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				“All your sorrows have been wasted on you if you have not yet learned how to be wretched.”

				—Seneca the Younger, Consolation to Helvia 

			

			

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Thank, or at Least Acknowledge, Your Lucky Stars

			There was a time when all I could do was make little paper stars. I was too depressed to do anything else; also, my right arm was broken and my left shoulder was dislocated, which I found limiting.

			I guess I was also pretty good at ordering Postmates, lying on my couch, and watching the news in a catatonic state, but none of those resulted in a giant bowl of adorable things.

			There is very, very, very, very little fun to be had when neither your arms nor your brain work. But at least I could make stars, and I threw myself into them. I don’t know how many little paper stars I made, but certainly thousands. Maybe tens of thousands.

			Lucky paper stars, en masse, are like dried beans or sprinkles insofar as they are tremendously satisfying to plunge your hand into. With these, you can do just that without upsetting other bulk-aisle patrons. So I was free to carefully pull the bowl close to my functioning hand, wave my fingers, plunge them in, and watch the little stars ripple and jump.

			Even now, years later, evidence of my origami handiwork pops up everywhere in my house. I find little paper stars under the coffee table, caught between the cupboard and the wall, and in random drawers, each one an extremely cute reminder of the worst time of my life.
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				Thank Your Lucky Stars

				This is a frustrating craft—at first! You will make 10 or 15 of these, and they will look wonky and dumb, and you will feel annoyed. It’s a steep learning curve, but once you get it, it’s super easy, almost reflexive. Commit to making at least 20 (they take fewer than 90 seconds apiece), and you will happily make 20,000.

				Also, I know for a fact that you can do this craft with literally no arms (more on that later), so have some perseverance.

				Materials:

				Long strips of paper. That’s it. You can buy them online, at Michaels, or at Japanese stationery stores, or you can just cut them out of magazines. Anything works, as long as it’s not super thick. Construction paper won’t work; printer paper is good; magazine paper is nearly perfect. Make it about ⅓ inch (1cm) wide by at least 10 inches (25.4cm) long. Sometimes I’ll stack a bunch of magazine pages and then use a paper cutter to do a bunch at once. Visually, you’ll only see the last 1 or 2 inches (2.5 to 5.1cm) of the strip on the star itself; I find stripes turn out especially cute.

				Instructions:

				
						
						Pick up your first strip of paper, holding about 1 inch (2.5cm) from the end, and curl that end behind the main strip to form a little loop. Carefully tuck the end into a simple knot.
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						Slowly and gently tighten the knot by tugging on both ends and jostling the middle until it is nice and tight. Flatten this. The flattened knot makes a five-sided, pentagram shape. Try not to read too much into this.
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						Fold the short end of the paper around the back of your pentagram knot, and tuck it in. Take the long end of the paper and begin to wind it around the pentagram. Follow the angles. When you’re almost at the end of the strip, tuck it under the flap. If it feels too long, carefully fold it back on itself and then tuck it.
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						Hold the small pentagram by the edges. Carefully pinch two sides with your fingernails until it puckers and forms points. Do the same thing on the opposite sides.
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						Hey, look, it’s a tiny star! Put it in a bowl. Start another.
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				If you have it in you, think a small nice thing as you wrap the star into itself. It will not always be this, maybe, or I exist in the same time and space as flamingos; perhaps this is the year I will see one in person. If things are especially dire, just contemplate Dolly Parton. Remember that if she met you, she would like you. Picture her saying, “Well, haigh! Ahm Dolly! It is SO nice to meet yeeeeew!”

				Keep making more stars; keep putting them in the bowl. Put in red ones and brown ones and blue ones and glitter ones. Make them again and again and again, until your fingers can do this without a single thought in your mind. Make them in front of the TV when you need a distraction from your life; make them when you are on hold with the hospital’s billing department; make them while you cry. Tell yourself they will bring you luck, if not today or tomorrow then someday. Know that luck is real, and change is real, and tomorrow is going to be a lot better. Or at least different.
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			Maybe we all, at some point, find ourselves in the middle of a life that we do not recognize. Or maybe it’s just me. You go along to get along, you fake it ’til you make it, you follow the steps as you understand them and then, one day, you are the roadrunner off the cliff, still sprinting, supported by nothing but your own conviction that this is what one does. And then you are falling.

			Things weren’t perfect, of course, but I took pleasure in my life; my friends; my family; my giant precious neurotic angel-dog, Eleanor. I wrote things and went places and saw people. I pored through the aisles of Goodwill to find alarming tchotchkes to hide in my mother’s bathroom cabinet. I made happy, involuntary noises when eating prosciutto or burrata.

