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PRES IDENT'S PAGE

(Following is a general
Convention by outgoing

Over a month has passed
of WWLA. The end of it
glad to be done with it
be no more preparations

critique of the 1971 WVLA
President, James B. Nelson)

since the 1971 convention
gave me mixed feelings -
and knowing there would

to worry about, but having

enjoyed the conference thoroughly.

If the president enjoys

his own creation, it must

have been good. The food was better than at most

hotels; the service and

accomodations adequate;

and, In spite of countless parties, relatively
quiet. The speakers were excellent: Betsy Byars
offered charm, grace, and dignity, gqualities that
seem to go with pretty writers of childrens books.

Fred Glazer ran through
proved public relations

a documented ego trip that
can be fun and creative.

Charlie Byrd offered a very basic message, unfort-
unately stifled with his late time slot.

Most gratifying of all,

however, were the member-

ship meetings. To my memory, this was the first
really open meeting where give-and-take accomo-
dation was apparent. The contest for President-
elect hurt neither candidate, but rather furthered
the stature of both. Many procedural mistakes and
tactical errors were made, mostly of my doing; but
the openness of the meeting and the candor of the
debates should establish precedent.

Other meetings of WVLA will be as good as the 1971
convention. To make future conclaves better, I

suggest that:

1. Agendas to membership meetings be published
well in advance and procedures for petition
and additions to a printed agenda be
established and publicized. A good duty for
the proposed executive secretary of WVLA
would be to serve as Parliamentarian.

2. The first sessions of the conference be held
Thursday afternoon, with registration
beginning in the morning. Exhibitors, who
provide a healthy share of WVLA's operating
budget, should have the opportunity to
exhibit two full days (Thureday and Friday).
Starting on Thursday would offer the exhibitors
that, and allow the Association more time
for deliberation and contact with our fellows.

+ .*—-"



3. No speaker should be scheduled for a
Saturday luncheon. The conference is
over. People are anxious to get home.
Rooms must be vacated; bags packed.The
poor speaker has to cope with these dis-
tractions. Charlie Byrd was disfavored
by this fact, and through no fault of his
own the impact of his message was lost.

4. The Association should establish some formal
procedure of reorganizing the President and
passing his powers on to the elected heir.
Presidents need their ego salved; so also
for heir-apparents.

These then, are some brief observations and critiques
of one who planned and saw through one convention.
They are presented in the hope that they give advice
and counsel to future presidents. An so, on to
Clarksburg.

AUTHORESS B

Introduction of Betsy Byars,
at the WVLA Convention

by Robert L. Murphy

Betsy Byars was born in
Charlotte, North Carolina.
studied for two years at Fur
University in Greenville, So
Carolina, and then returned
Charlotte to earn a degree 1
English from Queens College,
1920 she married Edward Byar
and while he was a graduate
student at the University of
I1lineis, she began to write
articles for mapcazines such
Ihe Saturday Evening Past, L
and TV Guide. As her family
grew, she began writing book
for children,

At present Mrs, Byars 1
in Moroantown, West Virginia
with her four children and h
husband, who is a professor
engineering and Chairman of
T.A.lle Department at West Vi
ginia University. She does
weiting in the winter months
her husband's hobby is glidi
and her summers are filled w
putting 2 sail-plane togethe
taking it apart, taping and
polishing it, and driving a
thirty five-foot trailer aro
the country.

Books by 3etsy Byars,
published by The Viking Pres
are The Dancing Camel, Rama
Cypsy Cat, with a2 West Virgi
settino, The Midnicht Fox, =
Yeekly Reader selection, Tro
8iver, an ALA otcble %00k,
The Summer OF The Swans whic
received the 1571 NMewbery Fe
Award as well as the Literar
fyild selection. MHer most
recent book is fo And hush T
3aby.

The ideas For mast of h
Yooks For younsg readers come
from real life incicents.
idpa for The Summewr af The
Swane , o me from an sriicle
vol. 2L, no.
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Introduction of Betsy Byars,
at the WVLA Convention

by Robert L. Murphy

Betsy Byars was born in
Charlotte, North Carolina. She
studied for two years at Furman
University in Greenville, South
Carpolina, and then returned to
Charlotte to earn a degree in
English from Queens College. In
1950 she married Edward Byars,
and while he was a graduate
student at the University of
I1linois, she began to write
articles for macazines such as
The Saturday Fvening Post, Look,
and TV Guide. As her family
‘orew, she began writing books
for children.

At present Mrs, Byars lives
in Morgantown, West Virginia,
with her four children and her
husband, who is a professor of
engineering and Chairman of the
T.A.M. Department at West Vir-
ginia University. She does her
writing in the winter months;
her husband's hobby is gliding,
and her summers are filled with
putting a sail-plane together,
taking it apart, taping and
polishing it, and driving a
thirty five-foot trailer around
the country.

Books by 3etsy dyars,
published by The Viking Press,
zre The Dancing famel, Rama_ The
Cynsy Cat, with a Yest Virginia
settino, The Midnicht Fox, =
“eelly Reader selection, Trouhle
ﬁ!ep, an ALA Mptz2hle %00k, and
The Summer OF The Swanc which
receivec the 1971 Hewhery FMedal
fward as well as the Literary
fuild selection. Her most
recent book is Go And Husn The
Jaby.

The ideas For most of her
boaks Tor younn readers come

from real life incicents. The
itea feor The Summer of The
Swans , ~°mnc fram an article

vol. 24, no.

AUTHORESS BETSY TELLS IT LIKE IT IS

in her college alumni magazine
about the swans at Furman University
who persist in leaving their
beautiful lake and flying away to
less desirable ponds. She took the
liberty of moving the swans to West
Virginia, and the story began. She
particularly enjoys writing books
about boys and girls in the world
today because it seems to her that
we are living in an exciting and
lively period and that the young
peaple are very bright and indi-
vidualistic,

She was Honorary Chairman of
W.Va. National Library Week this
year.

i aiiaid
Speech by Mrs. Byars

¥ 3 WK *

One of the things I have
always enjoyed is reading about
how other writers work., I en joy
reading the smallest detail-what
color paper they use, what kind of
pencils, where they write. I liked
reading, for example, that Ernest
Hemingway always wrote his des-
criptive passages standing up at
the mantelpiece and his dialogue
sitting down at his desk, I liked
hearing about Erich Segal using a
different color paper for each of
his writing endeavors so that he
wouldn't get them mixed up. I
liked hearing Rumer Godden say that
when she was working on her latest
book, she came to that terrible
moment of not knowing whether to
keep revising or consider her work
done, and at that crucial moment
her fountain pen burst open. By
this sign she knew she was finished.
And 1 liked reading that Robert
Penn Yarren began writing All The
King's fhien in the shade of an
olive tree by a wheatfield in
Umbria, Although when I read that
last I admit feeling that any of
us could write a bhook in the shade
of an olive tree in Umbria. The
hard thing is writing a book on
your kiteRen table while your pre-
cschool children fix supper.

