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For anyone who has experienced friendship heartbreak, this is for you. For anyone who has

experienced excruciating loss, this is for you. And for everyone else, this is for you. It is the middle of

November of 2020 and I am caught in one of my anxiety vortexes. I'm trying to finish my chemistry

homework after reading The Penultimate Peril, the 12th book in the Series of Unfortunate Events.

This current vortex has been triggered by excessive social media scrolling, sleep deprivation,

reckless behavior, and my current obsession with the tale of the Baudelaire orphans and how their

battle with the concept of good vs evil applies to my world and the world in general.

Now I am spinning in this vortex, unable to tell which way is up or down, or whether that even

matters. When I find myself in one of these anxiety vortexes, I desperately try to grasp onto anything

familiar and comforting. And that by returning to something familiar and comforting all of my

problems and despair will disappear. Maybe if I go back to school, or start swimming regularly, or

move back to Lawrence or New Jersey, I will be ok. These are the only things I can make sense of in

the vortex. These examples are things I can control. However, there are things from my my past that

are familiar and comforting and filled with so much pain because they are situations out of my

control.

In today's vortex I am fixated on the thing that brings me the most pain, the breakup with my best

friend, Giselle. It is difficult for me to know where to start or what all to include in a brief retelling of

my nearly decade long friendship. It is almost too painful for me to sit here and think about writing,

but I feel that I must do it. We met in middle school. She first remembers me the summer before

seventh grade—we were both in orchestra (both played violin), and I had come to rehearsal after a

morning swim practice. She later told me, "I thought you looked like a huge bitch." Or something to

that sort. I was just exhausted. But where is that line between exhausted and bitchy? I first

remember her in seventh grade English, we were assigned to read each other's short stories. I don't

remember what mine was about, but I sure remember hers. We
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became friendly after that, and sometime soon we

became good friends. I had just gotten unlimited

text messaging, like many of my peers already had,

and Giselle was one of few to respond to my text

of exciting news. It turns out we were both

watching the movie Cars that night and we were

pretty much inseparable after that. Years later we

looked back on that night as the beginning of our

intimate friendship, and therefore celebrated

February 15th each year following. I realized

popularity was stupid and none of it really mattered

anyway because I had Giselle. She was my person. 
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A couple of months ago, when I was admitted to the psychiatric hospital, all I could think of was

her. I was initially upset about a situation with my ex, but the entire drive to the emergency room I

was reminded of her. My mom took a wrong turn (bless her), and we ended up driving by Pizza

Shuttle, the T-Mobile parking lot full of moon craters, Tryyaki, the building formerly known as

Hastings, and more. I've come to realize that the end of our friendship was a critical turning point in

my life and mental health. It wasn't immediately apparent, because I was a senior in college, living

in New Jersey, with two of my best friends, Nicole and Danielle. My life back home was on pause.
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It is difficult for me to write about my

friendship with Giselle, but it is even more

difficult to write about the abrupt end of our

friendship. We started to drift apart that

summer of 2016. I had a big fancy engineering

internship in big fancy Overland Park and I

suppose I was a little full of my big fancy self.

Fuck. I had recently come out of a year long

deep depression after the death of my long 

time friend and first love, Hunter. Although I was not necessarily depressed at that time, I was

absolutely emotionally unstable. I was exhausted from commuting from Lawrence to OP and working

8 to 5, Monday through Friday. I was already repressing the feeling that holy shit is this office thing

going to be the rest of my life. I was stuck in cycles of binge eating and restricting, after months of

heavy restricting at school. My self image was poor but I did not act like it. I was so excited to be

starting "the rest of my life" and having financial stability and career stability and health insurance

and all that wonderful capitalist grown up bullshit. I don't know what Giselle's feelings were during

that summer, because we didn't talk much. In hindsight I think she may have been going through her

own depression, and I wasn't there for her. Everything was about me and my feelings and I just didn't

understand why she wasn't following the same path I was. Foolish, naive Miranda. Like I said, I don't

know what she was thinking or feeling at the time, and some of it probably has nothing to do with

me. My self obsessed brain tells me it was all my fault, and based on how I acted that summer I

imagine a lot of it was. Am I a cruel, terrible villain? Perhaps sometimes. Perhaps I was to my best

friend, the person who made me feel comfortable being myself during tumultuous adolescence, the

person who talked to me everyday I lived in New Jersey, and the person who had recently stuck close

by me during that deep depression. I went back to New Jersey for the school year without saying

goodbye, or even telling her when I was going. I remember feeling like she was annoyed with me and

wouldn't want to see me anyway. Fuck. When I unpacked my college decor, I found a piece she

embroidered for me and so I sent her a Snapchat saying I was thankful for this little piece of home. I

can't remember exactly what she sent back, it was definitely a black screen. I think there were words

but I can't remember. That was the last time I heard from her. Since then I have reached out to her a

few times (I still have her phone number memorized), but without response. It hurts. It really fucking

hurts. Giselle was my person.



mind. I was screaming and crying and inconsolable with happiness. We had a full blown conversation

that night. I am so grateful for that and I'm trying to accept it for exactly what it is. But it's hard not

to hope that someday, maybe even someday soon, we could be friends again. I could see her face, I

could hold her face again. We could go to Pizza Shuttle together and talk about life. We could drink

real wine in my own bathroom instead of sparkling grape juice in my mom's bathroom. We could even

start new traditions.