			Then, one by one, my body dissolved, my mind dissolved, my relationships dissolved; the things that anchored me to life slowly faded.

			Honestly, I had it coming. I had this ridiculous, picture-perfect five-year run that I knew was just absurd and would not last.

			It started with my first book deal, which was akin to being struck by lightning.

			I’d worked for years as a newspaper reporter, the only thing I’d ever wanted to do. Everything about being a reporter suited me—go out in the world, see everything, ask any questions you like with that little notebook in your hand lending legitimacy to your curiosity (also: nosiness). I covered events, music, and nightlife, which, in my town meant garage bands, the Oregon State Fair, and alpaca farms during baby alpaca season. I wanted to do that forever, but I couldn’t, because the journalism industry I was deeply in love with was dissolving in real time.

			So I began to think about what else I could do. I applied for jobs like assistant public information officer at the Department of Sewerage and Waterworks. It didn’t have the same ring as “newspaper reporter,” but, hey—it had health insurance and perhaps would mean no gutting layoffs every six months.

			Then I had an idea for a book full of the practical parts of being a grown-up (getting renters’ insurance! asking for a raise! keeping counters clean, which I still never do!). To tie it all together, I made up a really irksome but memorable word that is now mocked on podcasts, emblazoned on hats at Target, and somehow came to embody society’s ideas about a whole generation of millennials . . . when really all I was trying to do was share a few handy tips and maybe make rent while local journalism burned around me. A few years later and voilà! I was the “Adulting” girl, an avatar of togetherness and competence, which, again, I truly never was.

			I will take a moment to apologize for introducing the word adulting to the world, which annoyed me even as it came out of my mouth the first time. Now, almost 10 years later, I see it on Instagram and ironic T-shirts and as titles of books that other people have written, and it’s still annoying. I don’t apologize for the book itself, which I maintain is quite good. The only thing inventing a word gets you is the fun assholery of absolutely insisting to strangers in bars that yes, you made it up—“NO, SERIOUSLY, LOOK IT UP. IT’S ON KNOWYOURMEME.COM.”

			I was good at gathering information and putting it together in a readable way; I was good at comforting people who are being too hard on themselves and are doing much better than they give themselves credit for. It was not blithe or dishonest. I acknowledged my own flaws and never pretended I was a perfect or even above-average adult.

			But everyone thought I was! Somehow I became associated with this persona of perfection, the portrait of having one’s shit together that was, decidedly, not me. This was a very effective way to tee myself up for a lifetime of disappointing others with my haplessness.

			So, the briefest recap: I got discovered out of nowhere, sold a book at auction that became a bestseller, spoke at NASA, had a beautiful wedding, was the subject of a very kind New York Times profile, and became known as an expert on how to be an adult and how to be gracious . . . even though I’m not very good at either of those things.

			For the first time in my life, I didn’t have to check my bank account before I paid my car insurance: I put that shit on auto-pay! It was a charmed life, although as a lifelong depressive, this didn’t prevent me from sometimes thinking it would be pretty convenient if a semi smashed into me on my way home.

			Think of some achievement or honor or item or person that you thought was standing between you and happiness. When you got it, did you find yourself whole and happy? Or temporarily satisfied but then hungry for the next thing?

			I was finding success hollow. It is amazing, yes, and it was fun in the moment and made for an impressive bio. But it doesn’t—and can’t—sustain you. The quality of your relationships, the skill of building and keeping contentment, and your ability to sit with pain and not squirm away from it is what will actually keep you going after that first flush of happiness. Not that I understood any of this back then. Creating a life on the memory of something that, even in the moment, you didn’t think you deserved is not a stable foundation.

			And then, the foundation crumbled further. I got a divorce, a certain someone was elected president, my antidepressant stopped working, my body started breaking, and my luck ran out. Life began to rapidly dissolve. All I had left to sustain me was the small, joyous triumph of making things. Like those little paper stars that took almost zero brainpower but somehow kept me moving, doing, creating during the moments when everything (and everyone) else abandoned me.

			Crafting, in fact, got me through a pretty terrible 700 days. I was such a wretch during this period, I cannot even tell you. Things went from bad to worse, from worse to atrocious, and from atrocious to unthinkable, at which point the whole thing just became bleakly hilarious. Sadly, I was too depressed to appreciate jokes, even really good ones, like what my life had become.

			I’ll tell you about most of them in here, but some highlights include:

			
					
					Breaking three of my four limbs in separate and unrelated incidents;

				

					
					Cat and grandmother deaths within a week of each other;

				

					
					What a therapist accurately billed as “catastrophic loss of chosen family”;

				

					
					Sinking into a deep depression that meant I wrote (and did) nothing for a year;

				

					
					Four days of in-patient mental health treatment, which I like to call my “rest cure” because in my mind I am a fancy Victorian lady;

				

					
					A relationship’s irreparable breakdown within 36 hours of breaking my ankle;

				

					
					Dad-cancer; and

				

					
					Trump.

