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Welcome to An Embarrassing Case of the Twenty
Something's.

This is the fourth installment in a series of zines I've written over the last
two years of my life. This collection of writing is the most effective way
for me to communicate and document growth and understand myself
better. In this moment, | am grateful to have had the opportunity to
have experienced what | have; be it moments of happiness or
hardship. | am coming to accept it all and more so, build upon old
versions of myself. From kiss me goodbye... or whateverto GAP
YEAR 0 A Collection of Mushy Feelings, |'ve lived and I've learned.
I've loved and I've lost.

An Embarrassing Case of the Twenty Something's is just a
continuation of this and an extension of the self Belng twenty

I am finally at a point where | have built a life | don't feel the constant
need to escape from. Despite never having expected to make it this far,
this zine is an attempt to give myself credit where it is due.

Here is An Embarrassing Case of the Twenty Something's.



as always -
thank you to
ariana mhm.

dedicated to
all my dear friends
in their twenty's



an embarrassing case
of the twenty somethings

a zine



deja vu cereal debate; we've all been here before
there was something i wanted to tell you

but it seems too little too late

we are only good for each other on our kindest days
i can't return there anymore

O01:11am 1%

shopping cart theory. today i told you about twilight
wouldn't exist if 9/11 hadn't happened. the first
time i visited massachusetts my grandmother bought me
a hard copy of Stephanie Meyer's Breaking Dawn in a
two story bookstore downtown. i got my first
nosebleed on a frozen trampoline. that was the same
year Angus, Thongs, and Perfect Snogging aired.

the four months i was on birth control were some of
the worst

Seeing the people around you grow is such a soft
experience. It doesn't hit you till it does. Then
it's all you'll ever know.

Scary movies are always "about" things.

My recurring dreams always take place in buildings
with an excessive number of rooms. Malls being the
most common. Today my therapist confirmed my
agoraphobia. I was too embarrassed to tell her the
Final Destination movie franchise is the real reason
I am afraid. This time last year I re-watched them
all with his brother.



GARAGE PARTY

I sce you and your friends sitting
outside your house all the time.

Sometimes you are inside your Garage,
Girilling, Drinking, Playing Music, working on your cars,

You always seem like you are having a Great Time.

reply | favorite hide fiag
I love you, Chris.

1 wish I had had the guts to sy it the last time [ saw on in November, but you were dating someone
clse and I felt it was not prudent.

1 just had to ke it out of my chest,

repy | tayorite nide flag
Falling Behind
1t's been & lone month with another one just shead I'm sure together we can make things better,

|_!:w_| favorite hi:ls flag

Miss You Watching Me
Looking for fun again,

reply | favorite n;:s Nag
SMOKING ON YOUR PORCH

1 just finished my walk around
the Neighborhood.

As T was walking by your house,
you were out on your porch Smoking.

You had on Shons and a T-Shirt,

You saw me looking back at you
a5 1 was walking by,

reply | favorite hide flag
Take your dentures out
I need you to take your dentures out.
Available any weekday
L | ote noe fag
Fireworks

Il light the fuse......... you explode.

T ——
BOTTOMS
up and i dont drink



“each cluster is from a different conversation”

Me @ you when you'd let me
docokeinurroom & § & &

| just cried to a hoizer song

Nigga u live like this?

i hope you understand i don't
hate you

U really got a nigga looking
forward to the moon

Do u crave love?

i genuinely think it's beautiful
how much you cry

i wanted to see you tonight
because its a scorpio moon



in february i'd really
considered moving back to
massachusetts and only stayed because
i knew feeling alone again in the kind of
mental state where i was at wouldnt do
me any good and i needed to be around
my friends and i am finally grateful to
have stayed cause i do feel happy? like a
genuine happiness not whatever i was
feeling in march that i tried to play off as
happiness??? i am so happy right now
and finally feel like my life is moving in
the right direction slowly but surely again
and i'm on the right track and not
discrediting myself for how hard i'm
trying and i can't stop crying over this
text man. being told i look happy sends
me into a weird spiral like not a bad one
but like shit? it shows on my face thati'm

remember amanda saying this to me
when she visited in december and as
soon as she left it was like everything
came crashing down around me and i
hadn’t felt that low honestly since i was
13. i felt like i'd somehow done
something to piss off the universe and in
return was met with every possible thing
that could set me back and undo all the
progress and growth i'd made when i
lived in mass and GOD i never want to
feel that low ever again. i know it's early
and i'm rambling, but the happiness i
finally feel is true and i love my friends so
dearly and i love ariana and amanda for
sticking around for so many years
making space in their lives for me and
holding me accountable to be a better
person every day and i love the people i
live with now for providing me a space to
grow and learn and love and be
constantly surrounded by support. this is
love. this is home for me.
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"Stay ye me with raisins, refresh me with apples; For I am sick with love."
Song of Solomon 2:5

Nurse me back to health. Endulge me while I lay with insipid longing.

