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Rockledge --October 16, 2009

This is my beginning brainstorming for my new mystery, Rockledge. My original idea from couple of years ago was to have a group of friends at Rockledge and to have them captured or something by some escaped prisoners from a nearby prison.

At the moment, I don't know if that's what I want to do. I've sort of finished murder at the reunion and I have to change the title and remove the extraneous content that I typed. I might be able to use it somewhere else in another book. It's not good at all because it doesn't have a good plot and what plot it has is weak and far-fetched and ridiculous. So as usual, plotting is my weakness and the thing I need to work on. So that will be my challenge. I wrote all those books about a writer because that's what I wanted to write about -- and maybe I still do -- and maybe I can continue to do that. I want my writing to be fun and enjoyable and interesting and challenging for me. I think I have the basic talent to write. What I need to do now is the plotting thing and the organizing thing and the character development thing. I'm going to create a new database for Rockledge, which is my working title for my next book until I figure out what it's about. I could still use theRockledge loction with a different story because the idea of the prisoners doesn't turn me on. It could be a group of people there for a wedding or a bachelor / bachelorette party or a marriage that's falling apart or a friendship that's falling apart. Or I could back to my old stalking thing -- I've used that in a lot of the books I've written. I've now completed six books now -- I'll have to update my writing chronology database. One of the ideas I keep toying around with is the neighbor moving in next door and creating havoc in someone's life -- or a co-worker who creates havoc -- or marrying into a family where there's someone who creates havoc in the character's life. I like writing in first-person but it is rather limiting. I ended up cheating in MATR by having three first-person characters. That seemed to work okay so I may try that again if I'm not able to have just one first-person character.

I don't necessarily have to write about a writer again -- it's sort of awkward because I don't consider myself a real writer yet -- I will be -- I know that. It seems like I used to have better ideas for plots -- I'm sort of not having any right now.

I could write about a psychologist or a teacher -- I would feel comfortable with those professions. I could write about a stay at home mom who writes fiction in her down time and has a wild imagination and is always seeing mysteries wherever she goes. The mysteries usually aren't until they are. She teaches a workshop at a local community college -- Her husband is a banker but not a stuffy one -- he's the president of one of the small banks in Rivermont. They live in a lakeside house in Edelweiss. Mysterious next door neighbors move in and Elise immediately thinks they're up to something. This one can easily be first person. Maybe he's not a banker -- but I'll figure that out. I could do the character sketch of Elise and then work from there. She has two really close friends, as usual. Victoria, called Tory, and Cara. Okay, somehow there's this plot that isn't apparent at once but eventually becomes apparent.

Maybe the culmination of the book, is a weekend at Rockledge. Tory's parents own Rockledge. Cara can be Barbara -- she's had a book published and she's an inspiration for Elise.

The people move in next door because they're going to rob the bank. What is Elise's husband's name? Jeb -- I think it's Jeb. This one has the feel of that Greg Iles book -- Third Degree -- Cara works for a venture capital company who banks at Jeb's bank. It's all about the money. Well, I don't know if this is the story yet. I sort of like the people but I don't know if I like the plot. I want something that I'll enjoy writing about. I thnk elise is a counselor who writes fiction and who teaches a creative writing workshop for fun. She has stayed in touch with her high school English teacher who's 96 years old. Okay, here's the deal -- no matter how much I might want to actually start writing the fiction narrative, I can't until I feel good about the plot and the synopsis and the scenes -- writing the fiction narrative is the easiest, most fun part for me. Elise is the lynchpin of the book. Does her husband disappear? Does one of her friends disappear? She's a strong, pleasant, enjoyable, fun woman – 

attractive, charming, intelligent. Neighbors move in, she's excited to get to know them. I could do justice to a small town banker.

There's a private grade school where her kids go -- ther's a church and a hospital and a university and a community college -- and Jeb's bank in downtown Rivermont. Family-owned bank – he took over as president after his brother, Kevin, a real mover and shaker in the Rivermont community, committed suicide.

Do some restaurants, some charity dinners, some plays, Jeb come s from old family money and Elise comes from a single mom working hard to keep her family taken care of. Elise's Mom lives with them. She has an apartment in the lower level of the house. Elise sometimes feels inferior to Jeb's familly but has gradually begun to overcome that as she sees their faults and shortcomings and downfalls. With Jeb's brother Kevin dead, there's just Jeb and his sister Lisa. 

Cara and Jeb do business together.

10/17/09

Maybe the three friends and their husbands or significant others go to Rockledge for their annual trout fishing trip. Maybe the bad guys follow them. I don’t know yet who the bad guys are or what they want. I’m going to start carrying the little tape recorder with me so I can take notes that way. I had some ideas today and didn’t write them down and so now they’re sort of gone.

One thing was in the rest room at Wal-Mart. There was a line and someone said that there was a person in the handicapped stall who’d been in there a long time and just wasn’t coming out. I could hear the woman talking and I thought she was a crazy lady talking to herself. Then I realized that she was talking on her cell phone, not talking to herself. I sort of liked the crazy lady idea better but the cell phone in the rest room is a good idea too. Nowadays, we’re so connected. We’re always connected. And yet the new technology has also served to disconnect us. Face to face is the most connected but we avoid that with e-mail, and cell phones, and texting and twitter and facebook.

I really like Elise already. Tonight I’ll set up my laptop in front the TV and watch all the NCIS – on channel 4 and USA – and type in the character form and start typing in information on Elise. I think I’ll also create a plot form that can somehow help me plot. Maybe I’ll look up plotting online. I’ll bring in the books I got from the Warrenton library and see what they have to say about plots. I also want some kind of plot timeline. I can visualize a form with rows of boxes where I can type in scene information. The forms will start in the writing‑2007 database so that I have templates. Then I can copy them to the current writing project database. That’s interesting – to think of it as a writing project – I wonder if I can use project software. Maybe I can create my own writing project software. That would be exciting and fun.

I think using Microsoft Access as a tool to help me write is an excellent idea. It has helped already. Here are my writing plans. Every day I will write at least 500 words – be it plotting and planning or writing. Each day during the planning and plotting process / stage, I’ll copy that day’s writing into the database. This feels really good. This feels like I’m really on track. I’m hoping that Bunny / Barbara sent me her POV notes so that will be something writing connected that I can do. Here’s my plan for the rest of the day: I will now eat some cottage cheese, get the CD player working and go for a walk listening to John Grisham’s The Appeal. Then I’ll leave for home. I’ll stop at the Kluesner’s with the check for the water, then I’ll stop at the Washington Wal-Mart and look for walky-talkies for Rockbridge (I should have bought them when I saw them and thought about it, then I’ll go home and have my steak and watch NCIS – so I have to get home by 7.

10/18/09

Elise in a counselor -- she has a secret. Or one of her friends has a secret. Elise and Jeb have a good marriage, after some struggles and challenges. Several years ago they both had serious health scares that opened their eyes to the importance of their relationship.

So maybe this is a story of their marriage, a story of Elise's friendships with Tory and Cara., a story of people finding themselves in the midst of chaos and terror. I don't know what the problem is yet but I think what I'll do is work on the characters and hope they show me what their stories are. I've heard that that's the way it happens sometimes. I also asked Ellen to think of a story line for me. 

The character template from the blockbuster book didn't really work for me. I may have to come up with one of my own. I think I've seen one somewhere that I really like but maybe it's best that I design my own form.