Il
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Introduction of Betsy Byars,
at the WYLA Conventiaon

by Robert L. Murphy

Betsy Byars was born in
Charlotte, North Carolina, She
studied for two years at Furman
University in Greenville, South
Carolina, and then returned to
Charlotte to earn a degree in
English from Queens College. In
1950 she married Edward Byars,
and while he was a graduate
student at the University of
I1linois, she began to write
articles for macazines such as
The Saturday Evening Post, Look,
and TV Guide. As her family
‘grew, she began writing books
for children.,

At present Mrs. Byars lives
in Morgantown, West Virginia,
with her four children and her
husband, who is a professor of
engineering and Chairman of the
T.A.M. Department at West Vir-
ginia University. She does her
writing in the winter months;
her husband's hobby is gliding,
and her summers are filled with
putting a sail-plane together,
taking it apart, taping and
pplishing it, and driving a
thirty five-foot trailer around
the country.

Books by 3etsy Byars,
publistied by The Viking Press,
are The Dancing Camel, Rama The
Cypsy Cat, with a2 West Virginia
settino, The Midnicht Fox, =2
Yeekly Reader selection, Trouhle
River, an ALA MNntohle Roak, and
hg Summer O0F The Swane which
received the 1971 Newhery FMedel
Award as well a5 the Literary
fuild selection. MHer most
recent book is 5o And Hush The
lahy.

The ideas For most of her
Yooks Tor younn readers come

from real life incicnnis. The
idea frr The Summer of The
Swan- , nme from oan zrticle
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AUTHORESS BETSY TELLS IT LIKE IT IS

in her college alumni magazine
about the swans at Furman University
who persist in leaving their
beautiful lake and flying away to
less desirable ponds. She took the
liberty of moving the swans to West
Virginia, and the story began. She
particularly enjoys writing books
about boys and girls in the world
today because it seems to her that
we are living in an exciting and
lively period and that the young
people are very bright and indi-
vidualistic,

She was Honorary Chairman of
WeVa, National Library Week this
year.

i

Speech by Mrs. Byars
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One of the things I have
always enjoyed is reading about
how other writers work., I enjoy
reading the smallest detail-what
color paper they use, what kind of
pencils, where they write. I liked
reading, for example, that Ernest
Hemingway always wrote his des-
criptive passages standing up at
the mantelpiece and his dialogue
sitting down at his desk, I liked
hearing about Erich Segal using a
different color paper for each of
his writing endeavors so that he
wouldn't get them mixed up. I
liked hearing Rumer Codden say that
when she was working on her latest
book, she came to that terrible
moment of not knowing whether to
keep revising or consider her work
done, and at that crucial moment
her fountain pen burst open. By
this sign she knew she was finished.
And I liked reading that Robert
Penn UYarren began writing All The
King's_ fien in the shade of an
olive tree by a wheatfield in
Unbria. Although wher I read that
last I admit feeling that any of
us could write a book in the shade
of an olive tree in Umbria. The
hard thing is writing a book on
your kiteRen table while your pre-
school children fix supper.
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Introduction of Betsy Byars,
8t the WVLA Convention

by Robert L, Murphy

Betsy Byars was born in
Charlotte, North Carolina, She
studied for two years at Furman
University in Greenville, South
Carplina, and then returned to
Charlotte to earn a degree in
English from Queens College. In
1950 she married Edward Byars,
and while he was a graduate
student at the University of
Illinois, she began to write
articles for macazines such as
The Saturday Evening Fost, Look,
and TV Guide. As her family
‘orew, she began writing books
for children.

At present Mrs, Byars lives
in Moroantown, West Virginia,
with her four children and her
husband, who is a professor of
engineering and Chairman of the
T,A.M. Department at West Vir-
ginia University, She does her
writing in the winter months;
her husband's hobby is gliding,
and her summers are filled with
putting a sail-plane together,
taking it apart, taping and
polishing it, and driving a
thirty five-foot trailer around
the country.

Books by 3etsy Byars,
published by The Viking Press,
gre The Dancing Camel, Rama The
Cyosy Cat, with a West Virginia
settinp, The Midpicht Fox, =2
Weekly Reader selection, Trouhle
River, an ALA !otzhle Book, and
The Supmer OF The Swane which
received the 1971 Newhery [Medel
fward as well as the Literary
fuild selection. Her most
recent book is Go And Hush The
3aby,

The ideas For most of her
pooks for younn readers come

from real life incidentc. The
idea frr The Summor of The
Swans , ~" me from sn article
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AUTHORESS BETSY TELLS IT LIKE IT IS

in her college alumni magazine
about the swans at Furman University
who persist in leaving their
beautiful lake and flying away to
less desirable ponds., She took the
liberty of moving the swans to West
Virginia, and the story began. She
particularly enjoys writing books
about boys and girls in the world
today because it seems to her that
we are living in an exciting and
lively period and that the young
people are very bright and indi-
vidualistic,

She was Honorary Chairman of
W,Va, National Library Week this
year.
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One of the things I have
always enjoyed is reading about
how other writers work. I en joy
reading the smallest detail-what
color paper they use, what kind of
pencils, where they write, I liked
reading, for example, that Ernest
Hemingway always wrote his des-
criptive passages standing up at
the mantelpiece and his dialogue
sitting down at his desk., I liked
hearing about Erich Segal using a
different color paper for each of
his writing endeavors so that he
wouldn't get them mixed up., I
liked hearing Rumer GCodden say that
when she was working on her latest
bonk, she came to that terrible
moment of not knowing whether to
keep revising or consider her work
done, and at that crucial moment
her fountain pen burst open. By
this sign she knew she was finished.
And 1 liked reading that Robert
Penn Yarren began writing All The
King's fien in the shade of an
olive tree by a wheatfield in
Umbria, Although when I read that
last I admit feeling that any of
us could write a book in the shade
of an olive tree in Umbria. The
hard thing is writing a book on
your kiftrhen tahle while your pre-
echool children fix supper.




And I think I am so inter-
ested in these details because
writing is hard, and the nagging
feeling persists that some knack
of the trade, some little thing
that will make writing easier,
has escaped me. And when people
ask me about my writing and how
I do it, I know that's what they
want to hear- some marvelous,
simplifying trick. And I am
forced to tell them that 1 write
at a plain desk on plain paper
with a plain typewriter,

However, 1 always think of adding
that if I had my choice, I would
write on a mantelpiece in the
shade of an olive tree in Umbria,
and I would keep writing until my
pen burst.

Writing for children began
with me as it does, I imagine,
for a lot of writers, with my
own children. And it began in a
very simple way, ~When my
children were small, they loved
to get letters and were always
asking, "Is there any mail for
me?" The answer was always, "No,”
and there was keen disappointment
over this lack of mail despite
the fact that they could not
read or write and had had no
opportunity to build up corres-
pondents, Finally it came to me
one day, "1 can write these
children letters,” It was sort
of a revelation and on the spot
I invented a character named
Finley Nox and wrote them each
a letter from him,

These letters provided the
instant gratification writers
need and never get, I would
write a letter in the morning,
forge a postmark, and have it in
the child's hands by noon,
Although I didn't know it at the
time, these letters were to be
my only ungualified literary
success., They were a complete
joy,

When you are publishing
your manuscripts, on the other
hand, there are all sorts of
things that can diminish one's
pleasure- long periods of
waiting, rejections, bad revieuws,

west virginia libraries

disappointments, and then there
are things you never even think
For example, my two daughters w
in the library one day and when
they brought their books up te
desk to check them out, my alder
daughter surveyed the yagunger
selections and said, "Don't get
book., It's no good.” fly young
daughter said, "uhy? Have you
it?" And she said, "No, but if
book's dirty on the front pages
clean in the back, then it's no.
good.” Sure gnough, we opened
book , and the front pages were
with fingerprints and peanut bu
marks and then the book got cle
and cleaner, and we looked in
for a mark of any kind in the l:
thirty pages. 5o now, in addit:
to writing and rewriting and ch
reviews and trying to nlease ed.
1 have to periodically go te the
library and check my books ta
sure the peanut butter marks go
the way through.

