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The Importance of PIE
July was another transformative month. I suppose this is my normal and that is okay. There
are periods of time where I feel like I have everything figured out, and then one thing will
happen that makes me question everything I previously knew to be true. July I questioned
everything. I took action.

One concept I learned this
month is PIE. Our summer
interns/my new friends
Courtney and Bailey and I
practiced this after Courtney
suggested it. PIE is a way of
checking in on those you care
about. You all share how you
are doing, how you can do
better, and how you might
need help physically,
intellectually, and emotionally.
This is an exercise I plan on
continuing as it promotes
honest self-care and social
support.

Take a moment to reflect on this. How are you doing? In what ways are you taking care of
yourself? How are succeeding? What can you do better and how can you implement these
changes? Answer these in terms of all three categories. Feel free to do this exercise
mentally or write them down. If you’d like to send them to me, I would love to read your
thoughts and feelings and share mine.
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I Like Rocks (and Boulder)
At the end of the June issue, I mentioned some pretty big life changes. It all
started with the death of my grandfather. That was complicated enough. His
passing was one of the only deaths I’ve been somewhat prepared for. I’ve lost
loved ones to car accidents and suicide very suddenly and unexpectedly. But I
still felt sad. And relieved for him. And nervous for what the future held (but
what else is new???).

When my stepdad, Patrick, and I arrived in Colby to meet my mom we learned
some shocking news. My mom had a brother. We also learned that he had
known about us his entire life and assumed we knew about him too. That just
broke my heart. Luckily, the chatter of small western Kansas towns brought us
together.

In the midst of all this chaos, my
parents and I were also preparing for a
trip to Colorado the next week for their
wedding. Standing in my grandpa’s
kitchen, finishing off the last of his
family size soft Chips Ahoy cookies,
Patrick asked if I would like for him to
adopt me. My biological father passed
away before I could meet him, so this
was a big deal for me. Patrick has
always been there for me in the best
way he knows and I love him for it.
Even though Patrick, his parents, and
his kids have felt like family for years,
the government will now recognize it
too!

Since all this crazy family news wasn’t enough, I decided that I wanted to
reach out to my brother. I have a half brother and a half sister from my
father’s side, whom I had never met. Watching my mom meet her brother
inspired me. She was able to get Chris’s contact information for me within a
matter of hours. Surprisingly, Chris lived in my hometown: Lawrence, Kansas. I
was afraid to text him—what if he didn’t want anything to do with me like my
father? I had written him a letter a couple years ago after I found out about
our dad’s death, but never heard back from him. Text messaging was more
direct and we were certain this was his number.
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My roommate, MacKenzie, was with me during this time and even read his first
reply along with me because I was too nervous. He apologized for losing my
letter and was so happy I was able to contact him. I found out he was married
with one stepdaughter and a son on the way. My favorite words from him were,
“I will make time anytime.” I had a brother!

Meeting him was a wonderful blur. I still
pictured him as a little kid from the
photos my mom had. Chris is now 32. I
saw so many of my mannerisms in him
when he spoke to me. He also worked
with dogs—he LOVES dogs. He told me
about my Sullivan family since I’ll never
get to know my father or my
grandparents personally. He brought me
framed photos of all three of them
because he had grown up without his
mother so he understand how powerful
pictures could be.

He even brought me some of my dad’s artwork. Turns out my dad was an artist
and designer. Chris and I both have tattoos that we designed ourselves. And
although we don’t see the world in exactly the same way, I can tell he has a
loving heart and cares deeply about those around him. I am so happy to have
him and his family in my life now.

Even though most of these dramatic life changes are positive, it is still
overwhelming. I've had to take some extra time this month to recharge and
snuggle with my cat and that is OK.

