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EDITING THE
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Presenter
Presentation Notes
Talk about experience as a writer when you were young. Beginning of the preface.


1 hen

In the eighth grade, I

was given the

opportunity to write,
edit, and publish a book

m my English class. This
1s the project that
mspired me to pursue

writing when I got older.



Presenter
Presentation Notes
Talk about this assignment, how it worked
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Presenter
Presentation Notes
Add more details on the editing process itself. What did you learn




Presenter
Presentation Notes
Talk about the reasoning behind why I wanted to do this thesis…what I wanted to learn, what I expected. It turned into a rewrite pretty quickly on. It was intended, but it was necessary
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0 Thadt o Qg shet
@ stood by the staircase, alone,
The air was still. The smell of day old red roses permeated the familiar smell of the old
house. The anly sound to be heard was a fuint and muffled laugh coming from belowin the
SCTVANTS qQuarters.
I wondered what they wers laughing a al. Perhaps the cook dropped something again. Or
maybe the new footman Mlirted with Leah despite her ohvious unattraction. Ehere-wete-so EFER - OF e
eeasons why they could bave been-laughing et Lnew Lwonbd-never know: .,u"i

I shifted my weight to the other foot, eveing the red velvel couch sinting se-weleparinghe— (2 ,' .\"" t‘
against the wall, | swbeonsciousks (el myvself begin 1o make my way over to the cushioned rest, &

jre
M"Jﬁ

but 1 heard clicks from the top of the stairs, mi |L|ng me stop nml footstep. | immediately '.ﬁ 4
straightened my back and smoothed my skirt down, *'“JY?,J
“Jane? whispered a sofl voice het | knew only to belong to Kate. My shoulders [;_\..r"
dropped, aed 1 sighed.
Oh, Kate. My sister, my playmate, my friend. She was younger in & age. but alder in 6_.,%:' W0
wmdm:ﬁ aral lt.,ﬁ:st L‘l'l.at was 'l.=.-|1||l I always wld her, I was five vears her senior, but Loever- M

- I never Ilull'- noticed any difference between any of us Kensington

children...Charlie, Kate, and myselfl,

We were one and the same.

And yet, this day still arrived. S el bWy o puw i o

—» The day one of us abandoned the others, phdie ok ouce |

“Yes, Kue?™ | t"ﬁ-‘rhﬂl‘l o walk up the stairs, R.ﬂL dupite her nagging desire to be a proper
lacly at the age of thirteen, was always finding a way 1o snag her ladyship. Once, she had ripped Excelat
un entire dress straight down the middle, exposing Her shilt in front of over twenty houseguests @ chmg o
one snowy Christmas Eve. She also had nearly caught her hair ribbons on  fire with a candle as Slone
she tried a dramatic head i piﬁw_'r dinner 1o prove a pam_'_' Fivdt

“T believe ['ve made a problem.” =

| reached her at the top of the stairs and took in what scemed 1o be a I'Iﬁm._r i_ru'u.-n__/;‘ of = @
catastrophe. B =4 A

“Come now, let’s get you fixed ua before Mother sees,” | said with a smile, guiding h;r
divwn the hall and intemy coom, My bed was made, my windaws drawn, and my dn%;:-r e
straightened, My maid Leah wouldn't be hack up 1o the living quarters until after the weddss P-‘ 4
sepvreer 50 | knew we wouldn't be interrupted

Kate sat down on my dressing stool in front of the tall mimror standing in the comer of the |+ "’ .J i
room. She folded the green fluffy pleats of her dress onto her lap and sighed. “1 thought the floral i
tinra didn’t match everything else, It made me look like a child.”

“You are a child, though.” | pulled the preistine white gloves off my hands, one finger al
lime, attempling to maintain the smooth fabric Leah worked so hard on steaming this morming. |
paused and glanced at Kate's reflection in the mirror, studying her eyes for a reaction

She was still. Pouting. Her eyes were fixed on the pearls sewed 1o the hem of her dress. -%

Mite

loll
Yo

I went back to work. Her hair was sofl to my touch, curly and the color of creamy cocou
‘e/Pieces of stray leaves and tips of petals were woven deep into her mane,
almost as if she had been born that way. A son of garden fairy child -
“Kate, | do agree. No thirteen-year-old lady should have o atfend her brother’s wedding
with a garden on her head,” | wanted to extend my empathy, let her know [ was on her side. |


Presenter
Presentation Notes
Read the process of editing with Amy. We had five complete drafts before we landed on a chapter one, and even the week before we left school, Amy tried to edit further. Right before Christmas break, we landed on a fifth and final draft of chapter one, allowing us to continue the writing process further.


