
Warning: More rambling and whining about me, me, me—below the cut:  

This year, the New Year hit me like a shotgun blast to the soul. Ever since 2014 arrived I have felt 
scattered and pulped, withered and rotting. I started the new year declaring to my parents that I was 
going to quit my job and spend the year (my last year with my father’s health insurance) devoting myself 
to writing. A week later I announced that I was going to move to L.A. to pursue screenwriting or 
producing or something. Then the next week I was going to become a web artist, work on my art, hone 
my craft on fanart, maybe get commissions. And then the week after that I was going to create a 
website devoted to sharing my worldbuilding and try to use that to become a worldbuilding consultant 
(a job I made up).  

The next week I was done with writing forever and applied to grad school.  

Yes, I applied to grad school. When I have always hated school with a violent passion and would do 
anything to never have another test or paper or reading assignment ever again. And here I am, going 
back again, voluntarily. At least, that week it was voluntarily. Soon after that, I was locked in a final 
deadline, needing to write something before grad school starts so I don’t have to go. Then I was 
resigned to having to go because I can’t write anything ever.  

If reading about my fickle mind is confusing or frustrating, imagine living it. Imagine being my parents, 
living in fear of the next proclamation. Imagine me, still stuck in a job I hate and that is driving me insane 
(not because it’s a bad job, just a bad job for me), with a new vision of the future directing my 
movements and changing every minute.  

Some days with no vision of a future at all.  

You see, what has been happening for the last couple years is that my writing process has turned into 
this:  

Here’s an idea—but would I even want to read this?—Writing is a passion and I should write what I truly 
like—but I don’t truly like this, what about this?—No, not that, what about this?—Maybe I don’t really 
like anything, maybe I don’t really want to be a writer—I can’t write anything; I’m not a storyteller—No, 
writing is a job and I don’t have to like what I write I just have to write something—I can write 
anything!—here’s an idea—but would I even want to read this? 

Or versions of that. Sometimes, as I’ve written about before, it’s perfectionism in seeking the best story I 
can write. Sometimes I’m seeking the story that I think is most likely to be popular with other people. 
And sometimes I’m seeking the story that is most fluid, natural, and daydream-like (never mind that I 
don’t daydream in stories, which always ends up being the dead end there).  

And all of that swirling, confusing process has kept me from writing… and made me not want to write at 
all. Add to that a dose of social anxiety making the idea of publicizing and promoting my work something 
I want to avoid, and suddenly I don’t want to be a writer anymore. And I don’t know if I ever really did.  



So 2014 hit, yet another New Year’s resolution of “This is the year!” And then I realized maybe I was 
done with that resolution. Maybe that wasn’t my goal anymore.  

Maybe that wasn’t my future anymore.  

…So what is? 

Today is my 25th birthday. To some people, I’m very young. To others, I’m old. To the me that first 
wanted to be a writer, that focused in on publication as the goal of my life and gave my soul to that 
future and nothing else, I am ancient.  

But this really isn’t another, “oh, poor me, I’m in my mid-twenties and have not achieved my dreams 
yet” post, because I know I have a lot of time left to achieve my dreams.  

I’m just sort of out of dreams at the moment.  

There are still days where writing is it for me. I recently made a proclamation that if I could write my 
book in a month, I would quit my job and devote my life to writing (a lot of my proclamations involve 
quitting my job). I did creativity exercises, I felt powerful and focused, I felt ready… And then I fell right 
back into the same old patterns that I always do, of doubt and second-guessing and apathy. As of right 
this moment, I’m tentatively climbing back onto that plan, but I’m shaken. I don’t feel powerful 
anymore. 

The primary issue of my life right this moment is: what is my life going to be? I want to live with passion, 
to get up each morning and be excited for the day, to find meaning in my work. I don’t just want a job 
that pays the bills, I want a job that’s a life.  

But if writing is out of the picture, there’s nothing else I feel passionate about. Every other job just feels 
like phone calls and e-mails and cubicles and awkward Christmas parties and budget reports and staff 
evaluations and pay raises and sensible shoes and the new copier and software upgrades and vacation 
days and fluorescent lights and… nothing. Living for the weekend. Living for retirement.  

Not living at all.  

I know I’m melodramatic, entitled, privileged, naïve—suck it up and get on with life like everyone else, 
right? I’m lucky I even have options to be confused about, and I do mean that. I am lucky. But that 
doesn’t erase how I feel, even knowing that it should.  

Maybe this is the dark moment right before my triumph. Maybe I’ll get hit by an idea while riding a train, 
or wake from a dream; or maybe I’ll just find the discipline to see through the ideas I already have. 
Maybe I’ll figure out a way to turn whining about writing, which I seem to have mastered, into some 
kind of career.  

Or maybe I’ll finally grow up, go to grad school, and get that cubicle.  

And be happy. On the weekends. ☺  


