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This book is dedicated to my mother, Bonnie, the lighthouse in my life.









When I found out I was pregnant, one of my wise and wonderful best friends, Dru, wrote this to me. I think it’s really beautiful, and I’d like to share it with you.




It is a great honor to become a mother. Eckhart Tolle says that parenting is the perfect place to reach enlightenment.


Queen Afua says that Motherhood will make you over if you let it. Yes. She says it will create spiritual, emotional, mental and physical muscle and teach you how to master your own life.


It is all of these things and more.


It is the deepest nirvana ache and the pinnacle of ecstasy.


Listen, this is true: It is the most magnificent fight. It is scratches and balmy tears and milk. It is beautiful, it is bubbly and sweet and defies gravity. It is music: it is jazz and rock and roll, it is old soul and symphony. It is color and sound and light.


Welcome, Sweet Mother Woman.


God bless your new journey, always.













INTRODUCTION
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If you find it in your heart to care for somebody else, you will have succeeded.


—MAYA ANGELOU, MOTHER OF ONE





Let me start by saying that nothing brings me more joy than being a mom! Nothing. It’s by far the best thing I’ve ever done and I’m grateful every day for my daughter, Palmer. HOWEVER, motherhood is also by far the hardest thing I have ever done. Ever. Even a few years in, I do not have this whole parenting thing down. Why? Just when you think you’ve figured out one stage, your child moves on to another.


One reason I wrote this book is because I didn’t connect with the flawless parenting images and idyllic moments I saw in the movies and on mommy blogs and Instagram. For me, they could not have been farther from the truth. They made pregnancy and motherhood look magazine perfect, which just makes you feel like you are on the hot mess express. Where was the screaming baby? Where were the dark circles and the hair that hadn’t been washed in days? Mom bun, anyone? I once saw a quote attributed to Socrates that said, “What screws us up the most in life is the picture in our head of how it’s supposed to be.” Amen to that! Sure, I love to post adorable Instagram pics of my daughter, Palmer, in smocked dresses, bows, and cute bathing suits on the beach (dressing a baby girl is so much fun!), but I’m also honest about my pregnancy constipation and less-than-stellar mom-to-be diet, the post-pregnancy pain in my crotch, my fire-hose-like oversupply of breast milk, and my decision to quit breastfeeding just shy of three months, along with Palmer’s love affair with her paci (which is really my own inability to take it away from her). Everything, actually.


Why am I oh-so-honest? Maybe giving you TMI on occasion? Because I feel like many, many women don’t talk about what you really go through during the first few weeks and months as a new mom. Perhaps it’s because they don’t want to be labeled as depressed, admit that they didn’t have this Instagram-worthy experience or seem like they don’t have their shit together. Well, ladies, that’s okay. I’m happy to admit it. All of it. In fact, it’s normal. I was depressed. My experience wasn’t Instagram worthy and no, I didn’t have my shit together. (Hardly!) The first week alone was full of sheer exhaustion, shock, lots of tears and not knowing what the hell I was doing. I’m fine sharing this new-mom experience with you because the resounding message that I get every single day from women with newborns is something along the lines of, “Oh my God, I had no idea it was going to be this hard. But then I look at your Instagram and it makes me feel so much better about what I’m going through.” I’m also fine shattering the myth that you can have it all. The response has been overwhelming, hence One Day You’ll Thank Me. I wanted to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the milk-leaking, pee-in-my pants, when-can-I-drop-her-at-day-care truth. But I also wanted to assure you of one thing: you WILL be okay. Or as my mom used to remind me growing up, “This, too, shall pass.”