				

			

			As you can imagine, it was quite the time!

			Seeking help and being open about what was going on was complicated by my career, which, as noted, consisted of giving helpful advice to people who feel sad and confused. I was—other people seemed to think—someone with ideas on how to live one’s best life, ideas that didn’t include lying listlessly on a dog-hair-covered couch watching Bob’s Burgers on repeat for months at a time.

			“Didn’t you write a book on this?” someone says when I make any sort of error, which is often, as I’m a space cadet with poor short-term memory and executive function.

			“You did! You did write a book on this!” Depression whispers malevolently. “Why in God’s name would anyone want to listen to you? How do you feel about your work and success being built upon a lie? Is that a caramel wrapper in your hair? What percentage, by weight, of this couch is dog hair? Why is the coffee table sticky? Were you thinking, when you bought this robe, that it was going to become your primary garment?”

			This is all a very unhealthy and not-at-all-useful outlook that, with time and medication and effort, has improved somewhat.

			I’m not alone in this. Well, I’m alone in the specifics of these 700 days, which, taken cumulatively, make it seem like I was cursed by a mean elf who specializes in plaguing middle-class white women in their 30s. But I’m not alone in some things.

			My brain sometimes doesn’t make the right chemicals in the right amount—an ongoing problem for 20 years now. If it were, say, my kidney doing this, I could explain, “Hey! Got a wonky kidney, here, but I’m working on it. Please still invite me to stuff, and if I’m feeling good, I’ll be there!” and people would get it. Maybe they would also know that sometimes I am not present because I’m exhausted and/or scared, and that I didn’t text back because it felt like the equivalent of climbing a mountain, somehow. But it’s my brain, not my kidney, and so the very dull fact that it’s that organ improperly functioning becomes this huuuuuuge thing that I’m not allowed/too ashamed to talk about, even though it affects so much.

			I so, so often have felt like I am too much, exhausting even to myself, and doing everything in the wrong amount. Eating too much or too little, drinking too much or too little, or feeling things too much or too little.

			It is so easy to feel lonely and adrift a lot of the time. This is going to be a weird digression, but please come with me: Are you familiar with Caroline Manzo, formerly a Real Housewife of New Jersey? I think I am most jealous, of all the people in the world, of Caroline. She has this enormous clan of an extended family that is constantly gathering to eat thousands of dollars’ worth of meat together. She knows in her heart there is no better place in the world for her than Franklin Lakes, New Jersey, where she can sit and gaze proudly upon the world she has created.*

			More than anything, Caroline has certainty—about how life is and how life is supposed to be, about herself, and about her place in the universe. She is so tethered. It’s the same envy I feel for the very religious. They don’t have to question; they just know, and they have hundreds of other people who also know, and they’re all making something delicious for this Sunday’s potluck. The idea of this obedience and submission is chafing, but it sure does look nice. I wish I knew.

			But honestly, in this case, I’m not sure how it could’ve been helped. A bunch of bad things happened, one after another. Each time something bad happened, I withdrew from the world a little bit more and cared about my life a little bit less. It’s always been the case that sometimes I don’t feel like being alive, in the same way that I sometimes don’t feel like vacuuming my house or following through on happy-hour plans, but it had never been like this.

			I had all kinds of resources at my disposal, and I still couldn’t get the help I needed. With great and extended effort, I finally found it, but I had to almost die for that to happen.

			But before I had help-help, I had crafts. Crafting has always calmed me, made me feel better, and given my hands something to do so my brain can stop shrieking at me for one gosh darn second.

			So in those 700 days, when I wasn’t able to work, leave my house, or function as a human, I crafted. I couldn’t write—I didn’t have anything to say, plus one doesn’t get much writing done when one is in bed 14 hours a day and catatonically watching MSNBC the other 10—but I could embroider, letter, teach myself block printing, cut out Bad Decision Shrinky Dink charm bracelets, make weird modular origami spheres, fold literally thousands of tiny stars, and, just for good measure, make those trivets out of plastic tube-shaped beads that you then iron to melt one side.

			Crafting gives me a sense of accomplishment even when I feel like I can’t accomplish anything. Crafting is tangible proof that I can do something. To craft is to set things correct in tiny ways—to make this crease or that stitch or move that candle over a bit because it just looks better there—and I can almost always effect these changes in the universe. Crafting reminds me that my brain moving differently from other people’s brains is not all a bad thing.

