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You know that feeling of gentle contentment, that calm and present energy that materialises when you know in every miraculous cell of your body that you can trust yourself completely? That surge of moral fortitude coursing through your veins like an electric current, grounding your feet to the pulsating earth like some ancient, dignified tree? 

Well I have never felt that once in my whole fucking life; you’ll have to tell me what it’s like some time. 

Maybe you feel great just the way you are. I’m happy for you, truly. I really am very happy for you; it’s true, I honestly could not be happier for you, I mean truly. Maybe you got that way from mindfulness, or cupping your hands around a ceramic mug of ginger tea while slowly breathing in salty air and listening to the swell of the sea, or from not being Catholic, or from bullet journalling on your lunch break, or ironing vast swathes of linen, or listening to a specific podcast episode featuring Brené Brown. Brené Brown probably hears the sea wherever she goes. Her linen probably doesn’t even crease.

This book isn’t about finding yourself. I’m sorry if that’s the kind of beach read you were after. It’s about having found yourself and then strategising with all the solemn concern of a moustachioed World War I battle captain (you know, one of the ones on the winning side) ways to make that self more palatable to other humans. ‘Onwards, men!’ you say, except to your own brain. 

It’s about being uncomfortable in your own skin and wanting to try someone else’s skin on for size (is that what Silence of the Lambs is about, please don’t tell me).

It’s about wishing you could call Renovation Rescue on your personality, except you can’t because Scott Cam would just turn up with his Phillips head screwdriver like, ‘Ah, what can I even do here?’ and in any case that show ended in 2006. 

It’s about that sneaking suspicion that you’re not doing it right, perhaps triggered by the realisation that you’re closer to Sandy Cohen’s age than Seth Cohen’s.

It’s about that time in 1999 when my classmate Fran made a burn book about every girl in our class, and in between calling one girl a ‘slut’ (she had boobs) and another ‘boring’ (she was), she accused me of being a ‘try-hard’. ‘It’s only because you try so hard at everything you do,’ said my popular sort-of friend Anna-Grace tactfully, when the principal made us go around the room to refute each other’s burn-book accusations. The other girls nodded sympathetically. Anna-Grace was lying. This book is about try-hards.

Have I lost you? Let’s press on anyway. I deeply feel in every crevice of my jealous, depraved heart that I could achieve a better and more perfect model of myself if I just focused a bit harder. That if I listened to the right song, or won the right (any) literary award, or followed the right Instagram psychologist, or drank kombucha, ever, or enacted the correct seventy-step Korean skincare regime, I would achieve it. 

At the time of writing this, there is a list in my diary of people who I want to be better friends with. I wrote this list at an insecure moment when it felt imperative to create a more social version of myself: a version who might receive texts that said, Hey want to come to this thing? and reply, Cool, see you in 20, and who only felt shame when it was appropriate, and who had many different friends in many different cities, especially people who were Twitter-famous and would tweet about a funny thing I had said and invite me to strange openings where they would take hilarious photos of me gesticulating hilariously at artwork.

‘Are you … very social, though?’ a psychologist asked me, eyebrow arched, when I told her of my plan. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘But wouldn’t it be better if I was?’ 

Maybe it would be better and maybe it wouldn’t, but it’s worth a try. And I really do try hard at everything I do.



	

1

The body

‘An apple a day keeps the doctor away, but you could eat five hundred apples and you still wouldn’t know what jeans to buy or what fitness class you should be taking. They’re just apples. I don’t know what to tell you.’

—A man, 1913



	

Java junkie

You’re waiting in line to buy a $4.50 filter coffee that costs extra because the beans come from Brazil (the only other type of beans available don’t have a listed country of origin so maybe they’re beans from Bunnings or maybe they’re just small rocks). That doesn’t matter right now, because this ritual – buying an expensive, hot coffee on a blustery, foggy morning, the kind of morning that makes you think of Little Women and Christmases spent around a fire and scarlet fever – is a luxury, a moment for you, a fail-safe excuse to shave exactly six minutes off the start of your workday.

