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FROM THE EDITORS
Dear Reader,
We’re kicking off our first edition of The Grail this
fall with the History of the Scrounge (1). Thought
The Grail was all words? Here’s an illustration from
Oliver Jackson (3). Next we take an intrepid wander through the lesser known side of San Francisco's Land’s End park (4), followed by poems by Annie Larkin and Kate Ehrenburg (6). We do fiction
too, with a story by Claire Stevens (7). Cultural

Column (8) gives you an in depth review of Isaiah
Rashad’s new album, The Sun’s Tirade. Finally, Miss
Lonely Hearts offers wisdom on college hook-up
culture and frustration with “the virgin” stereotype
(10). We hope you enjoy this first round of pieces
by Reedies, for Reedies!
Join us on Mondays in PAB 105 at 9 p.m.
Love,
Anton, Claire, and Guananí
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Commandments loom over the Scrounge table.
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History of the Scrounge
By GUANANÍ GÓMEZ

Today the Scrounge is a cafeteria
quirk praised for reducing waste
while feeding hungry students who
don’t have board plans. But this
source of free food was not always
so favored, and for many decades
scrounging was considered a questionable and even disgusting practice.
Some accounts claim that versions
of scrounging began as early as the
1960s, though reliable records in the
Reed library archives don’t begin until
about a decade later.
In addition to its mysterious
grassroots beginnings, one of the
most remarkable things about the
Scrounge is that it’s continued to
stick around for so many years. Legend has it that scrounging began with
students leaving leftovers near the
Commons fireplace and on the ledge

surrounding the booth seating area
(now blocked by a triangular wooden
ledge top, supposedly installed specifically to discourage the balancing
of plates). Even back then, scrounging perservered through a series of
obstacles, including media ridicule
on a national level—an outbreak of
the highly contagious Coxsackie in
2012, and official disapproval from
cafeteria companies and former vice
president of student services Paula
Rooney. Even with all these potential
foils and its originally aggressive and
unsanitary atmosphere, the Scrounge
has remained a feature of Reed dining
for over half a century.
In 1982, the Wall Street Journal
profiled the Scrounge with a headline
screaming “Freeloaders ambush paying customers at mess hall,” an article

which proceeded to call the practice
“organized mooching.” Back in its
early days, the Scrounge was not the
peaceful table near the dish return we
know and love. It was opportunistic,
aggressive, and often involved bouts
of fork-stabbing. Controversial since
its beginning, the Scrounge became
a sensitive issue for administrators
trying to maintain a favorable reputation for Reed in the outside world.
The most vocally disapproving Reed
employee was Paula Rooney, vice
president of student services from
1981 to 1985. “I think we’re concerned
as an administration about what people’s impressions of Reed College are
going to be,” she said in an interview
with the Tri-City Herald. “My concern
would be that people outside might
say scrounging plays into bizarre be-
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havior.” The Herald article comments,
“Some students at Oregon’s most expensive college are scrounging for
food, and a recent survey indicates
that most students approve of the
practice.” Scandalous indeed.
In the 1980s, Commons was run
by a corporation called SAGA, and its
management worried that scrounging was a liability for student health as
well as a significant profit drain. Back
then, Commons ran on a buffet system with unlimited second portions
per visit, which allowed students with
board points to grab extra rounds of
food to share with scroungers without consequence. SAGA claimed that
this “table scrounging” cost them as
much as $15,000 a year.
Members of the student body also
sometimes disapproved of scrounging.
The 1987 Student Handbook frowned
upon “table scrounging,” and deemed
it dishonorable, dedicating two paragraphs to the distasteful practice of
‘coveting the trays of those who have
not yet eaten.’ It was common then for
scroungers to approach people leaving
the buffet as soon as they entered the
dining area and hustle them for a bite
before they had even had a chance to
touch the food. A critical and possibly satirical 2001 Quest article said of
scroungers, “There is no more God-forsaken and despicable creature on this
earth. They are, quite simply stated,
parasites.” The Quest author continues
to complain about scroungers taking
food without gratitude or respect for
those providing the leftovers, a sentiment that perhaps contributed to the
current tradition of scroungers thanking people as they leave their plate on
the Scrounge table.
A New York Times Magazine clip in
1995 gave scrounging more publicity
and opened the door for continued
public ridicule and scorn. Within the
Reed community, the practice was
still favored, featuring a comic strip
in the Quest about the Adventures of
Scrounger, a superhero who frequented the free side of Commons and
fought to maintain access to free food
for all.
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Over the years, the wild, free-forall nature of the Scrounge seems to
have settled down, becoming a more
recognizable system with a table in
the corner known as “the slop shelf,”
where people left uneaten items
on their way to the dish return. The
2002–2003 Student Handbook claims
that scrounging was the cause of the
switch from a buffet system in Commons to the board points that are
currently used, in order to reduce
losses from seconds and thirds being
fed to students without board plans.
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Scroungers' trading cards. On back,
name, weight, height, favorite food,
and "super scavenger power."
By 2008, the Scrounge was seen
less as a pesky, uncivilized practice
and more as a virtuous and environmentally friendly tradition. It earned
praise from an environmental blog
as being an ideal solution to college
cafeteria food waste, though the
blog post also questioned the “real
financial need” of those scrounging
for free and even insinuated that
the money saved by students getting free meals was being used for
“…more recreational ends. And who
can blame them for that?”
Off and on throughout the ’90s
and early 2000s, the Scrounge also