Feel Good Television
tested and approved for your next depressive episode*
Coco (Netflix)
Golden Girls (Hulu)
Paddington (Netflix)
Princess Diaries (Netflix)
How I Met Your Mother (Hulu)
Parks and Recreation (Hulu)
Spongebob Squarepants (Amazon Prime)
Bob's Burgers (Hulu)
Mary Poppins (not streaming but a CLASSIC)

*not an approved coping mechanism
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Stream of Consciousness
One of my good friends suggested I include some of my "stream of consciousness"
thoughts, which turned into an online journal of sorts. I've included some important
snippets below to prevent this newsletter getting way out of hand. However, if you are
interested in reading my unedited thoughts in full (BEWARE), follow this

link.

July 10, 2018
Today I had the first panic attack in years. This told me I had to say something, I was going to do the right
thing for myself, my boss, my company, and women (and just people in general) after me. How could the
problem be fixed if the person in charge is left in the dark?

Right now I am still shaking, hoping that all evidence of tears is gone. I hate crying in front of other people
but I think it’s the best way to show how I’m really feeling. I started the conversation easy by discussing how
work was going. All my self doubt exploded into the conference room. What if I’m not cut out to be an
engineer or surveyor because I cannot sit behind a desk and push paper all day? I’m never busy enough and I
feel like I am a waste of space and money. What can I do about it? Like I said, the easy stuff. I think he was
overwhelmed at how emotional I was over just that. So I let him talk for a while, knowing that his answers
were probably going to change soon.

Then I told him what has been really bothering me. Because I cannot discern whether I hate this job because
of the work, or because I no longer respect my coworkers enough to help them. I told him about being
attacked under a bridge in New Mexico. How some strange man approached my coworker and I and said
lewd things to me and tried to grab and do god knows what. How my coworker protected me and possibly
saved my life. How this same coworker then went on to say things to me like “you looked goood in that green
dress, it was hard to get work done that day” and “I wish I had met you 30 years ago” and “I like looking at
ya throughout the day.” Finally I told him about what was going on right under his nose. As in the fact that
some of the crew chiefs won’t let me do any of the physical labor even when I ask. How I feel that I’m not
progressing professionally because I never have any real work to do. I’m afraid this could screw me over in
the future. And finally, how one of his employees drunk called me and said I could never handle the physical
aspects of field surveying because I’m a little girl (are you tired of reading about this yet? Because I’m tired
of thinking about it every single day). How coworkers I thought supported me made excuses for him. That is
was unacceptable and not only making me miserable but affecting my work.

At this point I’m still unsure how I feel about everything. My boss wants to know who called me so he can
handle the situation and whatever results from it. Although that is extremely great and supportive, he also
said some things that made me question it. For example, how some of the guys are “gentleman” by which he
meant old-fashioned, or, misogynistic. Which I firmly reminded him that behavior is not OK. Also that I need
to be more confident? But also that I am good at "giving it" back to them? It’s hard to be confident when
dealing with this situation, because this particular surveyor runs the show. He’s always right. He is the prime
example of hegemonic masculinity which is toxic to everyone.

We still have a lot of progress to make. I am nervous and hopeful for the future.
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July 12, 2018
So many conflicted feelings today. I have an interview this evening with American Conservation Experience
for a position in California. If selected, I would live in California for either 3 or 6 months learning about
conservation and land management, receiving training in trail construction, forestry, and environmental
restoration, and testing out whether this is a career path I would be serious about. Food, travel to projects
from our base station, camping equipment (because there will be a lot of work in the back country) will be
included plus a weekly stipend and an educational bonus at the end of the program.

My only concern lies with the approval of my parents. Sometimes I feel like they think I’m throwing my life
away, especially since my mother worked so incredibly hard to get me to and through college and where I
am today. There are already days where my brain tells me that they don’t like me, that they’re disappointed
in me, that I am ungrateful and a burden. They are my favorite people. I just want them to be proud of me.

I have researched this job, including reaching out to a high school friend who has done AmeriCorps NCCC
and is currently in VISTA. I have a list of questions prepared for my interview today and at the top of the list
is health insurance. Everyone I have sought advice from (college friends, hostel suitemates, working
professionals) have told me that if I can afford it there is nothing wrong with taking a break in between
jobs.