- at the beginninc and at
, but the middle uas
g. They said that they
ut two lines where the
went wrong and two lines
got back on the right

picked up the manuscript
ied through it to find

e the story went Gad,
did not have to look far,
the two lines were at
tom of the first page.

3 something of a blow to
that I had gone wrong

I had even completed one
and I began flipping

the manuscript to see
got back on the right
and I found that this

on the last page. In
‘words I had a half page at
ont that was good, a half
the back, and ninsteen
‘pages in the middle. The
r said that if I wanted to
on the manuscript again,
1d be willing to take
look at it.

It was not long after 1 be
the lettsrs that the thought ca
me that if I could write this
cessfully for my own children,
I could write for other child
too. I could write children's .
books, re are more maments in
g like this than I like
it, dark moments, and the
at this time only
af the manuscript had
jected, seemed a minor
ige But 1 learned when
doing magazine articles

there was anything at
editor liked well enough
urage you, you had best
advantage of it., So I

te the nineteen pages, and
f you who write know that
ting nineteen pages isn't
y that easy. I sent it in
, and they wrote back that
y it was worse. By this
I am sure they wanted

To give you same idea of how more than to never h?ar
things went in that time, in the or dancing camels again,
early 1960's I sent a manuscript myself cursed the day
to Viking called The Dancing Camel the thought had flashed into
which was approximately 20 pages = 1 think I'11 write a
in length, and when the manuscrip about a dancing camel,
was returned to me some time late
there was a letter with it which
salid that they had liked the manu

The next few years served |
to prove that 1 could not write
children's books and probably ne
would be able to. The years
followed the same pattern that |
very familiar- writing manuser
sending them off to publiskers,
getting them back, rewriting them
and sending them off again,
Finally, after an incredibly di
cult struggle, getting one publi
and then finding that the stru
was going to start all over aga!
that it can be as difficult or
more so to get the second beook
published as the first,

All writers I know have a
rible stubbornness about
and by this time I had

wl. 24, no. 3



And I thinmk I am so inter-
ested in these details because
writing is hard, and the nagaoing
feeling persists that some knack
of the trade, some little thing
that will make writing easier,
has escaped me. And when people
ask me about my writing and how
I do it, I knrw that's what they
want to hear- some marvelous,
simplifying trick. And I am
forced to tell them that I write
at a plain desk on plain paper
with a plain typewriter.

However, I always think of adding
that if I had my choice, I would
write on a mantelpiece in the
shade of an olive tree in Umbria,
and I would keep writing until my
pen burst,

Writing for children began
with me as it does, 1 imagine,
for a lot of writers, with my
own children. And it began in a
very simple way. When my
children were small, they loved
to get letters and were always
asking, "Is there any mail for
me?" The answer was always, "No,’
and there was keen disappointment
over this lack of mail despite
the fact that they could not
read or write and had had no
opportunity to build up corres-
pondents., Fipally it came to me
one day, "I can write these
children letters.” It was sort
of a revelation and on the spot
I invented a character named
Finley Nox and wrote them each
a letter from him,

These letters provided the
instant gratification writers
need and never get, I would
write a letter in the morning,
forge a postmark, and have it in
the child's hands by noon.
Although I didn't know it at the
time, these letters were to be
my only ungualified literary
success, They were a complete

joy.

When you are publishing
your manuscripts, aon the other
hand, there are all sorts of
things that can diminish one's
pleasure- long periods of
waiting, rejections, bad revieuws,
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disappointments, and then there
are things you never even think . .. .
For example, my two daughters : at the beginning anc at
in the library one day and when but the m%ddle was
they brought their books up to the es They said that they
desk to check them out, my olde ] two lines where the
daughter surveyed the younger e rent wrong and two lines
selections and said, "Don't get - got back on the right
book, It's no good.” [y young
daughter said, "Why? Have you
it?" And she said, "Nao, but if
book's dirty on the front pages
clean in the back, then it's no
good.” Sure gnough, we opened
book , and the front pages were
with fingerprints and peanut bu
marks and then the baook get clean
and cleaner, and we looked in
for a mark of any kind in the 1
thirty pages. So now, in additi
to writing and rewriting and ch
reviews and trying to nlease edi
I have to periodically go to th
library and check my books to
sure the peanut butter marks go
the way through,

1 picked up the manuscrip!
d through it to find
sre the story went Gad,
id not have to look far,
the two lines were at
ttom of the first page.
something of a blow to
that I had gone wrong
e 1 had even completed one
~and I began flipping
f the manuscript to see
I got back on the right
and 1 found that this
ed on the last page. In
words I had a half page @
front that was good, a hall
at the back, and ninetsen
pages in the middle. The
said that if I wanted tc
n the manuscript again,
would be willing to take
er look at it.

It was not long after I began
the letters that the thought eca
me that if I could write this suc
cessfully for my own children,
I could write for other childre
too. 1 could write children's _ )
books. ‘There are more moments in
ag like this than I like
t, dark moments, and th
that this time only
lths of the manuscript had
jected, seemed a minor
ng, But I learned when
doing magazine articles
if there was anything at
an editor liked wsll enoug
courage you, you had best
‘advantage of it. So I
ote the nineteen pages, an
of you who write know tha%
ting nineteen pages isn’
ly that easy. I sent it i
and they wrote back tha
ally it was worse. By thi
1 am sure they wanted
ng more than to never Hea
or dancing camels again
1 myself cursed the day
the thought had flashed 1
gad~ I think I'11 write a
about a dancing camel,

The next few years served
to prove that I could not write
children's books and probably ne
would be able to. The years
followed the same pattern that
very familiar- writing manuseri
sending them off to publishers,
getting them back, rewriting them
and sending them off againe
Finally, after an incredibly diff
cult struggle, getting one pub
and then finding that the strug
was going to start all over aga:
that it cen be as difficult or
more so to get the second book
published as the first.,

To ogive you some idea of how
things went in that time, in the
early 1960's 1 sent a manuscript
to Viking called The Dancing Ca
which was approximately 20 pages
in length, and when the manuscript
was returned to me some time la
there was a letter with it which
said that they had liked the manu=

811 writers I know have a
ible stubbornness about
, and by this time I had
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And I think I am so inter-
ested in these details because
writing is hard, and the nagging
feeling persists that some knack
of the trade, some little thing
that will make writing easier,
has escaped me., And when people
ask me about my writing and how
I do it, I knrw that's what they
want to hear- some marvelous,
simplifying trick, And I am
forced to tell them that I write
at a plain desk on plain paper
with a plain typewriter.

However, I always think of adding
that if I had my choice, I would
write on a mantelpiece in the
shade of an olive tree in Umbria,
and I would keep writing until my
pen burst.

Writing for children began
with me as it does, I imagine,
for a lot of writers, with my
own children, And it began in a
very simple way. When my
children were small, they loved
to get letters and were always
asking, "Is there any mail for
me?" The answer was always, "No,”
and there was keen disappointment
over this lack of mail despite
the fact that they could not
read or write and had had no
opportunity to build up corres-
pondents, Finally it came to me
one day, "I can write these
children letters,”™ It was sort
of a revelation and on the spot
I invented a character named
Finley Nox and wrote them each
a letter from him,

These letters provided the
instant gratification writers
need and never get. I would
write a letter in the morming,
forge a postmark, and have it in
the child®s hands by noon.
Althaugh I didn't know it at the
time, these letters were to be
my only ungualified literary
success, They were a complete
Joy.

