
  



  



  



FOREWORD 
 

SHIT. 
I AM COMPLETE SHIT. 
I WILL NEVER MAKE MYSELF HAPPY. 
 
Page, after Wikipedia article, after interview. Malcolm X, Kanye West, Ernest Hemingway, 
Steve Jobs. 
 
I never got saved in prison. I never grew up in south side Chicago. I never went to war, and I 
never fled one. 
 
Yesterday, today, and tomorrow, never stop trying to figure out why I’m interesting. Never stop 
looking for a platform to contribute to people’s well-being. Never stop looking for a reason to 
think I’m socially capable of changing people every day. 
 
I can’t find it 
 
… 
 
 Sonder is the new trend. From the people reblogging the pseudo-deep Tumblr text posts 
to the deep-in-shit lonelies trying to escape every ounce of their misery, sonder helps us establish 
a human connection and an understanding that we can’t be good at everything. 
 Sonder is defined as the realization that each random passerby is living a life as vivid and 
complex as your own. The passage above happens to be the first entry I ever made in a journal I 
carry with me everywhere. It may be the case that this journal entry circulates around the world 
to the journals of millions of other people just looking for a reason to call themselves interesting 
after reading countless Wikipedia articles about celebrities and activists whose lives are made up 
of completely different aspects than their own. No one expects the student at a mediocre 
university who smokes a lot of weed and occasionally goes out to parties to have as interesting a 
life, or upbringing, as Nelson Mandela. And no one expects Nelson Mandela to think the same 
about someone else.  
 Sonder brings us to understand that no person is content. As many achievements as 
Mandela had in his life, he may very well have thought himself to be boring. We as humans live 
by expectations, where one man older than 90 years is still expected to implement social justice. 
We live the American dream, where retirement is lauded as an achievement. We live by fear, 
where we put faces and races on forces of destruction. 
 Engaging ourselves in self-fulfilling pursuits and self-fulfilling means of protection, we 



forget to understand the effectiveness of human connection. That is why we indulge in the 
culture of literature, of art, of music, of film, because they exhibit one individual’s expression of 
raw emotions and make us feel something relatable while simultaneously enhancing our 
individual stories. Our human compassion and collaboration is only strengthened by sonder, 
whether it is a momentary sonder or an eternal one. 
 After countless tiring years of reading and delivering exposition and not reaching our 
sonder, Titus Gilner and Clay Bujorian decide to deliver something different. At this point, I’ve 
known Titus for four years. I could tell you all the exposition that you need to know about him, 
like where he was born, where he went to school, etc. But after a while all of that becomes 
unnecessary, because you still have no idea what motivates Titus to get out of bed every day and 
to go to bed every night. Titus realized that for himself, so he created THIS IS ME. THIS IS ME 
opens the gates of human connection, compassion, and sonder in the most critical time period 
where distrust lurks the social climate of the world. THIS IS ME is a project that taps into 
collaboration in such a way that no person, or group, has approached collaboration before. THIS 
IS ME is a project that does not build on one person’s ideas but on the collective promotion of 
several people’s ideas.  
  The human race owes its existence to collaboration. Collaboration is noted to be the one 
force that establishes human beings as one of the most intelligent, if not the most intelligent 
species on the planet. Narrating the submissions of everyone who self-wrote their stories, Titus 
and Clay help us see into the minds of content providers, 9-5 workers, students, cynics, 
romantics, the depressed, the oppressed, the self-confident, the self-hating, and everyone in 
between. By promoting and enhancing their stories through THIS IS ME, the people involved are 
no longer the uninteresting kids sitting behind a computer screen wishing they could put their life 
on a Wikipedia article that people would find interesting. They are no longer boring expositions 
that Facebook profiles could provide without a word being spoken. They are no longer robots 
striving towards 60-hour work weeks to say they got money and retired without stopping to see if 
they’re making the people around them smile. They are no longer people fearing a woman in a 
headdress or a dark-skinned boy in a hoodie. They are, however, names and personalities, 
passerbys with ideas, they are working on a large contribution as equals, they are some of the 
most interesting minds on the planet. They are them. I am them. In THIS IS ME, Titus Gilner 
and Clay Bujorian visualize a plethora of raw emotions and links of human connection in a 
project by us and for us. – Ali Haider 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



INTRODUCTION 
 

Thank you Clayborne Bujorian, Young Lungs, ColorsByNet, Connor Barkhouse, 
Kevin Abstract, Daniel D’Artiste, Quiet Luke, Jackson Rhodes, 16 yr old, Misogi, Nok 
From The Future, Zachary Michael Thompson, Ali Haider, and Patrick Covers for 
contributing so much to “THIS IS ME”. Clay, without your help and incredible design 
talent, this project would not have been possible. Thank you everyone else that 
contributed. In a time where we are all so connected it seems that often we are more 
disconnected than ever.  

I was inspired to create “THIS IS ME” by a letter that I received from a friend in 
my hometown. We live in the same city but I feel like I am on a different planet. This 
letter was very introspective and raw and it made me think “I wanna do something like 
this too” and so I started writing. As a major advocate for collaboration I took the idea to 
the next level and reached out to Clay with a grain of an idea. This grain slowly became a 
boulder. I couldn’t be happier.  

The following pages are unedited. The following pages are honest. Besides fixing 
a few typos and punctuation mistakes, I did nothing to the format of the submissions.  All 
of the visual artwork is by Clayborne. THIS IS ME.  

  



  





  



 



18 year old boy who recently ran away from home with his laptop a couple changes of 
clothes and $5 but doesn't know where to go. I'm lost I don't know where to go. I make 
music and art.  
 
This is @ruexul.  



Seemingly a simple enough phrase.  But upon closer inspection I realize I don’t really 
know what “me” is. Of course I know some aspects about myself; I love cliché things 
like sunsets, and am happy to be breathing simply to be able to hear Frank Ocean’s 
dreamy vocals and slow rap songs that sound good down to my soul. But who am I 
really? Now that’s tougher. Shrouded by the cover, and time consuming mess of the 
Internet (and the struggles of growing up), there hasn’t really been time to think about 
this. But I think that’s okay. I know that I want to be someone more than mediocre. I 
want to create art and help my friends art get out into the universe. I want to be in love 
and kiss someone at midnight with zero cares about the future. I just want to be alive. 
Damn maybe Future’s drugged out, slurred words really do mean something after all.  
 
xo, postsuburbia.com 



To people I'm Eden. To myself I'm everything that i've accomplished and all of my short 
comings as well. My mind is a constant stream of ideas, always flowing, carrying along 
every good and bad concept and thought. I see things as they stand, not as they could be 
or have been.  I like to think I have a good grasp on realitly, but I guess everyone claims 
they do so who am I to talk. I'm an advocate for the earth. I find myself gathering more 
comfort from the wind rushing down through a collection of trees, or the distant sound of 
barking dogs then people's voices. I'm a romanticist without a doubt. Always dreaming of 
an ideal situation, but never grasping it. I'm in love. It's a unparalleled feeling being in 
love. I always seem to misuse the word, but the love I feel right now is pure and from the 
source.  Currently I am in a period of my life where nothing seems consistant. A 
repetitive chain of paradigm shifts, like graudating or turning 18. I don't think we ever 
truly break this cycle in life. There's always something major happening to someone, 
somewhere. Where  I'm heading is home. I'm heading to that location, whether physical 
or purley mental, that you feel safe. You feel as though you belong. Recently I haven't 
felt like where I am now is home. I have an idea of the direction I should go, but no real 
insight on what will be there when I make it. I believe I can make it, I just hope I have 
enough time.  
 
This is Eden.  



 My cousin can’t sleep. He has insomnia and everyone thinks he’s weird. He has 
insomnia and I know he’s up to something. Call him crazy, call him insane! But what else 
would a sheep think of the wolf? The sheep can’t bear to comprehend anything further 
then what time they should be to sleep. Yet, even with his physical fatigue he remains 
more awake then you all! Oh, the bitter irony in that. He hates a lot of things and he hates 
that he hates a lot of things. I remember him telling me about how it drives him, but why, 
I wonder? Spite? Jealously? Insecurities? Mostly insecurity, I’d assume.  
 Jump! Jump, he thinks! He wants to fly but his wings are unwillingly clipped. If 
he tries to leave the nest now he will fall down to the depths of demise. He must wait, but 
how long must one wait? You would assume this kind of stagnation would lead to that of 
madness. It does.  
 I can’t sleep. 
 
Sincerely, Elijah Thomas Norris 



  



explaining myself is hard 
16 years old is a transition in anyones life 
damn near 17, march 11th 1999. 
 
regardless. 
 
nothing about my physical appearance sets me apart from any other 16 year old black 
male. 
 
i cut my hair recently, wanted to regrow it. 
 
i look like a string bean, tall & skinny as all hell. 
 
you get to know me and you learn that i don't stop talking, ever. 
 
i aspire to be the biggest shit in the world. 
 
i aspire to entertain the world in some way shape or form. 
 
i do improv comedy, i'm an actor, i'm in the choir, i make music, i write, i make videos, i 
just do whatever the fuck i want when it comes to mind. 
 
nothing separates me from any other kid out here with a macbook & an iphone aspiring to 
create. 
 
that's the cool thing to do now. 
 
i want to create because that's the only thing that's ever made me feel good about 
anything. Although i hate everything that I do. Everything that I make. 
 
My divorced parents told me at a young age that i can do anything. 
 
i'm working on it. 
 
i'm working on making the impossible possible. 
 
my thing is my whole life people have told me i can.  
 
no one's doubted me, they always knew i would be the biggest shit in the world. 
 
no one has told me no. of course they've told me go to college but i always tell everyone 
that i'm going to become famous and move. 
 
where am i moving? fuck if i know. away. that's all i know. And i will. That's all i know. 
 
explaining myself is hard. i don't know who i am currently and i don't think i ever will. 



i'm just a collection of others and an inner drive and motivation that makes me want to be 
like them and a better person.  
 
i'm bad at explaining. i've always been more of a do-er. 
 
so there it is. this jumbled mess of a letter, is me.  
 
This is Isaiah Smith. 
  



It's been almost three years and I don't know if I'll ever fully be over the fact that my 
friend got with my ex boyfriend. 
I still love him or have some type of love for him I can't grasp the right feeling to 
describe what this is. 
I'm not sure why it still effects me or effected most of my decisions till today. It has 
caused me so much Physical and mental pain 
Anyways it's all most the end of 2015 and it's barely leaving my head the heart ache... 
who knows when it will ever fully leave. 
I'm in need of some kind of justice. 
Things will be ok I hope. 
ALSO ALL I WANT TO SAY IS FUCK YOU BRITTANY! 
 
-grim 



I think about the past a lot. Those memories are fine wine and they get richer each time 
you touch them. I feel like I've lived a lot already, I've been a lot of different people. I 
still feel like I have to prove myself to feel loved. Maybe its as simple as giving and 
receiving. Everyone's obsessed with love and I externalize it through creative projects. 
Everyday I wake up and a thousand thoughts rise up, are quelled, and rise up again. 
"What's going to happen" "When will I make it" "What's my purpose." I have to meditate 
for 20 minutes in the morning to find a little peace because I get anxious. There's this 
thought that I'm going to die in 60-70 years, (I'm almost 24) and the time I have now is so 
crucial because I have to perform at the highest level to make 10 years from now great. I 
know that's just my societal programming talking - work work work so you can buy buy 
buy. I idealize this aloof, hierarchical view of reality that's distinctly non-human, but I 
can't help but feel swallowed up my own inefficiencies some days. I'm thankful for those 
things that make me break down. I think its all of me feeling all of it. I have my health, 
good ideas, and good friends who support me. So life is rich after all! 2016 is going to be 
a great year, just wait. 
Its hailing outside as I write this. 
 
This is Blake Bohls (@knxwfuture). 



INT.BEDROOM.NIGHT 
 

isolated in his bedroom jake sits. alone. always. but he 
likes it. he’s not a loner. he’s outgoing and has a lot of 

friends. he’s writing something. a poem? a screen play? a 
song? frank ocean is playing but all he hears is the 

rustling of the wind tapping on his window screaming at him 
to get out. he listens sometimes. most of the time he 

doesn’t. he want’s to be left alone. 
 

JAKE 
 

And there are days when alone is 
not okay. 

he’s sad. trying to figure it out but always seems to be 
lost. he thinks too fucking much. he turns the music up to 

escape - strawberry swing. he’s in search for something far 
greater than the reality he is engulfed in. he wants an 

ease. a calm. a paradise. 
 

JAKE 
 

Paradise is all around you. It’s 
found in many things. But most 
importantly, paradise is you. It 
lives in your soul. Find it. Stay 

there. No one can take it from you. 
he feels shitty some days. some people don’t understand him. 

friends. family. but he can’t complain, shit, he doesn’t 
understand himself either. he’s emotional. he hurts. he’s 

human. he feels broken. 
 