I really believe that timing is everything, including when it comes to having a child. For me, at thirty-five years old I could handle what would have put me into a padded room at twenty-five years old. I also realized that becoming a mom doesn’t have to totally rock your world, and just because you have a baby doesn’t mean that your life ends; it’s just a different life. I was so scared to get pregnant and then even more afraid when I realized that I’m not such a baby person. As a total control freak, the unknown terrifying and let’s just say that parenting, no matter how much you read, plan and organize, is lots of unknown. While it’s not always easy, what you get back is worth every messy mama moment. Sure, it’s full of ups and downs, but you choose how to react to change and you choose your expectations. If you think life as a new parent—or just as a parent at all—is supposed to look neat ’n’ tidy, then you’ll feel awful that you’re not making your own baby food, that you haven’t showered in days and that you’ve become one of those moms whose living room looks like a playpen. (Yup, that’s me. And that’s one thing I said I’d never allow. What a snotty bitch I was!) It’s important to realize that it kind of sucks at times, but you get through it and it’s worth it. Well worth it.


Even though motherhood is tough, tiring and like climbing on a roller coaster every single day, YOU’VE GOT THIS. One thing I’d also say is go with your gut. That is something I’ve realized along the way as a mother—and in life—because my gut has never failed me. And if you do it all with a sense of humor, you will be okay. Trust me: if I can get through it, anyone can! I’ve survived the first few years of mamahood just fine as a sometimes anxiety-ridden, stressed-out working mom on reality TV who won’t hire a nanny. I know it sounds totally sweet and sappy, but you cannot put a price tag on motherhood. It’s the best feeling in the entire world just to be loved by your own little child. What I realized is that nobody is perfect; instead, you learn and grow with your baby. Yes, I know that many days I fail as a mom. Sometimes I say bad words, sometimes I let Palmer have a little too much screen time and sometimes I let her watch The Price Is Right just so I can drink a warm cup of coffee. Sometimes I cry in front of her. It ain’t all roses… And guess what? That’s all okay! I’m not perfect, but I’m trying, and I sure do love my little girl.










Chapter One THE REAL WORLD
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Seize the moment. Remember all those women on the Titanic who waved off the dessert cart.


—ERMA BOMBECK, MOTHER OF THREE





I have no problem admitting that I was ten times cooler and more fun before I got pregnant and had a child. Today, I may be grandma central and yes, I believe that a perfect night out on the town is a dinner reservation at 5:30 P.M. so that I can be in bed by 8 P.M.—even on my birthday. Actually, especially on my birthday. I may have lost my edge and my mojo and have zero social life and I’m totally, 100 percent fine with it. However, real proof that I could hang in my late teens and twenties is the fact that I was on The Real World when I was nineteen years old. Here’s how it all happened…


When I was growing up, there were only four television stations (okay, now I really sound like a grandma), and my family didn’t get network cable until I was in high school. That is when I started watching The Real World on MTV. For those of you who were just a twinkle in your mama’s eye at the time, The Real World was one of the first reality TV shows. This was long before women were asked to accept this rose on The Bachelor, risk takers chose to subsist on rice and just one outfit for thirty-nine days on Survivor and, of course, my castmates and I took part in the Charleston social scene on Southern Charm The Real World was sort of like Big Brother, because total strangers lived together, but it was not a competition, so no one was kicked off and no one won. On The Real World, seven total strangers, all from different backgrounds, were picked from across the United States to live in an amazing house and have their lives documented for several months. It was sort of a social experiment. Each season the house was in a different city. The whole concept fascinated me—especially because I’m a country girl who grew up in a small town in upstate South Carolina called Anderson, about three and a half hours from Charleston. My mother grew up there, and so did my mother’s mother. Actually, I’m a tenth-generation South Carolinian… meaning nobody ever left. Ever. So I always thought it would be really cool to just pick up and move somewhere new to experience something greater/bigger/different. I had no clue that reality TV would offer me that opportunity.


