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WARNING:

“THIS NEWS I’M GONNA BE WRITING ISN’T FUNNY

AND I SWEAR TO GOD IF ANYONE IS READING THIS

YOU BETTER SHUT IT NOW

CUZ THIS IS NONE OF YOUR BUSINESS!”

—Jennifer McDonnell, age thirteen, 1989, actual diary







Thangst!



Lots of people helped Mortified grow up from being a scrawny little runt to being…a scrawny little runt with a book deal. They even taught us to say our proper “pleases” and “thanks yous.” So here are a few people and places that Mortified totally like-likes now and forever.

The First Willing Victims

Mathew Harawitz, Jennifer McDonnell, Kerri Pomarolli, Sascha Rothchild, Giulia Rozzi, Johanna Stein, and Elizabeth Zamos (who chickened out for the world’s coolest reason)

The Mortiphiles

All Things Considered, Sara Alloco, Joe Amario, Boston Globe, Brandy Barber, Drew and Keleigh Biehlanphear, Judy Blume (Patron Saint), Paul Coogan, Diane Cook, Andrew Covell, Terra Chalberg, Chicago Tribune, Daily Candy, Shay Degrandis, Lauren Dolgen, Gordon Eick, Missy and Brian Evans, Jane Feltes, Annette Ferrara, Flavorpill.net, Lauren Forte, David Fox, Zoe Friedman, Eddie Gamarra, Gothamist, Gawker, William Hall, Angel and Kevin Herlihy, Lauren Horwitch, Gitta Hughes, Ina Jaffe, Jane magazine, Yaffa Jaskoll, Neil Katcher, Daniel Kirschner, LA.com, Los Angeles Times Magazine, Jen Lakin, Krista Lanphear, Jason Levine, Lauren Lexton, Gabe Lewis, Scott Lifton, Jenny Ruth Myers, Bob Nadelberg, Judy and Stephen Nadelberg, NPR, Patrick Price, Joe Reynolds and the M Bar staff, Tom Rogan, Sam Rosen, Davy Rothbart, Rob Sachs, San Francisco Bay Guardian, Jeni Seidler-Pro, Craig Silverstein, Adam Soldinger, Julie Snyder, Kim Stenton, Mike Stern, Drew Tappon, Craig Taylor, This American Life, Heather Van Atta, Debbie Varshawsky, Liz Wise, Julie Wolfson, Amy Woods, Margy Yuspa, our fans, our cast, all those people who blog about us, and anyone who courageously submitted stuff.

Thanks to all them, we’ve got angst in our pants.








Introduction

How I Got Mortified




In the days before blogs, people transcribed their everyday events with ancient tools known as pens and paper. Back then, private thoughts were not written to serve as public spectacle. Rather, they were intensely guarded keepsakes, hidden under beds, locked in cabinets, or buried in the back of closets. These were called diaries…or if they were owned by heterosexual males, journals. To their oh-so-sensitive authors, such books served as their confidante, their shrink, and in a few somewhat pathetic cases, their only friend.

I never actually kept a diary or a journal—at least not for more than three days. My older sister, Debbie, however, was a tad more prolific. And when she skipped off to college, I naturally snuck into her bedroom—as if pulled by some preteen tractor beam—and read her private thoughts. I got a voyeuristic thrill reading about her then-current crush or how Mom was being “such a total bitch and I don’t care if she’s really reading this right now.” But the thrill became more sobering when I stumbled on some entries about…me. They weren’t bitchy or whiny. They were concerned. I had apparently been having trouble at school and was depressed and, being a good sister, she was worried. And that’s when the guilt set in, and I quietly closed her book forever.

The desire to read people’s private thoughts is ingrained in all of us, though with specific devotion attributed to nosy little brothers. And while sneaking into my sister’s room and reading her words without permission was wrong, our hunger for peeking into anyone’s life with such detail is not. I’ve come to learn the reason behind this desire is more intimate than imagined. Simply put, these diaries, journals, notes, lyrics, poems, and letters are all windows into who we truly were…and still are. We are captivated by others’ innermost musings because in them we spot our own awkward identities. Witnessing them, in all their startling clumsiness, we can’t help but laugh.