JAKE 
 

It’s okay to be broken. Because to 
be broken means that someone has 
the opportunity to put the pieces 

of your soul back together and make 
you new. 

- forrest gump. he’s gay. he lies. he makes bad choices. he 
just wants to do creative things. he’s an actor and he takes 

it serious. the world will know him one day. maybe. 
sometimes he doesn’t like his life but he knows he’s 
blessed. sometimes he doesn’t like who he is. he’s 

conflicted. 
 



JAKE 
 

Dig deep. Find the innermost part 
of yourself that you hate. Fall in 
love with it. Maybe it is not as 

bad as you think. 
he’s a nice guy. loves life and just wants to make people 

laugh to off-set the hate in the world. he is kind and 
trying to be better everyday. the world needs more love. he 

believes that. love. just love. 
 

-@IAMJAKEGARCIA 
  



from the start, i knew that i was not the same. when i was three years old, i had taught 
myself how to read while the other kids in my preschool were running around chasing 
each other. they had mommy and daddy. i had mommy and mommy. when i expressed 
my family structure to them, i had no idea that such a thing would stir up any sort of 
uneasiness or sense of discomfort; it was all i had ever known. fortunately, growing up in 
the liberal and progressive community of los angeles, most children had no change of 
heart about my character and continued to be friendly to me. but, one child, whose family 
was more conservative and religious, had told me that his daddy said that all gay people 
go to hell. i discovered homophobia at age 3. 
 
i had my first near death experience the summer after first grade. i was pulled out by a 
riptide in the atlantic ocean on a private beach in new jersey with no lifeguards, while my 
parents were on the sand, talking on the phone with my uncle. six-foot waves crashing 
down on me, i screamed desperately for help. nobody noticed for close to a minute until 
my mother did, and by the time she had rescued me, i was almost unconscious. i 
discovered the fragility of life at age 7. 
 
in second grade, my teachers noticed how quickly i finished my work and how bored i 
was with the curriculum. six weeks into the school year they offered me a spot in a third 
grade classroom. i accepted without thinking twice. 
 
being the youngest student in my grade came with benefits and drawbacks. i was still 
ahead of the curve regarding my abilities, but far behind in terms of my maturity level. i 
was always chasing the spotlight. if i was playing soccer at recess, i had to show off and 
be the best on the field. if i answered a math question incorrectly, i cried in front of all of 
my classmates. 
 
in middle school, i began to understand the power of independent thinking. all of my 
classmates were following the routine and doing what they were told. this is around the 
time i started to say "fuck everything." i picked up skateboarding, found a new friend 
group, and fell in love with hating authority. 
 
the same post-obligation-boredom i felt throughout elementary school persisted in middle 
school, and i found myself talking shit to my teachers and disrupting class, feeling no 
remorse whatsoever. when nobody else did, i understood that the public school system 
facilitated more demolition than inspiration to the child it claimed to educate. this stirred 
up so much hatred in my heart that i felt like running as far away from it as i could. at age 
12, i discovered marijuana. 
 
beginning the summer after seventh grade, i started to get high whenever i could. it felt 
good to do something that all authority figures did not want me to do. in fact, their anti-
rebellion rhetoric made my indulgence that much sweeter. all of my friends that i was 
smoking with around that time are now out of school, unemployed or in rehab. i was the 
only one who still took care of my schoolwork. most of them didn't make it to high 
school with me. i stopped smoking at the end of the summer after eighth grade as my 
parents forced me into a therapy group and drug tested me frequently. 



 
as a high school freshman i was severely depressed. i was extremely underdeveloped 
compared to my peers - short, fat, and thirteen - an easy target. my "friends" all sat 
around making fun of each other all day. i hated it. but i fought back, because i felt i had 
to. i overreacted, had uncontrollable crying fits, even attempts to physically hurt them. 
they abandoned me. 
 
i decided to turn myself around. i started running multiple times a week and eating 
healthy. by the end of my sophomore year i was considered attractive for the first time 
since seventh grade. i could finally experience sexuality because i had people interested 
in me. in ninth grade i had seen who i considered the most beautiful girl in school and she 
had no idea who i was. by the end of my sophomore year we were sitting next to each 
other in spanish class. by the end of my junior year, we were in love. i kept a journal 
about the way she made me feel, and by the first time that she had broken up with me, 
there were thirty pages full of raw emotion. the last page was almost impossible to read 
because of all the teardrops blurring the black ink. i gave the book to her. i know she still 
has it, but, i doubt that she even thinks about me anymore. at age 16, i discovered 
heartbreak. 
 
i'm now a student at one of the top public universities in the country, and i feel so empty. 
music is the only thing keeping me afloat. one week ago, on my eighteenth birthday, i 
almost died again. 
 
this time, i'm here to stay. i see the world for what it is now. everyday i watch the dreams 
of my peers die without them saying a word. i'm not letting that happen to me. not again.  
 
This is Lez Majesty. 
  



PEARLSCALE: A LOVE LETTER 
  
burnt sienna, the warmest of winter days 
see me for what i truly am 
    an acrimonious composition 
born from the warmth of the virgo 
and the negligence of the aries. 
in the moments where silence 
lingers in the wake of inebriated thoughts, 
i’ll see to it that i press my fingers into 
the corners of my eyes 
     until the blood trickles down the expanse of 
my crooked spine 
painting a portrait of love in the hue of sabotage. 
  
burnt sienna, the warmest of winter days 
see me for what i truly am 
     a walking case of survivor’s guilt 
born from the piety of the virgo 
and the chagrin of the aries. 
for every breath wasted on a premature union 
outlined in chalk 
      i promise to separate 
      flesh from rib 
just to show you that indecision is a plague 
  like none other. 
  
burnt sienna, the warmest of winter days 
see me for what i truly am 
     a disjointed narrative in the book of life 
born from the ardency of the virgo 
and the umbrage of the aries. 
let the scars on my arms serve as a reminder 
of what occurs 
when man subjects himself 
     to the plight of moths. 
a futile existence 
where gold proves to be a farce and home stands as nothing more 
than a rumor in the sky. 
  
burnt sienna, the warmest of winter days 
see me for what i truly am 
     a boy; equal parts megalomania and melodrama 
born from the modesty of the virgo 
and the adamancy of the aries. 
i can assure you that your shit has seen greener pastures, 



but in the moments where silence 
lingers in the wake of inebriated thoughts 
     you come to realize that leading a life of regret is tiresome 
and nothing suits the heavy head better than a place to fall. 
  
so burnt sienna, the warmest of winter days 
see me for what i truly am 
     a careless mistake etched into the history of 
nuanced and fruitful romance. 
born from the neurosis of the virgo 
and the assertive nature of the aries 
on the 19th hour of the 21st day of the 7th month 
     a cancer in every sense of the word. 
  
- mitchell theodore kalala (@mtkmtkmtkmtkmtk) 
  



I don’t know who I am. I don’t know where I’m going. I don’t know what I will do when 
I get there, but I know who I used to be. I know where I have been.  
 
I used to measure times in my life depending on which boy I was dating at the time as if 
my entire existence was based on being in a relationship. I’m single now so I’m 
measuring my time according to me. This time I’m not falling in love with the wrong 
person. I’m falling in love with the only person that will ever know me completely - 
myself.  
 
I used to base my self worth on what other people thought of me. However, each person 
saw me tainted with their own personal experience and opinions of the things I had done. 
I’m the only person who can truly know me because I see everything. I’m emotional as 
fuck. I care too much. I’m a perfectionist. I try too hard. I get nervous when talking to 
strangers. I’m shit at keeping conversations interesting. I think too much. I have a hard 
time organizing my thoughts and I always talk too much. I’m over-sensitive. I’m gross. 
I’m inspired. I’m motivated. I’m determined. I’m finally starting to open my eyes and see 
who I am and I’m usually not happy with what I see, but I’m working on it.  
 
Being an actress makes you strangely hyper aware of your every movement, word, and 
facial expression. At any given moment, I know exactly how my body is positioned and 
how it is affecting the people around me. I never know what to do with my goddamn 
hands. I hear the subtext in my words like blazing sirens in my ears. I overanalyze the 
words I say and the words that are said to me for days after the fact because if acting has 
taught me anything, it’s that the words make up less than 50% of the truth.  
 
The one thing I know for sure about myself is that I am constantly moving. I have too 
much unspent energy that needs to be channeled towards something. I’m impatient as 
fuck and I am never satisfied. I’m always wanting more out of my life. More friends. 
More adventure. More creativity. More excitement. I once dated a guy because he made 
my life exciting. It wasn’t so much that I loved him, but I loved his life. With him, I felt 
like I was a part of a bigger adventure. I wanted his life. I wanted his charisma. His 
friends. His beach house. His private parties. His trips to exotic islands. I didn’t want to 
sit on the sidelines. I didn’t want to be the girl standing around at the party in the corner 
while all the other girls danced, but I was just too afraid because I knew that my body 
looked strange if I moved it in a certain way. 
 
I feel like I don’t have enough time to do everything that I want to. I constantly feel like 
there is a countdown clock ticking in my ear. Sometimes I think I want too much out of 
life. I want to feel alive. I want to create. I want to make an impact. I want to leave 
something lasting behind. I want to pour myself into something and hold nothing back. I 
want to break my limitations and my expectations.  
 
I do not know who I am. I do not know where I am going. I do not know what I will do 
when I get there, but I’m having a hell of a time figuring it out. 
 
This is Katrin Brianna. 



I try to know myself but it's too often that I don't. I aspire to be calm and collected in any 
given situation. I succeed 80% of the time. The other 20% is stressful. I feel a lot of angst 
built inside of me directed towards "the system". It flares up whenever I'm told what to 
do with myself by someone else. Despite all of this I'm good. My life is easy. I have a 
roof over my head and food to eat. I've developed a smoking habit that I don't have a 
reason to break. I wake up, try to create art that I find unique as often as I can and I hang 
out with my friends. I dread going back to college after this respite called winter break, 
but that's just how life goes. Even though I'm residing in two different places I really 
don't know where I'm going. Right now I'm just trying to go.  
 
This is [NAME OMITTED]. 



  



I moved on. I broke ties. I deleted contacts. I blocked numbers. I stopped extending my 
hand. I put down the substances. I stopped picking up the phone. I changed my address. I 
grew up. I found myself. I found love. I am me.  
 
This is @tino_lasers. 
  



I hope what I'm doing is right. It definitely feels right. But at the same time everybody 
thinks I'm making the wrong choice. At the end of the day, when my classes are over and 
I'm off work, I get this feeling of uncertainty. Sometimes I put it to use, and I create and 
plan and think about the future. Sometimes the uncertainty is too much, and I lay there 
and let my thoughts swirl around until I can't see, almost like a flash of vertigo. I feel like 
Alice falling down the rabbit hole. I am Alice, and you are too. We're all falling and 
there's nothing that can stop us. Might as well enjoy the ride. 
 
This is Jace Vertigo (@JaceVertigo). 
  



As the year starts to close, fresh turned 19 years of age, I find myself doing what 
I've done for pretty much the whole year; thinking. Thinking about all the curveballs life 
has thrown me this year, but also the home runs i've managed in these 365 days of 2015. I 
think about music, the one subject that canvasses my mind all day every day, never 
stopping. It's in my blood, in my DNA, I can't help or escape it. Sometimes I feel like 
nobody supports me, that i'm going downhill before I even made it halfway up, angry 
with myself for not working as much as I should be, but I think back upon the huge 
strides I've made this year, and am currently making. I am extremely blessed by all of the 
friends i've met through music this year, even if they seem distant at times I appreciate 
and support every one of them to the end. I think about love, and the one girl who 
seemingly possesses the rare ability to pierce the canvass music has created in my mind 
and find her way into my everyday thoughts. I can't deny i'm in love, and even though at 
times it's not okay, it's okay. I think about my brothers who i've had to say goodbye to in 
2015, I still grapple with why the world works in such awful ways, but I continue to think 
about Bugsy, Scott and Alex every day as I will the rest of my life. The love and the loss 
come full circle as my motivation for my sole purpose on this earth; creating music. This 
is me, a headstrong but passionate kid from Connecticut, just trying to share his art and 
emotions with the world, hoping to bring something good into it. I walk into 2016 
knowing this is my year to shine (as we should every year), and I just hope you continue 
to join me on this ride. 
 
This is @machinesix. 
  



log: 
 
27th of December , around 3:30. Through the majority of this year I've been stuck, 
wether it's with not going to school, getting over my ex, & work. I like to look back at 
2015 through sections, season if you may where in spring I was happy with someone & 
summer being the saddest of the year. 2016 looks promising, more time, to perfect music, 
art, writing, anything that is an idea I want to solidify. I say all these glorious things 
sometimes, but I get uninspired just like you, faster than most sometimes, to where I put 
so much pressure on myself to work harder I hate everything I do. See there is no path to 
success, just your path, what you want it to be & how you want it to be. The only thing 
that stops us is our heads, the hearts got it right, obstacles in life are the only thing that 
slow us down. I'm just afraid when I do work hard at music or whatever I release I'll 
never reach the standard that I want to make. I just want to project something bigger that 
you or me. I hope that you can believe it too,  
 
hi I'm kyba morales.  
  



