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I hope you read this out loud.



The little girl on the front cover told 
me that though the scenery may 
change people are people wherever 
you go. The problems everywhere are 
all the same. Everyone has hopes and 
dreams. 

During the 40 days I spent in China I 
wrote down every word that I heard. 
I took 3000 photos and filled up 
three notebooks and even though 
I have filled up this one I still can’t 
tell everyone’s stories. Everyone has 
at least something important to say 
and everyone deserves to be heard at 
least once.

It will be a long time before I see my 
friends or relatives again. I will try to 
remember them forever. As long as 
this is here some of them will not be 
forgotten.





顾启凡



I hadn’t seen my cousin in five years, 
but he wasn’t excited at all to see me. 
His hands, which were clutching his 
cell phone, were shaking for another 
reason: he was anticipating a text 
from a girl. We stayed up the whole 
night and he didn’t get a response. 
While waiting, we talked. We talked 
about how school is the same set 
of subjects for everybody. That, 
combined with parental and societal 
expectations, means that he has no 
goals of his own, he just studies, 
plays, and thinks about girls.  He 
told me how he had thought for a 
long time, and then planned with his 
friends, to take her on a date to KFC 
and then to the movies.



He doesn’t care they’re going to 
different colleges, he doesn’t care 
about whatever happens next, he just 
wants to give her something to show 
her he likes her. So the next day, he 
sent her another text.

Sorry to bother you, hope you’re not 
asleep! I went to Zhangjiajie today. 
While shopping for a souvenir, I 
suddenly thought of you, and bought 
you a little something. Sometime 
around June 25th, do you want 
to meet up so I can give it to you? 
Please don’t say that you don’t want 
anything, I already got it for you. I 
hope you’ll like it!

During the days and days we were 
together, she never responded.





Cultures last for thousands of years, 
people vanish, and they vanish 
without a trace. My grandmother 
will, when I die. She came from a 
poor family. She rode on the back of 
an ox in the fields instead of going to 
school. Sometimes she wasn’t careful 
enough and would fall off, but the ox 
always stopped to let her climb back 
on. When the ox heard the sound of 
knives being sharpened, it cried. She 
cried, too.

Two Japanese soldiers came to her 
farm when she was nine and asked 
her in Chinese for some eggs. She 
left the doorway and brought them 
two, even though she had more, and 
received a pat on the head and a 
piece of peanut candy in return. The 
Rape of Nanking was happening 200 
miles away.

My grandparents were in debt when 
my grandfather passed and their 
house was taken away. Many people 
owed my grandfather money and 
no one stepped in to help. She had 
nothing and no one so she tried to 
kill herself but she did not die. But 
time will get her in the end.



Any mountain can be famous with the presence of an immortal. 
Any river can be holy with the presence of a dragon.

elusiveideas.tumblr.com



In Zhangjiajie we had a driver named 
Mr. Deng who did logistics for the 
air force, looked like Neil Patrick 
Harris, and had a Machiavellian 
view of human nature. During the 
long periods of time on the road 
we talked about all sorts of things 
that were wrong with China. He 
pointed out that most people already 
knew of government corruption, 
so a free press wouldn’t do too 
much. That depressed me slightly 
because I wanted to pursue a career 
having to do with writing. He was 
particularly concerned about the 
type of education being given to the 
younger generation: they don’t learn 
social obligation, volunteering, or 
compassion. He has a 15-year-old 
daughter, and a four-year-old son. I 
asked, What about them? What will 
they grow up to be like? He said, “I 
don’t know.” But from what I saw, he 
didn’t have too much to worry about. 
In the schools, kids didn’t view each 
other as rivals, and star classmates 
would spend half the day answering 
others’ questions and would feel 
proud afterwards. There was less 
competition between classmates 
there than there is here, and we’re 
given a civil education. Maybe it’s 
because students need each other to 



survive the system, and maybe 
that’s because they only have each 
other. When I first met my uncle, an 
extrovert who spat as he talked, who 
had lived in Shanghai for 20 years 
after his brother had pulled him of 
the countryside to work as a tailor 
with him, he spoke openly about 
his son’s college rejections and his 
ensuing disappointment. And his son 
has been in a boarding school since 
the first grade.

