
Oxenfree 

I'm certainly no writer. 

Exhibit A:  

I didn't want to create this. I had a dilemma where if I did would I lose out on the daydream that 

makes the ideal feel real? Or should I find out for myself by physically doing it? It probably 

wouldn't be able to capture each detail of the daydream because of copyright since music is the 

main trigger for my daydreams. Sometimes a colour, shape, shadow or moment. But it wouldn't 

feel complete without the music. Even though I'm stuck on this daydream, I'm guaranteed to 

create another once this is executed. Unless I relive it where every word flows perfectly the way 

I hear it being done in the ideal world. Turning into a vicious circle where I am perfect. I don't 

value perfection as much in reality but the daydreams are just the most precise thing I've ever 

witnessed in my mind so to rob them and myself and those witnessing it manifest into something 

so unblemished would be an injustice.  

In my daydream I am the best at everything. It's cringey. I imagine the expectation should be that 

I'm embarrassed to share this. It probably is the case. Some might say it's brave. But what is 

embarrassing or brave about the human mind? If this is how I think then I think the strangest 

factor would be that I'm not sharing it because maybe others here daydream excessively about 

the ideal self. What it would be like to be perfect. A vision where I can predetermine the 

emotional response of every witness. The pride they feel for me and how far I've come in my 

life. The admiration. The love. The jealousy. The resentment and shock to see me do better.  

When I was in therapy back in 2021 I realised that I gave my power away so many times in my 

life to people who didn't deserve an atom from me. Whether it be family, friends, lovers, 

acquaintances, mentors or strangers. My daydreams are my control issues personified. It's a 

source of reclaiming any power I lost by ultimately showing off what I could do to spite those 

who doubted I was anything but my ideal self. By now, I wish I could've shown this through 

music and performance and art. And even though I am a strong believer that actions speak louder 

than words, I'm constantly reminded of the impact of my words. Times when I audibly gasp at 

what I just said to that person in my mind. Forgetting their humanity is something that leaves 

them and I at a disadvantage if we don't mesh well enough. Because we ARE just human at the 

end of the day. That's something I struggle to forgive sometimes. I'm better than that. 

Daydreamer 
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It's interesting to me as I write this, nothing matches up with my daydream. It feels like a TED 

talk more than anything. It isn't colourful or performative like my daydreams depict. I think that's 

why I don't want to do this. Perfect replication or nothing at all. I wonder if that's the proof in the 

pudding though. Reality isn't as glamorous as fantasy. It can be but is it authentic? Daydreams 

are a fabrication. As things are right now I haven't started hormone replacement therapy so I'm 

intrigued if that alters my daydreams in any way. I think I'd be relieved if daydreams went away. 

I'd be able to live more. As much as I love to create in my mind all these different realities, and I 

use that term loosely, I'd feel more freedom. I don't want anyone else stuck there either. But 

that's not my responsibility. I have to get myself out first. Life is boring without it. But so is 

daydreaming after a while. How would I connect to music without it though?  

I might execute this in a way that is like watching a bad X factor audition so I think that's what 

I'll do. Good luck surviving that. 

All of this is literally to spite myself. 

Since the age of 9 I wanted to cease to exist. I felt like I shouldn't be here and that I was being 

forced essentially to serve a life sentence in this body, this time and circumstance. But now at the 

age of 25 writing this. I don't want to go before I feel my time has truly ran out. Life is so 

precious and of value to me now where it never was. I'm more scared to make mistakes, be in the 

wrong place at the wrong time, and surround myself with the wrong people or person because I 

don't want to die. Especially for who I am. If all who are opposed to my identity just psychically 

knew to leave me be and let me live then I'd be able to make the differences I know I can create. 

I want to change the world's perspective on the individual who only wishes to be happy within 

themselves and change their perspective on a world that at times can be so afraid of letting that 

happiness exist in its authentic form. I'm not ready to go anytime soon so please don't kill me for 

existing for the first time in my life. I know the change I want to bring scares you because 

change isn't easy but if I don't change things from the way they are then I and many others will 

always be scared when they shouldn't have to be. 

Sincerely yours, 

Oxenfree. 
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And I'm most definitely no poet. 

Exhibit B: 

I mother my child I have yet to meet. 

25 and doing absolutely anything for the one I haven't held. 

Preserving what I can. 

I will invest. 

I know it will be worth the wait. 

You have a grandmother who will enrich you. 

A support that will never fail you. 

The jokes that wanted to be real. 

You will choose. 

And I will embrace. 

Even when you are cold. 

I think how your teachers, lovers and friends will be all around you till I see you again. 

And when you thaw, I will prepare the warmest of beds. 

You'll sleep for some time but only a few more dreams till you're here. 

I will absolutely go to jail for you. 

But I won't take away the lessons life has to offer. 

I'm here years before you. 

Learning some of my own. 

I don't have the examples but I'll be one. 
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I'll show you how to live, laugh, love and let the world know you do too. 

We'll be that shameless and un-ironic family who has that quote plastered everywhere. 

Around the house. 

On our mugs. 

On our pillows. 

On our wall decor. 

You'll know me as mumma, the chaotic lady who will cry each time you grow.  

I'll take the mick and wind you up something awful. 

I hope that speaks volumes when I'm gone and nature has taken over. 

I'll be the spooky bitch that cackles in the hall at night. 

Hoping you remember your mumma who loved to give you a wee fright. 

Life is scary at times but I hope I did my job right. 

I probably will make mistakes and I'm so sorry for that babbeh. 

If there truly is something at the end, I'm going to be there every step of the way. 

I don't want to fathom it because I'm still very young. 

You're going to be here at least within the year. 

I will love you even after that final day. 

Sincerely yours, 

Mumma. 

But I hope my words can give you answers. 

Exhibit C: 
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I face losing you for caring too much. My love language can come across as selfish, a nag but it's 

only because I want what is best for you. There comes a point where you have to accept that you 

can't control others decisions even if they are unhappy with them. The only thing you can control 

is your own response. So despite not wanting to, I'm taking steps to leave you behind and as 

much as it hurts me to think about it, I don't see how I'll be able to keep you in my life anymore. 

I always found it easy to let go of others before but this is a kick to the stomach. I feel like I'm 

tiptoeing around a stranger too stubborn to move out of their own way. That's why I'm going. I 

shouldn't have to be the example but I don't align with the one you're setting. I have to start 

living for myself and not somebody else. I honestly can't believe I'm finally doing it though. 

Sincerely yours, 

a future stranger. 

This made me sad to write all of this. 