When I am extremely confused and conflicted I like to make lists of what I KNOW. For example, I know:
--> I do not want to do the work that my company does
--> Whatever I decide to do, I will deal with the consequences
--> I need to do what is going to be best for myself, which includes a lot of factors
--> There are a lot of supportive people out there
--> My parents love me and will continue to love me

Also, I am unsure about:
--> Leaving my family for California at this period of time
--> Staying in the civil engineering career path
--> Doing what feels best for me without disappointing my parents
--> Maintaining two jobs—I am physically and emotionally worn out
--> Obsessive list making???? Does this help or hurt me?

July 16, 2018
I stayed home from work today. Feeling down and hopeless. My alarm went off and I just couldn’t
participate in the day. My head hurt and I could barely open my eyes. I haven’t been sleeping well at night
so I’m exhausted during the day when I’m not allowed to sleep. I need a day where I don’t leave my
apartment so I don’t have another breakdown like last week. It feels like I’m letting everyone down, that I
can’t function well enough to just go to a place and sit at a desk for 8 hours without feeling miserable.
What is wrong with me? Why can’t I just take my check and health insurance and be content?

Today I feel like running away. I think I would be pretty good at just living out of the back of my Prius if I
needed to. I’ve been researching places where one can camp out overnight in their car or in a tent for free
(https://freecampsites.net/). I also think if I tried this for a month and I realized this was a terrible terrible
decision I would have a lot more appreciation for my situation. Like hell yes getting paid to do nothing so I
can buy cool shit and do cool things.

But now I’m trying to find health insurance coverage in California for my American Conservation Experience
program. It is a pain. I am thankful for how easy it is to have health insurance with my current job. I can’t
imagine how difficult it would be for someone who doesn’t speak English well or has any sort of disability.
Why is it so difficult to make sure people are cared for? Time to go back to bed.
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July 21, 2018
Today I realized I talk so much about the importance of sustainability but have been neglecting
sustainability for myself. I need to change something soon. For me, working with people 7 days a week is not
sustainable. Even though I appear extremely outgoing and friendly to most people, I need my alone, quiet,
dark (aka stimulus free) time to recharge. Friday I had to leave my full time job early because I was so
frustrated and upset. I punched a wall for the first time in months. After I finished everything I needed to
complete before I left, I went up to my boss and said “I’m having a lot of trouble regulating my emotions
today and I need to go home before I do something rash.”

Next week I have an intro session to help place me in a therapy group. I think that in addition to the antidepressant that I currently take, it would be extremely beneficial for me to discuss my feelings in an
objective environment and learn from other people experiencing similar (and non-similar) things.

I talked to my mom about the ACE program and she was very receptive to the idea. We agreed that now is
not the best time. If I run away with loose strings to my problems, I will only return to them. This is the
hardest part about growing up. Luckily, I have made a list of all seemingly possible and realistic options for
my situation.

It’s a work in progress. And although I really want to go to California and do conservation work until March,
it’s just not realistic for me right now. I need to stay here and try therapy. I need to work through my
problems and take on uncomfortable situations head on. I have the support of my parents, my friends, my
brother :)

I believe that things will work out and that I have the power to make it better, even though the journey may
be unpleasant and uncomfortable. By taking care of myself, it will allow me to better take care of others.
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Tales from the Trail
Hello - my name is Hazlett - and I've been asked to share about the Appalachian trail,
which I only spent forty days on, but which I am returning to soon! I've been reading
Lord of the Rings while I walk, because a lot of walking happens in middle earth, and so
I might sound like a hobbit!!!

I started in Harper's Ferry, West Virginia, at about six PM on the night of a very big
storm. I had too much weight in my pack, the company of a strange person from the
train, and a quarter liter of water. Very quickly the trail climbed and turned into a
stream under torrential rain and lightning! I thought we would be electrocuted and I
don't know why we were not...

After we had hiked in pitch dark storm for a good while, the stranger and I pitched our
tents off the trail, even though the woods of Maryland are off limits to unauthorized
tent pitching. We woke the next morning only to find we had given up hope 100 yards
short of the shelter!

