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Connect to the Hub!

Here at the Melbourne Writers Hub we offer writers and poets a variety of different 
services to get your work out there.

Emerging writers and poets can find a mentor or book designer, an editor or proof 
reader, a web confidante or speaking coach, or a publisher specialising in self-publishing - 
fiction or nonfiction.

In this issue 1 of the Hub e-journal we have put together some articles about writing in 
general, each from their own perspective. From finding your voice as a writer, to 
specialising in poetry and onto self-publishing as a clever way forward. 

Enjoy this first collection and feel free to contact us soon.
Email: melbwritershub@gmail.com
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Start Writing To Your Ideal Reader
Carol Middleton

Starting to write something new can be a joy, releasing an unstoppable flow of words. But more often we are 
paralysed by doubts. We tell ourselves we are no longer kids, eager to make our mark, to play, to explore, 
and to come up with something colourful, exciting, or funny. We are adults, all grown-up, and determined to 
take this creative business seriously and produce a perfect work of art, a product of our superior intelligence 
and imagination that will engage the whole world.

No wonder we baulk at the task ahead. We turn away from the blank page to email a friend, or chat on the 
phone. It is so much easier to tell our stories in a casual way, in our own distinctive voice, and make an 
instant connection with someone who cares.

What if this is the secret to writing? It would make writing a whole lot easier if we forgot about pleasing the 
whole world and addressed our Ideal Reader, a person of our choice who will be eager to hear our story, will 
wait impatiently for the next episode, and will laugh and cry in the right places. In his wonderful book, On 
Writing, Stephen King says his Ideal Reader is his wife, Tabitha. Yours could be anyone, alive or dead: your 
father, daughter, grandchild, best friend, or mentor.

Maybe try starting your new piece of writing as a letter to your Ideal Reader. Maybe begin now, in a letter 
telling her what you are planning to write. And then keep her in mind as you tell the story. Are you making 
her curious about what is to come? Do you need to tell her more, or do you need to create mystery and 
suspense to keep her reading?

The Ideal Reader may help you stay on track, and she may help you discover your voice, the voice that gives 
your story its particular character and authority. If you are writing nonfiction, such as memoir or personal 
essay, the Ideal Reader will keep you honest, and let you know if you are holding back the truth. If you are 
writing fiction, she will tell you when she’s bored and needs the story to move on.

The Ideal Reader is an alternative to the Internal Critic. The Internal Critic will wag his finger at every 
opportunity, and stop the flow of words from page one. This is the teacher who frowned at your splotches on 
the paper and made you draw a house like a square box with a triangular roof. Or the headmistress who told 
me ‘to curb my imagination’. Really?

It is possible to claim back that child’s love of play. We have so many more words and ideas at our disposal 
than we had as children, and much more material to play with. That can be daunting, but choose one place to 
start – one scene from our childhood, one imagined event, one character in action, and the words will 
unspool from there. 

It’s playtime! 



Poetry: Reflect the Music of Your Soul

Leigh Hay

When and where does poetry writing start?  Well, if I’m honest, I think primary school was my 
beginning.  I’m old enough to remember the Victorian PS readers and the minute my school book list 
was purchased by Mum, I would dive into the reader and devour the stories and the poems before 
term even commenced.  I remember the first time I read The Highwayman by Alfred Noyes and 
savoured how exciting rhyme and metre could be.  It’s still my favourite poem.

Rhyming Verse came easily to me in my teenage years and the fact that I could create a silly, rhyming 
poem for any occasion, made me popular. I had never heard of Free Verse or Haiku.  Thanks to our 
English Lit teacher, I became acquainted with Shakespeare’s sonnets and the realisation that certain 
types of poetry had traditional order and rules. But I wasn’t all that interested in rules and order in my 
teens, so my poetry just kept on rhyming.  My friends thought I was clever.

It wasn’t until I was invited to join a poetry group as an adult that poetry in all its forms opened like a 
beautiful, fragrant flower.  Poetry, it seems, didn’t have to rhyme; it didn’t have to necessarily tell a 
story; it didn’t have to have an upper case letter at the beginning of each line or sit on the left margin 
of a page and amazingly, poetry didn’t have to be clever!!  Poetry just had to be.  Stanzas (a new word 
discovery) could be anything your little heart desired; they could reflect the music of your soul or be a 
quiet reflection in the midst of a busy world or just busy words about a daily happening. Poems could 
have shape; they could be one line or fifty; they could take the form of an Acrostic, Villanelle, Epic, 
Elegy, Prose, Sestina or Limerick.

