“Oh, that,” said Halla with relief. “Dare I hope it’s broken past any possible mending?”  

Sarkis considered this for a moment, then went back into the scullery. Sounds of breaking crockery 
drifted through the open door.  

“Yes,” he said, returning. 
 

Everyone leave me alone THIS is romance 
 
 
 

xenosaurus 
I turn 30 next month so here’s what I learned in my 20s: 

—don’t work for startups, they’re always one ‘innovative idea’ away adding ‘sell your kidneys on the black market’ to your job description. 
—keeping a collection of basic OTC medicine on you will save your life one day. I recommend Advil, Imodium, and TUMS. 

—those little single-use glasses cleaning wipes are 1000% worth the money 
—overly self-depreciating jokes just make people uncomfortable, wean yourself off of them 

—you can buy dehydrated mini marshmallows in bulk online and they’re a godsend for hot cocoa 
—people don’t care if you have fidget toys on your desk they just want to play with them 

—try to go to bed BEFORE the existential ennui kicks in 
 

thelittleblackfox 
Also drink water and eat a plant 

 
liz-squids 

This is all GREAT. I turned 40 last week, so permit me to add what I learned in my 30s:  
 keep on not working for startups 

 sometimes there comes a point where the thing (fandom, hobby, friendship, romantic relationship) you loved no longer brings 
you joy. And that's okay. Try to mourn the loss, take joy in the memories, and don't burn any bridges in case ten years go by 

and you find yourself back in that fandom/hobby/relationship again 
 it turns out that (ugh) moderate regular exercise is (spit) good for you. The sooner you make it part of your life, the easier it'll 

be 
 related: if you throw yourself into a new exercise regime too hard and too fast, without stopping to rest or consider whether a 

particular move is good for you ... well, shoulder injuries are painful and consults with orthopedic surgeons are expensive 
 knees are bastards too 

 don't even get me started on ankles 
 there may come a time when your digestive system is too fragile for ibuprofin. I'm sorry 



 one day you're gonna wake up and realise you no longer give any fucks about some things that used to bother you 
 on the other hand, you might be alarmed to realise what you still give a fuck about 

 never get down on the floor without an exit strategy for getting back up 
 

covington-shenanigans 
I turn 50 this year. what I have learned in my 40s: 

 "loving yourself" is less of a feeling and more of an action. you can start doing it any time and it will make your life better and 
better as you go on 

 this will happen incrementally - be patient 
 along those lines, if you haven't started making an active effort to quit shit-talking yourself, suck it up and do it 

 no, shut up. do it. "but it's haaaaard!" don't care. do it. 
 whether you like it or not, you are mortal and you need to go to the doctor for an annual checkup 

 stretch regularly - your future self will thank you 
 at some point you will encounter people much younger than you arguing passionately and incorrectly about history you 

personally remember and experienced 
 this will be infuriating and annoying 

 otoh, most other things just... will not matter to you as much 
 at some point you will shift from wanting to go out to being like "eh" and deciding to stay in. this is okay. 

 you will have absolutely no idea what The Youth are talking about and you will not care 
 but if you keep your mind open to new ideas you'll never be irrelevant 

 your company still doesn't love you - don't give them more than they pay you for 
 get a fucking hobby, especially a hobby that involves physically creating/handling something and/or moving your body in 

physical space. it will do you more good than you can imagine 
 

twistedchickness 
Things I am learning in my 60s: 

 A lot of things are going to drive you nuts. Figure out which ones to try to fix, and which to ignore. And which to laugh about. 
 People who weren't there most often will not understand the important things. It is hard to explain to them how what happened 

then changed much that came later -- they have only seen what was later. Do what you can, but don't wear yourself out. Some 
will listen; that's the best you can do. 

 Eat what works for you, take care of your health as well as you can, and get help for what doesn't work. Don't be the wrong 
kind of stoic. Enduring pain does not buy you heaven. 

 Keep in touch with the people you care about, and add to that list when you find a few more. Let go of the ones who don't care 
about you. When people show you who they are, believe them. 

