
me cooler than you, you poopy-head.” When I 
was still in this horrendous phase, I was scared 
to get my braces off. The braces were a part 
of my identity as a horse girl. I couldn’t draw 
horses, so I thought my braces could make up 
for the parts of my horse girl identity. 

Honestly, being a horse girl was pretty 
exhausting for me. My arms would get tired 
from trying to part my hair perfectly down the 
middle and braiding my hair so tight that my 
hair would almost fall out. I felt like a fake. I 

wasn’t drawing horses on every paper I 
owned, and it felt wrong. I would 

look around at the paper of 
the one other horse girl in my grade and see 

horses galloping all over it. I would never 
live up to the horse girl goddess that she 

was. I could never be the perfect horse girl,and 
I was letting the horse girl overlords down. I was 

sure that the other horse girls would never befriend 
me, and that I would lose my status as a bonafide 
horse girl. 

As the young, innocent horse girl you are, there 
are two paths to take as you look into the future. 
The high road, also known as the only way to save 
yourself from eternal doom, and the rolling backpack 
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You jolt awake from your afternoon nap, con-
fused, sweaty, and with a throat as parched as your 
Aunt Carol’s Thanksgiving turkey. You’ve just woken 
from a dream so wildly obscure that your brain can 
barely process what it has created. What just hap-
pened? And more importantly, what does it mean?

Luckily, you’ve come to the right place. Armed 
with my keen intuition, expertise in the field of 
naps, and four weeks of AP Psychology under my 
belt, I am prepared to dish out the answers you’ve 
long awaited. 

The dream: All of your teeth start 
falling out.  

What it means: Each tooth 
that falls out of your mouth 
represents a broken promise. 
The more teeth lost, the more 
strain in your relationships. Per-
haps your cat pretended to love you 
just because she was hungry. Or maybe your mom 
said she would “support you no matter what,” but 
didn’t think that Mongolian throat singing was a 
“real” career. Whatever the case, you feel deeply 
betrayed at the moment. Or maybe your subcon-
scious is reminding you of your dentist appointment 
on Thursday. 

The dream: You show up to school naked. 
What it means: You feel incredibly vulnerable, 

as though all of your personal secrets have been 
exposed. Is it because you post detailed timelines of 
your emotional breakdowns on your Snapchat story 
every night? It’s hard to say. We know you enjoy 
“spilling the tea,” but sometimes the tea needs to 
stay in the kettle. 

The dream: You’re falling off a cliff, but you 
wake up right before you hit the ground.

What it means: You keep making rash decisions 
and impulsive purchases without considering the 
repercussions. For instance: did you really need that 
Britney Spears Snuggie? Bad example, because yes. 
The point is, your life is spiraling out of control, and 
you’re bound to hit the ground at some point. It’s 
time to say goodbye to chaos and disorder. Get out 
of bed and off of Amazon Prime. Wash your face. 
Sort through your closet. Maybe even – hear me 
out – sell your Crocs from 6th grade. Do something, 

at least, before you end up on an episode 
of Hoarders. 

The dream: You’re the lead 
in the school musical, but you 
don’t know any of the words to 
the songs. 

What it means: You’re 
feeling immense external 

pressure to conform to societal 
norms. People are constantly telling you to “wear 
clothes in public” and “stop catapulting your food 
across the restaurant.” Why should you be forced 
to play a part in society’s schemes? Don’t submit to 
being the government’s pawn. Break the rules. Cause 
a scene. Commit treason. It’s up to you. 

The dream: You wake up tied to a hospital 
bed. Everything is dark except for a pale, fleeting 
light in the corner of the room. You scream, but 
no sound comes out. Suddenly, a figure emerges 
from the empty void in front of you. It’s Lightning 
McQueen. “Ka-chow,” he says. You try to escape, 
but it’s too late. 

What it means: I don’t know how to help you 
with this one. See a therapist instead.

Tinsely rediscovers embarrassing notes from her past
There comes a time in everyone’s life when they 

wonder who exactly they are, what they are doing 
with their life, and why. These relatable moments 
of existential dread can be comical, yet frightening. 
Suddenly you question everything you have ever 
known, and discover there are no answers. Or are 
there? I have a theory that all of the answers to life’s 
biggest questions and so much more, rest in a single 
iPhone app: Notes. 