I soon discovered the best part of belonging to a poetry group was the opportunity to workshop a 
poem.  I marvelled at what others read into my poetry. Their feedback was enlightening, encouraging 
and helpful. They shared information, expertise and techniques. The poetry group was educating me 
and like poetry itself, I began to flower.  I gained confidence as I created, edited and perfected.  I 
learned where to draw the line on altering and tweaking a poem that just wasn’t working, no matter 
how hard I tried. I soon became addicted to the process of poetry. And poetry is a process.  It sounds 
like an easy matter to splurge your thoughts into the keyboard and print out the result. There’s 
nothing wrong with that, but are you saying what you set out to say? Post splurging, has your poem 
got lost in translation? Is there meaning or just pure, self-indulgent drivel to your creation?

For most of us, poetry writing is a sole pursuit. I know I like to be alone, preferably in a quiet, reflective 
place and similar mood and have time to think about what it is I want to say. But we need to ask 
ourselves, at the end of the writing process, is our poem something we want to share with others? Is it 
something we want others to appreciate, connect or empathise with?  Do we want our poem to 
resonate with and reach out to another human being? If the answer to this one is a resounding yes, 
then I would strongly suggest joining a poetry group. Aside from the regular commitment, 
camaraderie, coffee, cake and laughter, you will discover like-minded people who just love everything 
there is to love about poetry in all its forms. And you will grow as a poet.  It doesn’t get much better.
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Fishing	for	poetry	

In	my	favourite	chair	
eyes	at	rest								
I	imagine	a	well,	one	made	of	stone.	
I	can’t	fathom	the	bottom		
and	when	I	throw	in	a	pebble		
the	‘plop’	is	a	long	time	coming.	

How	deep	my	well	is.	

My	mind	frames	a	lengthy	fishing	line		
complete	with	hook.	
I	lower	the	hook	into	my	well.		
It	gently	descends						touches	the	water.	

I	jiggle	my	hook						and	wait.	
Before	very	long	I	feel	a	tug.		
Could	this	be	a	catch?		
Have	I	lured	a	rhyming	ballad	

latched	a	limerick	
silver	sonnet	

scaly	sestina	
or	rainbow-hued	haiku?	

…or	have	I	snared	the	poem	of	all	poems…	
the	violet	tipped	villanelle		
the	one	that				(last	time)				got	away?	

I	raise	my	hook	‒		
heavy	now	with	hope…	

Sadly	my	haul	is	none	of	the	above.	

Instead					I’ve	snagged	one	
smelly	
saturated	
soggy	
(yet	still	sturdy)	
left	sneaker.	

I	will	recast.			My	well	awaits.					
But	first		
I	need	to	hang	today’s	creative	catch	out	to	dry.	

©Leigh	Hay	
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Self Publishing Opens New Doors 
Maribel Steel

As an Indie author, I have often been asked, ‘Why did you choose to self-publish your book. Won’t 
readers take your work more seriously if it has been picked up by a traditional publisher?’  
The truth is – I began writing not to please a publisher but to leave a legacy for my family. Maybe it 
was a hormonal thing – a symptom of menopause urging me to set family events straight. Publisher 
or not, the work had to be done first. I began to recall anything that came to mind, following the 
creative muse who delighted in unlocking secret thoughts I had kept hidden away for years. 
One year later, I had written over 200 pages and sent it to a writing mentor. After so much writing, 
the writer within began to dream of manuscript success. But the mentor’s reply made me sit back and 
rethink my intentions. 
‘It’s ok…for a first draft’. 
First draft? I thought I had finished it!
 
Taken aback at first, I had to be honest with myself. I realised there was a lot more to writing a good 
read for others. Every night for almost 3 years, I googled the Internet to devour writing advice and 
subscribed to a myriad of ‘experts’ – and could hardly keep up with the flurry of mail in my inbox. But 
it did make me focus on becoming a better writer and helped put purpose into the prose. Crafting my 
memoir led to sharing it with family and friends. The natural progression as a writer was to begin my 
own blog: this was thrilling! I could publish as often as I wanted and I kept looking for more stories to 
polish. 

Then an idea hit me – why not self-publish my own book? I asked Bee Williamson who is a visual artist 
and book designer if she would help me. 
‘Let’s do it, girlfriend’ was all the encouragement I needed. 
Within the ridiculous time frame of three months, we created a beautiful recipe book as a surprise for 
my family. That first book placed me alongside other authors.

