1. List the pets you’ve had and their names
	-Joey, hamster
	-Rusty, hamster
	-Snowy, hamster
	-some fish whose names I guiltily don’t remember
	-Bailey, cocker spaniel
	-Lexie, cocker spaniel
	-Dommie, my own dog, a border collie mix from the SPCA

2. List the places you’ve lived (address, city, country or description)
	-at my parents’ house from birth until second year university
	-above the Westend pub in a huge Friends-style apartment
	-above Fabutan in Westdale village in a two-bedroom apartment 
	-in an apartment on King Street in Stoney Creek when first engaged
	-in our first house on Stoney Creek mountain
	-in our new house in lower Stoney Creek 
	
3. List your biggest fears
	-losing my mom or husband or my nieces or nephew or a student
	-centipedes

4. List your favourite toys you played with as a child
	-two sets of Quints, five little tiny quintuplets that all looked the same 	(except one set was white and one set was black) and had painted on 	plastic diapers
	-Steve Urkel doll
	-legos
	-my dollhouse
	-play-doh
	-Sega Genesis NBA Jam and Sonic the Hedgehog
	-easy bake oven (though I usually just ate the mixtures raw when I sat 	in my closet and read)
	-poster board and markers to draw giant maps of Hamilton
	-sketchbook to draw floor plans of houses
	-tetherball (the most athletic thing I could do without breaking a bone)	

5. List your character or personality flaws
	-judgemental 
	-worrier/anxious
	-perfectionist
	-socially awkward
	-over-sharer

6. List your favourite TV shows from childhood and present day
	-Pee Wee’s Playhouse
	-Saved by the Bell
	-Full House
	-Degrassi
	-Who’s the Boss?
	-Family Matters
	-Golden Girls
	-smutty Ricki Lake and Jenny Jones talk shows (in middle school for 	some inexplicable reason)
	-Survivor (in high school we had “Survivor” parties)
	-90210 (the original)
	-The Daily Show (especially in university) 
	-Conan O’Brien
	-30 Rock
	-The Late Show with David Letterman
	-The Office
	-Parks and Rec
	-Summer Heights High
	-Six Feet Under
	-Breaking Bad 
	-Last Week Tonight with John Oliver 
	-Full Frontal with Samantha Bee
	-I like TV. A lot.

7. List your guilty (perhaps embarrassing) pleasures
	-reality TV shows (like So You Think You Can Dance)
	-US presidential politics
	
8. List the inanimate objects you would save if your home was on fire
	-my nana’s Sunday School copy of Charles Dickens’ Little Dorrit
	-my photo albums, particularly my wedding album and my childhood 	album that my nana made for me
	-our wedding fabric heart
	-my dog’s favourite squeaky toy

9. List the people from history with whom you would like to converse
	-Frederick Douglass (escaped US slave who started his own newspaper)
	-Sojourner Truth (possibly the coolest human to ever live)
	
10. List bad things you did as a kid
	-threw vegetables at people
	-prank calls 
	-scratched my sister’s arms
	-left Heather Black at the mountain brow
	-wasn’t nice to the new girl in my class, Pamela (for some reason I have 	always felt guilty for this)

11. List the qualities by which you’d like people to remember you
	-generosity
	-sense of humour
	-genuine concern and compassion for other people
	-animal lover 

12. List the best gifts you have ever given or received 
	-the book from my nana
	-the ring from my nana (which my cousin Lisa stole from me)
	-my husband told me to say him

13. List famous people you’ve met or encountered 
	-Dustin Diamond, or Screech from Saved by the Bell
	-Paul Schaffer at the Hello Deli (and Rupert) from David Letterman
	-George Stromboulopolous 
	-Brandon Boyd from Incubus 
	-Tom Morello from Rage Against the Machine
	-some guy from Young and the Restless when I was in middle school
	-JON STEWART (bucket list: check)
	-James Franco
	-Chris O’Dowd
	-Chris Gethard (comedian)
	-Lawrence Hill (who asked me to call him “Larry”—no big deal)

14. List your life “to do” or bucket list
	-stay at giraffe manor in Kenya
	-volunteer to rescue elephants in Thailand
	-take my niece to Paris 
	-visit South America  
	-publish a book (possibly short stories)




I am Krista
But also
Ms. Levely
Or Levs.
I am thirty-four years old.
A rather content adult amidst an assortment of many uncertain youth— 
Though there are always those few students who seem to have life figured out more than I do.

I haven’t measured my height in years.
I stopped caring when I realized I would likely never reach 5’10, like my sister.
My eyes are an indistinct colour in the dark, but sunflower yellow in the sun.
I have premature white hairs hiding amidst the brown at the crown of my head, but not in a single streak like Cruella DeVille or a whole head of silver like Ryan Lochte.

I almost only wear my hair down.
Except for four years ago when it was braided down my back and a student chopped it off.
I knew it was coming—don't worry; it was to donate to Locks of Love.
But I wasn’t ready for it.
When CH News filmed me on stage I was unwittingly stroking my severed braid. 
My mom still has it saved on her DVR.
So creepy.
I once cut my own bangs with a razor left out at my friend’s house.
And just like when I chopped off all of my Barbies’ hair as a kid,
It didn’t just grow right back.

