
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

halcyonhue 
Apr 4 

What she says: im fine  
What she means: the average age of conception over the past 250k years is apparently 26.9. Let's 

round it down to 25. Think of your birth mother. Hold her hand. Imagine her holding hands with her 
mother. Within 4 people, you're back in time 100 years, and it's an intimate family dinner. Just after 

WWI. Add another 16 people, a small party of 20, and you're in the 1500s. Double it, twice, and 
you're at 80 people. Your family would fill a restaurant, and you're at the height of the Roman 

empire. At 100 people, Confucius is alive but Socrates has not yet been born. 100 people. That's a 
medium sized wedding. A small lecture theatre or concert. 200 people, probably the biggest party i 
could ever hope to host, takes you back 5000 years. The guests at your soirée of parents would be 

contemporaries of the Egyptian and Indus Valley civilisations, although you'd probably be too busy 
fixing drinks and nibbles to talk to all of them. Just imagine it. 200 of you. That's all it takes to get 

back 5,000 years. And we could go further. 1000 people, a decent sized concert, a large high school, 
and we're at the end of the last ice age. Your ancestors are comparing their pink floyd vinyl with 

music played on instruments carved from wood or bones of long vanished species. Wander through 
the crowd. See your own features and phrases and gestures refract out like a kaleidoscope. What 

would they make of you? What do you make of them? Why does it feel so unfair  that even that first 
100 years --that small family dinner of four--is out of your grasp? Maybe it's because questions of 
spatial distance have become negligible to us now. why, oh why, does time hold out against us so 

stubbornly 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...not my father-- he was a lawyer 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

l’orlo azzurro delle colline lontane 

 
in A Field Guide to Getting Lost 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

adhd-induced-happiness 
A Checklist Of Possible Reasons I Am Upset, To Review When I Can't Seem To Figure It Out: 

 did not eat 
 new hyperfixation and no time for it 
 have not done a creative in 24 hrs 
 Bad Sounds 
 clothes are touching my body 
 cold 
 people 
 one (1) comment is stuck in my brain like a popcorn kernel 
 last time I drank water was ?????? 
 nervous nervous nervous nervous 
 got a Slightly Worse grade than expected 
 last hug was ?????? 
 slept a full 45 minutes 
 lonely ............ 
 guts are shredding (again) 
 have not seen sunlight in 24 hrs 
 stuck inside 
 too much screen time 
 Yay Overwhelm  
 room is disaster area 
 have not talked to Person in a while 
 bored 
 imposter phenomenon (again) 
 no current routine 
 how long have I been working??? 
 Too Much Socialization 

and then. and THEN. I may consider: 

 something is actually wrong  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

"It should be a human right to have the 
roses not just the bread" 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

i know, logically, i'm not good at asking for help. but i am also not good at noticing when i need 
help. i've trained myself out of asking completely, but i've also trained myself to never accept my 
own fears or excuses. i have trained myself to tamp down every anxiety and just-push-through.  i 

don't know what i'm protecting myself from - just that i never think to admit it to anyone. 
but every person on earth occasionally needs comfort. every person on earth occasionally needs 
connection. many of us were taught independence is the same thing as never needing anything. 

each of us should have had an adult who heard - i feel nervous and held our hand and asked us how 
we could be helped to feel safe. no judgement, and no chiding.  many of us did not. many of us 

were punished for the ways that we seemed "weak". 
-- inkskinned 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Ron Padgett 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
beavers are the opposite of otters...? 

 
 
 

 
But what if you don’t have any? 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
ex-post-justification for my early fics 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Fanfic tends to be popular among certain types of neurodivergent people (aka people most likely to 
read excessively as a child, and have burnout as an adult) for the same reasons that we tend to 

hyperfixate–neurochemical signaling (I hope I’m using that phrase correctly). What I mean is, for 
people who are really dependent on changes in dopamine/serotonin/neurotransmitter levels, who 

have low levels or wonky neural reward systems (perhaps the most common types of 
neurodivergence)…people like us rely on dependable external sources of those neurochemicals. In 

order to function, we spend a lot of our free time trying to level out our brain chemistry using things 
that can reliably bring us a steady stream of joyful moments (rewards) without costing too much of 

the mental effort that is already in short supply.  
significantly: the investment of reading has to be balanced with a steady “return on investment”–
and this return has to start fairly quickly. because again, we don’t have a lot of attention/energy to 

invest on tiring things. we have perpetual “low batteries” in that regard. 
that doesn’t mean these stories are “simple,” or that they lack complexity or value–only that the 

reward has to come in short regular intervals, and it has to have a low “upfront cost.” these stories 
are only “easy” to read in the sense that the effort we put into them is rewarded in a timely manner. 

