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Writing

It’s truly encouraging to sit oneself down at the computer and decide to write.  Your mind spinning with ideas, you feel the creative juices flowing.  You can change the world if you just write! Or, at the very least, make a good bit of money and retire from the drudgery of the real world.  

I sit down, browse to my “Stories” directory, and create a new Word document. What do I name it? “Another Story.doc!” Clever.
Ok, so perhaps I’ve tried a few times in vain to get something rolling. (And I make absolutely no claims that this attempt is any different!)  Now, I could blame my lack of success I’ve had on my children, Jessie and Nigel.  I go into the office, close my door, and they proceed to cry and shove themselves against the door, shoving their limbs under the door. I just tell them to shut up or I’ll spray them again.  Never works though. So, I cave in and crack the door. Of course, they come in several minutes later, as if they didn’t actually want in, they just happened to be coming in because the door is open.  Nigel promptly jumps into my lap, and Jessie finds the most inconvenient cubby or corner to crawl into and begin attacking and chewing wires. Yes, my children are cats. But I still love them despite their shedding!

But no, it isn’t them that stop me from success, as much as I’d like to blame them. No, it’s my lack of determination.  If it doesn’t come easily to me I give up. I do well at a few things, and quite well at some of those. Other things, well, I just don’t do. Nothing athletic ever came easily to me so I always focused on the academic. But I’m finally realizing that though writing may be an art fueled by creativity, it is a labor and skill as well that takes hard work, commitment and a willingness to learn the tenets of the trade from those who are masters in the guild.
If I could just sit down for an hour or so at my desk, then walk back into the other room and go “Honey, look…my first 500 page novel!” Then I’d be a best-selling author by now.  Wouldn’t we all though? I would start off on the bookshelves of those kitschy little coffeehouses that are at the intersection of that trendy downtown shopping district.  Eventually, I’d move on to Barnes & Noble, and soon I’d be popping up in everyone’s recommendations list on Amazon.com.  The list of “other works by this author” would have to be paginated, bestseller after bestseller being listed.

Reality is a whole other matter.  I have these great ideas, and I think I have a great plan for turning this idea into a story every time.  I’m a huge science fiction/fantasy fan, so of course my first 5 dozen attempts involved a storyline with either an elf or a laser gun or some such in it.  But it’s the sheer scale of the task involved that I find so daunting. I will write and write and write, thinking I’m really doing great moving the storyline along, and really developing my characters. Then, I make the mistake. I look down at the bottom of the Word window. Page 5/5 it says!  They really should make an author mode for those who feel creatively inclined.  After I’ve introduced my main characters, and brought them into the first major plot development, it should tell me I’m on page 84 instead of page 5.

I think to myself, how could I possibly have packed so much development into so little space? I should go in and elaborate. One, I know this is a horrible thing to do as a writer. Write the whole darn thing first, then go back and edit. If you start editing the first five pages, you’re going to continue until you’ve fixed every spelling, grammar, plot, and character mistake you’ve made, and you’ll never get anywhere. Plus, there’s a fifty percent chance you’ll end up throwing out those five pages anyway. And with me, there’s a 99 percent chance (I still have hope) that you’ll never get much further than that fifth page.

Regardless, I do it. Ah-ha. Much better. Page 7/7. Hmm. That still can’t be right. Two days later, two weeks later, sometimes two months or even years later I come back and re-open an old story that I was writing. For two reasons…one, to review it and see how well it was written (perhaps it can help me in writing a good story for this new idea I have at the time), and two, because I have no idea what “Another Story.doc” was about.  So, I open the file in Word and begin reading.

What the hell is this crap? I can’t even tell what the point of the story was.  Secondly, I’m writing stream of consciousness style (that phrase still makes me think of my high school teacher telling me about how Herman Melville wrote in a stream of consciousness style…and after reading Billy Budd I have now associated the phrase with a connotation of absolute pain and torture), so the sentences don’t even make sense. To understand why we the collective readers jumped from inside Jill’s head to the computer console of Jim, we would have to also have handy the innards of my brain at that particular point in time.

It’s one thing to not go back and edit the last few pages of text you wrote, it’s another to at least go back and re-read before you forget all the little tidbits you were thinking of that day when you wrote. At least make a note in another document about why the girl flashed back to her childhood when she saw a store display when walking down the street.

I’m hoping there are benefits to my writing and my sharing it with you.  Fame and money are two I have no qualms about accepting should they land in my lap. Being a friend to someone, maybe even helping out that one person who reads anything I write and connects with it would make all this worthwhile (as long as the check arrives and is processed fine by my bank).

