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ON BECOMING A WRITER 

My progress as a writer took off when I retired. My last job as an event planner for 

English professors and writers’ conferences took way too much energy to go home and write. In 

fact, near the end of that employment, at the age of 71, I would arrive home, throw myself face 

down in bed and sleep for two hours before I could cook dinner.  

Then the university I worked for decided to add the privilege of event planning for three 

departments instead of one. That’s when I quit worrying about becoming a bag lady and left the 

building. I had enough money to live for ten years and then I must die or win the lottery.  

Before the retirement paperwork ink dried, I joined with a writers’ group and started a 

local women writers’ organization, believing women need support in their writing endeavors. 

For two years, none of us in the writers’ group missed a meeting. And for four years, the 

women’s organization gathered four times a year to talk writing, publishing and to share our 

work in readings. The dedication of these groups showed me I was right about the need for 

women to meet and encourage each other.  

In those years, I labored over new nonfiction, not even thinking of publishing. It had been 

almost twenty years since I had seen my byline, and I knew I needed to just learn, especially 

since the Internet now ruled the literary world. It didn’t hurt to have a couple of college profs. 

and published writers in our writing group to critique my work. I admit it - I sucked life from 

them. 

After a couple of years, the writers group began to drift, and I wanted to now pursue 

publishing something. I decided to find mentors online and start the publishing process. After a 

few months of no luck, I told myself if something didn’t break by the new year, I would quit. 

How’s that for perseverance?  

In January 2017, the first piece got published and in two months ten pieces had been 

published somewhere. God be praised. I was launched as a published writer. I believe the 

sudden rush of success was a go-ahead for me. 

The four essays following were published at Literary Mama.com, SheWrites.com and 

Sheknows.com and on my blog (https://www.writethatthang.com/my-blog).They are my humble 

attempt to share my experiences as a writer with you. 

https://www.writethatthang.com/my-blog


Writing is Birthing 

There’s something about new birth that instructs writers. Two days ago, I got news my 

daughter was in labor with my first grandchild. I surprised myself. I thought I would sit and 

quietly reflect on her birth experience and make comparisons to my birthing of her. Instead, I 

went into a tailspin. Not because she was too far away for me to be there, but because I was 

having writer’s block. 

I became unsettled. Nothing interested me. I was bored out of my tree and restless -- like 

a birthing mother in transition. By definition, “Transition…is the calm before the pushing stage. 

It is here a mother’s focus might falter. Symptoms include disorientation, loss of resolve, 

irritability.” (Giving Birth Naturally.com.) 

That’s how I felt during my daughter’s birth. In fact, that’s how I often feel when I sit 

down to write. 

 I wanted to revise a chapter of a memoir I was working on but I could not get started. I 

was nervous about submitting a new essay. What if it failed? As an escape from my fears, I 

watched talk shows on YouTube – my typical escape. Lack of focus. Loss of resolve. 

Then I had to get out of the house. I circled around the market, then the dollar store. I 

rushed to the library and picked up books I would never read. 

Hunger pangs led me to Bob Evans to eat roast beef and potatoes, biscuits, and a 

chocolate sundae after eight weeks of a 20-carbs a day Atkins regime. I didn’t feel a bit guilty, 

just a little manic. I did snap at the waitress to bring me the check.  Disorientation. Irritability. 

At first, I thought I was fretting over not being there to help with my grandchild’s birth. 

But no, that didn’t seem to bother me that much. My son-in-law was keeping me well informed 

electronically almost as if I were there. And all was going perfectly. 

Driving home, I realized my writing is birthing. My writing produces new life. Our 

creative writing projects start with seeds. They germinate. They begin to grow and fill 

out. Growing pains and cravings follow with the anxiety that our babies may never come to term 

when we have sweated our last drop. Unlike the nurturing of a precious child, we want to dump 

our drafts. We do dump them. Then we pull them out again. Hopefully, they finally see life. 



Get birthing, I said to myself. 

While my daughter pushed that baby out, I sat down and finished a blog post, edited a 

troublesome chapter of my memoir, and started a new essay about becoming a grandmother. The 

stages of birthing were evident in every word and every sentence. 

Though my child-rearing days are over, my birthing is not – the birthing of ideas, of 

inspiration, and connecting with others.  I am a writer. 

  



Microcosms in Nonfiction 

I’ve been trying to keep up with all the big stories in the news lately. Election news. Gun 

control issues.  Women’s rights. Often, I feel overwhelmed with the magnitude of the news 

stories.  Do the problems have solutions?   Can we see the trees for the forest?  As a memoirist 

and essayist, I find myself grateful for the intimate stories – the slices of life. 

We writers of true stories cannot always compete for attention with big news stories, the 

big boys (girls), the big money, the blockbuster movie in terms of scope. We wrestle with the 

famous folks and the furiously ambitious for responses. Maybe we can’t grapple with the 

whole political issue, the larger social dilemma or the giant religious expose.  What we can do is 

tell the individual story, present the single portrait, hum the simple tune. We can move the 

camera in and, in so doing, make micro-sense of events.   

There's truth in the close-up. 

For instance, I was blown away by the movie, Spotlight. In every way, that work had 

influence. I could barely walk out of theatre, having taken in the power of the message.  I asked 

myself, what could I do that could even come close to having that kind of impact.  

I had wanted to write a story about a monk I knew who lived in a Franciscan monastery. 

He was called to reconsider his orthodox Catholic doctrine and consider moving out of the 

labyrinth of problems within the church. With miracles, signs and witnesses, the Lord tries to 

encourage him to revisit his beliefs, to reconsider condoning wrong life choices within the 

monastery.   