Hi, this is Keeplivingfaster aka Catherine 
I'm 16 yr old , art enthusiast and typo lover, I been working hard to improve 

myself as person and artist. I'm pretty sure out there are a lot to artist like me that have 
started young chasing they dreams, and I just wanna say guys, keep dreaming and 
working no one can stop you now. 

I had the worst feelings of fear because I wasn't sure about my talents and skills 
but then I get a marketing job at the age of 15 so everything is fucking possible even if 
you are your worst fan, even if there are people that didn't trust you just keep fighting 
cause everyone got a talent and knowing yours is the best one.  
  



I am black and I am white. I am sad and I am happy. I am pretty and I am ugly. I 
am kind and I am mean. I don't know what I am anymore. When I do bad things I just 
convince myself that I didn't do it. That way I don't feel guilty anymore. This means I am 
good and I am bad. I think I'm getting numb again. I'm emotionless when I'm expected to 
be sad, and I cry endlessly at small things like an old man sitting alone in a restaurant. the 
world is too mean for me. it is on top of me and I am suffocating. I'm calling out for help, 
but everybody just takes a quick glance, and then they walk away. i scream and I scream 
but nobody hears me. I'm sorry this doesn't make sense I am full of scrambled thoughts. I 
might be getting better, but I also might just be better at bottling my emotions, I'm not 
sure. I wish that I could write, at least then I would have a way to express my numb but 
still painful thoughts. 

I'm trapped in this tiny small minded town, there is no way out. they are vultures 
eating me alive from the inside out  
I don't know why I am like this. 
 
This is entitled. 
  



The Girl 
 

Oh, love. I never knew much about it, nor did I care too. What they spewed at me 
in the movies, books, and music didn’t really appeal to me past the entertainment 
spectrum. I prefered heartbreak to heartfelt, valleys to peaks; I felt much stronger 
experiencing the formers of those analogies rather than the latter. I wasn’t a big fan of the 
idea of giving all of my being to another. Maybe I was a pessimist or maybe I felt a sense 
of pride every time I got through pain. I had love all around me though, and it took the 
girl to make me realize that. 

I must start this self reflection out by taking a trip back to a time before the mirror 
was even present for me to look into. I believe it was around 2007 when my brother’s 
biological father, my mother’s ex husband, pulled into my driveway one evening when I 
was outside with a couple of my friends. It was rather odd that he showed up to my 
house, especially considering my father, my brother’s step dad, was home at the time 
also. I heard the front door shut, and out came my brother with a suitcase, two duffel 
bags, and a stack of seasons of “That 70s Show”. I didn’t quite understand what was 
going on at the time, I asked my brother if he was going on vacation, and him being a 16 
year old big brother to a 6 year old, told me he would be back for me. I saw my mom and 
sister come out, my mom hugged my brother and looked like she wanted to cry but was 
holding it back. I asked my sister, who at this point was crying, where he was going and 
she told me he was moving out, and that she was next. I was in complete and utter shock. 
I never expected my big bro, my best friend to leave me like that without any notice. I 
began to scream and cry and tell everyone that it’s not fair and he can’t leave me.  This is 
when my mom spoke, and let me tell you the worst sound I’ve ever heard in my life, the 
sound a person’s voice makes when the lump in their throat begins to well up and they 
want to sob, my mother said, “At least I still have you.”. 

My brother remained my best friend over the next few years, we hung out as 
much as we could and I liked to go to the restaurant that he worked at just to see him. 
Toward the end of 2011, I got the oddest news I think I have ever received, I was going 
to be an uncle. The bombshell of this news was that it wasn’t just my brother that was 
going to be a parent, but my sister also. I had started to feel betrayed because my parents, 
for the second time, neglected to tell me big news about my siblings sooner. In 2012, in 
the month of March, Madelyn Marie Hamrick was born, and my brother became a father. 
In the month after, Maddox Jeffrey Hamrick was born, and my sister became a mother. I 
was in the fourth grade, but let me tell you, I’ve never felt a mere competition to the 
feelings I felt on the days I met those babies. 

That same year, my father became very sick with pneumonia and was hospitalized 
in Charlotte and had to undergo surgery on his lung. My father rarely got sick, and when 
he did, it was typically a small cold, but this scared me. I had to live with my 
grandparents for a couple of weeks and I only saw my parents once in those two weeks.  I 
think this is when I began to become less of a pessimist and found myself hoping for 
everything to be okay. I began to appreciate what I had, which was two parents, and a 
family that supported me a lot. Once my father got out of the hospital and began to get 
well again, I fell back into my anti-optimistic habits of depreciation. 

Middle school went by faster than it seemed at the time. One semester of high 
school  has felt like all three years of middle school, minus all the “Deez nuts” jokes and 



harlem shaking. I didn’t make friends until 8th grade and the way I did that was by being 
odd. I was a kid with a wide knowledge of music, and who on a limb auditioned for the 
school play and got the lead role as “Shrek”. I thought I was hitting my peak, but oh was 
I wrong. I thought I had something with a girl, but she turned out to never really feel for 
me, and I took that more personal than I should’ve. 

Over the summer, I began to experience this peculiar sense of solitude. I had lots 
of friends still, and I say this in the least conceited fashion I can, I was kinda like the it-
boy for a good bit. I began to emotionally tear people apart, from my closest friends all 
the way to girls that started their judgement of me off by thinking I had nice music taste. I 
tore through the barrier between popularity and lameness. I was an actor, but I had lots of 
friends and females in my life hahaha. 

In August, I met the person that would inevitably change my life. She was a 
friend of a friend, and I cannot possibly explain in words how attractive she seemed. I 
can’t quite formulate my feelings into words yet but I sure do try. It turned out that she 
was into me, and I was into her, so to refrain from being corny… 

 
[Listen to Shadows x Childish Gambino to symbolize the falling in love part of this] 
 

I always was one to believe love was cliche. I never liked saying the words, “I 
love you” to anybody because I considered that too simple.Typically, when  I said that, I 
never felt like it meant much. Because of the girl, all of that changed. 

I had to tell her I love her. That I was sorry I always wanted to be so extra with 
everything I do but I had to. I loved her because of the sweat that dropped from the hair 
that had fallen in my face onto my palm, I loved her because she made that feel beautiful. 
 I loved her because her words seem to fill the massive hole in my heart, the one that was 
put there by my past. I have courted death for the longest time so maybe I should tell her 
that I love her, no matter how simple that phrase seemed to me. I wanted to tell her that 
the only thing stopping me from taking my own life is her. And I wouldn't compare her to 
anything material such as the sun or the stars, but perhaps the force that makes the sun 
rise and the sky illuminate for me at night. The force that makes the grass grow and the 
rain fall on a dry suburban california town. Tell her you love her. Tell her that she makes 
the deforestation that is destroying this world stop and that she creates what feels like the 
ever-expanding forest of these words that sit quietly in your heart. Explain to her in great 
detail how she makes your blood pulse like fireworks being blasted into the air and that 
she's the one rest stop in the marathon you're calling your life. Tell her how grateful you 
are for her. How she acts as a bed for you to fall down on after the long days you seem to 
have more often now. How she makes you feel good enough even though nobody is good 
enough for that girl, she's too perfect. Tell her how scared you are of her leaving because 
everyone seems to leave. Tell her how scared you are of her leaving because you know 
you carry too much baggage. Tell her how important she is to you and how she made 
every part of you feel like a whole. Because if you don't, I promise somebody else will, 
because she is that perfect. 

Maybe, "I love you" isn't as simple as I thought. 
I am not very old, I just turned 15 as a matter of fact. I have learned more in the 

past few months about loving than I could’ve ever imagined. I learned that you don’t 
have to like everything about someone to love them, I learned you don’t have to be 



matching soulmates. Everything that came before the girl feels like a single bullet point 
in my life, and every day since the Sunday I got the chance to talk to her has been a new 
one. I learned new things about loving my family, my friends, about regular people who 
I’ll never get the chance to speak to but will always admire. I learned that family matters, 
and that people don’t have to be blood related to be family. So, if I was to give you any 
type of insight to this, I’d tell you to find what you love, and let it consume you. 
 
- Stephen. Revenge. 
  



  



I'm seventeen years old, in my senior year, still pursuing music. I don't know what 
I'm going to do with my life. Does anyone my age? If so I'd like to meet them. My 
parents obviously want me to go to college and I probably will for at least a while, 
hopefully music takes off and I don't need to. I don't usually take time to reflect. I thought 
I would for a minute. I've done a lot in my life. Not as much as I'd like to or plan to, but 
I've done a lot. I started writing songs at 10 ( they were really bad) got involved with 
theater at around 12 for a couple years ( that originally stopped when I switched schools). 
I was always known as a super good kid. Somewhere along the way I guess things 
changed. I became upset all the time, I really couldn't tell you the point of life other than 
to do whatever you want. I struggle with my self all the time. Started doing some shit I 
don't think my parents would appreciate. The only thing I enjoy is creating new things. I 
hope to create music people relate too, maybe shoot a movie some day. When I'm not 
creating new stuff, I feel guilty, unproductive, and stressed. This is probably all over the 
place. In 2015 I leveled up from "That high school shitty rapper" too " Damn this kid 
kinda got it" I haven't stopped, Im constantly planning new things. I've worked with some 
of my favorite artists, landed a few gigs, got myself a manager, traveled a bit to work on 
music as well. In 2015 I finally got confident in my abilities and its paying off. You may 
hate me, You may not like my music, but if you hear my music you can't say its god 
awful. I'm broke, all my money goes to music related things, My parents help me out a 
lot and I couldn't be more thankful. I feel bad about that, I hope to make enough money 
to buy them a ton of stuff. My thoughts are all over the place.  
 
From – Achill 
  



These suburbs are an interesting area. We’re in south Texas so there’s a lot of 
weight on that kind of cowboy/working man culture, the one where it’s respectable to 
wear boots and ratty jeans and constantly look like you just got off an eight hour day 
working on a ranch, but in reality the high school I went to was very much upper middle 
class. Most kid’s parents work office jobs in San Antonio or they own businesses in the 
area. Nobody actually has to work. They go to school, they play sports, and they do 
drugs. A group of kids actually od’d on bath salts at a party after a football game last 
year. I think one of them died, the other four were just in the hospital for a while, not 
entirely sure. The point is this is an area where when that drug got a lot of news coverage 
because it compelled a man to attempt to eat someone’s face off, the local response was 
“let’s try it”. 

Currently I work 40-50 hour weeks in a warehouse in Comfort, I've been there for 
close to two years now. Wiring electrical control systems and welding skids and other 
things I in no way loathe doing day in and day out with a bunch of sweaty men who only 
talk about performing profane acts on various women and getting drunk. I left high 
school my junior year because that shit was stupid and went and got my diploma 
online. Outside of my job, I work on clothes and music and write stories and all that 
trendy creative tumblr shit. It's a little annoying because I honestly pour myself into all 
these things, but it's really the popular thing to do right now so I look like just another 
byproduct of the internet. So I avoid the internet. My twitter, Instagram, soundcloud, and 
tumblr are all the same, deadhearttheory. They are all also more or less empty. I want to 
release things in a more honest way than these facades of social media but I am not sure 
if that exists. I'll figure it out. For now I just make things to make me happy and that's 
cool. 

I actually just opened up a song I've been working on to share a link to and it's 
corrupted. Fucking fantastic. It was honestly one of my favorite songs now all I have of it 
is a shitty .mp3 preview I sent to one of my friends. 
 
Confessions, random thoughts, whatever: 
 
I have only been in one relationship, only lasted like 3 months, ended poorly. I kinda 
decided I don't fuck with that so I avoid it. I have friends, nothing more than platonic, 
nothing physical. Not out pulling all kinds of one night stands and shit I'm just alone. 
I got really really drunk at a party a few weeks ago and blacked out and when I came 
back to it was because this girl gave me coke. I didn't want that to happen. 
My mother wants me out of the house but I'm scared I don't know where to go or how to 
pay for rent and I hate talking to human people. 
My best friend cares so much about me but he doesn't really do anything and can't 
actually help me with anything. I love him but I'm sick of cheerleaders. 
I don't think I'm good enough. For anything. I know I'm good at things but not enough to 
be important to anyone. 
I look down on people who use mental disorders as an out for things and I hate myself for 
it. I feel like I'm working so hard on myself alone and I hate them for grasping for help. 
Even though honestly that's what I want to do. 
I really really wish I could sing, fuck man. 
I cried when I watched "Dior and I". 