which is why fanfic stories are so perfectly formulated for neurodivergent readers–they are often 
beautifully written, but skip a lot of the upfront costs (of introducing new characters, of world-

building, of getting the audience emotionally connected to the story elements). 
the nature of fanfiction is that the reader has a pre-existing relationship with this world and these 

characters. that–combined with the shorter average length of fics–means that fan fics very quickly 
start rewarding the reader in a way that traditional fiction struggles to. that’s not a bad thing! and 

maybe it’s something more traditionally published writers should be paying attention to. 
Fanfic, as a genre, has been uniquely helpful and accessible to many neurodivergent readers who 
would otherwise struggle to immerse themselves in stories. I’m glad so many of you have found a 

way to love and enjoy reading again! The important thing is that you are spending time inside 
stories you love–the way those stories are published or presented to the world is just one detail. The 

fact that you find joy in the process of reading (or listening!) to stories–that is what matters. 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

Greek cats 

 
...dying young 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“The first feminist gesture is to say: “OK, they're looking at me. But I'm looking at them.” 
The act of deciding to look, of deciding that the world is not defined by how people see me, 

but how I see them.” ― Agnès Varda 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

You will not wash away my sins. They're mine. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

And some time make the time to drive out west 
Into County Clare, along the Flaggy Shore, 
In September or October, when the wind 
And the light are working off each other 

-- Seamus Heaney 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

Quantum physics 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“if i remember correctly when youre at this age it seems 
adults will wave off any of your life experiences even if 
they lack their own because they refuse to see those 
younger than them as their own people” and EVERY 

SINGLE KID AT THE TABLE turned and said EXACTLY 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Sorry I'm late, I got added to the Wild Hunt last night and ran and reveled with them for 
what felt like 100 years plus a day until I landed the killing blow on a stag with bronze 

antlers then suddenly woke in my bed, willow leaves in my hair, a nameless song echoing 
in my ears, and my hands still bloody, so yeah, totally missed my alarm and stuff. 

-- localwarlockunion 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
YES! his mother called him Asterion, Little Star 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



aztechnology 
Jan 29, 2017 

Just in case people want source, here you go: humans are compelled to help each other in disaster 
situation, humans feel an innate urge to help others. We will help strangers too, not just family, and 

it has been tested.  
boxingcleverrr 

Feb 9, 2017 
Also we’ve always taken care of our elderly and disabled. When life was literally “hunt and gather 

every day to live”, we saw value in taking care of those with disabilities.  
mazaherstuff 

Yes, we are social and helpful... with those we consider part of our own group. Outsiders are toast. 
As a species prone to philosophising, we should have reasoned ourselves out of the "us vs. them" 

mentality, but sadly we have not. 
 
 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 

Four year old beekeeper distracted by a roly-poly. 
 

#im rollin the polies im keepin the bees 
#i holy the molies and do as i please 

#i’ve circled the sun about four times or so 
#the earth gets more lovely the more that i know 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

aka: perchè è rischioso preparare un esame sugli appunti 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- macaronitrash 
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cryptonature 
Learning to delete/mute/block before a negative comment takes root in your mind is a modern 
survival skill. If you're going to wander the overgrown countryside of the internet, you need to 

develop a quick eye for ticks. 
It's deeply tempting to respond to the "well, actually," to the cruel assumption, to the unjust 

accusation, to the odious viewpoint. It's tempting because you're defaulting to the etiquette of dinner 
conversation. This isn't a dinner conversation. Someone is shouting at you from a moving car. Turn 

away. 
 

copperbadge 
This is an extremely good and helpful sentiment, and one I’ve subscribed to for a long time. Delete 
the message quickly and permanently. Last time I got a nasty anon ask I skimmed it, realized what 

it was, and deleted it. Did one or two phrases sit with me for a while? Sure, maybe 20, 30 minutes. I 
really wanted to respond. But if I had, that cannonball would still be hanging around my neck and 

present on my blog, and as it is I don’t remember what it was about or even those two phrases that I 
thought I would.  