I have to trust that the right idea, the right plot for the book will come to me. I've had about a dozen ideas for books -- actually 22 in my record -- so the ideas were there at one time and it's just a matter of getting another idea. Maybe there's something about a soldier returned from war, like Sam Bird. Or maybe a soldier who did secret espionage work. Or maybe killing someone while on guard duty. Or maybe someone has a hit and run accident. One moment can change lives. I want to create people that I like, that are interesting and fun and intriguing. I like the idea of Elise being a counselor and maybe coming across a puzzle or a mystery or a problem. Something intriguing and attracting and puzzling. Maybe Elise has suspicions about Jeb and Cara and then realizes that both of them are caught in a problematic business deal that they're trying to work out without worrying Elise.

Elise and Jeb have two children -- a son who's 15 and a daughter who's18. Or something. I love the idea that I can make this whatever I want. In my writing, I'm God. Elise has an office in downtown Rivermont in a high-rise overlooking the river. Jeb's bank is a couple of blocks away and sometimes when their schedules coincide, they carpool. But not too often because they've both seen marriages that got messed up because of too much closeness and not enough, sufficient alone time for each spouse.

When I finish writing tonight's section, I’ll go back and read what I've written for the past four days so I see where I've been, where I am and where I'm going. I think I want to try the mind mapping idea where I take a word or a character or a plot and build on it with connections. So one thing would lead to another, one idea would spark another. As I look back at what I've written, the plots aren't as stupid and naive and amateurish as I was telling myself they were. Tomorrow I will print this out and see where I am. Maybe I'll take a few minutes now to read it.

10/19/09

Add in about a pet in distress, the way we get attached to our pets and will do anything to keep them with us. An older woman and a middle-aged man leaving the emergency animal hospital – she was crying – the nurse receptionist said to them as they left, “Be careful driving home.” A woman in the waiting room waiting for her dog who’d had an allergic reaction to her shots that afternoon. We talked about loving our pets. When her dog came out, the woman talked to her as if she were a baby – in a  high-pitched baby voice – loving and caring – as if the dog were her friend and would understand every word the woman was saying.

I felt guilty for not taking Princess to the vet and I wasn’t able to just let her go – so I fell to pieces and just had to take her to the bet. I’ll o whatever is best for her, my baby, my beloved Princess. 

I like Elise and Jeb and Tory and Cara – need names for Elise’s and Jeb’s children. I’ll work on the characters and the location and the plot will come. Elise is in practice in a downtown high-rise and has Tory as a partner in her practice. They were childhood friends, as was Cara. They all went to the same grade school and junior high and high school. (They could be characters in a reunion mystery.

Jeb was also part of their elementary school gang. He’d loved Elise since the moment he saw her for the first time in third grade. Elise and Tory had been college roommates at Mizzou. Jeb had gone there on a football scholarship – despite the fact that his family had enough money to buy the university. He thought he might be good enough for professional football. But in his senior year, he’d broken his leg and it had been a bad enough break to end any thought of a professional career. He’d discovered and interest and an avocation for finance, numbers and accounting – following his family’s background and following in his older brother Kevin’s footsteps. He’d graduated near the top of his class. He and Elise had both gone to graduate school, in St. Louis. Him to Washington University and her to St. Louis University. He'd gotten an MBA and Elise had stayed on until she had her Ph.D. in clinical psychology. They'd gotten married the summer after their sophomore year at Mizzou. Jeb came from money and he was able to support them easily. Elise was bright enough to qualify for full-ride scholarships wherever she went to school. Jeb got a fellowship to the London School of Finance or Economics while Elise was finishing up her doctorate and they discovered she was pregnant. Jeb had several job offers on both coasts but both of them love the Midwest and Rivermont especially. Their families were there -- and they didn't want to move away from their families. Elise took at jb at one of the family service clinics in downtown Rivermont and Jeb joined his family's banking operation. He and his brother Kevin were always in competition and that had extended to the bank.

Jeb was in a suburban branch and Kevin was at the main headquarters in downtown Rivermont. Carpentier is the family name. Cooper was Elise's maiden name. Tory's family owns Rockledge and her parents are divorced but they run Rockledge together. Cara's dad is a doctor and her mother is an alcoholic. Elise grew up poor -- her Mom was a widow who supported Elise and her brother on a modest secretary's salary. It built in Elise a respect for hard work. She and Jeb both had strong work ethics -- Jeb because it was a family tradition and Elise because of what she saw her mother do. Jeb's brother suffered from undiagnosed clinical depression and eventually committed suicide. The Carpentier family was a founding family of Rivermont -- mostly banking and some real estate development Cara was married to Kevin when he committed suicide. She was part of the movers and shakers and she was devastated by Kevin's death and couldn't figure out what happened. 

OnStar can disable a car in a high-speed chase.

Do something about waiting in an emergency clinic for a sick animal -- the heartbreak -- the pain over the helplessness of a hurting animal. The sounds and smells -- window open -- making you yearn for freedom -- doors where you need to be buzzed in --Sorrow and grief at losing a loved one -- a dear companion -- The tears, the sobs, the kleenex -- the actual ache in the heart. We sell our souls for the loss of a pet. Their love and devotion can sustain and uplift us. Elise has a cat that is 18 years old, the same age as her daughter -- who by the way still needs a name --Caitlin -- like the girl at the emergency animal clinic. Caitlin Carpentier --Called CeeCee by her brother and sometimes her parents.

Elise had found the kitten perched on the back step of their first little ranch house on the outskirts of Rivermont, looking up alertly, as if to say, Here I am, let me in so we can begin our adventure together. Elise had the kitten for two weeks before she went into labor with Caitlin -- it had been good practice for tp care for and nurture a small being - Jeb took over kitten duties when Elise was in the hospital so he got a taste of nurturing also.

Elise is tall and slender and blond and beautiful. Jeb adores her and she adores him. That's not to say they have a plastic Stepford marriage -- they argue and disagree but all in all, it's a strong loving marriage and a strong loving family,

Elise is happy, solid, reassuring, calm but with a great sense of humor and a delightful belly laugh -- she exudes confidence and her patients often absorb that feeling --She's bright and engaging and personable -- She writes mysteries and has completed two books but isn't ready to show her work to anyone -- she knows she has it in her to do better.

10/21/09

Column in today's Post about people and character and where the wild things are. Very interesting. Possible to achieve momentary harmony through creative work. Instincts and impulses implanted in us by evolution, culture, and upbringing.

My baby Princess is not doing well. I think we're going to lose her. I wish she would slip away on her own but I will do for her whatever I can do. I love her so much -- she's been such a special friend to me all these years. I think I've felt more love from her for me than anywhere else in my life. She loves me and accepts me and I'm important to her and this has been such a special thing. She's so weak -- she can't walk. She managed to walk to the litter box and stayed there a long while, then got herself out of it, but laid down on the floor a short distance away. Thank you, God, for the blessing of Princess in my life. I will continue to feel her presence and her love, even when she's gone. TJ and Mouse don't know what's going on. Princess is lying on the dining room table until a lamp to keep her warm and TJ and Mouse are staying away.  Our beloved pets give us such joy and their loss brings us such pain.

I want to be a good person. I want to be an honest person. I want my writing to reflect my goodness and my honesty. The Iris Dart book I'm listening to is very interesting. The heroine is selfish and egotistic and self-centered and materialistic. As she goes through various challenges, she grows and changes. I think she will bery naturally be rid of those faults that are making her so unhappy.

I like the idea of characters changing during the course of a book. I also like characters staying consistent, if there's no reason for them to change. 

