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“Nearly all the best things that came to me in life have been unexpected, unplanned by me.”


—Carl Sandburg



INTRODUCTION

When I found myself suddenly knocked up in the summer of 2009, my carefree life skidded to a halt. I went from being an immature, thirty-three-year-old boozehound working at an alt-weekly, hitting the bars four nights a week, to a gobsmacked puddle of Jell-O facing down the firmest adult-like deadline of my life. I may have been a grown woman with a job, a 401(k), and even a husband who was happy about being blindsided, but I felt about as emotionally qualified to have a baby as any cast member of 16 and Pregnant.

This was, in large part, because I was one of those people who are pretty sure they aren’t going to have any kids. As a result, I lived my life like someone who doesn’t need to ever grow up enough to take care of a baby. I avoided pregnancy talk and babies and general nurturing so successfully that I realized I had almost no common knowledge about what pregnancy even entailed, much less how to hold, talk to, or feed an infant, or explain to one what a good rock band was. Now here I was, pregnant.

Let me say this first: Though this news was unexpected, it was not unwelcome. Yes, it would change everything. But what it did not change was the fact that I had no idea what the hell I was doing.

It sounds cliché (get used to that), but some of the best things in life are, indeed, random. They are the unexpected turns that yield previously unimagined fruit—the accidental meeting, the oddly timed good idea that lands just right, the decision to stick with New Girl after its first few episodes. In fact, almost all my best memories come from events where I had no idea what would happen next—and not just because I was doing shots.

So it was with pregnancy. I could not envision the turns it would take, emotionally, physically, or emotionally. Did I mention emotionally? Not having planned this thing, I had never bothered to imagine its multitextured possibilities, much less take folic acid. But I was curious about this unknown, wildly divergent path that had sprung up before me, and a funny thing happened: In spite of intellectually not wanting to be pregnant, once I was … there was, for me, no going back. I was invested, and I was curious. And I was really happy (and reassured) to discover that those hardscrabble qualities will often take you farther than the best-laid plans.




“Being slightly paranoid is like being slightly pregnant—it tends to get worse.”

—Molly Ivins





So I rolled with it. But that is not at all the same thing as being ready for the road ahead. And that I was not. I was amazed, though, to find a glut of information available about the physical and medical aspects of pregnancy. Seemingly endless books, websites, and forums—all in reassuringly tedious detail—covered nearly every question I could imagine about the basics of gestating, from heartburn to hemorrhoids.

What I couldn’t find was anything much about the emotional chaos and confusion of an unplanned pregnancy from the perspective of an alleged adult who had zero intention of ever having a baby, especially if it meant there would be this much farting. Plus, I needed logistical guidance, stat: My husband and I didn’t have the dough, the gear, or the lifestyle to bring a baby into the world. And scarier, we didn’t even know what we didn’t know.

What’s more, what was out there about “unplanned pregnancies” seemed so academic, so antiseptic, so religious—none of it was able to help me figure out why I was suddenly reliving my shitty childhood, why the show My Wife and Kids was now funny to me, or how to remove five years of cat hair and cigarette funk from a sofa before a baby comes.

There was also nothing to help me quit smoking cold turkey but also not consume everything in sight like some kind of pregnant human garbage disposal. Nothing about how to keep hanging out with your friends while you’re sober, especially now that they are suddenly the most annoying people in the world.

There was no warning that I might regress to the emotional state of my teenage self, but sure enough, there I was, fighting with my baby daddy, hating my mom again, and missing the best parties.

I wrote this book because it’s the book I longed for when I was pregnant. Something that would take me through the logistics of how to prep for a surprise pregnancy with a limited amount of time to stockpile money and desmokify a house. A place to vent about what a pain in the ass it is to suddenly deal with a once-autonomous body that feels hijacked and smells, bewilderingly, like soup. A place to laugh about the clichéd discomforts of pregnancy from the perspective of someone who found herself there by accident.

A place that celebrates the what-the-fuckness of breeding, on purpose or not. And ultimately, a place that understands that you can loathe everything about pregnancy, from ugly maternity tops to morning sickness to swollen ankles, and yet still love the child you are growing without question, not in spite of it but because of it. Especially when the growing of that child causes you to get the weirdest, grossest ear zits imaginable.

