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Author’s Note

THE NIGHT BEFORE I submitted this book manu-
script to an editor, I still didn’t have a title picked out. In 
fact, I had no idea what I wanted the book to be called.

I plopped myself down on a black cushion in my 
apartment for an emergency meditation session to 
determine what the book title should be. I fidgeted and 
squirmed, inhaled and exhaled, trying to create the mental 
space for the perfect title to come to me. Still nothing.

I had read too many articles about how to choose a 
book title—dizzying articles about clicks, keywords, being 
findable on search engines, and other concepts that I tried 
very hard to care about. Several title ideas danced in my 
head based on feedback from beta readers, but nothing 
felt quite right. Nothing felt fully… me.

Four minutes into my meditation, my mom sent me 
a text message. She was babysitting my twin kindergarten 
nephews that evening, two five-year-old clusters of energy 
and sunshine who had recently discovered that they love 
writing their own books and stories. My mom told them 
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I was writing a book too, and they wanted to know what 
my book was called. 

(My nephews had never expressed interest in my book 
title until that moment. There is no such thing as a coinci-
dence in this absurd and wild universe.)

I asked my mom to summarize my book to them, to 
tell them the book was an inspirational book for other 
writers, and to ask them what I should name the book. A 
few minutes passed, and she responded with the title they 
created for me:

“Robot Coconut Trees.”
I smiled, sighed, and set down my phone. I liked the 

idea of letting my nephews pick the title, but I obviously 
couldn’t name my book “Robot Coconut Trees.” I needed 
something reasonable, something searchable, something 
like “How to Break Through Writer’s Block and Be The 
Best Writer Possible,” something that would get my writ-
ing noticed.

Right? Wasn’t that how it worked?
Except I couldn’t shake the image of two little kids 

sitting at a dining room table, unapologetically creating 
their own books with colorful mismatched markers, com-
pletely unaffected by self-doubt. They didn’t think “Robot 
Coconut Trees” was an inadequate title at all. They had 
collaborated to get to that title. They were proud of it. 
They adored it, and they thought it was the perfect name 
for my book.

And in that moment, my nephews personified the 
unbridled creativity that I hope readers discover in them-
selves through reading this book. Without even thinking, 
they demonstrated the creative childhood whimsy that 
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sparks and nurtures a vibrant writing life. They effortlessly 
came up with a title for me, then smiled and continued 
writing their own unique stories. I want them to hold 
onto this free-spirited sense of creativity for as long as they 
possibly can. They are the luminous, unbridled writers 
that I hope to become.

How could I have chosen any other title?

Peace, Robots, and Creativity Forever,
Kelsey





Introduction

ONE SUNNY WEEKDAY in May, I sat next to a priest 
at the Ralph Lauren Restaurant in downtown Chicago. I 
was days away from graduating from my Catholic univer-
sity, and he was presenting me with an award that I didn’t 
know existed, an award that only one person at my uni-
versity received every year. 

In my case, the award was for my leadership in envi-
ronmental sustainability: I had majored in Environmental 
Studies, started a farmer’s market, inspired students to 
recycle, and now I was about to graduate and presumably 
do much of the same.

I loved my environmental work with a surface-level 
kind of love. I loved learning about pressing social prob-
lems, and I loved the people I met along the way, but I 
also loved the accolades – the applause that I hunted like 
an approval-seeking zombie. I fell into the industry on 
accident and I stayed for the glory, following the trail of 
compliments until I didn’t even know what my passions 
were anymore. Did you really start that farmer’s market? 
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Can I interview you? What’s your next green project? We can’t 
wait to see what you come up with next!

As the priest explained the details of the award to me, 
I poked at my salad, moving the pine nuts around with 
my fork in little confused spirals. I was harboring a secret 
that I couldn’t bear to mention in that moment: 

I didn’t actually want to work in sustainability any-
more. I wanted to be a writer.

I had dreamed of being a writer for almost all of my 
life. I craved storytelling and its creative release. I wanted 
to get paid to inspire people, and I wanted to help oth-
ers unlock the writing voice they kept buried alongside 
of mine because we were all too scared to begin. Despite 
my classes and projects and degree related to environmen-
tal sustainability, I could leave my environmental work 
behind in ten seconds. I wouldn’t miss a thing.

But now I was about to graduate college, embark on 
a job search, grit my teeth in interviews and assure every-
one that Yes, of course environmental work is my passion, of 
course I see myself here in five years, of course this is what I 
want. The emotions swirled through my body: I respected 
this priest so much, I felt so honored to be chosen for this 
award, so grateful for my college experience, yet so horri-
fied at the inauthentic life I had created.

“Do you know why I reserved this table specifically?” 
he asked as our lunch came to a close. “Do you know 
what’s special about this chair you’re sitting in?”

“No, I don’t,” I said, glancing at the walls to see if there 
was a significant piece of memorabilia I hadn’t noticed.