I made this type of irrational decision in university,
But not in high school, when I didn’t have the self-confidence, nor now that I have an audience of close to one hundred students every day.

I have been a vegetarian since university, but I secretly still love the smell of steaks on the barbeque. 

I am older than Scott, 
Younger than Kerri.
I drink more water than anyone I know—
Except, obviously, that woman who chugged water to win a radio contest a couple of years ago and died. Not that much water.
I don’t get most women’s obsession with flowers. 
They depress me; they just die and rot and stink.
I’m afraid of death.
Not my own.
My Mom’s.
My husband’s.
My nieces’ or nephews’.
My students’. 
My dog’s.

I am not a breakfast person, but I love to indulge in piles of greasy hash browns on vacation. 
I am a workaholic and a perfectionist.
I love sarcasm and wood burning fire places,
But I hate when I can’t recognize the former or when I can’t start the latter myself.
I like our four bookcases carefully organized with my favourite titles,
But I long for a library with a wooden ladder propped against the wall.

I only like colourful ink, like green, purple, and pink
I told my mom that I was an atheist when I was a kid—
I refused to go to Church when I discovered how Christ had died.
The death seemed too barbaric and the celebration of it too sadistic.
However, I am no longer an atheistic zealot. 
I’m a moderate agnostic.

I am not a jewellery person;
I worry that it will just get broken, lost, or stolen.
My wedding band only cost $200. 
My husband’s was $90. 
He’s already on his second after losing the original in the lake.
I don’t think either ring is real anything.
I like it that way. 

I’ve never wanted to birth babies.
Pain
Stretch marks
Strangers asking to touch your stomach.
Having to buy a new wardrobe.
Contributing to an already overpopulated plant.
I’d rather adopt children that already exist in the world than create my own army of Mini Mes.
Or have no kids at all.

I’ve been ‘accused’ of being a feminist,
Which makes me even prouder to be a strong woman.
If there is still a word for it,
Then I guess we haven’t come that far after all.

Instead of Hillary Clinton—who is labelled
Too serious
Too cold
Too war-hungry
Too old
Too much pantsuit wearing
Too bitchy
Too driven—
We have hordes of Kardashians, sexualized Fox News anchors, and “Instagram models” defining what it means to be a woman.
Gross. 

I am adamantly against young women dumbing themselves down,
But admit I did it to get that mouth breather boy’s attention in grade 7.
I would eat Lindor chocolates all day every day if I wouldn’t get the genetic diabetes to which I’m predisposed.

I didn’t try new foods until university.
When I discovered, at long last—
Thai
Indian
Mediterranean—
Flavour.

No, I won’t just peel the pepperoni off the pizza and eat it,
And no, vegetarians do not eat gelatin because unless it’s synthetic, it’s made of crushed animal bones.

I am convinced that a man invented pantyhose
And its 21st century S&M partner-in-crime, Spanx.
I stand like a flamingo when in the kitchen
I have terrible balance the rest of the time.
I am in love with dogs’ squeaky toys, swirling vortexes of leaves, and
Homemade cards.
I read Adichie Atwood Bronte Laurence Monroe Shields Walker 

I like laughing until my abdominal muscles burn
The classic rock on Q107, 
And the way back play back 90s hip hop on 93.7 WBLK.

I am a compulsive channel changer	
And I must be the one wielding the remote control,
Even though the ones in hotel rooms are cesspools of filth and grime.

I am proud of my working class roots,
Summer jobs at Dofasco, Ford, and the Chrysler dealership—
Even though sexual harassment runs rampant in all three establishments. 

When I play with my niece and nephew I act their ages:
Ten and eight.
I will run and scream and dance until I drop.
But I don’t want my own:
I like drinking red wine with dinner and watching TV way too much.

I like to walk but not when it’s cold outside
Because my back gets sweaty.
I am a worrier, a complainer, an I-told-you-so’er.
I hate Stephanie Meyer for guilting young women into remaining chaste. 
Religious propaganda masquerading as teen romance is creepy and manipulative.

I couldn’t imagine being a teenager today.
I didn’t even know what cocaine was at sixteen—forget Adderall and fentanyl and MDMA

I used to be a runt.
So I would eat and eat and eat to show people that I could.
I was the size of a large baby in kindergarten.
And stupidly cute.

I hated drama and public speaking as a kid
So it’s perhaps ironic that I’m a teacher now.

I am a people person, but I love solitude.
I have never been a leader, even with my students.
I look for cues from others, 
Too worried about their thoughts and desires.

I don’t always make time to write
But I spend too much time sitting and thinking.
If I think of something clever
I can never seem to remember it long enough to put it on paper.

I get claustrophobic in public places
Public displays of affection make me nauseous.

I have never liked cats
Because they don’t like me.
When I hit a squirrel with my car
I cried for days.
I still want to be a writer
But it seems like a lot of work.

My eczema used to be so bad
That I considered relocating to an island surrounded by healing salt water—
Except I would miss my family.

I am like every WASP:
I wish I was Jewish.

I never wanted to get married
Until a few months before I did.
I am cynical and pretend not to believe in true love
Except that I have experienced it so many times.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I am Woody Allen with estrogen—
but I will never marry my adopted step-daughter.