If I have done anything correctly, I have created that space for you and every other adult woman who finds herself inexplicably knocked up and scared shitless, ready to do this thing right but kind of wishing there was a TV show called 33 and Pregnant to take you through it.

The biggest gamble in the universe, hands down, has got to be the making of a life. But if I am proof of anything, it’s that it can be done, even well. In fact, it’s very similar to that E.L. Doctorow quote about writing: “It’s like driving at night in the fog. You can only see as far as your headlights, but you can make the whole trip that way.”




“Babies are always more trouble than you thought and more wonderful than you ever dreamed.”

—Charles Osgood





So to face this thing, I suggest taking off the mask of knowing and diving to the bottom of not knowing. It’s terrifying, but it might just be a once-in-a-lifetime thrill. And this is coming from a person who has sat in the backseat of a 1976 Chevelle, driving around farmland, ramming into hay bales. At night. With no headlights. For kicks. You think I don’t know thrills?

Maybe you never wanted kids. Maybe you weren’t sure if you wanted kids. Maybe you wanted kids but just not now, for the love of all that’s holy—just not now. Maybe you have kids already and you thought you were “done.”

But now here you are, with a bun in the oven, a bean on the sprout, an egg in the skillet. And whether you are calling it your “Oops Baby,” a “Little Surprise,” or your “Bonus Round,” you are keeping this kid. Still, your emotions will need time to catch up. You’ll realize this when your first instinct after happily announcing the news is to download a sad trombone MP3 and walk moodily around, pressing Play at random intervals.

To aid in your epic journey, I’ve organized this book into the five stages—Shock, Help!, Logistics, Excitement, and Rocking It—that you’re likely to experience. I’ll walk you through the basics: the logistics, and emotional boot camp of making your life baby-ready. Though nothing can predict exactly how or in what ways you might feel blindsided, uplifted, shocked, or awed (or all of the above, simultaneously) by this decision to breed on the fly, that moment will come, and you will wonder: What the hell have I gotten myself into?

But think of it this way. When you do not know what is coming, you cannot convincingly talk yourself out of the ride. You have to eventually just let go of the bracing fear of it all and accept the unwieldy twists and turns. So if you too have found yourself knocked up without a road map, just keep driving. Dodge the hay bales, though. And do everyone a favor—keep the lights on.



STAGE 1

SHOCK … HOLY SHIT, YOU’RE PREGNANT



1.
YOU’RE SO NOT ALONE
(Because There’s a Baby Inside You)

So, you’re accidentally knocked up.

Surprise!

Congrats? Congrats!

You, or the judgy people around you, are probably thinking, birth control much? Pulling out? Abstinence? Anybody? Ain’t no grown-ass woman got to be pregnant if she don’t want, amirite?

Well … yes and no. And yet, according to the U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, 49 percent of pregnancies in 2011 were “mistimed, unplanned, or unwanted.” Yes, really. So look around at all the children you see and know that one out of every two of those darlings is an oops, a shrug, an okay-I-guess-let’s-do-this.

In other words, you’re not alone. Even though you might be feeling that way and thus are considering a Thelma and Louise– or Wile E. Coyote–style move that reflects the very oh-shit feelings of this endeavor.

First, DO NOT DRIVE OFF A CLIFF. There are no jalapeño nachos down there, trust me. And unless you actually starred in Thelma and Louise, you didn’t even just pretend-sleep with young Brad Pitt, so obviously you still have some living to do.

Second, allow me to restate the facts, or at least the only fact that matters to us: 49 percent of pregnancies are unplanned. Your situation is, in fact, totally normal. Mundane, even. It may not be anyone’s ideal, but it’s actually how the whole thing works about half of the freaking time. This information should be posted in bold, flashy fonts at every major intersection in the universe, such a significant fact it is. It’s also kind of awesome if you think about it. Life is unpredictable. The rules are always changing. Dice! Rollin’!

Also, if you think about it, aspects of all pregnancies are unknown. Even if you always wanted kids, you still can’t have much of an idea what it would really be like to have a baby, because there is no way to know what it is really like to have a baby without doing it. Even if you wanted to get pregnant, you couldn’t have known exactly how your body would react to the experience. And even if you already had twelve babies, you still could not have predicted what it would be like to have this particular baby, because all babies are different.




“The condom broke. I know how stupid that sounds. It’s the reproductive version of the dog ate my homework.”

