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Facebook isn’t for the faint of heart. Neither is Twitter, Instagram, or any other type of social media. In fact, the whole idea of being social is a stab-in-the-back waiting to happen. 

They're a reminder that life is happening all around me, while mine stagnates. 

Boring. 

I'm a creature of habit—I like boring. I like how I can count on eating dinner with my parents and brother every night, being in bed by nine to enjoy some reading, and sleeping in on the weekends. Between school and my part-time job, my hopes and dreams center on pure laziness. Eventually when I graduate college, I’ll have a degree in math but also one in how-to-be-a-bum. 

Everyone I've ever possibly known is doing things—life things. 

Having babies. 

Getting engaged or married.

Buying houses, new cars, couches, animals. 

I might as well be a meme people share when their “single” status has been the same for so long it's dusty. 

Just today five of my friends announced their engagement. I have about five-hundred friends, which means if five people got engaged every day, it would take only a hundred days for everyone on my social network to find another person to love forever, while I worry about keeping my fish alive. 

Somehow, forever alone feels more fitting as eternally alone, because even in death I'll be dancing with singlehood. 

"Hope," my mom says, knocking on my doorframe. "Are you wasting away in self-pity again?"

I throw my hand over my face and drop my phone to my side. "Why do I do this to myself?"

She sits on my bed. I already feel one of those your-time-will-come speeches coming on. She'll say how I'm only twenty and have a lifetime ahead of me. True, but it seems bleak when literally everyone you know already has a life. 

"Because you're off from school and you have nothing else to think about," she tells me gently. 

Her words only make me feel worse. "Great, now I sound more pathetic."

"You're not pathetic, sweetie. You're just on a different path."

I squeeze my eyes closed beneath my hand. "A different path," I repeat. 

"Yes," she says. "One where your life starts when you least expect it." 

She tucks my hair behind my ear. I inherited the red color from my dad. My mom always tells me she's jealous of it, but I've always wished I could have the blonde hair her and my brother, Sam, have. Not that I don't like my hair color, just how along with it, I also inherited my dad's freckles, pale skin, and fear of the sun. "Don't be so down on yourself. Your big moments are coming. I promise."

I smile. "I'll hold you to it."

"You should," she agrees. The doorbell rings downstairs and my mom's face scrunches up. "I should answer it because Sam won't. We really need to get him into a twelve-step program for gaming." She stands and points at my phone. "Speaking of which, how about you put that thing away?"

"I should, shouldn't I?" When she leaves, I do. I silence it and put it face down on my desk. My angst is only the summer blues. I feel lost without school. Eventually things will straighten out. I won't be panicking over babies, marriages and real social media things. Even if it doesn't feel like it, my life is on track. Mom's right—I'm just on a different time line. 

"Hope? It's Chloe!" she yells. 

In all of my moping and self-pity, I don't remember any texts from my best friend asking if she could come over. We're not spur of the moment people. It's why we gravitated toward each other in the first place, over a mutual fear of substitute teachers back when we were in elementary school.

My worrying, type-A friend doesn't just show up. I walk into the hall then down the stairs. Chloe’s standing at the bottom with a huge grin on her face. She's wearing a blue dress, which is much nicer than my tank top and ratty shorts. Even her brown hair is out of its usual braid and is straightened. She doesn’t look like she's had a boring day. 

Before my foot hits the bottom step, she holds up her hand. Right there, on her ring finger, is a gold band with a sparkling diamond. My heart somehow defies modern medicine as it flutters with excitement for her and plummets to the ground. 

"You're engaged?" I ask, trying to pretend my squeal is out of excitement. 

My mom's face pops out of the living room. She probably knows exactly what I'm thinking. 

Chloe nods happily. "As of this morning!"

"What? How?" Why? 

Don't get me wrong, I'm beyond excited for her. She's been dating her boyfriend, Andrew, for a year now. When they got together, she gave me an inkling of hope I could find someone, too. Like me, she'd been dancing miserably with single-hood for a while, but then the Significant Other Gods decided it was her turn. 

