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The Halfway Note
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Although Clear as Mud was originally published as one big book back in October of 2020, the technology behind transferring it into a single e-book has defeated me—er, what I mean to say is that it’s opened up some interesting (and surmountable) challenges.

Parts 1 and 2 are the result. Herewith is Part 2:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

April 2018 (continued)
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If speaking kindly to plants...

Thursday April 19, 2018 — In one of the scenes from PINK AS A PEONY, Biscuit recalls having been told once that if she’s upset with someone, she can light a candle and imagine all the anger being consumed by the candle flame.

If we’d all just hold our tongues a bit longer. After all, not everything that we think necessarily needs to be spoken.

I’m going to try little extra kindness today.

Won’t you join me?

[image: Macintosh HD:Users:Home:Pictures:Photos Library.photoslibrary:resources:proxies:derivatives:46:00:46e8:UNADJUSTEDNONRAW_thumb_46e8.jpg]
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blog #025—Mozelle’s Frog

FRIDAY APRIL 20, 2018 — Imagine for a moment that I’d cropped this photo until the only thing showing was the frog itself. Unless you’re a frog specialist who could identify this tiny tree frog, you’d probably believe me if I warned you that the frog was a giant invasive species, at least a foot and a half long.

But with somebody’s index finger in the shot, you have a better sense of perspective.

Writing is sort of like that. We authors can choose what to emphasize in our scenes, what to discount. We can crop the picture any way we want to tell whatever story we’re focusing on.

This is particularly true when we write mysteries — how to put the murderer in the story without bringing too much attention to that particular character. You have to be sure he or she is there so the reader won’t feel cheated at the end—but you really don’t want people guessing who it is too soon.

I got to thinking, though, since I’m teaching a series of classes on how to write memoirs, that what we choose to emphasize or crop out almost completely comes into play when we’re writing the stories of our lives. There are episodes in every life that could do with some cropping, right? Or the ones where we wish our rather minor role had been considerably more heroic. 

So, think about it. Those frogs in your life? Are you going to blow them all out of proportion or will you Photoshop in a great big index finger so the frog seems minuscule by comparison?

Really, it’ll be up to you.

Imagine the feeling of power!

On the other hand, if you publish the book, you’re going to have to take responsibility when somebody says, "Hey! That frog of yours is completely the wrong size!"
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Lion in the Tree

FRIDAY APRIL 20, 2018 — Come on, admit it. Wouldn’t you love sometime to be able to climb up in a big old tree and relax as completely as this lion is doing?

I used to love climbing trees when I was a kid, but somewhere along the line I got out of the habit. I’ve tried thinking back, but I can’t remember the last time I climbed a tree. Maybe it was the time Phillip Van Stavern, the little neighborhood boy I was climbing a great big ole pine tree with, fell on his way down and broke his arm. Was that it? I was only five or six, and I honestly can’t remember any more trees after that. I found out later that Phillip had never climbed a tree before, but he wasn’t going to be outdone by the new girl on the block. He shoulda known better.

My daughter used to love climbing trees, too. Once, when she was five or six, she climbed almost to the top of a 30-foot white birch. She called out a cheery hello as I stood next door talking to a neighbor. The first thing the neighbor said was: (to me) “Oh my God!” and (to Veronica in a loud voice) “You’re going to fall!!!”

I could have willingly strangled that woman. How often do we do exciting, happy, adventuresome things, only to have some well-meaning but clueless person preach to us about the dangers involved?

Veronica knew perfectly well how to be careful in a tree. She’d learned on little trees and then gradually stretched herself to take on more challenging ones. I don’t know for sure, but I wonder if she ever climbed another tree after that neighbor prophesied doom to her.

Did you climb trees when you were a kid?

Ever take a nap in one of them?
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Description automatically generated]

~ ~ ~
[image: ]


Keep Calm

SATURDAY APRIL 21, 2018 — Have you met a new author lately? No telling how much fun you’ll have if you give it a try.

My friend Doug Dahlgren hosts a monthly "Evening with Authors You Should Know" at the Georgia Center for the Book, which is in the Decatur (Georgia) Library auditorium the first Friday of each month at 7:15 pm.

This free event is always a fascinating round table discussion with four authors at a time. The next one (May 4th), the four guest authors will be Dr. William Rawlings, Tori Bailey, Duncan Dobie, and my writer friend Sharon Marchisello.

If you’re anywhere near Decatur, I hope you can make it. 

In the meantime, do what feels good – read a book!
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Give 100%—Except When You’re Giving Blood

SUNDAY APRIL 22, 2018 — Yesterday, I donated blood at the Red Cross. Why do I do it?

A number of years ago, while I still lived in Vermont, the daughter of some friends of ours spent her 12th birthday in the hospital, dealing with aplastic anemia. For months, she was kept alive with blood and platelet transfusions. That was when I began donating my blood on a regular basis.

One day, when I was sitting with her (so her parents could go home and get a shower and some rest) someone knocked on her hospital door. In walked an unassuming fellow carrying a white package of some sort. He said his name was Jerry and he’d heard Susannah liked ice cream. "Our company’s developing some new flavors," he said, "and we wondered if you’d give them a try and let us know what you think."

She agreed, so he opened the well-insulated package to reveal six little containers of ice cream. He handed her a couple of tiny wooden spoons and a postage paid postcard where she could write in which flavors she liked and which she didn’t.

Then he left.

She let me taste them, too.

The one we both liked the most was the brand-new Cherry Garcia.

It was only later that we found out her visitor was THE Jerry of Ben & Jerry’s.