When you are publishing
your manuscripts, on the other
hand, there are all sorts of
things that can diminish one’'s
pleasure- lona periods of
waiting, rejections, bad reviews,
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disappointments, and then there
are things you never even think of.
For example, my two daughters were
in the library one day and when
they brought their books up to the
desk to check them out, my older
daughter surveyed the younger one's
selections and said, "Oon't get that
book. It's no good.” fly younger
daughter said, "why? Have you read
it?" And she said, "No, but if a
book's dirty on the front pages and
clean in the back, then it's no
good."” Sure enough, we opened the
book , and the front pages were dark
with fingerprints and peanut butter
marks and then the book got cleaner
and cleaner, and we looked in vain
for a mark of any kind in the last
thirty pages. So now, in addition
to writing and rewriting and checkirng
reviews and trying to nlease editars
I have to periodically go to the
library and check my books to make
sure the peanut butter marks geo all
the way through,.

It was not long after I began
the letters that the thought came to
me that if I could write this suc=
cessfully for my own children, then
I could write for other children,
too. I could write children's
books.

The next few years served only
to prove that I could not write
children's books and probably never
would be able to. The years
followed the same pattern that is
very familiar- writing manuseripts,
sending them off to publisters,
getting them back, rewriting them
and sending them off again,
Finally, after an incredibly diffi-
cult struggle, getting one published
and then finding that the struggle
was going to start all over again,
that it can be as difficult or even
more so to get the second book
published as the first.

To give you some idea of how
things went in that time, in the
early 1960's I sent a manuscript
to Viking called The Dancing Camel
which was approximately 20 pages
in length, and when the manuscript
was returned to me some time later
there was a letter with it which
said that they had liked the manu-

serint at the beginninc anc at
tve end, but the middle was
tarrible. They said that they
q2d put two lines where the
story went wrong and two lines
shere I got back on the right
track.

I picked up the manuscrig
and turned through it to find
gut where the story went cad,
and I did not have to look far
Yecause the two lines were at
the bottom of the first page.
It was something of a blow to
find that I had gone wrong
hefore 1 had even completed or
page, and I began flipping
through the manuscript to see
shere I got back on the right
track, and I found that this
gccurred on the last page. I
other words I had a half page
the front that was good, a hal
page at the back, and nineteer
lousy pages in the middle., Tt
lgtter said that if I wanted |
work on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
another look at it.

There are mare moments ir
writing like this than I like
to admit, dark maoments, and ti
fact that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript hac
‘been re jected, seemed a minor
blassing. But I learned when
[ was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
81l an editor liked well enou
to encourage you, you had bes
take advantage of it. So I
rewrote the nineteen pages, a
any of you who write know ?ha
reuriting nineteen pages 1sn
really that easy. I sent it
again, and they wrote back th
actually it was worse. By th
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never He
of me or dancing camels agal
and I myself cursed the day
when the thought had flashed
oy head- I think I'l1l write a
book about a dancing camel.

All writers I know have

terrible stubbornness about
them, and by this time I had
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v finding that the struggle
19 to start all over again,
can be as difficult or even
to get the second book
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oive you some idea of how
yent 3n that time, in the
)60's 1 sent a manuscript
yg called The Dancing Camel
15 approximetely 20 pages
th, and when the manuscript
srned to me some time later
15 a letter with it which
1t they had liked the manu-

spript at the beginning ancd at
the end, but the micddle was
terrible. They said that they
fed put two lines where the
story went wrong and two lines
shere I got back on the right
track.

I picked up the manuscript
and turned through it to find
out where the story went bad,
and I did not have to look far,
‘hecause the two lines were at
the bottom of the first page.
1t was something of a blow to
find that I had gone wrong
nefgre I had even completed one
page, and I began flipping
through the manuscript to see
yhere I got back on the right
track, and I found that this
occurred on the last page. In
other words I had a half page at
the front that was good, a half
page at the back, and nineteen
lousy pages in the middle. The
letter said that if I wanted to
work on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
another look at it.

There are more moments in
witing like this than I like
to admit, dark moments, and the
fact that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript had
been rejected, seemed a minor
blessing. But I learned when
1 was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
a1l an editor liked well enough
tp encourage you, you had best
take advantage of it. So I
rewrote the nineteen pages, and
any of you who write know that
reuriting nineteen pages isn't
really that easy. 1 sent it in
again, and they wrote back that
actually it was worse. By this
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never hear
of me or dancing camels again,
and 1 myself cursed the day
shen the thought had flashed into
py head- 1 think I'll write a
‘book about a dancing camel.

All writers I know have a

terrible stubbornness about
them, and by this time I had
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become determined that I would

get it right, ans finally after
one more complete rewrite and
several minor adjustments, the
manuscript was published, But

to this day the book still seems
divided into two fractions- 1/20th
and 19/20ths, and I never open the
book without seeing in my mind
those two lines on the bottom of
the first page.

I had done a great deal of
reading about camels before I
started that book, but when I
began my next book, Rama, The
Gypsy Cat, I felt there was no
need to read about cats at all,

I had a wonderful cat at that time
named J. T. and my acguaintance
with this cat had made me an expert.

I sent the manuscript off, and
when I send them off they are
reasonable neatly typed with wide,
clean margins (incidentally my
margins have become wider and
wider because I have learned that
editors need a lot of room in
which to point out all one's
mistakes). When I got this manu-
script back, not only were the
margins filled with criticisms
and suggestions about my writing,
but also about my cat., That-
as an expert on cats- I resented.
There were comments saying that
cats couldn't see this far-at one
point I had him glance across the
Ohio River- that cats don't dream,
cats don't lick their bibs this
way- cats this coler don't have
pink paws. I could hardly believe
it, 1 had a wild search for J. T.,
turned him up and looked and, sure
enough,his pauws weren't pink, I
admitted then that even an expert
can be wrong about a few minor
details.

Also at one point in the story
the cat is unconscious and I had
the pioneer father 1ift his eyelid
to see how he was doing. Here the
comment was something to the effect
that wouldn't a cat's eyes be open
when he's unconscious, instead of
shut, 1 hadn't the faintest idea
where 1 could locate an uncorscious
cat to check, but I was going to
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the end, but the middle was
terrible. They said that they
1ad put two lines where the
story went wrong and two lines
shere I got back on the right
track.

1 picked up the manuscript
and turned through it to find
out where the story went uzad,
and I did not have to look far,
because the two lines were at
the bottom of the first page.
It was something of a blow to
find that I had gone wrong
hefore I had even completed one
page, and I began flipping
through the manuscript to see
vhere I got back on the right
track, and I found that this
occurred on the last page. 1In
other words I had a half page at
the front that was good, a half
page at the back, and nineteen
lousy pages in the middle. The
letter said that if I wanted to
work on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
snother look at it,

There are more moments in
writing like this than I like
tp admit, dark moments, and the
fagt that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript had
been re jected, seemed a minor
blessing, But I learned when
1 was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
all an editor liked well enough
to encourage you, you had best
take advantage of it. So I
rewrote the nineteen pages, and
any of you who write know that
rewriting nineteen pages isn't
really that easy. I sent it in
again, and they wrote back that
sctually it was worse, By this
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never hear
of me or dancing camels again,
agnd I myself cursed the day
when the thought had flashed into
ny head- I think I'll write a
book about a dancing camel.