 The past is everything before this second. The bad things that happened there, are there. They aren't here. Let them stay there. 
Let the dead bury their dead. (Also, going over and over past failures/bad relationships/bad jobs/bad whatever just engrains it 

deeper into your brain. You really don't need that. Let it go.) 
 Try something you haven't done in a while. You won't be perfect, but you might enjoy it. If so, do it again. 

 Love this impossible beautiful green and brown and blue planet; planets like this are so very rare and this one's ours to 
cherish. Find something beautiful to enjoy, somewhere, in every day. 

 You're not done yet. If you haven't done what you want to do, give it another try. 
 Be yourself -- you are unique in the universe. 

 
 
 

Augustus' favourite phrase was 'quicker than boiled asparagus' 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

bob-belcher 
Aug 23, 2015 

does anyone else get really anxious when the cashier hands you change and you’re hurriedly putting 
it away in your wallet so that the next customer in line can proceed or is that just me 

 
hotline-jacket 

And you can just feel *the look* the cashier is giving you while doing this 
 

notcuddles 
Sep 28, 2015 

Good news: when the cashier SEEMS to be staring at you, it’s because there’s no where else for 
them to look without glancing away from their line and looking like they’re ignoring other 

customers.  If they make eye contact with another customer, that person will take it as a sign that 
it’s their turn, so the cashier is trapped and unable to glance in either direction. They don’t actually 

care that you’re there. 
Source: I am a cashier and this happens all the time. 

 
scifinut 

Sep 30, 2015 
Bless you for spelling this out. It eases my anxiety quite a bit to hear it from an actual person. 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

hellenhighwater 
Feb 16, 2019 

I see a lot of people who tell young people–especially young people who are heading into college–that they 
should “do what they love.” And they’re right. You should do what you love. 

But there’s a world of difference between doing what you love for you, and doing what you love for a 
paycheck.  

I went to undergrad for graphic design and 3-D design–art and more art, I usually say–and I loved it. You 
know what I didn’t love? Trying to collect my fees from clients. Trying to meet unrealistic, over-simplified 
or over-specific briefs from people who didn’t know what they were talking about. Coming home, having 

worked creatively all day, with no creative juice left for the things I wanted to do. 
You know what I would tell you instead? Do something that you can be interested in, with people you like. 

You don’t have to love it. Loving your work can be a lot, and it often means you have to live in your job 
24/7. Some people can do that. Not everyone can, or should.  But if you can find work that’s interesting 
enough that it doesn’t feel tedious, and people you can enjoy spending your 9-5 with, and you can make 

money, that’s great! It means you can do the things you love for you. 
I’m in law school now. It’s interesting work, and difficult, and I like doing it. I like how complicated it gets, 
and I like the stories it tells. But I don’t come home and read law journals for fun. I come home, and I sculpt, 

and I draw, and I paint, and I read. I do these things for me. 
And I love it.  
Feb 4, 2022 

This is still circulating and it’s been a few years, so let me update. I’m officially a lawyer now, and still not a 
single regret about this choice. Settling into a stable job is such a gift and a privilege in ways I didn’t expect. 

I’m not going to repeat the advice given above, but I want to make it clear that having passed through my 
student years and into my career proper, I stand by this in every respect.  



I chose to take a job that was not the most high-paying option available to me, because it wouldn’t require 
me to bill my time, I would have a better work-life balance, I found the work more engaging, and I really 

loved the office. It has paid off so much. 
I get to walk to work, and most days I leave my laptop behind when I walk home at five. I have a little house 

with a little garden and a bunch of seedlings sprouting too early for spring. I have two stupid cats and two 
stupider doves and they make me happy. I put a little money into food and shelter for the neighborhood 

strays and name all my visiting opossums Harold. My art gets done when I feel inspiration striking, 
sometimes in the middle of the night, and I let my hobby fund itself without the pressure of deadlines. There 
is so much joy in making only what I want to. My sleep schedule has stabilized. For the first time in my life, 
I know the shape my days will take weeks and months away, because my routine is consistent, and I never 
knew what a peace that was. My job is predictable but never boring, interesting but not consuming, and it’s 

