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I wrote my first essay at the age of

seven and it was about a toy I had

crafted with my own hands, a catapult.
"A catapult" shot me into the enchan!
ing world of words.

I was mesmerised by the English

Language. Language was not just a jux-
taposition of words. An idea when
clothed with words, threaded into a

sentence and woven into a paragraph

can be a handiwork whose breath-
taking beauty rivals that of the painl
ings of Renaissance Masters. Words
imparted color, sound and shapes to my
thoughts. Words bestow upon them
lives they would never have had they
been content to remain in the realm of
the unwritten.

And when I was introduced to poetry,

the cadence of a verse, the imagery of
metaphor, music of rhyhm and the
song of alliteration delighted me no

end. It was the start of an affair of the

heart and although many years have

elapsed I have not yet begun to weary
of my love.

When I was born again in 1979, the

Bible added another dimension to
world of words. Here was a book
was not just another book but one au-

thored by the Author of the universe.
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The words originated from the heart of
the one who was the Word made flesh.
As I set out to explore and enjoy the
language of love I could palpate the
pulse bf God and feel my heart beating
in tandem with His heart. The new

birth had given me new meaning to my
reading.

But these are many who are in love
with words but who have no inclina-
tron to put pen to paper. Why, then, do
I write? I nover wrote consistemtly un-
ti1 I became a Christian. And the writ-
ing began as a spiritual devotion. It
was an extemsion of my study and the
meditation upon the word of God.
Study and meditation put what I know
in the temporal, writing preserves it
and endowed it with permanence. The
spiritual truths I had culled from the
Bible was made more tangible when
put into writing and elaborated upon in
my own words.

I suppose you could say that I started

off by keeping a spiritual journal of
sorts. The entries in my spiritual log-
book was a record of my spiritual pil-
grimage, the doubts faced, the pain

endured, the lessons learnt, the moun-
taln tops reached and triumphs experi-
enced, the journeys performed.
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I remember the time I was caught up

in the first flush of the healing epi-

demic that swept the Church. I read

avidly and devoured avariciously a li-
brary of books on healing, tirelessly

ploughed through the scriptures. lis-

tened spellbound to tapes. At the end of
it a1l, I sat down and wrote a volumi-

nous book on healing. It was never in-

tended for publication. But at the end

of the exercise I knew what the dispen-

sationalist and the charismatics were

quarrelling about and more. I believe it
helped prevent me from degenerating

into a sceptic. But it also stopped me

fiom swinging to the other end of the

pendulum and becoming an everl'thing-

and-anlthing goes charismaniac. And

the sum total of what I know wad now

stored in a form that was easily re-

trievable and readily transmissible.

Writing imposes upon me a spiritual

discipline I woudl otherwise never

have cultivated. My mind can wander

down a maze of a hundred unrelated

subjects at any one time. Each subject

would be a fragmented impression

leaving no imprint in my soul. I am by

nature a mental gypst, my mind mi-

grates from hazy ideas to blurred pic-

tures. But when I write, I am compelled

to focus my and when I begin to ar-

range my thoughts and fleshed them

out in paragraphs, a clearer picture

emerges. Writing is a discipline which

spills into other areas of my life.

Superficiality, they say, is the bane

of religion. Much of whai we know of
our faith are just skimpy outlir':s. The

picture we have is a caricature oi the

original. I know in parts and while i
may never know perfectly, writing en-

ables me to know more deeply. When I
write(especially to publish) I have to

spend more time reading the scriptrues,

consulting commentaries, listening to

expositions and then waiting upon the

Holy Spirit for revelations.

Writing is also a voyage of discovery.

This is very much so with poetry. And

those who write poetry can identify

with Paul Grover, the editor of Studio,

who said that "Writing is a way of
questioning and searching out the

truths of this life, by writing we ex-

plore the creativity within and the cre-

ation all around us."

My starting point may be a rudimen-

tary idea and as I began to rummage

througy my mind for words to commu-

nicate the idea, I take mental detours

on bpvays which take me to places

more beautiful than my intended des-

tination. It is during such mental excur-

sions that the Holy Spirit enables me to

discover truths I never knew existed.

Or I may be led to a fresh way of look-

ing at an old truth. And I am pleasantly

surprised that the end result is very dif-

ferent and much more than I had imag-

ined at the outset. "lf you do not write,

you are not fully living. If you do not

read the writings of others, you are dy-

ing." Paul grover said. A
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