I had always read that the chances of getting on The Real World were slim to none. Hundreds of thousands of people applied every year. That said, I still gave it a shot. The summer after my freshman year of college, I saw an ad online that they were currently holding open casting calls around the country for the fourteenth season. I went to MTV’s website and found out that Atlanta, Georgia, was one of the cities. This is only an hour and a half away from me, I thought. I should go. At that time in my life, I had little direction. I had no idea what I wanted to “be” when I got older. I had no burning passion for any one thing and I felt kind of lost. I figured it wouldn’t hurt to drive to Atlanta and see what this open casting call was all about. If nothing came of it, at least I could say I auditioned for The Real World. At the time, I had no idea which city the show would be in if I did get chosen. But my family never really traveled when I was growing up, so the chance to just pick up and move to anywhere in the country was part of the allure.


I actually had to forgo my younger sister Cayce’s high school graduation to go to the casting call. We are only fifteen months apart and had spent much of our childhood beating the living shit out of each other. But I love her like no other and felt really bad. Although she didn’t actually care whether I came to her graduation or not, it ticked my parents off and I got a lot of grief from them about it. Still, I couldn’t shake the pull to go to Atlanta and see what would happen next. It sounds crazy, but at the time I had this weird gut feeling that the audition was something that I was supposed to do and that if I did it, against all the crazy odds, I would get picked for the show. As you’ll see in this book, my gut never fails me.


So I got dressed (I just wore what I normally did: a short blue jean skirt and white polo top. Very simple. Nothing in your face.) and drove the hour and a half to Atlanta. When I got to the convention center where the casting call was taking place, there was a seemingly endless line wrapped around the building. Some people were in tents and had actually camped out the night before just to get a good place in line. I had absolutely NO idea that it would be this crowded. Oh my God, I thought. This is NUTS. I considered turning around and going home, but I still couldn’t shake this weird feeling that I was supposed to audition. So I got in line and waited. And waited and waited and waited. I’m not sure how long I stood there, but it was hours and hours. When my time finally came, I went inside and was directed to go sit at a table with about seven other people. The casting directors from MTV told us to just talk amongst ourselves and interact with each other. They wanted to see our personalities and how we dealt with other people. It lasted about ten minutes. And that was it. Yes, I’d missed my sister’s high school graduation, driven sixty miles, and waited for hours in line, all for ten minutes. Then I got in my car and drove sixty miles home.


About a week later, my phone rang while I was folding laundry. It was a woman from the casting department at MTV.


“Cameran, you’ve made it to the next stage of the casting process for The Real World,” she said. “Now we would like to interview you.” What happened over the next several months was a very intense interview/screening process to advance through the respective rounds. I had to fill out a questionnaire that was the size of a book. They asked about everything from my belief systems to my family to things that I had done or experienced. On top of that, there were personality profile tests and questions to determine how I would react to various situations. I also had to travel to two different cities—one was Jacksonville, Florida, and the other one I can’t remember—to conduct more in-person interviews. At one point during one of the interviews, they asked me about my mom. I was talking about all the ways she had been instrumental in helping me develop confidence and self-worth and all the wisdom she imparted to me. It was the first time I had actually talked to someone about it and said these things out loud. Realizing all she had done for me really moved me and I started crying in the interview—not tears of sadness, but of gratitude that I had such a wonderful mother. Soon thereafter, MTV called my family members and friends to get even more information about me. And that’s not all. I was also questioned and screened by a psychiatrist. I remember thinking that if I wasn’t picked, at least the interview process itself had been an interesting, memorable experience that taught me a lot about myself.


And then it happened! I can remember the moment I got the call as clear as day. “Cameran, congratulations… you will be one of the seven strangers on season fourteen of The Real World,” said Jonathan Murray. He was one of the creators of the show and I could not believe that he was on the other end of the phone. “We’ll be filming in San Diego. Get ready to leave in two weeks.” Oh my gosh! I thought. I’m leaving South Carolina and going to California. I felt like I was on a cloud. If there was one place I wished to go in this country, it was Southern California. I had been there twice as a child to visit my aunt and uncle who lived in Orange County. Ever since then, the Golden State seemed like a dream to me: always sunny, always warm. Palm trees everywhere and just a completely different vibe than I was used to growing up in a small town in the Deep South. The news that I was about to live there for five months was probably the most exciting thing to ever happen in my life at that point. I couldn’t pack my bags fast enough.


