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I have 600 dear friends. 
I hug each of them 
daily. I never need a mint 
but am always ready to offer one 
or 600. I love & know a lot 
about biking/baking. I love & know 
a lot about Celine Dion, 
thanks to my mom, who is, if I 
absolutely had to pick one—but 
who am I kidding, of course 
she’s my best friend. 
Once, every five years, I might 
feel a smidge of sadness. 
& when I do, I just 
sit down, maintaining impeccable, 
approachable posture, & breathe. 
I breathe like the very well- 
organized, very wall-less 
ad agency I’ve run 
since birth. I breathe 
like breathing is my oldest 
dear friend named Daphne 
Daphne, whom I still call every night 
before bed to say, You are 
an incandescent multiverse—don’t you 
forget it, & that never 
fails to do the trick.  
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