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            for the penny, the clover, and the ring

         

         
      
   
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            The only truth is that I live.

            Sincerely, I live.

            Who am I?

            Well, that’s a bit much.

            —Clarice Lispector
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            Author’s Note

         
         As always, my stories are told to the best of my memory. (If I hadn’t lived through some of the events in this book, I may
            not believe them myself.)
         

         
         And while some names have been changed and last names omitted, it is not for protection. It’s for closure. Their story is
            done impeding on mine. But we all know the internet is forever.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter One
The Wrong Girl

         
         
            I never said, “I want to be alone.” I only said, “I want to be let alone.” There is all the difference.
            

            —Greta Garbo

         

         “If you’re looking for someone to fall asleep next to every night, you’ve got the wrong girl . . .”

         
         Those were the exact words I said back in 2020 to some well-meaning man, gazing at me from my passenger seat. We’d been sleeping
            together on and off for a few months. He claimed he was in love with me. He said he wished I didn’t go off alone with the
            dogs so much. He said he wanted me to stay at his house in town.
         

         
         “You don’t even have air-conditioning in your trailer,” he’d whine. “You’d be more comfortable at my place.”

         
         And where some folks might have fawned over a person so eager to take care of them, I couldn’t get away fast enough. It made my skin crawl. In fact, the moment I hung up the phone after breaking it off, I jumped in my Jeep and drove sixty-eight miles out into the desert to sleep beside the Dirty Devil River, to wash the idea of ever trusting someone again right down into the muddy water. 

         
         

         For how unconventional just about everything in my life had turned out, the relationship aspect of it had been positively
            Americana. Neil and I met as kids, got together as teens, and married in our early twenties. If not for our total lack of
            religion and children, any preacher would have approved.
         

         
         Having been with one person my whole life was this traditional piece that didn’t always feel like it fit into the rest of
            the puzzle. In fact, it surprises a lot of folks when I say I was with someone for eleven years. Nowadays, I seem a touch
            too feral to believe that had ever been the case.
         

         
         We never lived like a “proper” married couple, however. We crammed four people into studio apartments, rented houses with
            six of our closest friends. We lived like college kids until we were almost thirty. As a huge proponent of never growing up,
            I loved everything about it.
         

         
         The only time Neil and I truly lived alone was one summer on a sailboat back in our early twenties, and then again when we moved into a big, orange, constantly breaking van named Bertha in 2017. We were so fixated on figuring out every intricate aspect of the life we had chosen that I don’t think we had time to notice that we were growing apart. 

         
         It’s hard to focus on tiny grievances when your main priority is trying to keep your home off of various tow trucks across
            the American Southwest, and watching your bank account drop with every click of the odometer. We saved up for tow truck fees
            the way folks save for their kid’s college fund. 
         

         
         But tiny grievances add up. They fester.

         
         In late 2019, we were renting a house with friends in Salt Lake City after one too many Bertha breakdowns. We finally had
            the space and the silence and the monotony of routine to realize that our marriage was about as broken as that van was.
         

         
         It felt like pressing a scalpel to skin, cutting it open to reveal an infection that had spread beyond repair. And I didn’t
            want to stay sick.
         

         
         

         When I left him in the spring of 2020, I was in the position to “start over” in just about every sense of the word. I had
            printed out some bare-bones uncontested divorce paperwork from the Utah government’s website.
         

         
         We split what little money we had right down the middle. We had no kids to fight over. I didn’t have an office job I’d have
            to quit. We didn’t have a house to sell or even furniture that had cost enough to be worth the hassle of taking. The friends
            we’d been renting the place with were more than happy to keep the thrift store couch.
         

         
         All I had to do was load my three dogs, my two pythons, and a few boxes of clothes up into Bertha and drive away. All tethers to anything beyond that were severed by the final slamming of the front door.
         

         
         I could have moved anywhere, been anything, deleted my very public Instagram account, changed my name, joined the circus, invented an entirely new life so as to forget about the one
            I was leaving behind. But there were parts of my life I didn’t want to leave behind.
         

         
         There were dreams that Neil and I had dreamt together, like owning our own land in the desert. But those dreams were just
            as much mine as they were ever ours.
         

         
         With eyes still swollen, cheeks still salted with tears, I took a deep breath, clutched Bertha’s wheel, and steered us southeast
            toward the little desert town of Moab to start over.
         

