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Dear self,

 This is pretty momentous. It’s been five years in the Delta. 
You taught kids art with Teach For America. Then you worked 
directly for TFA. You establishing an “adult” life for the first 
time. But now, you’re moving on. The money is saved up, the 
timing is good (enough). It’s time to head off to the northeast, to 
Providence! You don’t know exactly what you’ll do once you get 
there, but one thing is for sure: you’ll be doing comics for grad 
school.
 Is this reckless? Perhaps.
 And by that I mean absolutely and entirely. But that’s 
half the point! Life’s become too stable, too predictable. More 
importantly, you know that in this comfortable “grown-up” life 
you’ve begun to feel adrift. This admin job with TFA is, sadly, 
eating your soul--all those emails and spreadsheets and clunky 
website updates and days alone in the office--even if it all is for 
a worthy cause and with an amazing group of people.
 You don’t draw anymore. Hell, you never drew for 
serious in the first place--never took it too seriously, that is--
despite doing it all the time growing up, despite “accidentally” 
getting an art minor by the end of your undergrad to pair with 
your writing minor. That’s another thing: when was the last 
time you wrote--wrote and enjoyed it? (Crafting your graduate 
creative writing sample earlier this year was a multi-month 
tooth-pulling marathon. It doesn’t count.)
 Yes, it’s time to center yourself on what you truly want to 
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spend your life doing: telling stories with pictures and words. It’s 
time to figure out how to do that well, and maybe even pay the 
bills with it. It’s time to start meeting other people who do it. It’s 
time to give yourself a chance to make the graphic novel you’ve 
been obsessing about. It’s time to explore being the artist you 
always thought you could be but were too afraid to try.
 That’s why I’m writing you this letter. Because things might 
get tough out there. I don’t know, maybe life in Providence 
will be harder than I expect (just remember that you can wait 
tables if you need to). Just don’t forget why you’re destabilizing 
yourself in this first place. This is an opportunity to live a deeply 
more satisfying life, to live your deepest passions rather than 
keep them at the sidelines, to own what you love--as silly and 
risky as you might have come to believe it is.
 I can imagine you might feel a twinge of guilt, the one that 
I’m feeling even now. Yes, you are “turning your back,” in a 
way, on people who need you. But if you continue on in your 
Delta life with the same quiet regret and sadness in your heart 
that I feel now, you will burn yourself out. You won’t be any 
good to anyone then.
 You’ll just have to trust that “indulging” in your creative 
side for a couple of years will eventually lead you back to the 
civic good that you feel charged to keep a part of your life. 
That’s where the other piece of this graduate work comes in. An 
MFA means you can teach at the college level. That means you 
can get out from behind the desk and back into the classroom 



with traditionally underserved students--this time with an age 
group that you could work with for the long haul. I don’t 
know what kind of comics / Buddhist philosophy / storytelling 
teaching position you’re going to find out there, and I don’t know 
how making comics might fit in with that. But there has to be 
something.
 Really, that’s the biggest piece I can offer you. If this is 
what you really want to do with your life (and trust me, it is), 
there has to be a way to make it work. You will find it. You 
will discover the people who can help you do it. (Perhaps with 
this crunchy bunch of Vermonters you already have.) It may 
not be easy, but you’ll do it. Just don’t give up. Continue.
 Continue.

-Ty
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