I also am of the opinion that it INFURIATES the commenter/sender not to get a response, because 
why would they be a dickhead if they didn’t want a response, so the longer time passes without one, 
the healthier I am and the angrier and more anxious they are. It’s good for your mental health AND 

the healthiest form of vengeance! 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
es. quello in Furyo 

 
 
 

mag200 
become best friends with your ten year old self im so fucking serious 

i really need you guys to stop adding shit to this post and messaging me like “no my ten year old 
self was a huge asshole and undeserving of my kindness”. im not anyones fucking therapist but if 

im making a post about healing my inner child i would like to not be barraged with peoples 
comments and DMs about how their inner child selves are actually so terrible and evil. 



lets consider that maybe you were awful then - the fact that you’ve changed enough to feel that way 
proves that the child that you were had something in them to make the choice to grow and do better. 
more likely you really werent as awful as you think and you mightve been in bad situations that you 

didnt know how to handle. 
regardless this post is not the place to tear into yourself like that. like i’m trying to engage with 

some positivity here and if you really hate it you could just ignore the post. 
you cannot grow without some love in the world and that includes love from yourself. you can be 
best friends with your child self without condoning whatever they did or thought that you’re so 

against now. you have advantages now that you didnt have then, time and experience and a more 
developed brain and probably more autonomy. you can love them for their best and understand and 
unpack their worst. if you believe in being basically kind to others maybe extend a little of that to 

yourself. 
also if the issue is you think you were soo cringe back then. like. listen to me. yeah. come here. a 

little closer. 

cringe isn’t real. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“When I first heard it, from a dog trainer who knew her behavioral science, it was a 
stunning moment. I remember where I was standing, what block of Brooklyn’s streets. It 
was like holding a piece of polished obsidian in the hand, feeling its weight and 
irreducibility. And its fathomless blackness. Punishment is reinforcing to the punisher. 
Of course. It fit the science, and it also fit the hidden memories stored in a deeply buried, 
rusty lockbox inside me. The people who walked down the street arbitrarily compressing 
their dogs’ tracheas, to which the poor beasts could only submit in uncomprehending 
misery; the parents who slapped their crying toddlers for the crime of being tired or 
hungry: These were not aberrantly malevolent villains. They were not doing what they did 
because they thought it was right, or even because it worked very well. They were simply 
caught in the same feedback loop in which all behavior is made. Their spasms of delivering 
small torments relieved their frustration and gave the impression of momentum toward a 
solution. Most potently, it immediately stopped the behavior. No matter that the effect 
probably won’t last: the reinforcer—the silence or the cessation of the annoyance—was 
exquisitely timed. Now. Boy does that feel good.” 
 
— Melissa Holbrook Pierson, The Secret History of Kindness (2015) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



disast3rtransp0rt 
As someone who took etiquette lessons, politeness is an incredibly effective tool for disarming bigots. You 

can either force them to reconsider their words/actions by directly and calmly confronting their behavior (by 
using the rules of society in your favor), or you can dip entirely while they appear to be in the wrong.  

Both options are great. 
Because the thing is, when bigots pick fights, they are 100% counting on you to get louder than them. Or 

meaner. They want you to react emotionally and provide fodder for their 'You're Too Emotionally Immature 
To Understand' cannon.  

What they aren't expecting you to do is say one of the following phrases in a polite, concerned tone: 
Are you okay? 

That's not the kind of language I was raised to use with others. 
Do you need a moment to think on why that wasn't acceptable? 

This is no way to engage in intelligent conversation. Please try that again in a kinder tone if you'd like this to 
continue. (I really like this one because it lets you turn their public-shame rhetoric around) 

For those of you who'd are spiteful and/or dealing with Fundamentalists/Evangelicals/generally shitty 
Christians: 

What's happening in your life to cause you this much anger? I can't imagine hurting so badly that I need to 
hurt other people. 

Who taught you it was acceptable to treat other people this way? Certainly not the Jesus I remember. 
Whatever happened to 'judge not lest ye be judged'? 

If I talked like that in front of my parents or grandparents I would be ashamed.  
I think there's something you need to pray on before we try and have this conversation.  

And my all time favorite: 
"It sounds to me like there are some seriously dark and angry forces at work in your heart." 

