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Dr. Holloway, 

    I am genuinely sorry that it has taken me so long to initiate communication with you.  Talking to you has been a daunting task on my mind for a couple reasons, the main one being that I have a very difficult time explaining things to people verbally, especially when they concern topics and ideas that are personally meaningful and passionate to me.  Words just never come out of my mouth in sentences that that actually convey what I am really thinking and feeling inside.  And while I stumble to find the right words during a conversation, the ones that I’ve already spoken have already been misinterpreted by the listener.   I don’t think there are any words to describe how frustrating talking can be.  Sometimes I wish that people could just tap into my mind and instantly understand the complexity of my thoughts and the history that surrounds them.  Out of all of the various components that make it so hard to verbally communicate my mind and conscience to people, the most difficult burden with which I struggle with is my own emotion.  I can't help but feel embarrassed and shameful when I begin to cry in the middle of a simple conversation.  I don't get choked up like this because I feel particularly sad or because I am prominently frustrated.  Nor am I just overly impassioned by my convictions that I am trying to address.  On the contrary, I become overwhelmed by the sum of my individual thinking and feeling senses; it is as if my passion, confidence, frustration, despair, exhaustion, enthusiasm, disheartenment, anxiety, certitude, regret, and confusion are not distinct or segregated emotions.  Somehow (although my holistic ADD brain and over-sensitive sensory system are no doubt masterminds behind this ruse), they all culminate into one, single overwhelming phenomenon which can't be defined, only meagerly translated through tears  

I have always been a painfully sensitive person; I become teary experiencing not only the ugly, but also the beautiful and everything in-between.  Throughout my trek towards adulthood, the general perception (of people/society in general) of my unwavering sensitivity has grown into one of an unacceptable display of immaturity, which is understandable.  I suppose it’s just human nature to interpret crying as a “cry for help,” as rational proof that the “weak-minded" crier needs to "grow up," or as a signal to swing into full sympathetic action to find out "what's wrong” to help the person stop crying. In turn, I have acquired a penetrating sense of embarrassment and guilt towards expressing my emotions. 


But this summer when I was an Intermediate Girls' counselor at Interlochen, one of my 15-year old campers completely altered the shameful way I so often think about my expressions-- I don't know if you've ever been to an Interlochen concert, but every single camp performance concludes with a 30-second excerpt from the second movement of Howard Hanson's Second Symphony (otherwise referred to as the "Interlochen Theme" because the symphony premiered at the festival back in 1928).  There is never any applause at its conclusion, rather, the lights slowly come up while it is played, and audience members silently exit the auditorium after it ends.  It is an enchanting moment, almost magical.  I attended at least 100 of the 520-odd Interlochen concerts last summer and even though always I put forth my best effort not to, I cried cats and dogs after every single one of them.  On one of these occasions, Caroline (one of my campers, the most mature 15-year old I have ever known) put her arm around me and said, "It's so beautiful how you cry at everything beautiful.” 

I may still seem immature to people when I cry and it will never become any easier to explain to those people why I do so, but Caroline is right.  I now see each tear as a brave act of emotional release in a world that so often takes them for granted.   I am finally beginning perceive my unusual sensitivity as a rare gift-- one which overflows my mind, body, and soul with an abundance of emotional substance and vivid consciousness.   

Exhaults my spirit 

Although this may sound rather sappy, another (less obvious) reason it has been so difficult to approach you is because you are a hero to me, of sorts; as an artist, a philosopher, an educator, an intellectual, a theorist and even as a humorist, you are truly one of the most amazing people I have ever known.  It’s not easy to explain how or why, I just personally identify with so much of what you say and teach.  This probably explains why I set such heightened levels of importance on each of your assignments- because I knew that I would really learn something if I put in the effort.   This elevated sense of purpose might also shed some light as to why I felt like such a failure when I didn't follow through on an assignment [or on a certain e-mail message], or why I was too intimidated to even begin one.  

I absolutely love learning.  The pure joy of learning is such a foreign term in education systems today.  In high school, I came to the depressing realization that much of what my peers referred to as "learning" was merely the cramming they did an hour before their final exams.  They didn't go to their classes to learn; they went to classes to pass them.  My peers' sad definition of learning was and still is reinforced-- their high school transcripts are "prove" that they acquired knowledge. 

I know that this e-mail is getting farther and farther from the topic concerning your class and my blatant incompetence in it, yet all of these attempts to dodge my main point only proves to myself how confused I am right now.   I am stuck.  I’m stuck in many different senses of the word, and yet each tangled circumstance that I’m wedged within is equally related to all of the others. 


