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Abstract 
Life is good at being inconvenient. It’s these inconveniences that make us who we are. In this thesis, I explore embarrassment, annoyances and memories. These things all made me the person that I am. Though they seem to be the worst thing possible at the time, they end up becoming positive memories that I can laugh about. When you learn to laugh at yourself, life becomes more fun. 
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The Process
Finding my passion for this project was a long road. Last year, I tossed around ideas for projects and settled on one that I wasn’t excited about. It took me until November of 2019 to realize that if my heart wasn’t in a project, it would never be as good as I wanted it to be. I finally had a change of heart and took the leap into a brand-new genre for myself. After talking with my mom about how I wanted to do a creative project, we began brainstorming things in my life that I could write about. I felt as though there was nothing special about my life. I wake up, go to school, go to work, and come home. I hadn’t saved anyone from a car crash. I’d never gone to a different country to do a service project. My life was normal. Just as I was explaining this predicament to my mom, it hit us. Normalcy. 


I decided to take the mundane and normal aspects of my life and twist them into funny, creative pieces that nearly everyone could relate to. I wasn’t going to portray myself as a hero or a warrior; I was going to be me. I would write about my family vacations to the mountains, annoying people I encounter, and bumps in the road. These were all things that were relatable. I decided that writing about my experiences was a way to connect to people. 


I brought my new idea and bulleted notes to my thesis advisor, Dr. Alexandria Peary. She was just as excited as I was about this new direction. I had never written creatively before, other than a quick class in high school, but she believed in me. This genre, creative nonfiction, was new to me as a writer. However, I learned that it wasn’t that new to me as a consumer. I began thinking of this genre as written stand-up comedy. I’m not calling myself a comedian, but the way that comedians connect with their audiences was similar to what I was trying to do. I was making fun of myself and the world in order to cope with the inconveniences that I had dealt with. I’ve always loved to make people laugh, so this project has developed into something that I am truly proud of and passionate about. 


It took a lot of reflection to come up with some of my topics. Many of these ideas stem from conversations with my mom. We would sit at my kitchen table and toss around ideas. The idea for my favorite piece, Where the Hell is the Cinnamon? was born on a Sunday morning when my mom and I pulled into the grocery store parking lot and both screamed, realizing that we had forgotten our reusable bags. It’s the little annoyances in life that are truly the funniest; you just don’t realize it at the time. 


March was about the halfway mark of my last semester of college, and also the midpoint of this project. This was also the time when we switched to online school and social distancing. I never expected this to impact my motivation and work ethic as much as it did. I would have good days where I could sit down and work for hours. These would be followed by bad days, where it felt like getting out of bed was the hardest thing in the world. It was and still is (it’s currently April 26th as I’m writing this) extremely difficult to focus when it feels like the world is on fire. This was not the way that I expected to end my senior year of college. 


Finishing this project has felt like a marathon that has been going on for years. As a freshman, I would get so nervous whenever I heard seniors talking about what they’re doing for their thesis. As a sophomore, I felt like it was getting closer and closer. In my junior year, I circled around ideas while everyone else was getting started with their research. I felt lost. By November of senior year, I had discovered a passion for my thesis. It took me years to figure it out, but I finally got it.

Dedication 

For my parents, 

Thank you for all that you do. 

The Colonels 


Every year until I was about 14, my family would clear their schedules for a week of bonding in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. My sister and I are seven years apart. I’m the baby of the family. One particular summer, she was a very cool 17 years old. I was ten. There was tension. Seventeen is right in that sweet spot of almost adulthood, and to her, 10 years old was essentially the same thing as 3. I just wanted the attention of my very old, and very cool, sister. 


My parents decided that we were hikers one year. We are not outdoors people. The closest thing to camping that I’d ever experienced was pitching a tent in my grandmother’s backyard with my cousins and eating sour cream and onion Pringles. I think we even went inside to sleep that night. The outdoors was not for me. Anyways, back to the hiking. My mom had found a mountain in New Hampshire that she wanted us to hike. I begrudgingly threw on some very fashionable, and very 2008, sweatpant-material Bermuda shorts and tossed some Quaker chocolate chip granola bars into my pockets. Snacks are essential for hiking. 


