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For my rat sisters Mallory and Ainsley






Author’s Note

This book deals with suicide, and it does so through the perspective of a person who treats their death, at first, as trivial.

Suicide is never trivial. If you or anyone you know is struggling, help is available.

For support in the USA and Canada, call or text 988.






Sigrid’s Note






Attempt One

Sorry. I tried to pick a date that would be least inconvenient for you. I was tempted to do this in December, but I drew Jerry’s name for Secret Santa, and I couldn’t stomach the idea of everyone unwrapping their gifts while Jerry got squat.

It’s always a pain when people try to squeeze things in over the holidays, so I held out. I appreciate that this is annoying, no matter the season, and hope you won’t let it ruin your Groundhog Day. I don’t know if a note will make it any better. I figured I should write one just in case it might. I’ll leave it up to you to decide. If you think this will make it worse, burn it. Pretend I never wrote it. Tear it into pieces and flush it down a toilet.

If you decide to read this, please keep in mind it’s my first suicide note, and I’m a bad writer.



By the time you kick the bucket you’re supposed to have wisdom to impart, but I don’t have any. Most people die more experienced or well-read. I did read this book once where a rat goes on a veritable smorgasbord at a fair. He feasts on candy apple cores, salted almonds, and rejected hot dogs. He’s a gluttonous rascal, so he has the time of his life, wolfing down trash until his belly distends and he becomes a fat rat ball.

I’m not sure I’d recommend taking the advice of an uneducated, twenty-year-old dead woman, but if you insist, I might say you should try being like a rat at a fair. To be clear, I don’t mean that you should gorge yourself on carnival garbage. I just think you should try to collect days like that. Do whatever will turn you into a rat ball, so to speak.



This one night, when I was a fourteen-year-old rat ball, I ran around town with Greta. We slurped blue raspberry slushies and snapped firecrackers at squirrels. I know now that was animal abuse. To balance out the image of squirrel cruelty, I want you to know it was a picturesque summer evening. There were fireflies in the grass. It wasn’t too hot or too cool, so I wore shorts with a windbreaker. I could hear crickets playing violins, and the sky was bubble-gum pink. The streetlights had just turned on. We darted beneath them like they were spotlights and we were stars on a stage. My skin felt hot but not burnt from the day, and the air smelled like bug spray and charred firecrackers. Greta’s laugh was catching. It was the kind of laugh that made everyone else laugh, even if they missed the joke.

I was giving the squirrels voices. We would spot one and in a squeaky voice I’d say, “Spare me, girls, please. I have a family.”

Greta laughed so hard I felt myself float, happy as a rat with a hot dog. At the time, I had no idea how few days like that we get. When you’re a kid, you assume you’re just getting a taste for all the memorable experiences life has in store for you, but the truth is, most people don’t spend countless nights running through the streets with their friends. They spend a handful of nights doing that if they’re lucky.

Greta and I used to spend a lot of time scavenging for change to buy corner-store slushies, cannonballing into the creek, and swinging in parks past sundown. There are only so many days in a year, and a lifetime. There aren’t enough carefree days like the ones I had with Greta, I guess. I think of those times as scarce and precious now. I didn’t appreciate them then. I do today. Now I’d say traipsing around town with Greta is as close as I got to eating carnival trash.



If you’re still reading, I don’t want a funeral. I would hate to think of anyone taking time off work just to attend. Margit would have to drive in from out of town. I would rather you didn’t bother. Unless, of course, you would like the excuse to get together.

You should check if you get days off for funerals that you wouldn’t get off otherwise. If that’s the case, you should pretend you’re throwing me a funeral and just take the day. Go to the movies or something. Have a picnic.



