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About the Author
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About the Book

Brutally honest, often hilarious, hard-won lessons in learning to love and care for yourself.

By the time she was in her late twenties, Tara Schuster was a rising TV executive who had worked for The Daily Show with Jon Stewart and helped launch Key & Peele to viral superstardom. By all appearances, she had mastered being a grown-up. But beneath that veneer of success, she was a chronically anxious, self-medicating mess. No one knew that her road to adulthood had been paved with depression, anxiety, and shame, owing in large part to her minimally parented upbringing. She realised she’d hit rock bottom when she drunk-dialled her therapist pleading for help.

Buy Yourself the F*cking Lilies is the story of Tara’s path to re-parenting herself and becoming a ‘ninja of self-love’. Through simple, daily rituals, Tara transformed her mind, body and relationships and, in this book she shows how to:


* fake gratitude until you actually feel gratitude

* excavate your emotional wounds and heal them with kindness

* identify your self-limiting beliefs, kick them to the curb, and start living a life you choose

* silence your inner frenemy and shield yourself from self-criticism

* carve out time each morning to start your day empowered, inspired, and ready to rule

* create a life you truly, totally f*cking LOVE



This is the book Tara wished someone had given her and it is the book many of us desperately need: a candid, hysterical, addictively readable, practical guide to growing up (no matter where you are in life) and learning to love yourself in a non-throw-up-in-your-mouth-it’s-so-cheesy way.




For you,

On your way,

About to set the world on fire.





Mrs. Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself.

Virginia Woolf, Mrs Dalloway






The entire year I was twenty-six, I told people I was twentyseven. Not because I wanted to be older (I did not) but because I simply forgot my exact age. I am terrible with time, dates, and numbers. This is my way of telling you that I tried my best to be accurate with my timeline, relying on my journals, my Google Doc, Instagram, friends, and family to help suss out the correct order of events during my self-care journey, but there’s always the chance I screwed up along the way. In some cases, when it served the narrative or when I felt like you didn’t need to hang around for the tenth time as I repeated the same fucking mistake in my life, I rearranged or compressed the timeline.

Additionally, I changed names and identifying characteristics and used composite characters when I thought it was the gentle, respectful thing to do. If, however, you somehow recognize yourself in these pages in a way that makes you think, Ugh, that wasn’t my finest moment, welcome to how I felt.

I tried to show myself, fully. In all things, I let truth, vulnerability, and kindness guide me.

 —TARA SCHUSTER




THE CHAOS RITUALS

And the Day I Decided to Grow Myself Up

So This Is Rock Bottom

It’s three P.M. and I’ve just woken up on top of my aggressively floral duvet, fully dressed. I’m in my best “Girls’ Night Out” ensemble: black Spanx, black tights, and a black sequined Forever 21 number that looks particularly cheap in daylight. I’m sweaty AF. I pull my hair as hard as I can to offset the pain of my crushing migraine. There is an uneaten, unexplained grilled cheese sandwich lying next to me. This is not a good look.

This is the wreckage after my twenty-fifth birthday. I can’t recall the night before beyond a haze of dancing and some of the usual light sobbing. I should smoke weed, I think. I should blur this moment out and drift away on a cloud of smoke. But recently, weed has been making me sick. I think I’ve smoked my lifetime’s allotment, and now my once trusty crutch gives me heartburn and paranoia. Plus, the weed is all the way in my bathroom-slash-closet-slash-study, which I can see just beyond

the kitchen-slash-hallway-slash-dining-room of my studio apartment. That ten-foot walk seems like too much right now.

I grab my iPhone—THANK THE LORD I have not lost it again!—to Yelp “breakfast sandwich delivery.” I see I have three missed calls and voicemails from my therapist. The therapist who seemed to be the only doctor on the isle of Manhattan, and possibly on planet Earth, willing to take my insurance. Why would she be calling me on a Saturday night? Supz weird. I listen to the messages.