The whole way up the mountain my sister leaped and bound through valleys of rocks, shrubs and tree roots. She was an elite high school runner. My parents and I slumped behind her, feeling very out of shape and also very winded. We decided to take our lunch break at the top of the mountain. My mom handed me a Ziploc-baggied peanut butter sandwich and some Oreos. Nutrition. This was probably around the time we had switched from Wonder bread to whole wheat, so at least there was that. I swished around some Capri Sun, trying to unstick the last bit of peanut butter from the roof of my mouth. My parents were very impressed with the views that the top of the mountain had to offer. I just wanted to get home and finish watching Indiana Jones. 


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw something moving in the brush around me. Two tiny toads leaped through the grass and I jumped off my rock to get down to their level. I watched as they shot through the dirt and the grass. I slammed my hands down, capturing them. I held them up to my face and instantly knew that these toads were now my friends, regardless of how they felt. I wanted to take them home with me. My eyes darted back to the lunches that my mom had packed, and I grabbed an empty Saltine box and shoved the toads in. I carried the box with me the whole way down the mountain. I was extra careful in avoiding sudden movements and made sure to find the smoothest route possible. I ran through names in my head the whole hike down. Most kids would probably name toads something cute and classic like Spot or Hoppy. I had something different in mind. Colonel McSwade and Colonel Mustard (a la Clue the board game). I’m still not sure what moved me to promote these toads to Colonels after only knowing them for an hour, but it felt right. The Colonels, happy in their Saltine box, and I headed into the car and back to the house. 


My sister, suddenly an animal activist, gave me the silent treatment the entire way home. It was the kind of silence that would make anyone else in the car uncomfortable. You know when you’re at Thanksgiving dinner and your uncle and grandfather start fighting about politics? It was like that for everyone else. My sister was fuming. She couldn't fathom the idea that I would take these innocent toads away from their home. They would never again hop through the same boring grass and pebbles. They would live in suburbia with fun parks and exciting dumpsters to roam freely through. She didn’t understand that we were friends and they needed to come with me. I was giving them a free vacation and a new family. I don’t know what part she didn’t get. We arrived back at the house we were staying at, and I decided to let the Colonels go. They weren’t made to live in a house. They needed to be in the backyard. I popped open the Saltine box, laid it on the ground and watched as they hopped into the woods. They were home. I swear one of them even looked back at me as if to say, “Thanks, friend.” My sister rolled her eyes at my tearful goodbye and stomped back into the house, slamming the door between childhood and adulthood.

Dad-isms


“What do you do if someone hits your car while you’re in a tunnel?” 

It’s Saturday morning. It’s 9 am and my dad is asking the important questions. I chew on the straw of my iced coffee and blink hard, looking up at my dad. 


“Um. I guess get their license plate and, like, call the police?” I question back, waiting for his response. He goes on to tell me the dangers of hit and runs, and how you should always know where the exits are in a tunnel. He assures me that he does this every morning on his way to work. 


These questions are part of a larger group of actions that I like to call “Dad-isms”. These are the things that my dad does so often that my own family has become immune to their strangeness. Every morning, my dad toasts a bagel and wraps it in tin foil for his commute to work. Every evening, he returns with a perfectly smooth ball of tin foil in his briefcase. His commute to work is about 90 minutes. I’ve been with him before and the stress of Boston traffic would definitely have me gripping the steering with a firm 10 and 2. Cars weave in and out and around each other, like a terrifying friendship bracelet loom. Somehow, my dad spends an hour of this drive mashing the tin foil of his breakfast with his thumb to create the perfect sphere. As an inspired 14-year-old, I tried this on the way to a track meet once and instantly irritated my thumb with the sharp corners of the foil. I don’t know how he does it. 


He’s also a collector (read: hoarder). Our basement is filled with baby food jars full of screws, nuts, and bolts. He can successfully locate his bowling trophy from 1977 that’s been tossed in a box. He takes pictures of landscapes on vacation that he’ll never look at again. 


My dad is constantly stressed about something. “Are the hair machines off?” is the first question he asks when we get in the car to go somewhere. I also hear him walk down the hall every night just to make sure that I shut the outside light off when I got home. The doors are always locked, debit cards should only be used at the ATM, and we still have a landline because cell phones have “hackers”. I never turn lights on in the car while I’m driving at night. I’ve become like Pavlov’s dog, associating a car light at night with instant blindness to the driver. It’s also illegal in my house to let your car get below 50 miles to empty. You never know how accurate those gas meters are. 


