I’ve always felt a pull toward living a cinematic life. I know that I’m not alone in this desire when I look at the amount of Instagram accounts in the world, but as my current autobiography confirms, a cinematic life isn’t for everyone. One look over my shoulder proves my life’s lack of camera crew: There’s no one photographing me pissing in mop buckets, arguing with my wife over what kind of color tomatoes we should plant, or skinny-dipping in my neighbor’s pool (DISCLAIMER: just because something isn’t filmed, doesn’t mean it hasn’t happened).
There’s something desirable about Carpe diem-ing life until it oozes sunset pictures and red carpets. However, there’s a dangerous difference between story-like living and living like a story. Story-like living is helpful. Living like a story is as harmful as swimming in the Amazon River with steaks strapped to your thighs. Story-like living is making everyday monotony an important part of life. Living like a story has the tendency to make the whole of life insufficient due to the lack of emotional thrill. Story-like living looks like making sure you leave no stone unturned, no opportunity unexamined, and no love half-given. Living like a story looks like posting your pancake dinner to Twitter so you can feel affirmed in how awesome your life is.  
There is a lot discussion on mom blogs, in academic literature, well-respected news sources (but mostly mom blogs) about how social media has f’ed up my generation’s lives. This discussion tends to always end with a few specific conclusions, such as:
A.    Social media makes people alone.
B.     Social media enables insecure people to become cinematic life junkies, rafting life so it looks perfect, epic, Facebook like-able.
C.     Social media makes people think that everyone needs to hear their opinion.
D.    Social media slaughters unicorns, eats puppies, and takes large shits on the populous in general.
A year or so ago, the social media conclusions, combined with my ever-present temptation to live like a story, made me question why my voice as a writer mattered. I wasn’t going to quit writing, I just wasn’t sure if I should continue to do it publically. Sure, I’ve done some crazy things, had some great times, but I didn’t want to add to the constant opinion of the blogosphere. I didn’t want to be another feeble-ego’d millennial hell-bent on changing the world “one blog at a time.” I didn’t want to be another human standing on a soap box in the town square, yelling out to the populace about how awesome my life is. I agonized over this for a while, deciding whether or not I had anything to offer to the world.
As I was thinking about all this, I realized that I was under-thinking my role as a writer. It was true, the world didn’t need any more viral-crazed people hoping to write the next top blog, but the world did need someone who wrote about things because things should be written about. At that moment of divine revelation and artistic freedom, I slapped the top of my desk indignantly and yelled,
“To hell with image crafting, I just want to tell some good stories!”
That moment helped me realize that the desire to live like a story has everyone scrambling to build a platform, and that, in the midst of the scramble, it’s easy to forget that some stories should be told because they’re good stories. The existence of a story shouldn’t be devalued with generational pre-suppositions about social media, or my own struggle with living life cinematically. Stories existed before movies and social media, and what was true about making art is still true now, what one makes should be made as gift to others, not as legs for your own artistic portfolio. It doesn’t matter that I’m not Kim Kardashian, and that my life outlook will be in an eternal battle with social media. It doesn’t matter that I’m not cinematic; what matters is that I write good stories and make good music because good art is always a gift.
When you find yourself doubting whether or not what you make is necessary to the world, ask yourself if it’s necessary for you. The best thing an artist can do in the Prove-Your-Worth” age is strip away all the externalities: the galleries, likes, views, etc, and let yourself make without the baggage. I haven’t achieved that kind of freedom yet, but I hope that if I write statements like the one above over and over again, maybe someday I’ll believe them without a second of hesitation. Maybe the main job of a creator isn’t to build a platform. Maybe our job is to be in this together, and remind each other that we are good enough.
