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Write What You Think 
 
 
Some questions have an answer. Some questions have multiple answers. Then there are 

questions with answers that can never be identified. “Why do I write?” is one of those questions. 

I have contemplated this question on many different occasions, both for the purpose of writing 

this essay and for satisfying my intrapersonal curiosity. On none of these occasions did I uncover 

an answer. I have notions, several of them, but no one definitive reason why I write.   

When I was a sophomore in high school, I began writing articles for the school 

newspaper, The Papyrus. This was my first encounter with non-academic writing – non-

academic in the sense that it was not turned in to a teacher in a classroom. The articles I wrote 

for The Pap did not analyze pieces of literature but rather current and pertinent events on The 

Taft School’s campus. Writing for The Papyrus was freeing and empowering with very few 

limitations. I could write interpret my assignment in whatever way I chose. It was the kind of 

writing I could enjoy. In my junior year, I was appointed as a news editor and my responsibilities 

shifted from interviewing and writing to brainstorming, delegating, editing and organizing 

layout.  

The first day I crossed entered the Pap room to organize layout for the October issue, I 

did so anxiously. I walked into the main building of campus and down the stone steps into the 

basement. A long, skinny and eerily dark hallway lay between the dingy Pap room door and me. 

I approached the door and looked at the other members of the editorial staff already at work 

before I finally opened the door. There was a dull hum of voices in the room, interrupted by the 

occasional spurt of laughter. I took a seat silently.  



“That computer isn’t working today. No one’s been able to log on,” said Lindsay, our 

editor-in-chief. “Come try this one.” 

She gestured to a computer near hers, and I moved, silently but with a smile, to a new computer. 

I logged on, reread the articles I had edited and opened InDesign, the program I would use to lay 

out the articles. I cut, pasted, resized, changed fonts and altered spacing all in an attempt to fit the 

articles into the space allotted for the news section. I was literally shaping the words. I looked at 

the time in the corner of the screen, which read 9:45. I had been there for nearly two hours. But 

the hours felt like minutes. The only thing left to do was create titles for the articles. Titling was 

something with which I always struggled, hated you could say. I looked around the room trying 

to attain some inspiration from the bare walls. 

 “Can anyone think of a title for this article?” I finally asked the room at large.  

A flood of suggestions – some serious, others unpublishable – surged at me.  

“Okay, okay.” I quieted them. 

I was left to rifle through the potential titles in search of a winner. The hum of voices tapered as 

members of the editorial staff submitted their sections and headed home. I settled on one of the 

titles proposed and did the same. 

 On that day, I realized I enjoyed being an editor even more than I enjoyed being a staff 

writer. I relished in the power of placing a written body of work in front of me and having the 

license to change things, cut things, add things. The hardest part of my writing will always be 

discovering the words and putting them on paper – and thinking of a title – but my favorite part 

will always be the editing process and crafting the words I put down. I write so that I can edit; so 

that I can find the perfect word to describe a feeling or action; so that I can say something in the 

clearest way possible; so that I can affect my audience. 



 At the University of Michigan, I took an upper level writing class called The Art of the 

Essay. The class consisted of three seemingly basic writing assignments: a person essay, a place 

essay and a process essay. In truth, these three pieces were much more complicated to write than 

their names implied. The person essay was about more than the person I chose to write it about, 

my father; it was about me. When I wrote about my father, I inherently wrote about myself. I 

relived past events in my life and re-experienced past emotions when I wrote about the father he 

was and the father he is. Below is an excerpt from “Captain Morgan”: 

When I was a young girl and still living at home, Dad filtered all significant 
conversations through my mother. He generally supported what she said, but he never responded 
to a child’s request without my mother’s approval. So he and I had a seemingly flawless 
relationship, but we didn’t know how to interact without my mother when our opinions differed. 
My parents’ separation removed my mother from my relationship with Dad, and I quickly 
learned his philosophy on resolving disagreements: “When I refuse to compromise, my children 
will accommodate me.” Which they do. All the time.  