Elise is a strong, capable character whom I really like. She's already done her overcoming and her meeting challenges and so has Jeb. They're good people, good parents, but they're not shallow. They've been through a lot and have earned their good lives.

Tory and Cara are different than Elise. They each have their own shortcomings, that they're aware of and working on. I know about Cara -- she was married to Kevin Carpentier and was devastated when he took his own life. She couldn't understand it -- she had no idea what went wrong.

Cara works for a consortium of venture capital principals. The main investor is located in Rivermont. He and Cara have an office in a downtown loft close to the river. The economic problems have caused them no end of grief. They're both relatively wealthy and would never need to work another day of their lives. But they were of the breed that didn't work for the money but for the love of the chase. They'd compared niotes one day and discovered that the excitement of investing in potential new greatest thing what turned them on -- the potential return on their investment was just pie-in-the-sky. 

10/24/09

I didn't write Thursday or Friday because of my precious Princess' health and because of my weird hours caused by the UK announcement.

I had to have my precious baby put to sleep this morning. It's the first time I've ever had to do anything like that and it was extremely difficult. Johnny always did things like that, not me.

I loved Princess so much -- she was the best cat of all and I felt that she loved me and that was wonderful. I'm going to write her story for the Web site and put her pictures in it.

One of the vets, a young woman, was the one who did the euthanasia injection. She first sedated Princess, and that's when I left the room. I didn't want to stay for the rest of it. Ellen came to the vet with me but didn't come into the room -- she was crying as much or more than me. This was a difficult experience for me. I felt some things I haven't felt before. I really identified with Princess and wanted to be there holding her at the end. I brought her home last night for one last night with her family. I fixed up the pet bed for her so she could sleep with me on Poppa's bed. I don't know that she slept. She was always awake when I looked at her. She cried a few times. Dr. Ryerson said she wasn't in pain so I didn't feel bad about waiting another day.

We got Princess in 1991 as a present for Ellen for her graduation from UMSL. At the time, Ellen was dating Robby Biedenstein, Becky's brother, and there was a cat at the greenhouse owned by Robby's and Becky's uncle Vince? that had a litter of kittens. Ellen and I went to the greenhouse and looked at the kittens in a big cardboard box. I don't know if Ellen had already picked one out by then or if she did it then. I'll have to ask her. The next time I saw Princess was at Robby's apartment. Someone -- I think it was Becky -- had given Princess a flea dip and Princess had a bad reaction to it. She was stumbling around and couldn't walk very well. She eventually got over it. Her official name is Princess Anne. (Note to self: I have to do a memorial for Smokey -- that is very remiss of me.)

One time Ellen brought Princess to St. Louis Computing to show her off to everyone. At one point, Princess started down hall, prancing along with her tail high in the air, and someone called her a show pony. I think it was Ashley the receptionist, who now works at Edward Jones in Human Resources as an Operations recruiter. We started calling her Show Pony as her nickname and it stuck. Johnny mostly called her that all the time.

Princess was always the best of the kittens, loving and kind and well-behaved. She liked to go out on the deck at the house in Columbia, and lay on the padded cushion of Poppa's chaise lounge. At the little house, we let Princess and Smokey go out on the front deck of the house, as long as we kept a close eye on them. They couldn't be trusted to stay on the deck. Princess also enjoyed the back deck at the little house.

Princess usually slept at the foot of my bed, no matter what bed I was sleeping in. She did this right up to the last week or two.

She liked hiding out in the closet in the little bedroom. She also would lie on the back of the sofa behind me while I watched television. For years, that was where she spent most evenings. For the past few weeks she hadn't been doing that. She also liked to lie on the cushioned bar chair at the breakfast bar. She would come up on the kitchen counter also and would sometimes lie there. In the past few months, she seemed to stop doing those things and now I think it might have been because she had trouble jumping up.

One time I was packing up the kittens for the little house and I couldn't find Princess anywhere. I looked all over the house and finally happened to look up at the cabinets over the refrigerator and there she was, looking down at me and ignoring me calling her 

Of all the kittens we've had, Princess was the only one who ever came when she was called -- I really liked that. After Johnny died, I started taking all the cats with me to Rockbridge and of course, Princess was the best behaved one of all. There was and still is a special bond between Princess and me. I felt that she loved me, and I felt that no one or nothing had ever loved me the way Princess did. I was important to her, I was the most important thing in the world to her.

A couple of times I took her for a ride without her being in a pet taxi. She would explore for a bit but would then come lie in my lap and do her nuzzling and nudging thing. She loved to nudge my hand and she loved for me to rub her ears and the side of her head. Up until the end this morning, she was still doing her nudging thing. She finally stopped doing it and I knew the end was near. 

When I picked her up from her bed to hold her this morning, she went all over me and the floor. I can remember not minding and not being upset. She is so important to me and I love her so much that it didn't bother me. I quickly cleaned it up and then went on with holding her. That's what I did for a long time this morning, along with petting her and brushing her with the soft brush. She spent two nights at the animal emergency clinics -- Monday and Tuesday. Then she spent the night at home on Wednesday. I had to be at work at 6 a.m. on Thursday for the UK sale project. I thought I would be able to leave at 10 to take her back to the vet but the project got postponed. So I called Ellen to see if she could leave work to take Princess to the vet but she had screening interview scheduled that morning and couldn't leave. Although she told me this morning that her boss had told her she could have cancelled them and taken Princess to the vet. I called Mike and he was able to do it. When he got to the house, Princess wasn't under the bed where I told him she'd been when I left for work. He looked all over for her and finally found her downstairs sitting under the table. I have no idea how she got down there. The night before when I brought her home from the vet, she'd been barely able to walk. I can't imagine how she managed the stairs. 

One time years ago a friend of mine came over to work on a project with me. She'd come on her way home from work and had brought with her a McDonald's hamburger and French fries because she hadn't had any dinner. We sat down at the dining room table, and Stephanie spread the food out in front of her. Princess proceeded to jump up on the table (a bad habit of all of our kittens and one that we just let them do and didn't try to discipline them. Princess grabbed a French fry and began to gobble it down. It was so funny to watch.

Princess was the most beautiful of our cats. She looked like a Maine Coon cat in every way, with the M on her forehead and the markings and the gray fur and the hair growing between her toes. I always thought that when she was gone, I would try to get another Maine Coon cat to replace her -- but she's irreplaceable. I also thought that I would spend $50,000 to get her cloned. But today I realized that I might get a cat who resembled Princess, but the cat wouldn't have her loving, good-natured personality. So I won't spend $50,000 to clone Princess. 

She liked to eat canned chicken and tuna, sometimes Doritos, sometimes creamer. When I was sitting at my desk or at the computer in the living room, she would sometimes come and jump up on my lap and lay there with me. It was very sweet and enjoyable.

I feel very blessed and fortunate to have known and loved Princess. She brought joy and happiness to my life and I miss her very much. I know she is in heaven with Johnny and Big Marge and Smokey and Maggie and Romanian Baby and Taylor and Johnny's Mom and Dad and Rocky and my Dad. I picture them all being happy and joyous and some day I'll be there with them. I will never forget Princess and I will always love her. I've put up several pictures of her around the house so that I'll feel she's still with me. 

I now vow to spend more time with TJ and Mikayla and make sure they know how much I love and cherish them. They are my family and they are very important to me.

