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THE DAY PRINCE ALBERT DISAPPEARED


Absolutely, Sammie — I’ll double-space everything exactly as you provided it, preserving your voice, your spelling, your chaos, your humor, and your line breaks.

This version is clean, double-spaced, and copy-paste-ready for Word, Google Docs, KDP, or print layout.No edits.

No rewrites.

Just double spacing.⭐ DOUBLE-SPACED VERSION (COPY-PASTE READY)Author BioSammie is a mythic-surreal memoirist from Oklahoma who writes like life is a cosmic joke and she’s the punchline. Her work blends dark humor, emotional grit, and unhinged honesty. When she’s not arguing with her journal, she’s writing in something else. She believes in surviving mornings one coffee at a time.THE DAY I TRIED TO HAVE A NORMAL MORNINGI stared at the page.p, the top of the page like an civilized human being would. Hah thought you 

had me there didn’t yah?Well you didn't , so therefore hah!Nosetta stared back. Its beaty white as paper eyes.A blank stare.I have to go through all this jazz daily.We were in a full Mexican standoff, except only one of us had a spine and it wasn’t me.I sighed so dramatically the houseplants leaned away from me like, “Girl, get help.”Get your own water  I blurted out meditation.

Failed.

Self-respect? Pending review.  At this point, I was one inconvenience away from becoming a cautionary tale on a true crime podcast. Lord what's a Southern Bell like to do?Not the murder part — just the “she snapped because her morning routine betrayed her” part.

I picked the pen back up like it owed me money.“Dear Diary,” I wrote, “you’re lucky you can’t talk back". I wrote that too. Not the 

word.Just , just nevermind. 

It's s complicated.because if you did, "I’d have to fight you.”Turned white as a ghost she did.Nosetta didn’t respond.

Typical.nosey as hell but when asked a question she suddenly doesnt have shit to say or its because she's a piece of freaking paper!Silent treatment I see.

Just like every emotionally unavailable man I’ve ever dated. I then i was writing-ing. Forests Gumps voice popped in my noodle. I was write-ingq, hard "ing".“Louise says journaling will help me process my emotions.”

I say "keep your opinions to yourself" and for a touch of taste I didnt cal l her a name ofLouise also says “deep breathing” will fix my anxiety. Im starting to question her 

credentials.Deadass.Louise is a liar. A compulsive habitual fibber.Louise is the kind of woman who alphabetizes her spices and thinks that makes her better than every and anybodyelse. 

Screw you and your spices ya hefer!If Louise had to live one day in my brain, she’d call 911 on herself and tell them to write their feelings down or some stupid shit.I flipped the page aggressively, like I was turning over a new leaf. No pun intended.

Wait, yes pun was.I did it with authority. No lieI wasn’t.I was just mad.I wrote:“Roselle says I need coping skills.”Roselle also says she doesn’t like being called Bitchface". I legally went through the right network and Bazammo!It is now her government name.Not my fault her 

parents were prophetic.I paused.  My stomach growled.Loudly.Like a demon trying to escape.Shut up I'm feeding you!I opened the fridge.One egg.Half a lemon. I dont buy lemons so no clue how it even got in there.

A yogurt that expired during the Bush administration.Not the recent one — the other one.I closed the fridge and accepted my fate:Breakfast was canceled.Just like meditation.

Just like my will to live before 10.  

I shuffled back to the couch, where my blanket judged me from across the room. A single tear trickled down my face.I stubbed my piddy that went wee wee wee all the way to the couch.I wrapped myself in it anyway. 

The weeping blanket not my toe.Toxic relationships are my specialty.I stared at the 

wall. Oh wise wall what shall I ever do?I swear I heard "Shut-Up!"The wall stared back.We were both blank. I blinked first, obviously walls cant blink.Then my brain whispered,“You know... this could all be worse.

”Which is exactly what you don’t say to someone whose life is held together by caffeine and spite.Because the universe hears that as a challenge.And the universe LOVES a challenge.Suddenly my phone buzzed.A bill. A telemarketer. You Bastards! How many numbers do they have?Another bill. 

A a spam reminder that I’m behind on the bill I was already behind on and was also aware of.GAWD!I threw the phone across the couch like it had just electrocuted me. Ouch! It landed face-down, ashamed of itself.Good.I took a deep breath.Not a healing breath — a “God, why am I 

like this” breath.And that’s when it hit me:I don’t need a normal morning.

I need a morning where I don’t commit a felony against myself before breakfast.I need a morning where the coffee stays in the cup.Where my brain doesn’t play reruns of my worst moments. 

Its not like they can "change first the better".When my journal doesn’t gaslight me. Which is not Where Louise minds her business.Where Roselle accepts her destiny as bitchface.But that’s not my life.  My  life is a sitcom written by a drunk raccoon with abandonment issues. 

And honestly?

I wouldn’t trade it.Because normal mornings are 

boring.

Predictable boring mornings,  Boring.

They’re loud.

They’re chaotic.

They’re a three-ring circus where I’m the clown, the ringmaster, and the emotional support llama. And somehow...somehow...that feels like home. sat there wrapped in my blanket like a depressed burrito, staring at the wall as if it owed me money. 

The wall didn’t blink.

But I did.

The wall didn’t care and neither did I.

The wall had better boundaries than I do.And that’s when my brain — the same brain that can’t 

remember where I put my keys but can recall every humiliating moment of my life in 4K — whispered:

“You know... this is who you are.”Not in a mean way.Not in a “give up” way.

More like a narrator in a documentary about a raccoon who keeps getting into the same trash can every night.I took another sip of coffee.  It stayed in the cup this time. 

Progress.I looked at Nosetta, my journal, my emotional hostage.She looked back, blank and judgmental.“Fine,” I said. “You win. I’ll write something real.”

So I wrote:“I am doing my best.”And for once, it didn’t feel like a lie.  

I felt like a confession.A tiny, stubborn truth.Because maybe my best is rolling out of bed like a corpse falling out of a tree.

Maybe my best is spilling coffee and calling meditation “canceled.”Maybe my best is arguing with a notebook named Nosetta and roasting my therapist in my head. Maybe my best is surviving the morning with my humor intact.And maybe — just maybe — that’s enough. 

Normal mornings are overrated.Mine are chaotic, loud, unpredictable, and occasionally involve threatening inanimate objects.But they’re mine.And I’m still here.Still trying.Still showing up, even when I
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