All writers I know have a

terrible stubbornness about
them, and by this time I had
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become determined that I would

get it right, and finally after
one more complete rewrite and
several minor adjustments, the
manuscript was published. But

to this day the book still seems
divided into two fractions- 1/20th
and 19/20ths, and I never open the
book without seeing in my mind
those two lines on the bottom of
the first page.

I had done a great deal of
reading about camels before I
started that book, but when I
began my next book, Rama, The
Cypsy Cat, I felt there was no
need to read about cats at all.

I had a wonderful cat at that time
named J. T. and my acguaintance
with this cat had made me an expert.

I sent the manuscript off, and
when I send them off they are
reasonable neatly typed with wide,
clean margins (incidentally my
margins have become wider and
wider because I have learned that
editors need a lot of room in
which to point out all one's
mistakes), When I got this manu-
script back, not only were the
margins filled with criticisms
and suggestions about my writing,
but also about my cat, That-
as an expert on cats- I resented.
There were comments saying that
cats couldn't see this far-at one
point I had him glance across the
Ohio River- that cats don't dream,
cats don't lick their bibs this
way- cats this color don't have
pink paws. I could hardly believe
ite, I had a wild search for J. T.,
turned him up and looked and, sure
enough,his paws weren't pink. I
admitted then that sven an expert
can be wrong about a few minor
details,

Also at one point in the story
the cat is unconscious and I had
the pioneer father 1ift his eyelid
to see how he was doing. Here the
comment was something to the effect
that wouldn't a cat's eyes be ppen
when he's unconscious, instead of
shut. I hadn't the faintest idea
where I could locate an uncorscious
cat to check, but I was going to
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I picked up the manuscript
and turned through it te find
out where the story went sad,
and I did not have to look far,
because the two lines were at
the bottom of the first page.
It was something of a blow to
find that I had gone wrong
before 1 had even completed one
page, and 1 began flipping
through the manuscript to see
shere I got back on the right
track, and I found that this
occurred on the last page. In
other words I had a half page at
the front that was good, a half
page at the back, and nineteen
lousy pages in the middle. The
letter said that if I wanted to
work on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
another look at it.

There are more moments in
writing like this than I like
to admit, dark moments, and the
fact that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript had
been re jected, seemed a minor
blessing, But I learned when
1 was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
all an editor liked well enough
to encourage you, you had best
take advantage of it, So I
rewrote the ninetsen pages, and
any of you who write know that
rewriting nineteen pages isn't
really that easy., 1 sent it in
again, and they wrote back that
actually it was worse. By this
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never Hear
of me or dancing camels again,
and I myself cursed the day
when the thought had flashed into
ny head- I think I’11 write a
book about a dancing camel,

All writers I know have a

terrible stubbornness about
them, and by this time I had
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become determined that I would

get it right, and finally after
one more complete rewrite and
several minor adjustments, the
manuscript was published., B8ut

to this day the book still seems
divided into two fractions- 1/20th
and 19/20ths, and I never open the
book without seeing in my mind
those two lines on the bottom of
the first page.

I had done a great deal of
reading about camels before I
started that book, but when I
began my next book, Rama, The
Gypsy Cat, I felt there was no
need to read about cats at all,

I had a wonderful cat at that time
named J. T. and my acguaintance
with this cat had made me an expert.

I sent the manuscript off, and
when I send them off they are
reasonable neatly typed with wide,
clean margins (incidentally my
margins have become wider and
wider because I have learned that
editors need a lot of room in
which to point out all one's
mistakes), When I got this manu-
script back, not only were the
margins filled with criticisms
and suggestions about my writing,
but also about my cat, That-
as an expert on cats- I resented,
There were comments saying that
cats couldn’'t see this far-at one
point I had him glance across the
Ohio River- that cats don't dream,
cats don't lick their bibs this
way- cats this color don't have
pink paws. I could hardly believe
it I had a wild search for J. T.,
turned him up and looked and, sure
enough,his paws weren't pink, I
admitted then that even an expert
can be wrong about a few minor
details.,

Also at one point in the story
the cat is unconscious and 1 had
the pioneer father 1ift his eyelid
to see how he was doinge. Here the
comment was something to the effect
that wouldn't a cat's eyes be gpen
when he’s unconscious, instead of
shute I hadn't the faintest idea
where I could locate an uncorscious
cat to check, but I was going to
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through the manuscript to see
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track, and I found that this
sccurred on the last page. 1In
other words I had a half page at
the front that was good, a half
page at the back, and nineteen
lousy pages in the middle. The
letter said that if I wanted to
wrk on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
snother look at it.

There are more moments in
writing like this than I like
tp admit, dark moments, and the
fact that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript had
bgen re jected, seemed a minor
blessing. But I learned when
I was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
81l an editor liked well enough
to encourage you, you had best
teke advantage of it. So I
rewrote the nineteen pages, and
any of you who write know that
rewriting nineteen pagss isn't
really that easy, I sent it in
again, and they wrote back that
sctually it was worse, By this
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never hear
of me or dancing camels again,
and I myself cursed the day
shen the thought had flashed into
sy head= I think I'll write a
book about a dancing camel,

All writers 1 know have a
terrible stubbornness about
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become determined that I would

get it right, and finally after
one more complete rewrite and
several minor adjustments, the
manuscript was published. But

to this day the book still seems
divided into two fractions- 1/20th
and 19/20ths, and I never open the
book without seeing in my mind
those two limes on the bottom of
the first page.

I had done a great deal of
reading about camels before I
started that book, but when I
began my next book, Rama, The
Gypsy Cat, I felt there was no
need to read about cats at all,

I had a wonderful cat at that time
named J. T. and my acauaintance
with this cat had made me an expert.

I sent the manuscript off, and
when I send them off they are
reasonable neatly typed with wids,
clean margins (incidentally my
margins have become wider and
wider because I have learned that
editors need a lot of room in
which to point out all one's
mistakes). When I got this manu-
script back, not only were the
margins filled with criticisms
and suggestions about my writing,
but also about my cat. That-
as an expert on cats~ I resented,.
There were comments saying that
cats couldn't see this far-at one
point I had him glance across the
Ohio River- that cats don't dream,
cats don't lick their bibs this
way- cats this color don't have
pink paws. I could hardly believe
it, I had a wild search for J. T,.,
turned him up and looked and, sure
enough,his paws wersn't pink, I
admitted then that even an sxpert
can be wrong about a few minor
details,

Also at one point in the story
the cat is unconscious and I had
the pioneer father lift his eyelid
to see how he was doing. Here the
comment was something to the effect
that wouldn't a cat's eyes be gpen
when he's unconscious, instead of
shut, I hadn't the faintest idea
where I could locate an uncorscious
cat to check, but I was going to

T




1ts, and then thers
U never even think of,
my two daughters were
"y one day and when
their books up to the
< them out, my older
eyed the younger one's
d said, "Don't get that
0 good,” fly younger
'y "Why? Have you read
 said, "No, but if a
on the front pages and
back, then it's no
enough, we opened the
e front pages wsre dark
ints and peanut butter
n the book got cleaner
and we looked in vain
any kind in the last
So now, in addition
d rewriting and checking
rying to nlease editars
iodically go to the
heck my books to make
uﬁ butter marks go all
qh.

ot long after I began
rat the thought came to
could write this sue-
my own children, then
for other children,
write children's

few years served only
I could not write

ks and probably never
to. The years

same pattern that is

- writing manuseripts,
ff to publisters,
vack, rewriting them
em off again.