My mom got me a drywall repair kit for Christmas because I got really upset one day and 
punched a whole in the bathroom wall. 
I don't make friends I just watch and read interviews to make myself feel really close 
to people I have never met. 
I had a dream that I was drowning a really close friend and that shit bothers me. 
A few years ago I was really into politics and technology and would have really in depth 
debates with teachers and parents, but for some reason I don't care about that stuff 
anymore; I feel as though I am far less intelligent and interesting than I was back then. 
I don't like young thug as much as I act like I do. 
I was gonna link some of my work here but I talked myself out of it. 
I honestly believe there isn't anybody else who feels things the way I do. I know I mean 
something by that but it probably isn't what either of us thinks. 
I was gonna write a story about how my mom works for the illuminati or the time I got so 
drunk I met Amy Winehouse but I got bored with this email. 
My whole life feels false and I am afraid of suicide. <3  
 
This is @deadhearttheory. 
  



I’m 19 years old and i feel like I’m not moving fast enough. spending too much 
time on the internet can really fuck you up. i see so many people doing big things and i 
want to join them. im scared i’ll never be a peer to my idols. I’m scared the content i 
make isn’t good enough. i dropped out of school to make art but i have done so little 
since then . I’m gonna get out of this town and make an example of myself. i have really 
big goals for 2016 but i need to get off my ass and work harder to achieve them.  
 
This is Brian Kinnes. 
  



Don’t let me drown. I’m begging you. I know I say that none of this matters but 
I’m lying. It all matters. It all matters way too much. College, jobs, everything. I act like 
it doesn’t worry me but it does. I pissed away my formative years chasing a high that 
would never bring happiness, with people who would never bring prosperity. Those 
people are gone now. They left along with all of my failed tests and empty dime sacks. I 
can’t say I blame them, and I can’t say I care.  

I’ve lost countless people. Everyone leaves. Even if you stay with someone 
forever, one of you has to die. Maybe I’m just a pessimist. Maybe I shouldn’t look at it 
that way, but maybe it doesn’t matter how I look at it, because maybe that’s the truth. 
Maybe none of this matters. Maybe I’ll never find the answers that I’ve spent countless 
hours looking for within this abyss that stares back at me every day.  

To put it simply, this is me. This is me spilling my head open onto a page for you all 
to read and admire but never truly understand. This is me opening my heart to the world 
hoping that nobody will spit in it. This is me finally giving up all of my reservations and 
pouring my heart out at 1:56 in the morning because I’m kind of drunk and Christmas is 
over. My youth is over.  

My best art comes from places of unbearable anxiety. What if I can never create 
without some sort of eternal conflict? Every great artist has their demons. Bukowski had 
liquor, Kurt had heroin, and Ian Curtis had lost control. These guys are my idols but I 
can’t be like them. I can’t die at 27 full of potential and pain the way Kurt did. I can’t 
allow the uncontrollable to control me. Yet here I sit, at 2:01 AM, staring into the void, 
praying that you don’t let me drown.  

This is Kyle Mantha. 

  



I'm not sure who I am, I thought I did. When I do find out temporarily, I find 
myself lost again trying to connect pieces in my life that I think make sense. In a humble 
opinion, I feel as if art is the only pure form left of expressing emotions. Everything else 
is tainted with consumerism and greed or some other worldly problem that I also share 
with the rest. That's why I feel the NEED to make my way through this life with art. Love 
has let me down, life-plans have let me down, even school has misguided me in certain 
ways. I'm so lost in finding myself that I only have a limited sense of direction about 
where I'm going and not a clue about my destination. But along the way I'm trying to 
learn that I can't avoid the bad in life. Instead, I can only take it in moderation and learn 
from it. As long as I'm being true to myself always, no matter the amount of lack of 
support I have, I'll make it to that destination or die trying from the distractions.  

This is Tyler L. 



I was Buzz Lightyear for 7 years in a row for Halloween. It's obviously been a couple 
years since I dressed up as a space ranger but I still feel like one every single day of my 
life. Nothing is impossible and I have the entire world in the palm of my hands, just like I 
did the first time I decided to put that green costume on. The most important year of my 
life so far is coming to a close this week and the most important year of my life is going 
to start simultaneously. Strange things are happening to me. My best friend lives in a 
different country and I miss a lot of people who don't miss me back. My bedroom feels 
really small right now. I'm uncertain about where my life is going to go next year or even 
within the next couple days. The only thing I am certain of is that you've got a friend in 
me. 
 
I'm a space ranger in a state full of cowboys and I'm going to infinity and beyond. 
 

This is Luke Shippey.  





i dont know why im typing this a friend convinced me to. its 2:55 am im talking to a girl 
who is keeping my mind off a lot of things. im scared for the future but im not doing 
anything proactive to help better myself. its like im a deer standing frozen in the 
headlights of an oncoming car. i dont know if im depressed or like just super lazy but i 
cant seem to find motivation in things that i love to do like i used to. i have an immense 
desire to be someone great someday and i guess that in turn puts a lot of pressure on me. i 
dont work well under pressure. and that scares me. it scares me that i cant find the 
motivation to do the things i want to do. it scares me that i might have to go to college in 
two years. it scares me that i might not acheive what i want to acheive. life seems so 
fucking simple until its not and it just turns into a confusing ball of mixed emotions and 
feelings towards other people that i cant seem to process or comprehend by myself. i dont 
know who to trust anymore i cant even go off of what I think bc i always second guess 
things. im not happy with my music anymore. and i dont do shit about it. i just 
procrastinate and avoid bc thats all im good at at this point in life and i dont know if that 
will ever change and that scares me too. im living in a constant crippling fear of the 
future. this is me on december 28th, 2015 3:08AM 

This is Jimmy. 



i'm afraid i'll get stuck. i'm afraid i'll get stuck in this town. i'm afraid i'll get stuck 
creatively. i'm afraid i'll get stuck with the same people. i'm afraid i'll get stuck doing the 
same things everyday. i'm afraid.  
 
stuck 
 
This is Forrest Puryear. 
  



im overly passionate about everything. 
i have wanted to marry the girl im w/ since i met her. if she doesn't see me as the 

best at everything then im no good. im not ok with being the runner up. i have to push. 
her opinion matters most. my chest is on fire. 

my dad died July 19th of 2015 suddenly and i cant remember  what he sounds like 
anymore. each day goes by and i try my hardest not to think about it. some ppl are 
hypersensitive about it and some ppl are insensitive about it. there is no HAPPY medium. 
i wonder if he can hear me. and if he can does he like it? his opinion matter most. 

2015 was fucking weird, man. i exchanged angels. im finishing up my last year of 
high school. i went from 0 ppl taking me seriously to ppl telling me i got them thru hard 
times. hopefully 2016 i can get some momentum goin my way, who knows. i only want it 
all. ppl tell me thats too much to ask for.  
 
This is Jules Henley. 



 I love fortune cookies. I think it's because when I was a kid, my whole extended 
family would go to this Chinese restaurant on special occasions. I was a really picky eater 
when I was younger, so I only had the fortune cookies to look forward to. Sometimes you 
get one of those bullshit fortunes, that just tell you to like "keep your mind open to new 
possibilities". Those ones are super lame! The ones that you want are the ones that tell 
you your future in a kind of spooky exciting way. I know it's silly, but my cheeks always 
heat up and my heart beats a little faster when I get something even a tiny bit relevant in 
my life.  

I think they also give you hope. The most important person in my life lives in 
Austin, Texas, while I live thousands of miles away in a place that drops to -40 degrees in 
the winter. Sometimes I need a fortune cookie to tell me that I'm going to see him again. 
I have an older brother who I like to get into really profound conversations with while we 
drink tea. One day, we were talking about this smart dude who had been analyzing the 
split second change a person can make between total fear and overwhelming relief (when 
you think you lose your phone, only to realize you were sitting on it). The point made 
was that if an emotional change that severe can be made so instantly, then it should be 
possible to work on making that quick of a switch from any negative feeling to a positive 
one. When I feel alone and it's frozen outside for as far as I can see, it seems impossible 
that I'll ever get to spend my time with the people I love the most, because they're all so 
far away. But then a piece of paper from inside a cookie tells me I'll be taking a vacation 
soon, and if something as simple as that can give me hope, I know I can find a way to be 
hopeful on my own. 

I am a 16 year old longing for liberation from my parents, waiting for the day that 
I am an adult carrying out my dream of being an artist. The adults in my life are my only 
hindrances to being happy and expressive. All I wanna do all day and everyday is just 
make art; take pictures and make music, make people feel something. I'm not like anyone 
else, simply because I'm always alone. Everyone needs more time to think, because I 
promise you'll stop being a product of your surrounding if you learn who you really are.  
 
This is Mendesota.  
  



Hello. It's me. the seventeen year old with no sense of direction and bitten up 
fingernails. The seventeen year old who doesn't know what to do with his life. The 
seventeen year old. All the important parts of my story come after i move to texas, so ill 
start then. It actually starts at the beginning of high school. High school sucks by the 
way.Freshman year wasn't too bad, got distracted from school of course. Played too many 
video games, and didn't care enough about school. Sophomore year was a trainwreck. I 
hated everything about sophomore year. My teachers, my friends, everything. i was in 
heavy depression. i felt like a tiger in an aquarium. i felt out of place everywhere i went. 
everyone was happy around me and i tried my hardest but it just wouldn't work. 
eventually i started popping pills to ease the pain, to make me numb. it worked, but made 
everything so much worse. My parents were always wondering why i was failing classes 
that year, its because i didnt do anything but lay in bed all day, thinking about suicide. i 
even met up with a dude to buy a gun, but i realized suicide scared me. i couldnt do it to 
my family. it was selfish if i did it. Junior year came. Junior year was bad, but nowhere 
close to sophomore year. sophomore year was like an undercover cop. Junior year was 
just a normal cop, still sucks, but not as bad. undercover cops aren't fair, anyways back to 
the story. the beginning of junior year doesn't matter. Everything changed on april 8 
though. i met my first love. she was beautiful, harmless, captivating. we started to hang 
out every day after school, so again my grades slipped but who cares i was in love for the 
first time. i was so passionate about her guys, she was my everything. we did so much 
together. 6 months later, we broke up. still don't know why it happened, but im pretty 
much over her now. but i want to be in love again, with a better girl. With a girl who 
won't take advantage of me, who will treat me right. all i did was show her love, but i 
guess she didnt see it anymore. So here i am now, senior year, and counting down the 
days i get to leave. I wanna be in austin already, living it up, taking pictures, making 
movies. Anything besides this. the people here suck, and i want to meet new people. i am 
inspired by many people. tyler mitchell is a huge inspiration of mine, i wish he knew. i 
hope to inspire lots of people one day, and i want to make a movie that will inspire 
people. Thanks.  
 
PS love is a beautiful thing dont run away from it. Dont lock away your feelings people. 
it is awesome. its worth the hurt. its worth the drunk texts, and the restless nights, its 
worth all of the pain My heart overrides logic. 
 
Love, Carter Freas 
  



somewhere in the mix of everything i must have gotten lost. im not sad or mad, just lost. i 
wasn't told I'd ever have to pay for my own laundry or have to go make new friends. it's 
intimidating out here in the real world, in the big city. photoshop and internet fashion 
forums are the only places i recognize now. im not scared to be in these new places with 
these new people but i do get a little lost sometimes. and that's a feeling ive never really 
had to worry about before. its comforting to know that all the people around me are 
feeling the exact same way. and that's kind of beautiful, we're all just a big lost youth. 
 
-anonymous 
  



I am more than just my name, and where I from. These things are like newspaper 
headlines. Everyone gets the paper, but few read all the stories. Everyone knows my 
name, but few get to know me. I am more than my name and the town that I grew up in. I 
go by my name day by day, it's what people call me. But I'm much more. There are times 
where I think I'm less than me, but often times I feel that I have grown far greater than 
my old self expected.I want to go places, travel great lengths, write beautiful things, and 
be everything but useless while I'm here. I hope that I can do these things, but right now 
things are moving so fast. I want things to slow down, because I am terrified of losing the 
good things in my life. I want things to eternally grow, and good things to never die out. I 
want the good forever, but I feel the bad too. I think that I have a lot of things I need to 
take care of, but I don't know how to take care of them. I keep things to myself, I draw by 
myself, I write by myself. I am a person wandering about aimlessly, doing things alone, 
or that's how I feel deep down some days. I don't mind it, but I secretly wish I was invited 
to the lame gatherings my friends go to. But I like being in my own space, I like the quiet, 
but I like to have a good time. I just want things to be simple, and good. I just want to 
never let anyone down. I just want to walk around forever with my headphones in 
listening to my favorite songs. I like the simple things, nothing elaborate. I like the sky, 
and how it looks at different times of the time. I like to look at it on my deck and think 
about various things. I'm proud of myself for getting better, even though some days it 
doesn't feel like I have. I love everyone around me, even myself at times. 
 
