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This Has Nothing To Do With my Major! 

By Leah Kuehn 

 

  Education, in and of itself, has always been a barbed subject for me. I have never been 

able to speak seriously with my peers or colleagues on the subject, because my own education 

prior to attending college has been spotty; while my education in the field of creative writing has 

always been overdeveloped, the rest of it has been fraught with critical holes since the age of 

twelve, when I was accepted into a public, magnet arts school designed for students from sixth to 

twelfth grade.  

   Because of this lack of a traditional education, a degree from a liberal arts university was 

not a choice I thought about making. I simply couldn’t conceive of an education that was 

anything other than a continuation of what I’d had for all of my formative years: an in-depth, 

earnest pursuit of studying what I loved (and only what I loved). I desired a continuation of the 

environment I’d known for six years, a continuation of the wild abandon with which I pursued 

my studies in poetry and fiction.  

  Of course, what I ultimately discovered was that a liberal arts degree offers something far 

more complicated and well-rounded than what I’d known previously.  

  While my time at art school provided me with fine definition in my writing (among other 

skills, regarding both life and creativity), it left me with staggering gaps in the rest of my base of 

knowledge. While I attended math and science classes, history and geography classes, everything 

always boiled down to my major: I was a writer. I approached science through writing, history 

through writing, geography through writing (as other students did with dance, music, visual arts, 

or theater). Once, I was even assigned to write a poem in math class.  
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  So, of course, when it came to choosing a college, I chose a college with a stellar 

Creative Writing department, so that I would not need to stop calling myself a Creative Writing 

Major—perhaps even so that I might not have to face ever approaching my education in a 

different way than I was accustomed to.  For all of my eagerness to get out into the world, I was 

just as eager to have that world mirror the one I already knew. I was eager to continue being 

successful in the ways I knew how to be, delirious with momentum; I had no anticipation of new 

challenges, or any particular desire for them.  

  Because of this, if I had never been required to take general education classes, I simply 

never would have; I was comfortable and competent in the skills that I had, and I knew that I 

wanted to pursue them. Subconsciously—and even on some conscious levels—I was stiff and 

stubborn, resistant to change.  

  However, I came to college and learned that I had been starved for challenge, ravenous 

for change. I was offered intellectual opportunities that, ultimately, I could barely contain myself 

from pursuing. I fed the holes in my previous education with everything I could find: a 

philosophy class that juxtaposed and analyzed science and religion, a marine biology class in 

which I learned what the inside of a squid looked like, a geology class which gave me an 

understanding of texture and the age and design of the world on which I walk. I learned new 

systems of learning. I learned new ways to study and retain information. Everything I learned 

informed everything else, and the world was very suddenly larger than it ever had been.  

   Every single class that I was required to take outside of my major was a struggle. Those 

classes pushed my mind to perform acrobatic feats it had never before been pushed to achieve. I 

can’t memorize, I would think. I can’t think spatially. I didn’t know that I would have to 

understand logic to understand philosophy! At first, I met these struggles with indignation and 
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frustration. This has nothing to do with my major!  

  After a while, though, I realized that my map of understanding was studded with bright 

pinpoints of energetic, earnest knowledge. I was coming to understand that the world was a place 

that was both theoretical and concrete, political and gentle, impossibly large and terribly 

complex. This pushed me forward in my explorations: I fundamentally believe that a writer 

should follow the old cliché, write what you know. I began to learn that I was not simply 

expanding the number of things that I knew—I was learning perspective. Every general 

education class that I took was teaching me another way to approach the world.  

  This is the kind of philosophy that I believe fuels an education in the liberal arts: there is 

more than one way to approach the world, there will always be more than one perspective, and 

having an understanding of as many as you can is what allows you to make informed decisions. 

More importantly, understanding, experiencing, and then responding to multiple perspectives is 

the basis of making real art; that’s how you make art that can even begin to address the chaos in 

the world, the hurt and miracles which exist inside of it. That is how you make art which is 

honest, powerful, and resonant. That is how you make art that speaks to more than just yourself. 

  I have been told before that a liberal arts education is not lucrative. I could not possibly 

disagree more.  These are not skills that simply thrive within academia; these are skills which are 

necessary in order to navigate and succeed in a world that is political, full of dissonance and 

disagreement, conflict and contradictions. Without the ability to acknowledge, analyze, and 

ultimately understand multiple perspectives, a person cannot even survive—and certainly not 

thrive—in the modern world. I  have the confidence, now, to continue pushing myself beyond 

the unfamiliar, beyond seemingly insurmountable challenges which require me to re-define 

almost everything I thought I knew, in order to achieve things that affect more than just myself. 



Kuehn 4 
 

What I have come away with is not only a well-rounded education—more well-rounded than I 

thought possible— but the ability to approach almost anything with the desire to gain 

understanding of it. That understanding, accompanied by the desire and confidence which are 

necessary to reach it, is ultimately what will allow me to succeed in what I love in a world which 

is not gentle and does not necessarily foster that love.   

 