* an incredibly diffi-
 getting one publishad
ng that the struggle
tart all over again,
 as difficult or even
. the second book

he first.

ou some idea of how
- that time, in the
sent a manuscript
ed The Dancing Camel
oximately 20 pages
when the manusecript
o me some time later
tter with it whieh
had liked the manu=

sgript at the beginminc and at
the end, but the middle was
terrible, They said that they
s2d put two lines where the
sfory went wrong and two lines
shere I got back con the right
frack.

I picked up the manuscript
and turned through it to find
out where the story went uad,
¢nd I did not have to look far,
spcause the two lines were at
the bottom of the first page.

It was something of a blow to
find that 1 had gone wrong
before I had even completed one
page, and I began flipping
‘through the manuscript to see
shere I got back on the right
track, and I found that this
occurred on the last page. In
other words I had a half page at
the front that was good, a half
page at the back, and nineteen
lousy pages in the middle. The
letter said that if I wanted to
work on the manuscript again,
they would be willing to take
another look at it,

There are more moments in
ariting like this than I like
to admit, dark moments, and the
fact that this time only
19/20ths of the manuscript had
teen re jected, seemed a minor
tlessing, But I learned when
| was doing magazine articles
that if there was anything at
2l an editor liked well enough
io encourage you, you had best
take advantage of it. So I
rewrote the nineteen pages, and
any of you who write know that
reuriting nineteen pages isn't
really that sasy. I sent it in
sgain, and they wrote back that
sctually it was worse, By this
time I am sure they wanted
nothing more than to never hear
of me or dancing camels again,
and I myself cursed the day
shen the thought had flashed into
sy head= I think I'11l write a
book about a dancing camel.

All writers I know have a

terrible stubbornness about
them, and by this time I had
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become determined that I would

get it right, and finally after
one more complets rewrite and
several minor adjustments, the
manuscript was published., But

to this day the book still seems
divided into two fractions- 1/20th
and 19/20ths, and I never open the
book without secing in my mind
those two lines on the bottom of
the first page.

I had done a great deal of
reading about camels before I
started that book, but when I
began my next book, Rama, The
Gypsy Cat, I felt there was no
need to read about cats at all,

I had a wonderful cat at that time
named J. T. and my acquaintance
with this cat had macde me an expert,

I sent the manuscript off, and
when I send them off they are
reasonadble neatly typed with wide,
clean margins (incidentally my
margins have become wider and
wider because I have learned that
editors need a lot of room in
which to point out all one's
mistakes). When I got this manu-
script back, not only were the
margins filled with criticisms
and suggestions about my writing,
but also about my cat, That-
as an expert on cats- I resented,
There were comments saying that
cats couldn't see this far-at one
point I had him glance across the
Ohio River- that cats don't dream,
cats don't lick their bibs this
way- cats this color don't have
pink paws. I could hardly believe
it. I had a wild search for J. T.,
turned him up and looked and, sure
enough,his paws wersn't pink. I
admitted then that even an expert
can be wrong about a few minor
details,

Also at one point in the story
the cat is unconscious and I had
the pioneer father 1lift his eyelid
to see how he was doings. Here the
comment was something to the effect
that wouldn't a cat's eyes be open
when he's unconscious, instead of
shuts I hadn't the faintest idea
where I could locate an uncorscious
cat to check, but I was going to
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the vet that afternoon, and so
1 asked him if a cat's eyes
were open or shut when he was
unconscious. He said that he
must have seen a hundred iin-
conscious cats, and he hadn't
the faintest idea. He said

he was going to do a cat oper-
ation in a moment and that if
I would care to wait, he would
let me know. Due to the
importance of this detail I
agreed, sat out in the waiting
rToom and waited. After a
moment he called out, "Mrs,
Byars, they're open." I got
up, went home, scratched out
that dramatic paragraph and
made a silent vow never again
to be an expert on anything.

Bne of the difficulties I
have always had is that at some
point in my writing, the creatiw
urge gives out. I don't make
outlines~ in fact my daughter
once described my writing
technique to her teacher like
this- "My mom just makes things
up as she goes along." Anybody
who makss things up as she goes
along is running a risk,
because it frequently happens
that you come to a point at
which you can’t seem to make

At one point during Rama,
I came to a complete halt, I
could think of nothing, Days
went by and not one word was
written. Weegks passed., 1In
moments like this I am always
reminded that there is a
measurement in Physics called
absolute zero. It is a point
459 Fahrsnheit degrees below
zero, and at this point all
activity ceases. Nothing
maves. This is the low I
sink to sometimes-absolute
zero. I could not write
a word if my life depended on
it,

At the time I was writing
Rama my daughters were taking
clarinet lessons at the Uni-
versity, and I made myself sit
out in the car for that half
hour when they were having

west virginia libraries

their lesson and write, I camne
to hate cars, ~larinets and
Thursdays. The first thing I
would think when I awoke on
Thursday was, "well, I'm going teo
have to write for another half
hour today,”

Finally the lessons were ovar,

and I got all those tortured slips

of paper out of the glove campart
ment, typed them up and sat doun
to read. And I realized this
sounds sxactly like a woman wrate
it sitting out in the car waiting
for her daughters to have their
clarinet lessons, ’

The point of absolute zero

can be reached in a number of ways.

Everyone I know who is at all ]
creative, realized that creativity
is a fleeting and fragile thing,
and the point of absolute zero is
only moments away at any time, It
can be brought about by a single
word, For example, you may be
working with great enthusiasm on

a manuscript and while you are in

the grocery store, quickly getting
a few canned goods for SuUpper, a
friend appears. VYou remark to the
friend that you haven't +ime to
stop because you are working on a
manuscript, and you want to get
right back to it, She says, "Oh,
what's this one about?" And you
reply not without pride that you
are working on a book about a
grasshopper.,

"A grasshopper?” That's all
she says, but in that instant you
realize for the first time what
incredible foolishness it was to
undertake a book about a grass=
hopper. What can you have been
thinking of? You stumble home,
and the creative urge which burned
so brightly only moments before,
has now gone out, Grasshoppers
have become once again the stuff
of which plagues are made, And
the terrible thing is that this
friend will remember and
remember and will come up to yeu

ten years later when you have just

won the Newbery medal and say,
"But when is the grasshopper book
going to come out?”

Here is another way in
the creative urge, if not
ed out entirely, is
ously dimmed, I am
stomed to asking my
dren's opinion on my manu-
pts. I started this when
ldren werc quite young
en they still saw mz in
wonderful light in which
young children see their

s, My oatmeal cookies
 wanderful, the Kool-Aid
xed was better than any-
else's, and in like fashio
tories were wonderful, The
always in demand, and the
lete disbelief with which
news was receivecd that an
or had rejected this story
art warming indeed,

I even recall the day when
on brought one of his

:nds into my bedroom, and I
d up from my desk to hear
y, "flom, James wants to
pu write.” I can hardly
you how flattering this
Immediately 1 put a sheet
' paper in the typewriter,

ad for several minutes at
speed, pulled it out with
ourish and displayed it,
unately James could not rea
he stared in an impressed
er at what I had done, and
'son said, "See, I told you
could write.” It was one o
fine moments that only
occasionally to a writer.