I met a girl in a hospital who was 23 
and studying to be a translator. She 
was lying on the bed with bandages 
on her cheeks. When we came in, she 
offered us drinks. And the only things 
in the room that were drinkable were 
four yogurts on her bedside table, 
gifts brought to her by a classmate, 
who was just finishing up her visit 
when we came. She wanted to give 
them to us.

She had bright eyes and spoke 
in a very pleasant voice, and 
enunciated every word very slowly 
and deliberately. In a self-conscious 
way, she said that her friend was 
probably jealous of the attention she 
was getting. Later when our parents 
started to talk about other things I 



took a few steps closer and we talked 
about the surgery she had just got on 
her jaw.  She said that she wouldn’t 
be able to eat anything hard in the 
future. I asked her if it was worth it, 
and she said, very simply, “For my 
career.”





Cab drivers are very interesting 
people. The first cab I rode in was in 
Shanghai, and as we were riding in 
it, I asked my dad what was special 
about Shanghai. His response was 
that it was “现代,” modern.

But then a voice from up front 
responded with a demand. “Where 
do you see that?”
“Where?”

I was interested now. This was the 
first stranger I had talked to, and he 
was laid back, bitter, and had spat 
his words with a certain amount of 
contempt. He was very engaging 
and had lots of sarcastic one-liners. 
He made jokes and poked fun about 
Kodak’s bankruptcy. He was angry, 
though, about the 2008 Olympics. 
He said, “Where did they get the 
money from? From the citizens. It 
was just an image to put up while we 
suffered even more.” As we pulled 
up to our destination, he remarked 
dryly: “[…] welcomes you.” It was a 
fake district for tourists, done in the 
old style, but built only very recently.

My last question was Do you like 
your city?



“I like it.” But there was a pause. “I 
live here. I have no choice but to like 
it.”

The second driver was just as 
interesting as the first, but he was 
much angrier. I was surprised by how 
angry he was. He repeated himself 
quite often: everyone has different 
viewpoints, and that was okay, but 
he hated America, especially how 
it meddled in the affairs of other 
countries. We couldn’t get a word in 
edgewise. All of a sudden he started 
cursing China, how communism 
and socialism didn’t work, how 
capitalism doesn’t work. He talked 
glowingly about Huaxi Village（华
西村）, a real life socialist utopia 
located in Jiangsu, my hometown. 
But wasn’t that back in the sixties? 
My dad asked, confused.

I asked him about the negative 
aspects of China, and heard the 
usual: too dictatorial, not enough 
freedom.

What about the good? And I was met 
by the longest and strangest silence I 
have ever heard. I thought he hadn’t 
heard me at first. Finally, he said, “I 
don’t know.”



When we exited the cab, my uncle 
told him that I was from America. 
The cab driver smiled. It looked like 
it was a sad smile. He said, “You 
should get home as soon as you can.”

I asked, Do you like Shanghai?

He said, “I like it. I like it.” And I 
wondered how many more times I 
would hear that response.



That night, when we invited Mr. 
Deng to dinner, he was a different 
man.  He warned us that he got 
drunk really easily, and pretty often, 
it looked like. Most Chinese love 
their country, and they want to love 
their government, too. They see the 
two ideas as inseparable. They don’t 
want to overthrow the government, 
they merely want it to get better. 
Before that happens, they’re content 
with waxing nostalgic about simpler 
times. Alcohol really helps with that.

I don’t want to be like him. But I 
shrugged and I downed my glass, 
too. There wasn’t anything else I 
could do.



赵旦





One of my cousins told me, “If they 
are the selfless generation, then we 
are the selfish generation.” The last 
time I saw him, we stayed up late 
and watched The Matrix and I told 
him about all the Christian allusions 
that were in it. He thought it was 
cool, and I was thrilled, so when I got 
home I sent him a Bible. That was 
five years ago.

