
SAMPLE EDITING TEXT (WITH AUTHOR'S PERMISSION) 


The X Association wanted to try something new with its summer youth program and a mother involved, at the urge
 of her son, felt that the game of x “like the Y on T.V.” would be interesting to * youth. Y, a 22 year old summer student for the *, got on the internet, found YZ, and eventually decided that * would indeed be a good fit.  *, Technical Director of **, contacted me, after * contacted him, since I was involved with ** as a clinician and coach with their high performance programs.  


“Are you available to put on a camp in early August?”  


“Gee, that’s a little late in the year isn’t it?  Shouldn’t their season be finished by then?”


“Not where you’re going,” he said with a chuckle
.


“Where is it at?”


“*.”

Little did I know that * meant *.  


* to me meant *; I had heard it had four seasons:  June, July, August and Winter.  I hoped to experience some degree of warmth during my split sessions to take place at WXYZ  


While resting at * Bed and Breakfast after a completing my sessions at Z, t
he phone rings and * dangles an interesting proposition, “Will you come with us to Y?  We are going out on the land.  We are after seals and beluga too.”  I had overheard conversations of * hunters discussing this mysterious island when I stood on the crushed rock infield near third base, which was secured firmly into the permafrost.  The docks heading out onto YZ are a foul ball away from the backstop and, not surprisingly, many balls have to be fished out of the water on occasion
. 


At their diamond I was introduced to the northern version of * called *. Base runners are ‘tagged out’ by being struck with a thrown ball which, not surprisingly, hurts just like it sounds.  I cannot imagine 
the stinging pain of being hit with a thrown ball coupled with Arctic cold at certain times of the year—or, is your skin so numb at the time that the sensation of pain jolts you later when you warm up indoors?  


Twenty minutes ago we had pushed off the dock 
and waved a temporary goodbye to the small Inuit community of YZ—a hub of the W Region.  The town of just over ** citizens was founded by a now defunct * mining operation in the **, although the XZ inhabited the area for centuries prior.  It is a large town considering there are only about *000 inhabitants in the entire X territory.  * fans in ‘the South’ (anything below the 60th parallel) connect the area to **, * hero to all in ‘the * as a recent draft pick by the * * WXZ.  Many locals I have met are related to *, including *—his cousin and liaison during my stay. 


I have sampled many traditional dishes here including fried caribou and onions (at * parent
s the other day) which was very tasty.  I did not pass my appreciation onto the cook however. Before I left Z on this trip, I visited the local library and picked up a book on * culture that outlined the advice: Do not comment on the flavor of your pleasure gained from eating it.   Food is not to be complimented or criticized—a living creature lost its life for your sustenance.  
�urging


�Oh-oh … one of those dreaded tags …


�This opening section is a bit draggy: compare it to the liveliness of the first sentence of a later par. beginning “Twenty minutes ago …” I know it’s introductory, but still you want to open with a bit of a hook. Perhaps this info could be fed smoothly into the narrative?





�A dangling modifier: it modifies “ phone,” leading to unwanted hilarity!


�Good detail.


�Here’s the first instance where FID might be used to good effect: I’m not saying should, just might). Will refer to other such places by highlighting. And I may have missed some.


�This is very strong: I’d be tempted to start with this sentence & par.


�Nice transition (via *).