At some point, like all

sathers, I found my position
ing. One day without

rning someone looked at my

al cookies and said, "Yuck

 someone asked me why I )

1't do something with my hai

the next thing 1 knew, my

iting ability had come under

stion,

T

For example, when I told
son 1 had completed a manu-
ript and he could nouw ?ead
! gccasion for previous
eing) he now stopped dead
said, "Do I have to?"

Or I had previously had
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the vet that afternocon, and so
I asked him if a cat's eyes
were open or shut when he was
unconscious., He said that he
must have seen a hundred un-
conscious cats, and he hadn't
the faintest idea. He said

he was going to do a cat oper-
ation in a moment and that if
I would care to wait, he would
let me know. Due to the
importance of this detail I
agreed, sat out in the waiting
room and waited, After a
moment he called out, “frs,
Byars, they're open.” I got
up, went home, scratched out
that dramatic paragraph and
made a silent vow never again
to be an expert on anything.

One of the difficulties I
have always had is that at some
point in my writing, the creatiwe
urge gives out. I don't make
outlines- in fact my daughter
once described my writing
technique to her teacher like
this- "My mom just makes things
up as she goes along." Anybody
who makes things up as she goes
along is running a risk,
because it frequently happens
that you come to a point at
which you can't seem to make

At one point during Rama,
I came to a complete halt, I
could think of nothing, Days
went by and not one word was
written., Weeks passed, In
moments like this I am always
reminded that there is a
measurement in Physics called
absolute zero. It 'is a point
459 Fahrenheit degrees below
zero, and at this point all
activity ceases, Nothing
moves. This is the low I
sink to sometimes-absolute
zero, I could not write
a word if my life depended on
it.

At the time I was writing
Rama my daughters were taking
clarinet lessons at the Uni-
versity, and I made myself sit
out in the car for that half
hour when they were having
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their lesson and write. 1 came
to hate cars, ~larinets and
Thursdays. The first thing I
would think whzn I awoke on
Thursday was, "Well, I'm going to
have to write for another half
hour taoday,”

Finally the lessons were over,
and I got all those tortured slips
of paper out of the glove compats
ment, typed them up and sat down
to read, And I realized this
sounds exactly like a woman wrote
it sitting out in the car waiting
for her daughters to have their
clarinet lessons. ’

The point of absolute zero
can be reached in a number of ways.
Everyone I know who is at all
creative, realized that creativity
is a fleeting and fragile thing,
and the point of absolute zero is
only moments away at any times It
can be brought about by a single
word. For example, you may be
working with great enthusiasm on
a manuscript and while you are in
the grocery store, quickly getting
a few canned goods for supper, a
friend appears. You remark to the
friend that you haven't *time to
stop because you are working on a
manuscript, and you want to get
right back to it. She says, "0Oh,
what's this one about?” And you
reply not without pride that you
are working on a book about a
grasshopper.

"A grasshopper?” That's all
she says, but in that instant you
realize for the first time what
incredible foolishness it was to
undertake a book about a grass-
hopper. What can you have been
thinking of? You stumble home,
and the creative urge which burned
so brightly only moments before,
has now gone out. Grasshoppers
have become once again the stuff
of which plagues are made, And
the terrible thing is that this
friend will remember and
remember and will come up to you
ten years later when you have just
won the Newbery medal and say,
"8ut when is the grasshopper book
going to come out?”

Here is another way in
ch the creative urge, if n
ed out entirely, is
ously dimmed, I am

stomed to asking my
ldren's opinion on my manu
pts, 1 started this when
children werc gquite young
“when they still saw me in
t wonderful light in which
_young children see their
hers, My oatmeal cookies
wonderful, the Kool-Aid
ed was better than any-
y else’s, and in like fash
tories were wonderful, T
always in demand, and th
lete disbelief with which
news was received that an
itor had rejected this stor
heart warming indeed.

1 even recall the day wkh
on brought one of his

ds into my bedroom, and
ed up from my desk to hez
say, "fom, James wants tc
you write,” I can hardly
you how flattering this
Immediately I put a she
paper in the typewriter,

i for several minutes at
speed, pulled it out wi
lourish and displayed it.
tunately James could not
he stared in an impresse
er at what I had done, a
son said, “See, I told yo
could write.” It was on
fine moments that only
pccasionally to a write

At some point, like all
ers, I found my position
anging. One day without
ning someone looked at my
atmeal cookies and said, “Y
an sameone asked me why I
dn't do something with my

the next thing I knew, m
ting ability had come und
lestion.

for example, when I tol
gy son 1 had completed a mar
ript and he could now reat
{an occasion for previous
Qicing) he now stopped de
said, "Do I have to?"

Or I had previously hat
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the vet that afternoon, and so
I asked him if a cat's eyes
were open or shut when he was
unconscious. He said that he
must have seen a hundred un-
conscious cats, and he hadn't
the faintest idea. He said

he was going to do a cat oper-
ation in a moment and that if
I would care to wait, he would
let me know. Due to the
importance of this detail I
agreed, sat out in the waiting
room and waited., After a
moment he called out, "fMrs,
Byars, they're open.” I got
up, went home, scratched out
that dramatic paragraph and
made a silent vow never again
to be an expert on anything.

One of the difficulties I
have always had is that at some
point in my writing, the creatiw
urge gives out. I don't make
outlines~ in fact my daughter
once described my writing
technique to her teacher like
this- “fly mom just makes things
up as she goes along.” Anybody
who makes things up as she goes
along is running a risk,
because it frequently happens
that you come to a point at
which you can't seem to make

At one point during Rama,
I came to a complete halt, 1
could think of pnothing., Days
went by and not one word was
written., Weeks passed. In
moments like this I am always
reminded that there is a
measurement in Physics called
absolute zero. It 'is a point
459 Fahrenheit degrees below
zero, and at this point all
activity ceases., Nothing
moves. This is the low I
sink to sometimes~absolute
zero. 1 could not write
a word if my life depended on
it,

At the time I was writing
Rama my daughters were taking
clarinet lessons at the Uni-
versity, and I made myself sit
out in the car for that half
hour when they were having
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their lesson and write. I cane
to hate cars, ~=larinets and
Thursdays. The first thing I
would think when I awcke on
Thursday was, "wWell, I'm going to
have to write for another half
hour today.”

Finally the lessons were aver,
and I got all those tortured slips

of paper out of the glove compar
ment, typed them up and sat douwn
to read, And I realized this
sounds exactly like a woman wrote
it sitting out in the car waiting
for her daughters to have their
clarinet lessons., ‘

The point of absolute zero

can be reached in a number of ways.

Everyone I know who is at all

creative, realized that creativity

is a fleeting and fragile thing,
and the point of absolute zero is

only moments away at any time, It

can be brought about by a single
ward, For example, you may be

working with great enthusiasm on
a manuscript and while you are in

the grocery store, guickly getting

a few canned goods for supper, a
friend appears. You remark to the
friend that you haven’t time to
stop because you are working on a
manuscript, and you want to get
right back te it. She says, "Oh,
what's this one about?" And you
reply not without pride that you
are working aon a baok ahaout a
grasshopper,

"A grasshopper?” That's all
she says, but in that instant you
realize for the first time what
incredible foolishness it was to
undertake a book about a grass=-
hopper. WWhat can you have been
thinking of? You stumble home,
and the creative urge which burned
so brightly only moments before,
has now gone out. Grasshoppers
have become once again the stuff
of which plagues are made, And
the terrible thing is that this
friend will remember and
remember and will come up to you
ten years later when you have just
won the Newbery medal and say,
"But when is the grasshopper book
going to come out?”