10/25/09
At church today, I had Jan Mourning (prayer chaplain) pray with me about Princess and I felt better. I feel sort of stupid for reacting this way about a cat but as Mary Beth says, my cat is a member of my family. Sometimes 1 think death and grief are going to destroy me, to overwhelm me. I'll just do my best, take it one day at a time, try to remember all the wonderful memories I have of Princess, and try not to cry. I know I will get better, just as I did about Taylor and Romanian Baby and Poppa. This is the raw, fresh stage of grief.
After his brother's suicide, Jeb Carpentier leaves his family's banking business / business and becomes a high school mathematics teacher. The drama, the trauma, the stress. Jeb teaches a practical mathematics course that the kids love - they invite their parents to attend.
Before Poppa died, when I went for a walk, I would leave the front door open and Princess would always be sitting there by the door, waiting for me to come home.
1 wrote to Silent Unity to thank them for their prayers about Mike and to ask for prayers for Princess and for my grief. I also wrote a note to Bunny to include with the newsletter article.
I had two extra blessed years with Princess after the thyroid treatment. She was diagnosed with hyperthyroidism and had a shot of radioactive iodine, which worked perfectly. In December 2008, she was diagnosed with diabetes and took a special kind of insulin for awhile. It didn't seem to be working well for her so I took her off the insulin and she did fine. But she had had chronic renal problems for years and kidney failure is what she eventually died of. She had a long and happy life and she gave all of us much happiness during her life.
Life's continuum - all God, all the time. Constant awareness of God. Living in the moment with God. Serve the Lord - that's the only thing I can do. Give and serve and love and quit feeling sorry for myself for my losses and be grateful for what I've had and what I have.
It's time to start putting some data into the database about my characters. I'm starting to forget who they are. Here's my plan. I will put data about them into the database and then think about them some more. I still don't have a mystery or a plot but I think this way will work. I don't want the prisoner escaping plot and I don't want the banking thing plot - and I think I'll change Cara from venture capital. I need to make more characters - like Elise's Mom and Jeb's mom and dad and maybe more siblings for them and that may head me in the direction oi getting my plot.
I want to try some new kinds of people and locations - but I'll continue to do Rivermont and Edelweiss -1 like those and feel comfortable with those. A plot, a mvsterv will come to me -1 iust will do the work and trust.
10/26/09
Elise Carpentier stood looking out the floor-to-ceiling windows of her downtown Rivermont office. It was 5 p.m. on a a Friday in late November.
She was waiting for one of her two best friends, Cara Carpentier, who was also her sister-in-law.
Elise was afraid she knew what her friend wanted and Elise was going to have to say no to Cara's request.
It looked cold and damp outside, and the downtown lights were shrouded in fog. Next week was Thanksgiving and Elise was planning to invite Cara to join her family for Thanksgiving dinner. She knew the upcoming holidays were going to be difficult for her friend and she intended to be as supportive as possible.
Cara's husband Kevin had committed suicide almost a year ago and Cara was still struggling with the loss. She'd been in counseling with a grief counselor and was also part of a grief support group.
But as far as Elise could tell, her friend was not doing any better. She was still mired in the deepest of mourning
Elise was almost positive the Cara was going to ask if she could start seeing Elise for counseling. And Elise was going to have say no. Treating a friend or family member was totally against the code of ethics she followed. Counseling needed to be an attachment-free, emotion-free arrangement.
Elise's heart went out to her friend. Having a loved one take his or her own life had to be one of the most difficult deaths to cope with. In addition to the grief, there was also the guilt.
"What did I do wrong?"
"What could I have done to prevent this?"
"Is this my fault?"
"How can I ever get over this loss if I don't understand what happened?"
The list of questions and the remonstrations were endless.
After Kevin's death, Elise had sat with her friend and had given her the names of counselors she trusted and contacts for the grief support groups in the area. It had broken Elise's heart that she hadn't been able to accept her friend as a patient, but that would have been bad for both of them.
To add to the sorrow of her friend's life, Kevin and Elise had a 12-year-old son named Matthew who had Down syndrome. After Kevin's death, Cara found that she was unable to care for the boy alone. She hadn't realized how much she depended on Kevin for help with Matthew. Despite her best efforts, Cara had to put Matthew in Bayview, a full-sevice care facility for Down syndrome patients on the outskirts of the Midwest city of Rivermont.
Elise knew that Cara visited Matthew every day and also visited Kevin's grave on her way to or from Bayview.
Cara's life was pretty much taken up with her daily visits to Matthew and the cemetery and her counseling and grief support group. Before Kevin's death, Cara had been a principal in a high-powered venture capital firm located in downtown Rivermont, just a block away from the high-rise where Elise and her partner had their counseling practice.

10/27/09
I had a major realization yesterday. My job, my mission, my responsibility is to keep Princess and Poppa alive for as long as I'm alive - by thinking about them, respecting them, appreciating them. I used to think about hov Wanda Schwind and her possessions would disappear and I wished there were some way I could help to keep her memory alive.
Well, I can do that with Princess and Poppa. I think I'll do this as a Web site project. Ellerman.com is already taken, however.
I don't have many pictures of Poppa on the Web site so I'll have to figure out what to do. I'm going to write something. I'll do something like Romanian's page for Princess.
Probably the most important realization about Princess is that she loved me unconditionally -1 was the most important person in the world to her and she showed that love to me in every way. No one else has ever loved me unconditionally like that.
I'm angry but understanding about Andy - misspell it all the way and all the time - wanting me to remove the kids from the Web site. I did it because I understand there ate weirdos and identity theft people out there who might misuse and abuse the information.
Barbara Bunny sent me her notes and I want to read them. I have more things to do than time to do them but that's a good thing. Tonight is one of my two mega TV nights. I love my mega TV nights. All is well.
I think Cara is coming to see Elise to tell her about something she discovered going through Kevin's things that's led her to believe that Kevin didn't commit suicide.
Cara thinks he was murdered. He was found late at night in his office at the bank with a gunshot to the head, and the gun lying on the floor. Cara wants Elise's help. She's afraid to go to the police or to talk to Jeb. She thinks the police will think she's crazy and she thinks Jeb will think she's crazy. She needs Elise to help her think this through. I have to think of what it is that she found.
She'd kept all of Kevin's things, not being able to bear parting with them. His administrative assistant at the bank had packed up the contents of his office and had stored it in one of the bank's basement storage areas. Eventually, the bank facilities person had arrange to have Kevin's belongings moved to a storage facility and had sent the key and the paperwork to Cara. She'd ignored the whole thing for awhile until she needed some ta) documents. She was unable to find them in Kevin's office at their home and decided he must have kept them at the office. She'd called the admin, who'd directed her to the facilities person, who'd gently explained what he'd done and that he'd sent the key and paperwork for the storage facility to her a few months ago.
Embarrassed at her forgetfulness, Cara had thanked the man profusely and had gone in search of the materials he'd sent.
10/28/09
Cara had been unable to find the key and the paperwork for the storage facility. She'd searched everywhere and finally ran out of places to search. She could only think that somehow she'd thrown them out. She felt so embarrassed at having to call the facilities man back but she had no choice.
He'd been most understanding and had said he'd get duplicates of the key and the paperwork. Once again, she'd thanked the man profusely and had volunteered to come to the bank to pick them up. The man, Tom Blackwell was his name, had said he could send them by courier but Cara had insisted she wanted to pick them up so she could thank him in person. Tom had agreed to give her a call when he had the key and the paperwork ready for her to pickup.
It's my job to keep Princess and Poppa alive in my memory and in my life.
Tom had called Cara two days later and left a message on her answering machine. As soon as she heard the message, Cara had grabbed her handbag and car keys and driven to the bank's downtown headquarters. It was the first time she'd been back to the bank since Kevin's death and when she arrived, she drove around the block a couple of times, trying to get up the courage to park and go in.
She hadn't thought this through, she told herself. She should have accepted Tom's offer to courier the key and the paperwork to her. Finally, she turned her SUV into the bank's parking lot. It was late afternoon and the lot was crowded. She drove up and down the rows, looking for a vacant parking space but the only one she could find was in the farthest row from the side entrance of the bank. It was cold and spitting rain and she hurried through the parked cars.
At the side entrance to the bank, she asked the guard there to direct her to Tom Blackwell in Facilities. She thought the man had looked at her oddly but maybe that was just her imagination.
"Please have a seat over there, ma'am and I'll call Tom to let him know you're here. May I have your name?" Cara hesitated briefly and then said, "Cara Carpentier."
The guard had stared at her and his face reddened. "Oh, Mrs. Carpentier, my apologies. I didn't recognize you. And my deepest sympathy at the loss of your husband. He was a great man and we all really miss him."
Cara could feel the sting of tears in her eyes and she blinked rapidly a couple of time to keep the tears from spilling over.
"Thank you," Cara said and nodded. Head down; she walked toward a leather sofa in the foyer area. She heard the guard make a phone call but she didn't look at him.
Even after a year, she always felt on the verge of tears. It had been thoughtful of the man to express his sympathy but it was hard for her to take.

