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My earliest experience of love was for my parents. My mom 
was my very first love.  
 

My second experience of love was for my dolls. I used to 
have nightmares about losing them all, in something like a 
fire or a robbery.  
 

My latest experience of love was for girls. When I was 14, I 
came out for the first time. Last year I fell in love with 
someone for the first time.  
 

My current experience of love is for myself. I’m coming to 
terms with myself, not unlike everyone I know. 
 
You see, all of these things are related. The amalgamous 
composition of my being flows together in one channel.  
Buzz, buzz, buzz.  
 

 
All of society is a just 
a sound. 
 



“I cannot express the uneasiness caused in 

me by this intrusion of mystery and beauty 

into a room I had at last filled with myself 

to the point of paying no more attention to 

the room than to that self. The 

anesthetizing influence of habit having 

ceased, I would begin to have thoughts, and 

feelings, and they are such sad things.”  

- Swann’s Way, Marcel Proust 

 

 
 
 
Death doesn’t have a gender. I think one of the reasons we’re so afraid 
of dying is because it doesn’t have a socially constructed identity like everything else we 
know. We can’t relate with it.  
 
I was raised in a dysfunctional family and I think it’s the saddest thing when a kid grows 
up messed up because they’re a product of their surroundings. But I grew up 
surrounded by dolls and stuffed animals and I think in that way I played out the 
relationship I lacked with my parents through my relationship with my toys. Is that lack 
of real human love the reason why I fear death? Or is it that ever since I was little, I 
have been forced into femininity without really ever feeling like a girl? I refused to wear 
dresses. I refused to wear pink. Now I wear dresses and I wear pink because I want to, 
because I’ve passed the point of associating those things with femininity. But what it 
really boils down to is dissociating qualities with one another. It’s about removing 
causality. Life is beautiful when you liberate yourself from social constructs. 



I remember losing a stuffed turtle in a river. I 
got so angry. I was only 8 and I already knew 
what loss felt like. Are we so disconnected from 
nature that we can’t distinguish real from fake? 

 
 

Why is masculinity a disembodied 
universal thing while femininity is 
stuck to the physical body of a 
woman? 
 
If dolls are not human, why do we 
give them human qualities? Why do 
we give them names and genders, two 
purely human constructs? 



I was born from my mother and 
father. My children, if I choose 
to have them, won’t have a 
father. My children won’t play 
with a boy doll and a girl doll 
but they might have two girl 
dolls because they will have two 
moms. They will transfer love 
into inanimate objects. And 
that’s how they will learn to love 
and to have an intimate 
relationship outside of their 
parents. It will last them a 
lifetime. 



 
 
 
I remember crying so hard at age 8 over the fact that my parents wouldn’t buy me a 
certain owl doll that I couldn’t control myself and started screaming in public. I 
wasn’t supposed to do that. I wasn’t a baby anymore. I wanted that owl doll so bad, 
though. There’s something about wanting something for yourself that is so 
powerful. Dolls can do for a child what desire does for an adolescent or an adult. 
Except dolls can be purchased. Real human love can’t be. I think that’s one of the 
reasons why everyone loves dolls. Because they can fulfill that yearning without 
real emotions, real pain. And I think that’s why adolescence and adulthood is so 
much harder. Because in our selfish lives on this huge planet it’s hard to make any 
human connection at all that is meaningful. Especially for adolescents, because 
we’re only starting to move out of childhood innocence into a world where feelings 
are much less black and white. Where we first start to understand ourselves.  
 

 
 

 

 

Love is such a strong emotion. 

We put it into physical objects 

so as to keep our memories 

attached to love that’s lost or 
faded... 
 



 
I am growing older 
my cabinet piles up with pill bottles 
my bedside grows a mountain of books 
my closet overflows 
my old stuffed animals and dolls lie 
cross-legged and butthurt in a corner room 
everything I remember about my childhood is 
trapped in these yellowing walls, these 
crumbling fabrics 
and sort of like white water rafting 
everything spills over my back even as I 
consider suicide 

but what is suicide? in the room where you 
were raised, where you cried about your 
sorrows, where you had your most intimate 
discoveries of yourself, where all of your 
dearest stuffed animals and dolls are still sitting 



passively, attentively, with only love in their 
hearts? 
“For what we suppose to be our love or our 

jealousy is never a single, continuous and 

indivisible passion. It is composed of an 

infinity of successive loves, of different 

jealousies, each of which is ephemeral, 

although by their uninterrupted multiplicity 

they give us the impression of continuity, 

the illusion of unity.”  

- Swann’s Way, Marcel Proust 


