Stephen King:  On Writing
ANALOGIES:
	· war for peace (60)

· high school = prison (54, 81, 82)(loonybin119)

· writing = telepathy (103, 104, 105, 106)

· writing & tool box (111+)

· vocabulary & penis size (114)

· vocabulary & dressing pets (117) thesaurus-it is

· grammar brush-up = sharpening tools already in tool box (119)

· timid writers = timid lovers (123)

· reader = man in a swamp (124)
	· adverbs = dandelions (125)

· writing = carpentry/building (136)

· writing = Frankensteining (135,136,161)

· literary reputation = sexual reputation (143)

· literary criticism = caste system (143)

· writing = playing instrument, sport, running (150)

· writing = exercise (155)

· writing = sleeping (156-57)

· writing = laying pipe, driving truck (157)

· stories = plants & stories = relics/fossils (163)


ANALOGY – HIGH SCHOOL:

· It was bad. But what in high school is not? At the time we’re stuck in it, like hostages locked in a Turkish bath, high school seems the most serious business in the world to just about all of us. It’s not until the second or third class reunion that we start realizing how absurd the whole thing was. (54)

· […] Someone made a break for the fence and had to be knocked down, that was all. Once the escape was foiled and the entire company of prisoners was once more accounted for, life could go back to normal. 81
ANALOGY:
· …and happy hippies wore bell-bottom pants and tee shirts that said things like killing for peace is like fucking for chastity. (60)
GOOD WRITING & ANALOGY:

· Her poem also made me feel that I wasn’t alone in my belief that good writing can be simultaneously intoxicating and idea-driven. If stone-sober people can fuck like they’re out of their minds—can actually be out of their minds while caught in that throw—why shouldn’t writers be able to go bonkers and still stay sane? / There was also the work-ethic in the poem that I like, something that suggested writing poems (or stories, or essays) had as much in common with sweeping the floor as with mythy moments of revelation. 64-5

GOOD WRITING & ANALOGY:

· For me writing has always been best when it's intimate, as sexy as skin on skin. C.V., 76

· ANALOGY:  (The Tommyknockers) These alien creatures got into your head and just started …well, tommyknocking around in there. What you got was energy and a kind of supernatural intelligence […]. What you gave up in exchange was your soul. It was the best metaphor for drugs and alcohol my tired, overstressed mind could come up with. 97

· ANALOGY:  (Misery)  I did think, though—as well as I could in my addled state—and what finally decided me was Annie Wilkes, the psycho nurse in Misery. Annie was coke, Annie was booze, and I decided I was tired of being Annie’s pet writer. I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to work anymore if I quit drinking and drugging, but I decided […] that I would trade writing for staying married and watching the kids grow up. If it came to that. 98

ANALOGY:  returning to work sober:

· I came back to my family with gratitude, and back to my work with relief—I came back to it the way folks come back to a summer cottage after a long winter, checking first to make sure nothing has been stolen or broken during the cold season. Nothing had been. It was still all there, still all whole. Once the pipes were thawed out and the electricity was turned back on, everything worked fine. 99-100

· ANALOGY:
· [What is writing?] Telepathy, of course. […] All the arts depend upon telepathy to some degree, but I believe that writing offers the purest distillation. 103-5

· writer = transmitting from his place, reader = receiving from his place

· over space & time

· “This book is scheduled to be published in the late summer or early fall of 2000. If that’s how things work out, then you are somewhere downstream on the timeline from me …but you’re quite likely in your far-seeing place, the one where you go to receive telepathic messages. You don’t have to be there; books are a uniquely portable magic. […] So let’s assume that you’re in your favorite receiving place just as I am in the place where I do my best transmitting. We’ll have to perform our mentalist routine not just over distance but over time as well […]” (104-5)

· “rough comparison” with “necessary variations” but you get basically the same idea the writer had, you see the thought inside his head = telepathy (105)

· “We’re not even in the same year together, let alone the same room …except we are together. We’re close.” 106