10/29/09

I've decided I don't want the bank murder/suicide as my plot / idea /story. I like the stalker story -- I always have -- most of my books have a stalker or a kidnapper. So we'll have a stalker. I think the stalker has to stalk Elise -- I think Elise is my hero. Tory is the free spirit and Cara is the perfectionist who does everything right.

In class last night, they reinforce that our thoughts create our life. We can have whatever life we want just by changing /controlling /directing our thoughts. We can create our own happiness, our own paradise, our own heaven on earth. Here's the world I'm creating: I'm always serving the Lord. My purpose is to do God's will, to love his children, to take care of his children, to be a shining light of goodness in his world.

I'm a writer and God wants me to write. He's guiding and leading me to my perfect writing. I write suspense with interesting, engaging characters. He wants me to be observant and to serve back my observances through my writing. I'm healthy and strong and energetic. I realize that if I eat correctly and exercise, I will get to my perfect weight and stay there and that's what I'm going to do. I love an d support my children and take care of them in every way I can. They are my gift from God and I cherish them.

I love my kittens and I cherish and care for them. It is my pleasure to keep Princess and Johnny alive in my heart and mind. God wants me to do that. I'm blessed with a wonderful, fun, interesting job and God wants me to be happy in it.

Elise is being stalked but she doesn't realize it at first. When Cara comes to see her about thinking that Kevin's death not being a suicide, she mentions something to Elise about seeing a suspicious looking character in the hallway outside her office. But when Elise goes to check it out, there's no one there.

She's been receiving phone calls where there's no one on the other end of the line just the faint sound of a train whistle off in the distance, sort of a chilling sound. Elise is a very sunny, outgoing, extroverted, happy person who has no suspicions of anyone. It takes her a long time to wrap her mind around the possibility that anyone might be out to get her. She just can't conceive of anyone hating her or holding a grudge against her. As far as she knows, she has no enemies. Everyone likes her and no one hold anything against her.

In her office mail, she received a number 10 envelope with a single folded sheet of white typing paper inside. There were just a few lines typed on the paper. Elise had to read it over a couple of times before she was able to grasp the meaning of the words.

10/30/09

Brainstorming for the plot of Rockledge. I've decided I want to do a stalking of Elise instead of the bank murder thing, whatever that was. 

Who is stalking Elise? Is it a patient? a former patient? A relative of a patient? A relative of a former patient? Is it some whacko who's desperately attracted to her? Is it someone from her past?

Is it someone who was once a friend and who now has a vendetta out for her? IS it a woman? I don;t know if I've ever had a woman villain. That might be kind of fun. Maybe it was someone who was a friend of Jeb and Elise -- she and her husband were friends of the Carpentiers. The two couples often had dinner together, attended the symphony, plays. Twice they'd vacationed together, taking along the Carpentiers' children to an all-inclusive family resort in Mexico.

So I need names for them -- Lydia is the woman and her husband is named James. Something happens to mess things up. Elise had started not feeling comfortable around Lydia. She had quirks and personality affects that bothered Elise. James was okay but he was a quiet man and Elise couldn't get a good feel for what he was really like. Jeb had started to feel oddly about the couple also. He and Elise had talked about it, wondering how they could distance themselves from them -- the Brennans had somehow intertwined themselves into the Carpentiers' life. They belonged to the same church, had joined the same country club. Lydia had even wanted to come to counseling with Elise but Elise explained how that wasn't possible, that she couldn't take a friend as a patient.

Lydia sold real estate but not too successfully. James was an electrical engineer at an aerospace firm in St. Louis. He had a fairly long commute but Lydia had fallen in love with Rivermont and with Edelweiss in particular and refused to live anywhere but Rivermont.

James was quiet and introverted. Elise had tried on many occasions to draw him out, to learn more about his background, his personality and his likes and dislikes. But he seemed to turn in on himself the more that she questioned him. Elise had tried to get the information out of Lydia but with different results. Lydia gave her vague, half-answers that weren't really answers at all. Sometimes Elise wondered if Lydia even knew all that much about her husband. 

They'd been married almost five years. Lydia had met James Brennan at a fundraiser sponsored by Dynatron, the aerospace firm that he worked for. The company had taken over the symphony for the night for a special fundraiser. They brought back the retired symphony conductor for a grand performance. The conductor was a beloved part of the community for years and his retirement had saddened the Rivermont music community.

James had attended the charity performance because his employer expected it of him. Lydia was there as the date of one of her real estate clients who had needed someone to go with him. Her date had been a Dynatron employee also and had introduced her to James Brennan, one of his colleagues at the firm.

10/31/09

Happy Halloween!

I’m still having difficulty coming up with a plot idea. I’m also suffering from depression over the loss of Johnny and Princess. It seems to be getting worse instead of better. I’m also struggling with the diet again. I seem to be unable to stick to a diet/ I need to e-mail Joan and Karen and see how they’re doing.

This is my last weekend at the little house until next spring. I’m going to winterize tomorrow. We’re going to Rockbridge next weekend. I don’t know if it’s Lydia and James.  I like stalker stories. One thing I’ve never tried is someone intruding on someone’s life. I don’t have any confidence in my ability to tell a story about spies or army warriors or the FBI or government or politics.  I decided I didn’t want to do the escaped prisoners. I haven’t been able to do any kind of plot. I wonder what that one book was – Night’s end with Lane and the loden green cape. I’m at a loss. I know I’m a writer. I know I love to write. But I can think of anything to write about. I want to stay away from first person for awhile because I have no discipline when I’m writing in first person – I just throw in all kinds of extraneous stuff. I have this deep, abiding desire to write but I don’t have much confidence in myself. I think that doesn’t matter. I think I’ll never show what I write to anyone, except maybe for Ellen. So I can do what I want.  I want a deep, broad story with characters I love and hate and am interested in. Maybe I’ll try writing about Tory and see where that gets me.