This summer, I found him sleeping 
in until 10, 11 o’clock, and when he 
got up, he lounged around in his 
room without even putting on a pair 
of pants on first and played DotA. 
Other times he goes to work, dressed, 
of course, and then gets paid a dollar 
an hour for six hours of passing out 
brochures to strangers in the streets. 
Which is not much, especially for 
someone in his last year of college, 
but it’s his first working experience, 
and he’ll take it. The people who 
do this are everywhere, some of the 
saddest people I will never get to 
meet, and I only know them from 
their hair: a confident buzzcut in 
cargo shorts, an abusive redhead 
with a sharp nose, a greasy mess on 
top of a prematurely old face. I can 
picture my cousin darting in front of 
someone trying to ignore him, the 



flier making a confrontational “snap” 
as he sticks out his arm in front of 
the other man’s chest. If these fliers 
are accepted, most of the time they 
go straight into nearest trash can. 
It’s one thing to have a lousy job, 
but it’s an entirely different thing to 
know for certain that what you do is 
utterly worthless, and then have to 
keep doing it, day after day. It’s just 
the nature of things: the more people 
there are, the more disposable each 
person becomes. There are too many 
people and not enough things to 
do. There are millions of Chinese 
working for almost nothing, doing 
almost nothing, simply because there 
are millions of them.



There’s a saying, “差之毫厘，失之千
里” (The smallest error will always 
end in the miss of a thousand miles). 
This is a system where you have to 
deal with so many people that you 
have to test to get into middle school, 
test to get into high school, and test 
to get into college. At this point my 
cousin interjects and tells me not to 
forget elementary school. Mess up 
once, and then what? “It’s a vicious 
cycle, a downward spiral, where if 
your parents stop believing in you, 
you start doing worse, and then what 
does that lead to.” Good schools have 
good teachers and good students, 
but it’s a chicken and egg scenario, 
did good teachers want to move to a 
school where students were already 
self-motivated and high-achieving, 
or did good students want to move 
to a school with inspirational and 
accomplished teachers? In the end, 
what’s certain is that you probably 
stay good if you start good. When 
he told me this, he had a tone of 
desperation in his voice, almost like 
he was crying. He messed up early. 
He goes to college only to kill time, 
because it’s not fun to play alone. He 
thinks he is no one and nothing.





The first night in Shanghai, I looked 
out the window of the apartment and 
saw that in the next building there 
was a little girl in a sleeveless pink 
shirt sitting at a desk with a red lamp. 
Her father was reading a newspaper 
on the nearby couch. Suddenly, his 
arm moved, I did not know whether 
he was raising his hand to slap her 
or just to turn the page of his paper. 
The girl recoiled so violently that it 
terrified me.  She raised her arms as 
if to shield herself. When the father 
stood up, so did the girl, moving 
away from him to cower somewhere 
out of sight. During this time I was 
so close I had heard the scratching 
sound of her pencil sharpener.

This is the system that they are 
brought up in – too many students 
to take care of, not enough time for 
any individual, so they throw you 
a textbook and you do the best you 
can with it, you read it inside out. No 
time for questions, just study for the 
exam next week so they can cut out a 
few students because there’s just too, 
too many. Standardized tests might 
not measure anything much but it’s 
the only thing they can do. When too 
many people go to school, there isn’t 
really a school to go to.



I once had a conversation with 
his older sister’s husband. When 
I asked him about the differences 
between Eastern and Western school 
systems, he scoffed, “Education 
has shit value.” He told me he was 
a hundred percent sure that your 
college major would be irrelevant 
to your future job. He had majored 
in tourism and studied abroad in 
New Zealand, but he’s currently an 
emergency dispatcher. I had also met 
a girl who majored in English but 
is now an accountant. He said you 
just went for the piece of paper you 
needed to show future employers. I 
told him that we have that problem 
here in the states, too. It’s called 
degree inflation. It’s because more 
people are going to college. All that 
fighting to get into top colleges, and 
farms and technical institutes and 
trade schools were being abandoned. 
What about the diverse workforce a 
country needs? he worried.



Problems persist for every class, 
though: farmers in China are in a 
higher class now because of modern 
machinery, but confiscation of their 
land and forced urbanization are 
lowering them back down again. 
In my grandmother’s village there 
is a man whose family lived there 
long before I was born and who 
remembered how tall I was when I 
left. I was surprised that he hadn’t 
moved after all those years. He didn’t 
have to move. Now he did. Five years 
ago it was just rice paddies and stone 
houses as far as the eye could see. 
Now there are construction cranes 
looming ominously behind them, 
waiting to build more skyscrapers to 
try to relieve the population crisis. 
He said, “I have four plots of land, 
and I can feed my family just fine. 
But the Communist Party, if they 
give me anything at all, will only 
give just enough for me to survive.” 
It’s like the government is forcing 
dependence back upon those who 
have only just become self-sufficient.