-anonymous  
  



so like i was born in kenya and i never really was expected to happen my mom 
had me like at 19 and whatever so like right after i turned 1 she left to america and like i 
was raised by my grandma and my dad on the weekends cause my grandma didnt like 
him i visited my mom once in 2004 in nj and she was pregnant with my half brother but i 
had to go back to kenya, i moved here officially 2008 and like my grams and uncle in 
kenya didnt want me to go cause they knew my mom was going to take advantage of me 
but i really wanted to b with my mom so i came and she never wanted me here cause she 
missed me but to take care of my brother and sister, shed like leave for like weekends 
with them and like i had to take care of them until i had to start school so on i was really 
treated like a maid or whatever but she got abusive and crap and cps took me and my 
siblings away from her so i stayed with my aunt but thats when i started to self harm 
cause it went on my moms record and stuff i ended up going to rehab and living with her 
for a while until cps gave her a restraining order on me and i couldn't see her so the 
depression came back because i felt at fault since then the restraining order was lifted and 
my moms side of the family like disowned me and now its just like me trying to be me 
without them 

right now im just living life im working on my photography and trying to learn 
how to make music and all that crazy stuff i live with my aunt im a junior in high school 
and i hate everything thing about myself but im slowly learning to love myself again 
 
this was so long and tedious sorry 
 
This is Tanya. 
  



I'm not always on my phone. I'm always at home. The internet is not just merely a 
tool, it's a place. An actual fucking place. These kids sitting around me in desks don't care 
about art. They don't care about culture. They think its weird that I cried during Kanye 
West's VMAs speech. That speech was for me. That speech was for US. The internet is 
where my closest friends are. The internet is the only place where I can find kids just like 
me who are into the same shit I'm into. 

I know what the fuck I'm going to do and I'm going to take all of you, all of the 
fucking people reading this, all of the fucking kids who daydream in class and make 
doodles of their clothing brand, or work out melodies for their new tracks, or 
meticulously plan out their next photo shoot, or are writing out the lyrics for the album 
that they'll record on their macbooks at 2 AM because that's when your producer in 
Norway is awake - I'm going to take all of you with me to redefine culture and take over 
this fucking world. 
 
This is End of an Era. 
  



I feel like I'm going to die. I blinked my eyes twice and 19 years went by. I'm scared to 
blink more times. I'm scared if I blink, I'll die. 
 
This is Ben Work.  
  



I'M AFRAID I'M GONNA LOSE. I'M AFRAID I'M NOT PROGRESSING ENOUGH. 
I'M AFRAID I'M WASTING MY TIME. I'M AFRAID I'LL NEVER BE PROUD OF 
MYSELF. I'M AFRAID MY PARENTS WILL NEVER BE PROUD OF ME. I'M 
AFRAID MEY PEERS WILL ALWAYS LOOK AT ME LIKE I'M A LOSER. I'M 
AFRAID I'LL END UP LIKE MY PEERS. I'M AFRAID I'LL NEVER BE AS 
TALENTED AS MY FRIENDS. I'M AFRAID I'LL END UP WITHOUT ANY REAL 
FRIENDS. I'M AFRAID I'LL NEVER GET OUT OF MY HOMETOWN. I'M AFRAID 
OF COMPLACENCY. I'M AFRAID I'LL NEVER GET ALL OF THESE IDEAS OUT 
OF MY HEAD. I'M AFRAID I'LL BE STUCK INSIDE MY HEAD FOREVER. I'M 
AFRAID I'LL NEVER LOVE AGAIN. I'M AFRAID SHE DOESEN'T EXIST. I'M 
AFRAID I'LL DIE ALONE. I'M AFRAID I'LL DIE UNHAPPY. I'M AFRAID MY 
FEARS AND PESSIMISTIC ATTITUDE WILL FOREVER PREVENT ME FROM 
LIVING MY LIFE.  
 
THIS IS DAVID KEAV. 



  



 
MY FAMILY PROBABLY MISSES ME, SOMEHOW I’VE CONVINCED MYSELF 
ITS FOR THEM. I EXPERIMENT TOO MUCH. I SHOULD SLEEP MORE. I’M 
AFRAID OF COMMITMENT. I’VE GOTTEN USED TO BEING ALONE. I’M 
OBSESSED WITH THE WORLD OF CREATION. MY BODYS BECOME SORE. 
IDEAS SHAPE THE WORLD BUT ITS UP TO US TO EXECUTE THEM, NO 
MATTER HOW CHALLENGING. SOUND AND SIGHT GUIDE ME. I’VE FOUND 
THE BRIDGE BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH BUT I’M NOT READY TO CROSS IT.  
 
THIS IS RAMSAY ALMIGHTY.   
  



this isn't the real me. this is the me that everyone on the internet wants to see. i try to stay 
as real as i can on twitter. but every time i tweet about loving my girlfriend or how much 
i like kevin abstract or tyler, the creator i lose four followers. i'm beginning to believe 
that twitter (and all social media sites in general) belong only to the unfunny parody 
accounts and the horny relationship goals freaks. i don't care about followers. i care about 
who i follow. social media should be for appreciating people you care for's content. not a 
fucking contest to see who can get the most likes and followers. this is what i think. you 
don't have to agree. but this is me. so the next time you second guess posting something 
about your favorite director, singer, or anything your interested in, because your afraid of 
not getting shares, retweets, likes, or losing followers, just remember this, kid: 
this is you. 
 
This is Alex Bishop (@alexthecracker) 
  



He says I have a god complex but I don't believe in God. I snack my bubblegum 
and cross my legs and admire my perfect freshly chewed nails. Tuning out his pleas for 
me to stay comfortably in his bed. I'm writing this on a napkin in his living room now. I 
stopped smoking and my hands are bored. I don't watch television. I forget to eat. I 
shower three times a day. I rarely listen to music. I draw shapes, seduce men,  and write 
poetry and then throw it all away. With much remorse. I cry about it after. I don't do 
drugs. I stare at the intersecting point in my ceiling for hours. I'm never lonely or bored. 
I'm disconnected. I'm not an artist I'm a woman trapped in a body I don't fucking 
recognize. I feel very uncomfortable. Writing illegible words and touching my ribs in the 
mirror. 

I don't know what I was supposed to write here.  
In high school I loved a man who loved heroin. It must have loved him back.  
His clothes are still hung up in my old closet. 
I stare at my veins and I think about him.  

And then I loved a man who wanted to die. I kissed the corners of his mouth and 
left love notes in drawers for him to find. I think this is another one of those. (If you're 
reading this I miss you) 

We have a death pact. We thought it was romantic. Sometimes I stare at my neck 
in the mirror and wonder if we really meant it. 
 
I don't know if I ever loved anyone. 
I tried to understand what it would be like though.  
I hate to be touched. 
I love to sleep alone.  
I love dining alone.  
I love my life in the city. 
I don't know the day of the week. 
 

Could you tell me when I start to feel more human? Or the cure to my writers 
block? Could you tell me I look thinner? Or less sad?   

If I walked into traffic where would my clothes go? Would they wear my silk the 
right way? Would they find better use for my things? Do you wonder these things too? 
Could you satisfy me? Could you please fix me? Who has all the answers?  Could you 
read these things and still find a way to love me?  
 
I hope when they bury me they conclude I was a myth.  
I just want to feel human.  
I think I just want to be alone.  
 
This is Kayla Boe.  
  



I woke up this morning at around 12, it's an off day, so I did some chores, ate then 
went straight to my computer to start working hard on my passion: music. Recorded a 
song or two, finished some beats, edited a video a little more, but I wont stop until I am 
living the dream I dream about every night. You wake up every morning to go to work 
and live the same mediocre lives as everyone around you. You are force fed backup plans 
so that you will never fail and always be safe. Life isn't about being safe. When you wake 
up from your sleep continue your dream. Live in the clouds a little bit, but do not fall 
short of reality. Work as I do; every chance I get. 
 
This is Shawn Of The Dead (@shawnotd).  
  



I spend most nights scrolling or watching movies and sometimes i read books. 
When im able to get myself together o can create and once i start im gone. I lost myself in 
everything i make. My mind and body are completely lost in the mess of my creations. 
My creations define who i am and i am what I make. My emotions are translated through 
every pixel  every word every line every second of anything i create and that displays 
who i am. im still lost buy im finding my way.  
 
This is Patrick Covers. 
  



I'm at a precarious stage in my life. I can only try or settle. The prospects of both 
scenarios fuck me up. But I know I am going to try. This is my hyperreal knock on the 
door of my abstract abode of dreams. Funny how it's starting to feel real -- a symptom of 
living in our time. 
 
This is Jag Nathan. 
  



It’s the end of a year. This end and this prompt have found me in a strange place. 
I am alive, for the first time in a long time. I used to be aimless. Afraid of doing anything 
outside of what I was told, afraid of making my own mistakes. My family and my 
environment kept trying to tell me I was only as good as I was at following their vision 
for me. Soon I believed it. I died that day. I breathed and moved and spoke, but I know I 
was dead already. I don’t know what it was that told me I needed to come back, but when 
I finally did, I realized I was hurtling toward a life as one more mindless drone, the last 
thing America still manufactures. I had to break out. So I did. Getting myself untangled 
from all the negativity really felt like hopping out of a car doing 85 on the highway in 
west Texas. The landing was ugly and ungraceful. My own doubts tried to drain me. 
College tried to ruin me. The streets tried to kill me. I learned how to fight back, and now 
I own every breath and every step I take. 

I set my own path now. I have a dream I want to accomplish. I wake up every day 
for that dream. Every day is another day that brings me closer to making it a reality. My 
friends don’t understand. Distant observers think I’m crazy. Everybody has their piece to 
say about what I do with my time now but I forgot how to care. This goal gives me 
something to live for, a reason to get up in the morning, a reason to smile at all the 
bullshit that comes up in my way. And even if it doesn’t work out as planned, I’ve 
learned how to be happy that I even have the chance to try. 
 
This is Darius Kazoko. 
  



My life is like a movie only I can watch. Sometimes I feel like it's just starting, 
and everything before was just preparing me for the world. I remember just last year I 
was the only one who believed we could even take it this far, now it's people who have 
more faith in me than I do myself. I feel the same way I did at the end of senior year, 
when all I had to do was get through my senior play and pass my theatre final so I could 
finally focus on music full time. this only the beginning, I will achieve everything I set 
out to do and more.  
 
This is Alexander X. 



  



 
stuck in this small texas town that doesn't like change..i fight everyday to keep myself 
inspired but its hard in a place thats so dead. sometimes i start to think i'm dead myself 
but these dreams...thats what keeps me alive, thats what i wake up for. nothing else but 
my dreams, as selfish as that may sound...i know where i want to be and i know its going 
to take alot to get there. 
i went to LA with my friends recently and that was the best time of my life. i felt like 
thats where i belong. we are all going to move there really soon.   
i cant let my friends down and i know they don't want to let me down...let alone just let 
ourselves down.   
as an artist i tend to put a lot of pressure on myself but i'm realizing now that its not really 
good for me.  one step at a time. thats how it works. 
 
i'm just working on developing myself to achieve all that i can with the time im given. 
peace.   love.    happiness.    health.    wealth.    success. 
 
This is Khalil Hall (@artiskhalil). 
  



It's midnight. I am currently working on new music for my album 'Lavender Hills' 
dropping in February.. And I feel really good about this project. I started working on the 
first track off of the album a year and a half ago, with my good friend Cavan Brady, and 
I've been putting in lots more work ever since. When my label announced the release date 
for the project, I got really scared. I spent the whole rest of that night sending my friends 
some of the music off the album, so they could give me their input. They all said it was 
good, but I was still beyond worried. I had that thought in the back of my mind of "What 
if it's not good enough". But then I realized that it's just music. It's music I want to make. 
It's my style. It's how I want it to sound. If you don't like it, I'm not going to let that 
bother me. And if you don't like it, don't let it bother you. Because I'm going to make the 
music I want to make. I will not adapt my sound to what today's society likes to hear.  
 
2016 is approaching. I am alone and broken. I've lost everything this past year, and with 
New Years approaching, all I'm thinking about is what I'll lose this next year. 
 
"In the world through which I travel, I am endlessly creating myself." 
 
This is Voltrexx. 
  



3days tillthe newyear. But i still feel little will change when its comes to 
emotions. Seems the more i think the more i get lost but the more i get lost the more i 
find myself. You cant find yourself if you never lost youself. I stay in my thoughts. Its 
where im comfortable and i know no one can hurt me. Forget the daddy issues, id still be 
misguided. Still be dissapointed in humanity. I would of been where i am now no matter 
what. I forgot most of my childhood, maybe cause of things i didnt want to hold on to or 
maybe i wasnt in grasp with reality. What i can remember seems like it was a dream. Idk. 
The whole life thing just kinda seems invalid to me. Like im sitting on a dirt road waiting 
for a car to pass just to look forward to the next one passing. I love the life i live but its 
pointless. I mean we all end up under 6 feet of earth. Forget it, im talking out my inner 
voice agian. 
 