‘Sorry I’m late – I’m just a java junkie!’ you might say when you walk in at 9.06am, with a wink to your workmates, who hate you.* You wonder what would happen if you started walking around the office with an empty coffee mug saying things like ‘Cold one today!’ or ‘Get up to much on the weekend?’ or alternatively, on Wednesdays, ‘I’m just hanging out for Friday, how about you?’ You wonder if you should become one of those people who walks up to people’s desks, talks to them about nothing for five minutes and then says, ‘Anyway! Didn’t have anything to ask, just visiting,’ and then wanders away while everyone in the office is imagining what it would feel like to hold you down and stab you with a fine liner.

‘Ah, like Sinéad O’Connor?’ the cafe’s cashier says when you give him your name, which you don’t mind because it means that he actually identifies your name as a human name. You won’t get ‘Shanae’ or ‘Sinid’ or ‘Shanny’ this day! You won’t even need to use ‘Andy’, your boyfriend’s name, which is what you sometimes do to avoid confusion and to move through the world with the ease of an Andy. Your mum always said that if you didn’t remember to write the accent in your name it meant that you were not spelling it correctly. She didn’t consider that no one in Australia would be able to spell or pronounce it with or without the accent. ‘What a strange name!’ baristas will tell you until you die. ‘What a strange name!’ the priest conducting your funeral will say as your corpse is lowered into the dirt. Recently at a birthday dinner, a drunk Baby Boomer asked you, ‘Do you really have a funny line in your name, or did you add that in to make yourself seem more interesting?’ You can’t deny that this is exactly the kind of thing that you would do. You never get to answer her anyway, because another Baby Boomer at the table interrupts and says, ‘Sinéad, do you think the #MeToo movement has gone too far?’

The cashier’s eyes linger on you for a moment longer than necessary and he smiles. You avoid his eye and shuffle to the side of the cafe. 

A toddler waddles up to the cafe counter holding a credit card. His mum thinks it’s funny for the toddler to pay for their meal, because the idea of a baby owning a credit card is funny. In fact, you know lots of financially irresponsible people who have the emotional capacity of babies, and they’re allowed credit cards. Does this baby know about current interest rates? Does this baby know that the casual use of a credit card – the everyday purchases, the ones you don’t think about – is what gradually crushes you under the leaden weight of debt? 

Not long ago at a pub, a toddler waved at you and your friends, and your friends waved back, and then the toddler threw his water bottle at you, smashing a wine glass and showering you in broken shards. The toddler’s parents (who were both wearing fisherman’s pants, which isn’t relevant but sort of is) said, ‘Oh no!’ to the baby, didn’t acknowledge you, then walked out of the pub while you shook broken glass off your hands. Another time, you were sitting in the food court at Chadstone, and a baby walked up to you and your sister, and you said, ‘Hello!’ and then the baby held eye contact with you for a second, raised her baby-fist and punched you once, hard, in the chest. Just yesterday, in another pub, your friend flung her baby at you and you started yelling, ‘WHICH BIT DO I HOLD UP?’ and she waved her hand dismissively, and you just crossed your hands and pressed him to your chest, and his whole face was smooshed against your collarbone and he was frowning, and all of your friends laughed and took photos of you failing from different angles. You wonder how a baby who didn’t have the ability to eat solid foods somehow had the ability to be exasperated with you.

The toddler taps the credit card on the cafe’s EFTPOS machine. Everyone in the cafe laughs.

Standing beside you is a man with shoulder-length brown hair that is held down by a five-panel cap. The cap is advertising an indie book publisher that mostly publishes zines. You wonder if the man feels passionate about zines or just likes hats. He glances at you, looks away and glances back. He takes his full KeepCup and leaves. A gust of cold air rushes in when he exits. A blonde woman sitting at a table reading her phone through large, black-rimmed glasses looks up momentarily, stares at you then looks down at her phone again. It’s only when a couple who are waiting to pay – each covered head-to-toe in long puffer jackets that must be too warm for a Melbourne winter – both look you square in the face that something bings, like a notification sent directly to your brain.

People keep looking at you this morning. Like, really looking at you. Something is happening here. You’re not famous on Instagram, so it has to be something else. You play with a loose thread on your sturdy, unflattering workman’s pants. 

Wait … you think. Am I beautiful?

Is it possible that I am beautiful? Is it possible that I have been beautiful this whole time and never noticed? 