Message one:


“Hi Tara, it’s Dr. Goldstein. I haven’t heard back from you so I’m recommending you go to the hospital, okay? Are you listening to me? There is no shame in that. You need to be around people right now. Nothing matters except for your safety, okay? Please, call me when you get this.”



Whaaat? What an extreme message. Why would Dr. Goldstein leave something so creepy and ominous? Why would I go to the hospital?!

Message deleted.

Message two:


“Tara, it’s me again, Dr. Goldstein trying to reach you. Listen, I’m going to bed soon, but I need you to call me. Okay? I’m concerned. Really, really concerned. Are you alone? Do you have friends you can be with? Please call me as soon as you get this.”



Okay, what the actual fuck? Why was she trying to reach me last night? Think, Tara, think!

Message deleted.

Message three:


“Hi Tara, it’s Dr. Goldstein. I got your message, and, through the tears, I could hear how much pain you’re in. I’m so sorry you are feeling this way on your birthday. I’m really worried about you. You said you feel unbearably sad and that you hate yourself. You said there is nothing left to hope for and you don’t see a way out, but Tara, I just have to say, there is so much to live for. There is a healthy part of you. That part of you called me and reached out. The healthy part wants to survive and shine. Are you thinking of hurting yourself? That’s what’s really concerning me. I’ve just never heard you this desperate. Please don’t do anything rash. I promise, you will get through this. Call me back as soon as you get this.”



Oh my God. Ohmygodohmygodohmygod.

I drunk-dialed my therapist.

I drunk-dialed my therapist and apparently wanted to hurt myself, and she, a woman who is perma-calm, whom I have never seen without a cup of tea and a placid smile, was so disturbed that she thought I should check myself into a hospital. WHAT HAVE I DONE?

The memories of the past night come flooding in like a tall wave I can’t swim over. Here I am at my birthday dinner with my BFF drinking an unknown number of dirty martinis. Here she is ditching me early. Here I am dancing alone in a museum feeling sorry for myself. Here is a security guard telling me “The party is over, miss” before escorting me out. Here I am feeling super pathetic. Here is . . . a blur . . . and . . . I don’t know how I got home exactly? Here I am taking drunk, sad selfies, posing in front of my bathroom mirror. Here I am in said bathroom alternating between crying and vomiting over the toilet.

I feel a shame that sparks in my belly, creeps up my chest, and sets my heart on fire with hate. I hate myself. I hate the things I do. I hate my body. I hate this double life of being “good” at work and “bad” at life. I’ve always been dogged about getting ahead, in school and in my job, so it’s always looked like everything is okay, but things are decidedly not okay. I’m humiliated that I’m the type of person who is so out of control that she drunk-dials her therapist. I’m exhausted in my guts. I’m worn down from the hate and the drinking and the smoking and the crying and the just living from one crisis to the next crisis and I am SoTiredSoAshamedSoDesperate. This is a life I can no longer live. This is a life that will kill me.

Here Are Some Jokes

Okay, I don’t really have any jokes. I’m not a great joke-teller, I’m sorry to say. I just feel like that got real dark real fast, and I want to have a moment with you where I can tell you directly that you have nothing to worry about. That mess of a girl no longer lives here. She grew up. She healed.

I am, in fact, stable now, and on a perfect day, when I am drinking a latte and wearing a feather-light, perfectly layered Zara scarf, I am joyful. Blissed-out even. I have a schmancy job in comedy that I adore. I have fulfilling friendships with people I find both fascinating and kind. I’m no longer crippled by the fear that I will a) become one of my parents, b) murder one of my parents, or c) go crazy and do all of the above. Because guess what? I am going to do none of the above! What a victory!