This is Stoneyyy. 
  



I am me. messed up & screwed up; it is what it is, and I'm okay with that. I don't 
pretend to be anybody else. I don't want to be anyone else other than who I was meant to 
be; me. I'm not striving to be better than the next person; only better than who I was 
yesterday. My goal is not to get approval from anyone; my goal is simply to prove myself 
right. I don't want to achieve perfection. I'm okay with being the best imperfect reflection 
of myself. Love me or hate me; I am who I am, and I don't pretend to be someone else. 
I'm 19. I'm lonely and lost. I create art day and night. I sit at my shitty desktop computer 
I've had since 7th grade creating things that are true to me. My inspiration to create 
comes from the need to express myself. I don't put a label on myself and neither should 
you. I make what is true to me, and that's all that should matter.  
 
This is Ryuketsuu. 
  



my name is david, i'm 19, lost, and searching. a product of everything i hate, 
inspired by everything i love. a victim of bullying, a victim of depression, a mess looking 
for his next fix, all behind me. i have pipe dreams, the kind that make people laugh when 
i tell them. i'm at a pivoting point in my life, soon to make a move to los angeles, broke, 
$10,000 dollars in debt, failure is not an option. I'm determined to follow in the steps of 
those who inspire me, while making my own story. i will be successful, no matter the 
obstacles.  

i am amongst the most lonely months of my entire life. all of my friends are at 
home. the only friends i have here are my cigarettes. i resurrected my imaginary friend 
from 12 years ago to pass the time. i only wear one earbud when i listen to music so he 
can wear the other. i guess that way i’m never alone. 

i’m on five different medications now. 5 months ago it was just one. i feel like i’m 
seventy years old. i’m scared of the pills that calm my nerves. i’m tired of the pills that 
keep me awake. i’m stressed about the pills for my headaches. my appetite is always 
absent. yet i’ve gained 18 pounds in the past two months.  

the breakup with my ex a few years ago threw me into a deep depression. today 
we have a 68 day snap streak and text almost every day. my friends call me soft for 
keeping in touch with her. truth is, i don’t have many people who listen to me these days. 

tonight i laid on the floor and cried to a song by fog lake while typing out text 
messages to people that i would never send.  

all i’ve ever done is sit around and wait. for the balls to flush my pills down the 
drain. for the love i didn’t get from my parents. for that text that says “its not your fault”. 
for my emotions to be taken seriously.  

now i’m trying to do instead of wait. i’m trying to help myself instead of 
depending on everyone else. i’m trying to reach out to everyone i love and let them know 
they’re loved. i’m trying to take myself seriously hoping that someone else might do the 
same for themselves. i’m trying to give people the acceptance that i wish i got. the thing 
that keeps me going is the thought that someone might notice and understand.  
 
This is LPCDMP3. 
  



I've been typing and retyping "my story," over the last few days, but before I send 
anything- I'm curious as to what you'd like to receive. Would your preference be to 
receive a "finished product" to be published more or less as is (as in: send something that 
has some sense of narrative cohesion, artistic voice, and grace) or would you want to 
receive information for your contextualizing and presenting (a marble block for you to 
whittle into a sculpture, so to speak- facts and details and commentary you would turn 
into your own artistic statement) 

I sound like an asshole. I think the project is really cool though. 
 
Good luck, Brendan 
  



It's strange to be so young but close to being old. Everyone almost expects you to 
be smarter, taller, stronger handsomer. I believe them so much that it's become hard for 
me to enjoy my youth. 17 is weird because now I am a kid being exposed to adult things. 
My friends drink, and do drugs and have sex These kids drive wherever they want and do 
what they want. Then there's me. I don't do much. I stay at home, and watch tv. My 
friends tell me I'm a great guy, and that I'm handsome, but I'm always ignored until I 
speak first. I am an outsider watching everyone else. Hoping they let me into their lives, 
so that I have a little bit of fun. Sometimes they do, but only ever once. After that, I'm not 
fun. I am not wanted after that.  
 
This is Michael Christian.  
  



I've spent another night drinking until I threw up on my bathroom floor and inhaling 
nameless pills up my nostrils. 
I think to myself when did I get like until I realize I was always like this. 
I lost the one thing that meant the world to me and ever since then I've been floating 
along meaningless. 
I'm 16, I've dropped out of high school and I'm traveling the world. 
I have no job. 
I rely on my parents for everything. 
Life should be easy, maybe I'm just ungrateful. 
The people around me think I'm faking this, or its just an excuse for my behavior. 
I can't help it. 
I've been arrested, been put into mental hospitals, and slept in hotel rooms across the 
world. 
Best of both worlds I guess. 
I smoke almost 2 packs a day now. 
I've stopped trying to kill myself every single night. 
Maybe I'm making progress, 
Maybe I'm still drowning. 
 
Smh, Arbaaz. 
  



growing up in a bum fuck town with nothing to do has become an excuse for drugs and 
breaking the law and I’ve fell victim to it. Anything thats outside my room is outside of 
my comfort zone . 
the only way i can get anything out is to create. art is the only thing i can stand and if i 
can’t make a life out of it , i rather be dead. i can’t remember the last time i learned 
something in school and I’m constantly ruining relationships with people because they’re 
not thinking the way i am . all i know is I am who I am and I’m going to get where i need 
to go or I’m going to die trying. – Jackson Rhodes 
 
I             turned               17               almost               two               months              ago  
 
Around that same time I noticed I felt more lost than usual. Everyone around me was 
talking about their college plans, how fun the party they went to was, and how drunk they 
got. They still are. The difference between us became more apparent and I felt like an 
outsider. I also began to feel like I was wasting my time. I’ve been sitting in my room, 
creating for hours on end for the past few years, but have nothing to show for it. I’m 
making an album now. I hope it’s not just an album to some kid out there, but a whole 
world to get lost in. And hopefully I’m not just some kid who makes music after it.  
 
To achieve a goal you must first find out exactly what it is you want to do, and then the 
reason behind it. I’m making this so I can finally have something of my own. Something 
no one can ever take away from me. No matter what stage I’m at in my life, something 
that I can look back on I can say I did. Just with the help of a few of my friends. I want it 
to be great for the same reasons. This is my introduction to the world, and i’m nervous as 
hell. No one’s anticipating this, no one really cares. Sometimes I think that’s my 
advantage over others because I have no expectations to live up to. 
 
I don’t want to be in the same place I am now at the end of 2016. I know I won’t be. I 
can’t sit around for another year and just think of all the cool things I want to do. I won’t 
be content seeing everyone go off and start new chapters of their lives while i’m stuck in 
the same place; wishing I was somewhere else. 
 
I                can’t                sit                in                my                room                anymore.    
 
This is Pariswifi. 



  



 
In the future, all of these things I am doing to succeed will end up being a waste 

of time, energy, money and talent. I'm a teenage boy from Utah who wants to create for a 
living. Music, Clothing, Photography, things famous people end up doing. It's a waste 
because in reality, everybody wants to rap and get big, it's a dream every kid has. A small 
amount of the kids who dream that dream tend to pursue that goal, like me. Another very 
small amount of kids will make it. Nobody makes it out of Utah though. That scares me. 
I'll try no matter what. It's a goal I've had since I was six. It's a goal me and my friend 
have. I'll read this again, and again, and again... What changed by the end of this 
paragraph. You decide. . . Read it again until moving on... Now I'll tell you what 
changed. Maybe this goal is not a waste . . . 
 
This is Devin Summer. 
  



give me something to die for 
even if nothing worth it really exists 
give me something believable 
at least for a little while 
remind me that it's too late and that my suffering is inevitable now and the only 
redemption I've got is a generosity and love that leaves me feeling empty and taken 
advantage of  
remind me that that's as good as it gets 
remind me to savor every moment of unadulterated happiness I find, to lick up every last 
drop like spilled wine in the streets of Paris 
remind to live for the sake of living 
remind me to forget about death 
remind me that fucking everyone won't seal up the cracks somebody else made 
remind me that isolation won't do it either 
don't remind me that I'll keep falling in love with the wrong people 
the selfish, far away, forgetful, don't deserve it, broken but beautiful people  
don't remind me because I will not listen  
 
This is Lauren McFather.  



  



 
Isn't it crazy how we can forget things so easily and it'll sit on another persons 

mind forever. Isn't crazy how people say it gets worse but we can't relate nor know what 
that feels like because we haven't experienced it.  
Isn't it crazy how people have hundreds and thousands of followers on social media and 
every single "account" is actually a real person with a full life and personality and out of 
the millions of accounts there are on social media they decided to follow ours. I don't 
know I think about this shit a lot. 

Perpective is everything.  
 
This is Rue Xul.  
  



i was scrolling through r/hiphopheads one shitty morning when i came across bold text 
written plain on the screen "I was at a show last night where pusha t had a dj set" 
 
as fucking tired as I was that morning I clicked the text link in hopes of getting an 
improvised piece of entertainment for the day. the next 15 minutes surprisingly changed 
my life. 
 
I read a paragraph on how much pusha t fucking sucked. he was bad. he didn't know what 
he was doing. he tanked on his set. it was apparently so bad that people started leaving.  
 
rap's drug lord fucked up in something as simple as a dj set. 
 
//////////////////// 
 
ive had dreams ever since i was a kid. fame? naw. 
 
i wanted to change the world. i knew from a very young age that the world is fucked up. 
in all kinds of ways. 
 
i dont think there is a point to human existence. we aimlessly meander through the 
endlessness of the universe with absolutely no purpose searching for meaning behind 
every fucking thing we do. when there is none. 
 
if there is anything you can do to add any ounce of meaning to who and what you are, its 
to influence. us as creatives, or humans for that matter dont understand the capability we 
have to influence.  
 
make people hear things they otherwise wouldnt. make people see things they otherwise 
wouldnt. make people feel.. 
 
I have six and half months to influence the world through art before I begin a whole 
different chapter of my life. 
 
so im gonna do it. while i hide behind rap's king pin.  
 
pusha t dj set. 2016. 
  



She loves me and only me, i think, i dont know, thats what she tells me. 
But she'll never leave, im the best thing thats happened to her and she loves to fuck/get 
lost in drugs. 

She loves playing with death and death loves playing with her. 
 

This is Tyler Weisser.  
  



I pray to a god that has yet to believe in himself.  I wish people would understand 
that they can conquer anything they put their mind to.  I think that's my purpose.  Despite 
me having my personal goals I would much rather have a hand in helping someone up 
and cheering them on towards the finish line.  I never understood why I was so deeply in 
love with my first girlfriend.  Almost three years it finally hit and to this day I still cheer 
her on.  We don't talk anymore but I see her in my dreams sometimes.  We need to learn 
and accept that pain can help us grow and that love can spark the fire towards a million 
unseen worlds.  I wish I could say thank you to her.  All the dreams I aspire to live to 
see.  All the art I've created up to this moment and that I will create until I die has 
something to do with her.  All the friends I've met have underlining met her within 
me.  We're all one.  And I want to thank you for being you.  I want you to be the best you 
can be.  Because you deserve it.  And so do I.  Don't give up.  I love you. 
 
This is @chaunceylaborde. 
  



Last year was the hardest year of my life. I went from knowing exactly who I was 
and where I was headed to now just trying to recapture a piece of that person. When you 
give one hundred percent of yourself to someone else, there isn't any leftover for you. I've 
seen qualities in the people I cared about most that make me not want to look at them. I'm 
not bitter, I'm not hateful; I'm apathetic. And that is a feeling worse than hate. And as of 
now, I don't see a way out.  
 
This is Ethan Bence. 
  



It's 4:00 pm and I'm preparing for a party tonight. It'll be just about the first thing 
I've done this break since I spent the majority of it wasting away in my room avoiding 
family members. I wanted to do things. I wanted to see friends but every time they'd call 
me and ask to hang out I'd find some BS excuse for why I couldn't. I wanted to write, to 
create, to make something but I couldn't find the motivation to even do that. It's been like 
this for a few months now. I've done nothing memorable and even if I had I wouldn't be 
able to remember it really. I've been in a fog. I have lots of ideas. A lot of things that I 
want to do. But I haven't even began to chase my dreams yet. I've began to give up. I just 
let them be dreams and nothing else. 
 
This is a Dreamer 
  



My family threw a New Year’s Eve Party and everyone here talks about themselves and 
asks the same questions so I decided to leave for a bit and write this. I contradict myself 
all the time, so I’ll probably have a different opinion and hate this in a couple weeks, but 
that’s OK. This year I realized even though I’m constantly changing that it’ll always still 

be me. Even though I hate measuring myself using the years I that’s how I wrote this. 
 

2015.  
Graduated high school and went to University because everyone else was. 

Understanding it’s OK to not know what I want to do for a career yet.   
Realized all my friends are hell-bent on careers they hate and will kill them. I hate most 

of them now. 
Stopped trying to fit in by drinking and talking about girls all the time. Having no 

ambitions isn’t cool.  
Had my first relationship and first kiss with a girl that helped me grow more than anyone 

else this year. 
Had my first breakup because I was too attached and took who she was for granted. 