I guess it’s understandable that some 
seniors choose to repeat their last 
year of high school until they get 
into the college they want to get into. 
But people wake up after college, my 
cousin’s husband said, and they ask 
themselves, Now what?

So, all of this, plus the fact that 
the Communists purged all the 
intellectuals just three generations 
ago, and then there was a massive 
brain drain to Taiwan. When I 
looked out from the second story of 
my grandmother’s farm, I saw the 
Yangtze River covered in mist. The 
largest shipbuilder in China doesn’t 
build engines. Germany and Korea 
do it instead. They are in control.

While I was in China, I didn’t meet 
a single scientist or anyone who was 
an innovator, for that matter. The 
London Olympics had featured the 
Beatles, but the most modern thing 
that came out of the ’08 Olympics 
was made at least thousands of 
years ago. In modern times, the 
words of the ancients are still taken 
as irrefutable truth. My aunt told 
me that if you know the words of 
Confucius then you know half of 
everything there is to know in this 



world. Turn on the TV in China 
and you’ll see a dozen government 
controlled news channels, history 
shows, and dramas. There was even a 
superhero movie playing once set in a 
universe where free press and a food 
and drug administration existed, and 
the villains were Western capitalists 
that put out faulty products. But you 
won’t you see one show about science 
fiction.



Most people are small business 
owners, middlemen, like the 
Shanghai man I met who wore a jade 
ring, a shiny wristwatch, a Buddhist 
bead bracelet, and a cigarette all on 
the same hand. He told me, “There’s 
no point in learning business if 
you’re doing well in school.” He 
laughed softly as he said it, but he 
also seemed bitter. He was like the 
embodiment of the expectations of 
his generation. 

He had been in the business for more 
than 20 years and had smoked one 
and a half packs of cigarettes each 
day for each of those years. He now 
drove an Audi and could afford 
to have a jade toad in each of his 
two offices that he believed would 
bring good luck. But, as I listened 
to how he referred to my dad as 
“Mr. PhD,” and how he laughed at 
him whenever he had questions 
about how the industry worked, 
and how he was said he was proud 
of being a businessman, because 
not everyone can do it, because it 
takes a special talent, I think I saw 
what was underneath. Expectations 
can imprison us. They can turn our 
greatest accomplishments into more 
signs of our shortcomings.



When I went into my cousin’s room 
I saw a floor-to-ceiling poster of his 
favorite basketball player. I noticed 
that there was something scrawled in 
a small space next to Dwayne Wade’s 
elbow. 

Freedom
Free
Whatever happens
I’ll handle it
Whatever
happens, I
will handle it.
You need to believe in yourself.
I can be like you, Wade.
I believe. Whatever happens, I’ll 
handle it.

It’s been a long time since he last 
set foot on a court. We give up a lot 
of things in life, and I don’t always 
know what for.





陶启慧



My cousin’s cousin is in her last year 
of high school. On the night I left, I 
asked her if I could see her book, 
which she has been writing for years. 
She decided to give it to me instead. 
It’s not finished, and it will never be 
finished, even if she had kept it. She 
knows this. When she was 16, she 
had to make a choice in her life, the 
choice I have yet to make. What kind 
of person you want to be. To keep 
dreaming or wake up. 



We listen to our parents tell us 
stories of how for breakfast, lunch, 
and dinner, they could only eat gruel, 
how they couldn’t read after the sun 
set because there wasn’t enough 
money to keep the lights on, how 
after a funeral, “We would take the 
white caps home and make shoes out 
of them.” How can we possibly top 
them? Every generation has to get 
better. This statement has doomed 
ours.

We believe that every generation 
has its own problems and its own 
definition of success. Theirs was 
poor, so they measured success 
in terms of money. We like to 
determine ours by “happiness.” But 
we say that because we can’t face the 
truth: we just can’t make it. So we 
lecture them on their manners, we 
pick fights over the smallest things 
because we want to win. Don’t spit? I 
couldn’t even eat! I was starving, and 
you’re telling me to be polite? I came 
from nothing, you have everything, 
and you’re fighting with me over 
this? And at the same time, at school, 
we ask ‘What does your dad do, not 
what do you do?”