Tool Box: extended analogy:
· “Yeah, but Stevie,” he said, bending to grasp the handles, “I didn’t know what else I might find to do once I got out here, did I? It’s best to have your tools with you. If you don’t, you’re apt to find something you didn’t expect and get discouraged. / I want to suggest that to write to your best abilities, it behooves you to construct your own toolbox and then build up enough muscle so you can carry it with you. Then, instead of looking at a hard job and getting discouraged, you will perhaps seize the correct tool and get immediately to work.  (114)

VOCABULARY & ANALOGY:

· Common tools go on top. The commonest of all, the bread of writing, is vocabulary. In this case, you can happily pack what you have without the slightest bit of guilt or inferiority. As the whore said to the bashful sailor, “It ain’t how much you’ve got, honey, it’s how you use it.” (114)

ANALOGY:  Thesaurus-itis:

· One of the really bad things you can do to your writing is to dress up the vocabulary, looking for long words because you’re maybe a little bit ashamed of your short ones. This is like dressing up a household pet in evening clothes. The pet is embarrassed and the person who committed this act of premeditated cuteness should be even more embarrassed. (117)

· ANALOGY:

· adverbs = dandelions (125)

· Someone out there is now accusing me of being tiresome and anal-retentive. I deny it. I believe the road to hell is paved with adverbs, and I will shout it from the rooftops. To put it another way, they’re like dandelions. If you have one on your lawn, it looks pretty and unique. If you fail to root it out, however, you find five the next day . . . fifty the day after that . . . and then, my brothers and sisters, your lawn is totally, completely, and profligately covered with dandelions. By then you see them for the weeds they really are, but by then it’s — GASP!! — too late.
FRANKENSTEINING:

· above, the “quickening” (134) … see later, 161

· Words create sentences; sentences create paragraphs; sometimes paragraphs quicken and begin to breathe. Imagine if you like, Frankenstein's monster on its slab. Here comes lightening, not from the sky but from a humble paragraph of English words. Maybe it's the first really good paragraph you wrote, something so fragile and yet full of possibility that you are frightened. You feel as Victor Frankenstein must have when the dead conglomeration of sewn-together spare parts suddenly opened its watery yellow eyes. Oh my God, it's breathing, you realize. Maybe it's even thinking. What in hell's name do I do next? (135)

· ANALOGY: essay = Frankenstein’s monster (135, 136, 161)

· disparate parts, cannibalized parts, robbed from the graveyard of literature (U2, “The Fly,” every artist is a cannibal, every poet is a thief, all kill their inspiration and sing about their grief)

· spark of life = our imagination, our soul we put into the writing, total commitment
ANALOGY:  building & writing:

· You go on to the third level, of course, and begin to write real fiction. Why shouldn’t you? Why should you fear? Carpenters don’t build monsters, after all; they build houses, stores, and banks. They build some of wood a plank at a time and some of brick a brick at a time. You will build a paragraph at a time, constructing these of your vocabulary and your knowledge of grammar and basic style. As long as you stay level-on-the-level and shave even every door, you can build whatever you like — whole mansions, if you have the energy. (136)

ANALOGY: literary reputation = sexual reputation

· Even if a writer rises in the estimation of an influential critic or two, he/she always carries his/her early reputation along, like a respectable married woman who was a wild child as a teenager. Some people never forget, that’s all […] (143)