featured trading cards about frequent feeders, which included
their picture, favorite food, and “super-scrounger power.” Subsequent
student publications referred to the
newly installed Scrounge table not
only as a social scene but also as an
affordable alternative meal option.
Nowadays during peak Commons
hours, the Scrounge is hopping with
off-campus dwelling Reedies trading news and laughing as they reach
across the table for another french
fry or neglected forkful of beet salad.
Though mentions of the bi-annual
Scrounge Formal were sparse in the
records, Scrounge formals, complete
with plastic champagne glasses and
cheering, happen once per semester.
It seems as though today, students and administration alike embrace the idea of the Scrounge and
mostly adhere to the principles that
keep it in balance with Bon Appetit’s
conditions and expectations. The
iconic Scrounge Commandments
loom over the table with their elaborate Bible-style wording and calligraphy, with each Student Body Handbook since the early 90s featuring a
new revision to the rules that keep
the Scrounge civilized and clean.
Recently, a simplified set of commandments appeared beside the
originals to make them more easily
understood by veterans and new
scroungers alike: Don’t contribute
leftovers to or eat from the Scrounge
if you are sick; eat Scrounge food at
the Scrounge only, and share all leftovers with other scroungers; keep
the Scrounge clean and tidy; and
don’t eat from the Scrounge if you
have board points.
Throughout its time as a Reed
tradition, the Scrounge has gone
from a wild free-for-all to aggressive
mooching to a peaceful waste reduction system that provides meals for
our off-campus community. The tradition has been through a lot, but if
its history is any indication, scrounging at Reed will most likely continue
far into the future. You know what to
do to make sure it does.
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Land’s End
By A.G.

The Golden Gate, from Land's End, overlooking the San Fransisco Bay.

Land’s End is a place of many corners. It is a place of order and chaos,
of land and sea, of risk and relaxation,
of anarchy and governance, of common words and hidden secrets. It is
a place of exploration. It is a place of
storytelling.
Humans are confined to the
ground, and so human places are
ruled by two dimensions only. Land’s
end is no exception—though, instead
of north-south and east-west, or even
left-right and forward-back, this place
is governed by the length of the coast
and the vertical direction. Travelling
along the coastline, you walk through
stories. Climbing up and down, you
traverse the rules. The top layer is
where Law reigns, and this is where
you start your journey.
People like rules. Rules bring order. Rules bring security. So, when
you arrive at the crowded parking lot,
you find troops of locals enjoying the
well-marked hiking trails. Girl scouts
sell cookies; couples walk handin-hand; groups of high schoolers

dressed in green learn about local endangered sea creatures. As you walk
on ahead, you see why this spot is so
popular. Contorted cyprus trees protect you from the wind and sun, while
placards overlooking views of the Pacific tell tales of seventeenth-century
explorers, ancient geological perturbations, and World War II naval battles. Gazing over the edge, white surf
crashes onto the unforgiving jagged
rocks below.
A sign stands before you. “DANGER,” it warns, “Sheer Cliff. Stand
Back From Edge.” Its dire tellings
stave off the public, keeping them
away from the Below. But today, you
are not them—today, you feel intrepid. Today is a day to break the rules,
to defy the warnings, and to explore.
Indeed: not far past the sign you
see a clearing, a gap in the otherwise
impermeable flora and geography.
Meticulously sidestepping down the
steep, narrow social trail, you leave
behind the Top, the realm of order
and Law. Your trail soon opens into

