
               t's been a while since the last Journaling Life 
                newsletter, but as is our custom, we never give up 
on anything we start, and here we are once again in your 
email box.
 
When I began writing this newsletter I was concerned that I 
should always have a newsletter that gave my readers a new 
tip or insight on how to be a better journaler. My style has 
been more along the lines of giving my readers a glimpse 
into the world from which I exist, and draw ideas for my own 
journaling. Iôve covered many things centered around my 
children and family, mostly sentimental reþections of course, 
and things I write about in my journal.  I suppose itôs always 
easier to tell others ñhowò something should be done, but 
when it comes to journaling, substantive examples work best.  
I began thinking about this very thing more deeply after my 
recent encounter with author Rick Braggôs work, "All Over 
but the Shoutin".  This is perhaps one of the best examples I 
have seen in a while of the kind of writing I personally think 

reþects the spirit of journaling.  

The book is a story of Braggôs life and the personal struggles, and heart aches he 
endured growing up in the 1960s and 70s in rural northeastern Alabama.  Braggôs 
father, an irresponsible drunk who walked out on the family, is a signiýcant part 
of his focus, more as a villain who sowed bitter seeds into their hearts.  His 
mother, on the other hand, he held in high esteem as a woman who honored her 
commitment to her children, and lived her life for them.  Each page of this book 
drips with thoughtful reþection and exempliýes the spirit of everything I love 
about journaling.  Enough about Braggôs book for now, I have written a review of 
it for this issue of the newsletter.

I decided that I needed to share with you all, a story about a man named Napoleon 
Bonaparte Wolfe, perhaps one of the most inþuential people in my life, despite 

Nsyvrepmrk Pmji
\wnynsl yt gwnsl |nxitr1 hqfwny~     +     ywzym yt ~tzw qnkj

Thytgjw 755=
Nxxzj (:

Viqiqfivmrk  
q} jvmirh0 Retspisr

òWriting
is the miracle
 of making the

invisible, visible.ó
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the fact that I have not seen nor heard from him 
in years.  Heôs an important ýgure in my story 
because he was the one person who introduced 
me to a different kind of journaling, something 
you might call, ñobservational journaling.ò   Nap 
was much more than a journaling mentor, 
however.  He played a major role in helping me 
ýnd signiýcant employment at a time when I 
needed more income.  The story has less to do 
with my making more money than it does with 
the fact that he showed up in a way that seemed 
like a small miracle.   I had been trying for years to 
land a full-time teaching position at a college, any 
college for that matter, when it dawned on me just 
how fruitless the search had become in light of the 
fact that I had a family to provide for.  

There comes a time when you have to read the 
handwriting on the wall and come to grips with 
the reality that there are more important things in 
life than fulýlling personal agendas.  Nap taught 
me that if I really wanted to be successful, then 
Iôd have to die to my own self-generated agendas.  
I certainly had an agenda to make my mark on 
the academic community, yet God gave me the 
responsibility of being a husband and father 
before any teaching positions came my way.

The other day I opened the journal that Nap gave 
me and I noticed, once again, the note that he 
wrote on the inside cover.  It reads, ñTo my friend 
Dave.  Remember, you already have it, reach out 
and take it.ò  When I ýrst read  it I wasnôt sure 
really what he meant, and when I asked him he 
said that one day Iôd ýgure it out.   Ióve long since 
come to know what he meant, and it directly 
connects to my lack of conýdence in my abilities 
at that time.  Since I had failed to ýnd the full time 
teaching position, I had begun to lie to myself that 
perhaps I was not good enough to be a professor.  
Maybe Iôm not cut out for the task of molding 
young minds.  These were the thoughts of a man 
who was struggle with self-doubt.

I mentioned earlier, Nap Wolfe introduced me 
to ñobservational journalingò and as Iôve come to 
understand it, this kind of journaling involves a 
narrative assessment of oneôs experiences of life. 
Nap was the quintessential observer of life, and 
his own journal entrees ranged from profound 
analysis of lifeôs most perplexing questions to 
simple statements about what he valued most.  I 
always liked Napôs simplicity and his ability to 
ýnd simple answers to some of the most difýcult 
questions in life.

The ýrst thing that Nap said to me about the value of 
keeping a journal was a comment about one of the 
Indiana Jones movies wherein he ýnds his father's 
journal (actually a book with his personal notes 
about various archaeological digs which included 
maps and drawings).  Nap described with great 
emotion the way that Indiana Jones held his dadôs 
journal with great reverence.  From this example 
he waxed eloquent about how he desired to take 
the message of journal keeping to the retirement 
communities in the sun belt.  In fact, Nap, myself, 
and a third partner pursued the idea of  starting a 
company  from which we could  sell journals and 
teach journaling courses to retired folks in the sun 
belt communities, as well as communities all over 
the United States.  He believed there was great 
need to encourage old folks to leave behind to their 
loved ones something more than stocks, bonds, 
cash, and real estate.  They should leave behind 
something that money  cannot buy, namely, a piece 
of their soul.  The business, unfortunately, never 
came about, but the love of journaling has stayed 
with me. 

Nap Wolfe, for me, was an angel sent for more than 
one reason.  First, he helped me in my search to ýnd 
sustenance for my family in terms of employment, 
and second, opened my mind and heart up to 
things much greater than the almighty dollar.
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Three great journaling prompts for the 

month to help you get writing!
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www.journalforyou.com
This is a great wealth of links and 
information all about writing of 
all sorts!  Lots of information!  
Check this out! 

www.journaling
prompts.com
Use our journaling prompts and 
sparks to get your words on the 
page. Choose a day of the week, 
hover your mouse on a spark, 
read the question or statement 
and write your response in your 
journal!

Think about your family life growing up.  Was 
it a happy home? What do you remember most 
about your parents?  Write about it.

Write about the ýnancial situation in your 
home growing up. Did you come from poverty, 
or wealth?  How did it impact your life?

Write about the lessons youôve learned from 
your experiences growing up. If you had to do 
it over, how would you change it?

Visit our website:
www.JournalingLife.com
The best in information about 

all kinds of journaling!

http://www.writingitreal.com
http://www.journalinglife.com