This is going to sound familiar to many of your class lectures, because many of my messes spring from a distinct inability or unwillingness to set boundaries, not just around what I can and can’t do, but around any and everything.  


The quantity of choices in life is overwhelming to me and often creates an intense feeling of anxiety and irritation.  I urge to seek and find all that I can from life without becoming overwhelmed by its prospects.  In this world, there are innumerable possibilities that exist, and better yet, we live during an era wherein we each have the opportunity and freedom to experiment and aspire to each conceivable vision that we posses. Each single day is teeming full with multitudes of events to take part in, vocations to give one’s attention to, beliefs to have faith in, ideas to ponder, lessons to learn from, geographical regions to explore, fascinations to admire, endeavors to invest in, emotions to be moved by, experiences to be relished, memorable recollections to conjure up, and so many moments to make the most of.  With all of the infinite possibilities available to us each day, how does one choose? And if a person wishes to experiment in all of their interests, how are they going to ever going to find it possible to lead an eventful life without committing to a cause(s)? 


For example, I have an almost incomprehensible multitude of career topics/interests. Here are a few off the top of my head (in no specific order)--

Education reform
Writing:  Autobiographical writing, humor column writing, illustrating and writing children's’ books, arts and entertainment journalism/critic, speechwriting, general essay writing

Creative Arts: Photography, paining, sculpture, cinematography, interior design, playwriting, screenwriting, film directing, film history, acting, set design, clothing/costume design, museum curator.
Music: conducting, composing, violin, music appreciation/education, music therapy, music history, violin repair, violin teacher

Other:  psychology, motivational speaking, counseling, small business entrapeneuring===============, public relations, politics, web-design, philosophy, airplane pilot, golfing, speed skating (ice).

I am both skilled at and passionate about each one of them to turn any one or two into promising careers. But instead of the one or two or even six becoming clearer, as I assumed my desires would become over the course of a college career, my aspirations have grown increasingly vague, almost to the point of non-existence. The longer I have waited to make a decision about school, specifically whether I even want to be at one or not, the more difficult and blurry both schooling and the clarity of my life become.  


Right now I am absolutely paralyzed can't mull it over any more.  As much as I love learning, The more I have tried to put my learning differences aside and to get the most out of my time here, the more I have come to believe that college is not the right place for me.  I don't even know what is and isn't realistic anymore; one minute I'll be optimistic that I'm on the right track, and feel completely foreign in the land of higher education the very next. 

A question that has trapped me on a seesaw, paradoxically swinging between two extremes-- my old identity and the new self I now identify with.  Is it worse to not know who you are and let others decide for you, or is it worse to know who you truly are but not have the same understanding and support of the entire world around you?  It’s impossible to survive at either extreme-- it is a blind nightmare to unknowingly be stuck in a world which defines every single part of you, and it is equally impossible to have complete control of the world around you, uncompromisingly defining every part of not only yours but everyone else’s existence.  Living either extreme would be a dangerously blind fantasy. Anyone can agree that there has to be a balance between the two.  But it’s like I’m on a see-saw right now, but my circumstantial weight, emotional balance, and physical coordination are constantly changing at every moment, alternating between the person I know I am today from the stranger whom I used to be.    This ride is coming to a point where I am so overwhelmingly dizzy that I can’t differentiate which direction is up and which is down.  I’m just stuck.

I was crammed into this continuing state of "stuck-ness" during one of our classes last semester.  The day was Thursday, the topic was writing thesis statements, and the focus of our discussion was on the introduction of F.O.C.U.S.  I can't remember exactly or how or when I began analyzing my entire life via the F.O.C.U.S. method, but by the end of that class, I had been smacked up-side the head by a fist-full of reality.  I don't know yet what this reality IS, and I have no idea how I should deal with the discoveries I did happen to make that day; I'm still trapped down here in my pit, buried by my important goals and dreams which seem unreachable whether I quit school now or earn a degree (not for 2 more years- notice I didn't specify any type of degree).   Too stuck to see out of my hole

Too stuck to see anything above the surface

U-nique Perception 

1.  Does this topic matter to you?  If not, don't chose it! 

2.  Are you recording, or researching?   I am researching. One thing you said in class struck an especially uncomfortable chord in me- you told the class that we should "chose a question, one that matters to you, and if you cannot find one in music, then consider a career change."  My emotions went numb immediately, even before you were finished speaking.  A collective, good-natured laughter filled 

The classroom, interrupting my numb shock with its confusing and cheerless humor. 