an alcove among the cyprus. At first it
feels serene; at last the air feels clean
from human noise. But as you listen
in, the aether is far from motionless:
waves crash in a fuzzy blue hum below, and the wind causes the tree
canopy to creak and squeak like an
old galley. You continue, alternating
between narrow passages and clearings, a path like an ant hill’s interior,
through one of the few places in the
world where the human law of two
dimensions appears to be broken.
The trail is so steep that right before
your eyes lie the tops of the next
trees, placing you at the entrance to
a three-dimensional temple of leaves
and light that you can see but cannot
quite reach.
This phase of your journey empties onto a beach, onto one of the
rare sandy clearings amidst the rocks
and turbulent wave crests. This is the
farthest edge of Land’s End, the only
place where the Top’s reign extends
as far down as the water itself. You
are reunited with the many who de-
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scended from a stairway cut into the
hill on the other side. At its upper
end is a Chartres labyrinth laid out in
stones placed in the gravel, walked by
many but disturbed by none. Up top
there are views of the Golden Gate
and the vast expanses of ocean and
bay freckled with white brushstrokes
of countless sailboat sails.
But you are not ready to return to
the Top. You take the lower, hidden
path that traverses back among the
rocks at water’s edge. The stones beneath your feet are weathered blocks
of granite, green sandstone, and broken concrete. The corner of a room
lies on the rocky beach covered in
fist-sized clumps of congealed seafoam which the wind picks up and
flutters like oversized snowflakes. A
stream of recent rain trickles from the
hillside, through the rocks, and into
the ocean, diluting it invisibly. Broken
concrete slabs still bear tiles, some
inscribed from days past by minds
creative or simply bored. You have entered the realm of public secrets.

The going is not easy. This trail
is unmarked and scrambles up the
cliffs. It traverses gravel patches that
threaten to slide and dump you into
the merciless waters. Above you,
somewhere, the crowds enjoy the
common trails, but you are here.
The struggle is worth it: wave
crashes send shockwaves through
your feet and hands unlike any that
common land can offer. You are alone
in a land both known and unexplored.
Near the end, an impassable cliff
approaches. The cape sheds vertical walls into prohibiting sea. But a
careful foray up the rocks reveals two
caves. One is cinder-blocked, holding back mysteries yet unknown. The
other lies open, waiting.
A cool breeze passes through the
cave. Thunderous wave-claps echo
through the tunnel, yielding little
peace. Stone gaps leave windows to
open channels below that sure with
blue, passages within reach yet wholly inaccessible. Here, the Laws of humankind are merely rules, and the

rules of self stand as Law. Only one
path remains: forward.
You clear out to a small platform
before a watery channel. Between you
and the rest of society lies a single
eight-inch wooden beam. You look
down and look away - the drop is not
far, but it still manages to curdle the
blood in your breast. Now, though, it
is too late to turn back. You balance
across the beam, walk around the
obscuring rock face, and emerge into
people yet again. The final reward for
your adventure is the ruins of Sutro
Baths, a renowned bathhouse destroyed in the great 1906 earthquake.
Concrete terraces and shallow pools
remain to grant joy to children and
adults alike. Everyone here is free to
explore the baths’ nooks and corners.
Above the concrete chunks your eyes
follow Miyazaki Hill; above that, the
crowded parking lot and the entrance
to that very first trail.
A building’s facade proclaims,
“LAND’S END.” But you know this
here is just the beginning.
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Blood between my legs
Trickles down the creases in my thighs,
And they tell me it’s unnatural
When my fingers come back stained
The color of the wine I drank straight from the bottle
The night before, which dyed my
Teeth and tongue the same dark hue.
I drank the blood of Christ once.
He travelled down my throat sweetly and smoothly,
He kissed my insides, he simmered with my pulse,
He even sang through my veins but now
He too rests under my fingernails,
Until the lemongrass soap next to the sink
Pulls him down the drain with the rest of the dried
red.
By ANNIE LARKIN