—Jennifer Weiner, Little Earthquakes





The point is, a big part of pregnancy and parenting is out of your hands, and that’s not always bad. That’s part of the fun, as terrifying as this may sound to you now. And try as we might to control our fates, life creeps in sometimes. Did you hear me? Life creeps in.

How would I know? Because sometimes it creeps into the middle of nowhere in rural Tennessee at the music festival Bonnaroo. Okay, so it wasn’t the middle of nowhere, more like the middle of a somewhat concealed spot near a bunch of campers in the mud. With my husband. Who had been told by actual doctors that he was infertile.

Record scratch.

When I got pregnant in that field, my favorite pastimes included doing nothing and not having to do anything—usually while drinking and smoking, and almost always with a very bad attitude. So you can see that I was not the greatest candidate for doing a lot of stuff all at once, such as paying attention, feeding something often, and caring a lot, as one does with a baby. And at such early hours.

Moreover, when I found out I was pregnant, I had spent the weekend literally bouncing up and down on a jet ski at my friend’s parents’ lake house in Alabama, where we had used the majority of our time getting wasted off Miller Lite. In a can. Messing around with fireworks. Cut to next scene: I was smoking a cigarette and drinking a beer while sitting on the toilet hunched over an e.p.t. stick. Don’t ask why I was doing all those things together—at the time it seemed really appropriate.

My husband and I had $90 between us. No health insurance. Two months of marriage under his honest-to-god ammo belt. (That’s a belt made entirely of empty bullet cartridges that he wore onstage in his fifteen-person rock band with face paint and robots. The one that paid him in burritos.)

Did I mention we were not in our early twenties but in our late twenties? And by late twenties I mean I was actually thirty-three? Did I mentioned we owned two gray cats that shed a lot of long, fine, gray hair onto everything, and if you ran around too fast in any room it might be like a snowglobe of long, fine, gray cat hair? And that they couldn’t really get all their crap into the litter box so it was on the floor around the litter box frequently, too? And that my diet consisted of Parliament Lights and a sack full of Krystals?

Suffice it to say I did not want a baby. Or, rather, I didn’t think, for a long list of reasons, not least of which was my afterschool-special kind of upbringing, that I should have a baby. I concluded that since I probably shouldn’t breed with such a wayward set of data points, I didn’t want to. Either way, it just wasn’t the best idea for me, this whole baby business. It was a can of worms I didn’t want to open, particularly for someone who didn’t even own a decent can opener.

But then those sperm did something surprisingly smart, if indifferent to my wishes. They pulled out all the stops. They brought their best men. They got up there when the getting was still good. They got past the rigorous background checks and carnivalesque feats of strength and fired off a winner.

And I took one look at that plus sign, exhaled the last cloud of cigarette smoke I would ever taste, and said, “Fuuuuuuuuck.”

• • •

The moral of my story? If I can go from a cat- and smoke-filled Krystals trailer sort of life to raising a happy, darling, healthy baby, then the sky is the literal limit for literally anyone who literally even sort of tries. Literally.

But I won’t lie to you: What you’re about to face is a strange, unprecedented journey into feelings, weight gain, farts, ear zits, judgment, confusion, hilarity, terror, and the sense that something small but motivated is putting a lot of pressure on your bladder. You might also be extremely horny. (Normally, being judged a lot isn’t a turn-on for most people, but you never know.)

What counts here is that every day, in every way, women just like you and me find ourselves in this very drawers-dropped-in-a-field predicament. Sometimes it’s out of nowhere, like in that show I Didn’t Know I Was Pregnant, where women don’t know they are pregnant until their babies literally crawl up their chests and start breastfeeding.

But that’s not you. Thank God, that’s not you. You’ve done something right, here—you already know you’re pregnant right now. So, congrats! If we can have our druthers, nothing will be crawling out of you into the toilet. See? In spite of how shocked you might feel, you have not, in fact, been sucker-punched by this news after all. At least not literally.

Sure, it’s terrifying in both the horror-movie and existential-fear sense, whether this is your first baby or your fifth. But that would be true whether you read any books or thought about crib sheets or not—having a baby is a hella big deal regardless of how many lists you can make in advance. And since you’ve decided to do this, the important thing to remember is that you can do this. You really can. Because I did it.

