
Dear Patti, Chloe, Cailynn, Phoebe, Jenni, Riva, and Chloé, 
 
 I have been there for you many times and you have also done the same for me. 
But why has it felt almost impossible for me to reach out to any one of you these past few 
months? Why did I not feel like I could talk about what I was feeling, or complain, or just 
sit and talk on the phone and cry? Why did I do what I have told you each many times not 
to do: Why did I wait until it was almost too much to handle? 
 These are things that I have been exploring during the past couple of weeks. I still 
have not reached out to any of you, but I made it clear in a blog post this past week that I 
have been thinking of you and I tried to explain why I have been M.I.A.: 

“Why? Because I’m finally realizing how hard it is to be yourself when everything around 
you changes. New school. New town. New state. New side of the country. New weather (sort of). 
New friends. New classes. New job. New life. 

New everything. 
I’m writing this to explain why I haven’t called or returned facebook messages and 

posts. 
I prefer writing letters. I prefer meaningful conversations. I prefer being able to talk for 2 

hours instead of 2 minutes. This is my set-back. Our lives aren’t built around saving 2 hours for a 
phone conversation or a skype call. So I have avoided them. I haven’t even tried to squeeze 
them into my week. 

It’s also because I’ve been going through a lot. Nothing that I can’t handle, but the 
amount of things that have changed lately has made it hard to feel like I am okay. I can’t go 500 
feet away and land in my favorite coffee shop. I can’t go down the hall and land in my best 
friend’s room. And I certainly can’t complain. It wastes time. 

When I finally decided to start talking about feeling out of control, it was a little late. I 
was overwhelmed with a job that I didn’t feel I was doing well enough for my own standards, a 
degree program that at times I’m still figuring out, the impending decisions I will have to make 
regarding the direction of my career (a year away, still), and a boyfriend that is so good to me, 
but is 16 hours away and going through his own overwhelming situation. 

What I’m trying to say is that I admitted I needed some help. I went and saw a counselor 
on-campus. I’m readjusting my meds. I talked it out. I cried for what seems like 2 weeks straight, 
waking up with puffy eyes almost every morning, until one day the sun came out. 

Literally. 
I hadn’t realized it, but we have not had a very sunny fall here in Burlington. Shouldn’t I 

be used to this? I just spent almost four years in Tacoma, the sister-city of Seattle… why is the 
weather keeping me down? Well, it’s obvious. None of my constants are here. Diversions Cafe. 
Crew. RA friends. Residents. Classes every day. Things that I knew for four years. 

Boom. Logic. I need to create new constants. 
So, almost two months ago, I started setting my alarm for 6:15 am to go to a spinning 

class I had been dying to try. And two weeks ago I broke down because I had woken up early to 
go work out exactly: zero times. 

What was that? I’m a motivated, healthy, happy girl. Why was I feeling like I couldn’t 
peel myself out of my bed even ONCE? It’s called change. And not talking about my feelings. 
Some people can get away with this. I can’t. I know myself well enough to have ignored my 
emotions this long.” 

 
 After finally talking to people about this I still felt off.  Why is it that I can hear 
from other people that “these feelings are normal,” that I’m “not alone,” and that I’ll “get 
through this” but still feel out of it? 



 Remember when you were struggling with crew, Patti, and you came to me 
because I had gone through a similar injury, push-through-it, break down, then quit 
experience? You were brave. You did the hard thing: quitting that season and accepting 
that something was not good for you was hard; ignoring your feelings is easier; but 
ignoring them for too long and then needing to quit, like I did, is the worst: it is kind of 
like admitting defeat. But, in another way, quitting is not admitting defeat. I think by 
telling you this and talking to you about it was helpful for me. I still have woes about 
quitting crew. I still wonder what my life would be like if I hadn’t quit or if I didn’t get 
injured. But I think that is where the distinction lies: I did quit. I did get injured. I do have 
chronic back pain. If I know this about that situation, why is this new one, the situation of 
not feeling like myself amidst all this change, so hard to get through when I know it’s 
rational? 
 I don’t think I have an answer for it yet. I don’t think I ever really will. What I’m 
realizing right now as I’m writing this letter is that someone always forgets to tell you 
about the hard parts of life. When I entered college I went through a similar situation of 
trying to figure out who I was at this new school. No one warns you that you might 
struggle at making friends who share your values. No one warns you about how hard it is 
to make A’s when you live in a residence hall with 200 other people. And definitely no 
one remembers to tell you that, in a way, everyone at college is homesick. After all, 
“College is the best years of our lives.” So no one talks about the bad stuff.  
 So maybe it’s the same things here: this expectation hovered (and in a big way, 
still hovers) over me about what grad school is going to be like, what Vermont is like, 
what Burlington is like, and how this is one of the best grad programs in the country. 
What no one really tells you until you’re in the thick of it is that grad school is really 
challenging, and I’m not talking about the academics (at least not yet, in my opinion). It’s 
emotionally challenging. You’ve been uprooted, transplanted, and dropped off in the 
college campus setting once again… except you’re not an undergrad. It’s familiar 
enough, but so, so very different. You’re a sort of hybrid: half-professional, half-student; 
one foot in the door towards your future and the other still rooted to the ground in your 
poorly paying, overly emotional, quarter-life experience.  
 Here are my realities: I’ve got $84,000 of student loans and just had to ask my 
parents to buy my groceries for the next two years because on my stipend alone I can’t 
afford my car insurance, rent, and food. I’m struggling with anxiety and mild depression 
despite having a lot of good things happening around me. I am struggling getting into a 
healthy routine that benefits my physical well-being. I am in a long-distance relationship 
with someone whom I love and I am trying to support him from a thousand miles away 
while he fights his own hard battle with depression. Meanwhile, I am 3,000 miles away 
from anything that has been a sign of comfort to me in the past. 
 The cafés where I used to study, the late night programming I used to help with, 
the RAs I used to vent with, and the friends I used to cry with. These are all missing. I 
keep telling myself that I don’t need those things to feel happy, but somehow I am having 
trouble believing that. I know that replacing those people and those experiences is not 
possible, but I still need to find something to distract me and help me cope during the 
uncertain emotional ups and downs I’ve been going through. 
 Patti, I envy you being in a boat this year. Chloe, I envy that you get to live with 
your boyfriend. Cailynn, I envy that you are so close with your friends from college. 