Try not to treat my death like it’s some big miserable catastrophe. There is a dark lens to suicide, and in most cases, there should be. It’s devastating to picture someone so hopeless they would rather die than go on. The sister of a kid at my high school killed herself, and I remember roaming the halls like a zombie after the news broke. Students were sobbing into the shoulders of teary-eyed teachers. It was traumatic. In this case, though, there’s no need for heartbreak. I understand it’s unpleasant to face death, especially self-imposed death, so I don’t want to invalidate your feelings. But it’s a bit complicated why it had to be this way, and I don’t want to get into the hairy details. Trust me, this isn’t a tragedy.

To be honest, I’m not sure I fully grasp the meaning of the word “tragedy.” My English teacher gave us a whole mind-numbing lesson on it once. We were studying Hamlet. She droned on and on for forty minutes about tragic flaws and Julius Caesar. Is it Julius? Or is it Juliet? I don’t know. I wasn’t paying attention. I was too busy carving my initials into my desk and tearing pages out of my notebook to fold into those little paper fortune teller games. When I did listen, I was confused. Shakespeare confused me. I think it’s pure gibberish.

My point is, while I understand there is an inescapable dreariness to death, mine is a whole different can of worms. Or a different kettle of fish. Or whatever the correct idiom is. Is “idiom” the right word?



How long are these things usually? How am I doing so far? I hope you get what you need out of it. If you threw this out, that’s okay. I don’t mind. I’m dead. Besides, writing this is a cathartic way for me to kill time before I kill myself.

I’m on my period. I need to wait for it to end before I can free my horses. I don’t want to be buried with a tampon in. I don’t think that even death could halt my period. I think my uterus would continue to shed for its usual seven long days. Funerals are normally scheduled within the week of death, and I’ve got it in my head that my mom might try to bury me in a white dress because she never got to witness me make an honest woman of myself. I have this mental image of a blood spot growing across my dress as I lay in an open casket in front of everyone I’ve ever met. Rather than position my body and memory to suffer that humiliation, I’ve decided to wait for my period to stop.

Sorry if period talk repulses you. Maybe I shouldn’t have included that. I’m not up to speed on suicide note etiquette. I always found etiquette in general difficult to grasp. My sister used to elbow my ribs and say, “Shh. That is inappropriate.”

All I’m trying to get at is that most of us with young uteruses can’t just kill ourselves or go to the beach willy-nilly. We have to consider how our periods impact our suicides. But maybe I’m not supposed to say that. Maybe I’m supposed to come up with some palatable lie as to why I’m waiting to pull the trigger.



Forget what I said about my period. Let’s say I’m killing time before I kill myself because I have big plans this weekend. I’m going to a pool party. I’m hoping to get a suntan.



I don’t know if I’ve hit the mark with this note yet. I’m worried my death might bum you out, so I want to leave you with something to cheer you up. Is it working? How are you feeling? Good?

I guess my goal for this might be a little ambitious, given the context. I have a history of overestimating myself. I used to think I could do anything. I thought I could break world records. I could be famous. I could go to the moon. That mindset trickled down into everything I did. I’d heap more food on my plate than I could eat. I’d tell myself I could walk distances I couldn’t. I always ended up scraping excess mashed potatoes into Tupperware and collapsing in the dirt, miles out of town, with wobbly knees. Maybe I’m doing something similar here. Maybe I’m setting myself up to fail, thinking I can write an upbeat suicide note.

Picture that I wrote this naked. Would that make it funny?

No. That would probably make it unsettling, right?

Picture that I wrote it drunk.

No. That would be disturbing too, right?

Picture that I wrote this with a happy heart, sipping an iced coffee, eating a donut. That’s the truth. I’ve got a Boston cream clamped between my front teeth right now. I’m eating it hands-free as I type. I’m scooping vanilla custard out of the fried dough with my tongue. I feel happy.

I want you to feel similarly. I don’t want to upset you with this. I hate being the source of anyone’s distress. I wish I knew exactly what to write to cheer you up. I was never fully in tune with how the things I said and did would be received by others. Sometimes I spoke, intending to make things better, but accidently made them worse. Once, for example, I tried to comfort Margit after she got dumped. I said, “Good riddance, that guy looked like a deep-sea fish.”