Tu Me Manques
Oui, in missing you i am missing me, Cherie,
For you are of me and my guts:
I have only one kidney, the other yours,
One you knee—my shit knee’s snugged between socks in a drawer—
One me ventricle, one thrifty you atrium
[And yours, of course, the hand wrapped
carelessly
about my heart, pumping it daily secondly]
I met you and
promptly
cleared out the clutter garage sale style
to make a nice cozy you nook—
so when you, my dear, have chosen absence
to water my heart garden you—
my love—
are missing
from me.
By KATE EHRENBURG
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Windows
By CLAIRE STEVENS

I broke a window on Tuesday. I stood barefoot on the toilet
and reached towards the corner pane. When I slipped I
took the corner with me, glass cracking in half.
I’m thinking about this window while I wait in the rain
after work. When Sarah picks me up, we don’t speak.
“Ella.” She squints. “I can’t see the road.” Her fingers
squeeze tight around the steering wheel.
“Pull over.” I tell her.
There’s so much rain. I can feel it under my feet, sloshing against the metal frame of the car. Tonight I feel unmoored.
A year ago Sarah moved in with me and my mother.
She never really said why. And it was never really very official anyway. With clothes thrown in her car, makeup in
the glove compartment she moved her things in with us.
Dad left us and Sarah left them. Everything felt strangely
complete.
“We should leave. We’re going to be swept away.” I say.
She won’t look at me. Instead she puts the car into
gear, dragging us onto the empty highway. I can see everything she wants to say but won’t. I can’t bring myself
to ask about it.
When we get to my house, the headlights swing up
across the porch. Sarah feeds my dogs and I take a shower.
I watch the water rinse flecks of grass off my feet. I can
see the faded black Expo on the pink tile walls from where
Sarah practices writing her Spanish conjugation verbs
before quizzes. There’s no curtain around the shower so
I watch rain drip in through the broken window over the

toilet, like water filtering through cheesecloth.
Our life has become so insular since we started living
together. Just the two of us. High school, work, bed, repeat.
I can feel us starting to crack.
The whole house is quiet tonight.
Sarah walks into the bathroom. She peels off her wet
jeans ands swaps them for flannel pants she stole from her
boyfriend. They hang, gaping below her navel. She won’t
catch my eye in the bathroom mirror.
She gets in bed first, leaving three feet of space between her and the wall. A space for me to crawl into
when I’m ready. I climb over her legs and lay down. We
face each other, our noses inches away, the backs of our
hands just barely touching. The cross my mother hung
above my bedroom door looms over us. Bleeding Ceramic Jesus seems to be the only one watching us these days.
I know Sarah wants something more, but I don’t know
what and if there are words that will anchor us back together, I don’t know them.
When I wake up, we’re holding hands. I never mean
to, and I don’t know how, but we always wake up holding
hands. When I drag myself over her and off the bed she
just turns her head into the pillow, her empty hand flexing.
Later, in the car on the way to school, the world is
foggy. The gravel road, normally gray, is soaked to a deep
purple.
“If we’d died last night—” She says, “if we had been
swept away, no one would have known for days….We can’t
keep living this way.”

DulceDolce via WhyStopOver
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Cultural Column
By EVAN GORDON

Rejoice! Isaiah Rashad finally got out of bed, and his new
album The Sun’s Tirade sounds like he recorded the whole
thing not long afterwards. Hailing from Chattanooga,
Tennessee, Rashad is signed to Top Dawg Entertainment
(TDE), the label for California superstars Kendrick Lamar
and ScHoolboy Q. The rest of their Black Hippy collective,
rappers Jay Rock and Ab-Soul, also call the label home as
well as lesser-known artists like SZA and Lance Skiiiwalker. TDE has made a name for itself through the astronom-