I called my mom immediately. “This is a very pivotal decision for you,” she said after I told her. “Especially at such a young age.” My mom was never a controlling parent, so she didn’t tell me it was the right or wrong thing to do. Instead, as always, she said she would support my decision but to be very careful about the way I carried myself while filming the show. “This could end up being a very good thing or a very bad thing, and that will be based solely on the decisions you make,” she added. Besides my mom and other close family members, MTV said I wasn’t allowed to tell anyone about the show. They didn’t want me or any other cast members mentioning The Real World, so if people asked where I was going, I was supposed to say “to film a documentary.” Luckily, no one asked. I mean, c’mon, who would believe I was going to film a documentary? On what? I couldn’t scream about The Real World from the rafters but, y’all, I was SO, SO excited. My family was supportive, but a little hesitant about what I was about to do… after all, I was only nineteen years old and pretty naive. Looking back, I believe this is actually why I was chosen. Going into the casting process, I think the producers knew they were looking for one of the personalities to be a small-town Southern girl who was as naive as they come. I fit the bill perfectly.


MTV told me that pretty much everything I needed would be provided other than my own personal clothing. “Make sure to bring ‘going out’ clothes,” they said. Um, what? I didn’t own anything even remotely sophisticated or “hip” to wear to nightclubs in California. So my dad took me to Bebe at a local mall and bought me two black dresses. I swear I felt like Cinderella (in an odd way). Even though I had only two weeks to get ready to leave for five months, I was a nineteen-year-old college student who didn’t own much, so it wasn’t like I had to scramble to pack it all up or get it organized. Instead, it felt like I was just resetting my life, and it felt good. So off I went to California with just one big suitcase.


The first time I walked into the Real World house in San Diego, a big, bright blue modern house that sat on the end of a fishing wharf, it felt like I was walking into a celebrity’s home. It was so different from anything I had ever seen or lived in in South Carolina. It had three bedrooms—the guys shared one, the girls the other two—lots of decks and a hot tub. The decor was all very brightly colored and young/hip, with a definite beach/surfer theme to go along with the Southern California location. I couldn’t believe this was going to be my home for five months.


The show was filmed from August to December, and then would premiere the following January with twenty-six episodes. There were seven of us in our house—four girls and three boys. Here’s how they described me and my housemates: Southern belle Cameran, 19; motorcycle enthusiast Brad, 22; certified masseuse Frankie, 21; quick-witted Jacquese, 19; San Francisco native Jamie, 20; Randy, 24, who worked at a Boston nightclub; and Robin, 22, a bartender in Tampa. When I met my new roommates for the first time, I instantly loved them all. Although most Real World casts fight a lot, we genuinely liked each other and had a good time together. Our cast had a unique bond. I immediately had a crush on Brad. As a motorcycle-loving boy from Chicago, he was nothing like the guys I was used to in small-town South Carolina. He had a loud mouth, said what he felt and had little decorum. I found him to be very refreshing and interesting! I shared a room with Jamie Chung, a beautiful Korean-American girl from San Francisco who went on to become a successful actress. I was in total awe of her effortless California style—she wore UGG boots before they became a thing. I thought she was just so cool and by the end of our stay, I was definitely copying every single thing she wore. Jamie and I keep in touch to this day.