There is something almost revolutionary about the way I imagine your hand
placed upon my cheek. Mutilation is a form of creation. Is flesh meant to be
torn? There was blood in your mouth the first time we were entangled. The
love of your life was made from the same rib as you. He said, "God loves
you!' He said, 'T hope to see you again in heaven.’ Is love a sacrifice some are
not willing to make? Why else would God give his only son? 130. We eat of
the earth and of forbidden fruit. My friend Josh found a crown of thorns in
the seventh grade. That was the holiest thing I saw that year.

'If you find my beloved, tell him I am sick with love."
Song of Solomon 5:8




it am learning what it means to love when i am with you. the same love
you described your grandmother felt for you, the purest form youve
ever known. i could not live on my own. i could not do it. i love waking
up to someone in the kitchen and dirty dishes in the sink and the smell
of his coffee brewing at any time of day. i love having people worth
coming home to. i have a long ways to go and much more to learn. you
described love as the desire to sit by someone for no other reason than
enjoying their company. you describe us as a family and this as a
home. there is an overwhelming feeling of love in the air today. this
morning i woke up promptly at 06:28am; the same time i was born at.
the moon is in scorpio. it is monday, july 27, 2020. my roommate says
kimchi smells like ego death. i wish that didn't make as much sense as
it does. teeth can apparently withstand the weight of 628 Ibs of
pressure. the distance between our beds was approximately 1,335 miles
apart. do not spit in my mouth unless youre in it for the long run. i
stopped wearing a seatbelt in january. on my desk sits 2 Seagrams
Strawberry Daquiris, 4 bottles of kombucha, 2 cans of Yerba Mate, a
singular bottle of Capriccio Sangria, an empty pack of Marlboros, and
a copy of The Kama Sutra. 5 years went by and i am grateful we made
our way back to each other. 12:12. 'Id be appalled if I ever saw you try
to be a saint, I wouldn' fall for someone I thought couldn't misbehave'.
i put my mattress on the floor tonight. its got as much to do with you
leaving me as it does me going to therapy again. the pencil sharpener
looks embarrassing again. if i turned around, is it you who id find?
the story of orpheus and eurydice has a lot to do with my object
permanence trouble. ‘and He answered."
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2013/2019

| drove back to my apartment going 90+ mph unaware that my
brakes were shot. There has to be someone watching over me.

I drove with my brakes shot for over a week. And lived to tell
people about it. This one's about the time you ruined all those
songs for me. And the time she almost drove me to the hospital
during the Christmas Eve party. And the winter | spent on my
mother's couch.

PLAYLIST

that winter i spent on my moms
couch 2019

y rejectpile -




¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ C €& C =

20 Something
House In Virginia
Sleeping Sickness
Father

Christmas Lights

August

The Waterboy Returns

Carry Me

The Last Time | Did Acid | Went Insane

Little Blue Pills, Pt. 2
Versace Summer
Ten Things

SiVeo a Tu Mam4
Wallflower

Tire Swing

bus beat

Would That |

Sea of Love

.And To Those | Love. Thanks ...

SZA

PWR BTTM

City and Colour

The Front Bottoms

Paul Baribeau

Flipturn

Modern Baseball

The Original Crook...

Jeffrey Lewis

Days N Daze

NETS

Paul Baribeau

Bad Bunny

Moses Campbell

Kimya Dawson

The Front Bottoms

Hozier
Cat Power

fuicideBov$



The first time I cried in my
mothers arms was November 18,
2019 on a bench outside of a car
dealership. Tonight I cried at this
photo of us from 2003 when she
was pregnant with my baby sister.
My hands used to always smell
like crayons; hers like cigarettes.
As a kid, I only had bad dreams.
His mother told me the sooner I
accept God, the sooner I had a
chance at a good life. In a
half-sleep, her mother kissed my
cheek. My life up to this point has
consisted only of holier-than-thou
mothers. Sometimes I miss going
to church with my mom & dad.
23:36 Jesus Christ stares -wa
from across the room.




