
In someone else’s apartment, I am watching an ad for Homegoods on cable tv. I feel happy. I feel 
sad.

On screen the figures are carefree clean and pretty but retain relatability. Surface-diverse. 
Different models, same brand. Hell yeah I relate. I swear I relate, I want to relate

I want a quilt to match the pillowcases my mom made me for Chanukah every year. I want 
people to see my matching bedspread, sheets, pillowcases and not make fun of me because I 
don’t have straight hair like Katie Bell
She was so pretty
 
(One time in elementary school I went to Katie Bell’s house. I felt comfortable there because it 
looked a lot like my house but her mom had this cookbook called “What Would Jesus Eat?” and 
it made me feel dirty. The whole house made me feel dirty because Katie Bell is a good Christian 
girl. My mom doesn’t believe in God and I started masturbating when I was 8. I felt comfortable 
and dirty in Katie Bell’s house)

You took a trip to the store and you felt so good: hopeful, energetic, and clean. Ready to arrange 
your home with care & tenderness. The plant in the foyer is you. Sometimes you forget to water 
it, you feel guilty.

I want a floral print boyfriend who will smile in pictures and raise my kids--someday when we’re 
financially stable (and married and In Love). 
But I also wanna fuck girls in my twin bed and not hate them after. I wanna see myself in them 
but not so much that I hate them after. Don’t want them to see how my sheets don’t match my 
pillowcases

In 2013 I bought my favorite mug at the Homegoods in Roswell, Georgia. It’s blue, it’s so pretty. 
I pretend someone made it by hand and it’s one of a kind! but I saw there were ten more just like 
it. I Just Had To Have It. I was worried
about clinking the mugs together when I took mine off the shelf. I just don’t wanna break 
anything because then I’d have to pay for it. I pick it up with
care & tenderness

(Thoughts and Dreams are the same they both keep going always while you’re doing something 
else) Cartoon clips flash on the screen and people walk through doors into hallways into the 
loving embrace of decor. Everything is warm.
Hand-drawn cartoons, people, cartoons. 

If God could see me he’d know that I never really would have thought about him much if I 
wasn’t a fat kid always dressed in the wrong clothes. I still don’t have the right clothes and I 
have nothing to wear to a job interview. That’s the worst part I think 

This is a great ad. It’s so pretty. They picked the right song, too. 



I feel nervous. I want to redecorate my living room and lose 25 pounds. I need to buy new sheets 
mine are all stained and I don’t do laundry enough to only have two sets of sheets. 

A naked twin mattress is not enough to keep someone safe while they sleep. I gotta have barriers. 
Without them who knows what would happen I’d start dreaming and never wake up probably. 

I wonder if dream-space is a current above outside vibrations (tolling bells, the flypaper between 
you and what you should want) and this is what makes it sacred but I’m not sure if anything is. 
Sacred, I mean. When I have a dream that I know is Important I write down what I remember in 
my notebook with tenderness & care.  

I looked up the ad on youtube the next day so I could watch it again. 
The title is this: 
Home is Your Sanctuary