What I would most like to encourage any writer to do is to consider the great potential in self-
publishing your work. You never know what new doors it will lead you through.  
To work towards this goal will require two main qualities: dedication and action. 
Set your mind on a writing goal and turn up to do the work. Editing comes later – just start the writing 
and let it flow. Even if it is difficult, a writer stays at her desk and knows there is always a task to 
attend to: edit, research, read a book for inspiration. 

What I have gained by self-publishing a book has been an opportunity for more opportunities. The 
fact is that you create your own path to publishing where your ‘tribe’ of readers can find you. My 
heart encourages you to let your creative dreams take flight. 
Are you ready to tell the world your story?  
We are waiting to hear it! 
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Starting Out – A Journey With Words

Bee Williamson

When you call yourself a 'poet”', it feels good. But it takes a while to get there! I often feel relieved 
when I meet someone new, and they say they’re a 'poet'. Like some sort of soul depth is still alive, that 
our hearts can rest that the gentle-hearted misfits are still here to witness the insanity of modern 
existence.

I knew lots of poets growing up. Even in my own family there were two – my stepmum Gilli Smyth and 
her eldest son, Tali Allen. We went to readings every weekend to watch all the locals perform …. I never 
thought I’d write. It was the last year of an arts degree at VCA that I 

was doing a class with an American memoirist, Sandra. She got us writing. It was like plugging into a 
vortex and at the same time, unleashing the floodgates. Suddenly all I wanted to do was write. I wrote a 
3,000-word memoir on the first seven years of my life in England. I was able to sit with the stories of my 
heart and just relax into compassion and understanding. I also then started writing ‘bad’ poetry. But it 
was unlocking the words. It was really basic stuff, even at a level of, 'I cant write, this is shit, shit, shit.' 
But it did unlock me and so I started a new journey with words.

Over three years I wrote fifteen A4 journals. I didn’t know it at the time, but they were my playground, 
my kindergarten with words. I stuck in photos and quotes, drawings and letters - they are beautiful to 
look at. But I did the hard yards and eventually found my voice. I don’t write journals much anymore. 
Everything I think either goes straight into a poem or an essay. Or a conversation. But hiding away, 
writing all my thoughts in my journals, wasn’t entirely healthy. I advise, in the beginning of the journey, 
make sure you have personal supports in place. I went too deep too fast. So please make sure you tell 
real people the angst if you can, rather than just the witness of the journal. With poetry, I don’t censor 
myself. What pours out, pours out. That’s it. Only later comes the editing and finessing. I have my 
trusted Mum to edit and proof my work before I send it out. And another close friend writes my blurbs. 
I find those tasks impossible. I believe if you censor too much while the river is raging or flowing, you 
won't get to the core of what you're trying to say. Let the river flow, then put it away for a couple of 
weeks, then look at it again later.

I find I write a lot when drifting off to sleep or slowly waking up. Thus I have a myriad of journals to jot 
down the gist of each poem. I think my rational mind kind of clicks off when I’m resting and my real 
passions and concerns about life come clearly into my consciousness. Say, rather than just sitting 
staring at my computer screen. I find my studio is mostly for rational work: design, promotional work, 
website updates and emails. But this is changing after many years and I’m trying to write straight onto 
my computer. It's early days, but maybe by meditating with music, I can tap into my deeper self? 

Who knows? So, don’t be shy to say you are a poet. Be proud! The world needs more deep souls 
cherishing their internal dialogues.



wild within wild

I don’t belong
in the
crowded cafe
central station bustle
crammed city streets
shopping centres
peak hour tram rides home.

Give me
the desolate moors 
of Exmoor
the cliffs
and rugged 
Celtic Sea tide

I belong in the 
oceans
of Byron
little Wategoes
where the dolphins swim

I don’t belong
where only humans dwell.
Some part of me
smacks at the concrete artifice
we have made

Give me the lonely bush
of Eildon’s high country
miles upon miles
of ghost gum
sanctuaries

the birds of my city home
they are my friends
they guide me, warn me,
laugh and giggle at me

the neighbour’s big husky
patrols our street
she has the eyes
of her ancestors

I am wary
alive

with her so near
(which is good)

broken-hearted misfit
belongs in the moors of home
where mum wrapped me 
in scarves
in hats
in layers

cheeks whipped with wind
pink & fresh
eyes clear

I was
wild within wild.

© Bee Williamson
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