Stopped copying Kanye and the internet. 
Started learning and exploring more on topics that interest me. 

Discovered and became inspired by the bedroom artists. 
Stopped caring about exclusivity. Didn’t stop liking or doing things just because they got 

popular. 
Started buying only designer clothes because it made me think I was better than everyone 

else. 
Stopped buying only designer clothes. No one is really better than anyone else. 

Stopped judging everything automatically. Perspective is everything.  
Stopped talking about myself all the time. 

 
2016 

Keep growing. The rest will follow. 
 

This is Taylor Kan 
 



 I’m smirking at myself a little bit. For as long as I can remember, definition has 
always been one of my weaknesses. I still don’t recognize myself in the mirror. I struggle 
filling out questionnaires or surveys about who I am and how I feel. Disdainfully, I find 
myself relating more and more to that one person I follow on twitter that’s always 
depressed. Not that I am depressed, I’m very much so happy, or so I think…  

We all wear masks to hide certain aspects of ourselves from others, and in that 
sense, they are useful and serve their purpose. But what would happen if someone wore a 
mask so long it became internalized? Would they think they had mental health problems, 
because there was no other way to explain where the inescapable sadness that swallows 
all happiness comes from? That makes them contemplate suicide for hours on end in their 
college dorm room? That throws them into a pit of self-hate and worthlessness that not 
even their HAPPY BOY! Twitter handle can rescue them from? Who knows…  

You’ve decided to stop staring at the mirrors, and unfollowed that depressing 
person on twitter. You’ve internalized mottos that encourage positive attitudes and work 
ethic. You even read up and purchased a few crystals. Couldn’t hurt, right? You feel 
better. Internalizing your success and learning from your mistakes. In one word, you’ve 
improved. So keep on keeping on. One day, you’ll recognize yourself. And if not, who 
needs mirrors, right? 
 
This is Esper Beats. 
  



The third or fourth time that I got head was terrible. I mean, it was fantastic, for the first 
thirty seconds. During that time in my life I was masturbating a lot and that night specifically I 
had three or so beers so I came really fast and couldn’t get up afterwards. It was really 
embarrassing, I gave her really shitty head before that and we were supposed to have sex but we 
just stopped. I felt terrible, I’m surprised she stayed in my bed that night, or even that she talks to 
me still. 

That probably has been the most embarrassing thing to happen to me. Some things come 
close, like losing my balance on my bike and falling on a girl, or unintentionally making a fisting 
joke to my English teacher. But it seemed the most private exchange between me and one other 
person was the most embarrassing of my life. All the perception about sex being euphoric and 
perfect shattered. Sex wasn’t like porn portrayed it. It wasn’t 45 minutes long, people didn’t 
always cum, and people didn’t always get up. Sex was fucking stressful. I mean, it still felt good, 
it was still fun if you trusted your partner and you feel like having it at the time, but you never 
know when you’ll embarrass yourself. 

Life is full of ideal disappointment. Ideal because feeling disappointed by your 
perception of sex or of any other private matter makes for one of the few times that you’re 
content being mediocre at something. You’re content with the fact that the realm that everyone 
speaks of where something is completely perfect is non-existent, even for the biggest Adonis on 
the planet. 

This is the boy that talks about the few times he’s had sex as if they’re the most euphoric 
experiences he’s had, but when he finally gets in bed with a partner he prefers making out 90% 
of the time. This is the boy who will dye his hair back to his natural color when he goes home 
and take out the piercing and put away his millennial bullshit to listen to what his loving parents 
are saying for once. This is the dream chaser who is comfortable with occasionally pausing and 
wasting his time if it means not being depressed all the time. 

This is everyone. This is me. 
 
- The faceless enemy with a landlord ring. 



  



the same four walls every morning. this place is not real. ignore your 
parents. worship your idols. burst out the cage. emerge from limbo. leave 
the wreckage. find your ghost. 
 
This is @dionsgh0st. 
  



I've always known from the beginning that I was different. The first time I fell in 
love with music was when I was a toddler. I had found the beauty in the elephant tusk 
keys of my great grandfather's upright Steinway. Our house was heated from a wood 
stove in the room next to it. The sound that came out when I pressed down on the white 
ivory felt like God. I had found my religion. And my religion would just as easily break 
my heart. 

I was teased all throughout school for numerous reasons, the biggest being my 
confidence. I sang the loudest in the choir when my mom sent me to her sister's in 
Richmond for bible camp for a few weeks one summer. "She's really got something" the 
director told my mother, as she stared down at me, not knowing what to do with the little 
redhead girl beside her. Later on, my brother would break her heart. I would hear her 
sorrow at night, a sound like no other coming from her chest as if in the most remorseful 
pain in existence. I learned then how people hurt. 

Once I learned that I could put words and music together on the piano, I started 
focusing less in school and on friends and more on the elephant tusk keys. The piano 
knew me. It didn't tease or mock me. "Play me," it said. And so I did. 

As I grew older, I began to learn of my sensitivity to the world. Being thrown 
about like an apple, bruising in numerous places - but still consumable. 

Coming into my 20s, I learned about self loathing. I basqued in it, yet a part of me 
knew that I was better than that. I knew that I was actually better than most people. 

Because after all - what else would I have to hold onto? 
Seasons and cities and songs and so much heartbreak led me here. And yet now, I 

find that I am stronger than ever. There is nothing that can tear me down, because I've 
already been stripped in every way possible. 

I've made bad and good choices. And I have learned that in the end, none of it 
actually matters - unless I can create. And so I will. Because what's the point if I don't 
hold my power with pride? It deserves to be held the right way.  
 
This is Barleaux. 
  



I feel like sometimes I think to deeply about music. when I was sitting in my 
room at 4 am I realized that music is about feelings and how you feel.  
 
This is Blvc Svnd.  
  



I want this to work out but we are from two different worlds and i will never be able to 
see eye to eye with you. we are people and we will change but our backgrounds and 
experiences will always remain the same. and thats why we cant connect. i want to 
understand you but i was born a rockstar and you were born a groupie and thats that. 
 
This is Good Intent.  
  



LIVE TO DIE LOVE TO LIVE I HOPE TO LIVE THE REST OF MY SORROWFUL 
LIFE. IM TIRED OF BEING SOMETHING IM NOT.  
 
THIS IS PLUS. 



 I woke up at 7:12 a.m. My morning wood raged. I let it lose. I almost fell over 
when I was pissing. I have a date today and a pimple that's telling me "don't go" on my 
cheek. Everytime I'm about to be around girls, a pimple emerges out of no where. I've 
been trying with this girl for a year. She's finally seeing something in me, I guess. Man, I 
really hate some of you. Stealing ideas, never coming up with any new ones on your own. 
That shows me you can't bring nothing new to the table and that's exactly why you're the 
ones bringing the coffee to the table in meetings instead of sipping on it. A lot of people 
are claiming they're artists but I don't see any art? Sometimes I feel like Donald Draper in 
season 6 of Mad Men when he's creatively unstoppable and all the women love him and 
he has this nice apartment and hes just so unstoppable. Then other times I feel like 
Woody from Toy Story when Andy gets Buzz for his birthday and plays with Buzz more. 
Sometimes I want to change my name to Jack because Hunter Clark sounds pretty 
fucking stupid, and because my dad named me. I don't know, I'll figure it all out one day, 
but for now, I'll just keep on writing.  
 
This is Hunter Clark. 
  



On Christmas Day I went for a walk by myself in a park near my house. The sky 
was white and the ground was grey. I sat on a fallen tree by a river and considered 
jumping in. I thought about Emma Watson to disact myself. I realized that at some point 
in the next few years I'm going to have to let go of certainty and let dreams ruin my life. 
Every important moment of this year has happened while I'm alone. 
 
This is DRMRL. 



  



Roy Lichtenstein was 40 years old when he finally figured out how to properly 
express himself in manner he enjoyed. Keith Haring was 32 years old when he was no 
longer able to express himself through his art. Kadeem Fletcher put it best, "The internet 
has made the idea of being successful very urgent”. Being an artist in The Internet Era 
means you need to be ready for urgency, elitist, critics, supporters, and more. Not that 
there wasn’t any of those things before the internet, but it feels as if the ability to get lost 
in these attributes have become heightened. I’m scared for the future but I know my 
trains running on schedule. All I know at this point, the main focus is self expression by 
any means possiable. We’re not concerned with your internet politics. Just keep growing. 
 
This is Tokyo Trashed. 
  



I feel like I'm going to die. I blinked my eyes twice and 19 years went by. I'm 
scared to blink more times. I'm scared if I blink, I'll die.  

 
This is Ben Tan. 
  



I live in a sus town with a bunch of ashy people. I'm currently on a bus with my 
friend ky to Toronto. I'm about to spend a lot of money on overpriced shoes because 
consumerism. I have a strange obsession with making jokes that reference my nuts. 
Everyone I know thinks I'm a lot more fucked in the head then I really am. I like art and 
nature. I want to go see the northern lights soon. I hate the word aesthetics. I like clothes. 
I buy and sell clothes from Japan yet I still would rather wear clothes ky makes or I 
customize. I'm the most jaded 17 year old I know. I try to have fun and stay positive but 
it's hard when you hate most things in your society. All is mediocre currently.  
 
This is was Arias. 
  



It's the sound of music that gives me life. I don't know what I would do if I didn't 
have music in my life. There are so many feelings that I can feel when I'm create a beat. I 
describe my feelings in the sound of the song. You can hear my pain  or happiness in the 
sound.  
 
This is Grant. 
  



i'm alone in my car, it's 4 am at an empty park 
rain slowly dropping on the cheap plastic frame 
trying to figure out my life for what it is 
i see a hopeful change 
i see a hopeful dream 
i think i'm always waiting for something 
i think i'm waiting for the sake of waiting 
my mind bounces back and forth 
just as slowly as the rain pours 
just as slowly as the sun rises 
i know i'm stuck in this monotonous loop 
but what's coming is bright 
it's brand new 
it's change 
it's life 
 
This is @brandoncamp0sphoto. 
  



i'm not sure if i'm even moving in any sort of way; progressing, becoming worse. i 
feel as if in a state of stagnancy with any sort of creativity because a fear of failure if i 
actually try hard on something. i am well versed with a camera in my hand, but i fear of 
myself not being different enough with it so i try to emulate my friends in the work they 
do. it sucks, i know it does. i put on a facade to joke and act like things don't bother me, 
when they do a lot. i yearn for recognition from my peers and associated in doing 
something i'm actually proud of, when i'm not even sure if i'm proud of it.  
 
This is Sebastian Rodriguez.  



  



Before I went to the marble mansion I was flying high racing around NY wading 
through cocaine fields writing gorgeous songs I never showed nobody sticking flashlights 
in my eyes laughing till I puked and crashed and scraped my palms on concrete cause the 
heels were too high and my heart was skipping beats when I blacked out at that music 
video shoot fainting in nowhere Brooklyn and I couldn't ever remember where I was, not 
even sober. 

I am home now though. And fuck I'm so afraid of mirrors and please don't invite 
anyone over because I'm shaking from fear. I hate having my phone again. I'm trying my 
best to be free but I just can't recognize this version they made of me.  
 
This is @rhettrowan. 
 
  



I make music because I always wanted to be great. since I knew who my mom 
and dad were. since I was aware. I'm almost 19 and I've never had a personal 
conversation with either of my parents. only thing I've heard out of their mouths was 
them bitching back and forth or telling me all the ways I fucked up. I grew up privileged 
as shit. I'm not complaining about my upbringing. I'm talking bout how it feels to me to 
love someone so much and have them continuously shit on you. no love. they probably 
loved me but to this day I've had no reason to believe it. I fucked up, I did bad shit, but I 
never fucked up really bad. they're both so caught up in their own shit pitying themselves 
for their marriage that they're too selfish to take the hints their kids are throwing at them. 
I have 9 older siblings. every single one of them very successful. living "perfect" and 
"acceptable" lives. almost all of them are married with many kids. I'm an uncle 19 times 
over with 4 that died in the womb. I'm not like any one of them. I love them to death 
they're my homies, but not one of them doesn't tell me how much I'm fucking my life up. 
everything from sarcastically saying something ignorant to desperately telling my parents 
what they're doing to me. I haven't done a single thing right in my entire life. according to 
them, I'm always ignorant. and I don't want to look up to people who treat me like that 
but I don't have a choice. they've been with me since day one and they never left. I'm 
surrounded always by people I love who constantly shit on me and critique every cell of 
my being. I'm not allowed to be original. I'm not allowed to express myself. I'm only 
allowed to jump into the cookie cutter and get cooked with the rest of them, all in a row. 
 