         
         Or, as I see it now . . . to keep going.

         
         

         By the fall of that same year, I had cashed out my retirement, sold my car, and used every last penny I had on a down payment
            for a loan to buy nine acres of desert out on a mesa south of town. It might have been our dream, but I and I alone had made it my reality.
         

         
         Due to the Covid pandemic, loan companies were hesitant to dole out money, especially for a completely undeveloped plot of
            land. What would they do if I missed payments? Repossess some dirt in the middle of nowhere, Utah?
         

         
         Miraculously, I found one company out of Rochester, New York, who said they’d give me the loan if I could put 50 percent down in cash, which equated to sixty-five thousand dollars. So, I quite literally gave them everything I had. 

         
         I’m sure they were shocked when I agreed to the terms, which included an interest rate of 14 percent and a deadline to pay
            it off within two years.
         

         
         Was it the smartest thing to do? Probably not. But there’s no rule that says all of your decisions have to be smart. In fact,
            the ones that seem kinda crazy are usually the ones that really change your life. Even more so if you make them on a whim, like I tend to do.
         

         
         I wish I could tell you that accomplishing this dream made everything hurt less, but I still spent months up on that mesa
            absolutely blinded with grief, despite how surreally beautiful it all was.
         

         
         After I secured the loan, I lived paycheck to paycheck. And while that’s certainly not remarkable, it was especially nerve-racking
            not knowing when the next paycheck would come. (The woes of freelance work.)
         

         
         I saved up enough to buy a twenty-two-foot, 1982 travel trailer, which I dragged up there after I had a long, winding dirt
            driveway put in. Night after night, I’d watch the sun disappear, casting neon pink across the easternmost wall of rocks that
            held my land in the crook of its arm.
         

         
         Then I’d sit by candlelight until I successfully cried or drank myself to sleep.

         
         

         I can’t tell you exactly when it happened, because healing doesn’t work like that. But after all those debilitating months of mourning what my life had been, I started to really fall in love with the idea of what my life could be . . . what I could do now that I had nothing but a car full of dogs, endless
            roads to choose from, and a piece of land in my name.
         

         
         I’d leave my property in the morning after waking up whenever I damn well pleased, toss my empty coffee mug into the sink
            full of other empty coffee mugs, load the dogs up into the Jeep, and disappear for hours between winding canyons. I had no
            one to report to, nowhere to be, and nothing left to lose. I might as well have been factory reset. 
         

         
         Each night, I’d go home and eat cold noodles on the deck while the dogs rambled around between the two-hundred-year-old junipers.
            On average, juniper trees grow ten to fifteen centimeters a year, and that’s if they survive the brutal flash floods that the desert is known for.
         

         
         The one that Dagwood could almost always be found asleep beneath was over twelve feet tall. And that wasn’t even the tallest. They enveloped us in every direction,
            so much so that from out on the dirt road, passersby couldn’t see us at all. To be surrounded by that kind of quiet resilience
            was never lost on me.
         

         
         Tears still came to me often, but they had become ones of gratitude. I’d cry watching my dogs running wild day after day in
            a desert we could call our own. I’d cry watching them fall asleep afterward in a great big pile on our very small bed. 
         

         
         I’d cry during sunsets and sunrises, full moons and new moons when it’s so clear and so dark that you can see right through
            the Milky Way into other universes glowing in ethereal blues and greens like Arctic lights.
         

         
         I had nothing but time to sit out there in all that stillness and figure out who I was.

         
         

         I had always been independent, but this was an entirely new level of liberation. Almost everything I did, I did because it
            seemed to occur to me, only now, that I could.
         

         
         For the first time in my life, I belonged only to myself. (And to my dogs, of course.)

         
         By the spring of 2021, I had four of them. I’d subtracted one husband and doubled my dogs. A top-notch equation, if you ask
            me. Even better when you add in the two pythons, Bean and Mae.
         

         
         Slowly acquiring my own small zoo felt like my second act of . . . radical free will, let’s call it. Going for broke on land
            out in a place most people consider “nowhere” was most certainly the first. So after that, I decided almost any seemingly
            crazy idea might be worth trying.
         

         
         I would make my life as ridiculous and eccentric and as full of failures as I pleased, because, all things considered, my
            failures had worked out pretty well for me. They chewed me up and spat me out right into a life that was uniquely and unmistakably
            mine.
         

