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From My Diaries (2006–10) 
in Alphabetical Order
Sheila Heti

A
A 5,000-word article. 
A bark worse than its bite. 
A beautiful soul, person. 
A big bulky man walked past us in the road and made a Hulkish yell and 
then punched the wall. 
A big email list.
A book like a shopping mart—all the selections.
A book that is a game.
A budget will help you to know where to go. 

A CERTAIN
A certain kind of bore who has said all he is saying, said it all before, and 
expects to hear nothing new from you on the subject.
A certain lack of self-centeredness, belief in one’s own innate genius, 
and faith in hard work, long hours. 

AC TUALLY
Actually, he doesn’t want to love you. 
Actually, he doesn’t want you. 
Actually, he is looking around the world for another girl, and because of 
who he is, he will find one and be with her. 
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ALL I  WANT
All I want is some more experiences with him.
All I want is to read books for a year.
All I want to tell him is that he should take care of himself—that he 
doesn’t need to take care of me, I can take care of myself, and he ought 
to take care of himself first.
All I wanted was “a physical life.”

AN INTEREST
An interest in a wide variety of people.
An interest in casting.
An interest in doing research.
An interest in sex.
An interest in streetcar drivers.

AND EVERY THING
And everything he said in the last letter was sincere.
And everything I eat tastes like hospital food.
And everything I know about a human life.

AND YET
And yet I am starting to feel like life is not for having experiences so that 
therefore one can make deductions about life and one’s personality and 
then make up rules for the future by which one can live and therefore 
attain happiness and perfection.

ANN SAID
Ann said I should have a good two weeks of “discerning.” 
Ann said it is hard to get into it—the work—’cause it’s a risk.
Ann said nobody could promise not to change.
Ann said not to publish the book if I was uncomfortable about it.
Ann said that many of the relationships that are most solid and long-
lasting are tumultuous at the start.
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Ann said that you are a woman in this culture, which just means that 
this is the thing you are struggling against. 
Ann says it’s “a holding period,” and she’s right. 
Ann says it’s no longer a holding period.

AT THIS POINT
At this point, better to work fast and instinctually than with too great 
care or attention. 
At this point, I will have to be prudent and careful, keep a close watch 
on my actions, take it all very seriously. 

BE
Be a woman. 
Be bald-faced and strange. 
Be confident. 
Be direct about the things you need, that are reasonable requests, and 
apart from that, just enjoy him, and enjoy your time together.
Be firm, unemotional, gentle, and clear in annihilating them—and 
thereby reform your Self and your environment.
Be here.
Be impeccable with your word.
Be miserable about the world. 
Be peaceful, do little, find the one good thing—the one solace in this 
moment—and hold on to it.
Be very quiet, very humble, very grateful. 
Be worse than you were when you were younger, allow that to be a fact—
that people around you will interact with less than common grace and 
decency, they will interrupt and disappoint one another, and they will 
not always act as they would want or as you would want—in that good 
way. 

BUT IT’S
But it’s like smoking pot; at a certain point, what is bad about it out-
weighs what is good. 
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But it’s like that rule: you get what you wanted, but it doesn’t look like 
you thought it would, it doesn’t feel like you thought it would, and it 
doesn’t come when you thought it would. 
But it’s my life. 

BUT LOVE
But love can endure. 
But love without compatibility is a constant pain.

BUT MY
But my initial point and what I wanted to write about and needed to say 
was that every situation is different, and so it’s more a matter of looking 
at how I have felt and reacted in the different situations and realizing 
that I cannot avoid unhappiness in them and you cannot avoid pain and 
there are contradictory impulses—you cannot make rules and live by 
them and live a happy life—or, I really do think that that leads to a life of 
total isolation from people and experience, because of course it is people 
and experience that bring one pain.

DO NOT
Do not become like the pathologists, thinking you’ve seen the insides of 
people, and that the outside’s prettier. 
Do not feel pressure from people who work at magazines. 
Do not introspect. 
Do not squander it. 
Do not take that trip with Lee. 

DO NOTHING
Do nothing else but this (you can also exercise): Tuesday, Wednesday, 
Thursday, Friday.