ical critical and commercial success of Kendrick and Q, a
reputation that was shored up with the release of Isaiah
Rashad’s 2014 EP Cilvia Demo. Cilvia was Rashad’s first
widely available body of work, and showcased a laid-back,
playful rapper and singer with an ear for soulful production and a willingness to tackle subjects like depression
and heartbreak in his songs. I was one of many who listened to the album on repeat and quickly became a fan
of the guy who wasn’t really doing anything new, but was
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rather doing the old really, really well.
Fast-forward two years. It’s 2016, and nobody has heard
anything from Isaiah Rashad in a long time, both in terms
of music and otherwise. After the release of Cilvia Demo,
he supported labelmate ScHoolboy Q on tour behind Q’s
2014 album Oxymoron. Thanks mostly to interviews that
Rashad gave later, it became known that upon the conclusion of the tour, he had become addicted to xanax and
alcohol. It also came to light that problems with these
substances not only delayed his work on the album that
would later be The Sun’s Tirade, but also nearly caused him
to be dropped by his label on three separate occasions.
Unsurprisingly, this journey of struggle and redemption is
the focus of the new album.
The Sun’s Tirade begins with a voicemail from Dave
Free, berating Rashad for the delay of the album. It’s a revealing look at the situation behind the scenes, and it is
not the last time Free shows up. In fact, voicemails from
the labelhead are peppered throughout Tirade, all of them
expressing frustration, anger and confusion about why
Rashad is taking so long, why he can’t seem to pick a topic
for the album, and even the age of the women Rashad is
with. On one hand, the prodding evidently did its job as
we now have another body of work to enjoy. On the other,
though, I don’t think Rashad quite satisfied Free’s griping
about picking a topic and sticking with it.
Perhaps it’s because I’ve been spoiled by TDE’s latest
releases (Kendrick’s untitled, unmastered and Q’s Blank
Face LP), but I’ve come to expect work that is at once
beautiful, harsh, inviting and disturbing. Simply put, The
Sun’s Tirade doesn’t quite live up to the standard the TDE
has been successfully setting.
That bar is a very high one, though. Compared to the
general body of Hip-Hop and Rap releases so far this year,
even since the release of Cilvia Demo and Oxymoron, this
album is good. Rashad continues to be the artist we saw
on Cilvia and delivers a very solid, impressive body of
work. I think that he could have pushed himself out of his
own comfort zone a little more, but Rashad’s comfort zone
is still so damn good that I hesitate to criticize him too
harshly for staying there.
Much of this album sounds like Rashad set the mic
up right next to his bed and pressed ‘record’ just after silencing his alarm. His flow and delivery are often slurred
or mumbled, oftentimes making it difficult to discern
exactly what’s being said. While this style may hinder
coherence, it most certainly allows Rashad to set up the
relaxed, dreamy vibe of Tirade. Many of the beats on the
album sound so similar that it can be difficult to tell one
song from another--sugary, shimmering piano and guitar
swimming in the background over bright, no-nonsense
snare and bass. Sometimes brass instruments show up in
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the mix, like the beautiful saxophone on Brenda. Sometimes the drums get a little more active, like on the standout track Don’t Matter, which is one of the only high-energy moments on the album. On A Lot, Rashad takes a stab
at a beat from Mike WiLL Made-It, the superproducer in
charge of Atlanta’s Ear Drummer Records, and it does not
go well. The beat sounds like something Rae Sremmurd
passed on, and Rashad doesn’t deem it necessary to wake
up the flow even a little bit to complement the rapid-fire
hi-hats that Mike WiLL provides.
The best song on the album is the second track, 4r Da
Squaw. Anchored by a simultaneously whimsical and sober chorus, the song is a perfect showcase of Rashad at his
best. Centered around his role as a father and provider,
Rashad juxtaposes the drinking problem that was eroding
him with the innocent and simple fear of his young son,
the fear of growing up. Rashad is paying his bills and supporting his mom, and I’d like to hear another rapper make
baby talk sound this good. The song Rope//rosegold finds
Rashad lamenting the loss of friends and singing the blues
for his crying father. Whether the rope mentioned in the
chorus is meant to be interpreted as a means for salvation
or self-destruction is left in ambiguity, and the line “Like
nowadays I barely know myself / Thank God I found this
rope” stayed with me long after listening.
There are a lot of really good songs on The Sun’s Tirade
that I haven’t mentioned so far (Kendrick blessed Wat’s
Wrong with a typically mind-boggling verse and SZA’s
vocals on Stuck In The Mud are wonderful), but there is
also way too much filler. Rashad is a rapper who’s all about
the vibe, and while that’s perfect for an album to throw
on in the car or to chill out to, it can get old on an album
that’s seventeen tracks long. Especially with the second
half of the album, a lot of these songs could have been
cut and would have left a much more succinct, cohesive
project. Maybe Rashad was trying to compensate for the
delay of the album. Maybe seventeen was how many Dave
Free demanded, which seems possible given the lengths
of Kendrick and Q’s albums (To Pimp a Butterfly is sixteen
tracks long; Blank Face LP is seventeen). The difference is
that both of those albums set a singular tone and did it
with sixteen or seventeen unique tracks that showcased
multiple styles of rapping and production while discussing
various subjects in depth.
The Sun’s Tirade is a good album. If you liked Cilvia
Demo, you’ll probably love this. However, Isaiah Rashad
could have done a lot more in terms of demonstrating his
versatility and proving that his songs are good for more
than background music. Vibes are great, but so is substance. Maybe on his next work he’ll get all the way out of
bed, maybe even go outside. 
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Miss Lonely Hearts
Dear Miss Lonely Hearts,
I came to Reed a virgin, and sort of assumed college
would happen and I'd be de-virgined pretty quickly, but a
few years later I still haven't found the right person and I
still haven't had sex.
It's not that I haven't found anyone that I could have
sex with, if I wanted to. I've hooked up with people during
my time here, and we probably could have had sex if I'd
wanted to. But I'm 21 now, and being a virgin at 21 feels
pretty freaking awkward sometimes.
I want my first time to be with someone I love, but I've
never fallen in love with someone at Reed and been in a
position where we could have sex. I do, however, hook up
(i.e., make out, grind, cuddle) with guys occasionally, but I
feel like the fact that I have no idea what to do with a penis
sort of makes it awkward at a certain point, too.