What I was trying to communicate is that she could do better; however, she did not receive that message. Instead, she cried, “That’s the most insensitive thing you could have said to me. You’re telling me that even a guy who looks like a blobfish can’t love me?”

That made me laugh because I hadn’t specified that he looked like a blobfish—I said “a deep-sea fish”—but she knew which fish I was thinking of because he looked just like one. I couldn’t help but find that hysterical. I was in tears. She wouldn’t speak to me for a week.



Picture a blue sky. Imagine you hear mourning doves cooing, a breeze gusting through tree branches, and someone far away laughing. Pretend you see sunlight glistening in some babbling water, you smell fresh-peeled oranges, and there’s, like, a Great Dane puppy panting beside you, or something.



Sorry. I’m not great at influencing people. I’m trying to make you feel good. I’m probably not supposed to say how I want you to feel. You’re not supposed to know what my objective in writing this is. I’m just supposed to slyly meet the objective. I’m supposed to make you feel sunny and comforted without telling you explicitly, “I want you to feel sunny and comforted when you read this.” I wish I were a better writer.

I wasn’t born with that skill people like Margit have, where they’re so keyed into everyone that they’re capable of guiding how others feel. She senses how what she says will be received by others. She’s capable of de-escalating tension, distracting people, avoiding touchy subjects, and wording herself delicately. I’m not. I never say the right thing. I think Margit absorbed all of that skill in the womb and left me deficient.

Is what I’m saying right now upsetting you?

I wonder, Margit, if you get your hands on this before other people do, could you please edit it for me? You’re a better writer than I am. I want this to be the kind of note that gives people closure and consoles them. I don’t want it to bum anyone out.

You wrote almost every essay I submitted in high school, and you’re an English major now. I stopped handing in my homework after you moved out for college. Maybe that’s why I didn’t graduate and made so many spelling mistakes. Have I made any in this note?

Marg, if you have the time to spare between Shakespeare and your Postcolonial Literature class, could you please take a scalpel to this? Erase parts. Change my wording. Fix my spelling. Take liberties, okay?



Regarding the squirrel story, I was trying to describe a time I felt genuinely happy. I wanted to paint you a goodbye portrait of me, sun-kissed, laughing. I wish that memory didn’t involve tormenting squirrels. I wish Greta and I had spent that evening picking wildflowers or something. We didn’t though. We painted penis graffiti on the underpass by our high school, egged a teacher’s house, and lobbed firecrackers at squirrels. To be clear, we didn’t kill the squirrels. We just put the fear of God in them. I guess it is possible one scurried off to perish in a tree hole somewhere. Being spooked can kill little creatures. They have tiny, pea-sized hearts.

It would be a better memory had the squirrel part been omitted. It would be inauthentic not to mention that, however, and I don’t want to lie to you. That would ruin this, right? My intention is to lift your spirits, and people don’t like to be lied to. If I told you some sanitized memory that made me look good, and you found out parts were fabricated, you might start wondering if I lied about being happy at all that night, right?

Do you lie a lot, Margit? Is that how you influence people? You nod along and agree to comments you don’t actually agree with? You pretend you’re not upset when you are?

Maybe my problem is I’m too honest. I want to be honest, though. Smacking squirrels was the principal part of that evening. I wish it weren’t, but that’s the truth. I felt happy spray-painting penises on an underpass and frightening harmless animals once.

Maybe I should workshop a different happy memory entirely. That was just the first one that occurred to me, but I have others. I have loads.






Attempt Two

The first high school party I attended was in the woods. I was invited by a senior football player while in line at the school cafeteria. I went despite noticing he and his friends were only inviting girls from the ninth grade. I considered that creepy and off-putting, but not enough to forgo my first high school party. When I arrived, I was relieved to see older girls there, too. One of them told me the football team invited ninth-grade girls because they had already dated everyone else. I watched those guys approach girls my age as if I were watching feral hogs in rut. It felt both disgusting and depressing to witness a pack of drunk boars pester piglets.

