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Today I went into the bathroom and 
took off my scarf.  
 
I took off my sweater.  
 
I took off my tank top.  
 
I was not wearing a bra.  
 
I slid my jeans over my thighs and 
back up again without unbuttoning 
them or unzipping them. I thought 
to myself,  
 
‘I feel like this is a good thing.’  
 
I walked back into my room, 
shirtless, and picked my MacBook 
up off of my bed.  



 
I noted the shallow dent 
underneath the Apple logo.  
 
I laughed when I remembered how 
the shallow dent ended up 
underneath the Apple logo. My ex-
boyfriend and I were laying down 
next to each other on my bunk bed. 
He was on the inside, closest to the 
wall, and I was on the outside. 
 
That night I was on my period and 
he kept trying to finger me while we 
were watching ‘I Love You, Man’ on 
my MacBook.  
 
With my mouth full of Trix cereal I 
said, ‘No. Not tonight.’ while 



smiling.  
 
He leaned in to kiss me and the 
taste of his tongue mixed with the 
taste of the Trix cereal. I have never 
had a better kiss.  
 
When the movie finished we sat in 
silence for a while before he said, 
‘Okay, I should go.’  
 
I said, ‘No.’ 
 
I reached for the box of Trix and 
poured what was left of it on top of 
his head.  
 
We spent the next thirty minutes 
eating Trix cereal off of my sheets 



while laughing.  
 
After thirty minutes had passed I 
said, ‘Okay, you can leave but 
since you’re on the inside let’s just 
barrel roll over each other. Kind of 
like spies.’  
 
He smiled and said, ‘Okay. On the 
count of three. You’re obviously 
going over.’  
 
One (1).  
 
Two (2).  
 
Three (3). 
 



 
 
 
 



I went over, he went under, and my 
MacBook fell approximately seven 
feet to the ground.  
 
I felt like I didn’t care about my 
MacBook and I laughed. I kissed 
him and wanted to have sex with 
him but I was on my period and my 
roommate was on the bottom bunk 
the entire time.  
 
Later on that night my ex-boyfriend 
calls me and says,  
 
‘Come over, I have a surprise for 
you.’  
 
I bike over to his apartment and 
he’s standing in the doorway with 



lube. 
  
If my life were a sitcom this would 
be the part where the live studio 
audience laughs because on the 
wall of the studio there is a light up 
sign that says ‘laughter’ and they 
have been instructed to laugh 
when the light flashes on.  
 
The light flashes on.  
 
My ex-boyfriend says,  
 
‘Since you’re on your period do you 
want to have anal sex?’  
 
He is smiling. I am looking down at 
my feet.  



 
I say something like,  
 
‘Sure. Whatever. Whatever you 
want.’  
 
I try to smile in a way that looks 
‘adventurous’  
 
Commercial break.  
 



 
 
 
 
 



I use my computer almost twenty-
four hours a day so I think about 
that story a lot.  
 
I took my MacBook into the 
bathroom and I took pictures of my 
shirtless body in front of the 
medicine cabinet mirror. I don’t 
know why. I deleted them all 
immediately after. 
  
Sometimes I feel like my entire life 
is a performance art piece or TV 
show that no one is watching. Or 
people are watching but they are 
bored because they don’t ‘get it.’ 
 
Sometimes I imagine my funeral 
being nothing but a crowd of 



people in a trivial location, chatting 
amongst themselves, saying things 
like,  
 
‘Oh thank God. Finally.’   
 
I stepped away from the bathroom 
mirror and thought, 
 
‘Oh thank God. Finally.’ 
 
I took my MacBook into the toilet 
stall and casually sat on the toilet 
with my jeans still on.  
 
A quarter, a dime, a ‘Ricola’ cough 
drop, and an organic lemon cough 
drop fell out of my pocket and into 
the toilet.  



 
The same thing happened to my 
iPhone once.  
 
There was no to one kiss and I 
didn’t laugh.  
 
On the toilet I composed the 
following email to my ex-boyfriend:  
 
Subject: ‘avant-garde all the time’ 
 
Body: Hi, I think you would like this: 
http://www.poetryfoundation.  	  
org/features/audioitem/607 
 
It’s protest poetry featuring Allen 
Ginsberg.  
 



I find things all the time and feel 
like, ‘Oh, micah would like this.’ I 
think I am going to start sending 
them to you. #spam 
 
How are you? Creatively, mentally, 
etc.  
 
P.s. Do you think blood is cliché re: 
performance art? 
 
http://www.whalecloth.org/grenier/s
entences.htm #spam 
 
End email. 
 
