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On June 31, 2019, at 8:05 PM, I took off for Paris, France, on Delta flight 264 to do something I’d never experienced before. It was the first time in my adult life I took real time off from my life. I finally did something big for myself—not for my career, not for someone else, not for some impossible facade I could never keep up with because of fear. First, a little Timothy history here: The previous year, I experienced one of my worst years, full of depression and tears. It seems I had been stalling the trauma I never worked on after all the years. It just became way too much to bear. Slowly, through therapy, I discovered that I’m worth everything, every cent I have, I was determined to make sense of my hard times and feel worthy again. Once I did, I vowed to do everything I had put off before: celebrate New Year’s, grow my hair, learn French, go to Paris for six months, continue therapy, have a big birthday party, and accept real vulnerability. And while I was there, I met someone—someone who made me smile, someone who made me hit send on my heart’s biggest file. Maybe it was how much my heart would eventually hurt, maybe it was the wine I drank in Parc des Buttes-Chaumont, maybe it was riding bikes in Bordeaux under the sun, or maybe it was the lonely nights after the breakup that I got drunk, but everything about Paris is forever indented on my heart.

While I was there, I learned about this unique French word called “dépaysement.” It literally translates to “decountrification” or “change of scenery,” but it’s used to describe this great feeling of living as a stranger somewhere far away from your memory; a sort of disorientation, lost and searching, but doing it with real curiosity and wonder. That was me in Paris. Me, feeling as if I had no past or future. Me, learning the French language (while I kicked and screamed with my tutor). Me, eating all the baguettes. Me, feeling like I was meant to be exactly where I was. Me, finding someone who would turn “me” into “us.” And after our love eventually dried up, after the heartbreak and fuss, after the last text I never sent sat in my notes folder collecting dust, I sit here thankful for the dust I kicked up: the good, the bad, the healing, the trauma, the boring mundane stuff that fills 99% of my life up. I believe that going after love is real as fuck, so I wanted to tell this story by writing a book.

Making art out of my own heartache doesn’t feel beautiful at the time. It’s not like the movies. I can’t perform some grand act of self-love, discover something remarkable, and figure it all out. No, my guts are inside out. On the floor. In public. And it never seems to stop. I think: if only I do this, if only I say that, if only I hit send on that thoughtful email, then maybe it would all make sense. Sometimes I felt like I was writing this story to write us back together. Sometimes I felt like I was writing this story to write us “right” on paper. The wishful thinking, thinking my actions would matter, thinking they may reconsider… but they never will, dear reader. I used to think it was a curse to feel so deeply, I used to curse at myself and anyone who hurt me. Now I know it’s my biggest blessing, to actually really care and fight for something. And what I’ve learned is how to tell my story, to remember that I’m more than someone else’s memory. I’ve learned about the kind of partner I actually need, about the kind of partner I need to be, and that I should always be striving to see and be seen. I hope this book can give you wings for your own voyage. Healing is never linear, and as I continue my own process, I hope this book can help you feel seen. Like Donald Glover once said, “Make it all for everybody, always. Everybody can’t turn around and tell everybody, everybody already knows, I told them.” To own my pain, what a beautiful choice.
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    I don’t smoke, but I asked her for a cigarette. She said she didn’t smoke either, but she was smoking to forget her regrets. I said I know all about that, and I asked her if I could help. She laughed and said “You must be American with a line like that!” She was wearing all denim everything, and damn, she had everything. She made me forget every piece of art I ever made. She made me wanna be a bad man just to spite my last name. I said “Je m’appelle Timothy.” She said “Enchanté Timothé mon cheri, my name is Aimée. Why don’t you come with me and let me buy you a drink?” and she walked back inside the party like a fuckin’ G. My whole life flashed in front of me. All of my memories from that moment are tinted in purple, blue, and neon green. See, I’m a Cancer Sun and Scorpio Moon, which means that I romanticize, commemorate, and sentimentalize every single thing. As an artist, I have to feel what I’m feeling in order to feel alive, and I felt that tingly feeling I hadn’t felt since I was a teen. I looked out at the streetlights, smiled, and went back inside to follow my dreams. Two hours later, she walked me to chez moi, and Donnie & Joe Emerson’s “Baby” was playing from the sky above. She looked at me and said, “Baby, you are dépaysement.” I said with a grin, “Excusez-moi?” She said, “Not too bad for a Good Man.” I can see her skin bleed a wisdom I’ve never seen, some kind of experience deeper than anyone I’d ever met in NYC. I had to wonder if it was all some sort of fantasy, some kind of idea I created during a late-night flight while eating another can of Pringles without a fight. I swear I left all my regrets back in those hotel sheets. I swear I’ll stop looking at my ex’s Instagram for at least a week. Was I dreaming like Tom Cruise in Vanilla Sky? I just know I’d never felt this alive, totally free of any conspiracy or time. When I went inside, I immediately looked that word up, called her, and we talked all night.

OEBPS/e9781668003701/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0008-01.jpg
‘.['m‘ﬁm(wﬁw
FOREVER, AGAIN





OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0012-01.jpg
‘SEXQnd THE CI1Ty’
ONGCE PROCLAIMED
THAT YOU ONLY GET
TWO GREAT LEUIES
AN YOUR LI\FE.






OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0014-01.jpg
T THINKGRERT LOVES
SHOULO BE COUNTED THE
WAY THE BASKETBALL HALL o
ERE INDUCTS THEIR
NOMINEES: APLAYER MUST
BE FULLY RETIRED FOR &k
LEAST FOUR FULLIL SEASONS,
SOYOVSEE,THERE'S NO
WAY AIMEE can BE COUNTED
AS @ GREAT LOVE.IT JUST
HASN'T BEEN TWAT LONG.






OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0016-01.jpg
PRARUEL

PARIS,FRANCE. SUMMER





OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0018-01.jpg
CHAPTER L
ll‘l‘illllc'l'.Oll





OEBPS/e9781668003701/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


    		Title Page


    		Dedication


		Introduction: Forever, Again


		Part 1: Paris, France. Summer

		Chapter 1: Attraction


		Chapter 2: Romance


		Chapter 3: Infatuation


		Chapter 4: Falling


		Chapter 5: Trust


		Chapter 6: Merging


		Chapter 7: L’amour


		Chapter 8: Commitment







		Part 2: Rome, Italy. New Year’s

		Chapter 9: Shock


		Chapter 10: Denial


		Chapter 11: Bargaining


		Chapter 12: Depression


		Chapter 13: Reconstruction


		Chapter 14: Reflection


		Chapter 15: Acceptance


		Chapter 16: Hope







    		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Introduction


		About the Author


		Copyright








		1


		2


		3


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192








OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0005-01.jpg
THIS IS FOR
THE LONELY
PEOPLE





OEBPS/e9781668003701/fonts/RibeyeMarrow-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/endpaperf.jpg





OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0015-01.jpg
> al
=0
YES,T WROTE @

T
€ BOOK ABO
NOHO:lll'gaAnomsmP





OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/9781668003701.jpg
57 A
....m mu
NS
AWl
N2






OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/f0013-01.jpg
S2’V[E HAD FOUR.
DOES THATMEAN I'M
LVUCKY 64 DOOMED?





OEBPS/e9781668003701/images/title.jpg
TiMOTHY GOODMAN

Simon Element
NEWYORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781668003701/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


