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Have you ever felt like there was too much inside of you? Like a sink clogged and the 

faucet going full blast, water climbing up the walls, threatening to spill. Like a balloon expanding, 

air pumping in, plastic walls nearly transparent; like a bomb, you 

dread the impending pop? 

Younger me, as a pre-teen, would write to relieve the 

built-up tension inside. Back then my head was full of stories of 

people I created, inspired by the many fictional pieces I inhaled 

like oxygen. 

In 6th grade, I adorned the pages of my journals with 

words, inky doodles, and at some point, even candle wax (which 

still smells good by the way). All the covers were illustrated and 

colored with hues of pride and elation. Each volume was a 

masterpiece. I was captivated by the act of writing. I would wake 

up at 5:30 in the morning just so I could write out the ideas in my head, 

read them back in a voice spiced with the epicness of Morgan Freeman, 

and know it was all immortalized on paper. I felt like an author. And the 

length - gosh the length - I loved how each entry was 7-10 pages. For 

class, we were required to write 3 entries a week. I wrote 3 in a day.  

One day, during that year, we had an assignment to 

write…Honestly, I don’t remember what the prompt was but I can’t 

deny I had such a blast doing it. When you open it, the first page lists 

all the chapters, the titles of which my 11-year-old self, put her blood, 

sweat, and tears into crafting.  

“Hello 

Mr. Infinity 

hallway the 

second”                                               

“All good things must end… with dinner 

of course.” 



One of the titles sounds like cereal brand, “Mister mystery-O.” 

And what’s middle school without being edgy with a title like “Drowning in an ocean of 

madness.”                                                     

As you turn the pages you see little details like “CHAPTEя1,” “What 

the Fresh Choice,” and the trios of little, colored clouds to signify perception 

changes in the narrative. I must’ve been intrigued by word art and wordplay. 

What I admire most about my younger self is how fearless - how confident - 

how unapologetic I was about my writing decisions.  

~ 

 

So how did I go from thriving while writing to no longer trusting the 

medium? I suspect I reached my breaking point when my 7th-grade English 

teacher decided to read all of the class’s writing assignments out loud.  My 

own was twice as long compared to everyone’s stories. The longer the 

words spewed out of her mouth, the bigger the pit in my stomach grew. Each minute past the 

halfway point felt like a year.  

“Finally, I’m done,” My English teacher sighed while setting down my 

short story onto her desk. Ice cold dread pumped into my veins. I knew since 

halfway through the out loud reading that my short story was more like a... 

not-so-short story. My teacher sighed, like she dealt with a tedious task, like it 

was the end of a long day at work. Ugh, finally, she must’ve thought. Like 

she’s glad she’s finished with reading my work. 

It’s like someone swung an ice pick to my confidence 

as a writer.  

Clink! 

~ 

In 8th-grade I entered a speech contest for the promotion ceremony. 

And when the ceremony finally commenced, I understood why I lost. My 

speech was for the wrong audience, it’s tone was too serious, and looking back 

at the content, the references were not even relatable. Without connection, 

there would’ve been no reception. I came to the conclusion that my words were 

useless. 

“Started from the bottom now we’re here,” every time I hear those 

words, there are flashes of green gowns and smiles bright like the sun beating upon my 



classmates’ jubilant faces. The fact that I am transported back in time with a single line only 

proves that the winning speeches were truly exceptional. I had a front row seat to the people 

who deserved the stage, whose words were worth more than mine.    

Clink! 

~ 

With these major events, I felt as though my words started to lose 

meaning. 7th grade proved I wrote too much. 8th grade proved I didn’t 

have meaningful things to say. I felt like a text-dense, 100-page powerpoint 

no one wanted to pay attention to. When writing became a source of 

shame and dismay- when I couldn’t stand the sight of so many pages in my 

academic essays- when I betrayed by my own means of release- 

  

I stopped. 

  

I stopped trusting the act of writing to hold pieces of my soul. 

 ~ 

I hit high school and wrote a lot less. I didn’t fill a single notebook freshman year, 

sophomore year, or even junior year. Infact, all my journal writing from that period of my life 

would only fill one notebook. Instead, I drew, more and more often. I also read a lot more. Keep 

in mind none of these weren’t academic texts. I discovered various sites with both original and 

fandom inspired fictional stories.  

Fanfiction.net, Archive Of Our Own (AO3), and Gayauthors.org were places I’d travel to 

and held stories I’d travel through. All of the pieces I read for leisure had a major connection- 

they were all in the genre of angst. I relished in the various forms of torture the characters 

endured. I guess that because I couldn’t’ write my own internal swells of frustration, 

disappointment, and sadness away. I read in an attempt to name what was then impossible to 

describe.  

I did find a way to relieve the pressure inside my head. I drew. I drew when I was feeling 

overwhelmed. I drew when I was feeling lost. For without sweet release, my mind would be an 

ocean of crackling static, sloshing with psychological noise.  

~  

In 9th grade, I gathered up the courage to write a short letter to a boy I met and recently 

started talking to. And then I heard this:  

“She’s annoying 90% of the time she opens her mouth.” 



Clink! Clink! Clink! 

I thought the boy in the hallway was cute, but his words surely weren’t. They stung. In 

the resulting numbness of a weeping heart I drew a person with their mouth stitched shut, eyes 

wide with fear, and throat clawed and bleeding.  

 

One day I showed this image to my biology 

teacher. He turned to me, softly he asked,  

“Is this how you truly feel?”  

This is when I discovered,  people would 

listen to me if I phrased my thoughts as a drawing.  

So, I kept drawing. 

People continued asking what meaning the 

marks held. The words I use to spill across the 

pages with text, I can now express through images. 

Instead of writing pages, I spoke volumes both 

verbally and visually.  

Every time asks me to explain what I made 

– I unload every detail and inspiration I put into a 

piece. I see sparkles of interest in their eyes as 

they see stars in mine. To them, my thoughts 

actually mean something. With each experience, 

my self-esteem only grows. As I hold onto those 

moments of connection, I hold onto the belief that 

my thoughts are valuable no matter what form they come in.  

  

 

 

 

 


