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The Royal Ones

When women refer casually to “being out with friends” or “BFFs” how “my friend said” and all the like, 
I’ve for the past few years felt a bit out of place. Like an orphaned white duck tossed in a cage with 
purebred swans. Even when I’m out with people, no matter how long I’ve known them, I don’t feel like 
I’m with friends, but with a troupe of performers. And I’m the only one out of character. No one rehearsed 
me for this plot. I used to head home and do my own junk, and experience something close to fun. It was, 
by definition, psychotic. All in my head. The fun I was having was far-detached from my real-life 
circumstances. Trackable attention was far out of the question. So for a while I went on the lookout for a 
number one—female, then male. Then neither one. I stopped and really resigned to being a no one, if 
there ever was. 

If Evelyn Bromley hadn’t traipsed into my life when she did, in long black sundress and glossy glassed 
eyes, I might still be doubting that there is a God. This might sound like another socially relevant tale of 
our times, about female love, but I swear solemnly to the big man this is not one of those. I’ve had 
enough accusations of lesbianism to warrant the clarification. To the contrary, it’s a search for the classic 
woman in my soul that somewhere on the way got torn up and trafficked into a rather unrefined role I 
really, to this day, don’t much enjoy or want. But who ever said the escape would be so hard. Or is it even 
possible?

For a while in Evelyn I searched tirelessly for a personality defect. Certainly, there was something wrong. 
I was suspicious as soon as she started bragging in group about how much she loved everyone. Was she a 
narcissist? No one “loves helping people” (I’m paraphrasing, but); they just say so because they want to 
be helped. I thought I found the first red flag in a book she lent me, about our fav late celebrity’s early life.

“Did your stepdad really try to strangle you with a pillow,” I asked her. “Or did you take that from her 
biography. And then use it to make your story more compelling in treatment.”

“No, that really happened when I was four. That’s a detail I wish I didn’t know. My mom told me years 
later, I don’t remember getting suffocated though I do have this weird thing where I can’t be sleeping with 
my face under the covers.”

“So you’re sure you’re not a pathological liar.”

“Are you??” Evie asked.

“No,” I said calmly, looking her in the eyes. “But I’ve had a lot of female friendships turn rank on me, 
and I don’t doubt some of them were trying to seduce me with total horseshit lies.”

“With you I’ve been honest. I know it’s going to take you a while to trust me, but you can.”  

“Same but I think we’re doing a good job so far,” I conceded.

“Yes,” said Evelyn. 

In any other time and place, I don’t think our meeting would have resulted in a friendship. Must have 
been another frustrating plot twist in the lifestory I’d planned, except for, hold on what??—this time I 
wasn’t entirely frustrated. Evelyn described me as someone she saw in our intensive outpatient program 
(where we met, in a suburb of Minneapolis) and thought was pretty (potentially?) but didn’t even know it. 
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Her first day in group therapy I immediately thought Evelyn was killing it. Apparently she lost a bunch of 
weight due to anxiety and depression, but I was wondering if the anxiety and depression resulted from a 
need to be pretty, especially given her experience with aggressive needy men. I also thought she must be 
judging me as unattractively ratchet. So—to be honest—I flagged her as dangerous. This was a time of 
my life when I spent at least an hour each night writing a blog about what a mess I was. Sometimes I 
wrote about Hollywood stars.

“I know you like Derek Louis but what about Benny Bluman?”

I shrugged, mumbled, waited for Evelyn to answer her own question.

“He’s kind of ugly.”

“I thought you were gonna say ‘he’s black.’”

“That too.”

Neither of us laughed.

Evelyn sealed the jar of red nail polish she had brought and applied to my hands, swiftly and simply, on 
the deck of a coffee shop I’ve always liked, which wasn’t really Evelyn’s style. “Maybe you should try to 
lose more weight, Valerie, and see what it does to your face before you decide you need surgery.”

“I guess,” I said quietly, before changing the subject. “How about Catherine Delaluna, are you a fan.”

“[Censored],” she said.

“I know it doesn’t matter,” I said, referring now to the ongoing psychotic break which allowed me to 
imagine I understood Catherine Delaluna well enough to write roles for her. “But I blocked her on 
Instagram. Just for good measure.”

To review my celebrity addictions, for when Evelyn reads this—I believe I’m fated to work with Benny 
Bluman on film/music and to help give him a quote “male makeover” to appear onscreen. Just something 
I kind of think. Derek Louis is getting married so that changes the game a bit. Bella Hadid is cool but a 
little far up in the stratosphere of physiosocial pretention for me to call her a character worth renaming, or 
a role model; at least not for me Valerie Brown. The rest of my hopeful collaborators are 20s-30s women 
(age-wise) who are for the most part based in New York—sometimes Los Angeles.
…
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…

Right away with Evelyn Bromley I encountered a few ironies—the first being that she was the only one in 
a while who liked to assure me I was pretty, but also one who had me questioning my sanity. After 
spending time with her, I saw the real world and gradations of attractiveness more clearly, compared to 
how I saw the world when spending hours with my family or other plebes. Like, how could I ever really, 
actually, conceivably think I could make it in entertainment. How could I ever consider myself (in this 
life) pretty enough. I must have (until this year, when I was forced and finally able to face reality) suffered 
from serious clinical narcissism; so serious that it fucked my whole life up. How was I going to get back 
all these years I sacrificed on screenplays that probably sucked.

We wanted to start a web series, for which I called the shots. First I actually intended to make 10,000 
dollars, so I could work toward feeling undelusionally hot.

I googled How To Make 10,000 Dollars—and the first answer was to get a job. I googled How To Lose 
Ten Pounds—and it said go on a diet.

The statement I’m trying to make, without actually making it (vocab word #implication), is that there’s no 
clear path to reach your dreams. 

But Evelyn Bromley, without a doubt, offered a clearer path than my current friends or family.

I couldn’t tell if Evelyn’s pep talks were a product of her not being educated. If she was highly optimistic 
to an unrealistic degree. If I was joining a one-woman cult that told my ears what they wanted to hear and 
narcotized me in a born-to-die dream. I hadn’t been spoken to like this since high school, by teachers who 
(insisted they) believed in me. She hammered me with platitudes straight from a self-help book, which 
Evelyn read religiously. Sometimes I read them and had trouble summoning respect from within myself.

“You’ve gotten this far, you can’t turn back now,” said Evie in a text. 

How far? I assume she was referring to my progress in mental (not physical) dynamism. 

“I am not like everybody else that you've met or every other person in your life that doesn't think that 
you're good enough or doesn't think that you can do the things that you want to do. So you better start 
believing in yourself because I believe in you a hundred percent,” she continued.

“Okay,” I texted back. “But I’m deleting my fucking Instagram until I’m doing better,” though I don’t 
think Evelyn or anyone else could give half a horse’s ass, about my online presence.

Coming from far up in the Minnesota sticks—or maybe being a 32-year-old smokeshow, in her own right
—made her the type of person who didn’t submit to someone unless they were reasonably attractive. Not 
obese or an abject mess or even just, lousily dressed. It was just, a requirement for true respect. I’ve 
always known but around Evelyn, it was really obvious that most of America (probably most of the 
world) judged by appearance. Dumb people, sure. Smart people too. Welp, not great news, but there could 
be hope for me too. 

From people who have always felt reasonably attractive, the best advice provided to me (for basically all 
my ills) was to get over your insecurity, but that’s the biggest crock of horse ass since, just be yourself. 
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Like—how???? Tell me how! If I were just myself (as I am now), I would never achieve half the goals 
I’ve identified as meaningful to me; not totally for myself, but because America has evolved its standards 
to be fine with abject messiness, and that describes my early film and writing quite accurately.

A few other red flags were subtle and subject to change but one of them was that, all her favorite movies 
were romantic comedies. And romcoms weren’t my thing, by my mid-twenties. I liked my movies dark 
and only occasionally, but not always, uplifting. #Truthful is the word. Evelyn would help just about 
anyone who asked her, while I was extremely selective, because that’s how the world had been toward 
me. Not a safe home. And I was suspicious of the saying, “everything happens for a reason,” which 
Evelyn said frequently, because such a belief can make one all-too-willing to buy into sales pitches with 
the belief that a person or item fell into one’s life at just the right moment. (Evelyn worked in sales, and 
was apparently good at it.) 

To be fair there were green flags that signaled a long-term bond with Evelyn might be a fateful move, too, 
and these included her love of Billie Holiday, which she “listened to on my way here,” the day I was 
exiting treatment. Then I admitted I made a depressing college film with Billie in the soundtrack, after 
which I got cyberbullied for my appearance. That’s sort of how the makeover commenced. 

Other green flags: her dark history with men. (I could relate, or begin to.) Her two daughters, who were 
cute and intelligent and clearly well-parented. Her unemployed boyfriend of one year who was kind of a 
mess within, but handsome and good with kids. His situation (weirdly) reminded me of my own, even 
though I didn’t say this to Evelyn because she hated him lately. At this time of my life, I could admire 
anyone who had been fat in the past, then ended up stronger. He had been through his fair share of 
turmoil, but Evelyn was “the hottest girl he’d ever dated.”

“I feel like you have a rescuer complex with me and get pleasure from me doing worse,” I said while Evie 
did my nails, swiftly on her lap, after coming on her lunch break to visit me at the same coffee shop 
where I met my famous [X]. 

“No I don’t. I wanted to visit because you weren’t doing well.”

I let my nails dry and stared down at my blue platforms, which were battered from overuse. “Whatever, 
it’s good to see you.”

“What are you feeling,” said Evelyn, probably sensing in my voice a sallow tone.

“I feel like I’m in physical pain. Constantly. In my cells.”

“That’s the depression.”

“Depression? Or hunger.”

Evelyn shrugged. “I can’t even tell.”

…
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…

I tended to believe that motherhood meant a total or partial abnegation of sex appeal, until (of course.) I 
met Evelyn, who had two daughters from her late teens and early twenties, and currently looked better 
than myself eight years younger with zero kids.

“You just can’t ever let yourself get a mom butt,” she once said. “That’s where these women go wrong.”

I felt so convinced I wanted cosmetic surgery, I couldn’t understand why so many members of my family 
got bent out of shape when I mentioned it to them. The question was how to get the fucking money, when 
I was on my own with this—and whether to do it with a surgeon from Edina, MN or Manhattan, NY. Lots 
of questions.

“I don’t have a hard time cutting off people Evie. I’ve told you already. I’m just being honest, it’s how 
I’ve been in the past.”

“Yeah.”

“But I feel like it wouldn’t be easy for you. Like I don’t think I’d be fine.”

“You’d come back.”

“I mean, I think so. Yeah.”

What someone like Catherine Delaluna probably understood about being vulnerable with one’s fans (or 
new friends) was that there was a threshold for what was appropriate. And though I, Valerie Brown, could 
hardly compare myself, given my situation and near lack of an audience, I had learned the hard way that 
there’s a limit for how much vulnerability people are willing to put up with, before it becomes tiresome or 
obnoxious or melodramatic or who even knows. Or maybe I specifically was born to pole-dance on the 
thin line between lame/pathetic and courageous/bold. 

In any case, I felt unwilling to do a video project until I got surgery on my face. Okay? I was convinced it 
would make that much of a difference, and until then, my life was going to be hard. No way around it. 
That’s probably why I told Evelyn, “I’m moving away soon.” Why bother with a makeover when money 
was the issue?

Evelyn was harder to get rid of then a cold shoulder and 30 hours of no calls or texts. When I decided 
resolutely, she was going to New York to be around those women, both of us had a horrible day and 
wondered if it was a coincidence.  

“I don’t care about the makeover, but can we just be friends.”

“I’m not saying we should stop it entirely,” I said in a text, after thinking about it.

“Well what do you want from me.”
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“Teach me about make-up and we can do meal preps. But I’m doing a makeover to notch up my wimpy 
chances of survival, not to ‘be Hollywood.’ And not to feel better than ugly people.”

What bothered me about Benny Bluman was that he looked like a longtime abuser of his body with toxic 
substances, who still made an effort. He had those flaca legs and good style and taste in clothing and 
friends. But he could be “ugly” and a mean ass in his music, and still get the money and women and 
attention and respect. Was it his confidence? Yeah right, but maybe he put on a good act. That’s what 
bothered me about Benny Bluman. Call it envy, that made me get weary of him, or call it justice. I used to 
be a fan, but these days. Fuck all that fangirl shit. 

That said: why be an asshole to Catherine Delaluna in certain song lyrics? It makes her more likely to be 
an asshole to someone else. A chain reaction of aggression and defensiveness is hard to totally end. Just 
be grateful for the good times and shut the fuck up. (Working on that myself.)

Evelyn suggested that the web series be a real-girl series of rants about celebrities. About what no one 
said, but wanted to. About how the Kardashians and their behavior and what they represented was not 
always that funny or cool or cute. 

I said, “that’s a good idea,” but felt too insecure to start now. I didn’t need men spitting on me, in the 
comments. Women were often worse. 

Later I said, “maybe we should do something more serious, and take a while planning it.”

“It’s up to you,” Evelyn said.

I don’t think I’ve ever fully let the devil in. Even when I was doing drugs. He almost got me but I 
confessed my own way and fought back every day. He still trespasses all the time, through my vulnerable 
mind. Some days it’s horrid. The stronger my faith in God, the harder he fights to find new weaknesses 
that I’m not ready to protect. But the better the blessings, for moving forward in spite of it. 

I don’t think I’m imagining this. I think the devil is real and totally on my ass—maybe more than I give 
myself credit for dealing with. And I could be wrong, but Evelyn was an angel sent to keep me strong, 
who only-God-knows-how has found a way to thrive in times of terrible darkness. 