I'm not a fucking cookie.  
 

now I don't have a relationship with my parents. I don't have a relationship with 
my siblings. I don't speak anymore. I'm there but I'm idle. I realized at 14 that it's useless.  
 

I make music and write because it's the only way that I can see myself matter. I am 
useless. I am shit. I am worthless. when I make something that makes me feel anything, I 
know I finally did something right. it's the only shit I've ever done right 
 
This  is Ardy Fergan.  
  



I’m in the woods. I’m alone up here, but I feel a lot less lonely than I did back in 
the suburbs. I moved up here to my dads this month, day after my album came out. My 
dad’s depressed. He’s getting divorced for the second time and is afraid of how that’ll 
affect my little brother and sister. We were driving home from my grandparents on 
Christmas Eve, and he was just looking out the passenger window silently crying, that 
shit’s not fun to watch. I tried telling him that it’s going to be alright, and he shouldn’t be 
so hard on himself. He was quiet after that for about five minutes than stuttered out “I just 
want someone to hold”. 

My album’s doing alright though, I’m excited to get better. That’s all I care about 
right now is getting better. Getting better at writing getting better at taking care of myself, 
getting better at telling people how I feel and what I want to do with my life. There’s a 
few people that care about me right now and it means so much to me. 

I met a girl this December. Lost my virginity to “Houstatlantavegas” by Drake. 
I’m still not sure what I’m doing exactly but, a little bit of hope was gained this month. I 
was in the terminal at Long Beach Airport last week thinking about how much has 
changed since being there last. I remember sitting there in December of 2014 waiting for 
my flight, desperately scared of all the things I had to figure out and all the shit I needed 
to do. I think I’ve gotten a little more sure of myself this year. 
 

We’re all on our way.  
 
This is Liam Radecke. 
  



A BOY ALL ALONE. NEW YEARS EVE, IM IN MY ROOM WATCHING 
‘DONNIE DARKO’ FOR WHAT SEEMS LIKE THE FIRST TIME IN A LONG TIME, 
IT ISN’T, MAYBE A WEEK, WHATEVER. MOM WANTS TO KNOW WHY I 
DIDNT LEAVE MY ROOM FOR THE NIGHT, TOLD HER THAT ALL I EVER 
NEEDED WAS ON MY LAP, MY MACBOOK. THE INTERNET IS MY HOME AND 
WHERE I WANT TO BE 24/7, ITS FUCKED UP, WHEN I HAVE MY MACBOOK I 
FEEL SO CONNECTED TO EVERYTHING AND EVERYONE ALL AROUND, 
WHEN IN REALITY THAT COULDN’T BE LESS TRUE. I LOVE TO CODE, EVER 
SINCE I HEARD/EXPERIENCED ‘BECAUSE THE INTERNET’ BY CHILDISH 
GAMBINO, I HAVE WANTED TO CODE, IM TRYING TO LEARN HTML, THE 
PROGRAMMERS WILL BE THE PIONEERS OF THE FUTURE. SCHOOL IS 
STRESSING ME OUT BAD, I JUST WANT TO BE CREATING, AND THERE I 
FEEL LIKE SUCH A FAILURE, AND HELD BACK, NOBODY IS LETTING ME 
BUILD, THEY’RE KEEPING ME IN THE LINES. THIS IS SO UNORGANIZED, 
BUT THATS HOW I AM. 
        YOU’RE NEVER GOING TO CHANGE THE WORLD IF YOU PLAY BY 
THEIR RULES 
 
THIS IS @GAVRILNIKOLAS. 
 
  



so here i am, 4:24am attempting to describe a human and a life that i will never 
understand. im thinking about how love changed my life, if i didnt have this love, i'd be 
dead. my whole life ive been told nothing but lies. both of my parents are fucked up, i 
have no idea how i turned out to be decent. the only escape in my life was skateboarding, 
photography, music, and every art form. art is the only thing i appreciate. passion has 
driven me insane but yet so calm. the way i view life not a lot of people would 
comprehend. this world is crumbling around me, i feel like im nothing but another soul 
trying to save it all by being one who stands out. but whats the point of living in a dying 
world? whats the point of being in a world where art is frowned upon, yet its the one 
thing that has real passion. the world doesnt make sense and it never will, how sad is 
that.   
 
This is Cynthia.  
 
  



Stupid, dumb, weird, dark, depressing, awkward, funny are terms i get called on a daily 
basis. I mean everyone does right? Like what makes me so special, when people 
compliment me or my work i don't feel special. I feel sick and stressed. If i never become 
successful i would rather be dead than be stuck in the position of being broke, lonely, and 
a head full of "what if i did this?" and "what if i did that". I always want to top 
compliments. I'm a jealous person, I don't want to show someone something i made and 
have them say "great", I want it to completely blow their minds. Maybe i ask for too 
much maybe i am stupid. My entire life I've been self taught and i feel thats why i do 
things differently. I never liked rap music growing up, i was also into loud, hard music. 
Complete noise and confusion turns me on. If i could have sex with a female who moans 
like an into slipknot song i would never stop fucking her. I tell myself everyday that i'm 
not afraid of death. I feel everyone fakes being sad or depressed just because it seems 
cool or fun, It's pathetic. I had no dad. My mother is my father. I despise my biological 
father. He wants nothing to do with me and i know it. I'm a womanizer and im loud and 
aggressive, all of these traits mostly remind myself of my father and i hate it. I hate how 
everyone thinks music is just drums and bass. Music is so personal for me. Music is my 
father figure. I want to inspire people, I want to be my fans father figure, ill treat my fans 
like my children. I care about people too much and that will be the Death Of Me. 
 
This is Eric North. 
  



it's been so long for me. I've forgotten what it's like to make and publish music. a 
masterpiece in my mind may have intentional flaws that I work so hard to make sound 
the way they do. A masterpiece in my mind may sound like a shit ton of noise to another 
person. I love noise. I hate the quiet. i find art in noise. I hate that I can't do as I wish and 
have people applaud me for it, instead people ask "what is this" and pass it on to their 
friends referring to it as a joke. we all tell each other to be original and do whatever the 
fuck you want, but in reality we're all influenced by something. and some of us are 
influenced by how people react to what we do.  
 
I don't want to fail.  
 
don't question me please.  
everyone wants to be someone else.  
music was originated as an expression of emotion through sound. now music is used as a 
gate way to acceptance. people are original to the wave they're in, but outside of that 
wave, they all sound the same, right?  
 
I believe I'm too sensitive. you think you'd change your way of thinking after all of your 
friends tell you that. but nothing changes. I'm the same. I have the same vision as I did as 
an 11 year old when I snuck onto my brothers drums when no one was home and played. 
the same Vision when I was 8 years old and always plugged headphones into my amp 
when I played guitar. 
 
I knew I wasn't good.  
 
but the sound was mine.  
 
the imperfection was mine.  
 
people accept their imperfections but not others.  
 
they only accept others' imperfections if they notice that the people around them accept it.  
 
I don't talk for this reason.  
 
I only speak what I want to now.  
 
I'll only do what I want to now.  
 
that is my vision.  
 
This is Kellbender. 
  



I write for 
The father who just wanted what was best for his young son 
The old determined aged man still searching for his loved one 
The mother who never asked the tough questions 
The infant who could teach the middle aged man a lesson 
The tentative and shy kid who never spoke a word 
The powerful and confident who had it all together 
The folks who disagree with everything and then concur 
The kid who keeps the forecast bright despite inclement weather 
The people with potential who never gave the effort 
The boy who’s always nervous cuz he’s facing so much pressure 
The chick at every outing who tells herself she’s popular 
Her so called friends that are oddly never stoppin’ her 
The typical the strange the polite and the rude 
The couple who bases their day to day on the nightly news 
The kid who has it figured out but hasn’t got a clue 
The scholar deep in love with life that never makes a move 
The kid who followed every step and did as he was told 
Turned into a man of great success and well regarded 
Finally was forced to face the truth when he was old 
His life was nearly done and he just wanted to restart it 
 
This is Brad Ellis. 
 
  



Our paradox. 
 
Life is death.  
I am you.  
We are them.  
Lies are truth. 
All is none.  
Black is white.  
Up is down.  
Left is right.  
 
Right is left. 
Real is fake.  
Lost is found. 
Love is hate.  
Sad is happy.  
Gay is straight. 
God is satan.  
Man is woman. 
 
This is me, master wanderer.  
 
  



Not too long ago, I broke down crying trying to figure out who exactly I was, where 
exactly I was going, and what it was exactly that kept keeping me up at night. New 
Year’s Eve isn’t exactly the best time to break down, but it happens, and it got me 
thinking about some things I needed to come to terms with. 
 
I’m 17 years old and already forgetting who I am.  
 
Some days I’m comfortable with who I’m growing into — other days I’m beating myself 
up for buying a moleskin book because I don’t write anymore.  
 
Why don’t I write like I used to? 
 
Some days I’m comfortable spending lunch by myself, reading Vice articles and telling 
myself that next time I’m gonna pack a lunch the way my mom always told me instead of 
sleeping an extra ten minutes — some day’s I’m so mad at myself for chasing girls and 
dreams instead of going to parties every Friday and developing a group of friends whose 
lunch plans I’d have been fine to jump in on today.  
 
Are all geniuses lame in high school? 
 
Some days I’m completely satisfied playing video games like other normal teenagers, and 
satisfied yelling at my mom that I’ll do the dishes once my game ends — some days I’m 
mad at myself that I’m not doing the homework I need to do to get the marks I need to 
get into university.  
 
Will I feel like I’m learning someday? 
 
The problem is, there’s supposed to be a balance to all of these thoughts. Being a 
teenager is a balancing act but being an adult is even worse, and if you spend your whole 
life balancing the weight of your fears, the weight of your dreams and the weight of your 
responsibilities on your shoulders they will break you. I don’t want to even be an adult if 
I’m not sure whether I’ll lose my passion for the things I love, whatever they’re supposed 
to be by the time I get there. 
 
How are you supposed to live without dying? 
What will make me feel like I’m living for me and not for other people? 
How do I know when I find what I’m looking for? 
 
This balancing act is the most confusing thing I’ll ever be a part of, and with every year 
that passes I become closer to finding out both who I really am and how close I am to 
breaking.  
 
This is Joel, I guess. 
 
I AM ME. LOST.              UMMMMM I'M ABOUT TO TURN 23 AND STILL DONT 
KNOW WHAT THE FUCK I'M DOING. A LOT HAS HAPPENED IN A YEAR. 



PSYCHEDELICS TAUGHT ME A LOT. WEEDS HELPS ME SLEEP.         I KNOW 
I'M CAPABLE OF A LOT. AND WILL BE A FIGURE WHO INFLUENCES MANY. 
BUT I STILL STRUGGLE EVERY DAY WITH MY OWN THOUGHTS. IT'S A GIFT 
AND A CURSE.    (I THINK ABOUT DEATH A LOT)            I WANT TO MAKE 
THE PUREST SHIT THAT YOU EXPERIENCE EVER. AND THEN DISAPPEAR 
INTO A CABIN IN THE WOODS.   WITH A PRIVATE LAKE OF COURSE.     I 
BELIEVE IN ALIENS. I KNOW I AM AN ALIEN.             MY MOM WORRIES THE 
MOST ABOUT ME.    I DROPPED OUT OF COLLEGE AFTER FOUR YEARS 
BECAUSE I FELT LIKE I WAS TURNING INTO AN INDUSTRIAL ROBOT. AND 
THEY REALLY DIDN'T GIVE A FUCK ABOUT ME ANY WAY.     I DON'T KNOW 
IF THIS    IS   ENOUGH        BUT PERHAPS                I GET EXHAUSTED FROM 
BEING AROUND PEOPLE.     AND FEEL AWKWARD ALONE AND AROUND 
PEOPLE.   BUT WHEN I GET ON STAGE.           I REALLY FEEL AT PEACE. 
:)         MAMA     UNIVERSE                   GOT                      ME.  
 
THIS IS SHIVA GOLD.   
 



  



 
my mom was the one who supported everything. a clothing designer, she understood the 

beauty of creating 
 
 

growing up my best friends were my piano guitar and camera 
 
 

moved to nyu to learn everything 
 
 

now i make my universe 
 
 

sun god 
  



I suggest stepping out of your comfort zone 
 
 

Who knows what opportunities await                                 I hate “what ifs” 
 
 
 
 

I want whats next 
 
 
 

This is Luka Mihas 
  



2015 almost killed me. I almost killed me. Almost. As I was about to do it I saw my 
mother's face, and I thought about how she would feel knowing she lost her only child to 
suicide just like she lost her dad. And In that moment I hated her. Hated her for loving me 
so much. How fucked up is that? How can you hate someone for loving you? Mental 
illness makes no sense.  I need to find Something to focus my energy on. Keep my.mind 
out of the darkness.  I'm still trying to find out what that something is. Maybe it's this.  
 
 
This is @stuck_inside_a_bell_jar. 


