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	 I	know	I’m	up	past	my	bedtime	when	I	feel	my	acid	reflux	medicine	stop	working	and	I	start	
thinking in personal essay openers. 
 That, in fact, was one of them. 
	 I	wasn’t	exactly	sure	where	I	thought	it	would	go,	but	as	I	began	to	feel	the	back	of	my	throat	
burn, I freed myself from the mess of sheets and blankets, pawed for my phone, opened Notes, 
took pause at the prospect of adding yet another document to an overcrowded device, sighed, and 
wrote it down anyway. 
	 I	love	being	awake	late	at	night.	Though	I’m	an	only	child,	I	often	find	myself	struggling	to	feel	
independent, healthily alone. My solution to this, naturally, is to stay up until the ungodly near-
morning, self-medicating on old movies and Gilmore Girls. I’m comforted by the feeling that I’m the 
only	human	awake,	softly	padding	on	the	hardwood	floors	of	my	house	in	stocking	feet,	down	the	
carpeted	stairs	to	sneak	cold	chicken	fingers	from	the	fridge,	hearing	drunken	voices	outside	my	
window calling out to each other in the street, blissfully unaware that a 16-year-old girl with eyes 
half-full of sleep is listening within the brick house they stagger by. 
	 This	solace	that	I	now	find	in	the	early	hours	of	the	day	was	once	challenging	to	me.	I	was,	for	
some reason, always afraid to be the last one up. I would sing myself to sleep under the covers in an 
effort	to	ensure	that	I	would	be	first	off	to	dreamland,	keeping	my	father	awake	with	endless	rounds	
of	“Do	Re	Mi”	as	he	dozed	off	in	a	rocking	chair	beside	me.	
 As I grew, though, I learned to covet this time – the only time I truly felt alone. The only time I 
could think unrestrained, unfettered, free. 
	 Whenever	I	find	myself	coming	to	a	particularly	strong	resolution,	an	especially	profound	thought,	
I attempt to type it out as quickly as possible. 
 One night, when I opened my phone and paused until my pupils dilated, I noticed the sheer 
amount of content stored in the notes app on my phone. There are one-sentence Spanish 
assignments, one-sentence musings about philosophy, one-sentence jokes. And there are 
memories. I guess everything in notes is a memory, an artifact, but the clearest ones are select 
quotes or even full pages dedicated to blissful times. As I began to feel tendrils of nostalgia rise in 
my mind like the bile ever pushing at the back of my windpipe, I saw that many of these notes were 
composed on other late nights like the one I was currently in. 
	 I	began	to	consider	this	anthology	of	internet	text	as	though	it	were	made	up	of	physical	
documents. How many would be love letters? How many would be tear-stained? How many 
perfumed, hopeful? What about invitations, manifestos, or pleading postcards from camp? And 
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I love the voice here. And “the problem with stupid happy is that 
it can make you stupid” is just awesome. The insights the author 

draws from the aspects of their life are both revealing and relatable. 
The prose reaches out to you and says, “it’s okay, we’ll get through 

this together.” While the nostalgic/coming-of-age tone has been 
done before, Rosenberg comes at it from a disarmingly simple 
angle that has you reading it not as trope, but for what it is: the 
thoughts	and	experiences	and	revelations	of	a	young	person.

what of their chronology? What did I know when I wrote that? or, more often, Oh, boy, if only I knew 
what	was	going	to	come	next.
 That’s the thing, though: you can never know what’s around the bend. I could never have 
guessed as a timid girl, afraid of the dark, that I would someday crave for the velvet black of my 
room at night. How I see it: Tuesday’s end-all-be-all is Wednesday’s old news. 
 Whether that Wednesday comes three months and two weeks later depends entirely on 
circumstance,	but	to	know	that	it	will	come	is	what	keeps	me	afloat.	How	do	I	know	that	it	will?	I	
don’t. What I do know is that every crushing childhood crush I had now turned funny story helps 
heal modern heartbreak. Every time I felt scared going to pre-school alone helps me to feel safe 
now.	Seeing	how	far	I	have	come	in	sixteen	short	years	fools	me	into	feeling	as	though	I	have	all	the	
time in the world. 
 The real honeytrap, however, is looking at the happy-memory notes with glazed eyes. Sticky 
sweet on the surface with their warmth and ooey gooey goodness, their inside is crystallized and 
rocky with barbs meant to cut your psyche only to lure you back in, entrapping you in near-opaque, 
amber bee barf. They aren’t intrinsically dangerous, I’m a big believer in not denying your past – 
that’s	why	I	write	it	down	in	the	first	place	–	but	it’s	hard	when	reading	them	over	to	not	blast	through	
darker aspects of a situation.
 People strive to be happy. The kind of happy that you see on TV. A falling all over yourself, 
breathless happy. Unequivocally, stupidly happy. The problem with stupid happy is that it can make 
you stupid. 
 But I want that. 
 The notes in my phone that memorialize my blind moments of joy aren’t real. They are meant to 
fill	in	the	cracks	of	pavement	that	shouldn’t	be	filled.	The	deep	divides	that	help	draw	hopscotch	and	
count how many paces you have until you’re home instead of the hairline fractures that moss grows in. 
 Looking at my notes, I’ve impressed upon myself that ignoring the old doesn’t make you happier. 
It could lead to more stupid happiness, but I believe in striving toward something better, more 
permanent. A type of contentedness that reconciles darkness. The kind that knows that no matter 
how tough things may be, you will emerge strong and true. That allows me to read my notes and cry 
and laugh and feel okay about it. It’s what gives me the uncontrollable itch in the back of my mind 
those late nights to write, write, write down every little writeable thought because, someday, I might 
learn from it. 


