| wrote my first zne m the golden ==l=N
Age ok my childhood--golden, not
4lded--when | was 5 or .

My father owned A bookstore w

Portland, Mane, The Pagerback

He put my stapled together construction
phper credtion \n the bront window and
selled my dentity--writer.
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Or maybe wy dentity was already
sedled, &hﬂmwd oh my psyche. To
this day | feel sakest and happiost

n A room kull of books. But 1| 44
think that by now, 14 be the author

ok some of them.




| got a lot of attention for my writing,
early on. In third grade, | wrote a poem
called, I Wonder”; my teacher loved it
so much that she sent me on a reading
tour of the school's classrooms. My
brother drew an illustration for it in his
college art class, and both still hang on
my mom’s wall. | was a little surprised
at the popularity of that poem. |
thought it was a little cliche—was this
my inner critic or my pretentious inner
snob? It's hard to say. | wrote plays to
be performed by my classmates—I still
remember rehearsing in the hall. |
wrote at home, too. My favorite thing
was a fresh notebook.




| woh awArds for "Breellence n Engliéh Gomposition "
| woh second place W A natonal contest n Tth
4rade and more Awards n high school, but outside
ok school, | wouldn't enter contests bor kids. |
wanted Yo be the best out of everyone or hoi’hib\ﬂ
at Al | deeply reqretted this later when |
reAiz-ed how crammed &l of ﬂooo\ writers the
world redlly 15 and that all | had done was Wmis5 ‘out
oh gredt experiences and opportunities. Pride had
A high cost for my writing ot for the last time.

Ohe day 4 classmate told me that A teacher haq
told Kids m detenton that "despite wy reputation’,
my writing was riddied with spelling and grammar

mistakes.

| was Just happy to hear that | had enough of 4
reputation for a tedcher, one of my favontes, to
be talking about my writing



"Dont stop writing' wy tedchers told we as |
prepared fo graduate.

ut | quick
learned that |
hadn't been a
big fish n 4
t+He pool.

| wAs the only fish n
A pool that nobody
tlse redly cared to

be .




| started eubmiH'ing fo various
publications when | was about 12,
learning A whole new lanquage: wss,
Sksb, birst North hmeriean rights. |
leArned that 4 bhg @t Wnter's qude
full of PYDMiGihﬂ Addresses 15 no 4pod

at all & s last year's editon. |
receved my birst rejection letters
and quickly learned, Yo my Iﬂehhg
embarrAssments, which "contests'
would happly print my poems 1k my
parents bought a4 450 pootry antholoay
from them.




Mthough | never stopped writing | didn't
study 4 parhieulary relevant feld w college,
o\nooémﬂ stend A more prachiedl %&ﬂohinﬂ

d&ﬂrw. The dr/ﬂrw has served me well
and | would probably do the same 1k 1 had to
decide agan, but there are fmes that |

regret that decision nonetheless.

What opportunites might | have had?

Would | have been able to skip some of this
ral and error?



| continued Yo do the only H{mﬂe | knew o
do, without A network or ANy expert
guic\nnw: wrihng, rr/ﬂding, r&ﬂding about
writing, attending wnter's conkerences,
submirting, getting rejected

bvery New Yedr's Day, | resolved, "This 15
the year | will get pubhished”

Some \edrs, there were modest successes
that pad even wore modestly One yedr
when | had made 4200, | went Yo 4 wnter's
conkerence and was shocked to learn that
this was more than many ot the other
wnters there.

Oh wy That was A rude Awakening,




it was a itHe it of fnal and a lot
ok exror when | finally gt A byline
A magaz-ne | Admired,

| had wrikten an essay bor 4
contest about wy Ittle sewing
business--a totally unplanned side
hustle—— only +o find out that wy
entry was meAnt Yo be 1500
characters, not 1500 words.

