Good Pledge Raffle




Hello,

Welcome to the “Good Pledge Raffle”. My name is Leander John and I am the creator of the “Good Pledge Raffle” a unique game you are welcome to share freely. 

Down below I have written about why I created the game and a bit more of my life. Someone said it would make a good book but I’m not so sure. If you think its a bit OK, let me know then I’ll know I’m not a complete idiot and soooooooooo weird.

Anyhow, about the game.....

My Pledge is that you can use this game, share this game and play this game freely. There is no cost. I ask only that you follow the “Good Pledge” intent which is to send the rules of the game to at least ten people and do something nice, it’s something like my type of paying forward gig.

There are other Good Pledge games which you might enjoy. I hope to post them on a website. My good friend Leigh has offered to put them on his website. If he does, I will try and let you know. My email address is gpr@kinematic.com.au If you send me an email I will send you an address from which you can download other games when I tidy up the rules or simply send them to you. Probably putting them on a web somewhere is a little easier with all the spam stuff that goes around. If I do that, I’ll probably do the whole book thing. But, I am not so much of a writer because I have to bang away at it with my fingers which means I am pretty slow. So if I do that I’ll post a few pages or chapter at a time.

Before giving you the rules, I want to thank Leigh for letting me use his email system and helping me with all my grammar and spelling. Some of you might know Leigh or might have got these rules from him. He is a great friend of mine and often an absolute pain like most good friends can be. He’s a bit pushy, real smart and a real smart A_se who gets oh so absolutely driven on somethings!!!! He says it’s being a bit of a perfectionist. I’m sure a psych would say it’s something else even weirder than me. Anyhow, this is not about him and really, it’s not about me. It’s about the GPR – Good Pledge Raffle.

Here’s the rules. I’ll see you underneath with me being me.

Here’s a quote from Leigh, which helps me get by and write this stuff cause I love what I do with ideas like GPR. “Life is not so much about what you do, or even the love of what you do, it is about the love in what you do” The Doc 2009

He calls himself “The Doc” sometimes because he has a Degree thing from a Uni, I call him hey you and occasionally Leigh....never The Doc!!!!!!!!! Even though he is an old fart.

Best 2 U Leander John
PS: There is a workshop thingy version of the game rules Leigh helped me write. When I have a website you get  to “buy” them there by, you know what, promising to do a good thing. I’ll never know if you paid by doing your promise but I hope you do. Bye

The GPR – Good Pledge Raffle

Purpose: 

The GPR is written to help you and your friends at home or work practice doing good things. It’s about sharing good ideas for doing good. It’s also about understanding what your friends see as good.

Rules:

1. Organise prizes. There are a number of ways you can get this done. Make your own, buy some (sort of OK) or get people to donate a prize. NOTE: A prize is something someone might like.

2. Get raffle tickets...torn up bits of paper are just as good.

3. Sit down with your friends and, one-by-one, ask them to PLEDGE (pledge is a fancy word for promise) to do a good deed. It has to be a good deed for someone that’s not you or something that’s not you like stray animals or the like.

4. One—by-—one people playing share their pledges. You make a pledge and then, after that, everyone else decides how many raffle tickets the pledge is worth (try and put a reasonable limit on things). When everyone agrees, that person gets that number of raffle tickets. Then, the next person makes a pledge and same thing happens again, all of you decide how much the pledge is worth.

5. When everyone has pledged you put all the raffle tickets, or bits of paper with people’s names into a hat or big bowl. Then, you pull raffle tickets out of the hat. First out gets a prize, second out gets a prise and so on and so on until all the prizes are out.

Ideas:

After the game, let everyone know they are a winner, even if they didn’t get a prize because everyone gets a bigger prize than the ones you get in the game. When you play, you’ll know what I mean.

It’s good to chat about the pledges because it’s amazing what good things people are doing, will do or want to do.

Organise a GPR coffee a week after the game to talk about the good pledges and what they were like to do and what happened for the “pledgegetters” – they’re the people, animals or things that got the good pledge.

That’s about it. Enjoy much x much x much

From Leander John

Here’s a little bit about me. But, before I start, let me tell you about why I wrote the game.

GPR is how I stay alive. Writing stuff like the GPR keeps me alive....

I started life just like anyone else. I got my share of bits and pieces like everyone else. Or, a bit like everyone else. Slightly smaller here (damn), slightly bigger there (double damn) and slightly like everyone everywhere else – oh well.

When you look at me, I look normal and I don’t have any so called disabilities. 

My difference is far, far away where you can’t see it or hear it or smell it. It’s deep inside of me...in a dark, dark, deep, deep place....it’s a dark thing blacker than black and colder than cold.

Ever been bitten by a werewolf ????? and turn into a weird thing once a month? I have. But it’s not your picture show type of were wolf. The bite doesn’t show and I can tell you right now it can come more than once a month.

Howling at the moon isn’t my gig either. But, howling and yelling is.

I don’t grow big teeth or pointy ears or lots of hair (glad I don’t do that one). My big teeth and fangs and stuff are hidden. But, see me at the full moon, you’ll think I have them.