We want to be successful, and so we 
forget creativity, because success 
is a measure of how you compare 
to those in already established in 
society. We stop trying to find our 
own way and do what everybody 
is doing. My cousin wants to be a 
writer, but he won’t become one. 
Instead, the Chinese find comfort 
in anonymity, and maybe because 
there are so many people, being 
exceptional is no longer exceptional. 
My cousin gave me advice that had 
been given to him: 树大招风 , that a 
tall tree attracts the wind, that you 
shouldn’t aim to be too ambitious, 
too amazing, too famous. Just ride 
those test scores into that college 
and then secure a job working under 
nine bosses. In Shanghai, I saw a 
bumper sticker that said “我是出来打
酱油的 – I’m not here to do anything 
important.” It seemed like the last, 
tongue-in-cheek act of defiance from 
someone who had stopped resisting 
inevitability. 



The middle class is where we seek 
to go when our dreams die – and 
when we get there, as long as things 
aren’t going badly, we are ignored. 
Everyone’s always talking about the 
middle class as if it were a lofty thing 
to strive for. In reality, it is a myth. 
People flock to the impoverished 
and the influential, the lowest of 
the low, the highest of the high, 
but never anybody in between. 
We have everything in order and 
nothing profound to offer so we get 
overlooked. We’re not the worst 
off, by any means, but we do have 
the most to lose. In China, it’s this 
striving towards this myth that has 
ruined the dream. With such a huge 
anonymous class with purchasing 
power, the cost of housing and 
raising a kid have increased so 
much that it has put them back to 
where they started off from.  The last 
generation had to leave the farm to 
the city to get a job and a wife and 
a house. Where this generation will 
have to go, I do not know. The dream 
has stayed the same, but the amount 
of effort needed to obtain it has not.



I met a little girl at my grandmother’s 
farm. When we first met, she stared 
at me, wide-eyed and silent, until 
her grandmother said that I was her 
brother. I liked that, so I made her 
laugh as I let the neighborhood dogs 
chase me. The next time I saw her, 
she was spinning around, flapping 
her wings, playing a game by herself. 
When she saw me, she walked over 
and looked about three feet up and 
said, “Do you remember what it 
was like here?” The last time we saw 
each other, she was looking down at 
where she had scraped her left knee. 
She said to me very seriously, “You 
must never tell my grandma and 
grandpa about this.” Her parents 
were working in a factory halfway 
across the country. The one thing 
this young couple had in their lives, 
they could only see once a year. 



I sometimes think that living is too 
tiring and without meaning, whether 
we live for others or we live for 
ourselves. My uncle doesn’t have to 
live from paycheck to paycheck, but 
he’s not living. He’s just a slave to 
the generation before or maybe the 
one after or both. He even wishes 
he could start over, just to live in the 
moment and to live for himself.

And after listening to him, I didn’t 
know what to do.





赵博臻



My dad says that if you have to spend 
twice as much effort just to be half as 
good as others are, then that’s just 
the way life is. But I hope my dad 
is dead wrong, and I hope most of 
the things he says are dead wrong, 
because if he’s right, then my dreams 
are dead.

He embodies hard work and suffering 
like none other. He never thought 
much of me until I started taking 
school as seriously as everyone else 
around here does. I had listened to 
him at the time, I wanted to make 
him happy, so I stayed up late that 
year, working hard on subjects my 
peers excelled at, subjects I could 
barely understand at the time and 
now have almost entirely forgotten.



He thought it would pay off. After all, 
that was the mantra that helped him 
get out of China, from a small plot 
of land with no view of the horizon 
to the land of endless opportunity, 
graduate school in Texas and then 
a respectable corporation offering a 
six-figure income in California. He 
had only one hitch in his plan: his 
failure to understand how big of a 
failure his son is. Everything he did 
was for me, from his solitary voyage 
to a foreign land, where he had saved 
every penny in order to bring his wife 
and kid over, to his endless hours as 
a cubicle drone at work and then a 
personal math and science tutor at 
home. He said his entire American 
Dream was for me to have a better 
life. I blew it because I know what he 
really meant by better was a better 
life than his.



I’ve been taught that each generation 
has to be better than the last. 
Towards the end of March, after we 
had already opened together nine 
rejection letters, my dad wouldn’t 
even feign optimism when the mail 
came. He would just hand me the 
envelope without saying a word. He 
had every right to do so.