if you want a nice cup of

catholic guilt and pining

_—iln geelting. fnthds rrﬂf—:c@i’h-inking—'abnut arr rwe -—-l"'
things i want \toi say to yoW#, but won't. "you"

T being Wh0ever vou want to Be, 1'm Sitting here debatns
on whejf__"_@r Or not i _showld ut 6o My sseater. iRai's——— —
'ﬁp.‘;?'be*ng around you was like. take tHat however
veiuish. whethes—it—be—a Lack—0%-warmtitfett —— b
or the llnnerjngun;ertnjnlv or the constanbisearch

—fortomfort. Tayhe 1T Was a4 cOMPIRALION 61 BAIns . |
sittirg here hoping time would go by jusi s Jitlle—,
Bit f-e_lst.er, thatis SOlh'-i_f-]_-[rT_,E’_i never felt areund

~—Jou. 1t was djuyavs like—there—was—neybr snbgrh—tirmer——
there was only sormuch, i could put every mément

—fo—were—together oma tImsTime and talk ABour 1t for.
dpproxiamtely 17 mimiites (Sometimes 23) hefore maki -

e PRI o ST (TR rRererreay:
¥ou,. of all ‘people. again, whesverlyvous are . —tr—me———-
or yourself. i hada'tiintended for this' i{o beone of

—thosa L is—the shoe—fitg' tvpeor—things i WadR"
really sintended for thiibato be & thing a* ail.

—there #rs thifps we OULBELO Aip En the bud. 'i Etalked
to mytherapist about yoil' is something that frequepts S— —
rny mopth more than i'd care Yo admit. there are moments
ca-voue—-Life -&ih&]*}'@ﬁ“‘!‘%-:&ﬁ"ﬁﬁ@"‘p@np}'ﬁr CAroT e
provide you with the senseof comfiort you wants, fron
them. =1 was I8 when my mother toMlime she didn't Know

_h W_to 1\Q‘.,’F!‘ITIE'§ the way i needed h 3 Lh;.ﬂ‘_.;h_l_s. el

wes an admission of pgiving up; 2 dealaratjon of )

net knowdng-where o  gso—fremthere—t -am 'wrrr'rqg- ThTg =
to sgy ™ np longer seek comfort in the arms of \these

who—keep~their Tingers crossed during "1 love you's". ]

— p— —_—— SR —

Si busca de Dios dios existe el es
bueno

Acuerdate lo que que te dije habla
con el el nos escucha




JOURNAL ENTRIES

nihilism is fucking stupid and i wish
my brain stopped going that route anytime i am
slightly inconvenienced by life

6d

i KNOW life has meaning i
KNOOOW i have to give my life purpose i
KNOW i am doing better than i was a
couple months ago so WHY can’t my
brain get with the program and stop
thinking “what’s the point when i'm just
gonna d*e anyway"” whenever i feel just a
little bit sad

6d Reply

this is annoying and i really
need to bring it up to my therapist but
it's like? i'm not even s*icidal anymore
it's just? i would like to not feel like i am
trying so hard for nothing

recovery and growing is
fucking hard man. i wish my brain wasn't
always in survival mode cause theres
some pretty beautiful moments that i
don’t want to miss out on cause i can’t
get my head on right. i really think the
second half of this year is going to be a
complete 180 and things will be okay

Tw  Reply

ANYWAY! being sad is really
dumb i just want to be happy and
surrounded by my friends and making art
and doing headstands and taking care of
everything and everyone around me and
i need to stop being so afraid of leaving
my fucking bed man

2w 1like Reply

happy full moon in scorpio tonight

the serotonin i'd been missing for
years really came back after watching a barbie
if only i'd known sooner that the
cure to my depression would be barbie movies
or anything that slightly resembles the happy

was the first night i've evergotten dr*nk ever
(mins chsitmas eve idk if thay counted as drunk
but i was sad) adn my brain is thinking a lot and
boys suck and i'm okay and i love the people i
live with and cried a lot and i still havent see

times from when i was a kid!

3w

i'm acting like i didn't already
know this and like it's not regression
because i feel actually good right now
and do not want to ruin it for myself!