 

In my mid-twenties, I dug up a wretchedly lame unsent love letter (included in this book) that I apparently wrote to a girl in high school. I shared it with my roommates, who took ruthless delight in hearing it read aloud. I figured other people were hopefully just as pathetic. Luckily, I was right.

Mortified began as way of unleashing once private words off the page and in front of live audiences. The first Mortified show was intended as a one-time event. I had no idea if it would be funny past the first five minutes. I was terrified people would find it a fleeting retro fix. After all, this wasn’t exactly a proven formula. It was just something that entertained my friends. And hence, to ward off such criticism, the concept of the “diagraphy” was born—Mortified’s odd editorial process by which we assemble actual childhood words into unique autobiographical tales. The entries that appear in Mortified (either on stage or page) are not so much a collection of verbatim journals, but more like carefully selected “windows” into people’s pasts.

We’re often told that real life doesn’t quite play out like a story. But through Mortified, I’ve learned that real life is exactly where all that classic story structure comes from. When the show debuted, audiences weren’t just laughing. They were relating, even rooting for the “characters” as though they had been ripped from the pages of their own lives.

And thus, the little showcase of stunted youth began to grow up.

There’s a safe distance between the kid who wrote this dreck and the adult who’s reading it years later. And while part of the charm in reading other people’s childhood writings is in laughing at their naïveté or hearing kitschy retro references, most of the appeal is simply because we desperately want these kids to come out okay. There’s something sadly heroic about each of these entries. Even though I’ve never prayed to Jesus…or snorted coke between classes…or wrote love songs to girls who later became lesbians, I can’t help but crack up when reading the accounts of people who did. You can’t laugh at something without relating to it. No matter what your race, gender, generation, or social rank (jock, brain, rebel, insert remaining John Hughes characters here), we were all that same strange kid. We couldn’t escape them then, and we certainly can’t escape them today.

 

With the release of this book, those words finally find their way back home to the page. If there’s something these entries echo, it’s that it’s simply tough to be kid. It’s scary. It’s exciting. It’s freaky.

As kids, we don’t ever think our voices are being heard. We feel small. Insignificant. What I find strangely comforting about this project is knowing that, even if it is a few decades late, someone’s listening.

If I could apologize to the teenage version of my sister, I would tell her just this: It might not get easier. It might not get simpler. The drama may never end. But the good news is simple. You grow up. You survive. (So stop spazzing out about not wearing your hair gel when Brian walks by.) You’ll be okay.

With this book, I hope to offer a snapshot of human history at its most hilarious and haunting.

Share the shame.

 

Dave Nadelberg

Creator-Producer-Angstologist

Mortified







Note to the Reader



To protect the innocent, awkward, and angsty, many of the names, dates, places, and other identifying details listed in this book have been altered.

 

As is the nature of Mortified’s editorial process, portions of the original text have been altered and arranged for sake of narrative and clarity. However, in keeping with the spirit of authenticity, no new sentences were ever created or inserted by the editors.

 

In short, these kids really wrote this crap.







Rewriting Romance


Alexa Alemanni
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When I was fourteen I spent my summer at a musical theater camp, and I fell in love with a boy named Sam. He was from Milwaukee, and he played the clarinet. I was in love with Sam from the first day I met him, and I pursued him like crazy. Sadly, nothing ever happened. Finally, on the last night of camp the two of us stayed up the whole night talking. But still nothing happened.

Now, I was a pretty obsessive, neurotic teenager, and I firmly believed that with enough hard work I would always get what I wanted, including Sam.

So I started writing him letters. But not just any letters. They had to be perfect. I wrote draft upon draft upon draft of letters to Sam and kept them all in a journal.

One last thing: He had a girlfriend the whole time we were at camp, before camp, and after camp. Her name was Jenna.

Letter One

Dear Sam,

I was sitting at the bus stop in Denver and there was a man across the street…or maybe across a time zone…playing the clarinet. Coincidence? I think not.