The number-one question I get about The Real World is, “What’s it like to be filmed 24/7?” Well, let’s just say that the minute we set foot in the house on day one, a microphone pack was put on our backs and our every move and sound was recorded and logged all day, every day, for five months. The microphone packs were hot and uncomfortable—something I never really got used to—and you could only remove them to shower or sleep. But you still didn’t get breaks in the bathroom or when you went to sleep. The bedrooms were equipped with motion-sensor night vision cameras and there was a microphone built into the headboard of your bed. If you changed positions while you slept, you could hear the camera mounted over the bed move to follow you. It didn’t make for very restful sleep. Then there was the bathroom. If you were talking in the shower, a camera and sound guy would come over with a boom to capture what you were saying. Even a menial task such as taking the garbage out involved a camera crew following you. It was so different from what I would later experience while filming Southern Charm, which we shot just three or four days a week for several hours at a time. Sure, it was weird being filmed 24/7 for the first few days, but the odd thing was… I got very used to it, and then it became my new normal. So much so that we were actually offered therapy once we wrapped the show to help us deal with transitioning back to the actual real world from The Real World. I guess when your every move is filmed, it can be a little psychologically difficult to return to normal afterward.


The one thing I never got used to, however, was the community shower. We had one BIG shower with five showerheads and zero privacy. I could not fathom showering with any of my roommates or them seeing me naked. I also could not imagine the camera crew filming me naked. My solution was to take all of my showers wearing a bikini. We also had a very small closet in the basement of the house that I would sneak off to so I could get dressed in private. I was such a prude. However, I can proudly say that no editor on MTV had to blur my naked behind! I think this made my mother proud.


Each season of The Real World, the cast gets a group job while filming the show. Rumor had it that we were originally intended to work at SeaWorld, but something changed last minute and the producers had to scramble to find us another job. We ended up being hired as the co-crew for an America’s Cup sailing yacht named Stars and Stripes and worked about four days a week for a large portion of the day. It always felt like very long hours and we were always really, really tired when we finished. Stars and Stripes was a massive vessel that was docked in the San Diego harbor and took tourists out sailing every day. We had to undergo strict training to learn how to safely help crew the ship. For the most part, we loathed the job. It was pretty labor intensive and repetitive. You also had to be on high alert, because there was an element of danger to it. We were told to pay very close attention when changing the sails, as a mishap could cost us a limb. Looking back, though, those days on the boat were some of my best. We learned teamwork and how to push through something we didn’t enjoy. We learned what a hard day’s work was at a young age. And of course, returning to the harbor on that boat witnessing a SoCal sunset was a very good end to a hard day and made for some amazing memories.


The Real World opened my eyes to so much and I truly think helped shape who I am as a person. It showed me a world beyond the somewhat sheltered Southern culture that I grew up with. It allowed me to live with and learn to get along with a very diverse group of people who had different beliefs and backgrounds. It taught me how to respect all people regardless of their station or circumstance in life. It also showed me how truly naive I was. I had never witnessed anyone using any drugs besides marijuana in South Carolina. But in California I saw cocaine for the first time one night at a club in downtown San Diego. A beautiful girl was snorting it on the counter in the women’s bathroom and I watched her in total shock. This was something I thought people only did in movies or on street corners.


“Oh my God. What are you doing?!” I said. I’m certain that my mouth was hanging wide open.


“F*** off,” she told me as she looked up with a stare that pierced right through me. Shell-shocked, I immediately started crying. I went out and told all my roommates what I had just witnessed, and they just rolled their eyes and laughed. So I’m not joking when I say I was naive.


At nineteen years old, I was the baby of our group and had to use a fake ID to get into bars and clubs. Being underage and not very streetwise, I could be somewhat of a buzzkill to my roommates. One night, Brad and Robin both got arrested (for different things) and it was crazy. It was the first time I had ever known anyone who was arrested. The thought of them sitting in a jail cell horrified me, especially Robin. Brad got thrown in the drunk tank for being belligerent, but Robin was arrested and booked on an assault charge that was the result of defending me. We had been trying to get me into a bar with my fake ID. A guy was heckling us, so Robin punched him in the arm. I can’t remember exactly what he was saying, but he was making fun of me for having to use a fake ID and getting caught by the bouncer. I think if there hadn’t been cameras around it wouldn’t have been an issue, but it was all captured on film. I felt really bad that she was arrested. As you might imagine, we were not welcomed with open arms by some people in San Diego. People would heckle us nonstop when we went to public places. Attempts by people to start fights and provoke us were not uncommon. On numerous occasions, we had to have security follow us to protect the crew’s very expensive equipment.