Tory Rockledge is Elise Carpentier’s partner in the counseling practice. The three women were childhood friends. Tory, short for Victoria, went to grade school together and have been close friends all these years. There was a fourth friend who died when they were all 16. She’d been drinking and driving and had had a horrific accident in the middle of the night. She hit a car in front o her and then careened off went off the road.

She was critically injured and managed to hang on for a couple of days, just enough to give everyone false hope. The doctors had tried their best not to encourage Jessie’s family and friends about the prognosis. But the fact that she was hanging on was encouragement enough.

Tory, Elise and Cara had never forgotten Jessie. They still talked about her, about what a tragic loss her death had been. Jessie was on her way to becoming valedictorian of their senior class. She was incredibly bright but never flaunted her brains. Her one downfall was her obsession with the boy she was in love with. They had a stormy, tempestuous relationship, breaking up and then getting back together and then breaking up again.

They’d had another one of their blow-ups the night of the accident and Jessie had stormed out of a fraternity party, grabbing Mark’s keys and making off with his car. She’d had too much to drink and she wasn’t familiar with Mark’s car, a deadly combination. 

11/1/09

Just outside the entrance to Rockledge, the trout ranch/resort that Tory's family owned, Jessie sideswiped an oncoming car, sending it and her own car off the road, down a ravine. Jessie was killed instantly. The occupants of the other car were critically injured but survived, not without lasting disabilities.

Jessie's parents had been crushed by their daughter's death and by the fact that her blood alcohol had been twice the legal limit.

I'm still thinking about a reunion at Rockledge and Jeanette Stis as a murder victim but probably no prisoners escaping except peripherally, as a second plot point or subplot not as the main plot.

I had some interesting thoughts today. One is that I'm going to try to get up at 5:30 each morning and leave for work early so that I can go by the cemetery on my way to work. It's important to me to go the cemetery every day that I can -- to keep Johnny and now Princess as alive as I can. In the Butterworth book, he explains heaven and hell and life after death in a way that I like. It's just the opposite of what I'd been thinking. We're souls first before we have bodies. So when the bodies wear out or go away, we are still souls just as we began. So Princess and Johnny are still here with me. When my body goes away, my soul will be with them, without end, for eternity. And we will be happy and enjoy everything endlessly -- and be at the little house and at Rockbridge and have Rocky and Smokey and Maggie and Taylor and Emmy and Romanian and Princess with us always -- and Big Marge and Johnny's parents and my dad. All will be well and all is well now. In my diary today I wrote that I'd been sort of depressed yesterday about Princess' and Johnny's deaths but I worked myself out of it. I think walking helped and I will try to walk every day. Right now, the treadmill is hemmed in by boxes so I have to go clear things out so I can get to it. I don't remember doing that but maybe Mike did. 

Give, love, do and all the rest will come to pass. Right now, my wants are freedom from grief, weighing 129 and writing. If I do the reunion, I can include the preparations, the committee, the people reconnecting after years apart.

I had the idea to go back and work on the books I've already written. I've written 6 books and I have a few others that are almost complete. Then I have others that are complete but that have possibilities.

I received a wonderful sympathy card from Jan Mourning about Princess -- very dear, very sweet, very helpful She also told me about the Rainbow Bridge and that made me cry -- it's so sweet -- about being reunited with our beloved pets. I can understand someone wanting to die if their beloved pet died.

Got a great e-mail from Bunny today, expressing her condolences about Princess. 

11/2/09

I also got a letter from Silent Unit about Princess. Today the vet called to say Princess was there so I went to pick up the little black urn with her name and date of death on it.

I got an idea today that might help me. I want to get a Maine coon kitten that looks like Princess. That will help. and it's better than my other idea of having Princess cloned at a cost of $50,000 or more.

I still am not sure about what I'm writing and what I'm doing. I know I eventually want to work on my completed books -- but I'm sort of anxious to do a new book and give it my everything -- do the great plot, the great characters -- the problem is I'm having difficulty coming up with a plot.

Time out -- I just sent three e-mails to local Maine Coon breeders asking them to let me know when they have a gray Maine Coon kitten available. This might make me feel better.

Okay, what kind of book do I want to write? I want to write about a stalker type who's after someone. I want to use Rockbridge as a location. I like the idea of a class reunion or a reunion of friends. Maybe a reunion o friends rather than a full-blown class reunion.

I want some of the city -- downtown lights -- Elise as a counselor -- I like Jeb as a high school math teacher. I like Tory as Elise's partner in their therapy practice -- and Tory  is a different from Elise and Cara as you can get.

The stalker is a man -- but there's also the Jeanette Stis person who devils everyone and who the stalker accidentally kills when she crosses paths with him. Cara is still grieving her husband Kevin, Jeb's brother who supposedly committed suicide but who really didn't. The killer made it look like a suicide. This is the secondary plot, after the one where the stalker is after Elise. What did she do? Why is this crazy person after her? I would assume it's for revenge. 

. I have to think of a motive for all of this. Elise is the target of the stalker.

The stalker -- in most of my other stalker books, the stalker was odd-looking, except for Deadly Fears. I think this stalker is going to be a handsome, self-assured, weathly whacko. Sort of like the killer in the Mary Higgins Clark Loves Music, Loves to Dance. He dresses elegantly, he drives a silver Porsche, he lives in a downtown loft. He was raised to think he could have or do whatever he wanted. His parents were almost old enough to be his grandparents and they spoiled him to death. He's never had to take responsibility for any of his actions. Any trouble he got into, his parents bailed him out and covered it up. He's an only child. 

His parents are now dead, and he inherited a fortune. He dabbles at art collecting and wine collecting. He manages his money and travels.

His name is Chad (short for Chadwick) Chambers. His family owned the Chambers chain of department stores in the Midwest. Just before his father's death, he sold the chain to a national consortium and Chad ended with more money than he'd be able to spend in two lifetimes.

11/3/09
25 years ago they held their graduation picnic at Rockledge. There was a group of about 20 high school seniors, and no parents as chaperones. Tory's parents owned Rockledge and were there so they were de facto chaperones but they paid no attention to the group of rowdy kids. They were too wrapped up in running the resort and fighting with each other. They eventually divorced but continued to run the trout ranch together - which made for some awkward encounters and embarrassing moments
But they managed to make it work.
Cara, Tory and Elise were best friends from childhood. They called themselves the triplets because the three of them looked so much alike - they were all blond, blue-eyed beauties, all with similar heights and builds.
When they all went away to college at Mizzoo, Tory, ever the rebel, eventually rebelled about their lookalike status and changed her appearance. She decided to before a redhead and decided to have her hairstyle be short and spiky rather than long and curly. She began to use heavy eye make-up and started wearing glasses instead of contact lenses. It was amazing how different she looked. When she came back home to visit on weekends, none of her high school chums recognized her.
During the graduation picnic, there was a great deal of drinking and smoking pot, late into the evenings. Things got rowdy and out of hand, and some scuffles and arguments broke out. Eventually, things broke up and everyone headed home, driving when they shouldn't have been driving. No one noticed that one of the kids was missing — a girl named Missy whom no one knew very well and who was sort of hanger-on with no closed friends. She'd ridden to the picnic with a carload of kids and no one noticed that she'd disappeared.
Late that night, her frantic parents had called the police, who'd come around to the various houses, to ask questions. But no one had any answers. The next day, the police organized a search and every mile of Rockledge was combed for any trace of Missy. But nothing turned up. The search continued for two days, and finally the police called it off.
Missy's parents made up posters and posted them throughout Rivermont. Now, 25 years later, there was still no trace of Missy.
No one knew if she was dead or alive. And unfortunately, none of them cared very much. She'd been an annoying, whiny person who criticized everyone and everything. She delighted in gossiping and making up stories about her classmates. No one trusted her and they pretty much isolated her.
It turns out that she'd run away. She walked away from Rockledge after a spiteful interlude with one of the cheerleaders and her boyfriend. The two of them had lambasted Missy for her attitude and he hatefulness and her gossipy ways. Missy had stormed away and had been picked up by a truck driver on his way to California. Fortunately, he'd been a decent guy and hadn't attacked her or killed her. In fact, they sort of fell into lust and got married in Las Vegas as they drove through. No one back in Rivermont knew this. Missy's parents had become recluses and still spent time searching for their beloved, lost daughter.
11/04/09