Know this: Even as motherhood feels like it’s hurtling at you through space with almost no time to prep, you actually do have all the time you need to get it together. Also, “mother” may feel like the only “you” there is now, but it is merely one designation among the many monikers of your life. It alone does not define you. Even if it’s covered in clichés about mashed yams, stepping up to the plate, doing it and taking responsibility, and being a whole person and all that crap.

Welcome to motherhood. First shot of apple cider vinegar is on me.


2.
DID I SCREW UP MY CHANCES FOR A HEALTHY BABY?

When you have no plans to grow a baby, what then, pray tell, is to prevent you from eating a bunch of mercury-coated raw fish, dropping to the floor in an amateur belly flop to do the snake, or taking matador classes? Nothing, that’s what.

Given your carefree lifestyle, you were likely engaged in any number of the following activities prior to The Big Bang: drinking, smoking, bouncing, air-traffic controlling, eating excessive amounts of tuna and deli meat, drinking unpasteurized milk, having an ill-advised summer of coke, listening to Maroon 5, reading Fifty Shades of Grey, catching bowling balls right in the gut, or merely getting really, really into Here Comes Honey Boo Boo. All wildly fun things; all terrible for an unborn child.

Your first response to the news of this pregnancy is likely to be, like mine, an unforgettable “how the hell did this happen?!” moment. Your second thought is likely to be: “Shit, did I fuck up my baby?” Short answer: Maybe? Technically-just-as-short-but-long answer that’s likely more correct: Probably not? It’s hard to say, but at least the ambiguity of this question will prepare you well for parenting, when there is literally no one right answer to any question. Every topic can be and is contradicted and debated with gusto and verve.

Not only was I sure I’d fucked up my baby, but I was more sure that I would be prosecuted in a court of judgment the moment I waltzed into my obstetrician’s office to confirm this surprise pregnancy. He would see my sallow skin, depressed posture, and immature attitude and immediately pen a brilliant article for a reputable medical journal titled “Can She Be Real (or Helped)? The Most Horribly Irresponsible Pregnant Woman I’ve Ever Encountered.”

I was about as ready to face that chorus of medical judgment as I was ready to change a diaper, so I tossed the beer, dropped the cigarette into the pregnant-positive pee-filled toilet for one last satisfying singe, and turned immediately to the wilderness of the Internet to find out exactly how horribly I had damaged my progeny.

Drinking? Check. Smoking? Check. Willfully depriving my body of useful nutrition and/or decent amounts of sunlight and water? Check. Bouncing up and down idiotically on a jet ski? Check.

But what I found was oddly reassuring: If nothing else, it was at least a very popular Google search. About a bajillion other reckless boozehounds just like me had searched the exact same thing, and damn near every variation on this question, which boils down to: “I was drinking/smoking/getting high/using drugs/being an idiot before I knew I was pregnant. Is my baby okay?”

Let me just interject here that I’m sure we can all agree that the Internet is full of outliers who are drawn to its anonymity and conflicting information—information from which you may easily cherry-pick the most reassuring of outcomes for yourself and call it a bloated day. None of it replaces that thing you really do have to do, reader: go to an actual doctor who will actually tell you to your face how horrible you actually were/are. Studies on pregnant women and the effects of bad things on their unborn children are notoriously hard to conduct, since no sane person wants to coke it up while pregnant for the sake of science. Furthermore, the results of these types of studies are mixed even when they are available, which is why no obstetrician can guarantee that your pregnancy is going to be smooth sailing no matter what you’ve partaken in prior to or just after conceiving.

But until your caregiver tells you things are looking A-OK, think of using the Internet as a kind of great practice for being looked at, judged, and given unsolicited advice in real life. FYI, being judged and given unsolicited advice is about to be a daily occurrence for the rest of your pregnancy and child-rearing life, so open arms, people. Open arms.

But back to the very closed arms of the digital safety net: There’s a kind of truth in this outlier mob madness. That is to say, a bajillion other people searched just as you did, having committed egregious pre-pregnant crimes eerily similar to yours, and yet SOMEHOW the horror stories, the tales of damage and woe, are not as ever-present as you might think.




“In case you didn’t know, pregnant women are notorious for Googling scary crap about their pregnancies.”

—Christine Gilbert





These people were just like you with their Risky Business–level bad behavior, and they reported that their babies turned out just fine. Better than fine! Great, even! I sighed with what had to be at least a double pregnant pause, comforted by the knowledge that I had probably as good a chance as anyone—or at least our grandparents’ generation—of having a healthy pregnancy. I would save the emotional question for the next nine lifetimes.