…

Week One Devotional 7/3/2018 

John 7:1-13  — what did you get from this passage? 

I will not listen to the naysayers and shamers who don’t believe in me (or think it in their heads and I pick 
up on their energy—haters). And I will do what I gotta do to be restored to God’s image. Please give me 
the will and desire to do a proper makeover (with Evelyn) without succumbing to my self-doubt or the 
expectations of society. Please give me faith in myself that I am not an irreparable mess. 

…
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Evelyn was enrolled in a Christian college, online, which she herself was uncertain about. She kept asking 
me if she should transfer and I was like, it’s up to you. But it was convenient and affordable (as 
advertised) and fit into her schedule. She wanted a career in social work, as opposed to car insurance 
sales, and asked for help with assignments. Valerie said “I’m good at school, I’ll help—in exchange for 
this ongoing makeover.” 

My initial reaction when I found out about devotionals was that her school was an online cult and yeah 
you should definitely transfer. And then I started doing them. And realized it might actually be helpful, for 
keeping a clear head.

My greatest fears about prescribing to any faith or popular practice was that I would be brainwashed. And 
asked to assimilate. That I would lose myself. But maybe that wasn’t a danger. Each human was so 
different, anyway. A little religious conformism might not be unhealthy.

If I had been raised Christian, would none of this (leading up to my breakdown) have happened? Not 
because Christianity was the #1 religion but because I may have felt like less of a chaotic wreck inside 
myself. I may have had a clearer path. I may not feel like real-life was hell. I just wanted #truth about 
good versus bad. I just wanted to be my best self. 

…

Near the Iron Range—from where Evelyn came, with a 2-year-old at age 21, to start a better life in the 
Twin Cities—Bob Dylan grew up as well. Her hometown was known for housing a Hockey Hall of Fame, 
including the world’s largest free-standing hockey stick. In the time I spent there, I heard a number of 
stories about spooky murders that had happened in her town. All of the women in Evelyn’s family had 
been married, had at least two kids, were quite thin—a few of them chain-smokers. And all of them, 
besides Evelyn (who like myself, didn’t drink anymore), were major league beer slammers. They claimed 
they were psychic, “possibly witches,” and based on the sharp glow in their gazes I didn’t doubt it.

“Oh yeah, you have some big stuff coming up,” Evelyn’s mom said, after talking to me intermittently for 
a few hours, sucking down Marlboros and Coors Light liqueur. “But it’s not in New York, you know.” I 
wondered if she was just convincing me to stay, because she knew Evelyn liked me around. “And because 
I’m honest this way, I’m gonna tell ya this too. You’re gonna have some more struggles.”

Welp, I thought. Good to know.

Evelyn’s mom, according to Evie’s confessions in group therapy (before we were friends), was somewhat 
of a bystander while she and her two younger sisters were being badly abused by her mom’s husband. 
Evelyn thought the man abusing her, physically and verbally, was her dad by birth. As an adolescent she 
learned—her father was a different man, though this other dirtbag was the biological dad of her younger 
sisters, who she loved so much she might (and almost did) die for them. A great deal of the abuse was 
sexual, from when Evelyn was around age 8, and her stepdad used to have men over for band practices in 
the garage. After practice the men would come into the girls’ bedrooms. The garage doubled as a meth 
lab, where the drug was made and sold. Evelyn’s stepfather was a meth addict, which might begin to 
explain why he was such a heartless asshole. Evelyn’s real biological dad was a paranoid schizophrenic 
who woke up at 4AM to indiscreetly go shopping at the grocery store. When I went to visit her family, her 
sister (drunk at this point) made a comment about how Evelyn was clinically schizophrenic now. And 
Evelyn got pissed. “Do you want me to show you my papers?” she said to her sister, because she’d been 
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diagnosed with generalized anxiety and depression after weeks of assessment from medical professionals 
trained in this shit. I’d been diagnosed with type I bipolar. #facts

…

Around 10pm I walked into my house to the rank scent of weed and dog shit. I gathered that my father 
had not walked the dogs and had gone straight to the basement, to practice his music. I used to wonder 
why he never made it big—because obviously I was in major danger of falling into the same trap as a 
wannabe artist. And after I cleaned up the dog shit, I listened. Obviously not for the first time. And I think 
the key word, in this case, was #talent. Not even an appropriate case to apply the 10,000 hours rule. It 
wouldn’t have mattered. He was a terrible singer. People had told him many times in his life, that he was 
a terrible singer. I guess he chose to ignore it. He was the frontman in his self-made band, and many 
bands before it—a few of which broke apart because some member of the band got annoyed with his 
singing. It might happen again. He kept asking for gigs by sending his latest band’s recorded track, and 
not getting any e-mails back. And he talked about it, as if it was their problem. I don’t know exactly how 
my daddy’s disconnect from reality might have rubbed off on myself, though I don’t feel compelled to 
figure it out.

The only thing better than never suffering, was having suffered (against one’s will) and coming out of it a 
better person. Stronger, or softer, or both. Not more of a mess but less. It’s hard to pull off if one can’t let 
oneself feel blessed. I wasn’t ashamed of my wounds. I wanted beautiful wounds and I don’t mean 
tattoos. That’s how I thought of it; injuries, not self-imposed but necessary, that might make me tougher to 
knock down and kill, when they really wanted me to hurt so bad again. I sort of knew it would happen. 
And that’s how I saw the neglect, from people not-there who should have been. That’s how I saw all those 
missed shots to kill the real Valerie Brown. 

I might still love you, but I can’t let myself be with someone so, not-there.

The tags have been put on. I’m not your royal one.

I tried but I can’t stay here. 

“Is that all you’re gettin hun?” asked the gas station clerk, when she saw me with an apple and coffee. My 
size six skirts had begun to feel baggy. My face still looked fat, but. We’ve been over this.  

“For now!” I said. The clerk didn’t laugh. 

Outside the station, I climbed back into Evelyn’s car. We were on her way home from the Iron Range. Her 
two daughters were still using the bathroom, and Evelyn was with them. On her SUV stereo played a song 
by Carol Quick.

“Do you like her,” I asked when Evelyn got back in, pointing to the screen on the car’s dashboard that 
indicated the song and artist. 

“No,” she admitted. “Do you.”

“I don’t know. But I do like this song,” I said. 
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Beginnings are a mega rella thrill. Beginnings mean releases of dopamine. Where the magic is. But 
beginnings have an end. The ends of beginnings aren’t necessarily the end of a blood bond, good or bad. 
Easy to rush into relations. Hard to hold on when shit gets confused. When someone’s a mess. When one 
is an Atheist or Catholic or Mormon or Jew. It’s hardest of all, to decide who’s worth it, and who just is 
not. Who is a waste, compared to a better one.

“50% of marriages end in divorce. And of the ones that stay together, only… I think… 20% are content?”

That’s what my therapist said, a few days prior to my long drive with Evelyn. 

A few years prior, I would have found this a dismal statistic. But now I see hope there. If no man is really 
“the one,” then it takes off some of the pressure of finding him, before some other bitch gets there.

It just isn’t your world. That’s how I felt, after months and months of being heavily hammered with info 
about Instagram’s number one Catherine Delaluna who I didn’t mind but tried to ignore. By “her whole 
world” I almost felt picked on, like a corpse dropped futiley at a Jesus statue’s knees while someone 
yelled, help her. I wasn’t convinced I would ever, fit in (not to sound cliché), and though I claimed I was 
fine with that I don’t think I was, or I wouldn’t feel so bad about my plans to manifest Vally Moreno, or 
my appearance not being what it could be… or should be, to be a female star. And though Catherine 
preached individuality (and imperfection) to some degree, I’m pretty sure CD’s name got so big and 
growing, by playing directly to her audience—no matter how small or gargantuan. But who knows the real 
Delaluna? Apparently, not the author of this text.

…

…
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Evelyn gave me a Tarot reading, finally, even though I kept saying I was “scared.” The reading confirmed 
a collapse of expectations and ideals, frustration with the slowness of progress, a possessive male figure 
holding me back, dishonesty in my past (which I figured might have to do with writing about people and 
not telling them), others viewing me as burdensome, and better things on the horizon—including better 
finances which I was scared to believe but kind of sort of wanted.

“That could be the movie projects, or that Catherine Delaluna shit,” I said to Evelyn when she spoke to 
me about the The Tower card. “And I was just texting my parents, kind of about how I felt like a burden.”

“Have you been eating,” she said.

“Why.”

“Have you.”

“Yes! Those meal preps—they’re good.”

“Your face has thinned out.”

“Oh,” I said, honestly confused because if anything I’d been eating too much so it would probably get fat 
again soon.

Evelyn showed me pictures on her phone of women in skinny jeans and linen shirts and sunglasses, 
uncomplicatedly pretty and happy and chill. She said if I wasn’t going to wear make-up, one day, then I 
had to straighten my hair. I couldn’t do one or the other. And she didn’t want me getting looked at in 
public, because I was wearing a skirt in winter. She wanted me to look classier.

Feeling overwhelmed again, I turned away to watch the news on television.

Evelyn tended to let out quiet sounds (“ooh”) whenever someone ugly came onscreen. I honestly didn’t 
mind this, because I wanted someone discerning to be in charge of my makeover. Not someone who 
didn’t notice, these things. I knew that being photogenic on film was a specific gift, not given to 
everybody.

“This is why I need your help, Evelyn. Much later in the makeover. We can finally do screen tests.” 

“Did you vote in the last election,” she asked me, watching the news.

I shook my head, no. “I feel bad about that.”

“Who would you have voted for.”  

“Hillary.”

“I voted for Trump.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Only cause Hillary got on my nerves. I don’t even know why.”
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“Because she was ugly?”

“I watched the debates and it was just something. But I regret it now, I do, cause of all the garbage that’s 
happened.”

“Welp.”

We went back to doing homework, in silence.

All I knew about an upcoming Valerie Brown film (not sure how or when) was that I wanted it to start 
with hymns. I wanted my co-star to be Corinne, if either of us gave in to those plans, and I wanted for her 
to be more mainstream eventually—and graceful not basic (though maybe a little basic, as a sales 
technique). I wanted to yank her in that direction. I wanted her to assimilate, rather than rebel, to a dark 
royal realm to be coveted by the American gentry. And I wanted her to be in that realm, with me. 

I’ve written many princes into my tale, but none of them amount to anything. The make-believe 
characters include [X] from my first self-titled memoir, and Guy from a sequel. But Guy blew it with the 
last incident, and I’m referring to Instagram antics between us two. That said, I might very well blow it 
with my honesty, by the end of this story. It’s fine! because it wouldn’t have worked anyway! Though 
without Valbro distantly around, I’m not convinced this Guy knows himself. Guy was a jealous guy and 
would play games a million times, including self-sabotage, before admitting defeat to me. His former 
mates frequently self-sabotaged, in his wake, and I didn’t want to be the same. 

I, Valerie Brown, am not that different from a man—or I would just call anyone “my love” and forgive so 
freely—though eventually if not sooner I would like to find the one, who helps make me [feel] pretty.

“How many followers does Meghan Markle have on the gram.”

“None, because she doesn’t have one.”

“That’s who I wish I could be. But I can’t, because I’ve stained my soul too dark already. And my face.”

…
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…

Within the logical zone of my brain I was aware of a certain risk, that is: going too far the other direction 
in my skepticism about an embrace of Christian faith. 

“I sort of satirize it [faith in America] in the movie I’m hoping to make, not for a while though,” Valerie 
explained to her only friends besides Evelyn from treatment, a boy four years younger named Jim. “But I 
feel like I’m not entirely joking, for some reason.”

“Would you say you’re agnostic.”

“I mean, I do believe in God.” I saw his face change a little. “But. Well. I think I’m careful, because—”

“Yeah?”

“I used to think believing in a good Christian God would at least sort of ensure a stable solid life. But you 
were raised Christian, and you got depressed like I did.”

“Yeah. It was rough.”

“It just seems like God is so different for everyone. Hitler thought he was doing it all for God. He was 
different for Hitler, and he’s different for Kanye. He’s different for the guy who shot JFK. But does that 
mean there isn’t one? There’s certainly something to be said for good vibes. Light vibes. Mercy and 
grace. And that’s what happens when I say I believe in it, I can tap into that place inside of me.”

“Into what.”

“Like, heaven I think. Haha.”

Jim was brought up very Christian, attending a church called Hosanna and even leading a Bible study 
course, at one point. For his search he’d gone on a couple missions. He was never abused as savagely as 
some of the others in treatment, but his parents (while living in the same smallish town) hadn’t spoken in 
12 years. And he lived between them. The first time they spoke again, was after he tried to kill himself by 
taking all his meds. He was a skinny guy (a type I’ve always liked), tall with dark and a stubbly beard like 
Prince Harry but dark. And now I’m starting to sound creepy so let’s carry on.

“Why’d you stop, doing all the Church stuff.”

“Um,” said Jim, rubbing his stubble again. “There was a question I’d often ask pastors, which they’d kind 
of side step. And that was—if we’re trying to go out and get people to join our faith then shouldn’t I go 
see their faith too? That seems more fair.”

“Yeah.”

“People talk about the truth, like in Christianity. But I think there’s always different versions of it. That 
guy’s side of the story is true to him. My story is probably different.”
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I took a moment to ask myself what it would mean to let go of any certainty that there was a God at all, 
and that He was the one in charge for heaping blessings upon these celebrities which I wish I possessed. 
That was the logical conclusion of the more/less blessed conundrum. I blamed myself. I wasn’t one of the 
enviable ones on top. I was unviable material. Not fearfully made, just fearful. Yet if God wasn’t doing it 
to me, or for me—instead of making me feel unprotected, it made me feel more secure, honestly. Say I 
was indeed ugly. Say I got addicted to drugs. 

