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Writing is an obsessive desire, a painful pleasure, a magic
time, a frustrating time, and much more, but always a time to be
yourself.
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THE POWER OF WRITING: Hello
everyone. Since the title of my book is, The Positive Power of
Writing, it makes sense to me to say this book is about power. So,
many years ago when I was in a place in my life that didn’t feel
good and haunted daily by my surroundings and wishing I had wings
to fly away, I started writing.

 


Perhaps I should clarify by saying that I started writing
pretty much as soon as I can remember, little poems that graduated
to songs by age nine. Later, short stories and poems. Trouble with
short stories and me was that I never wanted them to end, there was
always so much more I wanted to say, so I suppose what I should
have been doing at the time was writing novels.

 


Anyway, at this most distressing time of my life I clipped an
ad from the newspaper, one of those writing course things,
correspondence type. I was desperate for some help in my life and
thought, why not? So, I took the course and I must say it was a
good course. I finished it up and got my certificate. I learned a
lot since I was given real assignments. I worked on many different
types of writing. First assignment was to write an article. To
write an article I was taught that I needed to find a subject and
then I had to call up and obtain an interview. After that I had to
find a real publisher to query.

 


Well, this was a lot for me to take in. But all of this work
assignment took my mind off my everyday pressures and issues. I
would set up a time each day for writing ...and I LIKED IT! In
fact, I liked it so much even though it terrorized me to think of
ever calling someone and asking for an interview, I knew I had to
do it, otherwise I would fall back down into the pit, and the pit
was a place that I didn’t like to be.

 


Next, I will tell you what it felt like to make my first
interview call and how that all turned out. HAPPY WRITING
EVERYONE!

 


MY FIRST INTERVIEW:
I want to tell you about my first phone interview
which started me calling, hanging up, calling again and hanging up
again, then finally on the third try, I made myself stay on the
line and let it ring. I thought I was going to pass out as I kept
talking and explaining that I wanted to do an interview on their
new farming facilities for a farm magazine. As I took a breath and
waited, I was thrilled to have such positive feedback. Most
certainly they would be delighted to do an interview.

 


Phew! Well, that all turned out okay. The reason I chose to do
a farm story was because I was living in a farming community and I
knew about the farms in the area and I also knew that this new
farming facility was a big deal in that area. Next, I contacted a
farm magazine well known in that area and asked if they would like
a story on that particular subject. They were also delighted.
Things were going well and I was delighted also. My first interview
however was somewhat of a challenge.

 


When I arrived, the people were having lunch. They went about
their business of eating and talking and sometimes carrying on
other subjects between themselves. I had my trusty tape recorder on
and although I captured answers to all of my questions, I also got
a good part of their daily living and chit chat. Tracking off to
the barn next, I got pictures and explanations to more of my
questions on the workings of the farm including the new equipment
and all of that nice stuff.

 


Back home, I turned on my tape recorder and hand wrote it all
down. Then after some considerable time, I managed to weed out the
unimportant stuff and to forge an informative article out of what
was left. With the pictures finally developed and choosing the best
ones, I neatly typed up my article and sent it all off in a large
manilla envelope. This was before computers.

 


One of the most exciting and best moments of my life was
going to the mailbox and pulling out another brown manilla envelope
addressed to me from the farm magazine. After quickly opening it
and pulling out the contents of one copy of the magazine and one
attached cheque for $90.00, I believe I had the biggest grin on my
face that I’d ever worn for a long time. But that wasn’t even the
best part, after opening the magazine and paging my way through it
to find my article, there it was…The
Byline, the best part of the article. So,
that was my first phone interview and first paid article. Next,
more on my correspondence course and what they had me do next.
HAPPY WRITING EVERYONE!

 


GOING THE FREELANCE ROUTE! After my
first interview and the ensuing article, I sent it off then to my
correspondence teachers, with a big sigh of relief. And I got a
good response from them. However, this was just one assignment and
I was to go and do many more over the next few years. But,
basically, the preparation for each assignment, it was to be an
article type, was the same. I can’t say that I ever got over the
first phone calls to ask for interviews. But that is just me. I am
a total introvert and I hate the telephone. I also procrastinate as
well. But it did start to get a little easier, especially if I
already had a home for the article. I did not always have a place
to send it, or some magazine that wanted it. As I reached further
than around my home for article material, I had to send out many
queries and not all got good responses. But that is the way of
article writing when you are a freelance.

 


Then along came the opportunity to do some work for well
established newspapers and journals. On one occasion I had queried
about an article and instead got a phone call with an assignment
for over a dozen articles for a special edition of their paper.
This was the case for another newspaper who had advertised for
extra help with their centennial paper. On both occasions I was
given a list of articles to pursue and write. This was very
enjoyable in many ways. A lot of my interviews were done by phone,
but the ones in person were more satisfactory to me. But I did
discover that I liked doing interviews and I learned to appreciate
the interviewee during each interview. This is one form of writing
that is very different from fiction but has its own satisfaction.
HAPPY WRITING EVERYONE in whatever form it takes.