One month after my parents announced the separation, I went to visit Dad at the family 
beach house where he was living. I remember two things from that day: cleaning up the rotten 
fish that an overflying seagull dropped on the deck and the words “I’m seeing someone else.” I 
was given barely enough time to realize my parents were not going to be together; I wasn’t 
prepared to hear that they were going to be with other people. 

 “I don’t need you to understand,” Dad said. “I just need you to accept it.”  
I did neither. 

 Six months later, at Christmas Eve service, I met his “someone else.” I shook her hand 
and promptly averted my eyes. They were watering, but no one would see if I kept looking at the 
floor. 
 
 

When I originally experienced the events that I describe in the above essay, I would not 

have been able to articulate my feelings. In the heat of the moment, I felt too many conflicting 

emotions to describe. By writing these events down, I relive them in a more organized and 

interpretable way. I experience disparate emotions rather than one chaotic blend of many. So, 

writing is how I learn about myself. I learn not only how I feel, but also why I feel. 

The first major I chose in college was English. I wanted to become a journalist and that 

seemed the natural route to do so. But I still remember thinking, one day while sitting in my 



Shakespeare class, “I hate this shit.” I’m not much of a reader. I know, as a writer, it’s basically a 

sin to say that. But it’s true. Throughout high school and college I dreaded the long writing 

assignments and analytical essays. It was not the subject of English that excited me, but the 

method of Writing. Writing in the freest sense of the word. Writing as a subjective rather than 

objective enterprise. This became my inspiration for my letter of interest when applying for the 

Minor in Writing: 

I entered the University of Michigan as an undecided freshman. I followed the prescribed 
path for a potential English major but quickly discovered the difference between English 
literature and the writing of English. I realized not all classes teach subjects; some classes teach 
methods. The logic classes that I have taken teach methods of thinking, and the first-year and 
upper-level writing requirement classes teach a method of expressing thought….I still don’t 
know what I want to be when I grow up. But I do know I love to write. I love the freedom of 
writing – I can make anything out of nothing; but I also appreciate the structure of writing – 
whatever I create must be fundamentally organized. 
 
Writing is, in fact, a method of expressing thought. That gives writers a fundamental freedom: 

write what you think. 

 This essay in itself is the perfect example of why I write. At its start, I had no answers; I 

didn’t think I could find answers. Yet, here I am, 1200 words later, with some very concrete 

reasons why I write. Writing is a means of self-reflection – something I often shy away from in 

my every day life. I write to re-experience and interpret my thoughts and feelings. Most 

importantly, I write because it is not a predetermined subject. There are not facts to learn or 

information on which to be tested. As a writer, I create the subject. And I can create whatever I 

want. 

 

 

 

 



Self-reflection:  

My reason for writing is similar to that of Joan Didian’s: to figure out what I’m thinking and 

feeling. But there are other, less concrete reasons that I am not yet able to get a handle on. 

 

Generally, my writing is very by the book. By using a direct scene and pulling from things I have 

already written, I hoped to tap into my relatively limited creative side and make this essay a little 

more interesting. 

 

New self-reflection: I do have answers to the question, why do you write? I began writing this 

essay thinking I would not come to any conclusions, but by reliving three very important 

experiences with writing, I was able to find satisfying answers. I was shocked. 

 

Self-reflection on style: Anecdotal, rhetorical questions (though they were edited out of this 

essay, when I reread my essays from The Art of the Essay, I noticed them a lot), show and tell 

 

Note: The main comment I received from my peers was to elaborate on certain things. Emily 

asked that I elaborate on my experience with The Papyrus, specifically, what I learned about 

why I write from that experience. Annie wanted me to elaborate my conclusion and tie the three 

experiences together at the end. This is something I also talked about with you in our conference: 

making sure the essay is cohesive and all the examples tie together. I hope I did all of these 

things satisfactorily in my final draft. 