Today, Susannah’s not only alive, but she thrives. And I’m still giving blood every other month.
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bird nest with cat hair

MONDAY APRIL 23, 2018 — I have a bird house out in my front yard that nobody’s used for three years. Last week I decided just to take it down. Fortunately, before I lifted it off the pole, I thought to look inside.

Here’s what I found.

Note the fluffy white layer (from a cotton bird-nesting ball I bought at Wild Birds Unlimited), topped with clumps of cat hair. The birds — all the birds, not just the ones who’ve built this nest—have been emptying the cat hair basket (see my post from March 24th) every two days. I couldn’t brush Fuzzy Bear fast enough (or she wasn’t shedding enough) to keep it full. The birds prefer light-colored hair, so they left the black Wooly Bear and Callie fur until they were desperate).

Luckily I remembered that in my garage I had an old bag filled with cat hair. 

Don’t ask me why I kept it.

People save the strangest things.

Anyway, I’ve been going out every other morning and replenishing the hair basket with hair from Chaucer and Agatha and Rimski and Dexter and ... all the light-haired cats I’ve had over the years. As well as the daily brushings from Fuzzy Britches.

So the question for today is: What useless things do you have piled up in your garage? Maybe they’re not as useless as you think.
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red clover

TUESDAY APRIL 24, 2018 — When the red clover begins to bloom, I usually expect to see the honeybees. They love red clover. 

This year, I haven’t seen any honeybees out yet. Maybe it’s because of all the rain, or maybe I just haven’t been outside at the right time, or maybe it’s because my red clover patches are more sparse this year than last.

I’m praying nobody within a five-mile radius of my house has used bee-killers, often referred to as herbicides, but I realize that’s probably a futile wish.

I’ll let you know when the honeybees arrive. It won’t be long till the Koelreuteria paniculata (golden rain tree) will be blooming. That should bring the bees a-running ... er, a-flying.

In the meantime, if you’d like to know a lot more about honeybees, you can check out http://beeskneesbeekeeping.blogspot.com  [2020 note: Better yet, take a look at the 6 volumes of my beekeeping memoirs – BeesKnees #1, BeesKnees #2, and so on.]
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Iris Veins

WEDNESDAY APRIL 25, 2018 — While I was looking at this iris a day or two ago, I realized that it’s a lot like these last four books of my Biscuit McKee Mysteries. See how the veins branch out? See how the petals seem to interweave? See how the colors meld and blend and yet somehow stay distinct?

All the stories in the WHITE AS ICE quadrilogy are like that. People that come into the story in the 1700s or 1800s are connected, and as the story (stories) unfold, we see the family connections that branch out.

Of course, Marmalade is there, too, like the yellow center of this iris.

This is a saga I hope people will return to again and again. I love to re-read the Gamache books by Louise Penny, because I see new threads and connections in them each time I re-visit those books. I hope you’ll do the same with mine. 

Of course, I have to finish writing them first!
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What to Marvel At

THURSDAY APRIL 26, 2018 — When my friend Jackie White dropped by for a visit a couple of days ago, she stood by her car and waved to me on the porch. "You have to come see this!"

"This" turned out to be leaf fragment lying on my driveway with these crystal-clear water droplets beaded up on it.

Worth stopping a moment or two to look at and marvel. Even the little fleck of dirt in the big droplet is perfect.

What have you marveled at lately?
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Start Where You Are

FRIDAY APRIL 27, 2018 — Last night was another Memoirs class at the library. Leading these classes is fun and challenging at the same time. The experience also is getting me closer to writing my own memoirs (once I get the last four Biscuit books out there).

They’re teaching me to go about the process differently than I would have done if I’d started on this project a year ago. Why? Because in reading dozens of memoirs as background for these classes, I’ve discovered a lot about what works and what doesn’t work with such material.

Take this quotation from Arthur Ashe. A disconcertingly large number of the memoirs I’ve read have been merely a bunch of whining. These people may be starting where they are, but they don’t seem to be doing anything about it.

The classes I’m teaching are about writing family stories, the ones you want to pass along to children and grandchildren, so there are a lot of tales of "the good times." Some of the stories that are coming up, though, are about difficult issues. 

How do you write about those?

I think at the next class, I’m going to relay this Ashe quotation. It applies not only to life, but to writing about that life.

What are you ready to start?
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I am not what you think I am

SATURDAY 28 APRIL 2018 — You may need to think about this one a bit. I know I did. Just as the picture says, "You are what you think I am." 

I can remember reacting negatively to someone I’d just met, based only on the fact that she reminded me so much of someone I’d had a great deal of difficulty with when I was a child. This new person was not who/what I thought she was. Instead, my response said more about me than it did about her.

Do that ever happen to you? Or (since it happens to all of us) perhaps I should ask, how often does that happen to you?

Today, I plan to see the people I run into as they are.

[image: text with picture of a Buddha statue reads: I am not what you think I am. 
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Sailboat napkins

SUNDAY APRIL 29, 2018 — Do you ever want an easy way to spruce up a meal? I have a feeling I’ve already used this photo in an earlier post, but today I have something different to say about it, so here goes.

To spruce up a meal, try folding the napkins. Even paper napkins can look spectacular. I have a favorite sailboat fold that I learned years ago. It’s designed so the tines of the fork hold the "boat" in place, but I found recently that my nubby linen napkins are too bulky, so the folds don’t fit between the fork tines. The solution? Clothespins.

After all, my brunch guests were good friends and we all got a laugh about the elegance of the napkin fold versus
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