(Nothing stops a Christian bigot in their tracks faster than implying the Devil is causing their bigotry. But 
you MUST be calm, polite, and gentle with your tone and wording. It is absolutely fair to twist the rules and 

play them at their own game, but you gotta play hard.) 
TLDR: It's much faster to use etiquette, politeness, and rhetoric reversal when eviscerating idiots online and 
in person, because they aren't expecting you to weaponize their behaviors back in their direction. Don't get 

angry, get spitefully polite! :)  
 

themythicalcodfish 
I once witnessed a very soft-spoken young Southern man take a hateful older woman’s hands gently in his 
and say “Sister, I am so sorry that the Devil has carved a home for hatred in your heart. I’ll pray for you.”  

It was glorious.  
 

1863-project 
This works with all sorts of inappropriate behavior. I work as the archivist in a public library, so I end up on 
the reference desk a lot, and sometimes patrons will say or do things that aren't exactly appropriate. When 

patrons try to hit on me, I put on a teacher voice and calmly ask, "Is that an appropriate question to ask 
someone at work?" and it shuts them down immediately.  

This sort of thing always does the trick.  
 

irisbleufic 
I once asked one of my conservative sisters if she was okay during a conversation in which she was trying to 

goad me into an argument, and it confused her so much she just did the typing equivalent of sputter the 
beginnings of 3 or 4 different ineffectual responses and signed off. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 
 

Sir Moore of Moore Hall kicks The Dragon of Wantley in it’s ‘Arse-gut’ 
Frontispiece of the libretto for the opera The Dragon of Wantley (1737) 

 
 
 



 
 

Sadly, he is not. He didn’t survive the surgery. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
(Mind the subtle disquieting postulate) 

 
 



 

 
 

always been. but now we’ve more and better weapons and not a drop more common sense. 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

"we standardize on a case by case basis" 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- Anne Carson 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

“The energy that flows through a system acts to organize that system.” –Harold J. Morowitz 
The Wikipedia entry for “Life” quotes Morowitz’s assertion that “life is a property of an ecological 

system rather than a single organism or species.” 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



sandersstudies 
Jul 8 

Being an actor keeps me sane. Yeah I have to work a day job but know what? When my day job is 
stressful and I want to scream I get to go hey wait. I have a scream scheduled at 7:30 tonight. Gotta 

save up. And then I go back to what I was doing.  
I have a scream scheduled, I have a kiss scheduled, I have an argument scheduled, I have a making 

up scheduled, I have a sing and dance scheduled, I have a get slapped in the face scheduled, I have a 
cry scheduled, whatever. It’s all good.  

Something something the Greeks were right about catharsis.  
ohhhhhhhhhh my god and when you argue you always have a comeback, and when you make up 
there’s no lingering anger, and when you scream you don’t have to hold back, and when you get 

slapped in the face you know you’re safe, and when you cry you know all will be well.  
Oh and if it doesn’t turn out and your character dies or something well then you can go to the 

greenroom and have a snack and that’s good too.  
Everyone saying “oh like bdsm” or “oh like larping.” Yes. Humans thrive on imagination and play 

in many ways. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

“When identity is derived from projecting an image in the public realm, something is lost, some 
core of identity diluted, some sense of authority or interiority sacrificed. It is time to question the 

false equivalency between not being seen and hiding. And time to reevaluate the merits of the 
inconspicuous life, to search out some antidote to continuous exposure, and to reconsider the value 

of going unseen, undetected, or overlooked in this new world. Might invisibility be regarded not 
simply as refuge, but as a condition with its own meaning and power? Going unseen may be 

becoming a sign of decency and self-assurance. The impulse to escape notice is not about 
complacent isolation or senseless conformity, but about maintaining identity, propriety, autonomy, 

and voice. It is not about retreating from the digital world but about finding some genuine 
alternative to a life of perpetual display. It is not about mindless effacement but mindful awareness. 
Neither disgraceful nor discrediting, such obscurity can be vital to our very sense of being, a way of 
fitting in with the immediate social, cultural, or environmental landscape. Human endeavor can be 
something interior, private, and self-contained. We can gain, rather than suffer, from deep reserve.” 

 
— Akiko Busch, How to Disappear: Notes on Invisibility in a Time of Transparency 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



LOOOOONG theological post: 
 

 
 



 
 



 
 

 



NB: e adesso invece che “non indurci in tentazione” (come appunto Abramo nonchè il povero 
Giobbe) i cattolici dicono “non abbandonarci alla tentazione”!!! 