The worst part about growing up constantly surrounded by Dad-isms, is that I’ve began replicating them in my own life. I’m not a dad. But somehow, I’ve become a dad, as a 22-year-old female. I worry about the state of the economy and check the stove at least four times before I leave the house. I have become 50% responsible and 50% anxious. 

The Rug 


From the age of 4, I knew that I was destined to be a star. I spent my childhood choreographing dances and making movies with my cousins. I even spent one summer performing the mildly inappropriate country song “Redneck Woman” for my entire family. Still not sure how my mom let me get away with singing about beer and Walmart lingerie at the ripe age of 8. I shimmied and shook across my grandmother’s deck and awaited the applause of my mildly concerned family.  I knew that I was supposed to be famous. 



In high school, our theatre company put on a performance of Beauty and the Beast. This was my time to shine. I knew I didn’t have the vocal chops for Belle, so I decided to audition for the role of Miss Babette the feather duster. She had a small solo. She was cute. The French Maid costume was perfect. I was made for this role. I spent the week before auditions perfecting my rendition of Rizzo’s “Sandra Dee”. Again, a mildly inappropriate choice for my age, and for the casting board of my Catholic high school. I gave sass. I gave attitude. I was ready to land this role. I left the audition confident and feeling like I had nailed it. I was going to be Babette. 


Except I wasn’t. 


The cast list had been sent around Friday evening at 5 p.m. I refreshed my email over and over, watching the small loading circle spin around inexhaustibly. The email finally popped up, and I anxiously scrolled down, fully expecting my name to be written next to “Babette”. But it wasn’t. I panicked. Scrolling further and further down the list, there was my name. My eyes scanned to the left to see my assignment. Babette understudy? Maybe even Belle understudy if they thought my singing was passable? Certainly not the ensemble. I wasn’t an ensemble person. 


Rug. 


Rug. Rug? That wasn’t even in the original cast list. They had created a role for me. I stared at the list, watching my dreams of wearing a cute French maid outfit disappear before my eyes. I was going to be a rug. At least it was a custom role. That had to mean something. 


I spent the entirety of the rehearsals standing at the back of the stage waiting to roll across the floor during my cue in “Be Our Guest.” I glared at the girl playing Babette and shuffled around backstage in a giant piece of patterned fabric. She twirled around in her frilly skirt, sporting a fake beauty mark. My legs itched from the polyester pants layered under the heavy canvas. My mom had actually made my costume. She had a talent for that. My wonderful mother spent the weekends leading up to the musical with her glasses perched on her nose, brow furrowed, and furiously stomping on the foot pedal of her sewing machine. A real Disney princess. She sewed two big pieces of fabric together, added some fringe trim, and gave me two giant tassels to hold as pom-pom style accessories. I shook those tassels proudly on opening night. I nailed my rolling entrance and leaped as high as I could. I wasn’t Babette. I wasn’t even recast as the understudy Babette when the original had to step in for Belle. But I was the rug. And I was an incredible rug. 

The Accident 


As soon as the clock started during cross-country practice, I would take off running. I ran towards the reservoir near the field where our races always began and immediately stopped running. I always did this. I would continue to walk the remainder of the 45-minute training session. It wasn’t that I was a bad runner. I was actually pretty good. I qualified for states every year. This wasn’t because I was great either; we just had about 10 girls on our team and the top 7 would represent us in the state race. I never came in last. I never came in first, either. 

I just hated it. I was burnt out from three years of consecutive seasons of running. My coach had no idea. I was just trying to live up to his expectations of me as both a person and a runner. I was a junior and I was expected to be a leader, but the freshmen under me were faster, more dedicated, and just cared more. I was ready to quit. Until the accident. 

The accident that I’m referring to has nothing to do with a car, bone or any other bodily mishap. I came home from a summer training before my junior year and exasperatedly told my mom I was going to quit. She supported my decision but told me that I needed to tell my coach in person, because, you know, manners. This never happened, though. I was somehow voted captain. 

My newly elected position wasn’t because of my incredible running skills or ability to lead a team, it was just kind of the next step for someone who had shown up for three years. I had accidentally become a captain. This is something that people spend years trying for, and it happened to me by simply being there. As a decorated leader, I surely couldn’t leave now. I was trapped. I felt as fake as the swishy material of our warm-up suits. I felt like Rob Kardashian. You know, part of the family, but not really part of the family. 