just a job.  
There are people who will tell you–people who have told me–that turning my back on an artistic career or a 

career you have “potential” in is selling out, or settling.  
Let me tell you, friends, I have never felt so settled. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Teacher walks in. She’s in a matching pajama outfit. Pajama pants, button down pajama shirt, slip 
on shoes that could pass as slippers if the bottoms didn’t have rubber soles, a sweater style cardigan. 
Her hair is tucked under a hat, and she’s carrying what looks like a half gallon thermos. On her arm 

is a massive tote that looks like it could fit a sleeping bag. 
Takes one look at us, sighs, looks ready to take a nap. 

“It’s too fucking early for any of you to be looking this fucking eager to learn. Extra credit will go 
to anyone who comes in looking comfortable.” 

She then pulls a pillow out of her tote, and naps for the rest of class. Our assignment while she 
dozed was to write why tf we thought dressing so nicely was necessary for learning. 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

I hate that me wanting kids of my 
own caused those kids to hurt 

in a way I couldn't protect them from. 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

when I'm being bitchy you can always leave the room, but I'm stuck with that bitch. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

Euripides, Le Troiane, traduzione di Anne Carson 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

-- Why are you still single? 
-- Because having another adult who has any say in the course of my adult life is obnoxious. 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

why is it good not to have children? 
 

 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

communalbong 
Jul 5 

I've said it before but I will say it again: living as a trans man was an irreplaceable part of my feminist awakening. I 
came out as trans when I was 13, about 8 months before I started high school. 

In my very white, Christian town, nearly every little girl looks forward to wearing makeup. Girls would start wearing 
foundation and full faces of makeup in 8th grade. Girls started shaving their whole bodies Years before that (I started 

shaving when I was 10). In my very posh, middle class district, fast fashion and frilly dresses are The way to bond with 
girls your age. Go to the mall and shop. Help each other look cute. 

I was not a particularly enlightened 13 year old. I was not so fed up with sexism that I saw through all the marketing 
schemes and propaganda telling women that the best way to use our time is to work on cultivating our appearance. I 

was falling for this socialization hook, line, and sinker. 
And I hated it so much, but I couldn't figure out why. I saw boys my age skipping the long hours of clothes shopping 
and makeup application. I wanted to skip it too. And when I came out as trans, I DID skip it. I never learned how to 
apply foundation or eyeshadow, and I shaved for the very last time when I was 13. I didn't wear a dress even a single 

time throughout high school. 
Today, I do not feel the need to look beautiful for strangers. I do not feel like my bare face is ugly, or like it is 

unprofessional. I have never felt the urge to put on eyeliner for a special occasion. I have never felt the urge to shave my 
legs for a date. I have never felt ugly for meeting up with people in sweatpants and a t shirt. There is not a voice in my 

head reminding me that I need to be pretty. I Know people would treat me better if I was feminine all the time, but I am 
not scared that people will think less of me for being myself. I Know people accept and love me when I am not dolled 

up. 
I would not have this peace of mind with my body, or my appearance, if I had not spent so much time living as a trans 
man. If I hadn't fought so hard to be free from femininity on the grounds that I was secretly a man, then I would never 

have felt this comfortable rejecting femininity while Knowing that I am a woman.  
I've seen feminists struggle with this. I've seen smart women, women I love, struggle with this. We know femininity is a 
cage, we know it wastes our time and our money, but we are terrified to leave it. But I got to leave it. I couldn't be more 

grateful for the time I identified as a trans man because of this. 
 
 
 

the most beautiful thing i’ve ever seen in my life was just a wet street. no one was on it. no 
one was near it. just a flat, staid wasteland, wet with rain. and then the sun came out, and 

for ten seconds, the world was made of light. the sun refracted on every angle, at every 
moment, and for a quarter mile, everything was shimmering. the road, the trees, the grass, 
the sidewalk, all glowed like the sky, they all glowed like heaven. and for ten seconds, that’s 

where i was. 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“Cotton is a porous material that causes fiction when you rub against it.” 
(magari!) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Maxframes’ postulate: 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
YEAH 

 
“What did it feel like on your last day of being a child?” 