Dear Chaste and Confused,
I know everybody says it, but I’ll say it again: you’re not
alone. While everybody at Reed might pretend like they’re
getting it, it’s almost certain that most of us aren’t. Studies
from publications like TIME claim that millennials aren’t
having as much sex as the generations before them, and
40 percent of college participants polled by New York Magazine said they were virgins.
That being said, it’s totally normal for you to oscillate
between wanting to get it over with and wanting to wait
for the right person. Even though virginity is just a (stupid!) social construct, it’s hard to escape the stigma that’s
attached to it—all virgins are clingy, all virgins are prudes,
all virgins are waiting for marriage, etc.
Although college hook-up culture is undoubtedly a
thing, don’t worry about missing out on it. After graduation, you might not be in the position to go to an SU dance
and go home with somebody who lives only minutes away,
but you have your entire twenties for casual hook-ups.
While your Reed career is almost over, your casual sex career certainly isn’t.
Even though you might fret about awkwardness, it
seems like you already know that you don’t want to have
sex until you find the right person who will make first-time
awkwardness the least of your worries. And, of course, the
right person will laugh at the awkwardness with you instead of making you feel inferior for being a 21-year-old virgin. Maybe you’ll be in love with that person, maybe you’ll
just know that they’ll be a good "first,” but regardless, you

I'm stuck in this endless loop of being self-conscious
about hooking up with guys because I don't feel comfortable getting them off and then it feels weird and awkward,
which makes me not want to hook up with anyone. But
then if I don't hook up with anyone I will never learn what
to do with a penis, which will only make me feel more shy
and awkward about hooking up with anyone, and it goes
on and on.
Part of me just wants to get this whole sex-for-thefirst-time thing over with so I can have casual hook-ups
(I feel like I might be missing out on the whole "casual
college sex" thing), but I also don't really feel comfortable
sleeping with someone I don't at least sort of love. What
should I do?
Sincerely,
Chaste and Confused
should be comfortable with them. With that in mind, it
shouldn’t matter if your partner has been having sex since
16 or if it’s their first time too, because they will respect
you.
Now, what to do in the meantime? If you want to hook
up with people without having sex, then you should! It’s
your prerogative to do what you want to do and nothing
more, and you should never feel self-conscious for not
wanting to get somebody off. As for knowing what to do
with a penis, it’s up to you whether your “teacher” will be
your “first” or somebody else; no matter who it is, seek out
someone who is patient and respectful. Regardless, you
should do things with a penis because you genuinely want
to, not because you feel like obligated to give a blowjob or
handjob in lieu of sex. If somebody makes you feel awkward for coming back to their room with them and not
doing things with their penis, they aren’t worth your time.
If you want to go further than you have in the past and
they make you feel uncomfortable for not knowing what
you’re doing, then tell them to fuck off.
Hook-ups can be awkward even as a not-virgin, so
don’t let your v-card trick you into thinking your experiences are especially awkward. And whatever you do, don’t
let some fuckboy or societal expectations dictate what
you do sexually. In time and with the right person, things
will fall into place and you’ll be sorry that you ever worried
about your knowledge of penises. Let your vagina—and
your heart—come first and you’ll do just fine.
Much love,
Miss Lonely Hearts