Riva, I envy your beauty and your strength in going out there and doing what needs to be 
done (and that you’re still in college). Phoebe, I envy your upcoming choice to go home 
for a year and then apply to med school. Jenni, I envy that you’re where I want to be with 
your recent promotion in residential life at my alma mater. And Chloé, I envy that you 
can turn to God in times of struggle.  

I feel like each of you knows what or who you can turn to when you feel lost or 
down. Now, I find myself wondering what will fill this recent void for me. I think 
something is missing right now. My equilibrium, my normal status quo of the level of 
happiness I operate at, is lower than where it used to be, and I’m struggling with this. I 
need to figure out where I need to turn when I need motivation or support. 

Looking back at past blogs has been a great help. It helps me “re-member” why 
I’m here and what I’m here for: 

 
When I was preparing to leave for my first year of grad school this summer, I am not 

gonna lie… I had a major freak out. 
I started browsing through the website and looking at why other folks in the program 

chose this school and what they felt about it. A lot of them had felt this strong connection at the 
interview days… one that I had definitely felt was missing. I had walked away from interviews 
feeling self-conscious, underprepared, and defeated for many reasons. 

I woke up the next morning from this panic realizing that my brain had been working 
overtime. I knew why I accepted admission into this program and why I deserved to be there. I 
think a lot of it came from me realizing that my internship and the folks at this institution were 
working hard to make sure that I came out of this summer experience prepared for grad school 
and ready to take on anything Vermont could throw at me. And I knew Vermont would throw a 
lot of things my way. I knew (and know) that it would challenge me to reexamine my past, my 
experiences, and my way of thinking. What I realized when I woke up that day, was not that my 
internship would prepare me, but that my excitement and enthusiasm for learning would also 
propel me far in the program. 

I remembered looking at the courses that I would and could take while enrolled here and 
I remembered thinking that those classes were ideal. They were perfect. I remembered this. 
Finally. And I allowed myself to again get excited.  
  
 So, why is this so hard to remember to do? I think it’s because it often feels like 
I’m surrounded by people that seem to be so convinced of what their purpose is going to 
be, or how they want to help college students, yet I don’t feel secure in my path. I am on 
what I call a “flex-plan.”  I don’t have any one purpose. I’m here to soak up any and 
everything I can that will help me better be able to relate to, challenge, and support any 
college student and understand what they might be going through. I often feel like I don’t 
have an overpowering identity that links me to college students other than my passion to 
hear stories and share experiences. I don’t feel a passion for or need to focus on a certain 
demographic, although I know that there are vast inequities between the experiences of 
underrepresented populations. At times, this also makes me feel like a bad person: that I 
don’t have a specific population that I want to serve. All I know is that I want to work 
with college students: the ones who know why they’re in college and, more importantly, 
the ones who do not. I need to remember to get excited about this, for sometimes I don’t 
need any more purpose than what has already gotten me here. 
 I guess it’s hard to write to you or talk to you about any of this because, well, it’s 
hard to admit that I’ve have been having a tough time despite being surrounded by such 
amazing people and opportunities. It’s hard to talk about how all I want to do is sleep 



when the last you heard was how excited I was to live in Burlington. And lastly, it’s hard 
to talk about my problems when I know you probably have your own. I know you’ll say 
that you want to hear how I’m doing, but it still doesn’t make it easy. 
 I think everyone can learn from where I’m at right now. I think everyone needs to 
be reminded that people care about them, even if it seems like it’ll be a burden. In one of 
my classes, our professor prompted us to write down a few 6-word phrases that described 
our life philosophies (as of that moment). I wrote down the following two phrases: 

 
 

A hot bath solves most problems. 
       & 

              Talking about it can save lives. 
 