The book you are currently holding in your hands is the story of how I grew myself up from a self-hating-mess-wreck-disaster-out-of-control person to a happy-stable-grateful-gleeful-let’s-go-on-an-adventure person. I wrote it because I think that within my stories of learning how to take care of myself you will find tried and true, practical, enjoyable tools for your own self-care and healing. By sharing my discoveries, I think I can save you a little hurt and give you some direction on what can be a confusing, frustrating road. Why should you trust me, tho? For all you know I’ve never faced a real challenge in my life beyond getting too wasted and being kicked out of a museum party. For all you know I had a perfect white-picket-fence childhood where my mom and dad fully supported me and a cloud never blew past our home. And in some ways, you’re right. I was privileged. I went to private schools where I excelled (still paying off that debt, tho, yikes), I had a roof over my head, and there was always food on the table. But I also spent the majority of my childhood either neglected or emotionally abused by my parents. I had no capable adults to show me how to grow up, much less nurture me. I was privileged, but I was not parented. And by the time I turned twenty-five, the only dependable habits I had learned were figuring out new and interesting ways to spend my days anxious, scared, and constantly on the verge of emotional implosion. I needed to find a way forward. I wanted a life I could enjoy—or at least deal with—but I didn’t understand how I might build that life.

I think there are a lot of us out there. People who didn’t have THE WORST CHILDHOODS EVER, people who had it “pretty good” but nevertheless find themselves regularly crying in their cubicles at work. We’ve achieved the outward markers of a happy, lucky life, but underneath it all, we’re terrible at truly living. We walk around with overwhelming anxiety and emotional pain, and then we feel guilt and shame because “I didn’t have it that bad—I should be fine!” My answer to you is No. You do not have to be fine. If you went through some shit, even if it was “minor,” and it’s affecting your life, then you deserve to deal with that shit. Period.

That is why I am with you now: because I’ve been there. I’ve been in that sunken, wretched, sad place. I worked like hell to climb out and bathe myself in the sunlight of healing. I spent years creating a blueprint for emotional recovery, and now I believe I can offer you lifesaving tips on self-care and how not to treat your mind and body like a flaming human garbage can. I think it would help if you knew a little more about me, though, so, as briefly as I can, let me explain where I began.

Things Came to My House to Die

When I was growing up, a family of deer died in our lap pool. Since we lived in a canyon full of wildlife (or as much wildlife as Los Angeles has to offer), it was not unusual to see a deer, a coyote, or a rattlesnake in the backyard. The assumption—with the dead deer—was that the papa deer put his head down to drink some water, lost his balance, and fell in. The mama deer probably tried to help him, and the baby deer followed suit. They couldn’t find a way out of the pool, so they all drowned. My dad made the unhappy discovery the next morning while stepping into the pool to swim his daily laps. As a four-year-old, I remember seeing the waterlogged deer laid out on a blue tarp as animal control services tried to figure out how to get them out of our backyard.

Coco the Himalayan cat died. Light, our next Himalayan cat, died and so did her litter of three kittens. Iggy the iguana died just days after we brought him back from Petco. It took us a while to notice, though; we thought iguanas were just really still. My parakeet “disappeared” the way a dissident might in a South American country. One day she was there squawking too loudly and the next, my parents told me she had “gone to a better place.” The mice from my science experiment died. All of the plants died: the fig tree, the bougainvillea, the nursery of orchids that had come free with purchase of the house. The home was not under some mysterious hex—plants, animals, and children alike were shamefully neglected, unloved, and undernourished. My sister, Diana, and I somehow made it out alive.

Our house was built on a literally shaky foundation. An earthquake-prone, landslide-endangered foundation. There was always some construction project to “save the house” under way—some new retaining wall that needed to be installed or a new pylon to erect. The roof had been built too flat and without proper drainage, so whenever it rained, there was the threat of the whole ceiling collapsing. A thick, water-buckled crack in the middle of the white plaster above our heads served as a daily reminder that the seams of the house were vulnerable.

My mom and dad, a busy doctor and lawyer, never really noticed how dire the condition of the house was because they were rarely home. They only made visits to HQ long enough to drag my little sister and me into the fog of war that was their marriage. Much like Vietnam, no one was really sure why they were in it or what victory would mean, but for thirteen years they soldiered on.

