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1. Let’s Call This An Introduction

“Doug, are you still there? Doug, please answer me…”

Silence. No answer from Doug. Personally, I was waiting for the clichéd heavy

breathing, followed by the sudden emotional breakdown: intense sobbing, sniffling, etc. And

Doug did not disappoint. A few seconds after the silence, he came back onto the line, crying

and doing his best to snort what I can only imagine must be a little river of mucus running from

his nose.  “I’m just so tired of it all, man,” he said.  “I just don’t know what to do.”

“It’s okay Doug,” the radio therapist said. “We all have moments where we don’t know

what to do.  It’s perfectly normal…”

It was late, and their conversation was getting boring. Who am I kidding? It wasn’t

getting boring---it had been boring from the very beginning. I only tuned in because every now

and then, there was a caller with a real problem. I’m talking, lost-their-whole-family-in-a-fire type

of shit. People like that need help. I only listen, though. I never call in. My problems weren’t

big enough for a talk radio audience. Dr. Kenny Lazaro was on the air between one and three in

the morning. He offers comfort and advice for the suicidal and broken-hearted. He had been on

the line with a caller named Doug for about twenty minutes. Doug didn’t have any family or

friends who cared about him. He recently lost his job (a barista at Starbucks) and his girlfriend

was trying to break up with him. He claimed he wanted to kill himself, which is bullshit, because

if he really wanted to die, he’d be dead. So, I guess what Doug really needed was cuddling.

Someone to hold his hand and massage his feelings, and tell him everything was going to be

okay. Someone to take his world filled with darkness, and fill it with sunshine and unicorns and

rainbows. What Doug really needs, is for someone to kick him in his balls (if he even has any)

and tell him to man up. Stop being such a pussy, and realize that bad shit happens to everyone.

It’s called life.

I turned my radio off, and rolled over in my bed. I figured it was time for me to get some

sleep. After all, we teenagers need plenty of sleep in order to function in school. I’d hate to fall

asleep during math class…that would be a terrible shame.

Oh, I should start over. I don’t want you to get the wrong impression of me. I don’t want



you to think I’m this depressed, brooding teen-aged girl, who’s angry at life and the entire world.

I’m actually one of the nicest people I know. So, let’s go through the basics, shall we? Standard

job application stuff? Name: Erin Nicole Michaels. Age: seventeen. Gender: female. Ethnicity:

Catgirl; Greek-Irish. Occupation: high school student; twelfth grade. Interests: poetry, reading,

writing, movies…nerd stuff.

But I feel like I should go back a bit further. I want you to really get to know me. So, let’s

go back, as far back as I can remember. No, I won’t tell you about the day I entered the world.

Who the hell remembers that, anyway? Maybe some of you do. I sure as hell do not. So, we’ll

skip a few years down the road, to my elementary school years…