Not wanting o waste the eftort 14
put o wriring i, | casually sent it
to 4 magazine without any
particular expectations. 14 had no

pretensions o Iireratrure when 14
written it

\ They Acoepted W j




smlarly, | found Acerdentally myselt with
A requar wirting 49 when | started

writing for 4 pﬂY&M’ihﬂ/ business website
A5 A way o promote the handmade

business. I+ wasn't about ark--n fact, |
ofren ket | was seling out. | starked
by eArning about {2 a post and ended

mﬂlﬁing 40 A wmonth. Then the website
s0ld to new ownets and | had A qeod

chance to move on.




Pven though writing bor the website had hardly
been a dream opportunity, 1t ended up being
mportant for my writing like. | stopped thinking,
"Someday I'm 5oinﬂ fo be a wnter" and started
sA\Ing, out loud, to Actual people, sometimes even
skrangers, | am A wrker!

Why not?
'4 Always been producing wriring,
Now, 14 had things published
| wAs getting pad

By what standard did | not deserve the hile
"writer'?



Nonetheless, 1+ ket big and bold

One day, | overheard 4 wan w 4 bookstore tell an
employee sheepishly that he was a wrter, ".well
’rrs{mg Yo be one" | wanked Yo rush out and reassure
him, ou write! Your'e A4 wniter"

Why 15 v 50 hard?

There 15 4 myshique tied to writing perhaps to ark
In gonerdl, that makes it hard to tie o yourselt
Maybe this 15 the whikk of wmmortality w art, that a
plece ok yourselt migh{' outlast your mortal body
Maybe +'s eow«&l‘hihﬁ more prosdle: Yhe fewer people
are wiling o ol themselves writers, the more
mysterous & seems to be one. But whatever the
cAuse ok this mystique, you know your selk and your
owh humanity too well to clim the hikle bor yourselt

s hard fo put on deodorant and think, "'m A unicorn







My defnition of success has Aiways been farly
Qud  Sometimes, 1t 15 fnshing the novel
Sometmes, If 15 ﬁ&H’ing pAd and published
Sometmes, 1t 15 Actualy |i|4hﬂ the work I've
been pad Yo generate. Sometimes, 1t 15 binding
A 5i6 that pays enough Yo be helplul Yo my family
AN eAse the oﬂlrv\ing burden on my husband (who
15 A champ 1 supporting my writing)

Kways, | have aspired Yo wike books and short
pleces Nich ehough for Irerary analysis but
readable enough or Anyone to enjoy--a tall order.

I'm sl l'r»{inﬂ Yo reach that summit



Ithough large setle commercidl success wasn't
neoessANN An rerest of mine (n ek, | was 4 Iirte
dubrous of 1t), | did dream ok A letter of Accoptance
from A fradironal publisher, a4 fradironal book 1 my
hands, A fraditonal payeheck 1 the bank.

ut then | began fo wonder where this debinton of
suceess, this dream, this qodl, came trom

| kept refurning o one thought, 4 memory redlly



There was 4 woman | knew ot who offen shared her
poetry with many wutual Acquantances.

| ddn't admire her poetry--1 was, n (act, an
wsukkerable snob about i, Atthough | wouldn't have sad
50 out loud, of course. I'm d’ﬂl%ling Yo even share
Hhat here, bub s wmporkant fo the lesson | learned,

But | couldnt help noticing that her poetry MEANT
something Yo people, Apparently

They weren't looking bor A complex meter or terary
devices.

They were |oo|4ih5 bor a word of combort n a hard,
56Ary world

Wasnt Yhat wmore wportant fhan any of wmy lofy
4pAls?



| used Yo share my poetry wmore treely
but Always, Always brom pride; Always
becuse people had made 4 big del
About me and wmy writing,

Laker, | kept it hidden or the same

r&neon——pride’——wﬂihnﬂ for i+ to npen
to perfection m a4 Word document, for
the neh layers of m&ﬂhihﬁ and
Abstract metaphor and engmatic
Alluston *o 5&{‘ WoVEn 1A, wﬂiﬁnﬂ ir o
meet the standards ok A publisher who
met MY standards.










