
"I say that Albert Vetch was the first real writer I knew not because he was, for a while, able to sell his work to magazines, but because he was the first one to have the midnight disease; to have the rocking chair and the faithful bottle of bourbon and the staring eye, lucid with insomnia even in the daytime... simultaneously haunted and oblivious, the kind of person who in one moment could guess, with breathtaking coldness, at the innermost sorrow in your heart, and in the next moment turn and, with a cheery wave of farewell, march blithely through a plate-glass window, requiring twenty-two stitches in his cheek." 




- Michael Chabon, Wonder Boys


You may call me Grady. First and foremost I am a writer. The excerpt by Michael Chabon above is one of the best descriptions of the nature of being a writer that I have ever encountered. It speaks volumes of a writer's strengths and weaknesses and provides multiple insights into the writer's personality. It's also possible that I like it only because I identify with this quote so well. It is a snapshot so to speak, and the best part is that passage itself is one continuous sentence, running on and one and coming full circle like a snake swallowing its tail. So yes, I am a writer. You may consider yourself extremely lucky in this regard, or extremely unlucky. In the meantime I'm enrolled in the Single Subject Teacher Education program at California State University Sacramento. Not surprisingly my domain of choice is Language Arts (English) with a primary focus in literature. This wasn't always the case.


Although I had a love of reading at a young age, writing wasn't my primary mode of expression. I focused on the arts as a whole and dabbled in painting, drawing, drama, singing, and finally songwriting and playing the guitar. I'm originally from a small town outside of Syracuse, NY and wanted nothing more than to escape from there once high school was finished. As my parents were to often remind me "you need a real career goal", and although I didn't necessarily agree, I decided to pursue a degree in architecture at the University at Buffalo, NY. I found I enjoyed architecture, but mostly in theory. I relished the opportunity to shock and appall my professors by designing buildings that were so outlandish that they would never stand a chance of being built. I wasn't concerned so much with function as with feeling. It never concerned me so much how a building worked necessarily, but how it made one feel. It occurred to me much later that I was in all likelihood deliberately sabotaging any career in architecture I might have had.

Needless to say, when the four years were done, I didn't stick around to pursue a master's degree. Without the masters degree I would never be an architect. At that time my songwriting had been developing at an exponential rate and I quickly put a band together with one of my good college friends. We experienced some mild success in the Buffalo music scene, but had yet to make any significant headway. After a year or so I decided to move to Pittsburgh, PA. I had some friends there and felt that a change of scenery couldn't hurt. But that didn't work didn't really work out. The band was no more successful in Pittsburgh than in Buffalo. We did record an album in Pittsburgh, so at least we had that minor success. In the words of Ben Gibbard of the band Death Cab for Cutie, "I think that it's brainless, to assume that making changes, to your window's view will bring a new perspective."

In retrospect that seems sound advice. But if someone had given it to me at the time, I would have gladly ignored it. It seemed that the only recourse for success in the music business would be to move to California. I had parlayed my art background and my architecture degree into working as a graphic designer. I had no formal training, but I had done all of the promotional artwork for our band, and like any writer worth his salt I lied convincingly. Therefore when I applied for a position as a graphic designer in Sacramento, I was convincing enough to get the job. 


Once in California, it became finally became clear that it was the band, and not the location, that was hindering our success. We recorded a second album, far more accomplished than the first. Unfortunately it took over three years to complete. In the meantime we tried to play shows to build a local following. The problem with this was we couldn't keep an entire band together to save our lives. For instance we had no fewer than seven different drummers in two years. Finally due to frustration and exhaustion the band broke up. Throughout the dissolution of this dream I had been writing more and more. At first there were a few poems, then a couple of short stories that I was really proud of. I participated in the National Novel Writing Month online event. The purpose of this event is for participants to write a two hundred page novel during the month of November. I finished with two days to spare, and not surprisingly, the novel was horrible. But it was a great learning experience. I immediately started a second novel and was empowered by the fact that I now knew what not to do in order to write a novel that I would consider good, or even great.


So at this point I was not an architect, not a songwriter or successful musician, a fake graphic designer, and a budding literary titan. I needed something concrete to focus on. I had always enjoyed the thought of being a teacher. It seemed worthwhile to put these thoughts into practice. With my current focus on writing and my extensive background in literature (I have to date read easily more than 1000 books, my personal library alone contains over 500 novels) it seemed pertinent that I would teach Language Arts. So here I am. Ready to assist in any way possible.