Let me paint you a picture: Saturday nights were reserved for “family” outings to see a movie. Deciding what movie to watch was a grueling process. “Richard, Goodfellas isn’t APPROPRIATE; it’s TOO VIOLENT. YOU HAVE NO BOUNDARIES!” my mother would scream. “Oh, but MISERY is a good choice?!” he would retort. “YOU’RE CRAZY!” At the age of five, I would sit with my arms folded, watching the verbal assault, wondering if maybe there was a way to hurry this up so we could all get on with our lives. After the adults finally landed on Misery, an R-rated film in which Kathy Bates traps and abuses an injured and recovering James Caan, my parents would then proceed to viciously attack each other in the car about how late we were going to be. “CAROL, why can’t you be on time for anything?” “FUCK YOU, RICHARD! FUCK YOU! I’M NEVER LATE; YOU’RE SUCH A LIAR!” my mom would volley back. I would sit in the backseat attempting to melt away.

By the time we’d make it to the movie theater, fifteen to twenty minutes late, we would shimmy into our seats in front of the other Misery enthusiasts. I would sit between my parents as a buffer zone/holder of the popcorn, which had also, of course, been a fight to select. My dad would shout at my mom, “YOU DON’T NEED BUTTER ADDED TO THE POPCORN, CAROL; YOU’RE ALREADY FAT!” Unbuttered it would be. Once we were settled, my mom would whip out her Toshiba laptop, which in the 1990s was the size of a large briefcase, and begin to do work. What work did she need to do during the movie she had selected and brought her family to, you ask? No clue. But as the people around hissed that the screen was too bright and the typing obnoxious, she would loudly whisper back, “I’m a doctor; I have important work to do.”

I never really thought of myself as a “child” to my parents. I thought of myself more as their disempowered supervisor, a put-upon boss in charge of underqualified nepotism hires. I couldn’t fire them, so I had to find work-arounds. Sometimes, after school, I would be dropped off at my mom’s gynecology office. Instead of coloring or doing whatever it is children at the age of eight do (I would not know), I would arrive ready to take control. I’d kick the receptionist out of her swivel chair and answer the phones. I would take appointments, console women who were nervous about their upcoming surgeries, run circles around the staff demanding that they “work harder and better.” I would admonish anyone who seemed like they weren’t pulling their own weight. “That was a pretty long cigarette break, Kathleen. And while we’re at it . . . smoking isn’t exactly healthy. You should think about what that choice looks like for this office.” I thought I was in control. I thought it was my job to fix my parents’ lives, which, even to an eight-year-old, were clearly unraveling.

But the truth was, I wasn’t doing so hot myself. I was constantly inundated with messages that something was “wrong” with me. For instance, my mother relentlessly told me I was dyslexic. “There’s just something not right in your brain, or you’re just lazy. I’m not sure, but it’s awful and a huge problem and you’re going to have to repeat the third grade,” she would tell me. These words would not be followed by caring action or investigation or perhaps even a visit to the doctor to find out if indeed I was dyslexic. Instead, the accusations were just left there for me to absorb as unassailable fact. While I was never actually held back in school, I believed my mom that there was something intrinsically wrong with me, and I lived my life on edge that other people would find out and, somehow, I’d be punished for it. Would this be the year I’d be condemned, kicked out of school? Would this be the spelling lesson in which it’d finally be revealed how stupid I was?