Ma va là. 
Allora forse Giobbe avrebbe dovuto, invece che timidamente chiedere chiarimenti, mettersi in 

sciopero-- come avrebbe poi fatto san Patrizio. 
 
 
 

The Lord said unto Moses 'Come forth!' 
But he came fifth and won a shiny teapot. 

 

 
 
 
 

Express yourself completely, then keep quiet. 
Be like the forces of nature: 

when it blows, there is only wind; 
when it rains, there is only rain; 

when the clouds pass, the sun shines through. 
-Lao Tzu 

 
(ma che tempo strano che fa in Cina... oppure è strano fuori dalla Cina?) 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

thehmn 
I was talking with my housemate about how to be more physically active if you’re not used to it at 
all because everywhere you’re told to start a training routine where you push yourself a little every 

day, and while that may seem easy for some people it can be really fucking daunting if you start 
from zero. 

As someone who comes from a very physically active family that doesn’t exercise just for the sake 
of exercising but do things like walk to the grocery store and bike to work, here’s my advice that 

has always worked for me: 
Go super duper easy on yourself.  

If you want to walk more start by walking for 3 or 5 minutes. The shortest possible walk you feel 
you’re capable of. A trip around the block or across the yard. You don’t need to sweat or get your 
blood pumping. Just a short stroll. The hardest part is to convince yourself to set aside 5 minutes 

every day to go on this short walk but nothing else about it should be hard. Do it every day and one 
day you’ll realize that you don’t want to go home just yet. It’s very important that you don’t think “I 

want to pressure myself to walk further” but rather “I haven’t spent all my walking energy yet. I 
have more walk in me” and only then do you lengthen the walk. I repeat, at no point should it be 

exhausting or difficult because even when it feels easy your body will be building muscle and 
stamina and it will eventually feel too easy and you’ll naturally want to crank it back up to easy 

again. 
If you’re not used to being physically active it might not make a ton of sense when I say that you’ll 

have more walking energy left but trust me, you’ll get it when you get there.  
I grew up with going on evening walks with my parents and passed that on to other housemates 

who didn’t get it at first but are now going on walks long after they moved somewhere else. 
Because once you get the hang of it you’ll realize how calming it is on the brain to move the body 

even if the body isn’t exhausted afterwards. 
And it of course helps to entertain yourself especially in the beginning. My housemate started out 
listening to audiobooks and podcasts but eventually realized Pokémon Go was the best motivator. 

Whatever you feel like you want to do on your 5 minute easy stroll. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

HOPE 
headspace-hotel 

In the future, children will think our ways are strange. "Why do old people always grow so much 
milkweed in their gardens?" they'll say. "Why do old people always write down when the first bees 
and butterflies show up? Why do old people hate lawn grass so much? Why do old people like to sit 

outside and watch bees?"  
We will try to explain to them that when we were young, most people's yards were almost entirely 

short grass with barely any flowers at all, and it was so commonplace to spray poisons to kill insects 
and weeds that it was feared monarch butterflies and American bumblebees would soon go extinct. 

We will show them pictures of sidewalks, shops, and houses surrounded by empty grass without 
any flowers or vegetables and they will stare at them like we stared at pictures of grimy children 

working in coal mines  
We will be feeding our grandchildren strawberries and raspberries we grew in our gardens, 

dragging them along to the farmers' markets for tomatoes and eggs and goats milk and pickles and 
pecans and salsa and sunflower seed butter and jars of honey, as they complain and drag their feet 

because Gramma always stands around talking to people for like an HOUR 
and we will say "When I was YOUR age, fruits and vegetables came from a supermarket and they 
were bred to get shipped 1000 miles in a truck and sit on shelves for weeks, and they tasted so sour 
and watery it was like eating paper compared to these ones. It wasn't even legal in some places to 

grow your own food"  
and they will roll their eyes like yeah yeah just because everything was miserable in the 20s doesn't 
mean I have to have a smile on my face standing in the hot sun while you listen to that one guy talk 

about his bees FOREVER  
But they will go, because there might be baby goats. 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...just passing through 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

I think at some point women lost when it came to the fashion industry. Society decided that what 
mattered was not how a woman felt wearing something she thought was beautiful, but how good 

her body looked under it for a man. 
-- lilac-honeybee 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



and very, very often, self care is not plants and ice rollers and fluffy blankets of peace.  
it’s standing over your kitchen sink and crying while doing the dishes because you just want to go back to 

bed but the dishes need done. and you don’t know why you’re crying but you're trusting you need it. and you 
aren’t listening to the music that pulls you into a spiral; you’re listening to some cheerful shit your friend 

sent you. it’s getting up and staring at your fridge and closing your eyes and then cooking yourself food even 
though you hate it and it’s miserable. because you know that you’d cook for your friend, and you are trying 
to befriend yourself. it’s dragging yourself into the shower because you know you’ll feel better afterwards. 