Alexa

His Reply

Alexa,

Hey. Hope all is well. Write back whenever.

Sam

My Reply, Draft One (Discarded)

Dear Sam,

What is up? It’s been FOREVER since we last talked! Greetings from good old Denver, Colorado. It’s sunny and seventy-five here, in November. Isn’t that just crazy? What a great place to live. Hope you’re okay.

Alexa

My Reply, Draft Two (Discarded)

Dear Sam,

Glad everything is cool, I just figured there was too much snow to get to a mailbox!

Alexa

My Reply, Draft Three(Sent)


Sam,

Good to hear from you! I was worried when you didn’t write back right away. I thought you’d vanished into “the black hole of Milwaukee”! Ha ha!

Alexa

P.S. When are you in Denver again?

His Reply

Alexa,

Might be there for New Year’s. Who knows. Keep it real.

Sam

My Reply to his Reply, Draft One (Discarded)

Sam,

Do you remember this place? Do you remember the touch of synthetic fabric? Or the touch of your hand on my face? Do we not speak of such things? Do you think of me? What do you see? Behind my mask, my untouchable heart? Maybe I can show it to you sometime.

Alexa

My Reply to his Reply, Draft Two (Discarded)

Sam,

And so I write, and prepare myself to wait for you to respond. But the time in waiting for you to write back to me is nothing in comparison to the time we’ll have together in the future. And so I wait. If wedding dresses and curly haired children appear in my imagination, I can allow them to linger ever so briefly.

You’re the first time I’ve played MASH, not cheated, and had it turn out every way I dreamed it—with you. I had a dream that you played the clarinet for me when I couldn’t sleep, and our daughter had beautiful hair.

I guess her name can never be Jenna. I swore I’d never even say her name. How often do you?

Alexa

My Reply to his Reply, Draft Three (Discarded)

Dear Sam,

Dreaming of you always. Or as “Marion the Librarian” sings to the stars not knowing her “music man” is so near: “But my love depends on a wish and a star—so long as my heart doesn’t know who you are.” But I know who you are. Sweet dreams be yours, dear. I will set your world on fire.

My Reply to his Reply, Draft Four(Sent)


Sam—

Great to hear from you! Are you excited for Thanksgiving? I am! I forgot if I asked you if you’re going to be here for Christmas or New Year’s. Silly me! Ha ha! Hope you’re well.

Alexa

His Reply

Alexa—

I’ll be back in Denver around Christmas time. Not to sure yet. Will you be there?…

Sam

My Reply to his Reply to My Reply, Draft One (Discarded)

Sam

“WILL YOU BE THERE?…” can only imply “I hope you still are so I can see you.” Will you be there? is solely polite. Will you be there? (with an ellipsis) is in reference to my other plans. The choice of the word “will” implies an urgency of “I hope you will still be there.” That was a big clue, Samuel. You gave me a big hint right there. Did you mean to do that? I think you meant it. Ellipses after a question mark are always strategically placed. They are never unintentional. A question mark ends the sentence. Extending it with an ellipse is a choice! Good work, Samuel. Alexa

My Reply to his Reply to my Reply, Draft Two (Discarded)

Sam,

I dreamed I came to Milwaukee for Christmas. We went to your parents’ house. I helped your mother with the cranberry sauce and you told your father you thought you were in love. Who have I become because of you? A love-struck Juliet who writes nightly in a Five-Star notebook about her hopes and dreams of future happiness with her one and only Milwaukee love? Who, who, who have I become?

I cut my thumb when slicing a lemon today because I was thinking about you. You saw that coming, didn’t you, Samuel? My eyes burn to see you, the way my finger burns from the acid of the citrus fruit.

My Reply to his Reply to my Reply, Draft Three (Discarded)

Sam,

I wish you would say: Come to Milwaukee. Three words. The most beautiful words. Come, come here, here, not there, near me, plead, come, command, demand, no choice, you must come, Milwaukee, unpleasant and harsh, yet contains you, dichotomy of sensory responses, waukee, extended k’s long e’s exuberant exhales, sighs of breath, orgasmic release, or softly caressed. A simple, powerful, mind-tingling, over-the-top phenomenal, frightening romantic and delicately dynamic suggestion. The possibility of anything—a verb, a noun and a period. It could be anything in the world. Just ask it! Please!

