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don’t make me do it.
 Some writers say that they actually 
enjoy writing, almost all of the time. 
But don’t be fooled: These are not real 
writers! Real writers know that com-
plaining about writing is to the writer 
what water is to the body: a full 75 
percent of it.
 Writing is a magical process. I start 
every morning with a blank page, and 
then a mere four hours later, through 
the miracle of the written word, I have 
organized all my socks by thread count.
 To write is to engage in the most 
sacred of professions. As a writer, every 
day, I explain the unexplainable; I craft 
worlds with my fingertips; I sit in front 
of my laptop and scream “NO!” at a 
blank page for a full thirty minutes 
before taking a nap.
 I am truly living the dream. Every 
day since I became a writer, I wake 
up each morning, take a deep breath 
of air, and realize—with grateful tears 
in my eyes—that I would rather walk 
across a room of a cyanide Legos than 
write a single goddamn word.
 I love to write when I don’t HAVE 
to do it! It’s just that forcing myself 
to write is like pulling teeth, which is 
a simile, which is a magical trick of 
writing, which is literally the job of my 
dreams/thing I hate more than anything 
in the universe.
 When I say things like this, people 
always ask me: If you chose to be a 
writer, should doing your job really 
feel like pulling teeth? I find this comes 
from a place of ignorance, so I answer 
that question with another question: 
Would you still be asking me that if I 
were a dentist?
 Maybe it’s not entirely accurate to 
say that I hate writing. It’s more that 
every minute of my horrible, amazing, 
bitter, blessed life where I am forced 
(by no one) to pursue my highest 
calling feels like a Sophie’s Choice 
between writing and not writing. To 
not write would kill me! To write 
would also kill me! So instead I choose 
the middle road, which is to watch 
Sophie’s Choice, and after that, The 
Devil Wears Prada, and then after 
that, maybe the one about the dingos. 
And after that, I buy myself a new 
Moleskine because I have earned it. 
 Should I just stop writing if I hate 
it so much? What a silly question! 

 Now I am definitely not stupid. But 
while bowling was the perfect choice, 
there were crucial details that required 
attention: Pins, and balls. I thoroughly 
considered the options.
 “Would someone slap Goebbels on 
the head?” said Hitler. “He’s making 
his ‘thinking’ sound.” 
 I saw (non-Jewish) stars, but that 
was exactly the slap I needed. I went 
to the map table and gathered all the 
empty ginger ale bottles. (Göring had 
two.) I then grabbed the globe off the 
desk. I left these at Hitler’s feet as if 
to say, look, here is your world: Take 
it! Also here are some empty bottles: 
Take these too!
 “This is why I keep Goebbels 
around,” our Hitler said, beaming. My 
proudest moment!!
 We play, and you wouldn’t guess who 
won. Just kidding: Of course you can! 
(It was Hitler.) Hitler bowled so well 
that everyone else forfeited.
 “See that’s what I mean,” said Hitler. 
“This was fun.” 
 At that, I went deep into thought. 
The pins falling, one by one, like the 
nations of the world. And our mighty 
Wehrmacht, rolling like a massive ball. 
World domination? Bowling. But the 
Führer is the master of that, too. The 
thought gives me much pleasure, and 
I smile.
 “God, that sound again,” says Hitler. 
“Göring, would you?”

—Michael Pershan

no EXIT 
(In BRIEF).
Garcin, Inez and Estelle—
Three souls sharing one room in hell
Garcin half-jokes:
“Hell’s other folks”
And the Valet never answers the bell!

—Lance Hansen 

 

I AM A wRITER, 
PLEASE don’T 
MAKE ME wRITE.
I am a professional writer. 
 What makes me a writer? Well, a lot 
of it is typewriters and sentences and 
knowing where words go, but I think 
most of it is that I hate writing more 
than anything in the world and please 

Al, 50 (Bed-Stuy, NY): “A pansexual is 
someone who can have sex with any-
one for five minutes, but no one for ten. 
If you have the time, I have the energy.”

equipment will be really modern and 
you’ll see. Everyone will see. Do you 
even know what a Planck length is? 
Probably not. You’d have your own car 
if you did.”