         
         And being unique and unmistakable has always been important to me. I don’t recall a time in my life that I wanted to be like anyone (let alone everyone) else. I don’t remember when the compulsion began, because it’s been there for as long as all of my memories have. I used to spend a lot of time analyzing it, dissecting it to try to narrow down which particular childhood trauma caused this desperate need for individuality and approval (which is an extremely complicated combination, by the way).
         

         
         But my mother reminded me of this often. “Brianna,” she’d say, “you have always been this way. You have always been who you are. Long before your dad left. Long before you were even old enough to be aware of it.”
         

         
         Folks call me “eccentric” and “free-spirited” now, which in grade school translated to “weird.”

         
         I used to run around on all fours at recess, pretending I was a dog. If I wasn’t doing that, I was wading through the waist-deep
            golden grasses on the far end of the field, collecting ladybugs in my special bug carrier. 
         

         
         One of my favorite pastimes was Rollerblading through the neighborhood with a python around my neck. For the majority of my
            childhood, I traveled almost exclusively on Rollerblades, including across the linoleum kitchen floor to get snacks (when
            my mom was at work, of course, because that was explicitly forbidden).
         

         
         One of my snakes, Bean, was a dead ringer for the one my brother and I had as kids. His name was Zeus, and I can guarantee
            you that my brother and I argued over that. I’d take him gently from his tank in the basement, wrap his cold-blooded body
            around my warm neck, and Rollerblade around the neighborhood. Odd, for sure, but anything’s better than boring.
         

         
         A few weeks after I moved to Moab, I took Bean from his tank, laced up my “blades”—as all the cool kids called them—and queued
            up a Best-Disco-Songs-of-All-Time playlist. 
         

         
         I was pleasantly surprised with how easily the muscle memory returned, despite it being almost fifteen years since I’d done this. After only the first few hundred feet, Bean slowly extended his little head straight out into the wind as if he were a hood ornament on one of the Jaguars my friends’ parents drove back in Connecticut. Zeus used to do the exact same thing. 

         
         

         Besides being the resident reptile nerd as a child, I was also a very dedicated performer. The door to our attic was in my
            bedroom closet, so it’s more aptly considered an extension of my room.
         

         
         Before a big show, I’d climb up the very steep, ever-so-slightly tilting steps and dig through my box of costumes. To this
            day, I can close my eyes and feel the carpet beneath my knees; smell the muggy summer heat saturating the wooden A-shaped
            ceiling.
         

         
         After several minutes of rummaging, I would materialize in the living room dressed in velvet and top hats and feather boas
            and those little plastic glittery shoes all the girls had in the 1990s.
         

         
         I’d teeter into the room, where my mother would erupt in applause at whatever interpretive dance routine I had come up with.
            (Enya was my go-to.) I always did some little performance when we had people over, but most of the time, it was only my mother
            who was privy to them. After all, most were just rehearsals for the holidays (busy season, lots of houseguests).
         

         
         After taking my final bow, I’d make my way into the garage to gather my little mesh carrier for frogs and salamanders. Often,
            I’d swap out one of my fancy costume hats for one of my brother’s baseball caps so I could bring along my five parakeets, who all loved to sit on top of my head. But parakeets are frequent poopers, so I always made sure it was onto my brother’s hat instead of mine. 

         
         I usually left the birds at home when I walked down to the end of the street to feed the even bigger birds: a flock of geese
            that had become accustomed to my daily arrival with bread crusts and oyster crackers.
         

         
         For that excursion, I’d bring along one of my pet rats instead. I had a special “rat jacket” because they are also frequent poopers. It was a soft old sweatshirt with two zip-up side pockets that I could adjust perfectly so their furry little
            noses and round pink ears could peek out.
         

         
         I was asked several times by the owners of the neighborhood market to stop bringing rodents into their establishment, so visiting
            with the geese was a better activity for them.
         

         
         When not being shooed out of local stores, I could be found cruising the waterfront on my blades with Zeus around my neck;
            my childhood dog, Lola, trotting along diligently behind me.
         

         
         Kids at school teased me and the neighbors looked at me a little funny, but they also referred to me as Dr. Dolittle, which
            was the greatest compliment in the world to a girl who really believed she could talk to animals.
         

         
         Although, this is something I’ve never grown out of.