it’s doing mundane tasks with patience, cursing under your breath, trying desperately to give yourself grace. 
grace is the beginning of care. care is the beginning of love.  

we think it’s supposed to be peace and yet the most powerful self care moments are when we hate everything 
but especially ourselves. and life does not feel worth the loving.  

to look into that pain and yet choose to care for yourself in however many pieces you are — that is care. 
love. grace. trust. belief. it hurts because it’s love where there was no love before. it heals because it believes 

there will be love, one day, soon. 
-- waitingforthesunrise 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

REAL MEN 
 

Real men don't put cream in their coffee. I responded with, "real men don't give a s**t what other 
men think of their beverage choices." 

 
My dad told me once, "Men don't say thingy." 

And frankly I agree. A man should speak eloquently. Be sure to enunciate. A say specifically what 
you mean. 

Besides, there are way better words than 'thingy". 
For example, doohickey, thingamajig, whatchyacallit, or whoswhatsit are of my favorites. 

 
My cousin was working at a chocolate shop and said a guy barged in asking for "chocolate for 

MEN." She never did figure out what he was talking about. 
 

Not sure if it counts, but a young woman wouldn’t sell me a Luna Bar because it’s made for 
women. I said “No. It’s marketed to women. But I like this flavor.” She said “I can’t sell it to you. It 

has estrogen in it.” We had a frustrating back and forth before I finally convinced her that I was 
willing to take the risk and she sold it to me. 

 
I was told that really men never look at their nails with their palm down and would only ever look at 

their nails with their palm up and fingers curled. 
I gotta wonder how secure in your masculinity you've got to be to spend time even thinking about 

the right way to look at your nails. 
 

"Real men don't speak French" 
 

Wannabe tough guy: "Real men don't cook... Only women and gay men cook." 
Me: "What about male Chef's like Gordon Ramsay?" 

Response A) They're closeted gay men. 
Or 

Response B) A Chef is a paid position so it doesn't count. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

manywinged 
the reason i love the comparison between angels and machines (robots, transmission towers, trains, 
computers, etc.) is that it gets to the heart of what angels essentially are: divine machines. they’re 

mechanisms through with the divine is able to act, created with a purpose and “happy” to fill it 
simply because they were made to do so. they have more in common with a machine programmed 
to run on algorithms and make calculations based on input commands than they do with humanity, 
even if they bear a human visage - an attempt by the divine to help bridge the gap. angels do not 
need to be eldritch monstrosities to be terrifying, because they are already alien to us simply by 
being angels. for an angel to choose to deviate from their purpose and achieve free will is to fall 

because in order to have free will they can no longer be an angel, because an angel is defined by its 
purpose. much like the stories we tell of robots that gain sentence, only to discover that they can 
never truly be human, but neither can they go back to being a machine, angels who fall become 

something else entirely, purposeless and adrift and alone. it is a tragic sacrifice.  
“did it hurt when you fell from heaven?” did it hurt when you realized you no longer had any 
purpose? that you weren’t needed, and could easily be replaced? that the very fabric of your 

existence had been irreparably torn asunder and it was up to you to pick up the pieces and make 
something of them? that you would always be seen as a deviant monster by some no matter what 
you did next? that your choices have consequences? if you spent your whole life knowing exactly 
who you were and what you were meant to be, only to be cast aside and left to fend for yourself 

when you changed your mind, would you not be hurt? would you not be scared? would you not be 
angry? 