But you won’t get off that easy, friend. What you will find out there may be temporarily reassuring, but it isn’t a guarantee of anything and still comes with a finger wag. The online anecdotes run the gamut, from “ARE YOU STUPID? Every single thing you drink or eat directly impacts your baby’s SAT scores!” to “Dude, chill. I smoked five joints a day, and my baby is hella cool.” That’s because for practically every single study out there about what’s good or bad for you during pregnancy, there seems to be an equally convincing study that found just the opposite. Whether you’re smoking, drinking, taking folic acid, or dyeing your hair—or not doing that stuff—gestation is a gamble, no matter how you slice it.

In between these extremes of “do it” and “oh shit, don’t do it,” lies the also-hella-cool concept of pragmatism. She’s your new best friend, even though you ignored her when you thought it was a good idea to shoot Grand Marnier or not contribute to a 401(k). Practically speaking, says our friend, it seems like there would have to be some kind of basic biological protection for a growing fetus in the early stages in the womb, a Hail Mary for the initial Big Bang, a protective cloak for nature’s little bean sprout to take hold without fear of every errant wind uprooting her. Right? How else could so many of us have unplanned pregnancies and mostly turn out okay (debatable!)?

I will leave the medical science to an actual doctor who has written outrageously successful journal articles. But consider my theory that for the first few weeks of pregnancy—during the time you don’t even know you are pregnant and wouldn’t even test positive on a prego piss test—perhaps there is a kind of safe passage from the land of the partying to the land of the sober. Again, don’t take my word for it; the evidence for this is mixed. The guarantees of a healthy pregnancy—whether you do all the “right” things or not—are zero. But still. Isn’t it possible that it is possible, given how many of us are having these things by accident?

When I waltzed into that doctor’s office, I told that graying Stanley Tucci look-alike of mine everything: the drinking, the drugs, the burritos, the lack of sunlight. It all came tumbling out like the effects of one too many happy hour two-for-ones on an empty stomach. He smirked, gave me and the husband a quick once-over, and told me not to worry, no-nonsense style. To just stop what I had been doing and hit the straight and narrow. And, of course, he said to hold off on announcing the pregnancy until I was past twelve weeks—not because I was a boozehound smoker who may as well have been catching bowling balls in the gut for a living, but because I was OLD (ahem, thirty-three at the time of conception).

My experience, again, is not to be substituted for your own medical provider giving you the classic lecture of ambiguous reassurance. I offer my story here only to say that either I had the world’s most cavalier doctor, or there is something to this incubational-free-pass-early-on-for-expecting-mothers theory, even the unexpecting kind, whose bodies need a bit of time to prepare for the long haul ahead.

Whoever or whatever out there did that for us and our bodies? Thanks. We totes owe ya one. Luckily, I hadn’t taken Accutane for a decade, and my hard-drug days were long gone. It was “only” the smoking and drinking I’d had to quit.

But rest assured that as long as your caregiver is not worried, then you needn’t be, either. So while your baby is kickin’ it, you can kick it, too. Just not how you used to. Remember how you used to? That was fun? Buh-bye.

I don’t mean to be cavalier about the mountain-moving levels of willpower you will have to muster to drop whatever bad habits you may have recklessly pursued for the duration of this pregnancy thus far. I cannot to this day fully explain how I was able to rally the troops myself. I only knew that, for me, continuing to smoke was not an option. I just couldn’t do it. And I didn’t really feel like smoking anyway. That’s what is so great about the discomfort of early pregnancy, if you can call it “great” to feel like your insides are mobilizing to be your outsides. When everything is ripe for the hurling up, the last thing you want to do is add toxic chemicals to the mix. Like the thought of alcohol the morning after with a wincing hangover, most of the time, your old vices won’t even be a thing to fight. The rest of the time, you will be a fierce warrior against vice.

That said, as anyone who’s ever tried a mood-altering substance can tell you: there’s always a poor man’s substitute. You’ll be shocked and pleasantly surprised to learn that once all vices have been thoroughly eliminated from your bloodstream, you’ve basically reset yourself to what other people consider normal operating levels. This means that regular, old, over-the-counter, widely available, safe-during-pregnancy medicinals and natural highs can now give you that classic take-the-edge-off feeling you once turned to booze and smokes for. For instance:



	 When I needed a pick-me-up, one tall Starbucks coffee had me pretty much bouncing off the walls. And my child. (One cup of coffee a day is perfectly safe during pregnancy, says the American Pregnancy Association, which recommends keeping daily intake to a moderate 150 to 300 mg.)

