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“I Write Whatever I Want”

I was sitting on the couch twirling my feet in circles as I waited for my grandparents to walk up the stairs.  Their arrivals to my house were always anxiously awaited because I knew I would receive ice cream, but more so because my Grandma always brought with her a box of goodies from her house. Sometimes these goodies would include an extra box of my favorite cereal that “just wasn’t getting eaten at her house,” a new package of sparkly gel pens, or some fun stickers from the dollar store.  Now, these treasures might not seem like much, but to me, these mini presents meant the world to me. My birthday was two days after Christmas therefore all my presents were received at one time of the year. Any extra gifts from anyone would make me smile ear to ear.  This time however there were no gel pens or stickers. My Grandma reached into the box and pulled out a light hot pink book-looking thing. I was confused. I opened the picture and title less cover and I glanced through the empty pages, confused as to why Grandma gave me an empty book. She looked down at me and whispered in my ear, “Sweetie, I know that you love to read so I bought you your very own blank book, called a journal… you can write whatever you want and it will become your own story.” I remember smiling up at her and giving her a giant hug, plotting in my head the first story I was going to write.

Ever since that day I have loved writing. I’ve written my share of pen pal letters, poems, bad short stories, good class essays, journal entries, and long papers for college. Every time I sit down with a pen in my hand or the keys under my finger tips, I feel a calm and familiar sense come over me. Writing simply is second nature to me.  I have always found it easy to have my thoughts come out on paper (or an electronic version of paper) and share it with others.  Simply when doing that sharing is when I sometimes find I was so passionate about what I was writing that I am not always making the most sense. However I know the stories I share and pieces I turn in are never monotonous, insipid, cold, or dispassionate.

More than writing in a journal or fun essays for courses I enjoy, I personally enjoy the activity of writing letters.  The joy that exudes as I write amusing stories, long explanations, and details of my life to friends and family brings me the upmost happiness that receiving a love letter can bring. Perhaps I feel this way due to my love of receiving cards and letters- knowing that someone just took a few minutes, or sometimes several, to think of you during their day.  Or maybe this happiness exists because quite honestly, I love to write.  Writing my fears, my hopes, things I love and hate, explaining the bad day I had, the wonderful event that just happened, describing something sweet my best friend did so I’ll never forget… these are the things that make me feel alive. Being able to go back and reread these memoirs simply gives me joy, even the negative pieces. Remembering my life in the form of writing makes reflecting on any event somewhat happy and inspiring.

Seeing as I find writing to be a very basic but also romantic and considerate way of communication and recording one’s past, you would think that I would be one to write down the very key moments in my life when I would feel the need to express an emotion- when tragedy struck our country on 9/11, when I was accepted into the University of Michigan, when my Grandpa passed away, when I was asked to my senior prom, when I had my goodbye dance recital after 15 years of competing at the one place that felt like home, when my boyfriend went away to college while I was still in high school, even when we won this past weekend’s U of M vs ND game in the last thirty seconds.  Yet these moments rarely make it onto paper or in an entry in Microsoft Word.  These moments seem to live within me: they have developed me into a young adult and I base so many daily decisions off of these events that will never be forgotten because they are who I am.  I do not go a day without thinking of my dance studio and all those who have touched my life there, or the joy I felt when Matt finally asked me to be his date, or even the funny sayings that my Grandpa would shout to my Grandma.

I don’t write exactly about everything, but I do write what is important and close to my heart. I may not journal about those events listed above, but I cannot tell you how many times I have used them in personal essays such as this.   I do not write anything that I feel no emotion towards, or anything that I cannot relate too. In fact, I usually write because I feel just the appropriate amount of emotion to be able to feel so strongly about something but to also be able to write it down coherently.

Sometimes, just sometimes, I like to think that I write because of my Grandma, because of all the encouraging and sweet things she has said to me over the years that “you can write whatever you want” went further than she probably ever imagined it could.  For years she supplied me with little journals I used for school stories and vacation memories that I love to look back on.  I may not always write about her, or about her wisdom or love, but every time I open a journal and sit down with a purple pen, her face crosses my mind and I hear her tell me to write whatever I want.  The passion I feel, the emotions that I am able to grasp enough to write down on paper, the confused thoughts I want to process more and write down- I cannot thank her for any of those.  What I write does not come from her. However, why I write
 does. The reason I want to write, the reason I think it’s important, the reason I wish to share my opinions and experiences- those all come from her.  She is the reason I write, she is the reason I am here in this class, and she is the reason I found one of my biggest passions
�Rephrase??