3.  Am I fulfilling somebody else's expectation?    Yes.  Throughout my entire life (22.4 years), I have somehow become someone who I am not; I have done almost everything that other people and pressures expect of me, or at least what I think they expect.  

Throughout my entire educational career, I can honestly say that I feel as though I have been fulfilling expectations that are not mine. In other words, to directly quote the imitation you did last week in class of a Student Aiming to Please The Professor,  "I think I know what you like, so I'll put it all in this paper of mine."    This is a poignant metaphor for my entire life.  I thought I knew what the world liked, so I crammed it all into this little life of mine, manipulating and fooling myself all along. 

The huge, major exception in my life is music.  It was one of the only parts of me that I created by myself, for myself.  Naturally, it became my strongest passion from the moment I bought my first beater-violin at a neighborhood garage sale with $26 of my hoarded allowance stash. From that moment on, music was "my thing," the kind of passionate hobby that most careers are based upon when kids like me grew up.  I didn't know nothin' about careers, though.  The word wasn't even real. 

Prior to college, I expected nothing specific from music; it was the one thing I specifically turned to just to escape all of the other specifics in my life.  Like the parents who demanded specific answers as to why I never did homework, never got decent grades, never tried or cared enough to develop all my "potential."   The violin was both what I escaped to and to whom I held friendly conversations with.....When almost every other element in my existence told me I was stupid, worthless or just plain different......when every new teacher ignored my innate love of writing words, instead intending to remediate my difficulties in  reading them...... when I still hadn't even told one single soul that the house painter's awful nephew had raped me while my dad was out buying more paint; six long years 

before.......when failing to face yet another pack of respected recess peers who giggled at my social awkwardness......I still won;  I could turn and face the music. 

 Music became the only very real thing in my life, one that didn't require an explanation.  That is how I became good; I expected nothing in return. . It was my speaking voice and my only friend.  Not a career.  I came here in 1996 not knowing this (consciously), and that is when the war for my voice began. 

It is difficult to explain, but somehow, just as soon as I started expecting something more in return from music, both my enjoyment and capacity to play it rapidly began to diminish. A constant test of my love for something, which I had never tested or questioned, only enjoyed. 

My violin became the same sort of stressor which had I previously battled by using the same thing as my only weapon. These past few years here have been a dismal slugfest, as if to see how long I could endure in a losing battle wherein my only weapon was one which I didn't even care to look at, a weapon which was now my greatest enemy. 

Even though I may be stuck in the present and for the most part completely undecided on any future, I do know one truth and I have an absolutely certainty of its testimony because it can never be changed-- my past.   

Conclusion

Again, I feel terrible for not talking to you or sending an e-mail like this sooner.  On a positive note, or maybe it's pessimistic, if any prior explanation had been attempted, I am certain it wouldn't be anywhere near as coherent as this since I myself had absolutely no idea how to concretely decipher any of the stuff written in the pages above.  Right after class on that Thursday, I went strait to my computer and began to decipher the fanatic scribblings that were my class notes.  I worked on the evolving manifesto throughout the weekend, and, determined to have it finished and in your inbox before Monday morning, I pulled an all-nighter on Sunday

I remained typing there until 5:00am or so before I fell asleep, but before I did, I was confident that I could just wake up in a couple hours, run a quick spell-check, and press send.  That is, until I slept through the entire next day, (until I finally woke up (to have THE Panic-Attack to end all panic-attacks, I might add), at 7:45 Monday evening.   Needless to say, I was sufficiently late to orchestra rehearsal and I got there right before the second half-- just in time for our first full run-through of the Bach.  You were there, of course, which reminded me of Thursday's class and my stuck-ness, which reminded me of the finished e-mail, which in turn reminded me that I had just slept through an entire day. I was relieved because I hadn't missed anything terribly significant in my classes; this was probably the first feeling of inner peace I had experienced since mid-September. . Unfortunately, about twelve seconds later, I was yanked me from my Zombie State  (a type of severe grogginess which only results from nothing less than a long period of intense hibernation) by a stark realization-- I missed both a film exam (one of the 4 which created our final grade), and group research presentation in which I was supposed to bring the materials and posters for.    

Back into panic mode

This was also the same night when we talked to one another right after the rehearsal.  -- When I said that you could expect a detailed e-mail from me first thing in the morning.  Having it completed and ready to send was about the only good thing I had accomplished during a week where absolutely nothing went right.  

Right after we talked, I sat down to quickly press send to my All-Night Blunder 


I sat at my computer every night There was a three week period last semester or probably close to three weeks 

Actually, I honestly can't think of a specific beneficial reason for crying, and I guess that is why it's an undefined emotion in the first place.

I definitely 

