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My writing career began early at the age of six. This happened because my mother gave me a journal in which to record my thoughts. I think she was trying to silence my incessant chatter. My family up until then called me “Motor Mouth” because of my annoying tendency to talk nonstop. My cousins even tried duct-taping my mouth shut once, but I was too fast for them. The journal became a place for me to write down those overflowing thoughts, and I’ve been hooked ever since. I still remember what it looked like—shiny red leather-like material, small enough to fit in a pocket, with a golden lock. 
Perhaps my creative writing developed naturally out of this journal-writing. At any rate, I was an obsessive reader and, when I ran out of books, I tried writing my own stories. For example, in the third grade, I wrote a mystery story about kids who are lost in a forest. The idea for this story came from a similar one I had recently read. My stories were often based on other people’s stories, and one of those early literary influences was Shakespeare. 
The first Shakespeare play that I read was A Midsummer Night’s Dream in the fourth grade. Shakespeare had gotten my attention because I was an avid reader of something called the “Shoe” books by Noel Streatfield, a British children’s author. Her books—such as Ballet Shoes, Dancing Shoes, Theater Shoes, and Movie Shoes—were all about children who had artistic talents (such as ballet and acting), and the children went to theatrical schools where they developed those talents and where they read, among other things, Shakespeare. Hence my early interest in the bard. 

My copy of the play was in paperback form, and on the front of the book was a painting of the fairy-princess, Titania, and the weaver, Nick Bottom, with the head of an ass. (This play was what taught me that “ass” was not necessarily a bad word.) I didn’t really understand the play, to be honest. I liked the fairies and even the story of the lovers, though much of the humor and adult themes went over my head. Puck intrigued me and a couple of years later I got to recite his epilogue in a drama workshop: “If we shadows have offended,/think but this, and all is mended:/that you have but slumbered here,/while these visions did appear...” What a great way to end a story: by telling the readers that the whole thing was nothing more than a dream.
And then I began writing my own plays. Mine were silly little tales of fairies for which my sister persuaded (or bullied) the neighborhood kids into putting on in our front yard beneath our peach tree. I think we even scrounged up costumes!
Soon, my writing career developed into more ambitious projects. Chapter books. Not only was I influenced by Shakespeare, I was also influenced by Walter Farley, the writer of the Black Stallion series. Even though I lived in the suburbs and had never actually been around horses except on the occasional trail ride, I wrote lengthy, illustrated books about horses. Horses that had to be tamed (usually by a thoughtful and brave young girl who looked a lot like me). Horses that had to be cared for. Horses that raced or jumped. I think my family who were, at the time, my reading public, were really relieved when the horse phase was over. 
This took place in Tennessee. When I was 11, my family moved to Virginia Beach, VA. The schools there exposed me to wonderful literature—Beowulf, A Christmas Carol, and The Diary of Anne Frank, for example. My 7th grade English teacher asked us to write short stories, and she would occasionally choose one to go up on our bulletin board (a great honor!). I remember the story I wrote that was chosen. It was about a young girl who walks on the beach and runs into a talking crab. The crab offers to grant her three wishes. Here, my memory gets faulty, but I think the girl wished for: world peace, an end to world hunger, and a million dollars. 
My writing career has subsequently developed from fantastic story-telling to professional story-telling. I continued to write creatively through high school--those awful poems and short stories that kids will write, all about love, love lost, love attained, ode to a boyfriend, et cetera. But now my writing tells different types of stories—how this rhetoric and composition theory can be interpreted thus, or how this observation, interview, or survey data can mean this (or that). That red diary given to me by my mother in the first grade has been replaced by Microsoft Word, but I am still an avid journal-writer! It’s just that the journaling is published on an online blog, rather than handwritten on paper. 