“This is the seat that Oprah always reserves when she 
eats here. It’s Oprah’s favorite chair,” he said. 
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I froze.
“I reserved Oprah’s favorite chair for you,” he contin-

ued. “You’ve got great things ahead of you.”
As I smiled and thanked him graciously for the award 

and the kind words, I felt my face flush with a creeping 
sense of dread. I wanted to throw up. I tried to gather my 
thoughts, but the only thoughts I could find were:

I am sitting in Oprah’s favorite chair.
I am sitting in Oprah’s favorite chair because I won 

this award. I am smiling, I am nodding, I am assuring 
everyone that I want to save the environment.

I am sitting in Oprah’s favorite chair, and I don’t even 
want to work in this industry.

I am sitting in Oprah’s favorite chair, and I am a 
giant fraud.

* * *

At one point or another, you might feel called to write. 
Maybe, like me, you spent your childhood sleepovers writ-
ing novels with your best friend, switching between differ-
ent colored pens in your five-subject notebooks. Maybe 
you got in trouble for taking the construction paper from 
the forbidden shelf in kindergarten because you urgently 
needed a cover for the book you were writing. 

But as we get older, the world does its best to squish 
down that creative impulse in us. More and more, the 
same people who once cherished our writing passion will 
start asking us what we really plan on “doing with” our 
writing, how we would pay our bills as a writer, what that 
career would look like… and suddenly that childhood 
passion can sink into a soup of doubt and fear.

However stuck we may feel in our writing life, we are 
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capable of reversing our course. We can remember how 
it feels to treat ourselves with compassion, we can break 
through our creative blocks, and we can revisit what made 
us fall in love with writing and creative expression in the 
first place.

I went from feeling like a fraud in Oprah’s favorite 
chair to starting a blog a month later—a blog that ended 
up changing lives, creating new opportunities for me, and 
developing my bravery muscles and writing voice. Through 
my writing, I have been able to create a big multi-faceted 
life where I don’t have to choose between writing, sustain-
ability, and my other passions. I’m still figuring it out. I’m 
still on the writing journey, taking one plodding step at 
a time, wondering where my words will lead, and I want 
other would-be writers to join in this journey with me. I 
want every aspiring writer to cobble together the bravery 
to write with the zest and soul that they are capable of.

Even still, I have a voice in my head that whispers: So 
what? It’s just writing. It’s pens and papers and hobbies and 
doodling. There are bigger issues out there. It isn’t the end of 
the world.

But it’s not just writing. It’s creating bold and unique 
lives that we can live in, lives that reflect our talents and 
desires and relationships and income streams all rolled up 
into one. It’s rejecting the impulse to confine our identi-
ties into one little box. It’s honoring the primal need to 
express ourselves. It’s giving ourselves permission to take 
up big holy space in the world. It’s about no longer feeling 
like we have to run around in a frenzy and lie to everyone. 
The stakes are high. 

When I graduated college, I realized that I had created 
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a disjointed life. I had grandiose dreams of becoming a 
famous writer, but I had never even attempted to publish 
my writing. I faked my interests and lied in job interviews 
about my long-term goals. I shoved my colorful clothes 
to the back of my closet, and in their place I hung baggy 
black business pants and brown loafers to wear to my 
new job at an environmental nonprofit. I was resigned to 
mediocrity, tinged with regret, and starting to panic that 
the window of opportunity for me to create an imagina-
tive and impactful life was over.

So for many of us, it’s not “just writing.” It’s getting 
honest with ourselves about where we have neglected our 
creative impulses. It’s taking control of the lives we have 
created and powerfully choosing a new path when neces-
sary. It’s learning to incorporate writing into our day no 
matter what our job title is. It’s liberation. It’s acceptance. 
It’s everything. 

We are squarely in the internet age, bombarded at 
every moment by messages, articles, updates, comments, 
and opinions. This onslaught pulls us away from who we 
are, leaving us dizzy and dry and completely out of touch 
with our own voices. We are encouraged to move forward 
quickly. There is less and less time in our world to doodle, 
to write by hand, to poignantly reflect on our lives and 
stake our claim on our own truth.

We may struggle with the feeling that every story has 
already been told, that there is no reason for us to write 
because we can just go online and find existing stories on 
any topic. But the truth is that no one else on this planet 
has had our unique experiences. No one can share with 
the same flair and style that you can. 
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Don’t you want to finally write that story?
Don’t you want to know what you are capable of as a 

writer? Don’t you want to know what your writing voice 
sounds like when you separate it from the fear and the 
fixation on making money?

Don’t you want to express yourself boldly, in writing 
and in your life?

The world needs your unique voice, your individual-
ized take on the world, your full expression. You have the 
power to pick up a pen, take a deep breath, and explore 
your writing abilities. I can’t wait to read your work. I 
can’t wait to see you shine.