So, there I was. Stuck. Now I really couldn’t quit. I spent that whole season trying to be the upbeat-fun-inspiring-fast-don’t-forget-fast captain that I could be. I did a pretty good job of this and ended up winning the Unsung Hero award at our banquet. This is the award they give to the kids that aren’t fast, but boy do they sure show up to practice. I retired after that. 

I felt good about that year. I lived up to my coach’s expectations and left on a high (medium) note. I wasn’t the fastest and I never even tried the hardest, but I was really good at faking it.

The Waterfall Situation


When I imagine hiking, I picture gradual inclines of dirt roads. There are birds chirping, the sun is shining and there is always a bag of peanuts, raisins and M&M’s. There are almonds in there too, but nobody eats those because, ew, almonds. Alas, this trip was nothing like the family hikes in my imagination. Hiking Mt. Washington is different than the smaller foot trail counterparts across the street. Sure, there are dirt paths that you can simply walk up, but Mt. Washington also contains literal rock ledges that you have to climb, as well as some waterfalls. 

My family picked a sunny August day and loaded my sister and I into the family minivan for forced family fun. There were more peanut butter sandwiches and granola bars. This time, they were stuffed into a tiny Jansport backpack. We made my sister carry it because it was too heavy for the rest of us. 

Hiking with wet feet sounds like the worst, right? It is. Within the first two hours of our nine-hour journey, my foot slipped on a wet rock and my foot was completely submerged in the basin of a freezing waterfall. 

My foot gurgled and gushed with every step for the remainder of the hike. My toes looked like raisins that had been made out of previously made raisins. It took the rest of the day for them to dry out and return to normal foot smoothness. 

I should also mention that I had a meltdown on about mile 4 of the hike up the mountain. This is something that my parents never let me forget and further solidifies my statements about not being an outdoors person. I sat on a rock and cried. It was windy out. I was hungry. It was getting to the point where we were so high up that it was cold. I had just seen a human poop in the wild. This image has forever been etched in my mind. I was scarred. I was ready to go home. 

My dad’s fear of heights and lack of knowledge about the literal rock climbing we had to endure on this hike almost made us take the train on the way down. However, when we saw the rickety train barreling down the tracks we decided against that option and put our trust in our own two feet instead. Again, we sat at the top of the mountain and ate our peanut butter sandwiches. I perused the gift shop (something that the other mountains didn’t have to offer). There were mugs, magnets and those tacky stickers you see on the back of Volvos exclaiming that “This car climbed Mt. Washington!” You mean your car did its job? It drove? Incredible. 

I sat on the side of a rock and picked at some fruit snack gummies that my mom had thrown in the backpack. I waited for my family to finish taking in the views of the mountain. Basically, they were looking at the sky. I don’t know if they knew that you can also see the sky from the ground. We hiked for nine hours for my dad to have a height-induced panic and to look at the sky. 

Where the Hell is the Cinnamon?


My mom and I pull into the Market Basket parking lot and instantly know that something is wrong. Immediately, we realize that we forgot our reusable bags. This has happened on numerous occasions prior, and my mom has purchased multiple sets of bags (which really defeats the purpose of reusable bags). We both let out a sigh as we take the walk of shame into the store, empty-handed. If you don’t have a Market Basket near you, it’s just an average grocery store; it’s on the same level as Aldi or Publix and a step below Stop and Shop and Ralph’s. It doesn’t even exist in the same stratosphere as Whole Foods. 


We awkwardly stutter-step as the automatic sliding doors open, then close, then open for real. There’s a Girl Scout troop selling brilliantly colored boxes of cookies. One of the troop moms is wearing a Gucci belt, which seems ironic. I stare hard at a box of Peanut Butter Patties, but then plop them back on the plastic tablecloth. No. I can’t. I deeply exhale, proud of my willpower and grab a cart. 


There is a strict routine that comes with grocery shopping. Everyone does it their own way. For us it’s dairy, the following aisles, quick meat detour, frozen foods and then produce. One of my biggest pet peeves is that different Market Baskets have different set ups. Please don’t train me to think that peanut butter is in aisle 6 in one store, and then put it in aisle 14 in another location. I write my lists in the order in which I travel the store. My mom doesn’t ever make lists. That has always impressed me. This, along with her ability to wake up for work without an alarm, and to ration an entire bag of trail mix over the course of a week, are some of her greatest superpowers. I hope those are talents that you just grow into when you become an adult. 