“Did the devil make me do all that?”

Jim smiled and shrugged.

“One thing I’ll say about the dark years, is that I think I got nicer. Not that I was a brat before. But one 
reason I have few friends, is because I’m scared of people who have always been attractive. Because 
they’re mean.”

“Interesting.”

I used to envision the transformed Valerie Brown as uppity, wearing black panties and tights, waxed pussy 
on frank display, not caring what people say. A naked child of the earth and spunky reborn c##t. But to be 
clear: I wasn’t sure that was the direction I wanted to take from now on.

A look in my eyes like an abandoned black cat, lonely and low though surrounded by her hoes. And oh 
no, the occasional male entity in bed. Natural but crafted to be closer to perfect. “Closer to God’s image,” 
is how that journey was made public. A smile that lied well enough to convince you, it was true. I wanted 
Valerie Brown to be proof that what comes around goes. My God was different than yours. My God 
wanted me to be a whore, but not by Old World standards (#awholenewworld). A new whore reborn. I 
wanted to be that dead-be-gone girl who only a good God could have razed to life again. I wanted to 
naturally elicit the word, “woman.” 

I knew I was back to myself when Justin Bieber’s music started sounded corny but great. When I was all 
enmeshed with Evelyn—maybe too much?—it sounded perfect the way it was. Just kidding, but. I wished 
Justin and that blonde girl would stop playing dress-up. But pretty much no matter what, God bless em.

In the same way some people were blessed with strength at mathematics or a sport or computer science, it 
just so happens the made-over Valerie Brown I envisioned was good at sex. That might be my specific 
trade, besides writing. And besides sex writing. Actual sex. In the past I’ve never really enjoyed it, though 
the boys certainly have. But the past could go to rest. The new and improved Valerie Brown was a natural 
in the sack, and I’ve always sort of suspected this was part of my #Purpose. I wasn’t even mentally ill, I 
was sexually repressed. So cheers to a better future. God bless me outta hell.
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Part two 
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This, reader

I wake up in the middle of the might sometimes feeling like my cells are filled with the best 
warm bloodiness. Like a bath in nitrous oxide. Feels good but when I wake up, there’s not much 
to work with. Just saying, I don’t know how to interpret us. Like, what do I tell my therapist. 
There are some things I can’t do. And I can’t just stop it with you but I feel like I should stop to 
move forward in my stuck-in-the-mud life, so like, no offense I’m still gonna try. I’ve done this 
before with addictions and unhelpful mindsets and had a hard time, but succeeded at some point. 
Succeeded at stopping. I’m just gonna say I’m still upset with you, because it helps me focus.

…

…

Warning signs

To be honest where it stands
Is that I don’t like your frands
Only just as much 
As you don’t like mine

But when I’m not with them
I choose you every time 
I don’t know why
Wish I knew why

I could tell you that 
We’re both living a lie
But I don’t wanna die
Without you I die
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To be honest where it stands
Is that I can’t stand your frands
But you take what God gives you
Won’t rub it in your eyes

Know that you get annoyed
With all my same talk
So I’ll try to stop
How bout dat, put you first

To be honest where it stands
Is that I love you as a man
Not as a boy
Not as a bitch

…

What I want in next Guy [hold yourself to this, be picky]

1. Attractive/flawed as me not way uneven
2. Not vain
3. Encourages fitness over starvation
4. Creative in some way - and good at it
5. Listens 
6. Not a mooch or overspender
7. Been through a lot 
8. Not judgmental 
9. Funny (To me) 
10. Not dependent on me but, there for me
11. Reads the news
12. Proud to share him with people (= important)
13. Would like me even if I were ugly for a phase
14. Challenges me 
15. Educated
16. Proponent of spending time well 
17. Holds me accountable 
18. Tells me I’m smart and pretty
19. Believes in the Valerie Brown thing 
20. Won’t leave me
21. Pursues me even though I’m hard to get for a while
22. Not imaginary
23. Didn’t meet on hookup app
24. Doesn’t make me feel boxed into a mould of how I should look; imprisonment 
25. Good in bed
26. Not an atheist but not dumb either
27. Knows about my past and doesn’t reject me for it 
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28. I actually like seeing him, don’t feel like avoiding him
29. Cool overall
30. He feels proud to introduce me to friends 
31. Not a pfml
32. Not boring
33. Not an asshole unless really necessary
34. Confident but not narcissistic 
35. Strikes me as an adult not child
36. Don’t feel like I’m settling… 
37. Not a stoner
38. Ideally: sober or near-sober
39. Says I love you in texts
40. I want to look pretty for him but not scared about it 
41. Gets me feeling comfortable in my flesh
42. I don’t wake up and feel like my son’s in bed with me
43. Likes music
44. Likes books 
45. Wants to transcend the lowest-common-denominator standard of these times
46. Sees past BS of American culture
47. Wouldn’t mind a bigger guy this time, not fat but like huggable 
48. Doesn’t mind money
49. Classy
50. Family situation is good—forgives them, loves them
51. Protective but not possessive / doesn’t need all my time
52. Not nervous to answer his phone calls 
53. Strong either literally or figuratively 
54. Not enmeshed with an ex
55. Honest but not meanly so
56. Apologizes and does it well 
57. Good communication between us 
58. Doesn’t sneer down at anyone (unless it’s like really bothersome to him)
59. In touch with feminine side but manly
60. Likes movies
61. Wants me to be great
62. Wants to be great
63. Not basing his expectations on an ideal 
64. Knows my worst and still puts up with me 
65. Puts me in awe
66. Imperfect and aware of it 
67. Good fit down there
68. Looks good in sunglasses
69. Deep
70. Gratitude
71. Corrects me when I’m wrong but in a nice way
72. Doesn’t control me with his silences
73. Not manorexic or obese
74. Proponent of health over recklessness some of these are getting redundant 
75. Not proud of past iniquity 
76. Likes family stuff 
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77. Knows how to deal with my shyness in public 
78. Doesn’t make all the decisions - but doesn’t leave all to me 
79. Not control freak 
80. Not slob
81. Not anal retentive 
82. Not just in it to fuck me obviously
83. Takes several dates to get to sex
84. Gets me out doing interesting stuff
85. My life and affect improves, noticeably, while with him 
86. His life and affect improves too, around me 
87. Both of us are good influences on the other 
88. Painful terrible mistakes make the trust deeper, ultimately
89. Would help me be careful about this stupid [nvm] obsession and make a wise choice
90. Would like me even if I looked raggedy and not be unkind about it all the time 
91. Knows that mental health is not easy to fix - about consistency
92. Meets my family and doesn’t judge me by them - also nice to them
93. My family likes him 
94. Understands my life and the problems / blessings that come with it 
95. Wouldn’t mind getting a pet 
96. Doesn’t treat me like his pet but like a human to be guarded
97. I don’t treat him like a pet except for once in a while
98. Gets jealous if I’m with other men (functionally)
99. Has real friends 
100. Has a good heart and beautiful aura

… 

What Benny B found about the girls oh-so pretty, and usually bourgeois, who he banged to 
replace his ex Selena was not that they were dumb, per se, or innocent. But unaware. And he 
understood how a person’s inner spirit did indeed affect how they looked. So it was part of the 
trade, for them to not necessarily have brawled with Satan like he had. That’s why they looked so 
good good good. He wondered sometimes how he would look if he’d suffered less. But people 
found him appealing, and it’s because he had something else. He loved a pure beauty but he 
loved a dark one more. Benny was willing to admit that the road to success, for him, and what 
he’d chosen to sing about, qualified him as a talented male whore. What would happen if 
someone could have walked through non-privileged toxic hellfire and not end up burnt and 
battered, but to recover? Even hotter? Somehow? For the answer, he prayed to God, who he 
sometimes doubted but (after all he’d been through) believed in still. 

The trouble with Make America Great Again is all the people who think that purity (or the good 
old days) is ‘how it should be,’ and it quickly gets tied up with religion. And restoration means 
releasing burdens, including human burdens if that’s seen to be the case. Not to suggest that 
purity is no good; just think about how appealing children are, and young women pretending to 
be children, or celebs with privileged lives against their will. But one can go through darkness 
and come out stronger. Beautiful in a different way than if we’d all stayed in the Garden of Eden. 
That was his obligation to show. That God is there for everyone, not just for the Aryans.
… 
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…

Reality checks / life is hard…
-you got to where you are by trauma out of your control
-it’s really really hard to kick depression when it’s largely genetic
-and life isn’t ever going to make sense or feel fair
-you don’t have much control right now, over anything even ur home, and it’s frustrating but real
-betrayal is so hard to just fix in real-life but yonce did that album and then jay did his —> better. 

Proof there might be a …
-feelings associated with real faith at absolute lows
-Meghan Markle and her story and her beauty. bless her
-how some people are so naturally good at things you can’t fathom wanting to do 
-maybe there’s still a chance at peace between you and the real Guy if there even is a Guy
-masterpieces of literature art and music that are so beautiful that they don’t even make sense

…

…

GOD: 

I have an idea about how to repair one area of confusion

Valerie:

What’s that

GOD:

Just do the right thing. Consistently, and then you can be confident that you did the right thing
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Valerie:

That sounds easy in theory. I think of myself as a good person, with a dark side from past 
experiences, but I’d like to make a considerable effort to stay in the light. Sometimes I’m 
confused about what the right thing is. Like should I have spent all those years writing 
unpublished content. I pray that you help me stop by the end of 2018 

GOD:

That’ll be your choice, though you know you have to be creative or you go nuts. Do something to 
hold yourself to it. If you’re feeling very confused about it, then it’s probably not the right thing.

Valerie:

Thanks for the reminder, but I’d like to do more than survive—I’d like to live and thrive

GOD:

Good. You’re learning

Valerie:

Yay

…

He couldn’t prove but he had the sense that even if they made love, in real-life, it would take on 
this perfunctory feeling like she wasn’t all in it. She might not let him inside for real. Even 
though she missed him and wouldn’t be able to replace his presence. She woke up sometimes 
feeling unwell in the heart and head. Hopefully it wasn’t because of him. She had so much in her 
life to worry about, besides something that couldn’t be discussed or proven. And though love 
was a two-way street, she didn’t really think the two of them were entirely even, for some 
reason, though she had been mean and could acknowledge her role (as “the crabby bitch”; also 
undesirable and targetable). Who knows what happened to make her feel bad, but this wasn’t 
going to blow over gracefully. She wouldn’t seek revenge or try to make him envious, when she 
wasn’t his to begin with, so if he ever got envious that wasn’t her intention and certainly not her 
problem. (Though FYI she was jealous of his female people.) Valerie would continue to live and 
complain less about the world damaging her, when she was—at least partly—hurting herself by 
how she handled it all in secret. But once that trust thing was gone, even a little, it was hard to 
mend and move on. Not impossible but not easy, and this time, for one time at least, she didn’t 
feel like it was something she could possibly achieve with her own quiet voice and platform. 
Valerie didn’t want to go in his head anymore, as a writer, because it didn’t feel like hers to 
explore. And Valerie Brown wasn’t suggesting that he do anything, besides to (as guys liked to 
do) find another girl to be there for. She no longer felt a sense of safety, from him, and she didn’t 
want to need him or anyone.
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… 

Evelyn’s 7-year-old niece stood in front of the television and watched Maroon 5’s music video 
for “Girls Like You,” and shouted out “SHE’S MY FAVORITE” whenever one of the (in her 
opinion) pretty girls appeared. “I wanna be her!” she actually said, for a select few of the women. 
Valerie didn’t doubt this girl would grow up to be a princess, or diva; she had a certain aura that 
was there to stay. 

One way that Valerie wanted movies to become different was that she never wanted to frame 
men as the enemy—you know, the way so may great male filmmakers did to women. She didn’t 
want to do that, unless it was very true to the situation. Valerie honestly empathized with the 
male side of the story, half the time, because she’d never been particularly vain (not even as a kid 
at 7 years old, or younger) and that’s often what made or broke a love affair. Vanity from the 
chick. Or from the dick. 

Right now Valerie needed more money to get prettier, she thought, so she decided to live as if she 
had the brain of a male, not female—which honestly sucked because then she saw herself as not-
the-pretty-one, always, but facing the truth is a good step toward freedom.

…

“This is the danger of think deep all the time,” said Clyde. “But not applying myself, or being 
challenged somehow.”

“What’s the danger.”

“I fuck myself over. I think about too much. Constantly. It’s fucked-up.”

“Maybe you create challenges where there are none,” Benny said. 

“Or maybe that’s what other people do, and I just get mad about it—because I feel so out-of-
control of anything, you know.”