DON’T
Don’t affect this cool air, this worldly air.
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Don’t ask the question why—why are you writing this? 
Don’t remain ignorant of anything just to preserve the simplicity of your 
world or your point of view. 
Don’t take yourself seriously—don’t think about yourself.
Don’t think about dating or alternate ways to make money. 
Don’t think about the structure in terms of morality, good and evil, 
what should or should not be. 
Don’t think anymore about sleeping with him; it is all making you too 
anxious.
Don’t think about celibacy. 
Don’t think beyond that.
Don’t think of yourself as a woman while you are writing it—do not 
think of yourself at all—do not come back to your own experiences—it’s 
OK if it contradicts your own experience of life.
Don’t underestimate what people see—they see hearts, it’s clear to 
everyone. 
Don’t want to be killed, but if I am, it’s no longer a great tragedy, and 
there’s no dignity in being worried about it. 
Don’t waste your energy on doubt about everything. 
Don’t worry about LA. 
Don’t worry about New York. 
Don’t worry too much about self-help literature. 
Don’t you want your pussy licked out?—I laughed into my hand.

ENOUGH
Enough of this. 
Enough.

FIGURE OUT
Figure out money.
Figure out money transfer.
Figure out the best way to go. 
Figure out where to build those shelves. 
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FIVE MONTHS
Five months is not so long.
Five months: long enough to carry a flame after a two-week affair.

HE ASKED 
He asked if she would make a good wife, and I said I thought so because 
she is very supportive. 
He asked me if part of my insecurity this weekend was from him seeing 
two women without me, and I said I didn’t think so, and that I didn’t 
feel threatened by them (even if I did, a bit) and he said, “Of all people!” 
(meaning of all women to be threatened by, which one can also interpret 
badly, like that there are women I should be threatened by). 
He asked me what my hesitations were and my mind went blank. 
He asked why and the answer in my head was: “I’m in love,” but I didn’t 
tell him because it was private. 
He asked why she was single at this age, and I explained that it was because 
she was perhaps drawn to needy men, but these men could not be good 
in the world, could not be strong, and in the end hurt or disappointed her, 
but that her instinct (I don’t know if she knows this) was to go toward 
people in need. 

HE HAD
He had a girlfriend in Florida who’s 22 (he’s 32). 
He had a masculinity that I didn’t at first see. 
He had a mother—she kicked him out—that’s life; there is no other 
mother. 
He had been an engineer in the UAE but in Toronto was reduced to 
waking at two in the morning and playing the stock market until 5 A M .
He had called and left messages late at night the night after we kissed, 
and I didn’t know what he had done that for; it made me scared. 
He had given me a beautiful mixtape. 
He had his head resting on my belly, his legs around my legs, and I had 
one hand on his head. 
He had met or had a long conversation with an old girlfriend of his—and 
this was something he didn’t tell me about (or didn’t tell me about until 
long after).
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He had met the woman literally of his dreams—the woman he had been 
writing about his whole life. 
He had put her into a cardboard box to protect her or transport her, and 
the box was in the trunk of the car. 

HILL AR
Hillar and I had dinner at the Ethiopian restaurant, and then we picked 
up Margaux. 
Hillar said the next five years were going to be hard years. 

I  ALWAYS THINK 
I always think everything needs to be done right now and it’s never the 
truth.
I always think I don’t write much but I probably actually write quite a bit.

I  AM
I am home. 
I am hoping I have money by the spring. 
I am in a jealous rage right now. 
I am in a panic about money. 
I am in a really bad mood, really self-pitying, I don’t know why. 
I am in a shitty mood today. 
I am in Paris with nothing to do but be here for two weeks. 
I am in the new hotel but it’s nearly six in the morning—another night 
when I could not sleep. 
I am indeed angry that this apartment is so fucking cold. 
I am indescribably lucky.
I am just a Canadian writer who had a promising beginning. 
I am just no good at it, and I don’t need to be, and I’m good at other 
things. 
I am lazy and do not like to work. 
I am less full of doubt than usually. 
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I  C AN DO
I can do everything I need to do for my own health while still having 
faith. 
I can do interviews for the Believer. 
I can do it. 
I can do it. 
I can do that—and I can do that forever. 
I can do this. 
I can do this, too. 
I can do what I want in my life. 
I can do what I want in my life.
I can do whatever I want. 

I  DON’T WANT
I don’t want a life in Paris. 
I don’t want a man I have to think about. 
I don’t want a party. 
I don’t want a woman beside me, or a mechanical swan. 
I don’t want any old person to be able to read it. 
I don’t want him here right now, but I want his body beside me. 
I don’t want my emotions to be manipulative. 

I  FEEL SO
I feel so alone. 
I feel so clear. 
I feel so free. 