In the midst of one of these existential crises, 
pondering the meaning of life and wracking my brain 
for some semblance of myself, I went to my trusty 
notes to write my thoughts. Since I have had the same 
data on my phone for years, I saw in my notes all of 
my thoughts from past momentary lapses in sanity, 
along with other gold from my adolescence. I began to 
scroll through the notes, and one in particular caught 
my eye from January 1, 2018. It was from eleven in the morning and 
it read, “I made it exactly 11 hours and 42 minutes into 2018 without 
crying.” Further down I found a note, possibly a grocery list, that said, 
“Gogurt, Ritz Crackers, self-respect.” I’m pretty sure I only found two 
of those things at Safeway.

These first few notes damaged my ego, I’ll admit. They had me in 
the first half, not gonna lie. I was wounded, embarrassed, and weak 
at the hands of my notes, most of which I have no explanation for. 
I debated wiping my entire phone until I found my saving grace, a 
beacon of light in some really wack notes: 50 facts about me. From 
sixth grade. Just as I felt like I was losing myself, I started to get 

a grip again. “Fact one: I am 
twelve.” I read the rest of the 
facts and realized I had only 
written 34 instead of 50; what 
a power move.

I kept scrolling. With 
every angsty note, I felt myself 
growing stronger. Every take-
out order I wrote previously 
in my notes and rehearsed 
multiple times before gaining 
the courage to actually call the 
restaurant made me brave. Each 
frantic reminder from freshman year 
to work on my fly report tripled my intelligence. 
Unfulfilled New Year’s Resolutions and empty 
bucket lists filled my brain. My heart beat with 
misspelled vocab words as poorly written Proyectos 
de La Clase de Español coursed through my blood. 

I was myself, but better. 
I thought that nothing could bring me down. No note could take 

away my power. I kept looking 

through my notes, determined to 
reach my final form, until I saw it. 
The very first note in my phone. 
An Instagram bio from fifth grade 
with a fancy font that I remember 
spending an hour trying to find. “Oh 
no,” I thought as my eyes scanned 
the lengthy bio, reading names of 
friends whom I had not talked to in 
years and a lyric from an Icona Pop 
song. I felt myself shrinking with 
every intentionally lower-case letter 

and emoji. I tried to close the note as 
soon as possible, but the damage had been 

done. I could not escape my past, no matter how strong I felt. 
I closed out of the app and went about my day as normal. 

I erased the incident from my memory completely. I started 
my physics homework. Fifteen minutes into my assignment, 
however, I found myself once again questioning everything. 
I quickly opened my notes to write down my thoughts when 
a certain note caught my eye.

Retired horse girl writes to enthusiatic young equestrians
Dear Horse Girls Everywhere, 
I used to be one of you. Although I am ashamed, it is time that 

I finally own up to my previously misguided ways. I understand the 
appeal of the horse girl way. I too had the low pony, the off fitting 
jeans, the different horse shirt every day, and the constant need to talk 
about horses. You don’t know it yet, but one day you will look back 
at this time in your life with horror and pain. You won’t ever under-
stand why you ever wore those weird graphic shirts, or the jeans with 
horseshoes stitched on the back pockets. However, there is still hope 
for you. There are people out there who ride horses 
and compete without being obnoxious about 
it, and I recommend that you become 
one of these equestrians. 

I am currently still in recov-
ery from this dark part of my 
life. Every morning, I still have that 
subtle itch to put my hair in a low braid 
with a oddly large hair tie and put on some 
bedazzled denim. Everytime I put on a pair of 
jeans, I am worried that they don’t tell people 
that I used to ride horses. I almost always 
consider putting my breeches on instead. I 
miss the safety of knowing that I was wearing 
pants that said, “I ride horses, and that makes 
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road, which is to keep on the way you are. I 
am not telling you to change who you are on 
the inside or to stop riding horses. I am simply 
telling you, from a position of recovery, that 
you might look back on these years with 
regret. Please keep riding horses, but end 
the horrific low pony, graphic t-shirt wear-
ing nonsense. Horses are super “awesomely 
cool” or whatever, but there is something 
about wearing a shirt that features both 
rhinestones and a horse galloping that will 
rub your peers the wrong way. 

The first step to recovery is take your 
horse’s name out of your instagram bio. I 

know this is hard, but it is necessary for you to enter back into the 
realm of normal people. Next, have a bonfire with all the bedazzled 
jeans and graphic tees. Feel free to throw in the hair ties too if you are 
feeling brave. Now you will start to have your first breaths of freedom 
from the binding ways of the pink lunchbox with horseshoes on it. 
Yes, I know you have that lunchbox, we all did. Burn it. From here 
on, maybe try simple accessories of horses if you still want people to 
know of your horse girl background. I recommend a casual horseshoe 
silver necklace – it’s lovely for the springtime. Now you have power 
over the horse girl within. Congrats, you have truly made it. 

Sincerely, 
Recovering Horse Girls Anonymous
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