         
         

         By the age of thirty, I had swapped the glittery plastic heels for cowboy boots, but I was still always dressed up, covered in dirt, and surrounded by animals. My childhood routines, regardless of how strange they had been, became the foundation for my new ones. They were grounding, in a way. 

         
         Besides the snakes and my four dogs, Bucket, Dagwood, Birdie, and Banjo, there were often entire litters of puppies I’d foster
            from the local animal shelter. Sometimes it was a litter of four, sometimes eight. Nine was the most I ever had at once. Mind
            you, all these dogs and I were living out of a twenty-two-foot trailer that had no running water, no working toilet, and no
            temperature control.
         

         
         I saying living “out of” a trailer instead of living “in” because most of our days were spent on the porch or wandering between
            the huge sandstone boulders and barrel cacti that dotted our nine acres. In the hotter months, we didn’t have a choice. By
            noon, the inside of that metal trailer was a sweat lodge. It got so hot in there, it actually melted my makeup. I unzipped
            the pouch one afternoon to what looked like an abstract oil painting.
         

         
         I affectionately referred to my property as Puppy Preschool. I didn’t teach them how to sit or stay, and I certainly never made them practice walking politely on a leash because none of mine even know how to do that. I thought of it more as
            showing them all the best things about being a dog.
         

         
         They would roll in the dirt, wrestle with their siblings, hold their own in a battle of tug-of-war with Birdie, who was nearly
            three times their size. We’d search for muddy puddles and tracks of lizards’ tails through the sand. They padded their tiny
            paws along behind me, right on my heels for each step I took.
         

         
         I’d lie on the ground, drowning in puppies, as they clambered over me. The tiny scratches all across my legs, arms, and face didn’t bother me. Neither did the exorbitant amount I had to spend on cleaning supplies for lots and lots of tiny bladders. 

         
         The very first litter of puppies I ever fostered were just seven-and-a-half-weeks old. Banjo, my youngest dog, was one of
            them. Over the years, he seemed to treat each new litter as a way to pay it forward: playing with them, nosing their little
            faces, leading them off to explore rocks and bushes they might have otherwise been too scared to. He wasn’t unlike Nana from
            Peter Pan. 
         

         
         Which is fitting, given that Peter Pan may as well have been my life coach. 

         
         

         Each evening or afternoon or whenever I felt like it, I’d dig through my closet (which is still best described as a “box of
            costumes”) to find something to wear to stroll the grounds.
         

         
         In the early summer of 2021, I was fostering a litter of nine, so as I took off down the driveway, I had thirteen dogs in tow. 
         

         
         Given that the puppies were still so little, we’d usually only make it down to the end of the driveway and back. It was longer
            than a football field, after all.
         

         
         When my dirt met the dirt road, I sat on a rock and watched as the all-black puppies sprawled out across the ground like an
            oil spill.
         

         
         That’s when I heard the car coming.

         
         The mouth of the dirt road I live on is gated, so the occasional passersby were always assumed to be the neighbors that I
            never bothered to meet, as I’d taken to being a well-dressed, wild-eyed recluse.
         

         
         I held my breath and started hurriedly ushering the sea of creatures back up toward the trailer, hoping they would just pass by. But I heard the crackling of gravel beneath the tires as a woman in a Subaru slowed to a stop; her incredulous face appearing slowly behind the lowering window. 

         
         I suppose I couldn’t blame her, given that I was standing there in an ankle length, multitiered dress with bananas printed
            all over it, holding a glass of wine in one hand while Bean coiled himself around my other like a living bracelet. Around
            my neck was the massive turquoise squash blossom I’d bought from a fifth-generation Diné silversmith in New Mexico. Intertwined
            with the necklace was my other, larger python, Mae, who was the same color as the bananas on my dress.
         

         
         And, of course, the thirteen dogs scattered around me in the driveway. I could see her trying to count them as I stood perfectly
            still, smiling awkwardly.
         

         
         “What’s the occasion?” she shouted over the eruption of barking dogs. Her face had gone from shock to visible amusement.

         
         I smiled, shrugged, and shouted back over the car’s idling engine, “All the world’s a stage!”

         
         

         There is a documentary from 1975 called Grey Gardens about the everyday lives of a reclusive mother and daughter who were living in a mansion that had fallen into a state of total disrepair. It had no running water and a noteworthy number of raccoons living in the walls. There were also fifty-two different cats roaming the property freely with odd names like Pinky One, Pinky Two, Little Jimmy, and Hipperino. 