After The Real World aired, my friends and family were very supportive. For the most part, I had behaved and didn’t cause any serious embarrassment to my family. I didn’t have sex with anyone or get in any fights. I was pretty much just myself throughout the duration of filming and although my naiveté was quite apparent, I made it through the process unscathed. The most intriguing/risqué thing I did was have a steamy make-out session in the hot tub with Brad—twice. Of course, the cameras caught us both times. I was absolutely wasted and I’m pretty sure he was, too. The Southern belle had a crush on the bad boy from Chicago! I’m sure this is what the producers were hoping for when they cast us. When we finally gave in to our primal urges and made out, I know they were high-fiving each other in the control room. It never evolved into deep feelings, though, and Brad never tried anything else. In fact, Brad and I traveled together extensively after the show for speaking engagements about The Real World and even stayed in the same hotel room on numerous occasions… but we always had separate beds. I still think of him as a dear friend. In fact, I went to his wedding in Chicago years ago. I’m also in touch with Randy and Jamie. We have talked about trying to arrange a roommates’ reunion, because we’d love to see each other again. Sadly, Frankie passed away several years ago from her lifelong battle with cystic fibrosis.


After The Real World, I had many amazing, unique, and sometimes crazy opportunities presented to me. It was hard to go back to school when I still had no idea what I wanted to do with my life and when I was being offered jobs and money that were so hard to pass up. In a matter of weeks, I went from being a completely private/unknown person to somewhat of a celebrity. I HATE to use the word celebrity because, to me, the only people who deserve that title are those who have done something noteworthy… but all of a sudden people knew who I was. I would go to the mall and people would ask for my picture. It was kind of cool and kind of terrifying at the same time. This was in the heyday of The Real World and people were truly fascinated by the concept, so for the two years following the show I went on a speaking circuit to over fifty colleges and universities, from Duke to UCLA. There was rarely an empty seat in the house. Between the speaking engagements, we would do appearances at bars and clubs and get paid in wads of cash. We would literally stand on top of the bar with a handle of alcohol and pour it into people’s mouths. The club appearances typically lasted until about two in the morning.


One of the, um, craziest opportunities was hosting Girls Gone Wild, a series of videos of college-aged girls going, well, wild—and not being shy about flashing their boobs or other areas of their bodies and taking part in wet T-shirt contests. Occasionally Joe Francis, the founder of Girls Gone Wild, would have celebrities on the show, and he had the idea to have a small group of people from The Real World host an episode. At the time, I thought the extent of Girls Gone Wild was just girls flashing their boobs. I had NO idea it was pretty much soft-core porn. Joe offered us each $10,000 to get on the bus for two days and film. I said yes. This could be fun and it’s easy money, I thought. Well, I was in shock by the whole thing. Mildly fascinated, but mostly in total shock. The fact that people were willing to have sex on camera floored me. I was mortified. I ended up crying and begging the girls not to take off their clothes—not exactly the role of the host. In fact, I think that was the exact opposite of my job. File this one under “you live, you learn.” I will try to avoid telling Palmer about the adventure.


I was on a plane almost every week and sometimes multiple times a week. I would fly to the East Coast to speak at a college one day, and the following day I would have to be on the West Coast. I made a ton of money doing this and also blew a ton of money doing it. This was the first time in my life that I had a lot of money, but I had nobody helping me manage it. If I went out to dinner with friends, I would pick up the whole bill. I bought a white Cadillac Escalade. I had a Juicy Couture tracksuit in every color. I thought I was hot stuff, but looking back, I was kind of a moron. Knowing what I do now as a mature adult, if I had saved and invested that money, it could have really grown. It was an exciting yet difficult time in my life. At the end of it, I got very sick and burned out. I went to see a doctor who told me, “Cameran, you have to stop all of this traveling. You are physically exhausted and it’s affecting your health.” He was right. The constant flying, drinking, lack of sleep and eating airport food had caught up to me. (This is part of the reason why I made a rule for myself, when I decided to do Southern Charm, to stick to a two-drink maximum while filming. I’m a lightweight, and you really get in trouble when you let your guard down when you’re shit-faced.) It was time for something new.