There was a bonfire. They strung fairy lights from the trees and tapped a keg. I remember inhaling the smell of burnt pine needles and watching the sky turn orange through the trees. I gawked up at the branches, like a canopy above us, and imagined they were long, knobbly monster fingers grasping at the moon.

I always imagined fanciful things like that when I was a kid. It was a trick I used to make life more stimulating. When I bit into fruit, for example, I pretended I had never eaten fruit before. I imagined fruit only existed in fairy tales, and that by some miracle I’d found a wild orchard. I would rip the barcode sticker off an apple, press my nose against its skin, inhale, and bite as if I were crunching into something enchanted.

I imagined roads were oceans. The floor was lava. Grass was dyed coconut shavings, and the earth was a giant macaroon. There was this cornfield near my house I used to cut through. When I was in that field, I imagined I was one inch tall. I pretended the cornstalks were blades of grass, and I was a gnome trudging through a lawn on my way to my home in a hollowed-out mushroom.

I was thirteen at that party. Around that age, I had begun imagining things less. I found myself eating fruit and walking through cornfields, thinking, I am eating fruit, and I am walking through a cornfield. Before I fell asleep, I used to fantasize about things like bathing in chocolate rivers and having a pet unicorn, but at thirteen I found myself ruminating about conversations I’d had. I thought about changing my hairstyle, and about what happens when you die. My thoughts were rarely about garden gnomes, unicorns, and other little girl things anymore. I was a teenager, and it was getting worse.

I remember feeling this sharp ache in my calves. It was severe enough that it woke me up at night. What was that? Was I feeling my bones grow? Or my muscles stretching? Or was it something else? Every morning I woke up sensing I’d grown overnight. I didn’t just feel taller, I felt like I was digesting my child-self and morphing into someone new.

Before caterpillars become butterflies, they turn into guck in their cocoons. They don’t just grow wings from their caterpillar worm-bodies; their old body breaks down into a liquid, and their new body forms from the remains. I felt like I was guck, and my body was a cocoon. I felt like I was absorbing myself, becoming a whole new bug, and I didn’t want to be. I preferred to be a worm. I liked my worm-thoughts. My worm-body. I didn’t want to change.

I wasn’t the type of kid who wanted to be a teenager. I wanted to be a kid. I felt sort of trapped inside my new adolescent form, and worried about how torturous the rest of my life would be, jailed in a grown-up’s body. I grieved for my toys, and for the person I was the year prior. I felt like I was dying and being reborn as someone dead-me couldn’t stand.

It was September. The temperature had cooled. I had just started high school. Greta and I had homeroom together. We had spoken a little in class. I stood beside her at the firepit, listening to the crackle of the flames, watching sparks glide through the air and burn out at our feet. The wind kept shifting, so we moved together to avoid the smoke. Our eyes were watering. Neither of us were talking, so after a while I nudged her arm. I pointed at the branches above us and said, “Those are monster fingers.”

She looked up and squinted. “Oh yeah, I can see that too.”

We sipped our drinks and shifted again with the smoke. She gestured down at the roots weaving in and out of the dirt beneath us. She said, “Those are tentacles.”

I smiled. Music was playing. People were shouting. I waved at the air. “They’re casting spells.”

She held her beer up. “This is a witch’s brew.”

We were both grinning. She and I clicked.

I was anxious about making new friends when I started high school. Most teenagers seemed to be on a different page than me. They wanted to be more grown-up. I felt out of place. I worried I’d have to pretend that I was someone else to fit in. I’d have to play that I was interested in dating senior football players. I went to that party thinking I needed to act more like the people my age. But then I met Greta. Within moments of speaking, my worries subsided, and I knew I could be myself.

After drinking three beers under the monster fingers, I confided in her that I hated being a teenager. I said I wished I could be eleven years old forever. She agreed. She said she felt the same way. She told me her friends were all excited to be in high school, but she wasn’t. She hated it.