As we walk down the dairy aisle, we grab our generic yogurts, cheeses, and milk. I’m actually moderately lactose intolerant, but my strength and love for Greek yogurt surpasses my stomach discomfort. At Whole Foods, I would have other options. Perhaps I could find cheese made from nuts, or yogurt made out of tofu. But here, I suffer. I shrug and throw a brightly labeled bag of shredded cheddar in our cart. 


The smell of the coffee aisle instantly enters my nostrils. For some reason, at Market Basket, coffee is in the same aisle as spices. The spice area has always made me irrationally angry because the spices are organized by brand and not alphabetically. About 50% of my shopping trips are spent searching for cinnamon and paprika. Basil, oregano, cilantro, onion powder, cumin. There is no pattern. No reasoning. At Whole Foods, people bring their own tiny glass jars (probably purchased from a glassmaker that lives down the cul-de-sac from them) and fill them with the bulk spices that line the walls (in alphabetical order). 


I make it to the middle of the aisle and look at the coffee choices. I always look at the different roasts, blends, and flavors, but end up picking the same 22-ounce bag of Market Basket branded Donut Shop roast every time. If I was at Whole Foods, I might have treated myself to a Nitro cold brew from the cafe before I began shopping. Even though Nitro tastes like a sock soaked in battery acid, it still makes me look like a coffee connoisseur. For some reason, coffee that comes from a beer tap is considered the highest quality. Can we stop pretending that Nitro is good? When I shop at Market Basket, I might treat myself to a $1.07 iced coffee from the McDonald’s down the street. 


My mom and I usually separate during our shopping trips because we each need different things from different aisles. We reconvene in the bread aisle and share stories of how many carts we’d gotten hit with, the ladies that yelled at us, and the number of people that just stand in the middle of the aisle and talk on their phones. If you actually take the time to notice, the number of people that think it’s acceptable to have a phone conference in front of the chicken display is astonishing. Please move. I need to spend an obscene amount of time choosing a pack of chicken that looks exactly like the other 27 next to it. 


The people of Market Basket are their own breed. There are certain times during the week when it’s just not possible to go to the store. These days include Saturdays and Sundays between 8 a.m. and 1 p.m. and any time during the week after 5 p.m. Never try to go on a Sunday during football season. You’ll be stampeded by carts filled with hot sauce, wings, chips, and guacamole. People get angry. I once saw a man, on a Sunday morning, slam his cart into a display and storm out of the building. It was the kind of feeling you get when you see a storm door get caught by the wind and slam into the door frame. You cringe and wince, but don’t really do anything about it. A person on a phone conference in the middle of the aisle probably walked into him and caused this outburst. I get it. 


One of my favorite activities at the store is to see what people have in their carts. At Market Basket, the combinations are endless. Last week, I saw a woman with three packs of sugar-free pudding and 12 bottles of iced tea. That was it. People always have too many tomatoes. Why do you need 12 of them? Whenever I see adults that have carts filled with Go-Gurts, Pop-Tarts, and snack-sized packs of Cheez-its, I always wonder if they have kids. People can be specific about their food choices. I once saw a woman drop the F-bomb because they didn’t carry Cheerios at Whole Foods.


Market Basket isn’t even elegant enough to have a salad bar. Salad bars can be tricky for me, a germaphobe. The thought of someone sneezing on my lettuce, or the handles that have been handled by 40 people before me falling into the bowl of quinoa, sends shudders down my spine. This isn’t the case at Whole Foods, though. I consider these sneezes to be organic. If someone cares enough about their health to gamble the chance that their four-pound salad will cost $37 when they weigh it, I bet that they wash their hands regularly. Weighing a salad (or a DIY frozen yogurt, let’s be real) is one of the most nerve-wracking experiences. I feel the beads of sweat accumulate on my forehead every time I plop my bowl on the scale. At $9.99 per pound for salad, it’s a risky business. 


I’ve heard somewhere that Disney World pumps the smell of ice cream and popcorn through the vents in the sidewalk to make customers buy more. At Market Basket, I think they do this with rotisserie chicken. At Whole Foods, I think it’s wheatgrass and beeswax. The smell that hits you when you walk into a Whole Foods can’t be good for you. It’s like a rotten can of organic soup.