3w Reply

the days after a new moon
always make me feel whole and venus is
finally direct again and that feels
extremely important right now even
though it's cheesy astrology is really cool
and it makes me feel like i don't have to
take things so serious because the
planets and universe know what they're
doing and idk! idk! brain is in hyperdrive
right now!

the moon but i know shes beautiful and if i
don't go to sleep soon i'll probably just keep
crying skgoodnight everyone i love you

10w

i'm kind of sad i started smoking cigarettes again
but i know that won't last long so it's okay it has just
been a very long week and a very long year but some
part of me feels like things are going to get better
from here on out i've been thinking a lot about life
and everything that’s ever happened and idk i'm not
gonna lie i'm very scared and very sad a lot of the
time but i'm trying and that’s gotta count for
something cause FUCK everything since december
has felt so heavy and i've felt myself regressing but
idk IDK IDK i just wish i could've been diagnosed and
gone on mood stabilizers before i stopped seeing my
therapist because maybe that might've helped with
balancing the weird mania and really bad depression
and maybe i wouldn’t have spent the last three weeks
listening to nothing but hozier. that is all for now. i
apologize sincerely to anyone who actually read all of
this giant run on sentence. happy full moon

June 5



The loneliness became more and more unbearable. 1

ached to be touched. I feared I was disappearing and

I’'d cease to exist if someone didn’t touch me.

The longing to touch / be touched. I feel gratitude when I
touch someone—as well as affection, etc. The person has
allowed me proof that I have a body—and that there are bod-
ies in the world.

Leslie Feinberg, Stone Butch Blues / Susan Sontag, As
Consciousness Is Harnessed to Flesh: Journals and
Notebooks, 1964-1980



< Albums Favorites Select

Where are my reparations for fooling myself into love? When will |
find the muse within myself?

* has a piss kink.

Sylvia Plath was born October 27.

| was born October 28.

My high school librarian told me he hopes | "don't share her
fate" when | checked out The Bell Jar.

Lately I've missed being 15. Finding myself or whatever.
| never gave that version of myself enough credit. Every day | am
building upon my old self.

That's not my body. That's not my body. That's not my body. That's
not my body. That's not my body. That's not my body.



cishets do not grasp tendermess.
they simply lack the capacity.

i found my god this year through every day acts of
love.

we sat beside each other flipping through screens of
8tracks, bedroom pop streaming from ear to ear, and
whatever graphic design assignment we were supposed
to be focused on. 6 years later, i am sat in front of
you spiking my hair up with some cheap hair gel i'd
bought for the occasion. my heart still beats off the
richter scale for you.

You let me wish upon dandelions and stopped for every
frog I pointed out.

I dyed my hair 14 times in 2019.

it is 06:0lam

if you had long hair, i would've held it back for you
while you threw up

i hope you don't wake up with a hangover

i now know where we stand

i want to buy you daffodils.
stone butch blues type beat.

my only real desire in life is to nap and make soup
melt into my bed and the earth



Cancel Drafts Edit

bella and edward for too h*rny i feel second hand
embarrassment

it's a twin size mattress kind of night................

my biggest character flaw is always committing to
things for the bit!

I'm gonna come right out and say it - i've got a
handle bar mustache k*nk

living with boys is getting home from work and
having them laugh after saying “beatbox on that

p*SSyH’

“lil nas x is the only horse qirl i approve of”

if we are friends and i don’t own at least one
article of your clothing.... are we really friends

oral fixation is back and better than ever, baby



Cancel Drafts Edit

WHY IS MY VIBRATOR SO FUCKING LOUD
nihilism is rotting my stupid fuckig brain

my toxic trait is taking the same number of shots
as my male roomies like they don’t have much
higher tolerances

not my mom calling me while i'm about take
another shot to tell me to “comportarme”

tl sleep? i am tr*ns

why do straight couples always complain about
their partners i would just simply not date
someone i do not like %

kinda fucked.... that i was like....... not born a

radicalizing my roommates %



i skinned my knees falling off a bike when i was 6. the scar remains to
this day. they all do. i hid a diary between my mattress and a bible
between yours. ‘can you tell the difference between your real feelings
and those that are just symptoms? chain smoking became a nasty
habit i thankfully dropped as quick as i picked it up. the salad days are
over, whatever that means. i wish id gone to prom with her. we talked
about it sophomore year, but he ruined that. he always does. you made
me feel like a stranger in my own skin and for that, you will never be
forgiven. ‘currency is theft." sex lost its appeal when i started crying the
last time we almost f"cked. i think about your mom more than i think
about you or mine. im a_fool for begging. please be kind. please please
please. open your heart and let something sweeter than blood pour out.
there is nothing more punk than loving. she says, i have avoidance
issues, specifcally pain avoidance. i tell her, no one likes feeling bad all
the time. she says, im on my way to being a hedonist. "you almost peed
yourself in his car and he still hung out with you?" heres to the kid who
talked too much of Columbine. my sister threw up that time wed gone
bowling. sweetheart, i gave you much more credit than you deserved.
its all mine now. this time last year i (convinced myself to have)
believed if i swallowed enough of what was spewed out, id spit
something back out that resembled love. today i got out of bed as soon
as i woke up and brewed a pot of coffee. i am a body assembled
entirely of spare parts. places ive cried and/or ™" ***: the last row
of auditorium 11 in the north shore theater, the second living rooms
couch, the floor of my bedroom in massachusetts, the shower of my old
apartment. last summer i had a UTI that felt like it would never
fucking go away. your dry fingers went in and blood came out. not
enough to worry about, but certainly enough to have stained the bed.
some of the best stories are told in garages. every day i thank god i am
not a sad drunk.
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punk slut reclaims autonomy of their body after being fucked over by men
who lack basic comprehension of what consensual sex is (NOT CLICKBAIT!)
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SEE YOU SPACE COWBOY...