			Once, I was talking to (or, more accurately, crying on the phone with probably also) Carol, one of my mom’s best friends. Carol is an incredible artist and said something that made me feel so much better.

			Tenderness, she said, is the price of being an artist. If you want to see and create things that other humans haven’t seen or created, that means you’re going to feel things a little bit more than others do. Those two parts of oneself cannot be divorced. The pain is both a feature and a bug.

			If you think about it, it’s a little absurd that we get depressed, on an evolutionary level. Experiencing something that makes us 1) stop taking care of ourselves, 2) uninterested in sex, and 3) not eat properly because we’re too busy sleeping 20 hours a day doesn’t make a ton of evolutionary sense. But it’s so, so common—the number one disability in the world—and something experienced by 30 to 50 percent of Americans at some point in their lives. So, the theory goes, it must do something.

			Some theorize that depression is, in fact, an adaptation because the depressed are really, really good at dwelling on things. We have “depressive ruminations,” as Paul W. Andrews and J. Anderson Thomson Jr. put it, and “this thinking style is often highly analytical. They dwell on a complex problem, breaking it down into smaller components, which are considered one at a time.”*

			Because, they said, you’re not concerning yourself with things like other humans or basic hygiene, you can truly lean in to solving whatever problem has swallowed you whole.
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			As someone who has always wanted a normie brain, this brings me comfort, in the same way learning that being a night owl doesn’t mean you’re a lazy dirtbag. It was evolutionarily useful to have a few humans who are wide awake at 1 a.m. to watch over things and, for whatever reason, it is useful for humanity to include depressed people who are great at dwelling on shit.

			These days, I’m feeling a lot better, thanks to lots of things that are part of that invisible work I mentioned, and also—perhaps mainly!—that I was finally able to access care. Most days, I feel pretty, or even really, good. I am not resentful that I have to leave my bed in the morning. I am happy when good things happen and sad when sad things happen, in reasonable amounts. As my therapist once pointed out, we don’t really have bad days, we have bad hours or moments.

			But sometimes, ugly stuff bubbles up, so it’s nice that I can always just go make some crafts.

			I cannot soothe my mind once and have it be done. I have not and will not permanently cure myself, in these pages or otherwise. No amount of peppy self-talk cures diabetes or hypertension, and I’m done pretending this is different. The brain is not special and apart; it’s cells, chemicals, and electricity that function (or don’t) for reasons that we will likely never fully understand.*

			There’s this temptation, in books about mental health (or heartbreak or addiction or any of the awful things that happen to us, although often with our enthusiastic help), to wrap everything up. I was drunk, but now I’m sober. I was depressed, but now I’m a sunny little person. That guy broke my heart, but the end of that relationship made space for my one true love, and so on.

			It would be great (both narratively and, um, for my life) if there were some fixed finish line. And I had crossed it. And now I was Better, Forever, and You Could Be, Too. This is not the nature of anything, though. There is not a beginning, a middle, and an end. It’s a constant coaxing, reinforced with boundaries and medication. It is following good mental health hygiene—which is the real self-care, although it’s so, so boring! It is cultivating contentment rather than chasing happiness.

			It is patiently asking myself the same questions: “Can you do anything about this right now? Should you do anything about this right now?” It is reciting the same reminders: “You sound really afraid right now, and that’s okay, but I don’t think there is anything actively dangerous happening.” It’s accepting that I will sometimes just feel afraid or sad or nothing at all, which is perhaps the worst of the three.

			I cannot control the world, and I often cannot control my own mind, but dang it, I can make you an extremely thoughtful embroidered gift. No matter how far gone I feel, my fingers still know how to fold an eensy paper star or a cute snail. In this teeny arena, I will always find success, which reminds me of some important things.

			I am resilient and scrappy as fuck, and you should never, ever bet against me. My crafts are not perfect or beautiful, but they are charming and I mean them. And sometimes, isn’t that all one can ask for?
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			Before we get into it, a brief Q&A.

			Q: So, what is this book, exactly?

			This book is a bunch of stories about shitty things that happened to me—and shitty things that I did! (funny how those two often coincide)—paired with crafts from those periods, because crafting makes me, and, I think, a lot of people, feel better. So this book is truly a one-stop shop, if your needs are: 1) reading about mental illness, 2) hearing about the time I didn’t have any arms, and 3) knowing how to make Shrinky Dink charm bracelets.

			Q: Are you good at crafts?