All of the disorder I felt in my own life, I enacted on anything smaller than me. I was mean to Diana and cruel toward pets, and for as long as I could remember, I had been in therapy for “acting out.” By the age of ten, I had become so used to the school intercom blaring the words “Tara Schuster, please come to the front office” that I began to have a sixth sense for when I might be called to confess my sins. On these visits, I would be met by a school counselor or social worker who would ask me questions about my family. In a small, private room, they would ask in a hushed, super-serious tone, “So, how are things with your mom and dad?” People could see the chaos of our home, I guess, and they would leave anonymous tips for Child Protective Services to investigate. “Are you eating enough?” Yes, I have a stash of candy under my bed if you wanna take a look. “Does anyone hit or physically assault anyone in your house?” Not that I know of, but I mostly lock myself in my room and turn on the TV to max volume to drown out the screaming. “Do your parents fight more than average?” Well, what’s average? They just fight all the time. I hated these meetings. They felt like a condemnation, further evidence that there was something fundamentally unacceptable about me. The social worker’s questions danced around the core of the problem: My parents simply did not know, or have the capacity to learn, how to take care of children. Sure, we ate, but were we nurtured? It was more like we were fed a steady diet of neglect, instability, and shouting. It never once occurred to me that the social worker might be able to help me, or that maybe things actually were bad at home. This was just my life: surviving my time in my falling-apart, death-ridden house and evading questions from the authorities at school.

By the time I was ten, my dad ran a “family” restaurant, which he was embarrassed to have his actual family visit. I can’t blame him. The place was country music–themed, and when you entered, it was through the gaping mouth of a two-story, neon Wurlitzer jukebox. This led directly into a grand, if artificial, “country desert” scene with a cornflower-blue, fiber-optic star-studded night sky. One evening, as we were walking in through the front hall, my mom almost slipped and fell on the freshly mopped floor. “I COULD HAVE DIED!” she wailed. Though she had not actually fallen, she proceeded to lie down on the ground and refuse to move until help arrived. She screamed to anyone who would listen that she had a lawsuit against “RICHARD SCHUSTER, THE OWNER OF THIS UNSAFE PLACE!”

After my mom’s tantrum passed, we sat down to eat a dinner of ribs. My parents were fighting so loudly that the poor waiters didn’t know what to do. Yes, they wanted to serve their boss cheese bread and show him how attentive they were, but, no, they did not want to be anywhere near our table of doom. While my parents screamed about how “broke” they were and how “crazy” the other was, the resident balloon artist of the restaurant approached our table. I think he sensed something was awry and thought that, through his elastic craft, he could make a difference. Maybe, through balloon animals, he could show us the meaning of family? He began to design two balloon crowns, each with a white swan sitting on top. The swans were kissing, and their interlocked orange beaks connected the hats together. These were balloon hats of unity and love. “Go ahead, put them on,” he said, motioning to my parents. They refused. “That hat is stupid,” my mom scoffed. My dad just looked away, not wanting to be seen. I begged them to put on the hats; I began to cry, “PLEASE, PLEASE JUST PUT ON THE HATS. YOU LOVE EACH OTHER!” I was having a full-blown meltdown, willing love into existence, and in an attempt to calm me, my parents dutifully, unhappily put on the hats. With the swan crowns atop their heads, my mom looked at my dad and loudly whispered, “I want a divorce, Richard.”

Here Are Some More Jokes

Again, I have no jokes. I KNOW. I shouldn’t be deflecting. That all sounded pretty bleak, but that’s exactly why I’m here: to report to you from the other side. If I could go from a neglected little girl to a miserable, self-destructive, drunk-dialing-her-therapist twentysomething to a well-adjusted, HAPPY (a word I never dreamed would apply to me), stable, enjoying-her-life, successful adult, well, then most anyone can. You, in particular, most def can. What you are about to read is a guide to healing your traumas, big and small, in the pursuit of creating a life you will adore and be proud of. You don’t need to have had a mess-wreck-disaster childhood like mine for these tools to work for you. These lessons in self-care will be useful even if you had super-stellar parents who nurtured the shit out of you. This book is for anyone who simply needs to take better care of themselves—anyone who wants to lead a life they choose, embrace, and fucking love. It is my wish that the following stories will offer you a practical, reassuring, relatable, hopefully funny, sometimes sad guide to ultimately learning to love yourself in a non-throw-up-in-your-mouth-it’s-so-cheesy way. I call this kind of self-care “re-parenting,”* a process in which you figure out what nurturing you still need and then give it to yourself. Even those of us who are all grown up still have room to become the people we want to be.