“You know, I don’t… know…” said Benny, staring out at a crowd from backstage, as he and his 
band got ready to actually go through with another show.  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Ye olde garden hymniny

A lifetime of terror in the lonely abyss
And then you hear her crying
Get me out of here, out of this 

This woman has him thinking of kids 
She calls out his name
He listens, gives in

While I become more of a girl
You’ll feel more like a boy
No one raised you like they should
I’ll be there to hold you

It’s hard to spot bad influences
Until it is too late
Good or bad, I want you back
Just tell me what to say

For you I would do anything
Climb out of bed to bring you with me
Late at night I’m all alone
That’s when I feel you’re my own

I know our trust will go through hell 
But inside they can never tell
That no one gets you like I will
You’ll drop me too, but I’m still there

Feels so good to watch you
Just act like yourself
Without nothing to prove
So gentle, so well

Say we meet in the garden
I’m eve, you’re the snake
I’ll befriend you gently 
Can relieve all your shame

Can feel when she’s happy
And that is his goal
Not sure why he chose you
But he did, so don’t let go

…
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She didn’t want fame or major success as much as she wanted peace. Honest to G. She would put 
peace before her other goals, which is not to suggest that the route to where she had to (or 
wanted to) be would never be unpleasant. But without peace she had little control. And the 
unpleasantness would just would be more manageable, if she had peace deep-down. Like a force 
field protecting her from judgment and other sources of turmoil. Valerie reminded herself not to 
confuse peace with boredom, because boredom was unpeaceful. In that sense, having inner peace 
(even when faced with hell) was a signal she was doing alright. She wasn’t scared anymore, 
because enough times by now, God had come around. This is not a joke. Valerie struggled to 
hold onto peace in her house, though she recognized that this situation was, indeed, out of her 
control—until she found an out—and therefore might contain a lesson, or silver lining. Maybe 
this is the lesson: m ost peace comes from within. She’s learning.

Valerie explained to her favorite artist, Benny Bluman, that Benny’s problems with women were, 
largely, the same as Vally’s problems with men. That is: both of them were insecure, and thought 
the bad things women/men did were due to inadequacies in their own head. And they reclaimed 
their power by writing themselves into godly sexual figures in their work. The thing was, it 
probably wasn’t all in their heads—the mean things women/men did to Benny or Vally as 
seductresses/seductors, just because they were proud or more powerful, e.g. via superior sex 
appeal, though it was maybe subconscious on those women/men’s part, how they handled pent-
up disdain. Was it subconscious of Benny and Vally fought back? Or was that more, conscious. 
People didn’t always think; Valerie would like to avoid not-thinking. All this to suggest. It also 
probably wasn’t all in Benny’s or Vally’s respective heads, that they were (potentially) godly 
sexual figures. #oxblood

…

What Ramona probably had on the other girls, in the way of closeness to Valerie, was that she 
knew what it was like to be bullied—or just, not accepted—by a widespread incarnation of 
American male or female. By types like Evelyn, who honestly just didn’t know better and tended 
toward the mainstream, not toward someone out-of-the-box. The irony was that, to make it in 
high fashion, one had to break that box pretty hard. And Ramona had chosen to make it in high 
fashion, and succeeded to the extent that she’d be written about in history books. Ramona no 
doubt had her own issues with Valerie, that came close to being classist and had to do with 
looking presentable in public, though—then again. Valerie was beginning to think her struggle 
with staying “glamorous” (also marketing herself) had to do with her inborn temperament. It was 
going to take a lot of work, or a good stylist someday if possible, to keep herself groomed and 
not hiding alone in her house. She just didn’t like doing it, and she realized that some women 
actually did. But let’s get back to the name Desmond.

Ramona Desmond’s namesake was the lead character  (named Desmond Miles) of Valerie 
Brown’s favorite video game, Assassin’s Creed III—who Valerie thought is how she (herself duh) 
would like to look, if she were a Guy. But she was trying to be a real woman, even though for her 
that could be really tough.

…
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9/5/2018 Week 2 devotional Acts 12:18-25

From this passage I’m reminded never to put my role in this world above God’s plan for me. I’ve 
already learned the hard way that it just doesn’t work. I am reminded to capitalize God’s name, 
unlike I did in some of my old writing. I ask forgiveness for not capitalizing God’s name. I also 
feel comforted that people who claim themselves to be gods (or even favorites of God) will not be 
able to ruin my name if I stand by God and do what I believe He tells me. By now in my life, I’ve 
begun to fear the real God honestly.

Please give me the peace within to stay on your track. Please forgive me for my arrogance in the 
past. Please allow me to be unjudgmental of others, and safe from harmful judgments. Please 
help me refrain from assuming I am more or less blessed because that is not for me to judge. 
Please guide me and give me the courage to do my job on this earth, even though I get scared 
and stuck. Please protect me with the right people and angels and wannabe but-not-quite gods. 
Please give me the discernment to write the truth in my work without crossing the line and 
alienating everyone. 

Love Valerie Brown

…

Let’s be real 
You know how this is 
At the end of the day 
We all feel like kids
Listen for a moment
To the voice in your head
It’s okay to want daddy
When I put you to bed

…

Every time you think ‘I’m so sick of this shit’: just stfu and do it. Or find a way to make it less 
unpleasant.

Every time you think ‘I’m fat’ or ‘I’m ugly’: just be grateful that you have a body without injuries 
and that you’re in good health - also that you aren’t addicted to anything except for delusions. 

Every time you think ‘I’m fat’ again and this will happen for the rest of your life: hang out with 
friends who aren’t mean like that, take a break from purely sexual/courtship/power relations, and 
take stock on your current diet.

Every time you think ‘I’m crazy’: be grateful that you have enough control, mentally, to take 
better care of yourself from now on—and health care available. 
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Every time you think ‘I’m alone’: just be grateful you have Lacie and Jane and Kelly and Alexis 
and your parents who (don’t present it differently) are there for you even at your shittiest. 

Every time you think ‘I’m powerless’: just think how cool it is to have a secret blog that people 
actually possibly go to once in a while. Even if it’s not that many people it’s kind of cool 

Every time you think ‘I fucked it all up’: just stfu please.

Every time you think ‘fuck them’ about someone else: just stfu and instead be unwilling to ever 
fuck them, in this life, yourself.

Every time you think ‘not good enough [for them]’: just think, ‘their loss’ and stfu and carry on 
because, no matter how crappy you’ve done in the past which actually isn’t that bad… in your 
fate is greatness.

…

It’s hard to know how it is with someone, or how it is to lose touch with yourself, or with faith if you’re that kind of 
person—until you feel it again. I’m not saying to only pay attention to the good times: pay attention to what’s 
practical and favorable to your survival, and not your future survival. Your “future” is a fantasy, Lollypop, but that’s 
okay. I am saying, don’t make assumptions if you’re having a crap-moment in the present (not even if you’re 
psychic or telepathic, or like to think you are) because it’s really hard (impossible.) to know anything beyond the 
#facts. Do you know what the facts are? Carry on.

—me to herself 8/6/18

…
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On moving her business to NY despite resistance from family/friends: 

… 

A million different versions of the same story. But the truth remains the same. You are a 
character in this story, but you aren’t the one writing it. You might be a character in another 
world. But your truth remains the same in both. Who’s writing the story? Not a human like you. 
Not a viewer in a message board. Something bigger, if you’re listening carefully. That’s all you 
sort of know.

It seems to you like she’s sharing everything, about her feelings toward you, and that you’re 
watching like a fly on the wall. Some days, it’s true. She just spills. She has no control. But the 
scarier thought to you is all that she isn’t saying. How much can’t you know. What are the facts 
though. What, the facts? Be careful with feelings. They come and go.
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…

Letter to anon 

I feel like the reason this one hurt so much is because it pointed how, to me, how I don’t fit into 
the mould you want. Like you can do better and went with that one, and I’m not saying I don’t 
wanna do better but it’s taken a lot of work to force myself to stop seeing myself (in my 
imagination) how I’d be ‘if I were [like Lara Croft][wayyy thinner][a good girl][a chic adult]’ 
and just sort of taking myself for who I have to be now in 2018. And finding comfort in who I am. 
So I’ve begun to reject any guy (or ex female friend) who makes requests of me that fit his 
fantasy. I don’t have a fantasy for myself, except for doing the best I can in the present and that 
can be measured in far more ways than appearance or sexual performance. The movie roles are 
going to feel like a job, not fantasies-come-alive—especially since I’ve moved on from who I 
was, or wanted to be, when I was writing each script. But I think some of them are too good to 
throw out completely. I won’t be comfortable taking ‘requests’ for how to change, from any guy, 
until I actually know him suuuper well and trust that he only wants what’s best (and not what’s in 
his sexual self-interest, or best for his image). And I’m sorry if I’ve made my actors feel forced 
into a mould—I just see a lot of potential that’s all. But anyway. I am really hurt for the reasons 
outlined in this paragraph. And at first I was insulted, frankly. I am not going to hold onto 
resentments, because that’s unhealthy, and I think it was a misunderstanding, or something. 

But I remember things from the past even when I don’t want to—everyone does—and this kind of 
stuff is not good for building trust, which is something I'm interested in doing with my real future 
friends and taking seriously. 

Trust is so important to me and I basically define it as ‘non-betrayal.’ Jesus. Please don’t ever 
imply that I’m not as good as someone else, I’m very sensitive you know… and I won’t do the 
same to you from now on, though I also won’t be YOURS only or some BS expectation like that. I 
get to have cool friends (male and female) too. Wish I could hear your side of it. 

Valerie 

…

On an airplane from NY to MN Valerie’s mom watched I Feel Pretty and ended up yelling at 
Valerie, on the car ride to their Minneapolis home from the airport, for getting bent out of shape 
about the male gaze and trying (for a while) to conform to it, at least somewhat. And Valerie 
didn’t really know what to say about this one, because she didn’t know what she wanted as much 
as she thought. She figured her movies would introduce a new kind of beauty, more mature, that 
hadn’t really been seen in mainstream cinema. She didn’t think “a man” was on the list of what 
she wanted anymore, because men and their sex needs (more like: really strong desires) kind of 
fucked up her world, for a while. Maybe she just wanted like, health and safety. And maybe trust, 
that’d be alright.
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…

…

No stock love story. Just love you can’t avoid. No ideal beauty. Just balance and visual charisma. 
No soul-mates. Just the one you want to be with more than anyone. No truth. Just what can be 
proven. No identity. Just what comes from within, versus from what you’re taught and hold onto.

It wasn’t your fault because your parents were so unbelievably self-absorbed. And their parents 
were self-absorbed too. And who knows if you ended up self-absorbed for a while but there is 
some slack to be cut for the vanity of youth. And to be honest, your parents’ self-absorption and 
neglect of you, often had to do with male desire for sex and a women’s need for beauty. She 
cared about herself much. It wasn’t really self-care though. It was something else. But what if 
someone walked up to you and told you, that a lot of it was just bullshit. Which is not to say you 
won’t have some of what you wanted. But I really want to challenge you, to value something 
else. Not what your parents said. Or decided for themselves, before you. What can you do.
You ask her to treat her as if she were a dude. What else can you do about it. Like this, she’s not 
okay with herself. She just isn’t. Never has been, probably never will. You ask her to treat you 
like a dude because if she doesn’t, you don’t like yourself. It’s hard to explain to people who 
haven’t endured your hell.

…
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More things I need in a Guy (expanded to account for my improving self-esteem):

101. Not less brave than me
102. Makes me feel less scared, not more
103. Would go out on a limb to protect me from danger
104. My safety is like a really high-up-there goal of his 
105. Feels like he needs me, but also prefers not to whine or show weakness
106. If he sees me unwell, even when apart, he prays for me and doesn’t gloat a/o my suffering
107. Sex feels beautiful but not in this like hoky stupid way. Real love
108. Doesn’t jump to defense of people who have hurt me. I hate it when people do that
109. Listens to me vent 
110. Angry sex
111. Knows what he wants and actually gets it
112. Not threatened by other men because (see above) 
113. Natural impulse to put hand around my waist, like man/woman
114. Good conversations about ideas and events — not just people.
115. Lets me teach him what I know and vice versa
116. It’s going to be hard with me (Valerie’s not easy) but I don’t want a guy who complicates this love beyond our complicated lives which will 
provide enough drama to keep us on our toes, dealing with anxiety/depression and haters and privacy issues etc etc. Also possibly my literal 
safety/survival which is why I keep bringing it up! I honestly don’t know whether or not I have a thing to worry about because I don’t know the 
future for me — or for my significant other (if I’ve got one of those)
117. Would like to hypothetically grow old in his arms

