
HUSTLE AND STOP.
DON’T GET LOST IN THE HUSTLE.





One of the pieces of advice 
I heard many, many times 

when I first moved to LA was how 
important “the hustle” was: Don’t 
be the lazy artist who just starts 
a YouTube Channel and hopes to 
get discovered. Don’t be the girl 
who posts selfies and buys likes on 
Instagram; Don’t move to LA and 
waste your days away at the beach, 
etc, etc.  
 
There’s a generally accepted culture 
of hustling to “make it,” to pay your 
dues of late nights, dirty work, 20 
hour work days and networking, 
networking, networking... and all of 
this in the hopes that one day you’ll 
get to do what you love.

And I agree, sort of. 
 
The hustle matters. You can’t take a 
big risk to move to LA or start your 
own company or turn down a “real 
job” or get that big audition and 
then be lazy. Obviously.

But here’s the thing I’ve noticed that 
I miss when I get caught up in the 
hustle: I’m already doing the thing I 
love. 

At each stage of life I think the 
next stage is the one where I’ll 
feel like I’ve made it. When I was 
in college, all I wanted was to 
graduate and have freedom and a 
job that had some purpose or at 
least some great opportunity for 
portfolio. When I had my first job, 
I felt like I wouldn’t be happy until 
I did something more creative or 
something that mattered more. 
Throughout some of my following 
jobs, I got to do amazing, creative 
things that challenged me and 
inspired me and mattered, but 
I felt like I was missing out on 

the opportunity to run my own 
business. Then I left my job to just 
run Crea Magazine full time. 

That’s everyone’s “you’ve made it” 
marker. And while that was a big 
goal of mine, a new goal quickly 
replaced my happiness again. I 
wanted to make a sustainable 
income doing what I love so 
that what I love wouldn’t be so 
exhausting and time-consuming. 
I definitely didn’t feel like I had 
“made it” yet. When I’ve “made it” 
I’ll have lots of Instagram followers, 
right? And I’ll have a beautiful 
house and be able to think about 
having kids, and I’ll be able to visit 
my family whenever I want and I’ll 
wear those top designer brands I 
love. And Crea will be fulfilling and 
fun then...Right?

It’s not that I never noticed that I 
was putting my hope in my career 
and that it couldn’t sastisfy me, but 
I think I woke up a little bit when 
someone said “Wow, Julie. You’re 
living the dream.” I was taken aback 
because I didn’t feel like I was living 
the dream. My dream always goes 
ahead of me and there’s always 
another way to hustle harder.  
 
But when I thought about it a little 
more, I realized she was right. A 
few years ago, this was precisely 
my dream. When I was in college, 
I could not even have dreamed 
that this is where I would be now. 
I would have cried tears of joy and 
jumped around the house, letting 
all my cares go, if I had known Crea 
would even still exist at all right 
now. This was my dream! 

And one day I’m going to be where 
I dream of being now... will I notice 
it? Will I soak in those things that I 

long for now? Or will I be so caught 
up in the hustle that I hustle my life 
away and I never realize I’m doing 
the thing I love now. This is it. 

It might sound a bit sad, but I mean 
this in a hopeful way: This, right 
now, is basically how life is. There 
are definintely lows and highs 
always, and if you’re in a low now, 
do not lose hope. But it’s actually 
proven scientifically that beyond 
the meeting of your basic needs, 
having more [blank] will not make 
you happier. 

Finding happiness is a topic for 
another day, but the point is this: 
While I hustle, I want to stop 
sometimes to notice everything. 
And I want to stop enough to 
experience where I am now. I want 
to stop enough to enjoy the things 
I dreamed of having years ago that 
are mine now.

I want to have goals, but just as I 
don’t want my past to define me, I 
don’t want my future to define me. I 
want to live out all of those terrible, 
cheesy quotes about living in the 
moment and stopping to smell the 
flowers. 

Last thing: I think my fear in doing 
that sometimes is that I’ll give up 
wisdom or discipline or planning or 
goal setting, or any of those things 
over which I obsess as part of the 
hustle. But realistically, I don’t lose 
track of time every time I stop to 
smell flowers. I can totally stop 
and smell some flowers and still 
remember my end goal is to get 
to the other side of the woods. It’s 
possible to have balance: hustle and 
stop. hustle and stop. hustle and 
stop. 
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