			Nope! I mean, I’m an adequate crafter, I guess, but what I lack in skill I make up for in vast output. I don’t tend toward crafts that require a lot of precision or patience or ability to count carefully (there are zero sewing, knitting, or lace-making tutorials in this book), which gives my craft tutorials a very accessible vibe. My finished product also has a very “accessible vibe,” which is to say they’re kind of ratty, but people like them anyway. These are not Martha Stewart–level or even Amy Sedaris–level crafts. This book contains an odd, idiosyncratic collection of the things I’ve been able to teach myself over the years. To be fair, this could be said of literally every human’s creative output.

			Q: Why did you use the word insane? I don’t like that word.

			Yeah, I know a lot of people don’t. I like it because it’s dramatic and old-fashioned and just sort of fun to say or proclaim about yourself. “I’m afraid I was quite insane, Theodore!” I say as I recline on a divan, absent-mindedly stroking loose rubies. “I was simply out of my mind and hadn’t the slightest idea how I would ever find it again.” Theodore smiles knowingly. He’s gay, but somehow also wants to fuck me, and I am deeply grateful for Theodore.

			I’m writing this book because there’s still a giant stigma around mental health, which—weird! We managed to make it okay to admit you were pregnant or had cancer or were gay or were any of a million other anodyne human conditions, so hopefully this whole thing is next. But I’m also using that word because this is the water I swim in. I almost died, and I have earned the right to use it. I promise I’m on your team here; I just find pleasure in the word, and there’s not that much pleasure to be had in mental illness.

			Q: Don’t you know that in the grand scheme of things, you’re super privileged? Are these real problems?

			Yes, I am, and yes, they are. I am insanely lucky, but not in this arena. We live in times of despair and, if these two years taught me nothing else, they taught me how to be wretched, how to continue moving forward, even, and especially when it feels like there is absolutely nothing to be gained in doing so. And there are so, so many of us who are doing that every day, all the time.

			This book is not about, like, the triumph of the human spirit in the wake of genocide. This is about some shitty but also normal human stuff I got through, and how I did it, and also how to make comics about a skeleton version of your mother.

			Q: What sorts of anecdotes can I expect in the pages ahead?

			I mentioned a lot of it already in the intro, but there’s also some Hurricane Katrina stuff, some funny anecdotes from when I was a reporter, and some not-super-funny but also in-no-way-majorly-traumatizing-or-triggering childhood stories. Nothing too wild; mostly what you would expect.

			Q: What kinds of crafts?

			It’s a weird smattering! My table is very, very big when it comes to crafts. There’s lettering and a fair amount of origami, which is something I’ve been very into since 1994. There’s watercolors and these fake dragon eggs made of egg-shaped foam and 900 thumbtacks. They are very heavy and satisfying to click your fingernails against or put directly on your face if you, like me, enjoy exploring a texture that way. These are great for that. Also, small doodles of inconsequential things. If you’re legitimately looking to become a serious crafter, this should not be your first stop.

			Q: So this is . . . a craft book? A memoir? What are we talking here?

			I don’t know! I wanted to talk about how I have come to be content in my own skin, I wanted to talk about hilarious and awful things that happened, and I wanted to talk about downstrokes versus upstrokes in calligraphy. I wanted to talk about dissolving and having to reconstitute yourself. And if you can’t reconstitute, if for now you are just a cup of dirty paintbrush water, that’s okay, too. Every single watercolor you’ve ever looked at has involved lots and lots and lots of dirty paintbrush water.
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			General Crafting Supplies

			Crafting, in many cases, isn’t the cheapest hobby to start, and I in no way want to suggest you should bankrupt yourself getting started. You can always buy more supplies later, if you’re into it.

			Don’t feel like you need to get every single little individualized tool, either. Here’s a list of things that are reasonably cheap and you can use in a variety of ways. Individual projects have material lists, but these are things that are nice to have on hand for any number of projects. These recommendations are just my personal experience, so your mileage may vary (but it probably won’t!).

			
					
					Pencils in a number of hardnesses: Great news on pricing—pencils are somehow always, like, $1.43 when bought loose. I get the cheapest version, which is good enough for the girls I go with.* Anyway, go for a 9H (or 8H, 7H, or 6H), which is very hard, for light sketching, and a couple soft ones (7B, 8B, or 9B) for dark lines. Go to an art store and test them on the little pad provided.

					
						[image: ]
					

					

					
					A STAEDTLER Mars plastic eraser: These are white, less than $2, and the best eraser out there. They do create a billion little eraser debris whisps, so be prepared to sweep those up afterward if you’re feeling high functioning, or blow hard and let them go all over your floor if you’re not.

				

					
					A white gel pen: I use a uni-ball brand pen, but honestly, you’re already at the art store for the pencils and erasers, and the pens are right there. Test ’em to find one you like!