…

…

100 things I want in a female friendship

1. Decided they like me and will stick with that decision even when I’m at my worst
2. Judgmental in a concerned way, not just a cunt 
3. I like to see them
4. I feel better after seeing them
5. Doesn’t have to believe in God but has to accept that I resolutely do because if I don’t I’ll lose my it thing
6. Not in some weird ‘having sex with all her friends’ phase
7. Can say ‘I love you’ to me (and v versa) comfortably, even if it makes us feel vulnerable
8. It’s fine if she’s got opinions about weight all the cool girls do but just understand I struggle with it 
9. Has her own way of dressing and does it with conviction
10. We could probably live together and not have a falling out though I understand this is tough
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11. Can introduce her to my creepy parents without having her say really mean stuff behind my back
12. I’ve never liked it much when one friend is like ‘the star’ in the relationship and I’m like her bitch. So no
13. Doesn’t take offense when I ask for space or knows how to handle it because I will do that and ppl often get hurt
14. Can call eachother out on stuff without getting crushed. Good rapport 
15. Nice balance of give and take
16. Balanced lifestyle—or working toward it, like myself
17. Understands mental health stuff not like dismissive of it as valid obstacle
18. Smart 
19. Funny (to me at least)
20. Serious sometimes too; good sense of when something is serious.
21. Believes in the Valerie Brown thing and not a naysayer
22. Believes in herself and, ideally, believes she’s meant to be great too
23. Not all ‘whatever makes her happy’ doo di la la la when it comes to men. Truthful outside perspective
24. This one’s important. Doesn’t spend every call / hangout / coffee date talking only about herself and her life.
25. Doesn’t repeatedly compare me to existing friends of hers who are annoying and like not nearly as appealing.
26. Discerning with people
27. Discerning with taste in art/music/film
28. Can let go of the past, if there’s some bad stuff in there
29. Someone I’d trust to give me good advice on ‘makeover’ e.g. face [nvm] — and I actually think they understand my 
perspective, not dismissive like it’s another offshoot of my mental illness. I’m not that stupid, I’m a realist
30. Someone who can keep me on an effective diet. If you can do that you’re mine forever 
31. Knows that I probably might like possibly have a lesbian side and not all freaked out about it
32. Can talk comfortably about sex
33. Can talk humorously about men
34. Not two-faced but willing to let me vent
35. I don’t hear like a week after I vented that it got back to the person I was venting about
36. Confesses that they online-stalked me and it’s not that awkward. Vice versa
37. I can talk about my feelings and writing openly and if I wrote them a sexual role I can talk about that
38. Another muse who I feel compelled to make stuff for and share directly as friendship develops
39. Someone who inspires me to do well—doesn’t intimidate me, or compete with me
40. Willing to let me into their family life, and vice versa (though I mentioned mine is a weird situation)
41. Not mean about my past. Including this time living at home
42. If you call me a pig just make sure the term is really swaddled in love
43. Um
44. Can see that I’m a catch
45. Can evaluate the pros and cons of being friends, and even decide to drop me, but still acknowledge that I’m a catch and 
totally fucking irreplaceable (as opposed to like “a mess” “cut her out of your life” bla bla it’s all the same)
46. Can talk about dark secrets. In fact she’s curious about them and wants to know. all of them. Same here
47. Candid. Doesn’t agree with my side of the story, all the time
48. Good listener
49. Good writer
50. Good ass
51. Not like one of those weird virgin girls who’s really into Disney princesses or might as well be
52. Cool
53. Can forgive me for being weird toward them in the past if I was. Understand my situation has been odd
54. But I’m a good artist ok
55. Anyway I would like a friend who pushes me to go through with my movie work because that’s so hard for me 
56. And no one else is going to do it but sometimes I can’t push myself. So I like ‘pushers’ (like Tina Fey in Meangirls)
57. Lets me be drug-sober and cool with that. I hardly drink anymore either 
58. Not a drug addict or alcoholic herself. This one’s important too. Seriously
59.  How bout this one for both of us. Doesn’t judge her for her past—just let go of it
60. Willing to be an actress. Train if necessary
61. Won’t get all weird a/o it if I wrote a movie scene in which we have to fuck haha w/e
62. Can see side(s) of me that I can’t see
63. Respects
64. Can be an asshole sometimes but keeps it in check around real friends
65. A real friend. Real wit me
66. If I have an eating disorder than they respond to it in a constructive way, not like self-righteous. Vice versa
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67. Wants and intends to get progressively hotter with age. Not the other way
68. Could stay friends forevs but this probably has to be conscious decision
69. I’m gonna repeat this one. Willing to forget the past and me to them
70. It would nice if we could get over any nagging eating disorders and still manage to be thin, together. feel in control
71. Not moralistic — or amoralistic for that matter
72. Not all-or-nothing about good and bad. Me being good or bad influence. Never that simple
73. Not all-or-nothing about people being ‘adults’ or ‘non-adults’ because that’s also a process different for everyone
74. Doesn’t hate men but understands men
75. Doesn’t ask me if I want to be whored to their male friends for money. Please don’t put me through that
76. Do you ever hear me in your head like I’m advising you even though I’m not there? I want a friend like that 
77. Trust her advice because it’s been good in the past
78. Don’t say what I want to hear but learn good bedside manner e.g. about the fat thing
79. Versed in cognitive behavioral therapy—or the general idea of checking the facts
80. But also believes in magic; energy shifts; intuition
81. Not all-or-nothing about spirituality, what can/can’t be explained
82. Willing to tell me stories about times they went crazy, in detail, including ‘signs’ they interpreted or misinterpreted
83. Their parents don’t dislike me
84. If their parents dislike me then we’re mature about it but usually I’m good with parents. I think sometimes they’re concerned 
I’ll like steal their daughter’s affection but they don’t have to worry (because at the end of the early honeymoon phase in 
friendship) I have a much greater problem with distance than enmeshment 
85. Not judgmental of the bipolar thing. ugh
86. Some fav music and movies in common—but also open to the other person’s stuff
87. We do cool stuff together. Like actually cool stuff. Go to shows/good movies
88. Notice that I dress better around her. That’s always nice
89. Can graze feet and arms without feeling weird. Good comfort level
90. Comfortable naked around the other but not exhibitionist in this like ‘almost trying to seduce Valerie’ way. Just stop
91. Understands sex. Not saying I do
92. Similar interest in topics
93. Film and writing style is complimentary. Good collab potential
94. Makes accurate connections between present events and historical ones. Thinks about future, too
95. Good input to Valerie Brown’s self-designed purpose based on (see above)
96. Pushes me on goals but doesn’t rush me. Important distinction
97. No satanic pride. Mixed feelings about the evil they’ve done in the past… again: not all-or-nothing
98. Does believe in some right vs wrong, learns from mistakes, but doesn’t let past manifest within them as guilt or shame
99. Doesn’t dislike children. Tired of women who hate kids, it’s a bad sign
100. Hospitable and would let me stay with them if I needed to—not saying live with them, but stay for like # of days. And vice 
versa if they’re not entirely homeless
101. One more sorry. Proud to bring her around because she’s that kind of bBennyy goddess and it’s just obvious.

…

untitled

Guy your purfect lies
Can see you gettin shifty-eyed
Don’t go there tonight
To the dark side, don’t you go

You’re the same old show
All my friends, you’ll surely do
They’ll think they have a secret edge
On homegirl  Lola mo
But I don’t judge a Guy
By money or dick rides
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I judge him by his eyes in mine
To the dark side, don’t you go

And even though I might
Not be really by your side
I can see when you get surly-eyed
Don’t like it from you

So much power pretty bro
Can just imagine though
And I’m not sure how it feels
Compared to what I know
But don’t get shifty-eyed
What you’re capable of, Guy
I’m scared of you on colder nights
That’s why I don’t want you

….

Lola’s mom barged into her room at 2pm even though the door was shut with a sock in it. And Ellen said, 
after finding Lola in bed with the covers over her, “Morg?”

“What.”

“I just wanna know something. Can I ask you something.”

“(sigh) Sure Mom, just. what.”

“I wanna know… what I need to do, so that you can get your game back on.”

Lola looked up. And sighed again.

“Hmm?” said Ellen.

“I don’t fuckin know, Mom.. leave me alone.”

Lola’s mom went on a ramble about how setting the bar here (*puts hand near the floor*) versus here 
(*raises hand high*) was important and changed one’s approach to life. Then she left her daughter alone.

Lola decided to herself to go off the lithium and see what happened, because she wasn’t sure it was 
helping anymore. She wasn’t going off meds to be dramatic or take a major risk; she was doing it “to get 
her game back on” now that she was closer to getting it back than she’d been a couple months ago. This 
might be a risky move but if she started fucking up she’d go back on the meds. Also, after talking to her 
mom, she decided she absolutely wanted to move back to New York and shouldn’t talk herself out of it, 
which was easy to do.

…
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Reason:

Don’t go off your meds

Faith alone:

Leave me alone! bitch! I hate you

…

It’s okay if they’re all in your head. If it’s all in your head. Honestly, whatever keeps you going. It’s okay 
that you get depressed. Remember that really successful people don’t always have peace. Remember that, 
in order to have peace, you’re going to have to do all the hard painful unavoidable sucky stuff it takes to 
get there. It’s okay if none of them care. It’s okay if God is there or not there. Shakespeare never answered 
that question; he had many different takes. It’s okay but at the end of the day, it’s going to be very hard to 
let go of all these plans you’ve made. All the scripts about cool women and shit. All the hopes you have 
for better things. It’s okay if you’re not in the best place now. It’s okay if life doesn’t play out like a well-
written story, or even like a poorly written one. I don’t think you’re done here yet and it’s okay if you don’t 
knock em dead but you can probably do some great things before you’re done.

…
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Who’s the disgusting person

Lola Morgan lept from her rest after hearing someone plod slowly up the porch steps. She 
thought there must be an upcoming showing, by a realtor and guests, she hadn’t been told about 
yet. Her room was where she did all her eating and writing and resting and dressing etc, and it 
needed to be cleaned. She didn’t like sleeping in the bed, because there was cum on the sheets. 
She chose the floor some nights. A pillow and blanket. She often slept like this. How come she 
didn’t just change the sheets. Because moving around her house was so painful, for some reason. 
She didn’t like sleeping cause there was cum in the bed and her parents thought she was a mess 
and she couldn’t go on like this. To be honest she wasn’t the prettiest. Turns out it was just the 
mailman. 

She felt now on the ground of her bedroom at home like a child crushed under a deflated bouncy 
castle at a carnival. A massive bouncy house that served millions per day. She was suffocating 
under the pressure. Somehow Lola faced herself with forces that were too big for her to deal 
with. These feelings. Her texts. Too quiet to cry for help. Too small to find the way out by 
herself. She almost hoped she actually died like this, but knew that would be frowned upon. Not 
that she doesn’t feel frowned upon already, which was all in her head, obviously.

You gave her heart abattering so it needs a sewing up. When you look at it finally, after years, it 
looks swollen and messed-up. She doesn’t know what to do but it’s beaten to a pulp. You know 
you were among those who stoned her heart; you didn’t expect it to bother you so much. By 
proxy she tries to forgive her idols turned haters, but has begun to discipline herself to move on. 
Just move on. She can understand why she bothers people. But maybe she won’t get on the 
nerves of every single one. And to be fair, Lola’s existin hard-to-get-to-fixin issues are easy to 
trigger—though maybe they’ll be triggered less painfully by a special summyone.
…

Snow red

You know who’s next
On your heart’s agenda
But keep your plans quiet
Let the silence respond

If it’s private, you keep it
What’s kept private ain’t much
But some things can be private
If that’s what you want for us

Your mind on another planet 
Hers ain’t on the same one
But unlike all your sad little starries 
This the light you’re banking on
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[chorus]
Don’t tell anyone, no
Don’t tell anyone
For you and me only
I’ll switch on the sun 
Don’t gotta munny
But I’ll make you fun
Come on over
I’ll switch on the sun

…

Lola Morgan crushed under the castle is surprised to hear a sound somewhere above her: woof. 
With her last leftover will to fight 4 life she rustles under the deflated bounce house so that 
someone knows she’s there. “Help,” Lola sighs. Her call is answered by a snotty damp snout 
belonging to a dog. This is Paul, here to find his Lolamom. Paul the black Labrador crawls under 
the deflated castle though it’s tight and pulls out Lola even though it’s a tough job. Crouching on 
one knee, Lola hugs her old dog around the neck, still kind of confused about what happened. 
She looks around and finds that the castle she was crushed under was, in the first place, deflated 
by a rogue bomber from beyond. The effect is an oncoming flood. Not of water, or fire, or blood. 
It’s a white substance the consistency of milk, and it’s coming toward Paul and Lola. Better run.

…

It’s not that the Bible doesn’t contain the truth, some of it hard to shake off. It’s that it contains 
truth in parables that are larger than life. So if you take the Bible at its word (at God’s word, 
rather), you start expecting bigger things to happen than are ever going to happen, in real-life. 
And in a weird way that works—until it hits a wall. Bigger things in love and sex. Bigger things 
in your psychic predictions. It’s okay if you make a name for yourself that’s larger than life, from 
your findings. But don’t forget the lowly humans while you’re at it. Maybe that’s what I like 
about faith; it forces humility, by bowing down to something greater than your mind. But I don’t 
like religion cause of the haters. I don’t like all the haters, who will condemn me for trying to 
help humanity and for questioning what’s no longer helpful to us. I know that I sound self-
righteous. But yeah. The last point is: I’m scared. Of course I want to believe in a higher power 
who loves me. Who doesn’t fucking want that. Ugh. I still believe in God I’m just like havin a 
rough one.

…

Dear Selena (not the celeb)

I don’t know how to say this but I think you’ve suffered from a post-20 lifelong eating disorder, 
obviously more effective than mine. And I don’t know how to say this either, but I actually think 
you’re meant to be a smokeshow and not anorexically so. Like what if you were in Gryffindor 
and not Slytherin. Can you handle the transition. I don’t want you to be that weird old bitch at 
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the grocery store salad bar in size 0 pants for teens who takes like 40 minutes like exchanging 
different vegetables and judging everyone who goes near. It’s scary I know but I actually think 
that’s a danger for you, whereas my danger, obviously, is getting fatter.

Valerie

…

Mantamer

His ego was bigger
Than his beautiful yacht
This man ran around fucking
In sick feral fun

He needed a woman
Who could handle his worse
He’d shown her how easy
He could snag a better girl

If there are no soul-mates
They came pretty close
If she could pick his name
She’d consult with him first

She came from the wild 
A Black cat like this
She kept talking about
How she felt like mess

He always felt bad
When a fuckspree was finished
So weird how morality
Is only clear in retrospect

Especially when you live on
Instinct, adrenaline
It occurred to her one day
The problem was this

Needed a real man to tame her
As much as he needed, this
If she found someone else
It wasn’t on purpose
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…

Q. What’s the difference between humans and animals?

A. I don’t know but I think it’s probably got something to do with MONEY.

Q. But what happens when the people with money are the ones acting most uncivilized?

A. Then you, Vally, decide there is no god and plot suicide. 

Q. I just wanna be great! And I feel like I can’t. 

A. Write down the things God has done for you today. 

Q. God made me feel the animalism we are seeing all over American soil (vicious violence, 
overeating, savage verbal bullying [online], so much intercourse just for sensation) is a matter of 
repressed sexuality. The urge for love is being recoursed into bad behavior.