No Draft Four, Wrote a Poem Instead

She grasps the empty air for solace, comfort, and understanding

air, cold, void, biting air is none of those things

a solitary melody, played on a solo “Saigon-ian” saxophone.

I will never be your Miss Saigon, but I still believe I am your

“Kim”.

You are “Chris”. Why must you have an “Ellen”—Jenna—call

her what you will!

Unforeseeable chambers.

A window, a door, a river, a time zone, a saxophone…except

you play the clarinet.

Days lost, chin knocks, here’s looking at you kid,

Memories burn under summer skies,

Touch, touch is not a solitary sense.

An abduction, seduction, suspension of disbelief,

oh to be Cary Granted off my feet.

But I remain lost on the shores of Egypt.

The pyramids of Manhattan point to nothing.

You are nowhere to be found.

My Reply to his Reply to my Reply, Final Draft(Sent)


December 28th 1995

 

Dear Sam,

The truth is…I really like you.

Adult Me Says

And he never replied.







London Calling


Carolyn Waddle Almos
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I 
     grew up in a small town where the big cultural event was the rodeo. I always suspected I may have been dropped there by accident.

Then, when I was thirteen, a thrilling thing happened: My father got a sabbatical to study in Britain. I went with my parents and my sister, Susie, to Europe for six months. First we traveled around the continent and visited the house where Anne Frank hid from the Nazis. Then we stayed in London for three and a half months.

In that short amount of time, much like Eliza Doolittle, I underwent an amazing transformation. I slowly began to assume my true identity—a plucky British heroine from the 1940s.

October 2, 1981

I suppose the reason I’m writing this is because of Anne Frank. I love Anne Frank. I really do. What a courageous talented soul she was! I’ve only read two books on Anne Frank, but I hunger for more. I’ve been thinking a lot about this diary today. I suppose because it almost seems like an adventure. “Being like Anne Frank.” Oh Anne how I wish you were here right now. It is horrible having an obsession that can never be satisfied! P.S. Susie got two letters in the post today. I’m green with envy!

October 5

I must explain about my abrupt ending last night. You see, I can’t bear to be the last one to sleep. Alas, I rush into bed. I suppose it has something to do with my insomnia. C’mon Carol get happy! I, Carol Waddle, do promise not to think of dreary, depressing things!

October 15

Tonight I went to my first Templars Drama Club meeting. I would like to do a drama. A social drama. I’d like a part for a young woman. I can’t play most children’s parts, and most seem to be quite stupid, as adults apparently have forgotten, or never could, understand children. Children are so wonderful. I want always to be a child, yet at the same time, I want to be an adult.

October 22

Did I tell you? I’m going to work on costumes for “Blithe Spirit” for the Templars. They asked me about it as though I must be so brave to take on the work. How I dote on each little thing I do in drama! It’s not a chore, but a privilege doing the thing I love!

November 17

The police came to check our garage for IRA bombs. I found out about laboratory animals and dogs in the Philippines. After they had the dogs on TV, I went upstairs and sobbed the tears I had been holding during the film. They do horrid things to them! Please God, can’t you do anything? The police checked the garage because the IRA (as you probably know) is blowing things up like crazy. And killing! And what’s worse, the jerks start killing Catholics simply because the IRA doesn’t like Protestants! Oh, FUCK the IRA! I absolutely loathe those murdering bastards. I’m sorry, but I hate them so much. And those animal killers too. What is wrong with people?

December 8

Oh, I feel happy today. I just finished a marvelous book. And it’s SNOWING! The house is very bright. I have hung up the decorations Susie and I have made. Also, the red and green paper chain for the tree is finished. This afternoon we are going to see “Cats.” Oh Glorious Day!

December 15

I can’t believe what is happening in Poland. Martial law on Sunday. Today Walesa under house arrest. How can I save the victims? I can’t take it anymore. I am going crazy. I have a nasty temperament and am miserable.

