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 Reflection

     This reflection began twenty minutes ago. Then, my first sentence was, "After the fall 
seminar, I wanted to have a class for the winter term that would ensure me writing." 
Maybe three minutes later, it changed to, "My early intentions were to write anything, 
as long as I wrote." After, I got honest, "I hate writing." To blunt for a class on writing, 
the opening was moved to, "Zinsser made me feel allowed to hate writing." But now I'm 
at a familiar urge to backspace and try again.
     I don't trust anyone who enjoys writing. I judge: They probably rarely edit. They 
probably speak of writing as an art or expressive form. They probably write fiction. I 
like Zinsser because he's honest, "I then said that writing wasn't easy, and wasn't fun. It 
was hard and lonely." I agree. Writing is horrible. I don't know why I choose to even 
seldom do it. 
     I write because my favorite people that I've never met write. Their stories are funny 
and real. I thought I could do that too, but have since changed my mind. I write now for 
the reason I've always written: I'm forced to. There's some deadline and page limit that 
must be reached. There is no other way to write.
     The worst thing I wrote this semester was probably Jerzees, or Kids, or Bone 
Machine. Jerzees was terrible because it was a shorter and worser version of something 
I had already done. It wasn't a proper profile or investigation or anything. Kids was bad 
in the way I knew it would be bad. It was a mess of unrelated anecdotes that led 
nowhere. Bone Machine was the worst because it characterized a usual event without 
unique observation or greater understanding. Tokyo was also a failure on my part. I 
tried to begin the semester with a clear voice that would develop across the rest of my 
narratives. Yeah, that didn't happen. I couldn't grasp the disapproving and apathetic 
tone I wanted.
     Shower I dislike the least. Interviewing is fun, and the subject was interesting. 
Postcard From Romania was decent, but more self-absorbed than it should have been. 
Too much of the essay relies on emotion from family problems than the post-
communist theme and humor I wanted. Lexington Avenue I liked. It was way too 
serious, though.
     Writing anything was the most difficult part of the class. It was also my only goal. 
Being entertaining is too much to expect from someone. From all the time I spent on the 
essays, the most important thing I learned was just write, and hope that you'll be 
finished eventually. I honestly have no plans of writing in the future. I mean, I usually 
keep day to day notes on observations and incidents, but other than this, I won't write 
until forced to again.
     This reflection began an hour and half ago now. I still have an urge to backspace and 
write the entire thing again. I could backspace each line of every essay this semester. 



Yeah, that's my reflection. 