A. And what does this mean, for your work.

Q. I think the difference between animalistic copulation and making love comes down to 
intimacy. I want my films to really, really feel different. 

A. So?

Q. Casting matters! And I’m sticking with my guns, not doing it differently. 
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…

The point is that if you’ve chosen to adopt someone as part of your cast, really all they can do to 
get kicked out is a severe betrayal. Otherwise you’ll accommodate fluctuations in mood and 
appearance and performance. But this is why it’s important to be careful assembling the starting 
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cast line-up: so you don’t end up with any duds. And by then letting go will be hard on everyone. 
I think intelligence is very important when it comes to not betraying the whole team just because 
that person thinks they’re on top somehow. So I think you should recast the male lead in Black 
Satin, and stay away from [censored] who you got to know better on your first film. I’m hesitant 
to say “be careful with men” because I think women can have egos just as bad. Be careful with 
men, though. And successful people. Don’t cast anyone way more powerful ($$, influence) until 
you have some momentum and existing loyalty from a team to back you up, because that’s a 
recipe for a homerun hit and run. Stepping over the weak ones is animalistic human nature 
(oxymoron but real) which trumps love. What’s important is that the film comes out well; you 
want to be respected, not treated as someone climbing. I’m talking like the next ten to fifteen 
years so don’t get trigger-happy about choosing or not choosing anyone this early on.

On soul-mates or whatever. Are they real? Because I’m really aiming to be a more peaceful, less 
angsty female—while still achieving what I’ve set out to do (and not getting bowled over by 
selfish people)—I’m going to assume that with [Y] [G] [XI] and others, it’s still going to work 
out. Understand that my on-and-off rejection of those people and guardedness toward them is a 
symptom of experience with getting effed over. And they all have a track record of doing the 
same to me, once or twice, though I hope it’s for the same reason; they’re scared of getting hurt. 
In a way that’s the track record I need. Proof of, something. I have a history of cutting people off 
when I’m mad, for long periods of time, and I understand I’ve hurt people too. I don’t expect 
people to change too much from like, how they were born, so if it continues to happen, it 
referring to: significantly hurtful betrayals (hurtful enough to make me cry a lot), I’ll have a 
much easier time turning my back on the people who have done the same thing once or twice or 
ten times, than people who have done it once and then shaped up. 

I do believe in soul-mates and fate because sometimes when I’m alone in bed it’s just too weird, 
but I’m also very very open to the possibility that I’ve constructed it all in my head. I think two 
people have to sort of choose and announce they’re official “mates” at some point for it to really 
get entrenched in reality, and experience that feeling of “knowing someone” beyond just 
there&then which, you know. Is weird. However for now I ask myself to just chill out and focus 
on what I can do per day to get back on my game. Getting back on my game has nothing to do 
with forming real-life relationships with [XYZ] that are already sort of far-fetched—but not 
really, noting the considerable overlap in interests and mutual friends and repressed goals 
relating to film/lit/music.

…

Week 3 Devotional Job 29:1, 30:1-2, 30:16-31

The timing of this assignment seemed (perhaps by coincidence) fortuitous to me Valerie as it 
serves as a nice finale to a chain of events that left me feeling hopeless. Job is one of the most 
famous stories from the Old Testament and one I often relate to, because I feel like I’m doing the 
right thing and rewarded with suffering. It seems more logical to be evil, but I don’t think I’ve 
been evil unless you count addiction as evil—and I consider it an affliction that I didn’t really 
choose. However I’ve never interpreted Job as a cautionary tale about judgment of older people 
in bad physical shape, until I read this devotional. I read it after (1) writing a movie scene in 
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which I have to be pretty and (2) walking around the lake and feeling like one of the lil fatties. 
Job admits, ‘now they laugh at me, men who are younger than I, whose fathers I would have 
disdained, to set with the dogs of my flock. What could I gain from the strength of their hands, 
men whose vigor is gone?’ This confession by Job is followed up by him wondering aloud why 
‘my garment is disfigured; it binds me about like the collar of my tunic.’ All this to say—I felt 
after reading this that I should straight-up find a way to stop judging older people whose bodies 
are in bad shape, including my mama. I also found it interesting that this passage shows no 
evidence of Job’s famous recovery and reaping of blessings—perhaps it is meant to be open-
ended, like my life feels right now.

I pray that God gives me the resoures and strength to maintain a more balanced diet, and be 
good to my body. Not to torture it as I have done in the past. I pray for better influences. I pray 
for enough self-confidence—if not full-blown strength in myself, which seems unlikely for some 
time—to not judge other people, and to look them in the eye without judging them. I pray for 
forgiveness for the younger years, when I did judge less fortunate people (my age or older), not 
knowing that I would end up one of them. I pray that I can do what it takes to fulfill what I’ve 
interpreted as my purpose on this earth: to be a filmmaker and actress, even though it’s so so 
hard. And finally I pray to feel safer from the judgments of others, since that hurts more than I 
feel I can stand at times. Again, I’m grateful for the timing of this assignment.

…

Don’t do to others what they did to you

-don’t belittle some1’s humanity because they have more or less money [also body]
-don’t show up in their life when you aren’t invited formally

Things that honestly annoy you about celebs might as well keep track now while u have current 
perspective

-when they really have this ‘be happy for me’ expectation though these also tend to be the ones 
with a tonnn of fans
-(‘be happy for me’ reminds me of my mother)
-when they act like social/political pundits and they definitely aren’t
-suspicious amount of moralism
-act morally superior about beauty and money
-insult men like my father in their lyrics
-never questioning anything
-when they lose a sense of humor about own ego

…
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…

Lolamom didn’t know whether she was having a fever dream or if this is really what she saw. 
But Paul wasn’t acting like himself. His bark sounded particularly, sharp, and Lola realized it 
was because—he had a knife in his mouth. A butcher knife, dramatically large. And she leapt 
back, from embracing her dog around his sleek black neck, and cried because she realized that he 
was the one who had deflated the bouncy castle to begin with. What was going on? If it were still 
inflated, she probably could have escaped the oncoming white flood. You know, by sitting on top. 
But she didn’t know where to run. Paul held a sharp butcher knife in his mouth and stared at Lola 
with soulful need in his deep puppy pupils, but she didn’t trust him at all. Lola wanted to take the 
knife away from Paul, but was too petrified that she might slice herself or her big puppy’s mouth. 
So Lola did what she knew so dang well: she ran. She ran so fast, she couldn’t think about where 
she was headed, except for away from the flood. And away from her precious pretty pet dog.

…

9/12

Diary, hey. 
I feel like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz. For the first time in a long while I am freaked out by how 
much I must have imagined everything about distant dynamics among Catherine Delaluna, 
Derek Louis, and Benny Bluman—who I’ve been observing & writing about for ya most of 2018. 
The mind is capable of some amazing narrativism on its own, especially a mind in a distressing 
situation. But, I’m not that depressed about it and understand why real-life people have red-
flagged me as problematic. Like ‘who is this girl, leave us alone.’ Part of the past, let it go. The 
whole “#1” character is a very common trope in love+friendship, so no one stole anything even 
though I’ve been imagining some mellow robberies of my dignity. Paranoid projections on 
random things!  Looking forward to seeing what actually happens (will I find a ‘one’ in real-life? 
Is it Evie?) though I doubt it’ll be anything close to what I’ve been writing. 

Xo Vally
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…

A major league reason I ended up benched at home, unemployed, is indeed because I’m an 
injured player—a recovering one, not cured—but moving to New York would bring me closer to 
my mother, not farther away, and she and I are going to have a hard time coexisting. But she’s 
also going to call me lame, for staying in Minnesota, so maybe staying would be an act of 
rebellion in that way. Being lame as an act of rebellion. Is that any less noble than being proud? 
That’s why people fold their arms and sit some games out. I did that in high school, when the 
teams were unevenly matched. I actually asked to be benched. For now, in life: I just want to 
develop better feelings toward myself. God damnit. I mean, God bless. I’ll still visit New York 
but as far as I know, I’m not much of a New Yorker anymore. Maybe I’ll try again when I’m a bit 
less of, you know, victimizable flesh. This is not a decision I’ve made, to be what I am; I think 
it’s self-awareness and self-protectiveness. It’s called meeting myself where I’m at. I admit, I 
wish it were different. 

…

9/12: I understand that Ingmar and Woody had difficult childhoods like myself. And I don’t know 
what the future holds but I do recognize the potential advantage of being a woman born into 
garbage, who feels ugly, who then transforms and feels better. I suppose that wasn’t as much of 
an option for Woody or Ingmar. I feel blessed that it’s even potentially (via years of careful 
planning) possible for me. I also think there’s such a thing as a successful marriage, and a way of 
existing that’s not so… unprotected. Maybe it’s called having faith, slash, being a dumbass as far 
as men can see. 

…

No matter how much you talk about the fucking [nvm] you want, it’s not gonna change your 
face. No matter how much you talk about how tired you are of being poor and powerless, it’s not 
gonna change it. No matter how much you wish your past had been different, it’s not gonna 
change what’s there. No matter how much you wish he would have loved you, it’s not gonna 
change that he didn’t. No matter how much you wish that you had it different, it’s not gonna 
change how it is. No matter how much you blame society for making you feel ugly, it’s not 
gonna change your appearance. That’s fucking you, that you have to work with. Whether or not 
your meant to be like this, is irrelevant. Whether or not she’s more important than you, because 
she’s prettier, is irrelevant. That’s your face. That’s hers.
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Part Three
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Rapscalion 

Lola drowned in the white flood it turns out. She didn’t quite make it but she didn’t die. She 
woke up reincarnated a black cat, purring in low tones, like she was seriously distressed to be left 
alone and alive. Paul the dog was gone but in his place was some rugged human Guy. He took 
Lola Blackcat into his arms and then [you can decide].

…

About Vally the only thing you need to know was that she was careful with who she let in. And 
she had risen above her old tactics of judging who was worth it. If she thought you were hot, 
from the very start, chances are that by talking to you was hurting herself. Don’t ask her how it 
worked. It just seemed like that’s how it always went. So she left her old tactics behind. Vally 
was starting fresh. What would it feel like to assume nothing was wrong with herself? 
Considering all the things, she wasn’t even that bad. At some point it was becoming 
manipulative, though she wasn’t going to pretend her severe insecurity was not genuine. 

…

Sept 15

The Guy in my mind understands the power thing and he’s like if you want a job you’ll get it. And 
he’s right obviously. It’s not that hard to get a job and the only reason I haven’t is because I’m 
lazy, and/or can only stand a job with prestige. Well not necessarily prestige but forward-
movement. Maybe the Guy in my mind is the bold father role I’m craving. I’ve been courting 
Tommy for my series and I think I’m actually starting to develop a crush on him, and told him 
I’m gonna do for him the same thing we’re hoping to do for me—but the man version. 

I’m scrapping the belief that narcissism is necessary to ‘make it’ because I feel like that’s not 
even true, unless you’ve got some momentum already. It’s confidence not narcissism. And if not 
faith in anything… faith in yourself. Come on Valerie

Maybe my odd face at this time might be a fun source of appeal… If I have some confidence 
underneath it, at moments. People crave the real stuff—sexually too

…

“As soon as I feel like I’ve fortified my faith in like a higher power, like God, and feel good with 
it, I have a day that totally undermines that. And feel like it’s smarter to sort of scrap the idea of 
good and bad, and just think what’s ‘smart’ and advantageous.”

“Well,” said Benny to his BFF. “I think moral boundaries become clearer in love. But if you date 
more than like, one person your whole life… then yeah, there’s going to be a lot of gray area that 
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never gets clarified. Cause you can’t be worrying about what didn’t work out. Or why. You can’t 
fix it all. It sucks.”

Clyde wore a thoughtful expression as he thought about fate and free will. A younger version of 
him believed in a “best version of himself,” and he still sort of did, though he understood that his 
early career in obscurity gave him a great deal of free will as far redesigning himself. Really he 
did the best he could. We all do the best, we can. Or the best we think we can. Who knows if God 
had a role in that. Karma. Intelligence. But Clyde knew what he sort of wanted, versus what he 
really wanted. He knew what he wanted when faced with choices. Unfortunately for most 
humans, achieving the choice you actually wanted wasn’t as simple as pressing a button.

…
 

           

…

Catherine—

I feel like if we coulda been close as little kids, because our personalities are totally like that, then it 
would have worked out. I have dreams sometimes that suggest we could have gotta long: but toss in class 
difference, and status, and gender in these times, and expectations for men and women (the ones no one 
talks about), and all the other stuff. We’re star-crossed to fizzle out. I call dibs on dying first ha. I’m just 
kidding this is how I get when alone. 

I’m sorry that the alone-and-wacked me can be a real case. So what if I’d met a real guy, my real guy, 
when I was 17 or 18 before I really put myself, or got put through, the ringer and fell really far. If I were a 
guy I could still find a girl, possibly. But for me no. Is this punishment for my sins. I feel like I’d be more 
content if I hadn’t taken the risks I took to be Valerie Brown, instead of just Vally. But I still know I’m not 
pretty now and know I’m not on my game and I still feel so upset about it—though I guess this 
experience is not uncommon. 

I think if I’d stayed closer to God, like these people in Minnesota—this wouldn’t have happened, but I 
didn’t have anyone teach me to believe in God from younger days. My parents are smart cynics and a lot 
about religion is irrational and outdated. I hate how the same two topics: falling short of noticeable 
beauty, and what God means to me, keep coming up no matter what I do to shut up about it. I want to stop 
thinking (about that stuff) but it’s my reality and it keeps rearriving. I know what to do, but thanks to 
experience, I fear I don’t have the courage to put myself out there again. What do you do when feeling 
like this? Go to rehab? I used up my eight weeks on health insurance. 

