
When I consider my artistic identity, I tend to ponder who I truly am as a creative, and what my 
main passion is. The truth is, it’s hard to pick a singular passion: I major in screenwriting, but 
just as quickly as you would catch me crafting a script, you could also find me writing poetry, or 
creating reviews of music, films, and video games. All of these passions, in one way or another, 
are tied together by a common thread: whether it’s shown or not, writing is at the centerpiece of 
each one. 
 
I write to not be trapped in a box, to keep myself from being lumped into a single category. I 
don’t want to merely be a “screenwriter,” a “poet,” or a “reviewer,” I want to be a “writer.” I 
want to extend my reach as a writer into as many areas and mediums as I can, and use writing as 
a means for comfort. Whether it’s by creating a comedic script to give a laugh, making a review 
that will influence someone to try something new, or writing poetry that lets someone know they 
aren’t alone in their battle with their mental health, I write to provide some solace when life 
seems content not to give it. 
 
Most importantly, I write to say the things I felt I wasn’t strong enough to say. Writing allows 
me to take my experiences, my anxieties, and my feelings, and externalize them in a way that’s 
personal yet still resonant. Whether doing so through humor or emotion, fiction or otherwise, 
writing allows me to use my voice and tell my stories in a way I never thought would be 
possible, and it helps me make sense out of a world that is content to do anything but that. 
Writing is the ultimate catharsis, and the greatest form of self-care. I write to achieve that 
self-care, and to never let my voice fall silent. 