That message, unlike the condemning message of Spotlight is love and reconciliation – 

the message that God does not give up on His own – even when they go astray.  I believe the 

micro story has a different, even deeper impact than an expose.  The reader can observe one 

man’s life and see, not so much condemnation of a large group of clergy, as wrong as they have 

been, but a tale of compassion and second chances.  

We need to tell our close-up stories to make deeper sense of the big drama. 

  



Naked in the Marketplace 

"The vulnerability of online exposure is infinite." Roxane Gay 

After I retired from my hectic event planner job, I started writing.  And writing. And 

writing.  I was catching up for thirty years of hoping to write and writing stories in my head.  I 

started a memoir writers’ group, and we met every month for those two years. On the one hand, I 

had the critical eye of four other women with years of writing and teaching experience.   On the 

other hand, I had four women who also loved to laugh and meet in cafes on other days.  What a 

great way to get back to what I always wanted to do. And find new friends. 

At the end of two years, I took stock.  I had two full length memoirs in first draft and ten 

essays and articles in almost ready-to-go condition. And, having sat through twelve classes of 

social media, it was time to launch into cyberspace. My Facebook page was already well 

developed because most of the people I knew were writers, Though I did not have a book 

published yet, I decided to put up a website. 

I started a blog and vowed to write one post every week, which I did.  Then I put a few 

pieces up on the website: an essay, an article, book and movie reviews, excerpts from the book 

length memoirs. Gradually friends on Facebook began to read some of my blogs and essays and I 

felt launched. 

That’s when the vulnerability crept in.  I am an in your face, fearless communicator.  But 

I started having dreams of being naked in public places and not being able to escape.  I began to 

watch my back, so to speak, on the street. Anxiety crept in during the day.  I couldn’t diagnose 

the problem. I knew this was not me.  What had happened to me? I told a writer friend about it. 

“You’re feeling exposed,” she said.  “You’ve never put your work out across so many 

miles – worldwide, in fact. You don’t know who’s going to jump on it.” 

At first, I said, “Nah.”  My usual response to anything I may not want to hear. Then as I 

pondered the possibility of feeling exposed on the Internet, I realized she was right.  

Like many of my writer friends, I don’t want negative reviews. We want to stay in the 

safe zone. I decided to be bold and go for it – to keep moving out there until the fear left me. 

Naked or not, I went for it.  And the bad dreams went away. 



Do You Fear Success? 

In the first sixty days of 2017, I had accumulated ten published pieces of writing. It’s as if 

my work was being held up until after the U.S. political drama stabilized (ha ha). Or the stars 

aligned.  Or Dylan put out a new album. Then Voila! I was a regular contributor on two online 

blogs, featured on three, and became one of six writers to help launch a high-profile humor 

anthology. Four essays were already up and running.  

Responses from editors were complimentary. Their edits were minimal. I even got a “I 

really like this.” And an “I love it!” I was heaven bound.  I had waited a lot of years to hear those 

words. Slogging through several bill-paying careers before I could consistently sit down and 

write, success was only imagined. 

I spent about one hour in heaven. Then I began to shake a little, ate a Danish, and drank 

coffee again after swearing off. I paced my living room, saying to myself, “Holy crap. What do I 

do now?” 

A friend once told me, “I think you fear success.  You tend to sabotage your path to it.” 

Netflix recently posted a documentary about Gabriel Garcia Marquez, the Columbian 

author. Something he said registered with me. Marquez had just discovered his first published 

piece in El Espectador, the Columbian newspaper. He said that the title of the story was eight 

columns wide. And the editor was giving many compliments to his writing. You’d think 

Marquez would be jumping for joy, right? Not so.   

He said, “And my thought at that moment was that I’d got into a hell of a mess because 

there was no way to go back, so I had to remain a writer for the rest of my life!” 

Although I am no Nobel Prize winner like Senor Marquez, I had a similar thought. Oh, 

damn. Now I need to keep it up, that success. What if it was a fluke?  What if heaven had shined 

down for just a moment?  Can I do this for the rest of my life? 

Isn’t it ridiculous that we long for success all our lives and when it finally comes, we 

question it? Turn it over in our minds? Work it to death? Maybe I won’t write the rest of my life, 

but I will sure as shootin’ write the next essay. And the next blog post. And more after that, until, 

who knows? The only solution to the fear of success is to sit down and WRITE. 



Dear Reader: 

I appreciate your interest in my mini-book on humor. And thank you for signing up for future 

updates on the upcoming books. New essays and blog posts will also be available on my website 

in the weeks and months to come at www.writethatthang.com 

Thank you. 

Descriptions of Upcoming Books: 

Memories A La Carte: 75 Years of Living and Survival - Available November 2017 

Memories of a child growing up, a teeny bopper, an adult seeking love, a woman educated, 

seeking jobs, marrying, divorcing, living as a single mother and a step mother (remember 

Cinderella?), seeking her dream and finally finding a place for herself.   

A Wedding in Spain: A Mother’s Journey -Available April 2018 Who wouldn’t be nervous to 

attend her first daughter’s wedding when all the cards are stacked against her? A second 

daughter keeps her "at arm’s length." An ex-husband will be along as will his two daughters who 

left her home in a bit of a huff. She needs a makeover of mind, soul and wardrobe, and she will 

travel broad alone for the first time in forty years. The groom's family speaks not a word of 

English, and she's afraid of flying. Nevertheless, surprises await her in sunny Andalusia.   

Aging - What is That? Taking on the Boomers, Gen X’s, Gen Y’s, and Millennials - 

Available September 2018 Exploration of what it's like to be older than dirt. Comparisons to 

lifestyles and cultures of Boomers, Gen X’s, Gen Y’s, and Millennials: Mental and physical 

health, relationships, wishes and dreams, and planning one's end.   

 

http://www.writethatthang.com/