I wanted to do a performance art 
piece involving tampons but I 
actually don't have the money to 



spend on tampons. And if I do 
spend money on tampons, i'm 
going to stick them in my vagina 
and use them.  
 
Do you think that would that be a 
compelling thing to film?  
 
Is that performance art? I don’t 
know.  
 
I would like to see how much 
women have to spend on 'health 
and beauty' items as opposed to 
men.  
 
Lately I’ve been thinking that men 
should have to buy things to stick 



in their butt holes for an entire 
week. Once a month.  
 
That seems fair. 
  
Men should have to be 
embarrassed in the 6th grade when 
they get their period for the first 
time. 
  
Men should be subject to a 
classroom full of pubescent co-eds 
pointing at their blood stained 
pants asking, 'What is that?'  
Men should feel inward shame and 
outward redness then pause 
and reply, 'oh, I think i just sat in 
chocolate.'  



 
	  

	  
	  
	  
 

 
 



What should men have to stick up 
their butt holes?  
 
‘Have to’  
 
Should the government mandate 
this or should it be out of biological 
necessity? 
 
Come on. Let's brainstorm.  
 
Tampons are the obvious but I 
think we should be a little more 
creative since men have gotten 
away with not having to stick 
anything up their butt holes for all 
these years. 



	  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



Number two pencils?  
Erasers? 
Rocks? 
Rose art crayons?  
Flashlights?  
Water bottles?  
Barbie dolls? 
Wrist watches? 
Cell phones?  
Tennis balls? 
Steak knives?  
Butter knives?  
Sporks?  
Fair trade organic lemons?  
 
I don't know. 
 
Guys, what would you want to stick 
up your butt hole? 



	  
	  
	  
	  

 
 
 



Lipstick? 
Hot bikini wax? 

Pink plastic razors? 
Botox injections? 

Diet pills? 
Sexy lingerie? 

Straightening irons? 
Curling irons? 

Cosmo magazine? 
Eyeliner? 
Hair dye? 
Tweezers? 

False eyelashes? 
Bras? 

Vibrators? 
Seventeen magazine ‘advice’ 

columns? 
5-inch heels? 

Low-fat yogurt? 
 



I don’t know. Tell me what you 
want.  
 

Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 
Tell me what you want. 



‘Sure.  
Whatever.  
 

Whatever  
you want.’ 



	  
	  
	  

 
 
 



I used to stuff my bra for a brief 
period of time in middle school. 
 
I did this after I watched an 
episode of ‘Lizzie Mcguire’ on the 
‘Disney Channel’.  
 
My freshman year of high school I 
was a ‘lost boy’ in my school’s 
production of ‘Peter Pan’.  
 
 
I was one of the twins.  
 
My one line (said in unison with my 
other twin) was,  
 
‘Here are your slippers peter.’  
 



I said it in a poorly rehearsed 
British accent.  
 
Since I was portraying a boy, I had 
to ace bandage my breasts down.  
 
Before every show I would stare at 
myself in the dressing room mirror, 
wrapping beige gauze around my 
slightly darker body.  
 
I would stare at myself and watch 
my breasts disappear.  
I remember feeling ugly and 
embarrassed on stage.  
 
I remember thinking, ‘I hope they 
can still tell i'm a girl.’  
 



After the show my friends would 
come up to me with roses and say 
things like,  
 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’  
 
I took both the roses and the 
compliments as an insult.  
  



 
 
 
 
 



In high school i used to go to the 
bathroom between every class to 
reapply my makeup.  
 

‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 
‘I couldn’t even recognize you.’ 



Eyeliner 
Foundation 

Primer 
Eyeshadow 

Mascara 
Blush 

Lipgloss 
Bronzer 

Etc. 



I went for the 'vintage vixen' look.  
 
Winged liner. 
Red lips.  
Cardigan  
and cleavage.  
 
Holly Golightly.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Holly go lightly.  



Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 
Innocent but willing. 



‘Sure.  
Whatever.  
 

Whatever  
you want.’ 



 
 

Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.  
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go. 
Holly go lightly. Step forth with caution but turn heads as you go.   



 



  

‘The Virgin Mary Suicides’  
 
That should be a band.  
 
They should end their set with, 
‘Oh thank God. Finally.’ 
	  
Guys, you should start a band  
and play shows with drumsticks up 
your butt holes.  
 
Everyone would probably laugh.  
 
‘The First Time I Had Anal Sex I 
Cried But I Said That I Liked It.’ 
 
That should be a band.  
 
Everyone would laugh.  
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