I  FIND IT INTERESTING
I find it interesting that some people are not going to the American 
ambassador’s house tomorrow night for cocktails as a protest against 
the foreign policies of the United States.

I  LIKE READING
I like reading Amanda Filipacchi.
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I like reading Andy Warhol.
I like reading Gogol.
I like reading interviews with Woody Allen.
I like reading Jane Bowles.
I like reading Kurt Vonnegut. 
I like reading Oscar Wilde.
I like reading Paul Bowles.
I like reading reviews in the NYRB of collections of essays put out by art 
critics.

I  SAID
I said, “I don’t know,” and she said, “Yes you do.”
I said, “I sure don’t have any other friends like you,” and he said, “I 
don’t have any other friends like you,” and there is something awful 
and decadent and self-involved about us when we’re together. 
I said, “I think this is not good,” and then I said, “I think that’s the first 
time I ever said, ‘I think that’s not good’ on an airplane,” and then I real-
ized we were going to crash or die. 
I said, “I’ve gotten joy from writing pieces that I didn’t finish, but I never 
learned anything from them.” 
I said, “It’s not ethics, it’s politics,” but I don’t know if this was believed 
by anyone.

I  SLEP T
I slept all day today. 
I slept and slept and slept.
I slept in a bed with Jamie. 
I slept on the bed in the main room and it was fine. 

I  TOLD HIM
I told him his gait was similar to Belmondo’s. 
I told him his luck was going to change. 
I told him I thought he was super-hot. 
I told him I wasn’t sure if he should come to Passover.
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I told him my theory, which was just occurring to me there, which was 
that story is actually a means of communicating a moral. 
I told him on the couch that I wanted us to be real friends, and that I 
thought we could be. 
I told him that he was feeling sorry for himself and that it was bullshit—
we could have had something. 
I told him that I couldn’t drink another glass of champagne and he said, 
“Do you drink too much?” 
I told him that in two years I’m going to start managing our finances, 
and he smiled. 

I  WANT TO
I want to vomit with how disgusting I am. 
I want to walk down the street with him in silence. 

I  WISH I DIDN’T
I wish I didn’t have to go to the salon tomorrow. 
I wish I didn’t have to work on the story tonight. 
I wish I didn’t just sneeze. 

I’M NOT AMBITIOUS
I’m not ambitious to be published in the New Yorker—not really. 
I’m not ambitious to have a grand love, I just want to have a nice one. 
I’m not ambitious to have my books read by anyone. 
I’m not ambitious to live in New York and know all the fancy people; it’s 
really enough for me to know a few. 

IN MY DREAM 
In my dream last night, Ann Yeoman was stroking my breasts. 
In my dream last night, I was auditioning for Woody Allen. 
In my dream last night, the final words were, “Take a different relation-
ship from the book of relationships.” 
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IN-
Indifference. 
Infinite Jest.
Insane. 
Insane. 

IT IS AMA ZING
It is amazing how it costs nothing to italicize something. 
It is amazing to me how much people read. 

IT WAS A
It was a brilliant morning; I could have read all day. 
It was a question I never asked myself. 
It was a quote from George Bush. 
It was a small beach, the size of a backyard. 
It was a delicious, very thin pizza. 

IT’S
It’s 4 PM . 
It’s 4:41 now. 
It’s 6:30 A M  now. 

JUST BEC AUSE
Just because there are difficulties doesn’t mean you have done anything 
wrong. 
Just because there were some problems this weekend doesn’t mean you 
have done anything wrong. 
Just because things are hard doesn’t mean you made the wrong decision. 

JUST DEPRIVE
Just deprive that part of my brain—deprive it of oxygen; let it die.
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KEEP THE
Keep the city. 
Keep the Eros. 
Keep the house in good order. 

KRISTEN
Kristen is moving to Australia with her boyfriend. 
Kristen needs to overcome some prejudices she has against him, I think. 
Kristen said you have to wonder about men on the other side of 40 who 
are still single. 
Kristen said, “Why be guilty? Grow up! You did it, now move on.”

L AST NIGHT
Last night he came over for dinner. 
Last night he showed me his lamp.
Last night he took me and pulled me close to him and looked down into 
my face. 
Last night I read through old letters. 

LOOKING 
Looking at Craigslist apartments in Hungary, I thought, “I do not want 
to move to Budapest.”

MAYBE ONE DAY
Maybe one day a child, maybe not. 
Maybe one day I won’t. 