Then a dear friend joined me after voyaging through the storm. We endured old people
boinking in shelters, long days of hiking and camping in the rain, grumpy pants, blisters
in unusual places, peemergencies, day hikers, smells, rocks, bears, snakes, mini bears,
flies, and New Jersey. (hehe) Once, our friend woke up with a snake staring into his
eyes. Another time, the wind howled all night around our tents. Another time, the privy
provided at a campsite on the top of the mountain was only a wooden box with a toilet
seat atop. Lastly, once I had a staring contest with a bear and I won. What good fun.

I hiked to a farm stand in the middle of Massachusetts with my dear friend, a distance
of approximately 516 miles. We walked along a rather flat section of the trail, with only
a few climbs greater than a thousand feet. Our daily miles increased as we went on,
but in the end we generally walked between sixteen and twenty miles each day, which
at our (slow) pace meant twelve hour days with various breaks. (Slow is fine.) I carried
around 25 pounds, including a tent, sleeping bag and pad, crocs, a puffy jacket, and a
small bear. I liked to eat oats and couscous, but I'm looking forward to eating ground
up black beans soon.

In conclusion to my blurb, I learned something that I think all endurance athletes like our
dear friend Miranda must already know. When you're doing the same repetitive motion
for hours on end, only half your brain is busy. The other half of your brain can devote
itself to many tasks. Some people like music or podcasts or audiobooks. But I prefer not
giving that half of the brain anything to chew on and instead watching to see what will
bubble up. Some bubbles were sad. Some bubbles were happy. But all needed to
bubble up one way or another, I believe.

That's all I have to say, but I welcome questions. Good bye, Miranda's readers!
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Dear ASM
Any advice for someone returning to college after 2 years of not
attending school at all?
just go back, I found that I (I did the same thing) was more focused and ready to
study and learn
Don't ever mistake having to refresh your memory for a lack of intelligence. You
are a strong and intelligent person, you can achieve anything with some hard work
and perseverance.
Well, I've never been brave enough or had the financial means (loans terrify me) to
go back to school myself, but with any endeavor or goal it's always best to start
with a strong, compelling why. Why is this important to you? This becomes your
anchor when times are hard.
Set aside time to focus on school without any outside distractions. Turn off the
phone, the TV, log out of social media. Dedicate all your attention to it when it is
time to study or do homework! And be patient with yourself!
My advice is to go into college knowing you have been through it before. It is new
as far as type of classes go but not new as far as the "how" to do school. Plus in
two years you have changed as a person and those changes will help in school.
Any opportunity to learn is a great thing.
Breathe. Trust yourself and the desire that made you want to return to college.
Positive self talk or talk to someone who can help your inner voice with the
positivity.
Try to hold in your head why you want to be there all the time so you don't feel like
you're wasting time
Be confident in yourself. Your path may not look like everyone else's but that is
what makes it yours.

how the FUCK do I let go of someone who was supposed to be the
person I spent the rest of my life with and they tell me so many good
things and made me think everything would be perfect and the next
day has ghosted me and I haven't heard from him in a year?? To
outsiders it sounds like a no-brainer. BUT me and this guy were really
close and I truly feel we had something special. How do I let him go to
make room for someone even better?
Learn to love the person you are without him again.
Burn all memories of that person and as the smoke rises let your emotions rise and
bid them adieu
Keep yourself busy but don't be afraid to moan like in when Harry met Sally (Harry
is sad)
You obviously did not have the connection (or it was one way) that you thought
that you did. I would suggest throwing yourself into some form of volunteering
about something that you are passionate about. You will most likely meet
someone who shares your interests and therefore remove the temptation of falling
back into a 1 sided relationship
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Dear ASM
GHOSTING (continued)
As hard as these situations are, you have to realize that a) nothing is wrong with
you, him making a decision to ghost you doesn't mean you are defective in any
way b) he helped you grow as a person, yes it is extremely hard to come to terms
with the fact that what you thought your future held is no longer possible but your
past will always include those good times you spent together and you are forever
changed by that c) getting back together now wouldn't be the same, he clearly
has changed and what you had was with someone different
So keep your head up, healing takes time. It's ok to miss something you had but
stay positive. Work on loving yourself and one day the right person will come along
:)
Take time to grieve. It's always disappointing when you feel like a relationship had
so much promise and it doesn't turned out the way you hoped.
Then trust your path. It may be the right person and not the right time or it may be
neither. Regardless, there is always something to learn. Reflect on what you've
learned from this person and celebrate the lessons.
If someone is able to cut you out of their life that quickly, your connection wasn’t
real (on their end) and therefore you really need to see it in that light. Whatever
connection you thought you had doesn’t mean shit if they can walk away. So
unless they were abducted by aliens or went into witness protection, write that
asshole off as quickly as they did you. Life is too short to get hung up on someone
who can flip a switch like that.
Well this is a hard one. It requires forgiving someone that is not even present to
forgive or even have conversation about moving on. It might mean that you have
to rethink why they were in your life in the first place. You believed that they were
placed there to be forever and maybe their presence was a lesson about there is
no "perfect" person in a relationship. The relationships that work are with 2
imperfect people that refuse to give up on each other. Be okay with the grieving
process of letting go of what you thought the relationship was. And be patient
with yourself as you do this... time does help but realize it might not mean you
forget him but instead can remember the good of the reason he was in your life.

