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Introduction: Stories For Other People, Part 1

The definition of fiction that I’m most at ease with is fiction as empathy. While I understand
why the other definitions (fiction as escape or as some sort of control) exist, I feel like they
don’t sum up the pains of all this seemingly unnecessary story-telling as much as
empathy—just a few letters away from pathetic, really. More so when what you aspire to is to
be able to do this “unnecessary” thing for a living. (Part of why I feel like this view on fiction
is the most accurate.)

A couple of months ago, in an attempt to justify my two extra years in college I enrolled in an
online course on Coursera.org; the class was about The Fiction of Relationship. It was hosted
by Brown University and was taught by Professor Arnold Weinstein. There are a lot of cool
courses on that site—it only occurred to me a few days ago that I gravitated toward the one
that was the most impractical. Har, har. Kidding aside, though I really liked Professor
Weinstein’s argument for the necessity of fiction and I believe it all—both what he said and
that fiction is necessary. He said that when we read, we don’t just enter the story—the story
enters us as well.

Sometimes I feel like the material world is only an amalgamation of the things that the people
populating it have read. And that is why commuting home from Taft used to fill me with so
much despair. On one hand I think maybe we can only write based on what schema we’ve
acquired, but I also get the nagging feeling that we can only create for ourselves lives we’ve
read about. I don’t mean that fiction should ever take over for real life but that there are times
when you can get to know someone more by the way they tell stories or the kinds of stories
they like rather than asking them about their lives or what they do. I feel like the fictions we
gravitate toward reveal a lot about us. And there are times when you can like the same book
or story as someone and that'll be enough.

I think this semi-drunk train of thought is what drew me to the Facebook 2014 Art Challenge
that was going around a couple of weeks ago. I’m usually pretty reluctant about these kinds of
“challenges” because I think most people who enjoy them only use the exercise as a
simultaneous fail-safe to get themselves writing and excuse not to do the writing. Challenges
like this are the so-called creative person’s equivalent of over-priced gym memberships
bought via groupon sale on ENSOGO and tweeted about incessantly—you take all these
pictures in your gym clothes, but never go.

However, (obviously) this time I decided to put this knee-jerk disdain aside because I
figured—wouldn’t it be nice if someone actually completed these challenges? I mean,
someone obviously took the time to make up all the rules and shit, so why not? Also, I think
this challenge (rules will be posted below) pushes the envelope on fiction as empathy: you’re
not just putting yourself in someone else’s shoes through the narrative, you’re also putting
yourself in someone else’s shoes by writing fiction with them in mind—hey, so-and-so might
enjoy this.



It has since become the bane of my existence. While I often think of myself as someone
socially awkward just as I think of fiction as something most people aren’t interested in—I
think I might be (happily) wrong on both those counts. I ended up with a ton of private
messages after posting up my status. While the rules state that you make something for the first
10 people who ask for work, I decided to go with the first 25 both because I wanted to make
something for a couple of people who messaged late and because hey, there are 365 days in a
year. 25 stories should be doable.

For some reason (truth: both because I’m “secretly” ambitious and I’m addicted to workahol),
I somehow envisioned myself uploading one piece of work per day.

Yeah, not gonna happen.

The list of people who PM-ed me varies not just in the types of people who asked for work
(Catholics, Atheists, computer science engineers, consultants) but also how I knew these
people (classmates, childhood friends, besties, teachers, a cousin I haven’t seen in years). I have
since gotten my stalk on and properly creeper-ed around some of these people’s profiles.

In this coming section are the first 6 stories that I got done for the challenge and for other
people to enjoy—and ultimately, for myself (like all “selfless acts”). For those of you who’ve
read other stories by me, I must warn you that some of these stories (particularly the ones
about George Weasley, who up until recently I haven’t thought about in years) aren’t my
usual style at all. But I do hope they’re still enjoyable. It must also be noted that these are
revised and tweaked a little from the original versions that I sent my friends because I couldn’t
resist the urge to polish a bit.

I’ve never been more uncomfortable in my life than I have been, writing these.

But I suppose that’s also pretty much the point.




