Year 70 Chronicle

Cruise

On my 29th birthday, conscious of all the fuss surrounding age 30 (e.g.,
"Never trust anyone over thirty") I determined to take careful note of my
thirtieth year (the one ending with my 3oth birthday). Age 70 seems to hold
similar importance in our society so I have begun monitoring my seventieth
year, which has already taken several unpredicted turns.

For Patti's 60th birthday we'd planned a dream cruise from Tahiti to Ha-
waii. Then came the earthquake in Japan whose aftershocks provoked
enough anxiety for us to cancel the trip. A year later the insurance com-
pany finally restored the cruise provided we use it almost immediately.

This led to our first month-long vacation: two cruises separated by half a
week in Copenhagen, an illustrated account of which is available here.
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Concert Organist

For eight years as music director at Jubilee United Church I have suf-
fered the frustration of hearing parishioners talk—yea, shout—all during
the organ prelude each Sunday. On encountering comrades on the other
side of the sanctuary, do they move beside their intended interlocutor and
murmur discreetly? No. They stand their ground and bellow across the
room. The high incidence of functional deafness in the congregation only
augments the clamour. We have tried everything—notes in the bulletin; po-
lite requests from the pulpit; signs posted in the sanctuary—to no avail. I
had mostly resigned myself to my fate.
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Then came the new organ, an instrument fit for a cathedral, and with it
an inspiration. The organ at full blast rivals a brass band. Suppose you
were designing a worship service from scratch. Would anyone seriously
propose making congenial conversation and the brass band concurrent? Of
course not. It would never happen. Since congenial conversation cannot be
displaced, why not reschedule the brass band?

So we simply eliminated the organ prelude and its place initiated a
monthly Sunday evening organ recital christened JOSEPH (Jubilee Organ
Sunday Evening Program Hour). This originally consisted of transplanted
prelude music. Then I began research on a presentation called "From the
Calliope to the Mighty Wurlitzer." (Click here)

My reading brought me in touch with Edwin H. Lemare, whose remark-
able success as a concert organist led me to write an article for Whole Note
Magazine. (Click here)
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I have spent the summer learning new pieces by Widor, Vierne and
Dupré, as well as transcriptions of orchestral works. From never having
played an organ recital for eight years at Jubilee, I'm engaged for fourteen
different programs this season.

SEQO, or How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love Google

Google

I love my work as a psychotherapist but still don't see enough clients to
make a truly viable practice. One of Patti's friends, a therapist who sees
twenty clients a week, said that she got most of her referrals through her
website. That's funny, I mused; I thought I had a pretty good website.
Then I looked at it from the viewpoint of a prospective client. Art Wenk,
psychotherapist. Also pianist, organist, choir director, mystery writer, film
lecturer. Hmm. Looks like a dilettante to me.

So I determined to set up a new website devoted exclusively to psycho-
therapy. Then I discovered that Microsoft no longer supported FrontPage,
the software I have always used to create websites. I ordered its successor,
WebExpression4, and whiled away many a pleasant hour learning how to
use it.
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I mocked up the new website and proudly displayed to Patti who said,
"That's a really depressing view: rocks, waves, all blue. If I were feeling sui-
cidal, that sight would put me right over the edge."



So I found a different template, Forest Stream, which Patti approved, and
saved the ocean for my personal website. (www.arthurwenk.ca)

Having what you consider a great website won't in itself bring you cli-
ents. The website has to appear high in Google, preferably on the first page.
I researched several SEO (search engine optimization) companies and paid
a considerable sum to one of them to boost my ratings. For awhile there I
was moving up every day. Then Google lowered the boom. It turns out that
my SEO company had been engaging in "black hat" (i.e., taboo) practices
and Google penalized me by removing my site completely. From the point
of view of potential clients, I no longer existed. (This sad story took several
months to unfold.)

Undaunted, I started a new website, which you can view at
www.oakvillepsychotherapy.com. Endeavouring to expand my web pres-
ence, I began writing short pieces on psychotherapy for Ezine articles (you
can see all thirty of them at
http://ezinearticles.com/search/?q=&scat=All+Categories&expert=Arthur
+Wenk&mtype=all&sopt=titlebody&wordopt=&wordcount=)
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Nothing happened. So I purchased advertising through Google Ad-
Words Express, where you pay only when an interested net-surfer actually
clicks on your page.
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Still no clients. I began to become suspicious of Patti's friend's claim of cli-
ents being attracted to her website like iron filings to a magnet. There must
be more. Indeed there was.

Google operates on the basis of keywords. The commonly used key-
words for which I want my name to appear include "Oakville psychothera-
pist," "Oakville counselling," "Oakville therapist," "Oakville EMDR thera-
pist," and the like. I entered these terms into Google and made a close in-
spection of the first ten pages for each one. I discovered a number of um-
brella organizations to which you can add your business—sometimes for
free; sometimes for a fee. These include general business listings such as
weblocal.ca, ylm.ca, 411.ca, goldbook.ca, hotfrog.ca, and cofars.ca.
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They also include selective psychotherapy sites: networktherapy.com,;
therarive.com; health-local.com/counsellor/oakville/Ontario; therapy-
tribe.com, and oakvilledirect.info.
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‘When you want to know Qalkoille, Ontario

This last-named group constructed a new website for me, called
www.therapistsoakville.ca, for which I could construct a Profile consisting
of ten brief pages, each with its own keywords in order to appeal to Google,
but legally.



http://www.therapistsoakville.ca/

Several of the psychotherapy websites accept articles, so I expect to con-
tinue writing a lot about my new career in the interest of pleasing my new
master, Google. (Theravive just sent me an e-mail message accepting an ar-
ticle in which I tried to diagnose and treat the anonymous governess in
Henry James's great ghost story, The Turn of the Screw. Click here to read
it.)

Algonquin Adventure

"How would you like to go camping?" Adriana inquired.

"When?" I asked.

"In forty-eight hours," came the answer.
Scrambling to reschedule clients, I cleared the decks and we drove three
hours north to Algonquin Provincial Park, the place where my parents first
took us camping sixty years ago.

Adriana planned the trip in partial fulfillment of the requirements for
the Duke of Edinburgh award. Arriving at Canisbay Lake we set up camp

and prepared for the next day's excursion.
TR i £ = .



http://www.theravive.com/research/Treating_the_Governess_in_Henry_James%27_The_Turn_of_the_Screw

Unfortunately I forgot that August in Algonquin is already autumn, and
nearly froze the first night.

Our excursions over the next two days, on foot and in canoe, brought
many scenes of tranquillity, accompanied by unaccustomed silence: no dis-
tant roar of eight-lane highways, no familiar urban noises.

Adriana read to me from the booklets available for each of the trails. "Do
you recognize the scene in the photograph? You really should, because
here, back on the old railway track, you are standing at the very same
place where the photo was taken, sometime back around 1900-1910.

It is amazing to see how much the forest has grown up since then and
how well and how quickly the scars left by the original railway have
healed.”

Our walks also bring us small, unexpected moments of beauty, just wait-
ing by the side of the trail for us to appreciate.



Reproductions at the Visitor Centre remind us of iconic images that Tom
Thomson created from his life at Algonquin Park.
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Labour Day approaches; a new season begins.