I want to be the kind of person that Whole Foods caters to. I want to eat chickpeas and lentils. I want to drink Kombucha and not be scared of the critters that live in the bottom of the bottle. I am not that person, though. I eat vegetables. Normal-people vegetables that they offer you as a side at the Olive Garden. I am a normal-vegetable-person. I am a Market Basket shopper. 

The Test


Last summer, I took one of the biggest tests in my entire life. It was the kind of test where they lock up your cell phone and take your fingerprint. The content-specific English teaching exam. As the self-proclaimed “Worst English Major Ever”, I somehow escaped high school without reading a majority of the classics. Catholic schools can teach almost whatever they want, and apparently mine didn’t want to teach Dickens. I had spent the last two years trying to absorb everything in my college English classes. I tried my best to stay awake during my three hour (yes, THREE HOUR) British Literature class, I memorized poems in my poetry class, and I read Shakespeare without the help of Spark Notes. 


Two days before my test, the plague hit my boyfriend's family. We weren’t sure if it was the celebratory dinner from a graduation party, or some sort of virus, but whatever it was, it hit. Fast. I was driving home from the gym the morning before my test, and I got sweaty. I had already worked out, and cooled down, so it wasn’t a fitness sweat. It was the kind of sweat where you know something bad is going to happen. The kind of sweat that’s usually accompanied by an instant excess of saliva in your mouth. A small lake filled my mouth, as I rushed home. 


The rest of the day was spent trying to keep any amount of food in my stomach. It didn’t work. I tried to cancel my test appointment but realized that it was non-refundable if canceled within 24 hours. It would be impossible to get another test booked in the next month. I fell in and out of fever naps, ate toast, and chugged diluted Gatorade. The naps were the kind where you fall asleep watching the news and wake up to a three-hour long knife infomercial at 2 p.m. 

I went to bed early and woke up feeling empty and weak. I ate a final piece of toast and took a bottle of red Gatorade with me on the road to my test. I got to the parking lot and took deep breaths, trying to hold down the whole wheat. I walked into the building but couldn’t find the testing room. There were concrete-walled dentists offices, microwave distributors, lawyer suites, and even a freaking post office. Yes, I could mail a letter, or buy a stamp, but I couldn’t take my test. A wave of panic hit. More sweat. Now I had stress sweat on top of stomach bug sweat. It wasn’t good. I sprinted to the building across the parking lot. The testing center was in an industrial park, so the run was long. I trampled into the room and plopped down in one of the chairs, winded from my mini marathon. 


It was finally time for me to go in and take the test. I was led into the room of desks that were lined up to create tiny, personal cubicles. I begrudgingly put the communal headphones on to create a sense of focus. It was really only a sense. I was too scared to look at the other people in the room, but there was definitely a feeling of jealousy every time I heard the door open and someone was sent to freedom. My stomach bubbled as I read through questions about Chinese literature, Chaucer, and literary devices. I didn’t check a single answer. I wrote the fastest (and maybe the worst) essays of my life and raised my hand for the attendant to come get me. It was the kind of test with an attendant. I’m surprised they let me go in the bathroom stall alone. I didn’t have any strong feelings about the test. I headed back to my car, took another sip of red Gatorade and prayed that the stomach woozies would hold out for another hour. 

The Government Shouldn’t Have to Remind You to Wash Your Hands


I’m an anxious person. Whenever my anxiety hits, my first signal is shortness of breath. It feels like an elephant is sitting on my lungs as I try to take deep, calming breaths. When the coronavirus hit Massachusetts in March of 2020, one of the first symptoms that doctors had warned us of was shortness of breath. As you can see, I am currently facing a dilemma: Am I sick, or am I just so anxious about getting sick that it’s making me sick? 


It’s weird when the world is in an almost-state of lockdown. We keep hearing rumors about a mandatory lockdown. Everyone seems to have heard something different. It’s hard to know who and what to trust. It seems that every day I wake up to Reddit alerts saying that someone tested positive in a new town or city. Every day those towns and cities creep closer and closer towards the tiny peninsula that I live on. 


I always dreamed of having a job that allows me to work from home; the freedom of waking up, putting on anything but jeans, and doing work at a desk with a candle and a mason jar full of iced coffee. It’s day 3 and this is most definitely not the case in my home. My dad is sitting in our living room answering work emails with my 12-pound Shih Tzu trying her best to get on his lap. I wake up three hours later than normal, confused and deciding if I should eat breakfast or lunch. I’m typically a scheduled person. Wake up at 6. Workout. Breakfast. Work. School. It’s different now. I wake up late, shower, apply another day’s worth of dry shampoo, and put on clean pajamas. I then cycle between checking the latest news (cue anxiety-induced breathing troubles), playing Sims, and thinking about the end-of-year projects that still need to be done. I’m scared I’m going to forget how to talk to people.


