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Because I Can: My Self-Discovery as a Writer  

Jeff Slade  

Last February, sitting in a library the night before my Communications midterm, my 

mind started to drift.  Even though there was still much material to cram, I couldn’t seem to help 

myself.  My mind wandered to its usual topics – sports, girls, and food.  Most notably on my 

mind was golf, as usually occurs when three months of winter pass and I haven’t picked up a 

club in what seems like a decade.  I thought of my troublesome swing, the incredible feeling of 

striking a perfect shot, and that supreme joy of a beautiful four-hour walk on an immaculate 

summer day.  Then my mind shifted elsewhere – to the idea of a story, one of a young golfer like 

myself feeling the pressures of tournaments and troubles that come with being a young adult.  

Without giving a second thought, I opened up a blank document and began to write.  I sat in that 

library, without a care in the world, and simply wrote.  Two hours and 3500 words later, I had 

written the first chapter of a new project.  It gave me an indescribable feeling of both excitement 

and accomplishment that overcame all stress in an instant – this is why I write.   

 Writing is my ultimate form of expression.  There is nothing I enjoy more than the blank 

canvas of an empty document and painting it with my own words.  There is no other time when I 

feel as in control then when I’m writing.  Nobody can tell me what to create, how to develop 

characters, or give me a strict prompt.  Much unlike every day life, there are no rules to follow; I 

can invent whatever I wish.  Being in complete command of plot and characters, what they say 

and what they do, puts forth a riveting feeling.  Whether it be a blog post or a new novel, the 

blank page is my world and I can construct it however I desire.   

Discovering the thrill of crafting plot, characters, and setting was a moment I will always 

remember.  It was my freshman year of high school and my English teacher, Ms. Solomon, 
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assigned us to create a parody.  Having just read The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, I 

thought the absurdity of the story suited itself perfectly to a parody.  What I produced was a 

2,000 word short story entitled, The Strange Story of Dr. Heckel and Mr. Jyde, narrating the tale 

of a scientist who transformed into another person to escape his daily life, only to find out his 

wife was unfaithful to him, by having her cheat on him with his alternate personality.  Only later 

did I find out I had taken the assignment far more seriously than my classmates, who mostly 

wrote single paragraphs detailing the possible idea for a parody.  In the end I don’t think anyone 

ever actually read that story besides my mother (who I can proudly say loved it).  However, it 

was through writing that short story that I discovered something about myself – I can write; but 

also even more than that – I could create.  

My next writing “epiphany”, as you could call it, came roughly four years later, at the 

end of my freshman year of college.  For the final assignment of a previous semester’s course, 

we were simply told to “create” something.  I recalled my initial fondness for creative writing 

and decided to give it yet another go.  I considered what I wanted to write about, and decided to 

attempt a thriller novel – akin to the books by my favorite author, Nelson Demille. What 

followed were the initial 3000 words of a novel, in the process rediscovering my passion for 

creating characters, settings, and plot.  Looking for a new class to fulfill second semester’s 

requirement, a class caught my eye titled, “Reasserting Your Creative Ambitions.”  Not exactly 

having any definite ambitions to reassert, I wasn’t so sure I was qualified enough to take the 

class; so I emailed the professor, explaining I would rather like to “assert” some new ambitions 

and give creative writing an in-depth try.  She read my initial work the previous semester and 

gave me the go-ahead.  
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So here I was, my goal for this new class to continue and complete roughly half of this 

novel, amounting to about 30,000 words.  Entitled A Perilous Game, the narrative conveys the 

tale of cocky CIA agent Curtis Graham chasing down a wanted terrorist in Washington D.C.  

Sitting down to write became the highlights of my week; I went to bed thinking of new plot lines 

and jolted out to write down any new ideas.  Unfortunately, as sometimes happens to college 

students, I fell behind.  My final project due in two days time, I had roughly 18,000 words 

written.  Sure – not too bad for a first-time writer – but I wanted to achieve my goal.  So, at about 

10:00 PM of a Tuesday night, off I went into a study lounge of my dorm building.  After 

spending nearly 30 minutes filling in an outline – I began to write.  Though it’s all somewhat of a 

daze, I can vividly remember the feeling I had inside.  It was almost as if my brain was thrown 

into an entirely different world; a world I was creating with my every type of the keyboard.  I 

wrote nearly 13,000 words that night, completing my project in the span of about eight hours.  

Although I have not returned to finish the novel, I sometimes go back and re-read it, of course 

making countless edits as I go along.  Even though it’s only halfway completed, it gives me 

solace to know it nonetheless sits there in the confines of my computer, waiting one day to be 

finished. 

 I tell these stories – because for the life of me I could not figure out a direct way to 

answer the question, “why do you write?”  It for some reason did not feel appropriate to list off 

explanations in an argumentative essay about why I love to write; I couldn’t do it.  Instead these 

stories come to show why I and many other writers write – because I can.  There is something 

inherent that gives me pleasure in creating words and sentences; it’s where I feel comfortable 

and how I can best project my individual point of view out into the world.  Just as athletes find 

their talent and love for a sport, artists figure out their gift for painting, or doctors discover their 
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passion in helping people, a writer has a knack for writing; an “itch” that can only be scratched 

through the act of putting words down onto paper.  Though it may not always go according to 

plan – some great writers I theorize never discover their ability to write – sometimes it does.  I, 

as I have come to accept, just happen to be one of those cases where it worked out.  Now, that it 

not to say that I will become the next George Orwell or Ernest Hemmingway – there are many 

things I love to do and I remain uncertain as to how writing will be involved in my future or how 

big a part it will play.  Nevertheless, finding my ability to write is a discovery process that will 

carry with me wherever the future may take me.  For, I am a writer; and I will always continue to 

write.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