I hate everything now. I hate myself 
because I am a coward. In denial 
about my own “talent,” which has 
gotten me nowhere, I refuse to take 
the popular road to success in the 
Silicon Valley because it is popular, 
and that would mean I can’t get by on 
subjectivity alone and I would have 
to actually work hard and learn hard 
skills in order to stay competitive 
with others. I hate what I am best at 
because I am terrible at it. I am only 
writing because I am good at nothing 
else. Everyone can write, we’ve all 
been doing it since kindergarten. All 
you do is string letters together to 
form words, words together to form 
sentences, and sentences to form 
paragraphs.



Sometimes I think I should just go 
shoot up an orphanage so I can get 
my name in the paper. At least then 
people would have something to 
remember me by, because if I die and 
nobody remembers me, it is the same 
as if I never existed in the first place. 

A small, delusional part of me says 
that if I put my writing out there, 
maybe something big will happen, 
and then I can take the easy way 
out. Because where does this 
conventional, resume-padded, play-
it-safe road end? To a startling, not 
entirely sober mid-life realization of 
the terrifying absence of individuality 
in your life: “Sometimes, I feel like I 
would make a bigger difference in the 
world if I were just digging ditches, 
because at the end of the day, I would 
know how many ditches I’ve dug…” 
That was just once when the shield 
came down, all the other times, he 
convinces himself that his suffering 
is for me. 



One of my cousins, Johnny, is 
a bodybuilder and had recently 
married a beautiful woman. He 
was a young man who had his life 
together, and I felt comfortable 
asking for his advice. What does it 
mean to be a man? It means you find 
an ashtray for your boss when he 
wants to light up, but you don’t kiss 
his ass. It means you never display 
dislike toward a person publically, 
but it’s okay to talk about in private. 
It means you know how to “grit your 
teeth and smile.” It means you give 
respect before you gain it. It means 
you’re comfortable to be around. 
It means you believe that there’s 
always a reason why people are in 
the position they’re in, and that there 
is a reason for everything.

But my dad says bluntly, dismissively, 
“Johnny’s job is disposable.”



Right now, I’m teetering back and 
forth between utter despair and 
mind-numbing comfort. The key 
emotion I am missing is desperation: 
I’m not running as fast as I can 
because there’s no need to. Instead, I 
compulsively check facebook, hoping 
that hearing other people’s successes 
and congratulating them and just 
being a nice guy will somehow delay 
the inevitable brick wall of realization 
I’m about to run into. And it’s taken 
me a week to write this many words.

It’s four days before my 19th birthday 
as I type this, and by now, I will have 
spent nearly a month in college, even 
though I never wanted to go anyway. 
Regardless of what I feel about 
school at this moment, I still remind 
myself that I am only here because 
my parents don’t trust me. 

Maybe this is a problem that others 
face as well, that the people who are 
supposed to know you best refuse 
to acknowledge anything without 
first getting a second opinion from a 
complete stranger who is “credible” 
only because another complete 
stranger has said so… I’d like to think 
they don’t trust you only because 
they don’t trust themselves.



Or maybe I’m here because I don’t 
trust myself. It certainly is getting 
harder to do so when no institution 
or anyone in a position of power has 
ever done so. So if nothing comes 
out of writing this, I guess I will stop 
writing for a very long time.  And 
as I type that last sentence I am 
reminded of why I wanted to write 
this in the first place.
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I’m sitting at a table with an old 
couple, former college professors. 
The man is balding, sagging, with 
big black watery eyes and ill-fitted 
dentures. He has Alzheimer’s. The 
woman has a flat voice, Parkinson’s, 
and is blind in one eye, but her mind 
is still sharp.

“I like you,” the old man says. “I 
would like to be your friend. When 
you get back to America, I want you 
to write me a letter.” He gets his 
grandson, who is in his mid-twenties 
and has never held a job before, to 
write down his address for me.

“When was the best time in your 
life?” I asked.

The man responds, when he attended 
college as an ambitious young man, 
during a time when an entire village 
would celebrate if a single student 
made it that far. When he had good 
memory, he adds wistfully.

The old woman’s answer is one I 
will never forget. At this point her 
shaking becomes particularly violent 
and she looks like she is slapping the 
table and stamping the ground. She 
says, 



now.

If my family is happy, then I am 
happy.



I have been going over this nearly 
every day for a very long time.



Maybe it’s time I grew up.