The afternoon after my twenty-fifth birthday I knew I had to change my life. My past had shaped me into this mess in Spanx with no standards and no core. I was super good at surviving but super terrible at living. I wanted a life that I could enjoy. I wanted a life where I felt good and like I was enough. But, sitting on my bed that day with dried puke in my hair, that goal felt far beyond my reach.

How could I change? I couldn’t even change a vacuum filter without complaining about it for two years before sucking it up and dealing with the dusty disaster that had accumulated.* I didn’t have the funds for an Eat Pray Love– style journey of healing and self-discovery. I also—again—didn’t have THE WORST childhood in the world and I kinda felt like a fraud for being such a mess. But I decided it was time to stop comparing my pain to others’, time to quit telling myself that I shouldn’t feel this way, and time to start focusing on how I actually did feel, because that was real. I hated my life and wanted a better one. But how would I figure myself out? What values did I believe in? What were my principles? What were vegetables?

Sitting in bed, I took out a notepad and wrote down the things I did know:


	I knew I didn’t have great parents. Not the kind who nurture you and teach you how to lead a stable life. No new parents were coming to the rescue either. I was not the secret daughter of a royal family (truly a bummer). I had no adult role models on which I could rely or mentors to guide me. If I sincerely wanted a different life, I would have to learn to take care of myself. I would have to take full responsibility for my life and well-being.

	I knew my damage wasn’t something I could ignore and just move past. I couldn’t avoid it any longer. I wanted to know what my wounds were and apply a salve of glitter, kindness, and forgiveness to them one by one. I had recently heard the saying “Sunlight is the best disinfectant,” and that’s exactly what I wanted for my past emotional injuries. I would have to re-parent myself and give myself the support I never had. I just needed to start trying any advice, anything I read or heard or even imagined might work. I decided I would take notes in a Google Doc so I could track my own progress. Maybe by writing it all down, I’d be able to see what direction I was heading in. Maybe not. I didn’t have any answers—yet—but at least I could start asking questions.

	I knew I would like some poached eggs and avocado toast with a side of industrial-strength ibuprofen, please and thank you.



In these stories you will find honest, tested, not-impossibly-difficult ways to re-parent and care for yourself. I’m not interested in giving you theoretical, “out there” advice from a place on high. I’ve been at the ground floor with you, and this is my offering. I went through hell, took notes, learned my lessons, and, now, it is my deepest wish that the tools I developed will work for you. At a minimum, I think you will laugh. With me. Hopefully not at me.

I’m really happy to be with you right now.

I think the way you are doing your hair today is lovely. I mean, I always like the way you do it, but today, it’s next level.


LOVE AND KISSES AND LOTS OF GLITTER,

TARA

A.K.A. T$ (GO AHEAD AND CALL ME THAT)






THE WELL-BEING RITUALS

Time to Create Your Own Shiny, Joyful, Inspired, HELLLL YES Life

It’s Your Turn

You might think it’s a little frivolous to end this book with a story about buying a luxury handbag in Paris, and to that all I can say is “THANK FUCKING GOD. That story was frivolous and whimsical and that is entirely the point, k?” I wanted to leave you with a story that wasn’t painful, that wasn’t difficult, that was, in fact, a victory lap of re-parenting. I wanted to leave you with that, because I want you to have your own “trip to Paris.” I want you to get your own “bag.” The purse, for me, was just a symbol that I had survived a rough start at life and was now thriving, that I had turned a painful story into a delightful one—one that I could call my own. It was the material manifestation of many years of working on becoming the kind of adult I had always wanted to be. It was my talisman. A declaration of my own independence, of trusting my gut, and of letting myself enjoy the fuck out of my life.

