
I’m sitting here. I’m OK. Joelle is in rough shape today and so I’m going to go pick her up at school at 5. I’m in rough shape today because I haven’t slept well at all in the last two nights. I’ve slept terribly or not at all, is the truth. And tomorrow I have to give my coloquium on writing and Joelle also leaves for her week in Tampa. Ouch. The thing that I should do now is stretch for a little while and then come back and write down some ideas on the talk for tomorrow. If I can freewrite for ten minutes, then I can get a sense about what I want to say, work it all out, and then make an outline for tomorrow. That should be about enough, I think. I should also figure out how many pages to assign from Color Purple and go from there. It’s hard, all of it: Sao Ling saying that if Joelle needs to drop out for a while then she can do it and they’ll get her back in. Who knows? It’d be awful to leave her cohort and have to get a new one. She doesn’t want that, I don’t think. She doesn’t want to drop out but right now she’s just physically in terrible shape. I doubt if she got to talk to Sao Ling about the class, about what’s really been going on. Everyone there wants to support her, but for a ton of reasons this is just a terrible time for us and has been. It’s too bad: like Iowa, it could be so much but there are real challenges that we’re struggling with. And that’s not good. I think if I get a job full time and paying better that that could help things. I think that would be good. And what else? I should go stretch now.


I am, basically, very talented and good at a lot of things: math, economics, taxes, numbers, words and teaching writing. I could teach creative writing really well and I’ve put in a HUGE amount of work on the writing I’ve done. Maybe not as many drafts as Carver, but I’ve put in a really serious, huge number of drafts. And that’s a lot of work, really, over a long amount of time. Dr. Jones would say that, and I would as well. I have done a lot of work. And now I’m tired. 

