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Prologue 
This is not the book I planned to write. 
It began at the beginning of a new day when I had no clue 

what to do. I only knew that I had not been creative over the 
last several weeks and needed to change that. There in front 
of me was a book my wife had left on the table, a little book 
about feeling good about your life. I did not feel very good 
about my lack of creative effort. I had allowed another day to 
pass without moving forward on the projects I believed 
mattered. That led to the following thought: 

So! You didn’t do it! A Quick Read book about what you 
didn’t do and how to feel good about what you did do. 

I did a quick search for a book with that title, and when 
no such book appeared, I started writing because I needed to 
feel good about something. It had been weeks since I had 
spent any meaningful amount of time writing. So, I began 
chatting with ChatGPT about the idea and decided to write 
my own mini book. We went back and forth, and this is the 
result. 

This book does not offer a system for becoming more 
productive. It does not promise that every lost day contains a 
hidden accomplishment or that every distraction leads 
somewhere meaningful. It is one creator’s attempt to 
understand why creating matters to him, how easily the habit 
can fade, and how following even a small thought can 
become a way back. 

It’s small, but it’s free, for now. 



A QUICK READ 

So! You Didn't Do It! 

Feeling Good About the Day You Actually Lived 
 

One Creators Journey Through Lost Days 

By Mica Brown 



CHAPTER ONE 

So! You Didn't Do It! 

I need to create. 
Not simply because I have projects I want to finish. Not 

because I expect them to make me money. I have been 
creating for more than thirty years and have made only a few 
dollars from it. I create because creating is part of how I 
experience life. It gives me a reason to stop, pay attention, 
and turn what is happening inside me into something that 
did not exist before. Words. Stories. Songs. Possibilities. It 
also lets me pay attention to the world around me. The 
people, the places, the moments, the temptations, what is 
there, and what isn’t. Creating is my life journey. 

When I create, the day feels worthwhile. When too many 
days pass without it, I begin to feel the creative part of me 
fading. The ideas become harder to reach. The projects that 
once pulled me toward them begin to feel farther away. I can 
still think about creating. I still plan to create. I tell myself 
that tomorrow will be different. But none of that is the same 
as sitting down and creating. 

That was what bothered me about the last several nights, 
weeks really. I had reached the end of another day without 
doing the creative work I had intended to do. I felt useless. 
Like I had wasted whole days. I had ideas about what I would 
do. I would sit down and create. I would make progress on 
one of the projects that mattered to me. I would finish the 
day with words on the page and evidence that the creative 
part of me was still alive. But then everything got in the way. 
Not bad things, exactly. Just things that took time. Time 
away from what I wanted to do. 



The day was gone, and I had nothing to show for it. Not 
nothing, exactly. That is part of the problem. Things 
happened. I did things. There were moments that mattered. 
But they were not the things I had decided would count when 
I made my plans. They were not the creative goals I had set 
for myself, and because those goals remained undone, 
everything else began to feel smaller. The unfinished work 
stood at the end of the day and accused me. 

So! You didn't do it! 

It is a simple thought, and it can be brutal. I did not finish 
the project. I did not write enough. I had not used the days, 
weeks, or months in the way I intended. One unfinished 
thing became the measure of the entire day, and the measure 
did not stop there. It began measuring me. But when I 
stopped long enough to reflect, I could see what had 
happened. Life had happened. My life. That realization made 
me feel better, although I was not certain it should. Maybe 
life happened, and maybe I also let life get in the way. I could 
have sat down. I could have protected the time. I could have 
written something. The fact that the moments mattered did 
not necessarily mean they had to consume the day. 

I did not know which conclusion was right. I only knew 
that sitting with the question made me want to write. I typed 
the thought into ChatGPT. It wanted to help. Sometimes it 
did. Sometimes it offered a direction that felt almost right, 
which helped me discover why it was wrong. I answered it, 
corrected it, questioned myself, and continued. Before long, 
the day I thought had produced nothing had produced this. 
That did not erase the disappointment. It changed what the 
disappointment became. Instead of the final judgment on the 
day, it became the beginning of a creative journey. 



CHAPTER TWO 

The Day I Planned 

A day does not always begin with optimism. 
Sometimes I wake carrying the night before with me. I 

remember what I intended to do and how little creative work 
I accomplished, even though I tried. The disappointment 
remains. Before the new day has asked anything of me, I may 
feel behind. The plans I make that morning are not created 
entirely from hope. They may come from determination, 
pressure, guilt, or the need to prove that today will be 
different. That can create a cycle. I end one day feeling 
defeated because I did not create enough. I begin the next by 
making plans that will erase the feeling. When life interferes 
with those plans, I arrive at the same judgment again. 
Another day is gone. Another promise to myself remains 
unfulfilled. 

But not every morning feels that way. There are mornings 
that truly do feel like the start of something new. Everything 
ahead of me feels open and fresh, and anything seems 
possible. A good walk helps. Watching the sunrise helps even 
more. A shower can wash away the heaviness and make me 
feel ready to enter the day instead of continuing the one that 
came before it. 