Duane, 50 (Kansas City, MO): “I ate ja-
lapeños for lunch. That’s why my face 
is red. That’s why you’re in ‘Smell Hell.’ 
That’s why I feel pain from my belly 
to my head. My gums hurt. My teeth 
hurt. My throat hurts. My heart hurts. 
My fingernails hurt. The linings of my 
intestines hurt. Uh-oh. You’d better roll 
down your window again.”

Dave, 48 (Dayton, OH): “My hair is 
nothing to write home about, but it 
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Writing is the one singular joy in my 
life, and I don’t see why it matters that 
most of the time I would rather gnaw 
off my own arm than do it.
 Even when it’s diffi cult, writing 
stretches me in important ways. For 
example, I think it is GOOD that I spent 
40 full minutes agonizing over whether 
it fl owed better to say “gnaw off my 
own arm” or “gnaw my own arm off” 
until I got a stress headache and had 
to lie down. In many ways, that exact 
scenario is what I always dreamed of 
as a little girl! 
 That reminds me that I have wanted 
to be a writer since I was in second 
grade, and now here I am! I’m really 
doing it! I like to imagine traveling back 
in time and saying to that little girl: 
Look! We did it! We became a writer! 
And then I like to picture the look of 
disappointment on her face as she 
learns that instead of the future career 
that she imagined, which was some-
thing of a mashup between writer and 
world’s fi rst bottlenose dolphin expert/
professional Skip-It! Athlete, her actual 
future career is as an unshowered in-
trovert who writes SEO-optimized blog 
content for procurement executives at 
midsized multifamily housing units.
 Does the fact that I haven’t actu-
ally written anything in years mean 
that I’m not a real writer? How dare 
you. If someone had never planned or 
built a building, but still spent all of 
their time obsessively thinking things 

like, “I should really be architecting 
right now,” or, “Come on, just plan 
100 square feet of a building, that’s it, 
and then you can take a break,” would 
you accuse them of not being a real 
architect?! Actually, yes, probably, 
now that I’m thinking about it.
 If I’m really honest, of course, it isn’t 
all bad. There are some days when 
writing is pure bliss: when I’m really 
in a groove, when the words are just 
fl ying. On those days, there’s nothing 
I love more. But then I have to log out 
of my wildly unpopular Peppa Pig/Paw 
Patrol fanfi c blog and get back to work.
 Ultimately, for all of writing’s dif-
fi culties, I would still say this to any 
aspiring writer out there: Find a job 
you love and you’ll never work a day 
in your life. Find a job you hate, like 
writing, and you’ll also never work a 
day in your life, but for very different 
reasons.

—Riane Konc

THE LoRd oF 
THE FLIES (In 
BRIEF).
Young survivors split up into cliques
Got naked and sharpened their 
stiques
Soon these war-painted kids
Really let loose their ids
And eventually killed Piggy for kiques.

—Lance Hansen 

Deborah, 61 (San Pedro, CA): ““I 
know, I know: The plane’s taking 
off soon. Listen, if you do miss the 
fl ight, which I’m not saying you are, 
but if you do, you have to check the 
news later to see if the fl ight you 
would have been on crashed or got 
infected with some diseases. If it 
did, then guess what? I just saved 
your life! Which is worth at least a 
5-star rating! Hey—how’d you get 
the door open?”

used to really kick ass. Used to be 
business in the front and party in 
the back. The party’s still rocking in 
the back, but the boys in front went 
out of business a long time ago. 
That’s how come I wear this beanie 
even when it’s hot out.”

Klaus, 64 (Cape Town, South Africa): 
“I hate nature. Nature is hell. I hate 
the beach. The only reason I go to 
the beach is to see the women in 
bikinis. That’s it! ”
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