 
"My 6 year old daughter asks, 'If we stop thinking about someone, do they stop existing?'" 

 
“What is the name of the space between the bits that stick out on a comb?” 

 
"My little 5 year old brother asked me, 'If the sun is on fire, why is there no smoke?'" 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

In 1909, the biologist Jakob von Uexküll noted that every animal exists in its own unique 
perceptual world — a smorgasbord of sights, smells, sounds and textures that it can sense but 
that other species might not. These stimuli defined what von Uexküll called the Umwelt — an 
animal’s bespoke sliver of reality. A tick’s Umwelt is limited to the touch of hair, the odor that 
emanates from skin and the heat of warm blood. A human’s Umwelt is far wider but doesn’t 
include the electric fields that sharks and platypuses are privy to, the infrared radiation that 
rattlesnakes and vampire bats track or the ultraviolet light that most sighted animals can see. 

The Umwelt concept is one of the most profound and beautiful in biology. It tells us that the 
all-encompassing nature of our subjective experience is an illusion, and that we sense just a 
small fraction of what there is to sense. It hints at flickers of the magnificent in the mundane, 
and the extraordinary in the ordinary. And it is almost antidramatic: It reveals that frogs, 
snakes, ticks and other animals can be doing extraordinary things even when they seem to be 
doing nothing at all. 

~ Ed Yong, NY Times Opinion, 6-21-22 

The English speaking scientific world is “discovering” a bit at a time 
the stuff Konrad Lorenz wrote about since the ‘50s. 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

roachpatrol: 
one of the most insidious things about depression is it doesn’t ‘feel’ like depression. even when you 
have it, you know you have it, you’ve been diagnosed—you still find yourself thinking, no, nope, 

this isn’t it, can’t be. it’s like the mental illness equivalent of that knight in monty python that keeps 
going ‘it’s a flesh wound! i’m fine, really! this is just a scratch, i’ll be up in a moment!’ even after 

all his limbs have been hacked off and he’s lying there helpless. 
one of the most common narratives around it is that no one realizes they have depression until they 
start checking off what they consider to be normal aspects of their lives—and personal character 

flaws— against the checklist for depression symptoms. really key symptoms include: 
1. lack of motivation 

2. constant tiredness, even exhaustion 
3. finding no pleasure or satisfaction in activities they used to like, or that they know should 

feel good 
4. not seeing the point of doing anything 

5. increased and even unmanageable anxiety and fearfulness 
any one of these symptoms drains away your ability to do work, cope with setbacks, overcome 

difficulties, or stop procrastinating. multiple symptoms create a pretty perfect storm of intertia and 
anxious self-loathing. you stop doing anything because it’s hard to get going, unpleasant while 

you’re at it, and afterwards there’s no reward. why bother, right? and when you’re always tired you 
get conservative of what little energy you can manage, and when you only feel emotions on the 
‘empty to miserable’ spectrum you get really aversive to making mistakes. the whole mess very 

quickly and very insidiously loads every single thing in your life with toxic emotional baggage.    
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



  
 

  
 

  
 

  
 
 
 

If smoking’s so bad why does it cure salmon? 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Virginia Woolf, Diary 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
-- hedgehogmoss on tumblr 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Pascal Campion 

 
 
 



 
+ la Redazza di Wittgenstein 

+ lo Sciacquone di Lorenz 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
(...) 

 
-- Donald Justice 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Nothing about us, without us 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

saying you have to be civil and kind to children is not saying you need to like them or take 
responsibility for them, it means you have to show them the same fucking courtesy you 

would show your peers. 
-- citizen-zero 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Whirling Rainbow Prophecy by the Navajo people: 
 

“There will come a day when people of all races, colors, and creeds will put aside their differences. 
They will come together in love, joining hands in unification, to heal the Earth and all Her children. 
They will move over the Earth like a great Whirling Rainbow, bringing peace, understanding and 

healing everywhere they go. Many creatures thought to be extinct or mythical will resurface at this 
time; the great trees that perished will return almost overnight. All living things will flourish, 

drawing sustenance from the breast of our Mother, the Earth. 
The great spiritual teachers who walked the Earth and taught the basics of the truths of the Whirling 