Thank you, Father, for the blessing of this opportunity to learn something. I place Andie lovingly in your hands. I let it go. I let you take care of it. I bless her with your love and caring and understanding. I'm grateful for this opportunity for all of us to learn something from this. We will all be better, bigger, stronger people. Thank you, Father. I'm so grateful and so blessed. I let go any hatred or animosity. I open myself to your love. I know that God can handle all things. This is my chance to become close to God, to learn how to live the way I really want to live.

I was thinking about making a character like Andie in the book but that would just upset me more. So as of now, I'm letting this go and letting God take care of it. I refuse to think about it anymore. I refuse to think about Kelly and I refuse to think about Mary Tumminello.

Okay, at least I'm not sobbing about Princess.

Elise -- Jeb -- what kind of marriage do they have? What about Tory? I assume that she's divorced. Cara is mourning big-time, which is even worse because of how wretched she feels about the suicide. She blames herself. She should have seen it coming. She should have done something to stop it.

Maybe Elise can have a troublesome patient that she can't stand and that she doesn't know how to get rid of. She could have that plus the stalker and there could be some connection. I see this as a panoramic thing. The conclusion takes place at Rockledge, 25 years after the disastrous graduation picnic

Missy shows up after a 25-year absence. Her parents' lives were destroyed by her running away. Her classmates blamed themselves for her disappearance. She's been keeping tabs on everyone over the years and regularly sends them anonymous letters and sends packages to their homes.  So we have Elise's troubllesome patient, her stalker and MIssy the troublemaker, plus Cara's dismay over Kevin's suicide.

This is a book about the things outside evil influences do to us. Things over which we have little or no control -- situations where we are victims with no power to stop things. Eventually, they reclaim their power. Eventually, Elise says, enough is enough. Eventually, Cara says enough is enough -- I will not feel this way anymore. The she learns that Kevin didn't kill himself. Someone in the bank killed him -- an embezzler. Kevin had found out about the embezzler and was about to turn him in -- the embezzler murdered Kevin, staged it to look like a suicide and made it look like Kevin was the embezzler.

How do I bring Jeb in -- he's in distress about Kevin also. Neither he nor Cara can believe that Kevin would have stolen money or committed suicide. 

Elise's patient won't listen to her, won't talk about the things he needs to talk about, -- Elise is conflicted about dismissing him. She tries it and he threatens suicide. He files a grievance against her to the Rivermont  mental health association and files a lawsuit for damages. 

The idea is how sometimes we have no control over what happens in our lives. We are victims, at the mercy of evil ones. This morning while reading the paper, I thought about how I live in a different world than all the crime reports I see in the paper.

11/12/09

I haven't written for 8 days -- not since 11/.4/09 -- and I discovered that I miss it. So here we go again. I can write at work also.

I read a little bit of this last night and it felt good to see all the things about Princess. This weekend I will make her Web pages with her story and pictures. I'll also try to do something for Smokey, even though she wasn't really my cat.

Thank you God for all my blessings and thank you especially for the blessing of my writing.

Rockledge is a panoramic novel -- I'll visualize the timeline and the locations of the scenes. I'm getting a little closer to a plot. Elise's parents are still alive. Her Dad is a lawyer and her Mom is a pediatrician. They live in a loft townhouse in downtown Rivermont. Elise and Jeb bought their Edelweiss lake house when they decided to move closer to where they worked.

Tory's parents own Rockledge. They're divorced but still run the place together. Tory's Dad's name is Paul Barrett and her Mom's name is Faith Barrett. They fight all the time and it drives Tory crazy. She loves Rockledge and puts up with their fighting because of her love for the place. Tory's husband is a writer and he was a stay at home Dad while their twins were growing up. Tory's husband's name is Clark -- their last name is Reeves -- Tory and Clark Reeves. Their twin sons are named Todd and Scott. The twins are 15. and are juniors in Rivermont Prep. Elise's kids go there also. I don't know if Cara and Kevin had children. I thin they did. but maybe they go public school. I don't know if Elsie is an only child. I think I may have already written some of this so I'll go back and read through everything and enter character information into the database.

Now I'll describe Rockledge. 500 acres of wooded land. Trout stream runs throughout the property. It's a trout ranch and there's a hatchery that feeds the stream. It was founded by Tory's grandparents in the '50s and has a reputation throughout the Midwest as one of the best trout ranches in the area. It's been a lucrative business for the Barrett family. Three years ago they began an expansion project, building a series of Colorado-style log homes for their more affluent guests. There's a year-round heated swimming pool, several hot tubs, a stables, trail rides, as hunting preserve, and a magnificent restaurant. Diners come from hundreds of miles just to ear there. There's a gift shop that carries high-end clothing and accessories. There's a children's program that includes fishing lessons, hiking and horseback riding lessons. The stream is surrrounded by low mountains covered with a forest.

The food is delicious and of course they're known for all their trout dishes -- desserts -- cheesecake -- elegant whipped cream pies -- grilled cinnamon rolls -- a wine collection -- a cocktail area in an old barn located next to waterfall.

