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From depression to passion 

In the summer holiday period, as a 15-year-old, I spent day after day folding clothes in the 
local department store, without ever getting the responsibility of working as a cashier. It paid 
about two dollars an hour, which I was happy enough with. In the summers that followed, I 
ended up doing data-entry, archiving, and tagging work outfits in a clothes factory. I learned 
that I would gain more by working slower, because I got paid per hour. 

After entering university, I delivered the mail by bike on Saturdays. In summer the sun and 
thirst almost killed me; in winter, the rain and cold made the roads slippery and extended my 
working day. One busy day, my bike staggered under the weight of the mail bags on the 
back wheel before I had even mounted it. Christmas was total madness, but at least they had 
me sorting mail inside the office.  
 
Graduation came and in the months that followed I couldn’t find my place. I applied for many 
jobs in the NGO sector, only to find out there were 199 other candidates with all the 
competencies I had – and more. Everyone had the necessary papers, spoke at least three 
foreign languages, had spent a few months abroad and knew how to behave. I didn’t get 
invited to a single job interview. 
 
University turned out to be the only place that would hire me for something more or less 
intelligent. I became the coordinator of an interuniversity cooperation project. Between the 
quarrelling of my team members and the freezing cold (the air conditioning was broken all 
year long and kept the office in a constant refreshing breeze), I spent my time having coffee, 
browsing web sites, answering e-mails, and crying on the toilet. 
 
Somehow, my professor talked me into studying again. I took some classes and left the job 
to do field research at the other side of the world. At that point, my husband started having 
doubts about our relationship, which plunged me into depression. And that’s when I found my 
passion. I started to get things off my chest by writing. And people liked it. And I loved doing 
it. Now, I’m a writer and editor for different websites. It doesn’t pay anything, but I’m 
convinced one day I’ll make my money with it. And for the first time, I’m actually happy. 


