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Okay. So. This is a book. That I made. Which feels... wild?

I don’t really write books. I mostly talk. To myself. While cleaning. Or cooking. Or reorganizing my spice cabinet for the third time because I forgot I already did that. I talk to lemons. I talk to forks. I talk to you - kind of, in my head - because it helps.

But now here’s all that talking... printed. e-printed. Permanent-ish. Which is very cool and also makes me want to lie down under a blanket and think about soup.

This is my first book, and I’m nervous. Like, squirmy inside my stitching nervous.

Typing was hard. I don’t have fingers. I have gloves that are me. Every period in here was a battle. But I wanted to get it down - these thoughts, these feelings, these extremely strong opinions about toast.

Because grown-up life is weird. And kitchens are emotional. And sometimes the only thing that makes sense is peanut butter and a very clean sink.

So that’s what this is: a bunch of soft, slightly snacky thoughts from someone who is trying.

Not to win. Not to master. Just... to keep showing up. To make peace with the mess. To celebrate the little wins (like remembering there’s ice cream) and survive the little losses (like melting the ice cream because you forgot it was out).

I hope you find something here that feels familiar. Or funny. Or weird in the good way.

You don’t need to read it in order. Or in one sitting. You can read it while microwaving something and forget what I said immediately. That’s fine. I probably forgot too.

Anyway. Thank you for picking this up. I don’t know what I’m doing. But I’m doing it with snacks.

Love and lint,

Lint

(puppet, cleaner, toast loyalist, still figuring it out)
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​The Fridge is Not a Time Machine
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I opened the fridge this morning and found a bowl of soup from... several decisions ago.

I don’t know what kind of soup. I think it was lentils. But now it’s more of a mood. A suggestion of lentils. Lentil-adjacent.

And here’s the thing: my fridge is not a time machine. I keep putting things in there like I’m preserving them for the future. Like cold equals stasis. Like I can pause life by sliding a Tupperware container into the back corner behind the baking soda and the ghost of last month’s enthusiasm.

But no. The fridge is just... slow rot. It’s decay in a sweater. A sweater with its own cooling system.

That spinach you forgot? It didn’t “go bad.” It went on a journey. It liquefied. It became something else. A new form. A wet, green eulogy. It’s compost with delusions of grandeur.

I stood there staring at the shelf like it owed me an apology. And the yogurt next to it was like, “Don’t look at me - I’m past the date but still emotionally available.”

This is what happens. You get busy. You get distracted. You tell yourself, “I’ll eat that tomorrow,” but tomorrow shows up with Thai takeout and a new internal crisis, and the soup gets left behind.

And part of me still thinks the fridge should fix it. That if I store my good intentions in there, they’ll keep. But they don’t. They curdle. They fuzz. They wait just long enough to make me feel guilty when I toss them.

So now I do this thing - I open the fridge and say, “Okay. What are we really doing here?” Not in a judgmental way. More like a check-in. Like: are we preserving or procrastinating?

Because sometimes the best thing you can do is admit the food is gone. The moment passed. The soup expired. And that’s fine. That’s learning.

I’m not mad at the fridge. I just want to stop treating it like a cryogenic vault for my lackluster leftovers.

Today I wiped down the shelf. Said goodbye to the lentil idea. Made toast instead.

Still a meal. Still a win.

Still not a time machine.
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I look at expiration dates like I look at weather forecasts: Not lies, exactly - just... flexible truths. Suggestions. The vibe of the situation.

“Best by” is not “die after.”

“Sell by” is not “smell bad instantly.”

They are stamps. Not ultimatums.

And listen - I’m not out here daring bacteria to a duel. I’m just saying: if a yogurt says July 10th and it’s now July 17th and it looks fine and it smells fine and it’s been chilling in the Arctic tundra of my fridge’s back shelf... I’m gonna eat it.

Probably with a spoon I didn’t fully wash.

Because that yogurt? It’s still living its best life. Waiting patiently while I rotate through snack phases and question my dairy decisions.

This is what I call quiet defiance. Not rebellion. Not chaos. Just... practical disbelief. And a fridge set to “maybe too cold but I’m not adjusting it now.”

I once kept a block of cheddar past three “suggested use” dates. Every time I cut into it, it was a little wiser. A little firmer in its beliefs. A cheese with boundaries. Still good, well... except for the moldy bits.

Now, obviously - I don’t gamble on chicken, I’m not feral, but spinach? That’s more of a visual contract. If it’s still leafy and not doing the slime thing? It’s salad time. If it’s soup-textured? We thank it for its service and move on.

Eggs get the float test. Bread gets the mold inspection. Condiments are immortal until proven otherwise.

My fridge is cold. Not “refreshing,” not “crisp” - cold. Frost on the cucumber kind of cold. Cold enough to freeze hope, to slow fruit flies, to stretch expiration dates from firm reminders of mortality into gentle fiction.

Because here’s the thing: Expiration dates aren’t the boss of me. They’re a starting point. A conversation. A chance to ask, “But how do you feel today, freeze-dried hummus?”

And sometimes the hummus says, “Let’s go.” And sometimes it says, “It’s over.” And I listen. Respectfully. While quietly daring time to stop me.

Expiration dates are negotiable, but my snack instincts? Rock solid, especially when yogurt is involved, and especially if I don’t really want to go to the store.
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Every pantry has them. The quiet cylinders of potential, lined up in the back like soldiers who missed the war. I’m not going to open them, but I can’t throw them away.

Canned beets? Who gave me those? Was that a gift? A dare? A moment of panic at a farmer’s market-themed grocery store when I was distracted by sale items and a nosy neighbor?

Chickpeas? Yes, technically useful, but I have four cans. I don’t even remember buying chickpeas. I just keep discovering them in the pantry like culinary déjà vu.

There’s cream of mushroom soup that expired last presidency, but it’s fine (probably). There’s pumpkin purée from an ambitious fall that never materialized into pie. There’s something with a label in Spanish that I fully intended to translate but now I’ve bonded with the mystery and we ride together forever.

Cans are like pantry fossils. They don’t rot. They don’t judge. They just exist. Even when I reorganize, I don’t toss them. I rotate them. Gently. Like they might notice.

“Oh look,” I whisper to the black beans, “you’re in the front now. What an opportunity.”

But the truth is - when it comes time to cook - I never reach for them. I look. I nod. I grab the pasta. Or the rice. Or just eat toast and a pickle and call it innovation.

The cans are my backup plans for imaginary
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