#of course not#it is human to feel such things#and they are not#incidentally this is the kind of 
christian horror we should do more with 
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me: i wish i had not wasted so much time allowing myself to become who i always was 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

inkskinned 
May 21 

when you're younger you make fun of it because it seems boring but one of the best parts of getting older and 
maturing is recognizing how simply lovely all that cliche shit is. sunsets really are so endlessly satisfying. the 

hint of lilacs in the breeze really is soft and delicate and sweet. sometimes it feels good just to successfully 
clean the sink, to find an affordable appliance in the color you've been wanting, to try a new recipe, to finally 

get through that one television series like how you've been meaning. 
it seemed stupid because they tell you - it'll feel quick - but it does feel quick. when i was younger it was like 
time was molasses. i couldn't get out of there fast enough. all the eras of my life stretched out into taffy. but 
then you are 29 on a walk with a friend and you both just stop to smell the lily of the valley at your feet. you 

are both standing there, quiet, enjoying the simple moment of peace. 
they say it gets better a lot, which used to have no meaning to me. better for me was undefined and daunting. 

but here is one way it got better without me trying - a few days ago i was walking my dog and stopped to 
stand in a sunbeam, turning my cheeks up at the shaft of golden fairylights, the dustmotes in the wood all 

shivering their little dancing bodies. a stranger stopped and kind of cocked her head and said basking? and i 
laughed nervously, already moving to get out of her way. instead, she said can i bask with you? and we stood 

there, full adults, a soundless hum in our chest. when the clouds came back over the sun, we made that 
awkward small talk - yeah i didn't expect it to be this chilly! and haha spring allergies are comin'.  

and you pour yourself a cup of tea and are delighted when you measure the sugar ratio perfectly and you 
manage to parallel park correctly on the first time (probably because nobody was looking) and yoga really 

did help your lower back mobility and brown paper packages really do tug on your heartstrings and you love 
sweaters and furry blankets and watching your little potted plants grow one new and shining leaf and you 

want to find your younger self and say. yes, i am nostalgic for summers that bent like wheat and were 
buzzing with low energy and sleep. but darling. adulthood gets better because the time condenses into a 
prayerbook of your own psalms, these tender beautiful memories. it gets better because things become 

prettier, gentler, kinder to you - somehow. without you even noticing. you just get to the top of the hill and 
you realize - oh, this is the thing i've been missing. 



 
 
 

don’t mess with... 
The sea in a storm, a night with no moon, and the anger of a gentle man. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

dragon-in-a-fez  
Feb 5, 2017 

a friend of mine is a science educator. not a classroom teacher - he does the kind of programs you see in 
museums, fun experiments with lasers and dry ice and shit. 

yesterday, a young girl asked him why he was allowed to pour liquid nitrogen all over his own arm but he 
didn’t want her doing it. I braced myself for some dumb “well I’m an adult so I’m allowed” non-answer, but 

instead he surprised me by giving some of the best science (and life) advice I think you can give a young 
person: 



“well, it’s one of those rules designed to keep you safe. and following the rules really can help you stay safe, 
but they’re not perfect. sometimes, usually because they’re too simple, the rules let you do things that aren’t 

safe, or don’t let you do things that are safe if you know how to do them. one of the reasons I’m good at what 
I do as a scientist is I try to understand how things work so I can figure out my own rules for keeping myself 
safe. and sometimes my rules are little more complicated than what I might hear from other people, but they 
work better for me. like, I let myself play with liquid nitrogen, but only in really specific ways that I’ve spent 
time practicing. you should follow the rules you’re given at first, but if you take the time to understand how 

things work, maybe you can make your own, better rules.” 
I loved this response. it’s a great encapsulation of two really important things I think people need to learn 
and re-learn all the time: on the one hand, listen to genuine authority figures; when someone knows more 
than you about a subject, don’t treat their expertise as “just another opinion” and act like your ignorance is 

just as good as their knowledge. but on the other hand, don’t obey anything or anyone blindly. recognize that 
rules and systems and established ideas are never perfect. question things, educate yourself, question things 

more.  
and then, of course, a parent had to butt in and spoil this wonderful lesson by saying: 

“but not the rules mom comes up with!” 
everyone in the room laughed. except me. I gave her a death glare I’m pretty sure she didn’t notice. 

because no. no. your rules are not above reproach if you’re a parent. the thing about the dictates of genuine 
authority figures - people who deserve to have power, and to have their positions respected - is that they are 

open to question. genuine authority figures are accountable. governments can be petitioned and protested and 
recalled. doctors must respect patients’ right to a second opinion. journalists have jobs terminated and 

credentials revoked if they fail to meet standards of integrity and diligence. scientists, to bring us back full 
circle, spend their entire careers trying to disprove their own hypotheses! you know who insists on being 

treated as infallible? megalomaniacal dictators, that’s who. oh, and parents. 
I’m beyond sick and tired of this “my house my rules, this family is not a democracy, I want my child to 