ANALOGY:  literary criticism = caste system

· Even if a writer rises in the estimation of an influential critic or two, he/she always carries his/her early reputation along, like a respectable married woman who was a wild child as a teenager. Some people never forget, that’s all, and a good deal of literary criticism serves only to reinforce a caste system which is as old as the intellectual snobbery which nurtured it. Raymond Chandler may be recognized now as an important figure in twentieth-century American literature, an early voice describing the anomie of urban life in the years after World War II, but there are plenty of critics who will reject such a judgment out of hand. He’s a hack! they cry indignantly. A hack with pretensions! The worst kind! The kind who thinks he can pass for one of us! / Critics who try to rise above this intellectual hardening of the arteries usually meet with limited success. Their colleagues may accept Chandler into the company of the great, but are apt to seat him at the foot of the table. And there are always those whispers: Came out of the pulp tradition, you know . . . carries himself well for one of those, doesn’t he? . . . did you know he wrote for Black Mask in the thirties . . . yes, regrettable . . . / Even Charles Dickens, the Shakespeare of the novel, has faced a constant critical attack as a result of his often sensational subject matter, his cheerful fecundity (when he wasn’t creating novels, he and his wife were creating children), and, of course, his success with the book-reading groundlings of his time and ours. Critics and scholars have always been suspicious of popular success. Often their suspicions are justified. In other cases, these suspicions are used as an excuse not to think. No one can be as intellectually slothful as a really smart person; give smart people half a chance and they will ship their oars and drift . . . dozing to Byzantium, you might say. (143)

· Talent renders the whole idea of rehearsal meaningless; when you find something at which you are talented, you do it (whatever it is) until your fingers bleed or your eyes are ready to fall out of your head. Even when no one is listening (or reading, or watching), every outing is a bravura performance, because you as the creator are happy. Perhaps even ecstatic. That goes for reading and writing as well as for playing a musical instrument, hitting a baseball, or running the four-forty. The sort of strenuous reading and writing program I advocate — four to six hours a day, every day — will not seem strenuous if you really enjoy doing these things and have an aptitude for them […] (150)

· ANALOGY:  writing = playing instrument, sport, running

· ANALOGY:  writing = exercise

· By the time you step into your new writing space and close the door, you should have settled on a daily writing goal. As with physical exercise, it would be best to set this goal low at first, to avoid discouragement. I suggest a thousand words a day, and because I’m feeling magnanimous, I’ll also suggest that you can take one day a week off, at least to begin with. No more; you’ll lose the urgency and immediacy of your story if you do. With that goal set, resolve to yourself that the door stays closed until that goal is met. (155)
· ANALOGY:  writing = sleeping

· I think we’re actually talking about creative sleep. Like your bedroom, your writing room should be private, a place where you go to dream. Your schedule — in at about the same time every day, out when your thousand words are on paper or disk — exists in order to habituate yourself, to make yourself ready to dream just as you make yourself ready to sleep by going to bed at roughly the same time each night and following the same ritual as you go. In both writing and sleeping, we learn to be physically still at the same time we are encouraging our minds to unlock from the humdrum rational thinking of our daytime lives. And as your mind and body grow accustomed to a certain amount of sleep each night — six hours, seven, maybe the recommended eight — so can you train your waking mind to sleep creatively and work out the vividly imagined waking dreams which are successful works of fiction. (156-57)

· Hard work, No “Divine Dictation”:  But you need the room, you need the door, and you need the determination to shut the door. You need a concrete goal, as well. The longer you keep to these basics, the easier the act of writing will become. Don’t wait for the muse. As I’ve said, he’s a hardheaded guy who’s not susceptible to a lot of creative fluttering. This isn’t the Ouija board or the spirit-world we’re talking about here, but just another job like laying pipe or driving long-haul trucks. Your job is to make sure the muse knows where you’re going to be every day from nine ’til noon or seven ’til three. If he does know, I assure you that sooner or later he’ll start showing up, chomping his cigar and making his magic. (157)
· ANALOGY:  writing = laying pipe, driving truck

· ANALOGIES:  stories = plants, stories = relics (163)

· […] stories are found things, like fossils in the ground […]. Stories aren’t souvenir tee-shirts or GameBoys. Stories are relics, part of an undiscovered pre-existing world. The writer’s job is to use the tools in his or her toolbox to get as much of each one out of the ground intact as possible. Sometimes the fossil you uncover is small; a seashell. Sometimes it’s enormous, a Tyrannosaurus Rex with all those gigantic ribs and grinning teeth. Either way, short story or thousand-page whopper of a novel, the techniques of excavation remain basically the same.