If you look at me when I’m not doing my werewolf thing, you can’t feel sorry, even if I wanted you to which I DON’T!!!!! My thing is not a bad leg or a mental impairment or anything that you can notice or try oh so hard not to notice.

Even if I told you all about my life growing up, you would say no big deal. “Pretty normal, just about average, no big thing” are the things you would think to yourself.

It’s about that time that, if you had any sympathy, not that I want it because your understanding is better that your so called sympathy, that you’d stop listening. Your eyes would have glazed over, your brain would have started to go fuzzy and you’d be thinking “get over it.”

Why? Because there’s nothing much to see..........my werewolf is inside of me. 

But worse than that, when it takes over, the real me hides. I go deep into the dark, dark, deep, deep place and I hide because I am scared. I am scared of it and scared that it will kill me. I shiver and shake and try to get out but the pit is dark and the walls are slippery and climbing out is so, so hard. Harder than ever you can imagine.

And, the werewolf me – the once a month but more than once a month me - is strong, oh so STRONG!!!!!!!!! Part of me feels glad that it is strong and powerful and a killer that chases people away. Because then they can’t hurt me and life can’t hurt me.

But, from the bottom of the hole, I can still look up and I can still see what the me that is not me, the werewolf thing, I can see what it is doing. And I know how it is biting and snapping and snarling and howling at people. And I am screaming for it to stop and I am yelling and crying and thrashing about asking for their help. But, they can’t hear me. Nobody can see me or hear me. I scream alone and there is only silence. People can’t hear my cries for help in the snarling and snapping of my werewolf voice. They only see the snarling and snapping and they only see ME, or what they think is me.

From my deep hole, I can see them get angry and frightened then frightened and angry and around and around and around.

I can see them looking at what they think is me. They don’t know that I am really deep inside, hiding.

The moon will go down, it eventually does. As it falls, the walls of my prison hole come down until I can come out again. When I come out, all bruised and scared and messed around, I have to face the world again, a world that has been bitten by a werewolf.

The people I yelled at or bit then get their turn because they can play werewolf too. They get their turn to bite at me or yell at me or complain about me or get me fired.

Sometimes, going into the hole is so scary I think I should die there. When I am on the edge of the hole, I think a lot about hurting myself or dying. It looks easier, as if it’d hurt less that turning into a werewolf. Especially when I bite the people I love or care about. I feel so ashamed and embarrassed and hurt that killing myself would be easier than the pain of facing the world again.

That wouldn’t be right of course. But staying alive is really hard because people who attack werewolves are very unforgiving. Because they got bitten by a werewolf and a little bit of a nip from a werewolf can turn other people into werewolves too, only they are probably a little more polite werewolves.

All this started, to my best recollection over 30 years ago, when I was a teenager. I was riding along across a country paddock with a few friends when my first migraine got me. It was the sign of the werewolf.

The world got dizzy, my head ached so hard I thought it would burst and the world went polka dot through my eyes. And I thought I was going to throw up from the bottom of my feet.

But, all that’s a longer story for another time.

What’s this got to do with the GPR? Well, it’s like this. 

Leigh (I mention him up the top) is a counsellor (funny thing for such a pain in the _se in normal life) and he helped save me. One of his things was to take my werewolf energy and turn it into something good, he calls it “turning the dark of night into the light of day” because a good thing helps you stand in the light. He also says that there can’t be a full moon when the light is shining (sort of makes sense).

So, when the werewolf is hunting, or just back from a kill – even better if I get it when the bad moon starts rising - I try and stand in the light by doing a good thing. I try to think of something I can do that’s good for someone I know OR for someone OR for something I don’t know.

That’s how the GPR got created. I’d just been werewolf hunting and was well down the “I don’t want to be here anymore” self-destructive thinking when I started to try to think of a good thing to do.

“What about helping more good things happen?” I thought to myself. I held that thought. I held it hard. I was standing at the edge of that deep, deep, dark, dark hole and about to go over the edge. I was about to hurt myself when I tried so hard to shine the light. And, believe me, when you’re trying to fight off a werewolf, when you’re fighting for your life, you can fight very hard.

So, with all the strength I had, with all the emotional energy left in my body, I held onto the thought of doing a good thing. I held on like a child holding a floating in a pool too deep. I held on like a mother hugging her child who was found again after running away. I held on like someone holding onto life. 

Slowly, the idea of GPR came to me. A bit at a time. But that first bit was like  a fireworks display. The trumpets didn’t quite sound but I reckon some angels or the like were singing songs.

Eventually, the whole idea came clear to me and I wrote it down.

..... There’s more to tell but I have already taken up five pages of your time.

Anyhow, that’s all a bit too much for me now. The werewolf tried to go out hunting again today – the month came way too early with the full moon rising before I thought it would.

I hope you like the game. I hope even more that you can play it sometime and have loads of fun. And, remember, if the werewolf bites, a little bit of forgiveness is a little like wolf-bane. Plus it works better than garlic.

Your friend, Leander John
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