It's hard to think of her as being ahead of me. We've always been neck and neck when it comes to life. Same grades, same personality, same obsessions, same life goals. We even had our first periods within a week of each other. But now, she's getting married—starting a life. 

And I'm...exactly where I've always been. What's wrong with me? 

"This morning, Andrew took me to the park—the one we met in. He had a picnic set up and we went for a walk. He proposed to me on the bridge near the pond!" She continues to chatter excitedly about the details of the proposal and I fight to listen. All I can hear is the ticking of the clock on our living room mantle. 

I'm only twenty. I have a whole life ahead of me. Maybe I'll be one of those people who wait until they're thirty to settle down. I mean, a Buzzfeed quiz I took last week said that I'd get married between the ages of twenty-six and thirty-two. 

"So, what do you say?" Chloe finishes. 

I blink. 

"I say...okay?" I answer, hoping for the best. 

She starts jumping again. "Thank goodness. I know should've done something cute to ask you to be my MOH, but we're not really like that."

My heart stammers. Maybe we're not quite as alike as I thought, because I have a whole Pinterest page dedicated to asking her to be my maid of honor, just like I do for the rest of my someday, maybe wedding. 

Then again, that could be what's gotten me here. Some people are doers and others are planners. I'm a planner, not a doer. I make lists and Pinterest pages, but nothing comes of it. They don't do anything other than make me sad.
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CHLOE LEAVES AN HOUR later, still over the moon. I managed to put on an excited face. I felt genuine happiness for her. Andrew's a good guy and they belong together—it's not their fault I'm in the mood to feel sorry for myself.

We glossed over some of her ideas for the wedding before she had to leave for a celebratory lunch with Andrew and her family. 

The second she’d left, it felt as if she took all of the excitement with her. Now I’m hallow and sad. Lonely. 

Mom’s clearly trying to cure me because she's treating me like I'm defective. She's given me a mug of hot tea, despite it being warm out, and some chocolate chip cookies. She even drug Sam down to sit with us, although he's got his headphones in while he plays on his cell. I'm half-surprised she didn't order my dad to come home from work.

"Mom, I'm fine," I lie. 

She rolls her eyes and sits down to the side of me, across from Sam. "No, you're not. Usually you're happy, a little snarky, but overall a good kid. Right now, you look like your fish died."

"Thank God, he didn't. He's all I have."

"And you're being dramatic."

"Sorry," I say. "I don't like being a drama queen."

"It's okay," she says. "What would make you feel better?"

I think about her question as I nibble on my cookies. When they're all gone, I take a sip of the tea to give myself some more reflection time. All the while, Sam plays his game. He's a senior in high school, but I wonder if he has the same fears as I do. Maybe he doesn't—maybe guys are wired differently. Then again, this might just be me. I think that’s my biggest fear. 

"I want to be different," I answer slowly. "I want to do something."

"Alright," she says. "That's a start."

I bite my lip. "I want to find myself."

"Like in the hippie sense?"

"Yeah, I think so. Is that weird?"

"Not if it would make you happy."

"I'm not sure how to do it, though. I feel so...it's like I don't change. My life stays the same. I do the same things, live in the same place. I just want something different." I wrap my fingers around the handle of my mug. "I want to get away from everything and start fresh."

She stares at me. I'm not sure if it's because she had me young, but she's always treated me like I'm an adult. The older I get, the more she feels like a friend and less like a mom. We've reached this stage where she's no longer raising me, she's helping me raise myself. She's not quite there with Sam yet, since I somehow matured in dog years and he still hasn't gotten out of his puppy phase. 

"Okay."

"I said the same to Chloe when I had no idea what she said," I point out. "Which I feel really guilty about."

"No, I heard you. I'm thinking." 

She stands and goes into the kitchen. She starts rifling through our pile of old mail, looking a little frazzled. When she finds what she's searching for, she holds it up and does a little dance. 

"What's that?"

"A letter from your great-aunt Isla."

"No, I meant the dance."

She waves me off and walks back to her chair. She sits down and puts the letter on the table, then taps it. "This is your solution. Every year she offers for us
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