I think the only way is: be content with who I am. But I feel like, I’m not. So I can be mindful of that too 
instead of pretending that’s not how it is. 

-Vally
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…

When I go off my meds 
-I write edgier scenes but they verge on being self-destructive
-everything feels more extreme which at this time is like knives stabbing the walls of my mind
-everything’s sharper (see above) but sometimes in a good way too
-start thinking about people I’m able to block out otherwise
-I think of myself as an Artist at all costs, not like an entertainer
-meaner but also push people like over-the-edge of their standard human potential
-i don’t know if that’s a good thing. I think I should leave that habit in the past because it 
becomes aggressive 
-more likely to have some sort of episode, in public, or in writing (Mom says I miss the mania)
-I feel like people are cruel enemies when they probably aren’t, even if they said something mean 
like one time

…

I need help on this one. I don’t know to what extent I should play the freak sex character or let it 
go. I rewrote my thing tonight to a bolder draft but I’m wondering whether I should take it back 
to when things were more simple. I feel like that’s what religion is: keeping it simple. Is that what 
I want? It’s also a reason I’ve been resented by certain guys (And girls! Actually *evil eyes*)… I 
do not intend to be the complicated [smart] emotional bitch on the side, so please actually guide 
me to what’s wisest in this situation. Or, what’s gonna save the most people and sometimes that 
involves going dark to get under their skin—but bringing those who can relate, out of it, 
ultimately. By bringing them reprieve. This sort of goes for all my work. I am not my characters 
so that affords me some extra freedom. Sometimes I feel like my characters help me exorcise who 
I don’t actually wanna become, maybe not. I do not want to seek the approval of any 1 person, in 
fact I’d rather reject their approval and do what’s just, better for me. That could be what’s more 
original and raw for my small audience right now. This is a prayer FYI help. - Valerie

…

THE DEVIL:

Is it worse fucking over someone else or yourself. Which will cause you worse guilt. Save 
yourself first bitch. Save yourself first. 

Vally:

Aaaaah!!!!!!!

THE DEVIL:

Can you brawl with me without succumbing
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Vally: 

I’ll never suc cum to you (hiss)

THE DEVIL:

Too late Vally, I already know where you’re headed

Vally:

(editing resume tagline, crying) leave me alone

THE DEVIL:
This might not make sense until later. But sometimes what you think is ‘the devil’ on your 
shoulder, is actually God in you, fighting off the real devil.

Vally:
how?

THE DEVIL:
Who would you rather become. Go toward that

…

…
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Sept 18 2018

Today has been hard as I feel I am I touch with reality and the verdict is that an encounter with 
some of the celebrities I’ve fallen in love with and “tried to help” someday (even if I God forbid 
am famous) will be a horribly awkward few seconds in which I’m like “all that tiiime omg what 
have I done.” Another thing I’m wonderin. What would a world without God look like… 
probably not much different than ours? Maybe we design our own heaven and hell. I guess Lola 
Morgan is my heaven. But where’s real Morgan gonna end up. huh

…

Week #4 Devotional Psalm 69 To the Choirmasters according to Lilies. Of David

When everyone turns away from David, he turns to God. From other men he found no pity or 
sympathy or care when he sunk to a mega low. David seems to believe it would be fair for those 
who persecuted someone weak to suffer in turn. While I try not to wish ill unto anyone, I do 
believe what goes around comes around. While I hear where David is coming from, I recognize 
hypocrisy in his prayer. What I got from this passage is a reminder that “hurting people hurt 
people,” and when someone in need approaches me, I best treat them as though I were in the 
same position—never as though I am superior. I also understand that God does not abandon us 
when all hope, and humans, do. Whether or not he responds immediately, sometimes believing in 
God and some overlying scheme of fairness is all we can do. 

Please give me the discipline to turn my eyes away from those who I feel have (more than once) 
kicked me when I’m down. I think they know who they are but, a lot of the time people don’t even 
realize they’ve done me wrong. So please give me the will to be okay with that and move forward, 
never back. Please give me the strength to acknowledge when I have done others wrong, and 
how it came back around if it did. Please give me the wisdom to stop making the same mistakes, 
including the mistake of expecting a different kind of love from people who haven’t given me that. 
I think I’m a hopeless romantic with men and female friendships, but it’s actually getting better, 
and I’m grateful for that. Let me break free from people who have continued to treat me poorly 
when they know I’m not feeling my best this year. I don’t ever take a petty move as a good portent 
of what’s to come in a friendship—please give me the eyes to notice what’s petty versus playful. 
Also allow me to treat suffering people as though I were them, but to treat my carefully chosen 
loved ones the best of all.

…
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…
Dear [X], 

I don’t mean to go back into this but in a way, by writing this letter, I’m just helping myself by getting rid 
of some of the nagging insecurities that might be related to our past.

I’m not the type of girl I would ever date, if I were a guy. I’d want me out of my mind because it’s too 
painful. That said I don’t think you treated me right, even considering that I’m not your type. You didn’t 
treat me as though I too was human. Neither did [Y] or [XI] or [I] etc. And whatever I “put you [all of 
you] through,”in the short time we were in contact… I don’t feel bad for you.     to be honest.

There are better ways to let a girl down, and you are still an ass.

It’s okay with me that I won’t be the lovely unscathed girl who greets a guy at home with a smile and 
loving sex. The one who other men think, ‘she’s so pretty omg.’ I won’t be the one who makes you meals 
and comforts you when you’re sick. I’m not submissive like that because submitting (the way I look/am) 
would be like being a guy’s actual bitch and slave, not a beloved companion. I know that a pretty and kind 
wife is what men want—and that’s what I would want if I were a man. I don’t always know what to do 
about it; maybe cry or do drugs.No, no. But if I were a man I would not think about killing me, or making 
me want to kill myself, because I’m confusing and not quite what you want around. That’s a little too far. 

What I will be—and I’m impatient for this to happen but there’s nothing I can do—is Valerie fucking Vally. 
And if all the bad years were build-up to whatever unique female (and yes, feminine) never-before-seen 
creature I’m gonna become, then I’m fine with my past.

And everyone (including You) who’s ever hurt me on purpose is going to be like ‘ugh she probably doesn’t 
respect me ugh’ cause ya ur right I dont respect people who are fucking asses and don’t even try to fix it. I 
will be a really big deal because I have what it takes, I feel this in my heart. Even though it’s painful work. 
And if you haven’t figured out that I’ve got something different, and I’m REALLY determined to succeed 
(this includes that one ongoing makeover I mentioned), then maybe you were right to block me out of your 
mind, and tell me directly that I’m nothing to you, because it’s gonna be an oh-shit moment when I get 
onscreen 1 day and turn out to be a girl you genuinely wish you could get back to, but no longer deserve. 

You DID deserve me back when I was ugly… just, by the way. I genuinely think you got what you deserved 
and that was some ratchet chick w/ an addictive pussy who you were embarrassed to be seen with.   Jerk

Vally
…
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…

Valerie had to admit she was disappointed she couldn’t go onscreen for her next project a 
smokeshow already. She would have preferred a glorious comeback—not a recorded process, 
including probable surgery (eventually). But, it was braver this way, am I right. Valerie didn’t 
know what was in the cards but she knew she had to just get started! Ha, ha.

Valerie told her therapist she was programmed from a young age to be a masochist, and her 
therapist said that masochists (hoping to change) have to be retrained on what’s acceptable 
treatment and how to handle others. Valerie’s mom used to say that it was really cruel of Valerie 
to ice people out. That was Valerie’s way of being mean: silence. 

Well. Perhaps, but Valerie didn’t have to feel bad about turning her back on frenemies from 
recent times (“frenemies” defined as people who she loved but couldn’t talk to, for whatever 
reason). They certainly didn’t feel bad about acting as though she didn’t exist to them. Why 
couldn’t they speak directly, or online with a DM? Why hadn’t they actually met? They weren’t 
equals, and *this* wasn’t working. So it was time to give them up resolutely, and stop feeling 
bad or looking for more reasons to keep them around (e.g. that she was “asking for it,” when it 
came to pointed subgrams from others, by writing them into [what she considered] truthful 
screenplay characters, and if they ever bothered to read, providing them with that insight into 
themselves). Valerie didn’t have to announce who these people were or apologize for making up 
her own characters and taking her creative process as far as she could stand. Saying bye on good 
terms indefinitely (maybe definitely) was, this time, for her healthy heart and self.

… 
ANON READER:

Valerie I can see you’re upset and it’s genuine. What would a better relationship look like I’m 
just curious

Valerie:

Haha I think it would look like a 2-way street. I’m not here to worship you because, no. I’m not 
here to parent anyone who didn’t get the love they needed as kids, or the proper recognition of 
their talent, or whatever. A better bond would look like getting appreciation instead of my 
constant stream of attention being taken for granted. They don’t even notice. I love you but not 
because I want to get with you, because I invest effort into the people I decide I like, that’s like 
my way of coming on. But it’s not fair to give so much and get nothing back. That is not healthy 
and maybe it served me for a while but not anymore so I hope this helps shifts my focus away 
from worlds that aren’t mine

ANON READER:

Kay thanks Valerie. Are you going to the autism group your therapist recommended
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Valerie:

She said it’s not just for people with autism but I’m willing to admit that my behavior for the past 
four years would indicate some elements of a social disorder. However I am not sure that 
spending a long time around younger people with diagnosed autism is going to make me better—
I think it’ll be spending time around people who are outside of this mental illness treatment 
tunnel. But.. honestly.. I might actually try it to make my therapist happy and not tell anyone 
because it’s embarrassing. 

…

Probably my favorite or near-favorite is still the first one I fell in love with. I don’t know if that’s 
how it is for everyone or if they get over it; your brain is more susceptible, to obsession, the 
firstever time. But mine was female which to this day I’m not like 100% okay with because I 
need that male energy to keep me balanced. Anyway if I have any flecks of autism to be gotten 
rid of, then she’s got the opposite (borderline?) and she’s not the only woman I’ve loved distantly 
who could stand to work on that before we meet again. I want a secret girl and if you’re all 
fucked-up and shit then it’s not ever gonna work. I would still be with you if you were missing 
an arm or leg, or fat obviously, I don’t care—but not if you’re a consistently cruel unkind person 
to me. That’s not fine anymore. You don’t have to tell anyone you’re getting therapy or treatment 
but it really makes a difference, guys. Stop wanting to hurt me cause I no longer go for sadists. 
Or you don’t have to get treatment (I might not) but I do think it would help to just acknowledge 
that it’s not “just who you are,” it’s a toxic pattern that you can choose to fix or not. For me 
basically or for yourself (but, for me)(so you’re ready to have this work when we finally meet).

…

Lola:

Vally don’t go to that program. Your friend hates your therapist, it was passive aggressive of her. 
This is a case of you slowing down when you could plow ahead. 

Vally:

Okay, I’m really upset about it

Lola:

Drop the therapist. Focus on your work, you’re cooler than you think and cooler than you 
present yourself to make other people feel better

Vally:

I think I’m just gonna do what she advises because so far, she’s always been right
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Lola:

Snap out of it

…
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Winners and losers, in this life

It will be hard to forget about the following, but it will help you a lot. Forget about all the 
“necessities” that are really just wants. Forget about clean folded clothes in your drawers every 
day. Forget about even feeling able to do laundry, the way it should be done. Forget about feeling 
clean and fit and content in your body, generally. Forget about tailored outfits, someday would be 
nice but it’s not going to necessarily happen. Forget about waking up in a good place. Forget 
about existing without all this pain. What matters is giving people reasons to survive, first of all 
yourself. Not reasons to become happy. Forget about that, I think that’s too much to promise 
anyone. Forget about sex where the guy rips off your pearls and you do it on the floor because 
you can’t make it to the bed. Honestly forget about being this hot bitch that everyone worships, 
because that’s not all that likely and not what matters. You’re good at imagining and that’s what 
your talent is—people have responded well to your imagination. But don’t seek to be idolized or 
you’re breaking the Law. Forget about the men you thought you were going to marry, or have 
kids with. Usually you’re wrong about love. Forget about friendships where they drop everything 
to respond to your ‘need help’ text. Usually doesn’t happen like that. If it happens when you’re 
not expecting, that’s a good thing. But it’s not really something you can set as a goal and create, 
and most (if not all) people who have that are acting anyway. If it’s real, it’ll be very private. I 
want you to be content with where you’re at, even if it’s not an enviable version of anyone’s 
American dream. It just is. Life isn’t fair or easy, and no one ever claimed it would be.

…

Valerie:

What’s the difference between assuming God has a plan, and not

Lola:

The difference?

Valerie:

How does it change your decision-making.

Lola:

Well if I think God has a plan I’ve tended in the past to just go with stuff without overthinking it. 
Like relationships, I tell people ‘we’re meant’ and jump on every opportunity because it’s ‘the 
right thing to do’ and that actually is a productive way to live because you’re always moving 
forward… and I tend to get stuck, as we know

Valerie:

And what’s the other way
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Lola:

The other way? Is that I pull the plug on ‘Smokeshow’ (title of web series) in Minnesota and 
make a project featuring two more beautiful people in New York, lose weight around some 
smarter roommates, and get surgery on my jaw before making ‘Oblivion Funk’ when I’m 27 or 
so

Valerie:

Anyone you need to cut off? 