         
         Despite the relative squalor they lived in, the duo strolled the grounds in elaborate outfits with scarves and jewels and
            furs from the days when they had exorbitant wealth. They were relatives of the Kennedy family by marriage, but were now what
            some might call high society dropouts.
         

         
         The city had given them orders to fix the place up or face demolition, but that hadn’t seemed to faze them. They just continued
            meandering around, singing opera songs from atop the dining room table or tap-dancing in the echo of the crumbling halls,
            rife with mangy cats who would climb in and out of various broken windows.
         

         
         Nobody could really understand why they lived that way or how it had even gotten that way in the first place. Of course, there were speculations of mental illness
            (even back in the ’70s, society rushed to assume that there was something deeply wrong with any person they couldn’t quite
            understand).
         

         
         But whether they had ever received any concrete diagnosis or not didn’t interest me. I have a few diagnoses of my own, after
            all.
         

         
         When I watched the movie for the first time in my early twenties, I thought they were some of the strangest, freest, most
            unabashed women I’d ever seen. They were the definition of not giving a damn what “normal” people thought of them, and they
            certainly didn’t want to live the way those people thought they should.
         

         
         After the first few months hiding out on my own somewhat dilapidated property in my finest clothes and jewels with a sea of animals on my heels, I was finally starting to feel the same. 

         
         

         I’m sure I looked successful on paper by the age of thirty. I had bought my own land, finished my first book, and was what
            was considered “famous” on Instagram. 
         

         
         But by any suburban standard, I was way off track. Divorced, childless, living alone in the desert inside a trailer, having one-sided conversations with dozens of
            dogs. Regardless, being a complicated, somewhat unhinged woman out in the middle of nowhere really did feel like success to me.
         

         
         I have always believed the best way to get what you want in this life is to start with what you don’t. It’s a shorter list,
            and a much more honest one.
         

         
         Plus, there could be something out there that I haven’t even thought to want yet, so I don’t see the point in trying to count
            all the stars. First, I focus on the big black holes I don’t want to get sucked into. I scarcely think about exactly where my ship is headed, so long as it is away from the kind of cookie-cutter life I’d witnessed growing up. 
         

         
         Those so-called normal milestones just never had my name on them. I’ve never wanted the big house and the picket fence, the
            rich husband, the country club membership, or the minivan full of kids. I refused to look up from that checklist one day and
            wonder where my life went. If that makes me the wrong kind of girl, well, then I’m exactly who I set out to be.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
What Did You Expect?

         
         It’s a question I hear all the time, especially since my divorce. “You’re famous on Instagram because you put yourself out there . . . so what did you expect?”
         

         
         It’s amazing how easily it rolls off of people’s tongues, as if they’ve never paused to consider what they’re actually asking me. Didn’t you expect people to be cruel?
         

         
         If you really want to know what I “expected” from social media, I suppose I’d have to start at the beginning. All the way
            back in 2012, when a twenty-two-year-old girl living on an old sailboat in Bridgeport, Connecticut, downloaded an app called
            Instagram.
         

         
         It was all the rage, and the first real photo-based social media site besides Facebook, which a lot of younger folks seemed disillusioned by. Suddenly our feeds were covered in news articles and randomly suggested videos and our grandmas reposting fake viral disclaimers telling Mark Zuckerberg that he didn’t have permission to use their photos. It just wasn’t hip anymore. 

         
         Instagram felt like a combination of Facebook and Twitter. A photograph with a few sentences beneath it. Most of the photos
            I posted in the beginning had no captions at all. In fact, they were mostly just different colored filters on Bucket’s face.
            (She was only a year old at the time.)
         

         
         I followed a couple dozen friends from high school and college, and that’s about it. My feed was just grainy cell phone pictures
            of someone’s pretty unremarkable dinner plate or a photo of a lamp that looked more artistic in black-and-white. It was a
            pretty mellow place.
         

         
         I started posting photos on Instagram much more in 2014. Because, at the tender young age of twenty-four, I had already achieved
            what I was told was the most important thing a young lady could do. I got married. And I had the pictures to prove it.
         