So am I a noble volunteer or a sinister villain? Or am I simply just trying to survive? I absolutely fucked

up, but it does not mean I am a fuck up. We are all somewhere in between and all trying to survive.

We must forgive ourselves. We must be honest with ourselves, even when it's painful. Especially when

it's painful.

After college, the reality of not having Giselle in my life started affecting me. I moved to a new city,

started a full time job in a career I was already secretly questioning, filled some of that void with a

shitty boyfriend and the rest with food. That was just the first few months. My twenties so far have

been far more tumultuous that my adolescence. I've been desperately searching for someone to be

my person, but nobody has ever been Giselle. Nobody ever will be Giselle. It pains me to think that

if things had gone differently, if I hadn't been so into myself, or any number of other negative

qualities about myself that I might not even be aware of still, she might still be here. I think about

what it would have been like to have Giselle in my life when my mom got married, when I quit 
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engineering, when I met my half brother for the first

time, when I got my bagel tattoo, when I bought my

house, when I finally finished the Series of Unfortunate

Events, and every broken heart along the way. And who

knows what life events of hers I've missed. Fuck. 

I really hope this doesn't jinx anything, but I finally heard

back from Giselle for the first time in October this year.

It was the anniversary of a concert that we went to with

Hunter. Double whammy of a memory. I messaged her a

link to the song, "Stay With Me," by NO, one of the

openers that we immediately fell in love with. When I

saw her name pop up on my phone I lost my absolute 
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https://open.spotify.com/playlist/4g4notpEkEOE1R2ccjqE7W?si=DoHaJJIoQGi_Nk6zch7JAA


I used to think

I was tough

for avoiding my feelings.

For remaining stoic

in the face of

adversity.

But as the pressure builds

the volcano of emotion erupts

with little prompting.

It erupts in tantrums

and punching of walls

and self mutilation.

Bruised knuckles and sliced skin

I am tough (look how tough I am).

The volcano becomes

frozen and numb with

sex, drugs, alcohol.

I have tamed the beast but

only momentarily.

I am fighting with myself and

losing.

I must learn how to safely purge the lava

without spreading fire.

I must learn how to extinguish my flames

without extinguishing myself. 

Acknowledge not avoid.

Feel not react.

Acknowledge and accept.

Feel and let go.

Now I know I am tough

not despite my feelings but

because of them.

as they do



RECIPE FOR DEPRESSION



DBT SKILL: OPPOSITE ACTION
Opposite Action is an emotional regulation skill that helps fight "action urges" for specific

emotions. It is to be used when a feeling or emotion does not fit the facts of the situation

and is not effective. That is not to say that your feelings or emotions are wrong. Opposite

Action is used to determine when acting on those feelings or emotions is justified or

effective. Here are some examples for my favorite emotions.

ANGER

Fits the facts when something is in the way of your goals or activities, there is a threat to

you or someone you care about, etc. For example, if you are driving 13 hours from

Albuquerque to Kansas City on 2-lane roads, and you get stuck behind slow moving

traffic, you might feel angry (aka road rage). Is this feeling valid? Absolutely, something is

getting the way of your goal of getting home. However, is acting on this anger effective?

Probably not. Reckless driving is usually not effective. In this situation, acting oppositely

would involve taking a moment to breathe, think with understanding and proceed with

empathy. Being stuck in traffic isn't forever but being dead is. 

LOVE

Fits the facts when loving someone or something enhances your quality of life or helps you

attain your personal goals. For example, if you are trying to get over an ex/crush/friend

then acting on feelings of love towards that person is likely not effective. Likely, it is

painful. So when love is not justified or effective, Opposite Action recommends avoiding

that person and everything that reminds you of them (pictures, messages, belongings,

mementos, places you were together, places you planned to or wanted to go together,

places where you know the person has been or will be. No following, waiting for, or

looking for the person), distracting from thoughts of that person, and reminding yourself

why love is not justified or effective in the first place. I am especially bad at this skill.

SADNESS

Fits the facts if you have lost something or someone or things aren't as they expected or

hoped they would be. Sadness makes us want to withdraw and isolate. In many cases, this

is ineffective, although sometimes it is beneficial to have some time for yourself. However,

if withdrawing and isolating is not justified for the situation, try Opposite Action. Get

active and stop avoiding things. Do something that makes you feel competent and

confident (also known as Building Mastery). Figure out how to increase pleasant events.

Planning ahead for bouts of sadness is crucial to performing with Opposite Action so that

we are prepared with a list of things that make us feel good and smart and beautiful

(because we know we are, we just don't feel like it). .



THANK YOU
FOR READING AND

SUBSCRIBING

"I know these will all be stories someday, and our pictures will become old
photographs. We all become somebody's mom or dad. But right now, these
moments are not stories. This is happening. I am here, and I am looking at
her. And she is so beautiful. I can see it. This one moment when you know
you're not a sad story. You are alive. And you stand up and see the lights

on the buildings and everything that makes you wonder. And you're
listening to that song, and that drive with the people who you love the

most in the world. And in this moment, I swear, we are infinite."

-Stephen Chbosky, Perks of Being a Wallflower