We commiserated about how predatory boys in the twelfth grade preyed on our friends that night. We griped about how everyone was changing; they were all morphing into pubescent monsters who had forsaken their Barbies and cartoons to discuss blow jobs and go shopping. We both felt out of place and strange.

During that conversation, I was convinced I’d found the one person on earth like me. Greta ranted about her friend who got a new boyfriend and no longer had the time of day for anyone else. I watched her talking as if she were my favorite Barbie come to life. The bonfire cast this flickering light on her face. She complained that her friend had become a shell of her former self. Everyone was becoming a shell of their former selves. She felt like she was a shell.

My friends and I had drifted apart too. When we were kids, we bonded over our shared interests in pretending we were all witches, and in making up imaginary pet dogs. During middle school, that changed. Every conversation was about which boy they had a crush on, diets, and TV shows I didn’t watch. I found myself listening quietly to conversations, picturing our imaginary dogs lying lonely in a corner, all our magic draining from our feet.

Greta and I spoke fervently at that party. Despite looking nothing alike, we stared into each other’s faces as if we were mirrors of each other. At one point, we clasped each other’s hands.

In retrospect, I bet a lot of kids feel troubled when their friends change. I’m sure it’s common to feel distressed when you mature, stop daydreaming, and begin spending too much time considering the shape of your bones. Still, no one was saying that to me besides Greta. Everyone I knew seemed keen to digest themselves and forget their worm-bodies. There was something special about finding someone during a time when I felt like I was losing everyone.

That night, she and I chugged beer like it was potion. I forgot all about my bones. I roared in the woods like an animal. She and I climbed a tree. We threw a dried-up, dead bush into the fire. We listened to the sparks crack, and I screamed that I could hear God. A boy drove me, Greta, and a gaggle of girls from the woods to get gyros. We popped our heads out of his sunroof and grinned into the night air like we were dogs on a car ride. The radio played a song everyone knew the lyrics to. We belted out the words, and I felt alive. I watched my weary hometown blur by and felt strangely charmed by it. I started hating Drysdale sober, and dreamed of moving away.

I had these visions of myself on the moon, in a big city, or in the ocean. I wanted to migrate, like animals do, to an environment better suited to my nature. I wanted to live near something exciting—like shooting stars, jellyfish, or mountains. I wanted to look out my window and see something more interesting than potholes or dads mowing their lawns. I wanted to live among animals, or with aliens, or at least around people who had bigger things to do than spray pesticides in their gardens, go to church, and complain.

That night, the streetlights looked brighter than usual, and the houses all looked like they were made for Victorian dolls. I thought maybe Drysdale wasn’t so bad. I considered for the first time that being a teenager might be fun. I remember looking at Greta and believing that I saw her completely. I felt like I had tapped into some magic power that allowed me the ability to see people fully. I felt awestruck by her. I recognized in her face that she had suffered, and that she was important. I knew she looked at me the same way, and that we expressed our deeply felt connection by laughing and shrieking into the ether.

I woke up the next morning barfing, hating myself and my hometown again, but I felt fortified with the knowledge that at least I wasn’t alone.



That story derailed. I remember feeling happy that night, but binge drinking, barfing, and hating yourself isn’t exactly better than abusing squirrels, is it? Be that as it may, it stands out as one of my happiest memories. I had to include the dark bits because what made that memory bright was how stark it felt in the pit of being a thirteen-year-old girl.

Let me try again.






Attempt Three

My grandma took me to Walmart once when I was eight. She needed to buy shoes. While we were making our way to the back of the store, I spotted a doll on a shelf with the laundry detergent. She was a Barbie with long chestnut hair, a purple backpack, and miniature silver binoculars. I’m sure she originated from a toy aisle with rows of dolls identical to her, but on the detergent shelf she stood out like a fat ruby. I thought she was one of a kind.

When I first spotted her, the store went quiet. It felt like all the fluorescent lights dimmed except for the one above her. She had cobalt eyes with little white sparkles dotted in her pupils. I thought I saw the sparkles materialize the moment she and I spotted each other.