it feels futile writing this. you had nearly a decades worth of chances
to redeem yourself, yet made no attempts to do so. we met february
of 2013. i shouldve known by the way you begged me to forgive my
father. its been over two years since it happened. its been over a year
since you denied any memory of what happened. i hate myself for
having been more upset that you didn't kiss me than at what youd
actually done. this past june i learned you've done more than you
cared to admit. more than you let on. stockholm syndrome doesn't
even begin to cover the half of what it was like with you. when does
leaving room to grow mean leaving room for abuse to continue? my
body no longer a temple once undressed. it was an act as intimate as
getting punched in the face. you tried so hard to convince me that
you didnt hate me, but failed to consider that i am the one deserving
of holding resentment towards you. since day one, you've been
collateral damage. in all the time you knew me, you needed me in
parts and i still blame myself for handing you the scissors time and
time again. despite him being the only person fully aware of what
youd done, the blame somehow always made its way back to me.
‘why didn't you stop him?" without her, i don't think i wouldve found
the closure i needed.

i hope you live with what youve done till your last dying breath. lest
god beg for my forgiveness otherwise.

‘ frankie 2 €

it is truly fuck ismael perez till i die
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% Nana Grizol - Photos From When We Were Young
lyrics

1 was photos from when we were young

Your hair is light blue and you're smiling in one

And it's a strange remembrance brought on by this semblance
Oh we were so serious, shy, inexperienced

0h so unsure of ourselves 7 o
Making mistakes without anyone's help me, ‘with trans masc nb people
And I thought of the ways I remember you well -
Some sweet recollection of redwoods and raspberry vines y

i hate me

Boys you wrote postcards to numerous times
The then

was that me coming out

Giddy, impressionable, the distance grew up like the night possibly
Decisions were silence or preemptive fi
Yeah the queer kids I knew, we did tend to be shy

am i going to acknowledge it
And your parents just couldn't get over their sh**

They spoke of how all their ambitions were split
But they still let you in and tried to pretend

Now you let them refer to your lovers as friends
And I wish they could see how it hurts

Or affirm your existence with interested words
Yeah they're self-obsession's a patriarched curse

‘ girls kissing|




there is something so tender about coming to terms with an
identity you've spent your entire life rejecting. i am the patron
saint of sacrilege. i hold hands with judas and let wine flow

from the wounds we pour salt in. a bible makes itself at home
on my nightstand. i will air out my dirty laundry in these words
and break bread with those who hold a place in my heart. my
venus is in virgo; i desire routine and domesticity in my
relationships. there are things you pick up from your
could-have-been mother in laws and my thing just so happened
to be more catholic guilt than i thought possible. i no longer feel
ashamed to express my desire for queer intimacy. my love is

not reserved for romance. i wish more people understood that. if
you knew me when i was 17, you know a thing or two about
christmas lights. it has been 9 months and 22 days since my
20th birthday. my 2lst birthday is in exactly 2 months and 5
days. for the first time in my life, i am not afraid. i can picture
myself growing old! for the FIRST TIME! my existence gives
me second hand embarrassment and probably always will. i feel
grateful to have friends in their 20's. do they know how loved
they are? do they KNOW? my existence is an act of rebellion.
my love is an act of rebellion. coming out is something i have
been perfecting my whole life. I'm coming out of my cage

i can see future versions of myself and i am proud to
have survived this long despite all odds. unfortunately,
we have reached the end. not the real end, but the end
of our time together. thank you for taking a moment
out of your day to flip through these pages. i wish you
well.

\
signing off, frankie