				

					
					A mini light tablet: For years, I was constantly annoyed that I didn’t have the space or money for a light table, and also that I wasn’t a free-spirited loft-living artist in early ’90s NYC who of course would have one. But one upside of our hellish-yet-convenient era is that light tablets can be had for $17 on a certain giant online retailer. I use mine for tracing a pattern onto fabric for embroidery, reversed lettering/designs on the flip side of a sheet of paper for linocut prints, over a pencil doodle in pen—the list goes on and on! Also, look, it’s entirely possible I’ve used mine as a thin, perfectly sized TV tray, although how would you know? You weren’t even there! Like I said, many uses.

				

					
					Masking tape: You need to be able to affix things to your light tablet! And other places! The best way to do this is with a thin roll of masking tape, which releases easily (read: no residue unless you press really hard or leave it on for days). You can do a ton of things with it, too: it’s a really easy way to label things, and if you’ve ever marked directly on the wall where you are going to drill a hole, next time put down a strip of masking tape and mark that.

				

					
					Washi tape of choice: Don’t go crazy here. Pick a couple colors or patterns that you like. I go for gold because I want everything to be gold. Spray painting things gold is one of my best coping mechanisms. It reminds me that my things are mine, and while I cannot and should not control other people, I can definitely gild any inanimate possession I please. This is a very Catholic (and ineffective) solution, but that’s never stopped me.

				

					
					Mod Podge: The Scottie Pippen of the craft world, Mod Podge can bind almost any porous surface (read: paper, fabric, cardboard, unfinished wood . . .) to itself or another porous surface, and it dries clear. It is perfect for decoupage or sealing acrylic paintings. Hot tip: A good way to prevent wrinkles is to spread a thin layer of glue on the back of your paper, let that dry, and then glue down as normal. Also, if you want something to have a matte finish, only make the top coat matte. Otherwise, everything will look cloudy.

					
						[image: ]
					

					

					
					E6000: For when you need something a bit more . . . intense . . . than Mod Podge and/or when you need to glue nonporous surfaces like rhinestones or buttons. Most people would use a hot glue gun instead, but the reasons I don’t are deeply personal. I’m always burning myself, and I hate the stringiness. It reminds me of pumpkin innards, which are the grossest thing we’re expected to touch. If you have a glue gun and you like it, stick with that.

				

					
					A pack of printer paper: You’ll use it!

				

					
					An 8.5 × 11-inch hardcover sketchbook: I use mine for taking notes at work, then practicing my lettering, then doodling, then back to work notes. The key is to leave three pages at the beginning for a table of contents, then number the pages, which makes finding what you’re looking for much easier.

				

					
					Fudenosuke Brush Pen (Hard Tip): These are the best ones I’ve used. The tip is very thin and very firm, so you can easily control the thickness when lettering or illustrating. As the name implies, these are Japanese, so you’ll probably have to buy them online. The 10-pack is very reasonably priced, although I would recomçmend buying just one and seeing how you feel before going all-in. The Japanese version of the Pentel Sign Pen with Brush Tip is also great, and it’s good for doing slightly larger lettering. The Japanese live in the year 3000 when it comes to pens.

				

					
					Twine and/or fishing line: Lots of things need to be tied! Go for fishing line if you want an invisible option (which, usually you do), or cute twine, perhaps the red-and-white-striped one that makes items bear at least a passing resemblance to a pastry box.
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			* Also, me.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			Unmarried

			In Which I Leave My Spouse; Flee to Independence, Oregon; and Assume a Future So Bright, Protective Eyewear Is Required

			It was the summer of 2016, and I was the manifestation of a 1990s country song about how cool it is to be a gal. My freedom and self-sufficiency oozed from every pore. I felt more powerful and in control of my life than ever before, I was excited about the future, I was bopping around in a 1994 Mazda Miata, and it was great.

			
				[image: ]
			

			I’d ejected from my marriage after only a few months, leaving behind a brilliant, loving, and impossible man. I fled to Independence, Oregon (get it?!?), population 8,590. I know I am in INDEPENDENCE because it says that on the water tower right outside my window and also because I am living a romantic comedy with zero subtlety.

			I feel an overwhelming sense of freedom that I escaped something I thought inescapable. I am terribly sad, but there is also relief. And, of course, tremendous shame. I got married even though I knew I shouldn’t, and I hadn’t even made it to our paper anniversary.

			“Why did you marry him?” you might ask. Easy: he was the smartest, funniest, and kindest person I’d ever met. All three, by a long shot. He would casually drop things in conversation that rearranged my understanding of the universe. He was, and is, astonishingly loyal and loving. He’s a man in his 30s who makes new friends and then keeps them forever, along with dozens of other friends he’s made starting from when he was five. He loves, fiercely and loyally, the shit out of people, even—and perhaps especially—when they can’t love themselves. His table is big; whenever we went anywhere, he had a bunch of people to see. And all those people were amazing, too.