“One of us is crying”—ABBA

December 24

Now it is Christmas Eve. I’m glad I’m not depressed like last year. Shit. Somebody just clubbed some foxes with clubs on TV. I hate fox hunters. I loathe them. Cruel people. I’m not kidding, they should be put in jail. And I’ll be damned if I don’t try to stop hunters.

December 29

We just watched a heartwrenchingly sad movie called “Day of the Dolphins” starring George C. Scott. At the end the two dolphins (who could speak) were let go by the scientist, George C. Scott. He had to, or they would be in danger. But as they left, Alpha and Beta were calling “Pa!” and “Ma!” and I wanted to bawl like a baby, but the tears slid down my cheeks silently. So you assume the dolphins are safe at the end (oh I hope! I couldn’t bear the sadness if they weren’t). It touched me in such a way, that even now my heart aches to think of it!

January 1, 1982

I am so very tense and short tempered. I constantly have to do dramatic limbering-up exercises to keep calm and from screaming. But I want to scream and I need to scream. I remember (to change the subject) a while ago when Jenni was staying overnight. We were playing RISK and Jenni said that when she played she always put yellow in Poland because they were yellow!

I said, “Jenni, how can you say that? These brave people are fighting for their freedom!” She shrugged it off. I will always remember her stupidity.

January 11

This is the last day of my fabulous Europe trip. But I will come back. After all, I’m only 13 and travel being as easy as it is today. Here I discovered Anne Frank. If I had a choice of one person I’d like to meet it would be her. Never to be. We could have been friends I imagine.

Well, goodbye Europe. It’s been great. We’ll have to get together again sometime.







Passing Notes


Anne Altman
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I 
     grew up in a small town on Boston’s North Shore. Like the majority of my sixth-grade peers, I was a typical naive nerd. Yet when the grade schools merged in junior high, I gained entrée to the “popular group” somehow. The cool kids “dated” and “partied,” and I was determined to maintain a firm grip on this sudden popularity by constantly communicating with my new friend Melissa. She was exceptionally nice and smart for a cool girl, and she had the latest scoop on all the boys.

My mother once commented on my popularity, and I replied, “Yeah, well, it might look easy, but it’s a lot of hard work, Mom.” These notes, passed between me and Melissa (aka Mel and Melly) in eighth and ninth grade, chronicle my tenacious struggle.

Had I been that dedicated to my schoolwork, I’d have gone to Harvard. Right, Mom?

New Note

Mel, how are ya? Doesn’t my hair look gross? I didn’t curl it. You look really nice today! Now tell me, do I have too much lipstick on? ’Cause if it looks slutty I’ll take it off. It’s just a little bright! Anyway, what’s up? Cassie doesn’t want me to go to the dance because she doesn’t have any money. She wants to save for Florida; she’ll never save it.

Once she gets the money for babysitting, she’ll blow it on gum. I’ll go to that dance for the hell of it, I mean, what the heck? Nothing else to do! Who does Glenn like? I wonder if he is gonna bug you today about me! The word Math makes me sick. I don’t understand it. It’s way too hard. You see, every time Glenn sees Courtenay, he makes SURE that she knows that he’s around. He’ll go “HI COURTENAY!” wicked loud and she’ll go “Hi, Glenn!” She knows he likes her.

Anyway, so then like if we are with a bunch of kids talking, like say me, Glenn, Courtenay, Alyssa, etc., he’ll look at Courtenay, smile huge and wave—I mean give me a break. It’s so damn obvious. What a shit. He doesn’t have to like me but he CAN’T like someone else. It’s weird though, in a little teeny way it seems that he likes me, just alittlebit, hardly noticeable. Well I don’t know. Then again, I bet he doesn’t. Ah forget it. Look at this! I wrote a whole damn page about this queer! Write back!