 


​ POETRY AND SHORT
STORIES: Another aspect of my course gave
me an option to write short stories as well. I had been writing
short stories since I was nine but I didn’t have any of those
stories lying around anymore. Where they went, I will never know.
But I decided to attempt writing a new short story. After that I
also started writing poems. When I was a child, I wrote many poems
and put them in a black covered scribbler. At that time, even with
school scribblers it was a custom to cut a square at the top right
corner of the scribbler, (for those who are wondering, a scribbler
is a notebook and apparently, it’s a Maritime thing) and write on
the first page your name and grade. So, for my first poetry book I
cut my square and wrote my name. Then I added My First Book of Poems, 11 and ¾ old.

 


Now as a doubting adult I did not
know if my poems were acceptable so I decided to take a night class
with an English professor who was teaching the night class course.
This nightly journey into the world of poetry and short stories was
quite enjoyable but sometimes a bit boring. I didn’t find my
instructor was all that helpful at times. Yet at other times it was
interesting what he would come up with for us to write about. He
would offer suggestions, maybe a scenario, and each one of us would
go home and write a different version of what he had laid out. I
enjoyed this type of exercise very much. Once back in class he
often read some of the assignments. And he would mark us on our
efforts. Many of my classmates were very unfamiliar with the
process of marketing. Since our instructor had nothing to offer in
that regard, I, who had been sending out queries for a while,
offered to help. The next time we met I brought along a list of
publishers for what we had been doing and explained to the ones
interested how to market their stories. Our instructor didn’t seem
to be too interested in marketing, saying that writing was the hard
part, of which I hastily disagreed saying that marketing was harder
than writing.

 


There was one story in particular that I had written that he
seemed to enjoy very much. It was about a boy who loved his
jackknife and how he did tricks with it by flipping it to land in
different poses. But one day he forgot it was in his pocket and he
took it to school. His teacher spied it sticking out of his back
pocket and sent him to the principal’s office. He was very
frightened but when he met the principal, she told him about having
a jackknife also when she was a child and how she liked to do
tricks with it. He was delighted to hear. Then she told him to come
pick up his knife after the day’s classes were over and to make
sure he never brought it to school again. He was happy that night
going home with his knife as he had thought he might have lost it
forever.

 


Anyway, this particular story he seemed to enjoy every much.
So much in fact that he read it to the class which was a bit
embarrassing. And about a year after I had taken the class, the
professor contacted me and asked if he might have permission to use
the story for an example in his classes. I agreed that would be
fine and that was the last I ever heard from him.

 


Since we didn’t do much poetry, I decided to take a bunch of
my poems to my instructor and see if he would read them and
comment. He did, but some of the comments were not what I had
expected. For example: I wrote one poem called Char that was about
a forest fire. He commented that he had no idea what the poem was
about. He did this on a couple others also. Didn’t realize my poems
were so hard to understand.

 


There is a market for short stories out there. I do believe
that the lifestyle of most people today makes it difficult of a lot
to sit down and read a novel as much as they might like to. On the
other hand, a short story can be read in no time and can be a very
satisfying substitute for the person who loves to read but just
can’t find enough time for something long like a novel. Just
recently I have published a 400-word book titled, A Bunch of Short
Stories. There are nineteen short stories in the collection. So,
keep writing those short stories. HAPPY WRITING
EVERYONE!

 


MY CHARACTERS ARE FROZEN. HELP! The
title might seem a bit strange but let me explain. At one time I
was in the middle of a novel, writing everyday for a definite
number of hours usually from about 9 until 11 am. After that I
would take time out to ride my exercise bike and then have lunch.
This routine I did daily, religiously you might say because I found
that like any other routine once you got into the habit of that
being what you did every day at that time, then you would naturally
just get up and do it. There would be no slacking off, no
procrastinating, just do it. I found that worked well for
me.

 


In fact, it worked so well that once I got into the novel and
knowing my characters a bit better, I loved being with them every
day. Loved it so much that in the afternoon, after lunch, I would
find myself sneaking back to my studio and writing, writing,
writing. Do you think I might have been a bit obsessed? You would
be right on.

 


I would hurry and get my other work done. I had a young child
in school and I could usually work around the time she was there,
until about two thirty. Pick her up, come home, and no more writing
until I could sneak back again after she was tucked in bed for the
night. Then sometimes I would work into the wee hours of the
morning. Just depending how fast my characters were getting around
and how exciting their lives were. I guess you might have figured
out by now, that other than writing and my child, I didn’t have
much of a life.