In the past, I had a Mustang convertible. Sometimes I 
would leave as sunrise was approaching and put the top 
down. The air was crisp and clean. Without a roof above me, 
I could look around at the world instead of merely driving 
through it. The sky was changing. The light was finding the 
streets, the trees, the buildings, and the people beginning 
their own mornings. It could be deeply inspiring. I even 
wrote several songs about it, but that is for another book, or 



another day, whichever comes first. Those mornings were 
not false simply because the day later changed. The 
possibility was real. I felt it. Ideas arrived, plans formed, and 
I could imagine the creative day ahead. The only thing 
missing from that imagined day was everything that had not 
happened yet. 

A plan is created by a person standing at the beginning. 
That person does not know which conversations will last 
longer than expected, which responsibilities will appear, 
which decisions will demand attention, or which opportunity 
will invite a different direction. The day I plan is not wrong. 
It is simply waiting to start.  

CHAPTER THREE 

The Day I Actually Lived 

Where did the time go? 
That question can sound like an accusation, but it can also 

be an honest attempt to see the day. Conversations took 
time. Responsibilities took time. Rest, decisions, unexpected 
needs, ordinary moments, and distractions took time. Some 
of those things mattered. Some may have taken more time 
than they deserved. Some may have offered convenient ways 
to avoid the difficulty of beginning. 

It would be comforting to decide that life did not get in 
the way of my day because life was my day. There is truth in 
that. The moments were mine. The people were part of my 
life. The responsibilities did not become meaningless simply 
because they were not creative. But that comforting 
realization can also release me too easily from the choices I 
made. Maybe I did let life get in the way. Maybe I 



surrendered the time I wanted to protect and then resented 
the day for taking what I had given it. I do not need to turn 
every look backward into a trial. I also do not need to declare 
myself innocent. The useful question is not whether I can 
justify yesterday. It is whether understanding yesterday can 
help me create today. 

Did life get in the way of what I wanted to do, or did I 
allow everything else to become more important than 
creating? 

I may never answer that completely. Some days the 
answer will be life. Some days it will be me. Most days it will 
probably be a mixture of both. What matters is that I do not 
spend the creative time I have finally found conducting an 
endless investigation into the creative time I lost. Look back 
long enough to learn. Then move on while the creative juices 
are flowing. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Trying to Be Creative 

Here I sit, typing all of this into ChatGPT, and it wants to 
help. 

And it does, but it also does not. Sometimes it has a 
tendency to direct me toward what it expects. Or perhaps it 
evaluates what I have written and directs me toward what it 
thinks I expect. It shows me structure, and sometimes 
structure is useful. Structure gets things accomplished. It 
turns a loose collection of thoughts into sections, chapters, 
plans, and a possible finished book. But being creative is not 
always about structure. Creativity may begin before I 
understand what I am making. It may need to wander before 



it can decide where it is going. A structure offered too early 
can create the appearance of clarity while quietly pulling the 
work away from the reason it began. 

That happened here in small ways. ChatGPT suggested 
that the morning was filled with optimism. Sometimes it is, 
but sometimes I wake with the previous night's defeat still 
inside me. It suggested that life was my day, but I was not 
certain. Maybe I let life get in the way. It asked what should 
count, but I did not want to put the day on trial. Goals are 
guides, and guides can be ignored when another path opens. 
Each response gave me something to push against. I kept 
what felt true, changed what felt close, and rejected what 
tried to turn my experience into a lesson before I understood 
it. In that way, the misdirection became useful. It helped me 
choose, and choice can lead to creativity if you let it.  

This raised another question. Am I following the right 
creative direction, or am I misdirecting myself because this 
new direction makes me feel better? I have spent several 
days trying to find my way back to creativity. Perhaps this 
little book is only an easier project that allows me to avoid 
the difficult ones. Perhaps it is a detour. Perhaps it is the 
path that will lead me back. I cannot know before I follow it. 
A creative direction does not arrive with proof. I have to 
move long enough to discover whether it opens into 
something or merely circles what I am avoiding. Feeling 
better does not prove that the direction is wrong. Sometimes 
creating feels better because I have finally begun moving. 

So I will answer the question by creating more, thinking 
more, and writing more. The answer may be inside the work 
rather than waiting for me before it. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

Just Create 

Goals can guide creativity, but they do not always know 
where creativity needs to go. 

I have learned that staying with one project until it is 
finished is not always my most productive process. In the 
past, I have become distracted by other projects. When I 
returned to the earlier work, new ideas surfaced. I saw 
pathways I had not seen before. Different words became 
available. The project I followed in between had changed the 
creator who returned. Going in another direction does not 
necessarily mean abandoning the work. Creativity does not 
always progress in a straight line. One project can feed 
another. A song can change the way I hear a passage of 
prose. A reflection on a wasted day can remind me why I 
write novels. A few words written without a plan can reopen 
the part of my mind that had stopped offering possibilities. 