One of the biggest news stories surrounding the coronavirus is the utter panic surrounding toilet paper. Grocery store shelves have been stripped. This is weird to me. You can survive without toilet paper. Get a bidet. Get a tissue. A towel. Heck, some countries use their hands. Do you know what you can’t survive without? Food. We’ve been social distancing for two days now and I’ve almost eaten my entire box of quarantine Oreos. I need to social distance myself from them. 


Also, please wash your hands. We shouldn’t have to write this on billboards right now. That’s all I’m going to say about that. 


I’ve been hanging out with my parents a lot, though. As a 22-year old, this has both benefits and drawbacks. I do well alone, but not for extended periods of time. It’s nice to smell my mom cooking bacon in the morning, hear my dad yelling at the dog when the mailman comes by every day at 3, and to just have people to talk to when I feel like I’m charged enough for socializing. It’s nice living with your parents as a college student because they’ll always cook a little extra lunch for you. A grilled cheese made by mom can be whipped up in a matter of minutes. 


It’s weird to be outside. It feels like everything is contaminated. I hold my breath walking by people on the street. Even the people I know. My mom and I take multiple walks a day, constantly switching up our routes so we don’t grow tired of them. All we have to look forward to during the day is our walks and what’s for dinner. And banana bread. According to social media, everyone is baking banana bread, and no one is sure why. It’s good, though. 


Life after quarantine will be weird. I haven’t put on jeans in or done a full face of makeup in weeks. I rotate through three different sweatshirt and legging combos every day. Someday soon we will see traffic again. We’ll remember what it’s like to socialize with people other than your immediate family or roommates. Until then, we’ll all just bake banana bread and watch the news. And wash our hands. 

My Friend Vinny


I never got the true “college experience”. I spent four years of my undergrad commuting to school. Most college kids would balk at the thought of hanging out with their mom on a Tuesday night and completing the ritualistic “Marshalls crawl” that took place every week. I loved living at home. I showered barefoot. There was always dinner waiting for me after class (unless my mom made fish. Then I had to fend for myself). I even had candles in my room. The only downside for me was the commute. 


During my first two years of college, I drove a red and white 1988 Cadillac Coupe de Ville. It only had two doors (this wasn’t really a problem - being a commuter, I never really had many friends at home to drive around). For both of those years, the air conditioner was broken, and the radio eventually went, as well. I spent my freshman year blasting Taylor Swift through the built-in speakers of my iPhone. It was a beautiful car, though. So many men stopped me to ask about it, which sounds like a great sentence, but they were old men. Not as exciting. I could get away with a lot in this car because people were either too busy looking at it or thought that I was ninety years old and were cutting me slack. A piece of me died when I finally sold the car for a newer, and more boring Ford. 


The thing about switching from a car that resembles a boat to a compact, small SUV, is the difficulty associated with parallel parking. I have vivid memories of myself, nearly in tears, sitting in the driver’s seat of my dad’s oversized Lincoln. He would take me to the church parking lot in my town and coach me through parallel parking. It seemed easy when there were no cars around and no oncoming traffic. It’s a different story when you’re sweating and trying to park outside of a Mexican restaurant at rush hour to get your takeout burrito. People beep. It doesn’t help, thank you very much. 


The parking situation at my college is truly dismal. The garage is pretty far from certain parts of campus, which is such a drag when you only need to run in for a few minutes. But wait! We have a whole street, right next to the building, dedicated to 1-hour, quick, parallel parking! You would think that college-educated students would be able to efficiently use these spaces, right? Negative. There is enough dead space between cars to account for at least eight spots. It’s truly infuriating. I think most of my gas is used circling this street and waiting for an empty spot.


There has been one upside to commuting that I didn’t anticipate. My friend Vinny. Vinny is a turkey that lives in a suburban plaza on my way to school. He has no family and no friends, other than the people that beep and wave at him on their way to work. He’s the best part of my commute. He is also dangerous. Vinny doesn’t understand traffic, or laws, really, and just stands in the middle of the road at times. He worsens the already terrible traffic in this area. He pecks at cars and crosses the street at inopportune times. Some people get the college experience, other people get turkey friends. 