 


But there were times when I did have visitors or other
obligations that I just couldn’t get away from. That brings me to
the particular day that I had to be in the kitchen baking and
cooking, which I didn’t mind once I got started, but that day I
found myself thinking only about my characters. Little dialogues
would go running through my head and I just couldn’t take the time
to write anything down, let alone sneak up to the writing studio
and get back into my book. Then an odd picture came into my mind. I
call it odd because that is how it felt, sort of unworldly. There
in my mind’s eye were all my present characters exactly where I had
left them, all standing like in a play, frozen in whatever position
or room or frame of mind that I had left them last. It was a sight
to behold and that is how they stayed every time I thought of them
until I could finally get back to my studio and back to my writing
world.

 


Then with the stroke of the first key, they all magically
started moving, interacting, talking, crying, being angry or sad or
happy. And this made me very happy to be back interacting once
again with my unfrozen friends. HAPPY WRITING EVERYONE!

 


THE HEALING POWER OF WRITING: It has
been said that writing is good therapy for what ails you. Ever
write a letter and not mail it? But once it was written, even
though the person you wrote it to did not read it, you felt better?
Of course, that was because you released it. You let it go. Maybe
you re-read it and didn’t feel the anger or hurt or sadness that
you felt before you wrote it. The words didn’t hold power over you
anymore because they were not stuffed inside you killing
you.

 


Journaling is something we do sometimes every day. It is a
good chance to let it all out. Also, a good way to keep a record of
our lives and events in our lives. I have more than once gone back
to old diaries to check on dates or happenings that I could no
longer remember in detail.

 


Writing of any sort is a good way to get to know yourself. In
my deepest darkest moments, writing saved me. What I couldn’t
express to others I could jot down and share with myself. Somehow
all my thoughts, worries and concerns looked a little lighter in
the written word. That is why I encourage everyone and anyone who
hasn’t already tried it on a daily or weekly basis to put their
hand to it and see what it can do for you. It doesn’t matter what
you write, or how you write, this is one form of writing that you
don’t have to worry about being critiqued. This is yours, your
private writing, your place to go, your answer to how to begin to
heal.

 


Write a poem to express yourself, or just write and don’t
worry about what you are saying or where the writing is going. It
doesn’t even matter if you think it makes sense. Somewhere in your
self consciousness, it does because it is all part of you, your
being, your soul, your light. So, get to know yourself better. The
inner you will come out through your writing and the outer you will
learn who you really are. HAPPY WRITING, EVERYONE!

 


HOW DO YOU WRITE? Wondering how
others settle down to write? Do you need a cozy corner off to
yourself? Some place where you can think and put your thoughts in
order. Do you sit in front of a laptop or some other form of
electronic communicator? Or do you go the old route of pen and
paper?

 


Some people say they need activity around them in order for
the thoughts to flow. Like writing in a coffee shop or even in a
home where there are lots of others present. Personally, I can’t
see how anyone can get thoughts to paper with all the chaos going
on. When I started writing there were only two forms of doing it.
One was to take a pad and pen or pencil, which ever you preferred
to write. The second was to bang it out on a typewriter. I suppose
a third would have been to dictate into a tape recorder which would
have given little opportunity to go back and change a
sentence.

 


Anyway, the typewriter thing was not as convenient in my mind
because I might get an idea when I was out for a walk, or even in
the bathtub. So having the pad and pencil always nearby was the
best way for me at the time. Of course, after collecting my
thoughts on paper, if I thought it was worthwhile, then all of
those notes got typed up neatly on the typewriter. Oh yes, the
typewriter. My first one was so big and clumpy that it had to be
sit in one spot and never moved. It must have weighed two hundred
pounds, or at least felt like it. And be careful not to knock it
because if it tipped over you could have a hole in your floor or a
badly bruised floor at least. And the noise and the mess. Just when
you thought you were getting somewhere and ideas were flowing
freely, the ribbon got stuck, or it ran out and you had to replace
it or wait until you got to a store to buy a new one. The
frustrations of early typing.

 


Then along came the little portable typewriters. Now those
guys were way easier to manipulate. You could move them easily from
room to room, or take them outside on a nice day if you so inclined
to write. Then came the lovely electric typewriter. Boy was that
something to get used to. Where the old typewriter keys had spaces
down between them, the electric keyboard did not and everything was
so close together your fingers got all jumbled up on top of each
other. And be careful if you typed too fast or hit the keys too
hard, you were then in for a lot of mistakes. But the hardest part
was going from an electric typewriter back to a manual. If you had
not been on the old manual for a while and had hopefully forgotten
all of its barbaric ways, then you were in for a frustrating
surprise. Your fingers did not plunk hard enough to even make a
mark on the paper, your fingers also wanted to keep falling into
the crevices between each key and if that happened, you could
sorely hurt that finger of yours.