Once, when you were nineteen, a woman who said she was in ‘modelling’ did approach you on Bourke Street and gave you her card, but you think that she probably just needed someone who looked like a sickly twelve-year-old – maybe for an RACV drunk-driving commercial; maybe you’d play a child cyclist who died. Did she know you were beautiful? Have you wasted your whole life acting with the apologetic smallness of an unattractive person? Should you have been giving speeches and taking part in gymnastics competitions and working in high-end retail and going to the beach, this whole time? 

Your name is called and you smile at the barista with the self-assurance of a beautiful person. Your life has changed. Things will be different for you now. You wonder if you should ask for a promotion today. You wonder if you should ask for a pay rise. You wonder if doors will be held open for you wherever you go. You wonder if your boyfriend will go wild with jealousy whenever bartenders give you free drinks. You wonder if you should take your Instagram off private. 

You walk onto the street with a burning-hot coffee cup (you should be punished for forgetting your KeepCup; asking for a double cup is basically admitting you’re a right-wing climate-change-denier) and a new lease on life as you head to your office across the road. You press the code to open the door and catch your reflection in the glass. 

A small pool of dark blood had accumulated at the base of your bottom lip. It is connected to a thin red line that traces up inside your mouth. It reminds you of in movies when someone accidentally ingests poison and suddenly starts coughing up blood bubbles because their insides are fighting to get out. Their eyes go wide like they’re trying to say, ‘Wait, my body doesn’t usually feel like this,’ then they collapse and die. You don’t think that anyone could have snuck you poison this morning. Besides, you don’t know any life-ruining secrets about powerful businessmen and you’re not the heir to any large fortune, so why would they want to? The most expensive thing you own is a Seinfeld DVD box set and no one wants that. You feel fine. But why is there blood? 

While preparing to make peace with your imminent death, you lick the corner of your mouth, and instead of the metallic taste of blood, you get the metallic taste of a red pen that has burst on your lip when you touched it to your face in a performative show of contemplation on the tram an hour earlier. You were writing a list of things to be grateful for. Ironically, I’m not bleeding from the face didn’t make the list. You spit on the side of your hand and rub it off, leaving an angry red mark on your face. 

‘Did you eventually figure out that you had blood coming out of your mouth yesterday?’ the cafe cashier may say tomorrow, keeping his distance like it’s some new plague. Maybe you should never go to that cafe again. Maybe you should start going to an identical one that is one block further away from work. You will walk in, cheeks aflame in a good way from the whip of Melbourne’s winter winds. You will unfurl yourself from your large scarf, which is clean and not covered in blood, and approach the counter, breathless. ‘Name?’ the barista will ask, texta poised on your future coffee cup. 

‘Andy,’ you will say, with a smile. 




* You wish you were actually the kind of person who could arrive six minutes late to work without dying of shame. Imagine being that person? Imagine being so confident that you could swan in at 9.06am, assume that everyone knows you tried your best to arrive on time and not blurt out, ‘SORRY, THE TRAM!’ as soon as you see your workmates, who didn’t even notice that you were six minutes late anyway. For the rest of the day, you’re compelled to compulsively splutter, ‘THE TRAM!’ in every meeting to explain your tardiness. You stay at the office fifty minutes later than everyone else to repent.



	

Rebel rebel

We all have catchphrases. These are things that we say with such regularity that it’s as if they have been scripted for us – like saying, ‘Sick one,’ when something goes well or, ‘Ah, sugar,’ when something goes badly or, ‘What’s the damage?’ when the bill arrives and you’re pretending not to be frightened. 

One of my very favourite things in life is saying, ‘I don’t mind, I trust you!’ in a high voice, usually while someone is bleaching great chunks of my hair or tearing wax strips off my brow bone with such ferocity that my eyelid threatens to detach from my face. This attitude, this cursed ‘I don’t mind, I trust you!’ attitude, is the reason why I have never left a hairdresser with a haircut that I actually like.* I am a genius at this. I am an absolute genius at paying someone $120, not showing them the reference picture of Alexa Chung I have saved on my phone and saying, ‘I don’t mind, I trust you!’ – which it turns out is hairdresser for ‘Some sort of mushroom shape with a fringe that looks like it’s crawling back up into my skull, thanks.’ 

And yet, I persist. Perhaps there is a ‘new me’ around the corner, waiting for the right haircut or facial injection before she emerges. Maybe I can put one of those acid-peel things on my face, and when I peel it off I’ll look like Elizabeth Taylor (pre-old). Maybe if I eat an orange while applying vitamin-C serum to my skin, some miraculous chemical reaction will take place and I will look moist enough to kiss, but not so moist that I need to be hosed down. 