         
         Neil and I tied the knot barefoot on a grassy hillside under a big white tent where every inch of table surface was covered
            in mason jars and tealights and hydrangeas. Bucket wore pink, Dagwood had a bow tie, Neil had a man-bun, and I had a flower
            crown on my head the size of a front door wreath.
         

         
         It was essentially a 2014 Pinterest wedding board come to life, so it wasn’t too terribly surprising that a month or so after
            I received the photos, my photographer texted me excitedly saying that the Knot (a huge company widely considered the most trusted authority in wedding planning) wanted to do a feature about our wedding.
         

         
         She was ecstatic. It was a big deal for a photographer to have their work on the Knot’s website, as well as their social media.
         

         
         There was one caveat, though. The Knot only shares wedding photos on Instagram from brides or grooms with public accounts. Basically, they want their followers to see one photo of your dress and be able to click on your profile to binge
            thirty-five more if they so desire, as opposed to having to individually answer 174 comments on their own page saying “Where
            is this dress from?!”
         

         
         I looked up how to change my account from private to public, and after a few clicks, I texted my photographer to tell her
            it was done. Two weeks later, when the Knot posted the photos, over two thousand strangers started following me on Instagram.
         

         
         I stared, dumbfounded, as the numbers rose and rose each time I opened the app. I wasn’t sure what anyone would find overtly
            interesting about my life at that point. I was still largely posting photos of my (now two) dogs with emojis for captions,
            but folks seemed to stick around. The fact that they were strangers made me somehow less afraid to share my writing with them. I’m an extremely unserious person in real life, so I always felt like the people who
            really knew me might laugh at all these deeply introspective things I had to say.
         

         
         Granted, the writing I was sharing was only the occasional paragraph-long caption. It felt a bit like a public diary. But
            people started to comment more regularly. People started to tell me I was a great writer.
         

         
         

         About two and a half years after making my Instagram account public, outdoor retail giant REI reposted a photo of Bertha to their over one million followers. In that photo, Neil, Bucket, Dagwood, and I are all sitting and smiling in front of a behemoth orange Bertha out in the sunbaked, red-rocked desert outside Zion National Park with backpacks and climbing gear scattered everywhere. A dirtbag’s dream. 

         
         Beyond being absolutely massive and the color of a traffic cone, Bertha was also as old as I was, which, at the time, was
            twenty-six years. She was originally used as a shuttle vehicle for a white-water rafting company in Colorado back in the ’90s.
            The guys there swapped the axle out and did their own version of a 4WD conversion with parts from various 1970s F-150 pickup
            trucks.
         

         
         They only needed her to be able to make it down one rocky slope at the river takeout. (I’ve taken her down many “rocky slopes”
            since the ’90s, which is likely why she’s broken all the time.)
         

         
         Despite the mechanical woes we’d been dealing with since the very day we exchanged $7,800 for her in a warehouse parking lot
            north of Salt Lake, I was completely enamored with her. She was, without question, unique and unmistakable. I shouldn’t have
            been as surprised as I was when that REI post got as much attention as it did.
         

         
         Over the next forty-eight hours, twelve thousand more people started following me. It was incredibly overwhelming, but it
            was also so cool to think that all these people . . . cared? Thought living in an old van was an amazing idea?! Agreed that running around
            in the desert with your dogs was most certainly the meaning of life??
         

         
         It would be like thousands of people just showing up on your daily jogging route one morning to cheer you on. In the beginning,
            it really was amazing. But these were still strangers. They didn’t know our backstory.
         

         
         The truth is, this is the only reason I started really writing on Instagram. People asking about my story was the perfect reason to start telling it. To get good at telling it.
         

         
         My captions became more introspective, more vulnerable. I wrote about how Neil and I had found each other, found Bucket, found
            Utah, found Dagwood, found Bertha. I wrote about sleeping in slot canyons at night with only a sliver of sky to tell the time.
            I wrote about the coyote calls at dusk, the hiss of heat from an old engine, the sun-faded blue jeans of the boy I loved.
            I wrote about the way the mesas and spires jut up across the desert horizon like a heartbeat on a monitor. I wrote about what
            it means to love a dog . . . what life could look like if you let both them and you run a little bit wild.
         

         
         At the time of that REI post, we were living in Bertha full-time, but I was still working as a technical writer for a software
            company. Mind you, the term influencer didn’t exist yet, let alone the idea that you could make a living off of social media.
         

         
         I shared all of those pictures and stories just because I wanted
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