	 If you’re not the coffee-drinking type, there’s always a little piece of dark chocolate, or a cup of black tea.

	 Here are a few other things you might want to do for a mood shifter when the going gets really safe, healthy, and boring:

	Sex

	Baths

	Showers

	Walks

	A glass of wine

	One Excedrin

	Two ibuprofen and a cup of coffee (“poor, pregnant woman’s speedball”)







Just think, eventually you’ll have a child and it will be just as difficult to find time to have a beer or two, but at least then you won’t feel guilty about it. (Unless you’re breastfeeding.)

But until then, now that you know that you got away with something, feel free to use the knowledge of this free pass both ways:

1. To rationalize any bad behavior prior to knowing you were pregnant

2. To now become one of those unbearable, overly concerned pregnant women who can’t even walk through a cloud of Lysol spray for fear of the harm it will do to her child

Sure, it’s a huge, flip-floppy contradiction, but no one expects a pregnant woman to make sense. Sheesh, it’s not like you’re running for political office. (I really hope you are not running for political office, because then I cannot help you at all.)



3.
ARE THERE ANY DISADVANTAGES TO AN UNPLANNED PREGNANCY?


As the wise, sadly anonymous person on “Yahoo Answers” said succinctly in response to the question, “What are the disadvantages to unplanned pregnancy?”:


“Only one: You’re pregnant.”



4.
TEN ADVANTAGES TO AN UNPLANNED PREGNANCY

Granted, “Surprise Pregnancy at Thirty-Five” is on approximately no one’s bucket list, but this caution-to-the-wind adventure nonetheless offers a surprising number of advantages you might not expect from anything so terrifying. To wit:

1. You’ll Get Healthier, Faster

Sure, you were going to do a cleanse and start that new workout routine on Monday. Of next year. If nothing else, this pregnancy is the final uterine push you needed to cut out the fried, salty foods in tiny individually wrapped packages that you’re so obsessed with; focus on healthier stress management techniques that don’t involve your ex-boyfriend, craft beers, and 3:00 a.m.; and start eating something—anything—resembling a green vegetable. And no, I’m not talking about those snap pea crisps.

2. You’ll Get Emotionally Sorted Out

With the right outfit, being a basket case in your twenties was precious. Unforch, no maternity outfit in the world makes being a pregnant basket case look cute. Luckily, pregnancy puts a natural, and surprisingly manageable, deadline on getting your shit together upstairs, at least enough to focus completely on another human being.

That’s good news, because your feelings about your mother, your life, and every relationship you may have ever contemplated might come rushing up faster than a bad case of heartburn after some buffalo wings. Will you actually resolve all your complicated baggage before the birth? Of course not. All the more reason to start chipping away at the heap of hassle in your life now. And seriously—put your back into it. Also, don’t forget to pair those wings with some (organic) ranch dressing.

3. You Have an Ironclad Excuse to Get Out of Things

Most people wouldn’t characterize pregnancy as convenient. It may be a tumultuous time of medically unexplainable sensations, sure, but it’s also your get-out-of-jail-free card for any person or thing you don’t feel like seeing/doing for the next nine months, give or take five years. This is great news for anyone who’s just been guilted into joining the company softball team, or anyone who has a really hard time saying no to trivia night. If you already have kids, you’re probably familiar with this excuse. It’s even stronger now that you’re pregnant again!

But even better, it’s a legit reason to stop doing a bunch of bad stuff you always meant to quit and now actually can’t do in good conscience anymore, as we discussed a couple of chapters ago.

4. You’ll Simplify Your Life

You think pregnancy just made your life infinitely more complicated, but looked at from another angle, it just became ridiculously clear what matters. Hint: Not the weekend in the mountains where you will watch your twelve closest friends engage in a competitive drunk farting match. Remember all that stuff you needed to do to become a real grown-up but were putting off because it seemed confusing or impossible? You know, like building up a real savings account, creating a will, or getting a life insurance policy. Before your every waking moment is allocated to properly sanitizing bottles, deal with that kind of shit now.
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