While Grandma tried on orthopedics, I gazed adoringly into the doll’s face and named her Jo. She was strapped in her box behind a sheet of plastic. Her little wrists and ankles were cuffed in twist ties. I rubbed my own wrists while I looked at her. I was eager to free her from her container. I lugged her around the store while my grandma examined her feet in those little ankle-high mirrors.

Boxes of shoes accumulated next to Grandma while I whispered to Jo about our basement. I had erected a civilization for my toys down there. The basement wasn’t finished or anything. It was an empty room with a water heater, a furnace, and a cracked concrete floor. The walls were covered in pink fiberglass insulation that I was always tempted to touch. My dad must have noticed my interest. He warned me whenever he was tinkering in the basement. He said, “You know not to touch the walls down here, right?” The basement smelled musty, and there was a constant hum from the furnace.

I shared a bedroom with Margit. She didn’t like to play the way I did, so I spent most of my time alone beneath the house, constructing a miniature world for my toys. Marg once stuffed a pillow under her shirt, declared she was with child, and said a bad guy was after us. She told me we needed to hide to protect her unborn baby. I remember crawling under her bed while she whispered to me to be quiet. She said, “Try not to breathe.” I didn’t like playing with her. I didn’t want to hold my breath, feel scared, or pretend Margit was grown enough to be a mother. I preferred to imagine we had magic powers. I wanted to pretend we were happy lizards, eating bugs, or something.

Margit stopped playing with dolls way before I did. My bed was crowded with stuffed animals for years, while hers was bare. She took up reading. She bought makeup. She got into boy bands. She was only one year older than me, but I felt like she was elderly, and I had just been born. Adults used to tell us that one day we’d be close, but that never happened. There were times when I thought I hated her. If we weren’t sisters, we probably wouldn’t have been friends. Though maybe it’s harder to be friends with someone who you shared a bedroom and parents with. Maybe if we had met as adults, things would have been different.

At eight, I thought of our dank basement as paradise. I built dollhouses out of what others thought of as garbage. I used flowerpots, egg cartons, and shoeboxes. I looked through our recycling bins regularly, pulling out anything that could be transformed into something for my toys. I made tissue-box beds, and bottle-cap stepping stones. Every inch of the basement was covered in mini streets and neighborhoods. I pretended that the insulation in the walls was cotton candy, and that my toys lived in a utopia where the clouds were made of Barbie-pink spun sugar.

I told Jo about my toys at home. Most of them came from thrift shops or were hand-me-downs from people my parents knew. I had a name, a history, and a thorough biography for every toy I owned. I collected Barbies, troll dolls, stuffed animals, Polly Pockets, Playmobil, and other little plastic animals and dolls. I told Jo that there was a Lego bridge currently under construction, and a new community garden—which was the corner of the basement where real clover sprouted through the crack in the floor. I described the cotton-candy clouds.

After my grandma finally selected her new shoes, we approached the cash register. I asked her in my purest voice if we could please buy Jo. She replied no, and my heart sank. I thought I heard Jo gasp too.

I was the type of kid who believed that toys had hearts and souls. I felt like I was ditching a new friend, abandoning Jo in that Walmart. I begged Grandma to reconsider, like I was begging her to allow someone who was drowning into our lifeboat. She said, “No, you have so many dolls already,” so I left Jo on a rack with magazines, covered my face with my hands, and cried.

About a month later, on my ninth birthday, Grandma gave me a yellow gift bag. I pulled the white tissue paper out, spotted Jo’s sparkling eyes, and sobbed. I clarified that she was the Jo I met; she wasn’t a different version of the same Barbie. My grandma laughed. “Yes, I bought her the day you asked for her. I snuck her to the cashier with my trainers.” She was smiling wider than I had ever seen her smile. The happiness I felt radiated from my nine-year-old body and seeped right into Grandma’s.