"11/13/09
I had big plans to write today and work on the database and enter names and maybe I can still do that for a little. After all, I brought my laptop in just for that purpose.
This weekend I plan to clean the house, go to see Amelia and Couples Retreat. I thought maybe E would want to go with me. This journaling is a good thing for me and I will continue to do it even when I'm writing 500 words of fiction rather than just 500 words of something.
I think the stalker is stalking Elise. I think it's Missy's husband who's just as whacky as Missy. He's doing it to get back at Elise who he thinks hurt his precious Missy. It turns out that Missy is dead and her husband Jarrod carries her ashes with him wherever he goes - or she isn't dead and has run away from him because he's crazier than she is. She knows he's been stalking and haunting Elise for years and she comes to Rivermont to warn Elise about her husband. I can't decide if Missy is alive or dead. I wanted her to be the stalker but I think it has to be a man or maybe not. As you can tell, it's early days, really early days, for the plot. Here's what I've decided: I'm really better than I give myself credit for. I have some writing talent. I have a strong, good personality. I know how to be charming and enjoyable. I will start liking myself and giving myself credit for being the good person that I am.
This weekend, I'm also going to the library and I'll do a lot of walking both days. On Saturday evening, I'll tape Bride Wars.
Okay, I'm going to be Elise now and someone is stalking me. She regularly gets hang-ups on the land line at home. Does this need to be a first-person book? If so, I can't do that rambling thing I did in Murder at the Reunion - or if I get the urge to ramble, I'll do it in the journal, not in the narrative.
['11 decide later between first person and third person.
Missy is the bad guy and so is her husband Jarrod. Have to see if I already decided on her last name. No last name so I'll use Trumble. Missy is completely self-centered and selfish and ego-centric. Her parents spoiled her and fawned over her and she never learned how to be a so-called normal human being. She was an only child of wealthy parents and they showered her with everything she asked for and lots that she didn't ask for.
Missy especially envied Elise when they were in high school. Elise was smart and beautiful and charming. She was one of the most popular girls in school, liked by all kinds of kids. The teachers thought she was great,also. Elise was beautiful but not in any way conceited or stuck on herself.
11/25/09
I haven't written since November 13 - Friday the 13th! I keep thinking about writing but then never do it. Part ol the issue is that I'm sort of swamped and behind at work and that's occupying all of my time, energy and attention. But starting today, I will write my 500 words every day.
Got a good e-mail from Bunny - talking about her writing plans and miscellaneous things. I so enjoy our communicating back and forth. It's nice to know there' s a kindred soul out there.
I haven't decided what to do about going to church. I think I will feel guilty if I don't go but I really don't want to. I would be going because of guilt and show and those are not good reasons. I want to go home -1 want to go to Wal-Mart and get the rest of my food for Thanksgiving. Tonight I can make green beans and the Jell-O salad. 1 think I'll buy croissants also.
I had ideas for two articles - that I'll never write - but that I enjoy thinking about. The first idea was triggered by an article in the employment section of the Post-Dispatch. One of the advertising writers wrote about looking for a job and suggested taking an attitude of gratitude. The idea was to feel grateful for one's blessings and not to feel sorry for yourself because you were unemployed. It caught my eye because it's so Unity in its thinking -so positive and optimistic. I do think the Unity way of thinking is expanding and catching on and that's a very good thing. Our minds control our lives and by controlling our minds, we can control our lives.
The second idea came from a Jodi Picoult book - Vanishing Acts. One of the characters is an alcoholic. He talks about AA meetings and says he wants to fill the hole in himself with good things and good works, instead of alcohol. That's so true when it comes to me and food. I need to think about that one.
Yesterday and today I had a problem with buying and eating! Trail mix from the cafeteria. It was wonderful and I enjoyed but I weighed 145 this morning, which is not good. I'm now going to take care of myself and do the things that are good for me and that make me happy. I will have a good life and I will be happy and I will share my happiness and blessings with others.
Mike is bringing the kittens for Thanksgiving. That will be fun. Tonight I intend to go to Wal-Mart and do some cooking. I'll have steak for dinner. I'll watch Y& R and mess around. I'm going to print this out as soon as I have 500 words, then I'll read before I watch Y&R here and finish up Canada and the UK pages.
[ will make this a good weekend and I will be happy and I will share my blessings and my happiness with everyone I can. I am a writer and maybe I can do some writing this weekend. I will write an e-mail to Bunny this afternoon or this evening.

11/28/09

I've been doing a lot of shifting around and rearranging and sort of decluttering and I'm liking the new things. E said something about me not having enough counter space so I cleared things out so I would have more. But Becky said no matter now much I had, I would fill it up and need more. E said she liked what I had done. E is doing a good job of keeping her house decluttered. I think part of the problem at the apartment was that she didn't have enough room for all her belongings -- there was no place to go with things. At her house, she has plenty of room for things.

I've also been cutting things out of magazines, ideas, etc., I will keep them in a red folder so that I can find them when I think of them.

Tomorrow I will go to the church, the cemetery, Wal-Mart and get the oil changed and do my grocery shopping. Then in the afternoon I'll take a walk and do the wedding photos for the church Web site. In the evening I'll send out the Uptick News e-mails.

I had a couple of ideas today about writing -- biologics  -- where they take some cells and make a designer drug for you that works only on you. The other one is about clutter and hoarding and the inability to throw anything away -- hoarding newspapers and magazines, hoarding dogs and cats -- I could never go there. I can never do anything about a pet being hurt or dying -- I can't bear that -- I will never write about that.

I've been in a good mood today -- maybe because of Sharon's article about being grateful for the time and experience you had with the person or pet you lost -- rather than feeling sorry for yourself that they're no longer here with you.

So be grateful for what I've had -- thank God for my 48 years with Johnny and my 18 years with Princess. They both gave me so much and I'm so grateful for that. I was blessed to have them in my life. I will not feel sorry for myself. I will make a good life and give whatever I can to whomever I can.

I will make this a good and happy life -- I will not grieve -- I will not be sad. I will not feel sorry for myself. I will be a writer. I will write. I love writing. It's time to figure out the plot for Rockledge.

Elise is a wonderful person and I love her. She's had her challenges but she's overcome them. She grew up with a positive approach to life and she carries that attitude with her always. She's resilient and flexible and able to roll with the punches. She knows how precious life is and she values every moment of it. I haven't decided about her family yet. At one point it was going to be like mine with a single mom. Then I thought her parents would be like Leslie DAvis' -- both still alive, lawyers, very interesting, giving her a privileged life.

I was trying to think of who I know what has a charmed life and I think Tina has a charmed life. I don't think she's had any tragedies or traumas. Not that I would ever wish that on anyone. I can't think of anyone else.

I think maybe I can do Rockledge like Jodi Picoult is doing Vanishing Acts. She has four main characters and each one does sections in first person. So maybe I can do that. Or I can do just Elise in first person -- or I can do third person.

I'm Elise. 

It's been a long day and I'm so ready to go home. I flipped through my calendar on my PDA to see what was scheduled for this evening. I couldn't believe my eyes. There were no soccer games, no music lessons, no school open house, no youth group meeting at church. My calendar was completely open this evening. I logged on to Jeb's calendar on Yahoo and was amazed to see that his calendar was open also. This was a once in a lifetime occurrence -- or may not even that often.

11/29/09

I had a really good day and a really good four days off. I did a lot of moving around and organizing and straightening and I like how things have turned out. My computers and printers are now set up wonderfully and I really like what I've done.

Somehow I have to put what I've written about Rockledge into the database, I want to start writing but I have to wait until I have a plot and ideas for the scenes and the order they go in and my characters. 

I've decided that that's not going to work for me. What's going to work for me is writing. So I'll just start now. I'll have two documents -- Rockledge and Rockledge narrative. Rockledge will be my journal/diary/blog. The narrative will be the book.

12/02/09

I've started writing the narrative even though I tol dmyself not to until I had a plot and scenes and character descriptions and location descriptions. But I just couldn't help myself -- I wanted to start writing and so I did and it's going very well and I'm feeling good about it. Maybe the way I'm meant to write is to get a germ of an idea and to start writing narrative when I get the urge.

I'm feeling good about what I'm doing. I like what I've done so far. I have about 3,000 words. 

I've had the most wonderful few days -- starting with Thanksgiving, I guess. I just feel good and happy and glad to be me and glad to be alive and glad to have my life. I know that no one knows the answers. No one knows if there's a God and what He is -- no one knows what if anything happens after we die -- if there's life after death -- if I'll ever see Johnny again. So here's what I've decided. I can believe whatever I want -- whatever I think is right. It can be what I want. My life can be what I want -- with certain limitations. I can still feel that Johnny and Princess are here with me -- I can feel their presence. I can be happy and be good to myself and enjoy each moment and relish each moment and do good things for myself. It's okay to be happy -- it's okay to feel good. It's okay to feel loose and easy and relaxed.

Just sent an e-mail to Bunny / Barbara -- very disjointed -- a sentence here, a sentence there.

I'm excited about what I'm writing. I think the title is Murder at Rockledge. Elise is so elegant and classy and neat and I love her to pieces. I also love Cara and Tory.
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