I think that a lot of people lead their lives never having really lived them at all. They play the roles they were assigned early in life, without questioning if they even want to be this way. They get comfortable, even with really uncomfortable circumstances. They let the days and weeks and years wash over them and never see that they have the power to change IT ALL. But I don’t see that for you. If you’ve made it this far with me, if you’ve taken on the work of nurturing yourself, then you are not going to become one of those people who, on their deathbeds, complain, “I wish I’d had the courage to live a life true to myself, not the life others expected of me.” You are not going to think, I wish I had let myself be happier. Do you know that those are two of the top five things people regret when faced with death? I do because I googled “What do people regret before they die?” and found that Bronnie Ware, a palliative nurse in Australia who had spent years sitting with people who were dying, wrote an entire book on the subject: The Top Five Regrets of the Dying. She saw over and over just how much people regret not living the life they wanted, not letting themselves be happy.

I just don’t see any of those regrets for you.

For you, I see something grander: I see a life that you consciously live. That you curate and cultivate and create for yourself, a life in which you are self-aware AF, grateful for the luck that you are here at all, a life in which you love and also let yourself be loved. I see you engaged to your life, holding it firmly yet tenderly by the hand like it’s your soulmate, bringing it in for the deepest of make-out seshes. I see you feeling up your life in the most passionate of embraces. That is what I see for you.

It’s been really lovely spending time with you. I felt you here with me the whole way. I felt your warmth and presence and smelled the delicious perfume you are wearing. Or maybe it’s just your dope shampoo? Whatever it is, keep it—it’s working for you. Thank you for encouraging me along the way, for supporting me when there was something I felt scared to share. I gotta say, I was super fearful at times, but you made me feel safe and strong and like I belonged. You were right here with me when I needed you the most, and I will always be right there with you. All you have to do is pick up this book.

So, my darling friend, what’s your Paris? What’s your sunrise run? What’s your bag? What are your lilies? What are you waiting for?

It’s your turn.

With all of my heart, with all of the glitter in the world, with tears in my eyes, with a kiss for you that is sloppy and wet and definitely covered in too much lip balm . . .

I love you.

Is that cheesy?

Yes, but I don’t give a fuck.


LOVE AND KISSES,

TARA

A.K.A. T$ (STILL TRYING TO MAKE THAT A THING)






Footnotes

* Many years later, I googled “re-parenting” and found out this term also refers to a specific therapeutic practice. I know approximately zero about that. When I talk about “re-parenting” in this book, I’m referring to the hacked-together way I comforted and cared for myself over the course of many years.

* I recently bought a vacuum cleaner that has NO filter to avoid this grimy situation.

* I do not know Jon Stewart as “Jon.” That would be insane.

† Probably by we, the servile, free-food-greedy interns. I gained at least fifteen pounds in bagel weight during this internship.

* I am fairly confident only three episodes ever aired. Do you have any idea how I might retrieve these?

* You’re going to notice that I call a whole hell of a lot of people my “best friend,” and for an enthusiastic, sentimental mush-ball like me, I absolutely believe I have multiple best friends. It’s more of a category to distinguish a deep, loving bond than it is about an individual. Once a “best friend,” always a “best friend,” even if I haven’t spoken to you in many years.

* In the most soothing, wise, and loving voice, the brilliant Tara Brach teaches self-compassion through guided meditations. In “The R-A-I-N of Self-Compassion” you Recognize, Allow, Investigate, and Nurture any challenging feelings. This is an incredible (easy to remember) tool for self-care and I highly recommend that you subscribe to her podcast. Her voice makes you feel like you just put on your favorite comfy sweater. Nothing bad can happen to you while you listen to Tara Brach.

* My parents have a lovely way of making the words “mother” and “father” sound like insults.

* This is a real-life housing development based on the Greek gods, built by real-life adults. I lived on Electra Drive. Just off Hercules Drive. No joke.

* This is how much I didn’t know about running: I ran to lovely, but SLOW, heartbreaking acoustic songs. LOVE Feist, but maybe not the best “pump-up” running jams?

* We agree this is one of the finest pieces of artwork ever made by human hand, right? Sorta like the movie equivalent of Michelangelo’s David?