AA

P.S. Marc is a good kid. You still like him, don’t cha—I can tell, I’m not too thick. I think he likes you a little too—and don’t say he doesn’t, cause he does. I saw him the other night talking to you…

New Note

Melissa,

Don’t worry about Marc, it’s not a big deal. Something will click, and the whole thing will be just nifty. Not with me though, the whole thing is a mess. Guess who Alyssa likes?! Glenn! I hate that bitch! She’ssogross! I can’t wait to see what happens at the end of today! I know he’s going to ask her out.

Who does he like? I like him. But I don’t know if I like him. but I don’t hate him. I don’t wanta like him! He hates Cassie. Cassie thinks he hates me too, but she’s burnt because he doesn’t—we were on the phone for like a 1/2 hour!

Write Back!

New Note

Mel,

I bet Cheryl said that, but she does exaggerate. A LOT. Kevin said Cassie was mouthing off wicked bad yesterday morning. She treats her Mom like shit and lies a lot. It’s weird, I kinda want you to tell Glenn about me but I know it will wreck everything and then he will hate me ’cause he will never like me anyway. It’s like I have cooties or something. I don’t know, you could just ask him who he likes. I know he’s gonna say Courtenay, that’s what he always says, but who cares? Are you going on the field trip to Washington D.C.?

W/B!

New Note

Melissa,

How are ya? Cassie isn’t in a bitchy mood, she’s just a bitch. She’s totally changed. I bet she gets smashed every weekend with the burners on the golf course. I’m never going there. Cheryl is pissed at her too. Glenn might get an idea I like him. He’s wearing a brown sweater thing and he looks cute. The only reason I like him is ’cause when he’s nice he’s wicked nice to me and he’s fun to talk to. I want him to know about me, but I don’t. you know? ’Cause I’m positive he’d rather have Alyssa over me, Courtenay over me, etc…. I’m gonna die when he asks Alyssa out this week—which I know will happen.

Write Back Definitely I’m Bored

New Note

Mel—

Of course that girl is a bitch. I mean, she’s a senior! Even if she was the best kid in the world, she’d still be a bitch cause she’s a SENIOR. Well, la—dee—da. You know? Are you still happy about Marc? That’s good. How are you guys together? Fine? Good. Anyway, I really don’t like Glenn anymore and I’m psyched.

Yesterday, I was at the park and Glenn said “Hi, Anne” once and then talked to some other kids and then Billy said to me “You always wear red!” and I go, “I know!” Then I went over and talked to him for about 1 1/2 hours! We went to Cindy’s Superette and then he rode me home to my house—me on my bike and him on his bike. We were talking and talking about all this stuff—it was great! He’s SO cute! I [image: 22]him. He’s so much better than Glenn—cuter too.

W/B

New Note

Mel—

How are ya? I’m okay. Anyway, did Marc leave for vacation? That’s a bummer, huh? Do you still like him? Cassie was so burnt before the dance—how long is she going to be suspended for?

I warned her—I had a pretty good time at the dance. I still like Bill just a little—not too much—’cause I know he’s never like me—he’s too old. Anyway, he was at my house all weekend! Friday afternoon from 3-4 pm, then 6-7, then 8-12:45am. Then on Saturday he came over for about 2 hours (this is all to help me with my Halloween costume) then from 8-11 at the dance (he was a little drunk I think). Anyway, he called me last night. I called him back but he wasn’t home. He said hi to me in the hall today, and that’s it! Well, g/g, period’s gonna end.

Love ya, Anne

W/B

New Note

Melly,

Hi buddy, how are you? I hope this day goes by slow. You see, I like Billy a lot and I want to see him around in school, if you know what I mean. Cassie’s pants are too tight. Anyway, stop working on your report! You bitch! Cheryl hasn’t started hers yet, neither has Doug. I think I have too much mascara on. I need a mirror. Did you break up with Marc? Is he in school? I wonder if Bill likes me. I doubt it very much but I don’t know what to think you know, cause he’s really nice to me…but he’s got his own friends and stuff, I mean…he’s a senior! I don’t know, maybe he likes me as a friend but I like him more than that! Can’t you tell?

Write Back!!!

Adult Me Says

The following is a note I wrote for my eyes only, as a freshman after I believed Billy stomped on my heart.

