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Ortez 2

My Writing Process


Before I contemplate the desired destination of my train of thought when writing, I undergo a vigorous thinking process that fuels my engine, ensuring a non-stop trip to success.


Often times the cluttered cobwebs that fill my head are jumbled and strung full of unsure determination, but with endurance and self-command, I am able to untie these knots, and reconstruct them into a single lasso that I use with a prey’s eye and a predator’s reflex to capture my audience.


Before I start writing, there are myriad thoughts that run through my head. Once I begin hammering away at the keys, however, thought flows more structurally uniformed from my brain, but, like most humans, there is a point where this flow stops. I sit and I sit and I sit, but nothing happens.


I have been assigned a task, and it rests in a resplendent ornamental little brown music box at my feet where it trolls up to me pleading that it be opened, and its contents released into the world. I look down upon this box and depress myself to its level and searching for an opening, I find that it is locked and there is no key. I know that the answer likes within this box, but there is no way in, not yet at least.


When I reach this dead-end and I feel that I could not write to save my life, I remove myself to a deserted place, a place that is empty, yet not depressing. Being half-analytical and half-global, doing such is easy, because I can be a sharp thinker and a vivid dreamer. I spend hours writing an essay, pouring my life into it, making it as real and unique as I can, bound only by my imagination.

But my imagination has run thin and is wearing in places, like a piano that is in need of a tuning. The chords it strikes are off key and the hammers are dull and weak. If I permit the world to become void of my writing much longer, it will become plagued with unspeakable demons wrought on raising hell.


Outside force is necessary to breathe life into my withered writer’s soul. I can only allow myself to sit unthinking for so long, and after this time has passed I must remove all thoughts of writing from my head. At this point, I relieve myself momentarily, and focus on something else, anything that will distract me from the time being.


I decide to sit at the piano and while striking the keys, I move with the melody that I create, becoming one with the waves of sound that emit from its core and once again stoke a fire hotter than that of any that Hephaestus could ever create even in his surreal dreams. Dream on he does because the universes that spill forth from my pen, or in this case fingers, are vast and colossal with no physical boundaries.

With this fire that has been revived, I once again begin writing, striking away ferociously and assuredly at the keyboard, letting someone else take over, not really thinking, but being one with the computer.


And if this fire ever extinguishes, I should fear not for I have that means to rekindle it, and each time that it is reborn, stronger and stronger it becomes, burning out less and less, and as the saying goes: practice make perfect. Once I have an ‘On/Off’ switch, I will hold the potential of life in my hands; the ability to bring forth a being, as if it were, from the far reaches of my head. Something from nothing, with the exception of time and energy expelled doing this and the occasional little ‘Big Bang’ popping noise that can be heard in the neighboring vicinities around me, but I digress; so on and so forth.