* These are all either from Julia Cameron’s The Artist’s Way or are the spiritual grandchildren of her excellent positive affirmations.

* Knocks on wood so as not to tempt fate.

* My copy editor points out that Gordon B. Hinckley, a religious leader, said something very similar, before my time. He said, “Life is to be enjoyed, not just endured.” I guess great minds think alike? And I happen to think like the former president of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints?

* This has never been, and will never be, a good look on me. Yet for some reason, I keep flat-ironing my hair when I want to look “nice.” Are other people suffering from this delusion?

* BTW, these are all real things my own friends said to me when I asked them this question.

† Can we please never, ever call women at work “aggressive”? The word is just too loaded. Let’s just do away with it altogether, k?

* THANK YOU, INSTAGRAM. I have mixed feelings about you (you take up too much of my time), but there is no fucking way I would have remembered all of the dates of my self-care journey had I not taken photos the whole way. You know the old saying “If it didn’t happen on Instagram, did it even happen at all?”

* Getting v. v. v. drunk and high, never going to class, cavorting with a thirty-six-year-old French sculptor who might have only been using me for my apartment in the heart of the city.

* But NEVER put them in the washer or dryer. If you put these intricate, well-made bras in an electric machine, that’s a crime. Hand-wash and hang dry your beautiful bras, and they can last ten years. Also, you need at least three good bras. Also, wear the same bra for two days and then switch to another to let the first one rest. Also, I have A LOT of opinions on bras.

* In fact, it’s totally awkward when I see him now. I only made things worse by asking him to have “friend tacos” with me one Sunday morning a month later. What’s a “friend taco” you ask? I think it’s when you are so ashamed of how you behaved that you try to normalize the situation by defining the relationship when there is no need to do so. I already defined the relationship as never, ever happening.

* I was a naive college freshman at this time who did not understand how mentally and physically destructive eating disorders are. I would be very off-put, bordering on horrified, if someone said this to me now.

* P.S. This is a LOVELY cookbook full of stories on entertaining told by two wise and fun female chefs. It’s so soothing that sometimes I read it before bed.

* Young millennials and the even younger, this means “movie screen.” I don’t know how or why, but doesn’t it sound nice?

† Doesn’t this seem quaint now? What would you give to go back to the pop culture of 2008? Everything? Yup, everything.

* BTW, when I go on or off medication, I do so with the help of my doctor and at a steady pace. I once STUPIDLY went off an SSRI cold-turkey and immediately felt like there was an electrical storm raging in my brain. I googled it and learned I was suffering from “brain zaps,” a withdrawal symptom that makes you feel like the inside of your skull is being shocked. Doesn’t that sound like fun? Don’t be dumb like I was. Talk to your doctor when going on or off any medication.

* In fact, I can’t. Any shirt that loses a button remains buttonless, forever.

* Maybe this could be my own Dr. Seuss book?

* Real thing, really said.

† After we broke up, every single one of my girlfriends told me that the David Yurman jewelry had been a detail they had picked up immediately and it was a dead giveaway that this was not my dude. What’s wrong with David Yurman jewelry for men, you ask? Everything.

* Whoa. I really have it out for people who don’t hold the door open. Feel free to shame me if I don’t hold the door open for you.

* The National Enquirer actually ran a story calling her a “Miracle Baby.” WHY DID WE KNOW SOMEONE AT THE NATIONAL ENQUIRER?

* I am an “old” millennial and, for some reason, think it’s important that you know this.

* Why limit myself to just Hanukkah when there are other holidays to appropriate?

* THANK THE GOOD LORD FOR GOOGLE. How many times have you bailed me out? Infinite bailouts.

* At least this is what I think I learned from public radio. Maybe just go with me because it sounds so lovely?

* One of my favorite places on Earth is the crypt of the Louvre. Deep underground, under the layers of tourists and art, you can actually see the ye olden-time foundation. It’s damp and spooky as hell down there. I highly recommend it.
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