New Note

Anne loves? Billy? Billy loves Heather! Heather is a gay fag ugly preppie! I hope Billy realizes that Heather is a gay fag ugly preppie soon!

In the meantime, Anne, who is awesome, beautiful, amazing wonderful and is better than Heather, but too good for Billy, will try to forget both of them for a long while and really try hard to get a nice kind, considerate handsome thin boyfriend! So BYE BYE BILLY and HEATHER, you both will be burnt in the end! Especially you, Heather, you fat-assed, zit-faced ugly queero 17 year old snobby preppie un-coordinated bitch! You can’t even dance! Why don’t you just do it right there on the gym floor in the middle of the dance? Huh? Are you glad you got rid of me, Billy? Huh? Good! I hate you too! I may be a freshman, but I have feelings! Why don’t you just tell the whole world about this bitch and throw her picture around and shove it in people’s faces! They don’t care!

Nice ’do!

What did you cut it for Heather? Why don’t you spend your whole life savings on this fat bitch! Spend the rest of your life with her you hypocrite! You are a snobby two-timing double hypocrite with NO CLASS whatsoever! And I do. And I am: losing weight, getting new clothes, being happier, being prettier, growing longer, blonder hair, getting a new boyfriend and getting BETTER grades! SO YOU ARE BURNT! Nice life, Billy, nice life. Give me a call sometime, and let me know how you’re doing, you stupid stud.

So, ANNE LOVES???

Who could I like?

 

BYE BYE!







Bad Advice


Anonymous (author was honestly too mortified)
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I 
     spent most of my high school years in honors classes, doing homework and socializing with friends of my similarly low social ranking. However, the summer before my senior year in high school, I managed to come out of my shell socially, even enjoying my first beer on a camping trip—yeah, I felt like the BWOC (big woman on campus).

So by the end of this truly wonderful summer, a close friend who had similarly undergone this social awakening and I wanted to share our newly enlightened way of stepping up the social ranks to other fellow “nerds with potential.”

So we scouted out the perfect candidate and became obsessed with the idea of transforming him from nerd to popular boy. We decided to send an anonymous “letter of advice” to him in the mail as a sort of guide to how he, too, could make this social transformation to being cool.

In retrospect, its tone did not exactly have the feel-good vibe as intended.

 

Stan—

I really think you have the potential to be very good-looking, but you need some work to reach this point. This letter is in no way an insult, it is merely some helpful hints so that next year the girls will fall all over you.

Right now I think that you might repulse some girls. My hints are to make it so the girls will run towards you, not away.


	You really need to get a little help with your acne. It is not that bad, but your face always seems to be greasy. No one wants to kiss a face that is dripping with oil.

	You need to cut your hair. Right now your hair looks like the mane of a lion, which is in no way attractive. You need to cut your hair in such a way that the curls are not as obvious. A short haircut would take care of this. No matter what haircut you get, get one that will be above your neck! I think your hair is your biggest problem. Ask your hairdresser what he/she thinks would look good on you.



	You need to dress better. No one likes to look over when you have your arm raised and see a yellow stain in your armpit, that is just plain disgusting! Look at how your fellow classmates dress. None of them wear obnoxious shirts that say things like “What part of no don’t you understand?” Those shirts are just annoying. Start dressing a little more preppiesh (polo shirts, slacks, jeans, sweatshirts, etc.). Start shopping at stores like Nordstrom and look at what they sell. You won’t see one of your t-shirts there—and that is good.



	You need to lose a little weight. As you are now, you seem a little chunky. If you lose a little weight. I think you will look incredibly more attractive.

	You also need to learn how to not be as obnoxious. You always make people cringe when you speak because you are so spastic. Mellow. Learn how to be mildly funny and sophisticated—not loud and annoying.



 

Please do not think this letter is meant to hurt your feelings. That was not my intent at all.

I want you to have a good senior year, and these hints are meant to help you achieve that. If you take my advice, you may actually get some interaction with decent females next year.

If you don’t, girls will continue to think that you are the most disgusting thing on this earth. Believe me, you need to listen to this advice.
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