Tell a Friend

It occurred to me that someone had to start sharing that poem in the first place.  It only made sense that the first person to share the poem would be the person who copyrighted it. Thinking that a fair assumption I scoured lindaellis.net and Ellis’s facebook account. I had to know how in the hell that stupid poem make it into my in-box.

Melissa gave me the first clue. Her sister had filled out a form she found on Ellis’s website. Did Linda Ellis actually have a form on her website asking visitors to send her their email addresses so she could share The Dash personally with each person on the list? With a few clicks I found it. Sure A form called Tell a Friend.
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The strategy made sense. If one person out of a hundred takes the bait, the author makes a killing with absolutely no effort on her part. Like Jesus and the parable of the loaves and fishes, one pass of the Dash can reach the multitudes and glean thousands of dollars in settlements for Ellis.

Let me say here that sharing is a very girlie activity and among women sharing is encouraged and desired. Yet, more men by far have contacted me since I went public with my story than women. I’m pretty sure it is because more men are in leadership and religious vocations seeking content to influence inspiring acts and to enhance their own messaging. Nearly every website deemed inspirational has a Tell--Friend form on it with the intention of building a contact list. Linda uses the form to sell trinkets and flush out infringers. 

When I first received Jolin’s letter I had no recollection of the poem or even posting it. The blog I started years earlier was a miserable attempt at blogging and even I didn’t read it. It was not linked to my website and had just been languishing un-attended on Wordpress. Until I started my Beware Don’t Share blog I had never written much of anything and no experience as a writer or blogger. The poem had not made an impression on me and I could not recall where it came from and why I was inspired to share it. I had a flash of a memory of finding a poem in a box of books that had been donated to Whisker City’s yard sale. I thought maybe it came from one of those chain emails that we women spread around asking other women to share something with 10 of our friends. I remained confused until I searched Outlook on an old pc. I realized the poem I found in the yard sale castoffs was the poem “Anyway” written by Mother Teresa not The Dash.  I finally found The Dash in an email sent to me by a client - from Ellis’s Tell-a-Friend form. It wasn’t until I opened that old email that I read The Dash in its’ entirety and got the gist of what those words meant. I was instantly furious and disappointed. How could a Christian demand money for sharing these simple thoughtful words. 