How to be a supportive parent of a child going through
puberty in the age of cell phones and technology??
Struggling with this now too. Constant presence in their lives. Open and frank
discussion on every aspect of puberty. Because if you dont give them info, they
might get incorrect info.
Another one of my fears as my kiddos are just 1 and 3, so I'm the one that needs
advice on this topic, but I do feel the conversation starts now even at these young
ages. We celebrate differences, we talk about healthy habits, we always talk
about how our emotions are ok and that none are off limits, but that acting
violently is not ok.
Have embarrassing fun spirited conversations about pregnancy/stds (what else?)
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Dear ASM
PUBERTY (continued)
Make meals and fun outings a phone free space so they can get away from the
social network world that makes us want to compare ourselves constantly.
yikes, this is a hard one. Trust them until they give you are reason not to be trusted.
No cell phones at the dinner table because family is important. Give them reasons
to not want to be on their cell phone 24/7 (family time/activities). Understand
that things are changing and they are different than when you were growing up
but your parents probably dealt with the same thing!
Ugh! Puberty is so hard and technology is adding to the challenge with "fake"
images of life, thinking that "clicks" or comments on pictures equate to popularity
in life. I think there needs to be rules regarding technology (including cell phones)
for tweens & teens (shoot there probably should be some for adults). The
conversation should start before any accounts are set up with expectations and
consequences. They will be flexible as the parent sees maturity in use. For
example, parents should have access to child's phone (know passwords to phone
and social media) to be able to check whenever. Then if there is questionable
content on social media a discussion should had with the child. The biggest thing
is for the child to understand that technology is to help us not to be used as a tool
for self esteem or hurting others. Proper use will benefit the individual but misuse
could cause serious consequences (and lay out facts about this- you need data).
I think giving them privacy is important. I hated when my mom snooped -- it broke
our trust. I'd say privacy but also reminding your child that you love them and are
there for them and the reasons why you care so much about them. Additionally,
watch out for warning signs that something isn't right, and if you feel it is not, then
I think reading messages is warranted. However, should you find your teen is
sending and receiving inappropriate or alarming messages (maybe he or she is
depressed, has mental health issues, has other issues) that you want to address
with them, be kind. Let them know you just want to help. You are not mad. You
didn't want to break trust but you care and want to help. Kindness is my bottom
line. Kindness but vigilance with your child. I'm not a mom -- I'm just the daughter
of parents who were kind of vigilant and I'm thankful -- even though 13 year old me
wasn't.
Be involved.
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Congratulations!
From Lawrence High School to Chicago to roommates, our journey continues.
MacKenzie is officially a homeowner and has invited me to rent from her so our
cats can stay best friends. In the next couple of months we will be moving from
good ol' Johnson County, Kansas to the Missouri side of Kansas City. Our taxes
probably won't be too fun this year but our lives will be! Congratulations,
MacKenzie!
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