Lola:

For now, just the plans and maybe some chunks of my nose. I need to cut those off unless I can 
squeeze some money out of it e.g. by playing a normaler girl role pre-makeover

…
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…

Sept 20 Daily Reflections:

Whew a hard día. Severe thunderstorms and moods. I know I use the word ‘ironic’ too much to 
glean meaning from random life events, but nature equalizes. And what’s ironic about Evelyn’s 
encouragement and enthusiasm about a project now (because I’m pretty enough, as I am, etc) is 
that she’s also the one who unintentionally taught me the real-world reasons that it might be a 
good idea to cancel. Those real-world reasons are related to appearance: it’s the very first thing 
women are judged by in a film, and in public. Evelyn’s always commenting on how people look 
in public when we’re driving in the car, and I tell her “that’s, like, how I look,” and it also makes 
me uncomfortable in public when I’m not with her. But I’m not going to pass judgment against 
her because I think she’s just being real and it helps give me perspective on what I need to 
change to attract a mainstream crowd. I’m honored that she thinks I’m pretty (or can be) when 
she’s hard on everyone, so that’s a good sign. Still, while I think ugly is an exaggeration, I’m not 
pretty enough to be a screen actress. I really don’t think so, check out DLB. And I need to be 
passably pretty before I do another project, it’s just part of my plan. Sometimes I wish I were a 
man (to be a writer/director by now) but I’m not, and I’m not trans either. If I were trans I might 
make a better director. This is true. Announcing in a web series that I’m getting facial plastic 
surgery is a very risky move; maybe bold and groundbreaking—the idea that ugliness, in some 
cases, might be a curable condition—but possibly a bad offensive idea. Not that I have an 
audience to worry about, but I think I do have some viewers out there whose opinion matters to 
me. And I don’t have enough power to take risks like that. Anyway, I’m not sure I believe in fate, 
but (even though I don’t wanna admit it) there are some people out there who I’m ‘fated’ to do 
better work with, than with Evelyn. And it might be a more official betrayal of them if I do a 
series with her now. This is where private rankings become relevant. I don’t doubt a few other 
actress girls of mine will want very comprehensive undercover makeovers too, but Maiden 
Voyage is kind of a gritty film—so we may want to time it all, as long as we have the option, to 
be the most effective actors for humanity in the long run. I think that’s the one I’ll raise money 
for [MV] starting now via grants. An additional silver lining of that one striptease in Times 
Square—which was a bigger deal for me, than for anyone, and no one cares if I found it 
traumatic—is that I understand, the camera is going to make me look obese if I’m like over 130, 
so any scene that requires taking my clothes off (like the scene I wrote for our web series) should 
not be treated as a ‘just do it’ situation. I can do better! wow
… 
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…

Guy not gonna lie was the most suicidal person who was grateful to be alive. It gave him this 
calm thing like a war veteran. He felt as though he’d aged since Lola Elizabeth started writing 
about him, not in a bad way. But he wasn’t sure he was looking for happiness. Lola wasn’t 
looking for happiness but love, and though she kind of knew who she’d end up with, she thought 
Guy might be her heart’s top priority (if that makes sense). She knew it was dangerous to bank 
on any love that couldn’t be proven—someday, she’d like to find a way to prove it that wasn’t 
tattoos—but she honestly knew he existed for her (not for her but in her world) and felt that she 
somehow knew him. And since Lola couldn’t think of a more perfect incarnation of lover/friend 
for what she needed (now—but someday too), when she doubted God was there for her, she 
looked at Guy as proof that this simply (well, complicatedly) wasn’t true. She wanted Guy to 
trust her more than anyone… who knows if he would… but she would do her crippling best not 
to fuck him over. Not after all she’d already felt and been through. She would sooner die, and 
might, than damage his hard-earned life. And though (as noted) it was complicated now, she 
wanted to serve time as his muse, maybe even his master. This wasn’t how Lola felt with past 
men—like if she looked bad she would disappoint them—because Guy (unless on another one of 
his power trips) understood she’d been unwell in the past, and sometimes a girl just actually does 
her best. Duh Lola wanted to be a smokeshow for him but more than that she just wanted for 
Guy, while in Lola Morgan’s omnipresence for him, to achieve grace and strength within 
himself. And I don’t know if I should delete this passage because he likes the chase, or assume it 
doesn’t matter because he doesn’t exist except for to me, or leave it just in case it’s okay.

…

[reprise]

don’t get shifty-eyed
What you’re capable of, Guy
I’m scared of you on colder nights
That’s why I don’t want you

…

Q: so like if God isn’t quite what you thought He was before, what is he now.

A: First of all: disclaimer that God might not exist for everyone but it’s part of my worldview 
that He very much does. And let me put it this way. I think the plan is pretty terrible at moments. 
And part of the human condition is being unable to wrap out head around why such suffering 
occurs. Sure, everything will work out (I believe this)—but the ways it ‘works out’ can be 
unfathomably painful and dark, and the people you love can die or get diseases, or have their 
homes ruined in natural disasters, and humans aren’t like anything but little toys that can stay or 
go. So to say, God has a plan in this encouraging ra-ra way, is almost disrespectful. I do think 
I’m an important enough person that sometimes my work (future work) can save many people, 
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so I take it seriously, probably too seriously. I think I’ve consented to suffering in this life 
without consenting to masochism—i.e. needless suffering when I know better. 

Q: I think if you succeed at ‘Lola Morgan,’ you might feel more protected by the ka you’ve 
created for yourself.

A: Yes, but anytime I think ‘everything is about to change’ with a person, or project, or diet, or 
other plan, I’m suspicious and check myself. The only way to lose weight as far as I’ve known, 
is to starve myself. The only way to be reminded that, yeah it matters Lola, is to have people 
with good judgment—who might actually kind of care about me—call me ugly or a pig.The only 
way to write well (like when you have a really challenging project, or cover letter) is to take 
better care of myself than I did back when I was chewing gum for breakfast lunch and dinner. 
The only way to look like a semi-mainstream actress is to alter my fucking face, but to be careful 
with that—not assume any God is guiding me to the right time and place. I can do it all but like 
not that easily. 

Q: You need help.

A: I don’t expect anyone to pause their life to help me, I have to prove there’s an exchange worth 
having. And they can’t be assholes, I don’t do that no more. If they have mean thoughts they can 
keep those thoughts to their friends, or in their journals. People keep telling me to back off, when 
I start to take their inventories, and usually what happens is I back off for a while and then show 
up again… which I guess is annoying. So they can tell me to back off again, until they’re ready 
or until never ever again. I feel like I’m behaving how my mother does toward me.

Q. So basically, your series didn’t work out because you’re still too ugly. 

A. Basically, yeah. I have too many specific people whose opinion I kind of do care about, and 
on the ranking of what matters in a good film project, looking half-assed (as a woman) is very 
high. It’s too real to escape. And I don’t even know if I care anymore about proving haters 
wrong. I don’t feel very passionate, right now, about getting my movies done. I really feel like 
crying. I’d rather just die tomorrow than make it worse for myself. 

Q. Ohh, stopp… 

…  

Takeaways:
-opportunities are not lengthy visitors but not every opportunity is an equally big deal
-still believe that being healthy—mentally, physically—is pretty much always the best idea
-don’t do stuff because you’re worried not doing it is “wrong” (or because of FOMO)
-interpret feelings but don’t seek out feelings from the past
-just because you can’t help but take negative feedback as constructive, doesn’t mean welcome 
the haters into your life
-don’t feel ashamed of bad early work; just don’t want your work to regress (to younger than 
where you’re at) and that’s valid 
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…

I don’t care about making it big, my goal since I figured it out during a horrible drug trip last 
year is to make one masterpiece before I die. Because masterpieces create a fireman’s pole of 
lifesaving truth that transcends eras. They help you stay mired when you’re falling through 
worlds. Through roles.  That’s why I need to make a masterpiece. To save other (boys<3 and) 
girls.

I needa justtt one fireman’s poledance that saves my life, before I end my career and/or die.

And it might be for the film I expect (Kill or Kiss) or a totally different project that I haven’t 
written or thought of yet, or one of the other ones. Or one that I think came out bad and other 
people respect. But that’s my goal and always will be, as long as I’m living. The masterpiece 
thing. 

So if everything else that I do creatively, and all the depression and suffering about my 
appearance etc, is trial and error for one single project that’ll make me somewhat immortal—
and yes I’d like my name attached, not some more powerful Guy’s name, who stole my life or 
parts of my identity, and work, to make himself more immortal while he discards me to oblivion—
maybe, just maybe, then it will all have been worth what I went through. But I would like to be 
careful that I don’t get wayyy off track.

…

Valerie’s impressions of Rose, not Evelyn, were that she was always trying to demonstrate how 
stupid Valerie was, e.g. for her jankass syntax or shameless and/or dorky behavior and all the 
God stuff aah! And in a way Rose was usually almost always right. Just generally. But Valerie 
would not have a hard time just, not working with Rose on any movies or ugh on anything at all. 
So she wasn’t asking Rose to have faith in what sounded bogus (at this time), but still to like, 
follow her dreams if Valerie just died. Valerie wouldn’t have written all the stupid screenplays or 
developed a character named Rose if she hadn’t been stupid enough to sacrifice everything and I 
mean everything for a stupid dream.  bitch    So you should be glad I’m the stupid one but (ask 
Selena) stupid ones can still be used to meet your own needs and by needs I mean very, very 
strong desires. And why is it that after I write about any ex frenemies I want to end the paragraph 
with “I hope I just die.” Call them clinical narcissists or just call them what they are: sinners. I 
hope I just die.

…

Dear, lord?

Forgive me for turning my back on my Minnesota friends who were excited to do a project with me. 
Forgive me for being mean about my therapist who I think likes me and was just trying her best to help. 
Forgive me for being so wishy-washy and confusing people around me with my plans. Forgive me for 
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resolutely choosing NY despite the unshakable sense some nights that I should stay for a while to do a 
project in MN. I ask for your blessings even if I’m less happy where I’m headed.

Love Morgan

…

…

Please God forgive me for this impulsive buy on my uncle’s credit card…  the good uncle… 
I acknowledge that my ‘hustler’ instincts sometimes veer into sick wicked territory…

Should I get a job first, or go back on more meds? 

I do not delight in taking, or even accepting gifts. Unless I feel like I earned it, in that 
person’s view. No one’s gonna buy me this for Christmas. Christmas will probably be my mom crying 
and overspending on a bunch of junk, and dad buying me one nice thing (but not this), and my 
sister and her boyfriend looking at me funny for not having a ton of fun. 

No jobs are investing in me as a writer or filmmaker, yet. I have tried to get a job but they 
don’t just, hire, a shy shady bitch with resume gaps. I am not the same girl I was when I applied 
to Columbia University (though I was enough of a hustler to get in, it’s true). I should have 
stayed innocent but it’s too late!!!! I have some music background, enough to just try shit

This is my prayer, borne of genuine guilt and respect for him — let me pay my uncle Steve the $ 
back before either of us is dead. And yes my parents too for getting me this far… damn, like, 
fuuck. enough Morgan. enough. While there’s still life left. I understand it’s not a 
groundbreaking purchase but it’s a fairly big hit, yes — relative to how much money we all have. 
It’s symbolic. Whether or not it’s the way I expect, let me pay them back. Payback wherever it’s 
honest-to-God due. And help me kick the writing (before age 27- I need a new strategy); it hasn’t 
done us good yet. No good. It’s selfish. I’m selfish
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…

…

GOD:
There’s a key word here that you’re missing. 2 words actually

LOLA:
I could have just asked him for 150 bucks

GOD:
For the keyboard?

LOLA:
(shrugs)

GOD:
But instead you wrote that e-mail. Why

LOLA:
… Thank you

GOD:
Who are you thanking

LOLA:
(silent, straight face)

… 
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Spring 2011: 

…

Re: the next chapter 2019up

Let’s put it this way Valerie. Some people might get stuck in your life/consciousness for a 
reason… but you do have a lot of choices. Many choices of male mates, and female sidekicks. And 
you’re only 24 so more to come. And every time someone does you wrong — or you do them wrong — it 
decreases the likelihood of royal status in your/their heart. 

Unless— that wrong is made right, which is hard for most people, due to the inability to ever be 
humble enough. To get through the ‘making right.’ Can you be patient, with anyone. Can you even 
handle that. 

Lola you pussy blackcat.

You honestly don’t need to be with some one like Guy. 

Look what he’s done, you’re an acute observer and, you’ve seen. But to you directly. That’s what 
matters in the end.

[ what he’s done: made kinda clear from nov017-nov018 that you meant nothing to him, or he just 
didn’t know but you do have examples (caught tracks) which you’ve written about, then probably 
deleted cause your book was better without alla that. xx. You don’t owe him extra passages, and 
he did not ‘give’ you those caught tracks… ‘giving’ tracks would look different from you typing 
alone in bed crying… like pop flies you caught them. / what you done: been consistently blunt to 
him in your secret writing, t.b.h. hoping it might get read. Lobbed pitches, probably asking for 
it because you were admittedly underqualified for major league and still wandered on in. But 
openly non-indifferent, to his game being fairly represented. No bad calls, or plays, gone totally unnoticed. ]

So you learned better game. Be grateful for what you learned, and that’s enough. 

Don’t expect miracles, from others, Lola. 

Don’t be the sidelines commentator. Play ball, hotstuff.

So who do you want there to stay? Ask yourself, actually. Who do you want. They might be royal in 
all of America but if they aren’t the queen or king of your heart, then it don’t matta. And you 
alone choose how to rank them.  # 3 2 1 0 but from now on keep your starting line-up private. 

And before Anyone, watch out for #1.  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