My grandma is dead. That memory might not be uplifting because it features two deceased people. That might be depressing. Would you prefer a memory with living people instead?






Attempt Four

One night, Margit and I skated on that frozen stormwater pond in the center of our neighborhood. The sky was dark, but the snow reflected the moonlight, so I could see Margit’s face like it was midafternoon. Her cheeks were rosy, and she had snowflakes caught in her eyelashes.

Margit and I butted heads a lot growing up. When we were kids, I was hyper and loud. She was quieter and more reserved. We irritated each other. Most of my sisterly memories were tainted by fights we had. When I thought of our parents driving us anywhere, I saw Margit and I in the back seat, arms crossed, huffing. When I thought of our sleepovers at our aunt Jerry’s, I saw us kicking bruises into each other’s shins on her pull-out couch. I had scars on my hands where Marg bit me, and I remember ripping out fistfuls of her silky hair.

That night, we didn’t fight. We looked up at the flurries weaving down from the heavens and tried to catch snowflakes on our tongues. We held each other’s mittened hands and spun in circles until our lungs burned from the cold. I remember running home, pretending that the snow on the ground was icing. We played that we were two little candlesticks slipping on an icy cake. We shrieked “Happy birthday!” as we skidded down the road, imagining our winter hats were candlewicks on fire.

Maybe that’s a better memory than the other two. Did you prefer it? I felt a sort of run-of-the-mill kind of happiness that night, but maybe that’s the superior type. A lot of my memories of my sister—even my happy memories—are complicated, but there were also plenty of times, like that night, when things were simple.



Whenever I visualize snow, I always think of that metaphor about how no two snowflakes are the same. That was nailed really hard into me when I was a kid. When I examined snowflakes up close, I wondered whether I was unique too. I walked around all winter thinking I was one of a kind. I thought it that night when I saw the snow caught in Marg’s eyelashes.

I’m not sure why we tell kids everyone’s so unique. We aren’t really. I get wanting to make kids feel special, but most people are more of the same. It might be easier to grow up if kids weren’t sold this tall tale that we’re all exceptional. It might make it less jarring to become an adult if we knew the truth the whole time. We’re mostly ordinary.

Do you think of this kind of thing when you think of snow? Do stories containing snowflakes make you feel dull and average now too?



I’m trying to write positive memories to make you feel good, but I keep missing the mark. Something murky always snakes its way in. Nothing is ever purely good, in any case, is it? That’s just the truth of it. There is a rotten piece to everything. Whenever you pick up something comely in the wilderness, like a good-looking twig or a nice rock, worms are always exposed, wriggling in the dirt.

All I’m trying to get at is that I have felt enormously happy. I cackled around town, drank myself gay, loved a doll, and watched snow plummet from the sky. I can’t imagine anyone has felt happiness more profoundly than me. I got to the peak. I don’t intend to kill myself because I’m unhappy. This has nothing to do with that.






Attempt Five

Are you in the right headspace to read this? There are a few practical things I’d like to address now, but before diving in I just want to check in with you. Are you okay?

My primary intention for this note is to cheer you up; however, it’s inescapable that suicide notes read a bit grim. Every attempt at this I’ve made so far has felt heavier than I intended. Part of the complication is that I am in the right headspace. I can see the upside to this; however, I can also appreciate that others might not feel as optimistic as me, the suicidal person.

I want you to know that I didn’t do this because I was depressed. I’m not depressed. In fact, I feel great. Don’t get me wrong, my life isn’t perfect. I didn’t graduate high school. I live in a basement. I worked thanklessly at the Dollar Pal, and I keep getting into arguments with my family. I can see how you might spin that to argue I died of misery. I really didn’t, though.

Things were going well. I was making my own money. I had my own place. I spent most of my spare time doing things I enjoyed, like smoking weed and watching Jeopardy. When my head hit my pillow at night, I drifted off happily. In fact, if I suffered from an imbalance, I might argue I had a disproportionate helping of the cheery chemicals.
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