 


Then the word processor came along. Oh boy, was that nice. You
even actually had a little screen. You could see the words that you
typed, you could save it and you even had little discs to save your
work on and that was a wonderful thing! Finally came the computer,
for me that was 1997. At first, I was afraid of it. Afraid if it
went off accidentally, I might not get it to come on again. Also, I
was told not to turn it off without shutting down. So, if things
got bad, and things got frozen and I could do no more, I didn’t
know what to do. I couldn’t shut down properly and I was deathly
afraid to just turn it off. What if it exploded or something? (I
know. That sounds ridiculous now.) Then my little brain reasoned:
what if the power goes off, then the computer shuts down, right? So
that had happened before and it didn’t blow up or get broken, so I
finally calmed down and stopped being afraid of my
computer.

 


Even though I had typewriters and word processors and finally
the computer, I still continued to write my articles and novels
long hand first. If I were to put a piece of paper in the
typewriter or turn on a blank screen for writing, I would just
stare at it. Any creative thoughts that had been in my head seemed
to take a hike. But give me a comfortable couch or chair in a warm
and quiet spot, a pad of paper and a pencil and I was all set. As
soon as I put pencil to paper the words began to flow and they
never stopped. I could erase, correct, whatever I needed to do and
I was at ease.

 


I wrote with pen/pencil and pad for many years then cleaned
them up on the typewriter or computer later. It took me a number of
years to get comfortable composing on my laptop. I can sit almost
anywhere I want to, and I am officially weaned from the paper and
pen. I sometimes wonder though, if I were to find a really
comfortable and inspiring place and only had a pad and pen, what
might come out of my fingertips. What might be lurking there behind
the finger tips that gets frozen up when my fingers touch a
keyboard? Someday maybe I will try and find out. HAPPY WRITING,
EVERYONE!

 


WRITE LIKE YOU MEAN IT! There are a
few times that we all wish we were great writers. Great artists,
great something or other. But most of the time I am contented to
just be me and not wish for anything super great. I believe that we
all have talents, some more and greater talents than others, but
it’s what we do with them that counts. I, for one, believe that
whatever talent(s) a person has they need to use it. Not because
anyone says so, but because it is in you and if you don’t use it,
you will be miserable. I’ve seen this happen. I’ve seen people who
have set aside their birth talents just because they didn’t have
time or they thought, I’m not good enough,
what’s the point in trying?

 


Just speaking for myself I have noticed that when I do things
that I consider my talents
then I am happier. When I write or when I paint,
I get lost in time. I don’t care what’s for supper, I don’t care if
it’s raining or snowing, or even sunny. I don’t care because I am
no longer of the world. I am in my space, my creative world. And if
that is a story then I am with my characters. If it’s a painting
then I am in that painting. For me this is pure pleasure. So,
whatever you do, do it with all your being. For me, it’s writing
like I mean it, or painting like I mean it. If no one appreciates
the story or the painting, then I don’t care. I do it for me, so do
it for you, you will thank yourself later. HAPPY WRITING,
EVERYONE!

 


WHO WANTS TO PLAY A GAME?
Does anyone remember playing certain games when
they were young? I am speaking of two in particular. One was a fun
drawing game where you would take a piece of paper and start at the
top. Someone would draw a head then fold the paper so the other
person would only see two straight lines, then that other person
would add on a neck or arms perhaps, making sure thy left a couple
little marks to see and to follow. Fold that down and blindly the
first person would add a body and fold, and so on and so on until
you’re finished. Then open the picture. It was always worth a good
laugh to see a funny looking character appear. I played this a lot
with my mom and she could only draw cats so I always knew what her
part would look like.

 


Another such game would be for one person to start a story,
either the first line or a first paragraph and of course this time
the second person got the opportunity to read the paragraph or
first line then add the next line or next para, and so on. Maybe
more than two people could play or be involved and let the chips of
the storyline fall where they may. Both games were a lot of
entertaining fun. If you and I were writing a story, I would start
it maybe something like this:

 


I was born in a lighthouse. My name is Sudershana. I was
named after an Indian woman who had befriended my mother. My mother
was alone and sixteen and pregnant. Her family had abandoned her
and cast her out of the family. She stumbled down the road one
night and fell in a ditch. She was already having
contractions.

Sudershana, the Indian woman found her when she was out
walking and took her to the near-by abandoned lighthouse because it
was the closet sanctuary around. My mother said it was a very
stormy night and the waves crashed around the lighthouse, like an
angry wizard. Thunder and lighting lit up the inside of the
lighthouse. The Indian woman had a large flashlight that she had
placed on a shelf above the makeshift bed that my mother had lain
on.
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