MEZ
Mez sleeps in his seat. 
Mez was already there, sleeping on one of the platforms. 
Mez was lying on his front. 
Mez was lying on the floor, too drunk to be sitting up. 
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Mez was lying with his feet to the door, at a slight remove from the three 
people who were talking. 

MOSTLY
Mostly these days I’m just lying in bed.

MY BR AIN
My brain is like the viscous stuff around the brain; that is what it is, 
where it is located, in the slippery goo between the two hemispheres, 
between the brain itself and the skull, and between the gray matter, 
whatever the viscous is—that is where my brain is located; where my 
soul is located. 
My brain still feels fried after smoking up with Borel last night. 

MY COUR AGE
My courage had been circumstantial. 

MY FRIENDS
My friends will leave me to go to New York and I will be the one chump 
who stayed, wishing I’d gone. 
My friends would miss me if I left Toronto, but get the dimensions right: 
it is friendship. 

NEVER 
Never call him. 
Never email him. 
Never having felt so sad. 
Nevertheless, I think it is possible. 

NEW YORK
New York, I think, made me depressed. 
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New Yorkers don’t have heart (my conversation with Mitzi); you can’t 
locate their hearts, I said. 

NOT EVERYBODY
Not everybody needs a home with other people. 
Not everybody needs a spouse and children. 

NOT MY
Not my book. 
Not my friends. 
Not my soul, not my instincts, but some integration of everything, with 
something very deep in me which is probably my character—but deeper 
than that—my Self. 
Not myself. 

NOW I AM
Now I am drinking tea. 
Now I am going out to meet Christine. 
Now I am miserable and anxious. 
Now I am reading fiction again. 
Now I am reading Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 

OF COUR SE
Of course I don’t care about cars enough. 
Of course I’m lucky. 
Of course in every happiness there is a tremendous blindness. 
Of course it doesn’t become a book until it’s bound and a book. 
Of course it’s nice to be invited up. 
Of course this could be read as a pre-break-up email, but I wasn’t con-
vinced that it was; I just wanted to know how it would feel to be apart 
from him, not in the mire of confusion and doubt and craziness.
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OH
Oh, that cigarette! 

ON
On a pale blue plate in the snow.

ONE HAS
One has a very haphazard life if one hews closely to something as 
changeable as one’s feelings. 
One has to have the will to run absolutely roughshod over people. 
One has to let these bad/evil time conditions pass. 
One has to slow down slightly in order to do this kind of work. 

PEOPLE
People are very awkward and vulnerable when they are falling in love 
with you. 
People ate all the mozzarella sandwiches. 

SHE LOOKED
She looked exhausted and sad. 
She looked like Reese Witherspoon. 

SHE SAID SHE
She said she doesn’t think about breasts. 
She said she felt she had to dress up for me; had to show her cleavage. 
She said she would have a child if I did, and I said I would if she did, and 
so we are both going to. 
She said she would only want to read a story by me from St. Petersburg 
if I killed myself in the end.

THE BOOK
The book is beautiful and practically perfect. 
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The book is becoming more conventional, more written. 
The book is difficult. 
The book is good. 
The book is so full! 
The book just feels arid and empty to me right now, like a shriveled arm 
that won’t raise itself to shake your hand; a withered arm and a hand. 
The book says everything will lead you back to writing—everything will 
lead you to the core of your heart.
The book seems better and heftier. 
The book seems hard to do. 
The book will come out in the future. 
The book you keep thinking of is The Sheltering Sky. 

THE END
The end of Nietzsche. 
The end of the three years following my divorce. 

THE WHOLE
The whole lunch was rich with so many thoughts and feelings; she just 
turned 37, and I told her my premonition that this age would be incred-
ibly important; a really good one. 
The whole thing seen through Plexiglas. 
The whole time, the whole of my twenties, I had a sense that I was doing 
the wrong thing, but I couldn’t have told you what the right thing was—
except possibly it was the opposite of whatever I was doing.

VERY
Very funny email from Hickey—I wrote saying “Love from Dave is even 
better than working at a university,” and he wrote back, “And it doesn’t 
last as long.”

WHAT A 
What a boring life—to always be rehashing the same little things. 
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What a charlatan, who skims the surface of everything, no direction, no 
will, a faker, a flake, a know-nothing. 
What a different life it would be if I was to actually have a child or two.
What a dramatic few years it all was!
What a gift to have that scenery before me.
What a good life!
What a load of rubbish all this writing is. +