			Before we met, he would save up money and then go on, say, a four-month trip by train. He had been everywhere. He’s the best storyteller I’ve ever known—when I heard him recount a story, even if I had been there, it was changed, becoming hilarious and true in ways I hadn’t seen. I loved living in the world of his stories. He made me laugh so, so hard, every day, every hour. I would think of his jokes days later and laugh again. I still do.

			We were hanging out at his apartment early on, and somehow farting came up. I tossed off a dumb joke I’d made to every guy I’ve dated since I was 19 to the effect that although farting was fine for other people, I myself had never done it.

			“Yeah, no, me either,” he said, and then frowned, looking worried. “I mean, what do you think it feels like? Do you think it hurts?”

			This happened in 2012, and I still sometimes remember it and laugh.

			On our first date, I told one of my Amusing Anecdotes™ that I had probably told a dozen times. It was about the first time I was out on assignment with one of my Mississippi coworkers who I will call Don, a charming and insane photographer in his 50s. As soon as we were on the highway, Don, with no prompting, launched into a story about the time he was caught trafficking 50 pounds of weed through rural Mississippi in the ’70s. I won’t relay the whole roundabout tale here, but the punchline was, “Then the biker said, ‘Oh, yeah, that state trooper? That’s my brother-in-law. I was testin’ yew.’ ”

			Former Husband laughed and then said, “And, you know, it’s funny because of course that story was also his way of testing you.” I almost fell off my stool. No one else had noticed this thing or arrived at this analysis, not even close.

			It was a pattern that would repeat itself again and again. A spoonful weighed a ton. He was smarter and infinitely better-read than me, which of course was hideously annoying, but mostly I could only marvel at his brain—it was just so fast. When I was around him, the charisma got all over me—I was funnier, somehow, quicker and cleverer. He made me laugh until I peed, and in return, he told me I was the funniest woman he’d ever met, which goes a long way with me.

			
				[image: ]
			

			No matter how much I seemed to upset him, I knew he saw me in a way that no one else ever had and that he loved what he saw—the good, bad, and ugly. He wrote song after song about me, not uniformly flattering but all exceptionally loving.

			One time, I was wandering around in my underwear, and he looked up.

			“Jesus fucking Christ, this is ridiculous. You look like . . . like . . . a painting of a really hot woman, or a drawing in a comic book done by someone who actually likes women.”

			I have a gap in my front teeth that I’ve always been sensitive about—as in, there were large swaths of my life when I thought I would be cute if it wasn’t for that gap. I have a terribly awkward smile because I spent the first 25 years of my life making sure my lips were firmly closed. At one point I looked into closing the gap.* He was aghast.

			“Why would you want to look more like everyone in the world?”
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			So, then, what was the problem?

			Well.

			As you read the following, please know that I have my side of the story and he has his, and there is no way I could fairly and accurately impart both of them. And that I did love him, and do love him, and wouldn’t take back any of it. I would, in fact, give a fairly glowing letter of recommendation to anyone who wanted to marry him who is not me.

			We could not get along for a week to save our goddamn lives. Everything—everything!—had to be a fight. I am quite conflict-averse and had never really fought with a significant other before. So imagine my surprise when he got mad at me on our third date, which I was terribly late for. In my defense, I tried to cancel, saying my day had filled up and I couldn’t get up to Portland in time, but he said that he’d looked forward to and planned our date, insisted I be there and did not want to reschedule.

			When I did finally arrive, he wasn’t at his apartment but at a coffee shop nearby, tutoring one of his friends in math.

OEBPS/images/007_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r1.jpg
\OVED, A5
Q\\\<b BRAIN:

¥ PROS: Makes avt: vesilient.
s« ConNS: Stops wWovking Sometimes,





OEBPS/images/001_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r2.jpg
;\",,-'}"i§
4l 2D\







OEBPS/images/008_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r2_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/010_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/006_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r1.jpg
S ANE fepovep!