Rainbow Prophecy will return and walk amongst us once more, sharing their power and 
understanding with all. We will learn how to see and hear in a sacred manner. Men and women will 

be equals in the way Creator intended them to be; all children will be safe anywhere they want to 
go. Elders will be respected and valued for their contributions to life. Their wisdom will be sought 
out. The whole Human race will be called The People and there will be no more war, sickness or 

hunger forever.” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

Women too, darling. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
-- Czeslav Milosz 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

when life gives you demons, make demonade 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
...come ho imparato a fare a Venezia... e infatti: 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



lemonsharks 
Oct 12, 2020 

My ancestors, watching me dump an entire stick of cinnamon, two cloves, an allspice berry, and a generous grating of 
nutmeg into my tea, sweetened with white sugar and loaded with cream, while I sit in my clean warm house 

surrounded by books, 25+ outfits for different occasions, and 6 pairs of shoes, in a building heated so well I have the 
windows open in mid-autumn: 

Our daughter prospers. We are proud of her. She has never labored in a field but knows riches we could not have 
imagined. 

sighinastorm 
Nov 28, 2020 

I like this so much better than the idea that our ancestors would be embarrassed or ashamed of us for being “soft” or 
some crap like that. 

fantasyboudicca 
My ancestors, watching me stuff my face with fried chicken while studying: She eats like an imperial concubine and 

can afford to study like am imperial scholar. WE MADE IT 
idhren 

Feb 18, 2021 
She eats like an imperial concubine and can afford to study like am imperial scholar 

villainous-queer 
My ancestors watching me use my stand mixer while living in a small apartment and attending university: Thou hast 

kneadeth bread in FOUR hail marys??? FOUR??? And thou ist poor as a churchmouse, yet liveth in a fine cottage with 
four pounds butter and fresh berries in thy larder!! And two featherbeds! And thou attendeth the King’s college, as a 

lord!!  
lagt-duck 

Oct 1, 2021 
My ancestors being like:  

Look at this fine young lady! She can paint she can sew and embrody, she sings and read  
And without a wealthy father to pay for that, plus she is florid in the body! She doesn’t know hunger! 

We did it! 
ruffboijuliaburnsides 

Oct 13, 2021 
Me: /wearily studying/ 

My Ancestors: TRULY SH— what? They? A little unorthodox, but reasonable I suppose. TRULY THEY PROSPER, FOR 
THEY LIVE IN A DWELLING WITH MANY ROOMS AND ONLY THEIR SPOUSE TO SHARE IT WITH! THEY HAVE DOGS WHO 

DO NOT PERFORM A FUNCTION! THEY HAVE MANY BOOKS AND DO NOT HAVE TO SPIN THEIR OWN YARN! THEY 
BATHE AT A WHIM WITH GENTLE SOAP FREE OF LYE! OUR DESCENDANT BRINGS HONOR AND PRIDE TO OUR 

LINEAGE! 
Me: /yawns and sips my coffee/ 

My Ancestors: /cheer wildly/ 
shadow-daughter 

Oct 14, 2021 
Me: *hunched over at my desk nursing a headache.* 

My Ancestors: “Truly, we prosper; see here, our infirm descendant need not even work on her poor days, but has the 
luxury to rest as she sees need! A doctor attends to her illnesses; her clothes are warm and free of pests; she cares for 

exotic and dangerous animals within her own home! We have found the height of luxury!” 
amuseoffyre 
Nov 13, 2021 

Me: *treats myself to a pineapple and a bunch of bananas* 
My Georgian ancestors: ZOOTH SHE HAS BOUGHT A PINEAPPLE! NOT MERELY BORROWED ONE! TRULY SHE HAS 

ACHIEVED FAR MORE THAN WE COULD KNOW! 
captainlordauditor 

Oct 24 
me: [puts on warm socks and a blanket, is now warm regardless of the weather outside] 

