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What I Learned in 2025
In 2025, I learned that publishing is not a door.
[bookmark: _Int_kyhKVxOX][bookmark: _Int_Knxqz0iH]It is a road, a long and uneven path, sometimes so foggy that you can’t tell whether you’re moving forward or simply wearing out your shoes.
I learned that landing an agent is not a finish line. 
It is a handshake offered mid-journey. It takes time to earn, and even when it arrives, it does not promise shelter. It provides companionship with someone willing to walk beside your work and say, "This deserves a chance.”
I learned that belief, however sincere, is not a guarantee.
Even after an agent says yes, the book must speak again, this time to editors listening to a different symphony. And even when a publishing house opens its doors and says, “We want this,” the road does not end. It narrows.
There are other gates and other guardians, composed of bookstores, buyers, and shelves, with limited space for the infinite stories waiting their turn.
I learned that books do not fly off shelves simply because they exist. They wait. They hope. They depend on strangers to notice them, pick them up, and carry them home.
And still.
What surprised me most in 2025 was not how hard the road is, but how willing I am to stay on it.
I learned that wanting this life does not make me naïve. It makes me committed. I realized that patience is not passive. It is hard work. 
Deep inside my heart, I know that writing a book is an act of faith but keeping that faith afterward demands its own discipline.
I learned that success is quieter than I imagined. It is less cinematic and more persistent.
[bookmark: _Int_q80PWIGh]And perhaps the most important lesson of all: the road does not ask me to predict the ending. It only asks me to keep walking.