These two lines made me feel really knowledgeable, yet really small because, 
although I know the importance of talking about my problems and feelings and doing 
good things for myself, like taking a relaxing bath, I have not been doing these things. 
Knowing that solving some of my problems lies within my capacity was a hard thing to 
grasp. I haven’t felt like myself because I haven’t been doing the little things that keep 
me happy and motivated; I haven’t been doing the little things that keep me happy and 
motivated because I haven’t felt like myself. Vicious circle. Clearly, I just need to do the 
little things. 
 I think I’m finally realizing how to do this, though. When the weather is getting 
me down, I’m sipping hot cocoa, coffee, or tea and giving myself an hour to curl up and 
enjoy the chilly (albeit gloomy) weather. When I feel like I’m lacking energy, I am trying 
to go to the gym even though it seems counter intuitive (exercising has always given me 
energy and as they say, it releases endorphins, so I should do it more). I’m still working 
on that one, but at least I’m realizing it’s going to be a big help in my mood during the 
long winter ahead. I’m delving into my studies a little bit more because I’ve always been 
a closet nerd (you wouldn’t know it by my average grades, but I love being in class and 
love reading things that stimulate my craving for more knowledge).  

And finally, what is probably one of the most important things is that I’m 
reaching out to you, and telling you what I’ve been going through and how I’m trying to 
get back to feeling like the peppy, energetic, and fun-loving Lindsay that you know me to 
be. I’m tired of not feeling like myself. So, part of my prescription for getting back to my 
old self (in a new way) is going to be diligence with sticking to doing things for myself 
that make me feel good, and the other part is going to come from a medication 
adjustment. I have an appointment set up for this Friday with a psychiatrist so we can 
look at my dosage and see if something else might help with stabilizing my mood.  
 Some of my classes have really started to overlap in a really good and really 
inspiring way: my internship (or my practicum as we call it here) has been with to work 
with the committee for RA recruitment, selection, and training. In doing so, I’ve been 
able to co-teach a course for the RAs on diversity and social justice. Now, let me tell you 
something: I came out of Puget Sound knowing two things in regards to social justice. 1) 
I am privileged, and 2) that I have barely scratched the surface on my own education 
surrounding social justice and diversity. Naturally, I jumped at the opportunity to teach 
on a subject I felt I knew nothing about… (what? J)  



But it’s been extremely rewarding and I now feel more comfortable feeling 
uncomfortable with where I’m at in my education surround issues of social justice. It 
actually made a reading assignment really come alive for me. We read a book called 
“Teaching College Students Communication Strategies for Effective Social Justice 
Advocacy,” by Robert Nash. Now, I wish I had read it before the RA class started, but I 
didn’t… which was maybe a good thing. Nash points out his five categories of advocacy: 
Madvocacy (characterized by strong emotion), Sadvocacy (characterized by story-
telling), Gladvocacy (characterized by an attitude of wanting to understand both sides of 
the story), Radvocacy (characterized by getting to the root of the issue and making that 
the prevalent narrative), and Fadvocacy (characterized by an overwhelming support for 
all types of social justice advocacy). On my first day of the RA class, I was struck with 
madvocacy when a student said something that rubbed me wrong… and then I rubbed 
him wrong. Fortunately, we were able to catch up after class that day and explain that 
neither of us had meant wrong, but I realized that madvocacy gets me relatively nowhere.  

I identify strongly with sadvocacy and using story-telling to get through to many 
different types of people. However, what became of me in this classroom was the need to 
be a fadvocate—and not in a bad way. I needed to show each student in the class that the 
topic we were covering each week was not just a fad, but something really important. By 
the end, many of them reflected in their final journal entries that they were getting it and 
that no one piece of the social justice puzzle acts alone. We are never simply our race, 
our class, or our ableness. We are always all of it.  

Through my own learning experience in this class, I am realizing that I want to 
continue to engage with students on this introductory level. I loved the honest 
conversations and the different starting points and felt quite comfortable in conversing 
about many different issues. My practicum experience heightened my classroom 
interpretation of the reading, and vice versa. This grad program, while still overwhelming 
at times, is shaping up to be such a good experience so far. I need to let moments like this 
propel me further and motivate and inspire me into the next day, next week, and next 
chapter of my life. 

This letter was actually part of a class assignment: write an epistolary scholarly 
personal narrative to someone of your choosing. We weren’t required to actually send it. 
But I am. I want you to know that I’m thinking of you even though I’ve been distant. And 
I guess that selfish part of me wants you to call or write or email. I’m okay with 
admitting to wanting you to talk to me, because I am confident that you’ll get something 
good out of it, too. So, write me back, call me back, or email me back.  

Because I love you.  
Thank you for being a motivating factor in helping me talk about some of the 

emotions I’ve been feeling. 
 
Love, 
Lindsay 


