Write You Are

Employing Your Inner Critic

in Recovery of the Poetry of Your Being

A WRITER’s WORKSHOP

While some of us aspire to be poets, 

at one time we were poetry itself.*
“Growing up” constrains us to abandon our authentic sentiments.
What we most truly would express increasingly eludes our tongue and pen

as we yield to our inner critic’s self-negation.
The process is reversible:

We can speak and write our buried splendor into splendid visibility.
The WRITE YOU ARE workshop liberates your ORIGINAL VOICE, enrolling your “inner critic” on behalf of authentic self-expression.  As this happens, what already has been said by others makes no difference.  At last the others hear it said YOUR way. 
The WRITE YOU ARE workshop is conducted by author Noel Frederick McInnis, and convenes in three Saturday morning sessions, 9 a.m.-noon, on the second Saturday of each month (June 12, July 10, August 14).  Jointly sponsored by the Celebration of Life and Unity Today churches of San Carlos, the workshop is held at the Community UCC, 1336 Arroyo Ave., San Carlos (corner of Elm).  The workshop qualifies you for subsequent participation in the Peninsula Write You Aretists Forum.

Donation: $75.  Enrollment and further information: 650/637-0759

Non-seasoned writers often excel in this workshop, 

as they have so much less to be unlearned.

I am the only one of me

the universe shall ever see.

At being who I am I have no rival.

Yet at being other than who I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when myself is what’s expressed

is my life experienced as no contest.
*See other side>>>>>

The greatest poem ever known

Is one all poets have outgrown:

The poetry, innate, untold,

Of being only four years old.

Still young enough to be a part

Of Nature’s great impulsive heart,

Born comrade of bird, beast and tree

And unselfconscious as the bee.

And yet with lovely reason skilled

Each day new paradise to build,

Elate explorer of each sense,

Without dismay, without pretense!

In your unstained, transparent eyes

There is no conscience, no surprise:

Life’s queer conundrums you accept,

Your strange divinity still kept.

Being, that now absorbs you, all

Harmonious, unit, integral,

Will shred into perplexing bits—

Oh, contradiction of the wits!

And Life, that sets all things in rhyme,

May make you poet, too, in time—

But there were days, O tender elf,

When you were Poetry itself.

--Christopher Morley