I’m Allergic to Spring


“Spring will be here any day now!” 


This is something that New Englanders love to say (among other things such as: football, regular coffee, wicked and traffic) (Another sidebar: What even constitutes as regular coffee?). We brave through four months of dreary, cold darkness every year for people to talk about spring. They love it. The tiny purple flowers that pop up seemingly overnight, the birds that find their way back to Boston, and the ability to go outside without hunching over as though you’re living in the Ice Age. I hate the bleak winters as much as anyone, but I don’t love spring. There, I said it. 


You leave your house at 7 am, freezing and clutching your jacket close to your body. By 1 pm, the sun is out, temperatures have reached a sweaty 68 degrees and you’re dying in the leather boots that you thought were an appropriate choice for a Thursday in March. Footwear in the spring is weird. Too hot for boots. Too cold for sandals. Too wet for anything made of canvas. I need a rainboot-sandal hybrid. Is that just Crocs? Are Crocs the perfect spring shoe? Do I need to make a call to Vogue to let them know?


The Spring semester has also been proven to be 84 times longer than the Fall semester. I’m not sure if it’s the four-month-long Christmas cookie hangover or the fact that it gets dark out at 3 pm, but there’s something about school in April that’s truly the worst. Nothing in college is due until April. January, February, and March are spent dreading all the work you have to do in April and then April is spent panicking and crying about all the work you didn’t do in January, February and March. They also don’t tell you in high school that you get Senioritis every single year of college, regardless of the fact that you’re not a senior.  


My grandparents go to Florida for the winter and come back to enjoy the spring. I, on the other hand, need to escape for the spring. Call me when it’s a consistent temperature out, please. 
Reflection and Acknowledgments 
I have always been a writer. I used to write short stories, comic strips, and songs as a kid. I think a lot of people get intimidated by writing because they feel that it needs to be perfect. This is something that I struggle with a lot because I never want people to think that my writing is bad. Dr. Peary has helped with this fear immensely, constantly telling me to trust my gut. The cool thing about writing is that you can always fix it; no one has to see your drafts. I could write four pages of absolute garbage and no one would have to see it. If those four pages even had one sliver of good content in it, I would consider it a win. I could go back, delete 3.75 pages and come out with something that I could work with. 


One of my first experiences with comedic writing was in my high school Creative Writing class with Mr. Whelan. We each had to draw a random combination of people and occupations and craft a story. The card I pulled said “Beast (from Beauty and the Beast) as a Kardashian.” (This is also the second time in my thesis that I’m mentioning the Kardashians, which is mildly concerning). I had the best time telling the story of a monster living in Calabasas. It was exciting to see what my brain would come up with next. This is one of the reasons that I knew my final project in college needed to be something that I could be creative with. I wanted to have fun. 


Dr. Peary’s advice to trust myself was something that I needed to hear. I didn’t know this genre. I wasn’t a real writer - I was a college student that still asked my mom and dad to proofread important emails. Dr. Peary’s positive feedback really helped to shape my writing. She was able to give me the confidence I needed to try new things, and for that, I am extremely grateful. 

I really don’t think I would’ve been able to survive college without the consistent help and guidance of Dr. Scott Nowka, the Honors Chair. Scott was always there to answer any and all (there were a lot) of my questions, and always had good Netflix recommendations. He was an incredible support during college, especially during the thesis process, and I am so thankful for all of the help he has given me. 

I am also thankful for my incredible family. My mom and dad survived a lot of academic-induced cry sessions during my time in college. I feel like they did a pretty good job raising me, as the only bad things I could write about from childhood are memories from hiking. Thanks, mom and dad, and let’s never go hiking again. We’re indoor people. 

My sister, Kelly, has always been someone that I can vent to. She’s my best friend and was incredibly helpful when it came to remembering embarrassing things about me as a child.  She was also supposed to draw Vinny the turkey (from “My Friend Vinny”) for the cover of my chapbook. However, due to coronavirus, this chapbook doesn’t exist. I’d still like to thank her for hypothetically drawing me a turkey. 

This experience was a great way to finish up college. It gave me the opportunity to reflect on my life, memories, and the things that make me who I am. By writing about these things, they’ve become positives in my life and not negatives. I am so thankful that I was given the opportunity to write about my mild inconveniences.