Aside from reasons of beauty, making aesthetic renovations often feels imperative when you want to convey something about your deviant identity, but don’t fully trust that your actual personality will be able to do that for you. Maybe it’s getting a massive Black Flag tattoo on your belly. Maybe it’s growing a mullet so everyone knows you’d hate to work in a bank. For me, it was always about proving to people that despite whatever ordinary setting they found me in, I was different. I wanted everyone who looked at me to think I was rebellious – I longed for it. Rules? Pfft. They’re not for me, man. I’d rather die than conform to your mainstream ideals. I’m an oddball. 

I tried to prove this by getting my ears pierced. 

I wasn’t allowed to get my ears pierced until I turned fifteen, at which point I decided that it wasn’t cool to get your ears pierced because it meant that you cared about how you looked (or at least that was the story I was sticking to – my dad had an earring and I don’t think I wanted to give him the satisfaction of knowing that I did actually find him to be quite rebellious).

After many years of wearing backwards baseball caps and then feeling this wasn’t actually conveying the insurgent energy I was going for, at the age of twenty-nine I decided it was time to do something more radical. In retrospect, the timing was not coincidental. I had suddenly reached an alarmingly conventional period of life: I lived with my partner of six years in a small apartment and we often had vegetables in the fridge. I was working at a big advertising company (full-time!) where I mainly sense-checked copy for alcohol brands. My dad had worked in construction and my mum was a nurse, and my job was checking if ‘whisky’ or ‘whiskey’ was more correct in the context of an Instagram post. 

‘You look professional!’ a colleague said to me one day, as I was walking into a client meeting. It felt as though she had picked up her stapler and shot a piece of jagged metal directly through my heart. I wasn’t working a particularly creative job at the time, so no one in my life was asking, ‘So – what’s next for you?’ with a pitying glance over a glass of oaky chardonnay that they could afford and I couldn’t. I knew I should have been grateful about that but I wasn’t, not all the time anyway. I wasn’t writing much. I wasn’t bothering with Twitter and didn’t always know about gross videos that my extremely online friends would mention in conversation. Everything was stable. I needed to poke a hole in my flesh. 

‘What a weird decision!’ one of my colleagues said to me when I disclosed my plans. ‘Like, why now? You’re a weird age to be suddenly doing that?’ 

I smiled a smug smile. I could tell she thought I should be embarrassed. But I wanted to be the sort of person who made super weird decisions. The active and unnecessary nature of the activity appealed to me. I was pretending that I wanted the piercings because I found them aesthetically pleasing, when really I just thought it would make me look cooler to other people – something you should never admit to, because it’s very uncool.

Now, I know that getting a piercing (in your ear no less – not your tongue or eyebrow or lip or belly button or nipple or butt, if that’s possible) is about as rebellious as a 1950s anti-vandalism PSA. Why didn’t she shave her hair off? you might be thinking. I couldn’t do that because Sinéad O’Connor had already done that, and I couldn’t stand discussing it with every gen Xer I encountered until it grew out. What about tattoos? you might suggest. Actually, I already had two small stick-and-poke tattoos on my left arm, which was basically the least rebellious thing you could do in Melbourne. They pretty much stick-and-poked you the first time you tried to top up your Myki card. 

So it had to be a piercing. 

Despite recommendations from chic workmates about studios that ‘designed your ear’ for you – like your ear was a dull enclave that needed a few throw rugs and a mid-century modern end table – I made an appointment at a cheaper, but still clean and respectable beauty centre for my piercing the next day. 

When I arrived I was directed to a white room that was full of soft cream furniture trimmed in pink and gold, like a fancy spa, or heaven. As I sat on a table that was covered in a crisp white sheet, I noticed a lot of framed posters of blonde children with pierced ears, all with the same vacant and vaguely self-satisfied expression. In one of the posters, the vacant smiling blonde child was wearing a small crown and holding a large hand, perhaps leading her to a fancy toddler convention or her first investment property. In another, a smiling blonde baby was sitting in someone’s adult arms, tiny silver earrings wedged in her tiny baby lobes. I had never seen a more condescending baby in all my life. All the furniture around me suddenly seemed very small, and I realised that I had been put in the ‘keep crying kids calm while we jam a needle in their ear, they’ll thank us later’ room. 

