Week One


This past week of writing is very little different from any other week before.  It was a lot of the same sort of random thoughts I normally commit to writing.  I’ve basically spent the past couple of days on the web log-preparing friends and acquaintances for my entry into Geocities.  I’ve finally gotten over my fear of writing about (possibly) competing companies on my sites.  (This one is, of course, brought to you by Yahoo!, and the other by Google.  Do the same people own them yet?  Who knows … by this time Monday, they could all be subsidiaries of Bristol-Meyer-Squib-Glaxo-SmithKline-Beechum-AOL-Time-Warner-Nabisco-Acme-Farmerinna-Dell.) 

Another fear I’ve gotten over is my fear of mentioning that the advertising banner on the other site is supposed to generate revenue for me, and the advertisers on it.  I’ve since realized that if I don’t click on those annoying things, then no one else does either.  I think it’s too much of a bother to write in and request that I be removed, so I think I’ll try to get disqualified from it.  If I read the End User License Agreement on it properly, I’m not supposed to encourage people to click on the Adsense bar.  Which is kind of funny to me … that’s like forbidding radio or television stations from reminding you that the program you’re watching is funded by their advertisers.  Come on!  I’m here to entertain, too.  I’m just looking to make a little money with it like anyone else!

So, in my quest to get my Adsense bar removed from This Space for Rent, I say to you … PLEASE VISIT MY SPONSORS!!!  CLICK AWAY!!!  If that doesn’t get me banned, I don’t know what will.  Panhandling will ensue momentarily.

****   ******     ****       ******

I find this site to be quite liberating.  I feel as if I can write about anything I like.  For example; on my web log, I have a weekly feature I call the Humpday Quote of the Week.  This week, it was on the topic of bisexuality.  Well, I usually count sexuality as being off limits on my main writing project.  I always have.  But, I couldn’t resist printing the quote I found.  I swear, I thought this one up independently several years ago.  This quote was by Bernard Manning (and, Mr. Manning, if for some reason you find yourself reading this … and I’m assuming your still alive, and your quote isn’t from several decades ago … please don’t be offended by what I say next), of whom I have never heard.  

He said, “I’m glad I’m not bisexual.  I couldn’t stand being rejected by men as well as women.”

It is very reassuring to know that I’m not the only one prone to such dry spells.  What is not so reassuring is that I thought the whole line up myself in High School … Only now to find out someone has beaten me to it word for word.

I could rant on and on about the subject of sexuality.  I don’t care about anyone else’s sexuality.  I don’t care en masse, that is.  On a case-by-case basis, it’s different.  Gay men have a way of knowing I’m not gay.  No problem there.  And, I have a habit of treating the women I meet as human beings first.  So, by the time I find out one way or another about their sexuality, they either have a boyfriend or girlfriend.  No real problem there, either.  

There are times I think it would be nice to be back in that rat race again, I skip the thoughts of sex possibly meaning death … That’s been overplayed … I think back to a past relationship in which I gave of myself with total devotion, only to come down with a bad case of heartbreak.  Sleep with the wrong person, and you’ll hurt yourself … Even if there isn’t a venereal disease involved.  (But, heck! it is enjoyable while the illusion lasts, isn’t it?)

****   ******     ****       ******

Meeting fellow writers hasn’t happened since I was in High School.  Yeah, yeah, yeah … if you’ve clicked over here, friend of a friend of the writer of Open Escape, I’m mentioning High School again.  Get over it.  I had fun there; I’ve had just as much fun in the rest of my life.  If you don’t believe that, reread the last essay.

This past Monday, I had a rare vacation day, which was supposed to have been spent recovering from a six hour-long road trip.  Weather and my mother’s flare up of rheumatoid arthritis prevented that, so I instead stayed in town.  I had found a nifty little bookstore a week earlier, and found that a writers’ group met there.  I went to the meeting, which was my first one, and I was the only person who showed up … Other than the bookstore owner who hosts the thing.  From what I gathered, there is normally a group of four to ten writers who show up there.  They range from hobbyists to professionals.  (The bookstore owner is a hobbyist who has written three novel length books, and never sought a publisher.)  You can guess what category I fall into.  I haven’t done any creative writing in a very long time, but I’m getting around to it.  At some point I got distracted (I took up acting).  Then I put on enough weight after graduation to guarantee that I wouldn’t get any traditional parts … So, I’ll try to write again.

Going to this writers’ group helped me to realize, though, that I was at fault for sequestering myself so much from life.  I’ve spent the past few years hiding from something.  Perhaps (as the old cliché goes) I’ve been hiding from myself.  Might explain some of the dissatisfaction I’ve had with my life.  

But, the more people I meet and talk to, the more I realize that dissatisfaction is a part of life.  It might even be a sign that (gasp!) things are going as they should!

I need to get really fed up with my life before I get motivated enough to change it.  Now … What to do, what to do?