How does that happen? Good question. I am still trying to 
understand it. Maybe the mind continues working on what I 
have left behind. Maybe a different form releases me from 
expectations that had become too heavy. Maybe creativity 
itself needs movement more than it needs loyalty to a single 
destination. Whatever the reason, I know what I have 
experienced. Sometimes the best way back to a project is to 
create something else. 

When you want to be creative, do not worry so much 
about what you are creating. Just create. 

For myself, I consider a day without creativity a failure. 
That may sound harsh, but the thought serves a purpose. It 



reminds me that creativity can fade when I continually allow 
life, responsibilities, and distractions to take its place. One 
missed day becomes several. Several can become a habit. 
Eventually, I can begin to forget how necessary creating is to 
who I am. This is not a rule I am imposing on everyone else. 
It is a truth I know about myself. Creating is not an optional 
reward I receive after everything else is finished. Everything 
else is never finished. If I wait until life gives me permission, 
I may wait until the day is gone. 

The goal is not always to create what I planned to create. 
The goal is to keep creating. Follow the thought. Write the 
words. Explore the possibility. What I choose today may lead 
me back to something else tomorrow. What matters is that I 
have not allowed the creative part of myself to disappear. 

Creating is what makes every day worthwhile. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Journey That Arrives 

Life is part plan and part opportunity. 
It is made from the moments that happen to us and the 

moments we make happen. We choose what to follow, what 
to leave behind, when to remain where we are, and when to 
change direction. Those decisions carry us toward 
experiences we could not have predicted when the day 
began. I planned to create something else. Instead, I 
followed a thought. The thought became a few words, the 
words became questions, and the questions began leading 
me toward this little book. None of it was part of my plan, 



but it did not happen without my participation. The 
opportunity arrived, and I decided to follow it.  

Perhaps this was life getting in the way. Perhaps it was 
another distraction. Perhaps I created a project to avoid my 
other projects. I can analyze those possibilities until the 
creative feeling disappears again, or I can acknowledge them 
and continue.  

A goal can be a guide without becoming a command. I can 
begin the morning intending to work on a novel and end it 
having written a song, considered a new story, or explored 
why I was unable to begin. The destination changed, but I 
still traveled. More importantly, I remained a creator while 
traveling. This does not mean that I should abandon every 
difficult project whenever another idea appears. If I did that, 
nothing would ever be finished. Structure still matters. 
Commitment matters. Returning matters. But perhaps 
returning is the part I understand best. I have left projects 
before. I have also come back with new ideas, new pathways, 
and new words. 

Creativity can begin with an intention, encounter a 
possibility, and change because of a decision. That decision 
leads to another possibility, another decision, and eventually 
a journey that could not have been planned because I had 
not yet become the person capable of imagining it. I do not 
have to rate the journey before it is over. I only have to notice 
when a possibility appears and decide whether I am willing 
to follow it. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

You, the Reader 

What are your expectations for this book? 
Do you want guidance? That would imply I know how to 

provide it. All I can do is share my thoughts and experiences, 
and that is what I have done. 

Creating only happens when you stop long enough to 
create. It does not matter what you begin with, as long as you 
are purposeful with your time and effort. I began with the 
thought that I had wasted another day. I followed that 
thought, questioned it, argued with it, and allowed it to take 
me somewhere I had not planned to go. Eventually, it 
became this. 

I have been creating for more than thirty years and have 
little to show for it except the work itself, much of it still 
being created. Songs. Stories. Books. Scripts. Ideas. Creating, 
for me, is not a path toward financial success. It is a lifelong 
commitment and part of my journey. Your journey might be 
different. You might create with financial returns in mind. 
That is not wrong. It is simply not why I continue. I create 
because creating makes my days worthwhile. When I stop for 
too long, part of me begins to fade. When I return, it does not 
always matter what I return to. A book. A song. A thought. A 
few words typed into ChatGPT because I felt useless and 
wanted to understand why. 

Maybe you began reading because you ended a day feeling 
exactly as I did. You had plans. Other moments arrived. The 
thing you wanted to create remained undone, and everything 
you did instead seemed unable to prove that the day 
mattered. I cannot tell you that the day was not wasted. I 
cannot tell you that every interruption was meaningful or 



that every distraction deserved your time. I cannot know 
whether you needed to rest, needed to wander, or needed to 
sit down and do the work. Those are questions you will have 
to live with and perhaps create your way through. 

I can tell you what happened to me. I stopped long 
enough to write one thought. I let it lead to another. I did not 
know whether I was beginning a book, avoiding one, or 
simply trying to feel better. I kept creating anyway. 

The book did not begin because I knew where I was going. 
It began because I was willing to follow the words that 
arrived.  

Since this is a shorter piece of creativity, I will share it 
with the world. It is not a guide or a how-to book. It is simply 
the story of how one creator keeps creating, along with the 
hope that you keep creating too.  

For all those times you feel like I did. 

So! You didn’t do it. 

Neither did I. 
I did this instead. 

The End 
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