My impoverished Russian Jewish ancestors: 
(dance wildly) 

existentialterror 
Nov 4 

Me: [learns to knit from youtube videos] 



My ancestors: Our descendant, the heir to all our hopes and fears for a far-off future… She can buy fine clothes woven 
and knit by automatons, with but a fraction of a day’s earnings… and she does… she has so much free time to do as 

she pleases… and she uses some of that time to do what we did.  
One woman from rural Poland, who died from smallpox in 1717 CE, a grandmother at 35: I knit roses and peonies into 
my and my children’s gloves… it wasn’t much extra work to dye the red, once I had already cleaned the wool and spun 
the yarn, and to knit in the designs… and I wasn’t a gifted knitter but I was a good knitter, and I thought, well, it might 

not make a difference to how warm the glove is, but it made the children happy and it made me happy. I liked to 
make things beautiful when I could. 

Another woman, a peasant from what’s now France, who died from getting kicked by a mammoth in 8995 BCE: 
[Patting her on the back] I made my family’s clothes too. Every day my sister and I wove and wove and tended our 

children. We went out of our way to make the cloth lovely. Not a trace of it remains anywhere on earth now… But it 
mattered to us. And she might not know our names, or know it was us, but evidently, it matters to her too. She has so 

much beauty available to her, in every direction, and she wants to make it where we once made it. 
[everyone sobbing and high-fiving each other.] 

A man from Britain, 1104 CE, sitting at the trans-temporal telescope, reporting on my doings: She’s stopped knitting 
and now she’s playing minecraft. 

The other ancestors: Ah, yes, the dream of building. We know this one well. What vision doth she design now? 
Telescope man: Looks like… Some kind of floating temple? 

Everyone: [Goes completely apeshit] 
lasrina 

17h ago 
Me: *literally just sitting here petting my dog* 

My ancestors from 25,000 years ago: puppy 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Non ero; poi sono stato; adesso non sono più, e non me ne frega niente 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...my point exactly. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...questo spiega molte cose! 

 
 
 

  
 



  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

chissà di cosa si faceva Domenico Gnoli nel 1967 
 
 
 

“[… M]any of us have never had a good role model on how to have civil and productive 
disagreements. I took a great class that helped me a lot when it comes to having difficult 

conversations. 1. focus on the behavior, not the person, not their motives. 2. don’t assume you know 
why somebody is doing something. (I.e they are coming in late because they are lazy). Because then 

you get stuck in a moral judgment scenario, not a problem solving scenario. Ask questions and 
remain curious before you decide you “know” something. 3. You don’t have to get to mutual 

agreement that behavior X is a problem/wrong/shouldn’t happen, etc . Then you are stuck in the 
problem. What you have to get to is an agreement about a mutual solution. 4. It is possible to have a 
solution to a problem without either party having to admit they are wrong. They just have to agree 
that they will do X instead of Y. 5. It is even possible to resolve an issue and still think the other 

person was being ridiculous/overreacting, whatever. As long as you have a solution that both parties 
agree to, you can feel however you want to about it, as long as you honor the agreement. 6. And 

remember that somewhere there is somebody who is having a problem with you. Yes, you. How do 
you want them to approach you about it? Try that.” 

— don’t send anonymous notes at work — Ask a Manager 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

A dream with teeth. You're too good for perfection. 
-- the Cryptonaturalist 

 
 
 

 
-- jesterevermore 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
My answer: 

I would carefully read newspaper and watch the news on tv 
(which I do *not*, thank you very much) 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

...meno male che mia sorella ha il senso dello humour 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
May you feel warmth and joy even though in these times it doesn’t make sense. 

Remember, you don’t have to make sense. 
-- geopsych 

 
 
 

 
-- Ada Limon 

 
 
 

 
- Czeslaw Milosz 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

-- Iain-Thomas 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

like two beautiful twin sisters brushing each other’s long hair at the lake by moonlight one 
last time before they both walk into the forest and kill themselves 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Ma perchè il nonno dà di matto? 

-- E’ così da quando ha letto Kierkegaard 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 