‘I want to use a needle, if possible,’ I said confidently to the piercer when she began swabbing my lobes. A fancy girl at work had told me that a needle produces cleaner and more sophisticated results than a gun, and I believed her because she always knew about things like that (she had recently taught me what a sheet mask was). As an older woman, I needed to know these things. I knew things those babies just didn’t know. 

The piercer frowned. ‘Ah … why do you want a needle?’ she said, with a look of incredulity, as if I had asked her to pierce my ear with a shard of diamond or a carrot. 

‘Don’t worry!’ I said in a high voice, ashamed. 

She proceeded to gun my ears, the only sound in the room the pee-chaw! of the machine. I didn’t resist. I was new to this subculture after all. 

This satisfied me for a few months, but soon a familiar longing crept back in – the longing to do something super weird. I wondered if turning thirty had flipped a new switch of insecurity in my brain. I knew I wasn’t old, but I didn’t feel young-young anymore. There were suddenly apps I didn’t understand but I wasn’t buying a house or trying to get a promotion, and I got too mad at posters of babies to ever consider having a real one myself. I needed to show how restless I felt, to prove that my identity still had the capacity for aesthetic spontaneity. I needed a stranger to punch another hole in my ear for no reason. 

‘I’ve just decided this minute that I’m going to get more piercings tonight!’ I said to people at my new advertising job, who smiled politely while I showed them reference images of Instagram women with multiple gold hoops. This time I didn’t make an appointment at a light-filled beauty salon with delicate studs on display – my rebellion had a ticking clock on it. I went to the only place that would take me after work: a waxing and piercing chain (what a one-stop ouchy shop!) housed in the dark underground level of a shopping centre in the CBD. 

The shopfront was decorated with the sort of aggressive, jagged graffiti that Year Eights draw on their school books. Fifteen minutes after I’d arrived, my name was called.

‘I only got my ears pierced for the first time last year!’ I said to the piercer, for some reason. 

‘Oh, really?’ she said sweetly. I realised I had expected her to be surprised. I wondered how many insecure thirty-year-olds in advertising she had pierced that day.

Now that I was sitting down on the plastic chair covered by a transparent plastic sheet, I could see that this person was at least ten years younger than me, maybe more. She wore heavy eyeliner, had dead-straight hair and there was a big tattoo on her arm dedicated to someone who I assumed had either been born or died in 2006. ‘That was the year I graduated high school!’ I almost said, but didn’t say. 

The piercer asked where I wanted my second piercings, and I admitted that I was suddenly quite stressed about the exact location, not knowing how far away it should be from my original set. 

‘You decide, I trust you!’ I said, to which she shrugged and got to work. 

I wondered how ridiculous I seemed to her. In less than a minute she had not only pierced both my ears, but managed to do so while having a yelling conversation with the girl at reception about the shopping centre’s new opening hours. It was impressive multitasking to say the least. 

Guess what I just did, I wrote to a group chat of my friends, hoping to shock them.

It was a few days before I realised the desperation of what I had done – effectively, a much more embarrassing version of chucking on a pink polo shirt, slicking my hair back with pomade, buying a Porsche and sleeping with my secretary. Engaging in some sort of age-related crisis that involved me wearing large bolt studs for six weeks and wincing every time I accidentally touched my earlobes. This wasn’t weird in a good way. It wasn’t actually anything. Had I really thought that a new ear hole would make me feel better? 
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This wasn’t the first time I had failed to perfectly perform what I considered my ‘true’ rebellious identity. Even as an actual teenager I couldn’t get it right. When I was sixteen, my family went to Ireland, which was significant because we were not the kind of family who ordinarily took trips overseas: my parents had only gone back to Ireland for funerals, and my siblings and I had only been out of Victoria once or twice. 

It was a trip packed with family visits played out in cigarette-smoke-filled stone cottages. In my dad’s hometown of Effin (yes) we rented a house that was next to a church. From my bedroom window, I could see a full-size statue of Jesus nailed to the cross (I would say ‘to scale’ but I don’t know if he really was that tall). One night, having finally fallen asleep after trying not to think about dying Jesus judging me, I was shaken awake by an older woman, peering at me through huge round glasses in the dark. She told me she was my great aunt and that she just wanted to say hello. 