That’s when I got hired by the NFL network to be a correspondent for Rich Eisen’s NFL Total Access. To this day, a lot of people have no idea I did this, but it had always been a dream of mine to work on the sidelines of a football field, and I jumped at the opportunity when it fell in my lap. I’m pretty sure Rich was mortified that a girl just coming off The Real World had been hired to work on a show that he’d put a lot of time and expertise into. I had a contract for ten NFL games, and my segment was titled “Behind the Scenes with Cameran Eubanks,” where I showed viewers what was happening at the game besides the game. I was told that I needed to tone down my thick Southern accent a bit before I started, so I would listen to newscasters and try to learn ways to sound not so “country.”


But my accent wasn’t the only problem. I was absolutely awful at this new job! I was totally, 100 percent green. As green as you could be. It was mind-blowingly exciting to me, but I had ABSOLUTELY no idea what I was doing. I interviewed tons of celebrities, including John Legend, Mary J. Blige and Warren Moon. I stood inside the tunnel at Lambeau Field with Brett Favre. I went inside the Patriots’ locker room and tried on Tom Brady’s shoulder pads. At the NFL kickoff game in New York, I interviewed Beyoncé. Yes, Beyoncé. She actually told me she watched our season of The Real World and was a huge fan. Wait, what? I thought. I was shaking so much that the microphone was moving when I talked to her. If you think I’m lying, I have the awful and embarrassing video footage to prove it. The whole time I was filming that show, I thought, I can’t believe I’m doing this. Whoever hired me is probably gonna get fired. When Elton John was at one of the games, I was handed a microphone by my producer and told, “Get to Elton!” I literally couldn’t do it. I was too terrified. Y’all, this job was not for me. I sucked. Needless to say, my contract was not renewed… and I totally understood why. Looking back, I think I lacked the confidence to be good at something like this. It just felt so far out of reach for me. I also felt guilty that some people work their whole lives and go to school for an opportunity like this, and I got it only because I had just come off The Real World.


I used to say that I hope Palmer never finds out about The Real World because obviously there were some embarrassing things I don’t want her to see. (For example, the hot tub sessions with Brad.) But now I view it differently. It was a great learning experience and it played a big role in my generation’s pop culture, so I’m proud to have been a part of it. I’ll probably let her watch some of it once she’s about sixteen years old, and who knows, she might even think it’s cool. Now, if Palmer wanted to do a show similar to The Real World the way reality TV was done back then, I would support it. Sadly, I can’t say the same about supporting her to do reality TV the way it is done now. As a culture, I feel like it takes a lot to shock us these days. We are numb to so much because of social media. We all want to see drama for entertainment, but the drama that it now takes to sustain a good reality TV show has become a little too dark and too manufactured. It also comes at the expense of the participants who are filmed. Another reason I wouldn’t want her to do it today: social media did not exist when we filmed The Real World. There were online message boards and chat rooms, but that was it. I have a MUCH thicker skin in my thirties than I did when I was nineteen. Social media back in the day would have chewed me up and spit me out.


People always ask me: if I could turn back time, would I go back and do The Real World again? I always answer with an emphatic yes, yes, YES. That experience was a major turning point in my life. It helped shape me as a person and opened my eyes to so much. I would 100 percent go back and do it all over again. There is nothing scarier than going outside of your comfort zone, but when you do you often learn, see and experience things you never imagined. So if an opportunity comes your way—be it reality TV, a new job, a chance to move to a different city, etc.—I’d say, grab it. Chances are, it will grow you as a person, and that’s what life is all about.
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