think critically and stand up for themselves except to me ha ha” bullshit. my friend gave this kid the kind of 
advice that doesn’t just help people become good scientists - if enough people adopt the mentality he put 

forth to that girl, that’s the kind of advice that helps societies value knowledge and resist totalitarianism. and 
her mother shut it down because, what, she didn’t want to deal with the inconvenience of having someone 

question her edicts about whose job it is to wash the dishes on Mondays? 
we already know you’re more likely to be a Trump supporter if you’re an authoritarian parent - and that this 

is a stronger predictor of your views on the current president than age, religiosity, gender, or race. I’ll say 
this another way in case you didn’t catch the full meaning: people who believe in the absolute, 

unquestionable authority of parents are more than two and a half times as likely to support Trump as people 
who don’t, and that’s just among Republicans. we can’t afford to treat the oppressive treatment of children or 

the injustice of ageist power structures in our society as a sideshow issue any longer. the mentality that 
parents should be treated by their children as beyond reproach and above dispute is a social cancer that has 

metastasized into the man currently trying to destroy the foundations of democracy in this country. 
in short: parents, get the hell over yourselves before you get us all killed. and kids, learn as much as you can, 

and then make your own rules. 
 

systlin Badge image.Badge image.  
Feb 25, 2017 

My mother is fond of quoting something that happened once at work (she’s the director of tourism for the 
neighboring county).  

She was on the phone with my brother, who wanted to do something (I forget what, I think he wanted to go 
camping with some friends and she was worried it was going to be too cold that weekend or whatever) 

And finally she got off the phone and sighed and said, joking, “When I taught them to question authority I 
must have laid it on thick, because now they’re questioning mine.”  

And it got really quiet in the office. And then her secretary pipes up with “You taught your kids to question 
authority???” 

Like she couldn’t believe that you would.  
“You didn’t teach yours to?” Says mom, equally incredulous.  

“No of course not!” 
And mom says that right there in that moment she realized what was wrong with a huge part of the world. 

Teach your kids to question, people.  



 
thatdiabolicalfeminist  

Mar 20, 2017 
For a short while as a child I had sanctuary from an abusive home in a lovely home with good parents. One 

of the things that completely shocked my taraumatized little soul was how deeply the adults respected 
children’s thoughts, feelings, needs and wants.  

Whenever a kid thought something was unfair, the adult would ask why it felt unfair and talk to them about 
it. Sometimes the reason for the rule or decision was immovable, like, “this isn’t safe” or “this isn’t possible 
with the time we have and the responsibilities that fill it”, or “homework has to be done even if it’s boring, 

because it helps you practice skills you will need later on.”  
In those cases, the rule wouldn’t change but the child would understand why it was a rule, and feel listened 

to and respected. And best of all, sometimes even if the rule didn’t change, an adult might help the child 
brainstorm ways to make it easier to follow the rule, or find alternatives to the thing they couldn’t have. 
Sometimes, the rule or decision was for more flexible reasons, like “We can’t do this because you need 

supervision, and I have work to do which means I can’t supervise”, in which case a child’s suggestions, like, 
“What if I call a grandparent and see if they’re interested in supervising?” were encouraged and listened to.  

This taught the kids, me included, so much more than we ever could have learnt by being shut down by, “I’m 
an adult and I said so.” The system was designed to teach us to make good decisions and to give us as much 
information as possible about how to do that before we went out into the world. Teaching us the reasons for 
certain rules helped us respect them and to understand how to make good rules for ourselves going forward. 
In my original household, the central rule was “Do whatever will keep you from getting hurt by the person 

with the most power.” From this we learned to make choices based solely on fear of consequences, no innate 
ethical system, so we learned to misbehave without getting caught.  

We learned that if you can force someone to do something they don’t want to, you’re allowed to, because 
that’s how rules are decided, the most powerful person always gets their way.  

We learned that asking questions of someone with power over you is dangerous and you have to figure 
everything out on your own. We learned to keep secrets about how badly we were hurt. There was no 

oppenness, no conversation, no negotiation or questions or teaching, just fear and hatred and a lot of pain.  
Which household do you think taught me the best lessons, the ones I can use to build a healthy and 

responsible life for myself? 
 

karalynlovescake  
May 25, 2017 

My older son (almost 8 now, god) said to me in a conversation this year, “You can say no to anyone, even 
grown ups,” and I almost cried with relief. 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 