OEBPS/images/page_1_2a.jpg
.
)

1+ Will look
ke 4hnige

Tuck litt,

%

Desived

owtcome:





OEBPS/images/9780593187791_title_page.jpg
A
Mostly Funny
Memoir of
Mental lllness and

Making Things

Kelly Williams Brown

G. P. PUTINAM'’S SONS
New York





OEBPS/images/page_1.jpg
Fold £lay Fold o
Q doww flap bQV\iV\V ~ Fold flap

ovav and Wp- down o0 the
front / lekt.
| Just
- leey
windimﬁ
Eventually, Tack 4
\domll \,\/\5'k n.

nave & L
| (4414 g N
/ 2
‘ \





OEBPS/images/008_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r2_3.jpg





OEBPS/9780593187791_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Also by Kelly Williams Brown


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Dedication


						Contents


						Epigraph


						Introduction | Thank, or at Least Acknowledge, Your Lucky Stars
					
								EASY CRAFT: Thank Your Lucky Stars


								General Crafting Supplies


					


			


						Chapter 1 | Unmarried: In Which I Leave My Spouse; Flee to Independence, Oregon; And Assume a Future So Bright, Protective Eyewear Is Required
					
								EASY CRAFT: So You Want to Get into Calligraphy!


								EASY CRAFT: A Little Altar for When Things Are Good or Bad


					


			


						Chapter 2 | Ascendant: In Which I Establish a New Family, Join Tinder, and Fall in Love Over the Course of One Evening
					
								EASY CRAFT: Perler Bead Trivets Are Forever


					


			


						Chapter 3 | Dislocated: In Which Trump Becomes President, My Bones Crumble to Dust, and We All Become 25 to 33 Percent Crazier
					
								EASY CRAFT: Cast Decoration


					


			


						Chapter 4 | No Apparent Distress: In Which I Break My Other Arm and Meditate on the Nature of Independence in a Time of Growing Darkness
					
								EASY CRAFT: Origami Lights for Sad-Naps


								Two Days Earlier


								EASY CRAFT: Calming a Visceral Panic


					


			


						Chapter 5 | Scenes from a Breakdown: In Which I Just Cannot Get a Win
					
								Scenes from a Breakdown


								EASY CRAFT: Nail Polish Dragon Eggs


					


			


						Chapter 6 | A Fertile Time: In Which I Seek the Meaning of Family and Find Some Truly Terrible Ideas
					
								EASY CRAFT: Bad Decisions Charm Bracelet


								Something to Do When You Are About to Make a Bad Decision


					


			


						Chapter 7 | My Almost-Dying: In Which I Do the Worst Thing


						Chapter 8 | Psych Ward Crafting: In Which I Lose All My Freedoms but Gain Some New Makeup Skills
					
								EASY CRAFT: Makeup Tips to Make You Look Not Quite as Dead


								EASY CRAFT: Sonobe Module Stellated Icosahedron (A.k.a. Origami Spheres)


					


			


						Chapter 9 | Well . . . Ish: In Which I Gain a Lot of Sanity and Lose a Lot of Mobility
					
								So You Can’t Walk!


								EASY CRAFT: Comics to Confront Your Mother’s Mortality


					


			


						Chapter 10 | So It’s Time to Reconstitute Your Whole Dang Life: In Which I Do That Exact Thing
					
								Step One: Reestablish Relationships


								Step Two: Get Involved in Things I Care About, Love, and Can Be Accountable To


								Step Three: Get a Job


								EASY CRAFT: Watercolor Valentines for Coworkers and Friends


								Step Four: Start Dating Again


								Step Five: Walk


								Step Six: Be Grateful


					


			


						Afterword |  . . . and Now, Here We All Are


						Acknowledgments


						Readers Guide


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Start


						Table of Contents


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						ii


						i


						iii


						iv


						v


						vi


						vii


						viii


						ix


						x


						xi


						xii


						xiii


						xiv


						1


						2


						3


						5


						4


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			


		
	

OEBPS/images/putnam.jpg
PUTNAM

— EST. 1838 —





OEBPS/images/page_invalid_page_number.jpg





OEBPS/images/008_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r2.jpg
] ‘i ‘ *\‘\
BAKERS TwW[NE! .

L 4
P





OEBPS/images/page_1_3.jpg





OEBPS/images/004_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r2.jpg
Hold by the
edqe *

S.
\ V4
V.

’[\
Push v with
Wour «Fiv\ayzrnmﬂg.






OEBPS/images/009_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r1.jpg
TAls WAS N
e OREGON
HE VIEW
FRoM MY
\WINDOW:

DH’ENDENC[‘ \







OEBPS/images/9780593187791_cover.jpg
Eas N
*Crafts, v
forthe - *
Jdnsane;

A Mosily Funny -
‘ Memoir of

Mental Illness and
Making Things

KELLY
WILLIAMS
" BROWN

New York Times b stselling
author of Adultin
-

€
%

.






OEBPS/images/page_vi_3.jpg





OEBPS/images/easy-craft.jpg






OEBPS/images/005_Easy_9780593187784_tx_r1.jpg
THE
3







