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Introductions: The Broke Bitch

––––––––
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At thirty-three I was supposed to have my life together. Actually, we all are supposed to have our lives together by the time we’re in our thirties, and our success is apparently based entirely on a decision most of us made when we were eighteen and our frontal lobe hadn’t developed.

Yet, everything in our lives should be neatly placed. And we should be happy because, after all, we did things the right way, and followed the rules.

Except, a lot of us aren’t happy, and we’re all living in a loneliness epidemic with no end in sight. This “us” includes people like myself who did well in high school, attended college, graduated, and entered the workforce starting in entry level positions with the idea we’d work our way up and find happy. That happiness is supposed to look like a house, marriage, and kids.

Instead, the idea of owning a home is a worn out joke at this point, the thought of being able to afford kids is hysterically laughable, and marriage? No one who’s done the dating app one-two, one-two only to be left ghosted and heartbroken would consider marriage an actual option. Loneliness epidemic, remember?

And to add insult to injury, the US economy and job market are in abysmal states as I’m writing this introduction. I’m one of many people who over a single year submitted more than 100 job applications with minimal results. I was lucky if I got a response at all, and I considered myself the most blessed when told, “you were our second choice,” or “the other candidate just had a couple more years of experience.” Because in these moments, I could at least get out of my head and anchor myself with some external reasoning as to why I was failing.

Now, thankfully, I’m finding myself in a situation where I’m still failing, just doing so with a bit more grace. Getting to this point hasn’t been easy, and took me more than three years but I’m here, kicking, screaming, and flipping off the capitalist oligarchs who get off on the idea of us giving up. They want us to toss hope to the side, and simply become part of the machine. Too bad they don’t realize how angry and stubborn we are, or that everyday we’re getting better at navigating this country’s poor excuse for a social support system, and that’s what I want to show you all.

I want to show you all how to get a little better, how to fail a little less, how to fail with a bit more grace, and how to properly console your broke bitch self through these difficult times. Let’s start at the beginning...
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Part One: How the Hell Did I Get Here?
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I blame the travel influencers.

Okay, maybe that’s not completely fair. My curiosity and aspiration towards travel started under my grandmother’s dining room table where I paged through her global encyclopedias and traced over the world map, promising myself all the places I’d go when I grew up. Under her table is where my love for travel started.

That said, I’m still a zillennial girly raised on Pinterest and Instagram where everything was aesthetically pleasing, inspirational, and, of course, completely attainable. So, when I found myself recovering from a relationship that was a complete lie and traversing a workspace where I was targeted by the executive director, I did the only thing a big-hearted, head full of dreams having, First Wives Club loving zillennial could do. I decided to take a stab at the digital nomad life.

I booked a few flights, packed my shit, sold nearly everything I owned (including my car), and was off to South America. My plan was to use this trip as a test run. I wanted to see how I did living “long-term” in another country and without clear plans on if/how I’d restart my life in the US. Basically, I wanted to know what life was like when you–by choice–didn’t have a home to return to. At the time, I had purchased a ticket for the When We Were Young music festival in Vegas that October, and decided I’d give myself until then (I had left in mid or late July) before deciding if the digital nomad life was for me.

Where do you think I landed?

Not, like, landed as in a destination but how do you think I felt about the digital nomad life after those two months?

If you guessed that I hated the experience and wanted to run home, you’re wrong. I won’t pretend like my time in Colombia and Peru (or other places I had traveled previously) didn’t have their share of challenges. For one, my Spanish wasn’t great, despite studying over several months before actually hopping on my flight, so communication was sometimes difficult. I was also one of a few melanated travelers, and usually the only Black one, meaning the other nomads surrounding me were white people who believed their global excursions had propelled them beyond racism.
They were wrong but whatever helps people sleep at night, ya know?

Lastly, there was the occasional bit of loneliness that snuck up on me, draining the color from a wonderful moment. I certainly didn’t need or necessarily even want someone beside me every moment. But there were a few times when having someone with me would have made the heavy lifting (literal and metaphorical) that comes with traveling much easier. And, to just lay it all out there, some moments are best shared, I think. Like when I was standing on a large slab of stone in Peru’s Sacred Valley as the sun set, casting that perfect shade of orange across the landscape.

Anyway, the nomad lifestyle had its challenges, but after two months of minimal anxiety, little to no mind fog, dozens of beautiful photos, plates full of delicious bites, daily new experiences, and existing in places where I was an unknown who could live outside of anyone’s expectations of me...I was hooked. And I wanted more.

When I was in Peru, I started planning out my post-concert life. I knew I wanted to leave the US again as soon as I could. I just wasn’t certain where I’d go, or, honestly, how I’d afford to continue traveling. Before booking my trip, I’d saved up a nice chunk of change from my old job and I picked up on my freelancing to supplement what I had stowed away. But I knew my bank account wasn’t overflowing and my freelance work had dropped. If I was going to continue traveling after the music festival, I’d need more income and fewer expenses, especially housing expenses since those were the most costly. In October of 2022, when I stepped onto that flight from Lima, Peru to Las Vegas, Nevada, I had a plan, one I had been and would continue actively working towards.

Unfortunately, nothing worked out the way I had hoped...

Where do I even begin?

Fuck.

Okay, well, the festival. Let’s start there.

The Vegas When We Were Young Fest ran from Friday through Sunday. I purchased tickets to enter on Saturday but woke up Saturday morning with a text from my friend. The fest organizers had announced that they were cancelling Saturday’s shows due to high winds. Before responding, I checked the festival’s Instagram, Facebook and, finally, my email. She wasn’t mistaken. Saturday’s performances were cancelled, and I was pissed.

When We Were Young was going to be the dessert to my months-long test as a digital nomad. The performers included Paramore, Avril Lavigne, My Chemical Romance, and several other artists whose music connected to all the hurt and anger that grows inside dysfunctional kids like I had once been. Screaming their songs until my lungs felt raw was going to soothe my inner child and quell my inner angry teenager.

But, like me, both these girls were also pissed. Probably more pissed actually, but there was nothing to be done. My friends and I managed to catch Bring Me the Horizon at a different venue, so the trip wasn’t a complete loss and I got to walk the strip which was pretty cool. Unfortunately, I still left Vegas feeling unfulfilled, promising myself that one day, once my contract work took off, I’d see each artist I had missed. That saucy Flying Spaghetti Monster in the sky had other plans for me apparently because life would unravel in a way that I’d be lucky to see any live performances for the next few years.
I caught the flight to Baltimore, expecting to be around for the holidays, then on to my next adventure. Instead, I got stuck, and I got stuck for a few reasons, the main one being that my funds were limited. I had enough to still afford small luxuries here and there, just not enough to comfortably book another flight and plop down in another country without the fear of ending up on the streets. I was somewhere in that of- so-unsweet middle area, living in neither extreme.

After spending weeks applying for any relevant contract work I came across, no one had gotten back to me. I had a single client, and they were the only steady income I had coming in at the time. If you’ve ever been lower income in the US, you’ll know a single job isn’t going to be enough for most people, especially if you want to move from surviving to thriving at any level. I had to figure out what to do and, ultimately, after October moved into January, I realized I needed to put my nomad dreams on hold until I got back on my feet. 

Of course, during this time in 2021/2022 we were still in the midst of pandemic land, and the job market was standoffish, let’s just say that. I also wasn’t the young, plucky twenty-something year old that companies drooled over knowing they could get a lot of labor out of me for little compensation. Basically, I
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