‘Next time you come back, I’ll probably be dead,’ she whispered, before patting me on the head and shuffling out of the room. 

When we travelled to Dublin, another great aunt handed me a fistful of euros. I was amazed at my sudden wealth and immediately started strategising ways to avoid sharing it with my siblings. I used some of the money to buy sneakers with cherries on them and then headed to the HMV superstore. As I flicked through a rack of black band tees that mostly depicted the Ramones, I gasped when I found a shirt featuring one of my hard-rock obsessions. I had bought their CD the year before and my mum had frowned at the photo of the bare butt on the back cover. The band’s baby tee was black with silver foil lettering and, in my estimation, made me look more or less exactly like Joan Jett. I took the tee and my dodgy cash straight to the counter.

As soon as my mum saw me bounding down the street with shopping bags, the jig was up. ‘They don’t even know what to do with money!’ I protested, as she watched me split the remainder of the notes into my brother’s and sister’s small, outstretched hands. 

At the end of the holiday we spent a couple of days in Rome visiting another great aunt (if you have Irish parents, you will have approximately ten to twelve great aunts). One day was set aside for a visit to the Vatican. ‘We can see the Pope!’ my mum said, and I knew that she meant the Dead Pope and not the Living Pope. Pope John Paul II had died on the morning that we left Australia to travel to Ireland, which in retrospect was a very bad omen. His dead body was still on display when we arrived in Rome, though, so timing-wise it worked out quite well. In the lead-up to the visit, I thought carefully about the dramatic ways I could refuse to attend, purely with the aim of annoying my mum. If Sinéad O’Connor could tear up a picture of the Pope on Saturday Night Live – something I never saw, but had read about – I could support the legacy of our shared name in a similarly dynamic way. The Vatican represented the old world: old customs, old rules, old binaries that I wanted my parents to know I opposed. I wasn’t sure on what grounds I opposed them, but it felt good to say that I did. 

My mum frowned that morning when I came out of my room wearing my black band T-shirt but didn’t say anything, as if she knew that commenting on the choice would give me too much satisfaction. In my shocking, positively vulgar shirt, I posed for photos with my brother and sister, the three of us standing in the same formations as all the other hundreds of tourists in St Peter’s Square. The line to see the Dead Pope was too long, so we went and got gelati instead. 

In one of the photos, my brother Ciarán and I are smiling, squinting through the glare, small figures beneath the towering obelisk from the Circus of Nero. Ciarán, tiny and in a red hat that was specifically bought so we wouldn’t lose him in a crowd, is sweetly giving the peace sign. I have my arms over my head, as if I am stepping onstage at the end of a successful performance of Gypsy. The silver ‘The Darkness’ logo on my T-shirt glints in the sun. 
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The thing is, deep down in my increasingly aged guts, I know that being a real rebel has nothing at all to do with how many holes you’ve poked in your body, or the crap band on your baby tee, or having a Mohawk so tall that it gives the impression you have recently been electrocuted (although, that is very cool, I have to say). Making bold aesthetic statements can make you feel more like yourself, or part of a tribe, or signal that you’re refusing to hide a part of yourself that society has told you is wrong – those things aren’t as superficial, because they’re authentic. Real rebellion isn’t so predictable.

Real rebellion is the teenage girl I saw in Melbourne’s Treasury Gardens the other day, who had a sign that said, Compost the bourgeoisie; and the tiny gentleman in a trilby hat with a placard that said, Thanks for ruining my life, ScoMo, you idiot; and the group of five elderly ladies with canes carrying around a placard that said, Grandmas for climate action. I found it all so moving that I cried like a baby on and off for about two hours (behind my sunglasses – I wasn’t going to tell on myself in front of these cool children). My large starter studs and I were shamed. 

At the time of writing this, enough weeks have passed that I can take out the obnoxious studs and replace them with a more subtle, chic hoop from Chemist Warehouse. It’s a pretty big achievement, and I’m glad I’ve made it this far. I am admiring them in the mirror, enjoying the glint of the earrings as I turn my head. I am enjoying the extra weight they bring to my ears. I am wondering if when people see them in bars or on trams, they will think I am confident and unruly, and assume I know how to ride a skateboard. I wonder if they will think they’re super weird. 



* Since writing this I have found a hairdresser that I like. I don’t want to officially announce the relationship in case she breaks up with me. 
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