The tea was cold. It was a murky brown, which struck me as odd ayainst the-whitesfine
o Bine. ol Shase
china it rested-in. | had always enjoyed moming ea L but it :vas the warmth 1 found comlort in,
It never _h'ad’urrivcd %‘é lukewarm, so | suppose 1'd never really tasted tea for teas sake until this
N pprasd
morning.

This dreadful moening. | closed my eyes.

My plate was decorated with jam slathered crumpets, a cup of steamy oa
poached eggs. All things my older brother Charlie had always swooned over, M:
Kate and [ followed suit, elaiming to enjoy all that he claimed first. Therefore, tt
downstairs would have probably assumed this was the Dawson children’s favori
meal,

As soon as | opened my eyes and glanced at the cold tea and the plate of
before me, I felt a tinge of queasiness. Charlie had already caten apparently...th
been the reason for the cold tea. The maids must have brought it up earlier than
upset by any means; the problem was that only hot tea sounded appetizing at the
picked up my fork and cut lines in the egg until it was completely burst.

\ “Jane."

I looked up and carefully slid my fork cnto the plate. My father peered al
newspaper! The paper was inky, and [ could see where Mr. Hamilton, our butler

. amoment o long. Dark letters spelled out the date of yesterday's paper, April |
words were terribly small, so Father's spectacles edging on the end of his nose v

fitting,
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began paiting my dress. | could feel her hunds shaking and beads of sweat forming on her
forehead and upper lip,

“What {5 your name?" | asked, motioning her back,

She threw her hands behind her back and jumped back. “1...1...my name is Rose, milady.
I started here at the start of the month. 1"ve onlv served three times, 1 still am working on my
balancing,.”

1 pushed my chair buck and stepped toward her, “Rose, there is no reason to be all up in s
tizzy, Mr. Hamilton will tend io this, For now, I'm going 1o go freshen up. You just begin
picking up the dishes from breakfast. I'll be sure nothing happens on your behalf,” | touched her
elbow, trying to comfort her.

She avoided eve contact and nodded quickly. *Yes ma’am.” She broke the conversation
by hurrying to my place setting and gathering the silverware,

As | lefi the dining room, I tried to think of how | could fix the issue at hand.
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Jane has. I'm literally thinking maybe just add like a word or two. She’s also at the bottom of the

staircase so maybe you could mention that)
The air was still. The smell of day old red roses permeated the familiar smell of the (my
old howse. The only sound o be heard was a faint and muffled laugh coming from below,
arvant’s quarters. (I love the tempo of this part. Its short and choppy. It explains how she
12 at the moment—anticipatory and kind of annoyed.)
I wondered what they were laughing at. Perhaps the cook dropped something again. Or
the new footman flirted with Leah (Maybe go ahead and say just say “my maid”) despite
ious unattraction. {After reading the first chapter, I come back to this part where Jane
25 Leah as unattractive. It just doesn’t seem like Jane! Maybe I'm wrong.) There were so
:asons why they could have been laughing, yet I knew I would never know. (But does she
are to know?)
I shifted my weight to the other foot, eyeing the red velvet couch sitting so welcomingly
the wall. (What room is this. .. the living room? Parlor? I love the red inference. The day
f passion (wedding) and frustration about the wedding. Lovely color psychology) [
iclously (I think maybe you could say naturally or something; if it’s in the subconscious
1't feel it) felt myself begin o make my way over to the cushioned rest, but I heard clicks
| heels maybe? Maybe here you can begin to research what people wore in the 192075,
ind of shoes? ) from the top of the stairs, making me stop mid-footstep. [ immediately
ened my back and smoothed miy skirt down. (What Kind of Skirt) Give me those fashion

x. "My red leather skirt™ lol but vou get what I mean



Editing is more than the black-and-white. It is everything in between - revision, rewriting,
honesty and self-criticism — not just the occasional adjustment of a comma.

Editing and writing as creative work is hard, but a good editor and author should
continually pursue learning how to produce inspired work, even on a deadline. This
includes knowing how | work best, where | work best, and what to find inspiration in. |

am inspired by how my father, David Goodman, does this as a florist.

So much of writing itself comes from the experiences, conversations, relationships, and
growth a writer is given throughout their lifetime. My writing is inspired by what I’ve lived
and who I’ve loved. This means | can only get better!







T YOU




	Editing the Editor
	

	Editing the editor
	The story behind the work…
	Then
	Slide Number 4
	Slide Number 5
	“Kicks in the Chin”
	Slide Number 7
	What I learned…
	now to revisit jane…
	Slide Number 10