Here is another way in
hich the creative urge, if
ed out entirely, is
ously dimmed, 1 am
tomed to asking my
ildren's opinion on my man
ipts, I started this uwhe
children werc quite young
when they still saw me 1
wonderful light in whic
] young children see their
s, My oatmeal cookies
wonderful, the Kool-Aic
ixed was better than any-
else’s, and in like fas
staries were wonderful,

e always in demand, and 1
plete disbelief with whic
, news was received that
tor had rejected this st
heart warming indeed,

I gven recall the day
y son brought one of his
iends intc my bedroom, ant
d up from my desk to hi
2 say, “Mom, James wants
you write.” 1 can hard
you how flattering thi
s. Immediately I put a s
_paper in the typewriter,
for several minutes a
speed, pulled it out w
Flgurish and displayed it
rtunately James could not
he stared in an impress
ner at what I had done,
son said, "See, I toldy
could write.” It was o
e fine moments that onl
pecasionally to a writ

At some point, like al
ars, 1 found my positic
ging. One day without
rning someone looked at n
tmeal cookies and said,
someone asked me why 1
idn't do something with my
d the next thing I knew,
riting ability had come ur
jestion,

For example, when 1 &«
son 1 had completed a m
pt and he could now re
t (an occasion for previot
sjoicing) he now stopped

~n

said, "Do I have to?
Or I had previously h
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the vet that afternoon, and so
I asked him if a cat's eyes
were open or shut when he was
unconscious. He said that he
must have seen a hundred 1in-
conscious cats, and he hadn't
the faintest idea. He said

he was going to do a cat oper-
ation in a moment and that if
I would care to wait, he would
let me know. Due to the
importance of this detail I
agreed, sat out in the waiting
room and waited., After a
moment he called out, "Mrs.
Byars, they're open.” I got
up, went home, scratched out
that dramatic paragraph and
made a silent vow never again
to be an expert on anything,.

One of the difficulties I
have always had is that at some
point in my writing, the creative
urge gives out. I don't make
outlines- in fact my daughter
once described my writing
technique to her teacher like
this- "My mom just makes things
up as she goes along.” Anybody
who makes things up as she goes
along is running a risk,
because it frequently happens
that you come to a point at
which you can't seem to make

At one point during Rama,
I came to a complete halt., I
could think of nothing. Days
went by and not one word was
written. Weeks passed. In
moments like this I am always
reminded that there is a
measurement in Physics called
absolute zero, It is a point
459 Fahrenheit degrees below
zero, and at this point all
activity ceases., Nothing
moves. This is the low I
sink to sometimes-absolute
zgro, 1 could not write
a word if my life depended on
it.

At the time I was writing
Rama my daughters were taking
clarinet lessons at the Uni-
versity, and I made myself sit
out in the car for that half
hour when they were having

west virginia lihraries

their lesson and write. I came
to hate cars, ~=larinets and
Thursdays. The first thing I
would think when I awcke on
Thursday was, "Well, I'm going te
have to write for another half
hour today.”

Finally the lessons were over,
and I got all those tortured slips
of paper out of the glove compart=
ment, typed them up and sat down
to read. And I realized this
sounds exactly like a waoman wrote
it sitting out in the car waiting
for her daughters to have their
clarinet lessons. ’

The point of absolute zero
can be reached in a number of ways.
Everyone I know who is at all
creative, realized that creativity
is a fleeting and fragile thing,
and the point of absolute zero is
only moments away at any time. It
can be brought about by a single
word. For example, you may be
working with great enthusiasm on
a manuscript and while you are in
the grocery store, guickly getting
a few canned goods for supper, a
friend appears. VYou remark to the
friend that you haven't *ime to
stop because you are working on a
manuscript, and you want to get
right back to it. She says, "0h,
what's this one about?” And you
reply not without pride that you
are working on a book about a
grasshopper,

"A grasshopper?” That's all
she says, but in that instant you
realize for the first time what
incredible foolishness it was to
undertake a book about a grass-
happer. What can you have been
thinking of? You stumble home,
and the creative urge which burned
so brightly only moments before,
has now gone out. Grasshoppers
have become once again the stuff
of which plagues are made., And
the terrible thing is that this
friend will remember and
remember and will come up to you
ten years later when you have just
won the Newbery medal and say,
"But when is the grasshopper book
going to come out?”

Here is another way
which the creative urge,
snuffed out entirely, is
seriously dimmed, I am
accustomed to asking my
children's opinion on my m:
scripts, I started this ul
my children werc guite your
and when they still saw me
that wonderful light in wh
all young children see the
mothers. My ocatmeal cooki
were wonderful, the Kool-A.
I mixed was better than an
body else’s, and in like f
ny stories were wonderful,
were always in demand, and
complete disbelief with wh
the news was received that
editor had re jected this s
was heart warming indeed.

I even recall the day
my son brought one of his
friends into my bedroom, a
looked up from my desk to
him say, “Mom, James wants
see you write.” I can har
tell you how flattering th
was, Immediately I put a
of paper in the typewriter
typed for several minutes
high speed, pulled it out
a flourish and displayed i
Fortunately James could no
but he stared in an impres
manner at what I had done,
my son said, "See, I told
she could write,” It was
those fine moments that or
come occasionally to a wri

At some point, like ¢
mothers, I found my positi
changing. One day without
warning someone looked at
patmeal cookies and said,
Then someone asked me why
didn't do something with r
and the next thing I knew
writing ability had come
question.

For example, when I
my son 1 had completed a
script and he could now T
it (en occasion for previ
mjoicing) he now stopped

~

and said, "Do I have to?

Or I had previously

yol. 24, no. 2



son and write., I came
ars, ~larinets and

. The first thing I

nk.- when I awoke on

was, "Well, I'm going to
rite for another half
y.u

ly the lessons were over,
all those tortured slips
out of the glove compart=
ed them up and sat down
And I realized this
actly like a woman wrote
3 out in the car waiting
aughters to have their
lessons., )

pint of absolute zero
ached in a number of ways.
I know who is at all
realized that creativity
ting and fragile thing,
oint of absolute zero is
nts away at any time, It
ought about by a single
r example, you may be
ith great enthusiasm an
ipt and while you are in
ry store, quickly getting
ned goods for supper, a
nears. You remark to the
at you haven't *ime to
use you are working on a
ty, and you want to get
< to it, She says, "GCh,
is one about?"” And you
without pride that you
ng on a book about a
2T

asshopper?” That's all
but in that instant you
or the first time what

e foolishness it was to

a book about a grass-
What can you have been
of ? You stumble home,
reative urge which burned
ly only moments before,
one out. OGrasshoppers
me once again the stuff
plagues are made., And
hle thing is that this
11 remember and
and will come up to you
later when you have just
ewbery medal and say,

is the grasshopper book
come out?”

Here is another way in
yhich the creative urge, if not
snuffed out entirely, is
seriously dimmed, I am

‘accustomed to asking my

¢hildren's opinion on my manu-
scripts. I started this when

my children werc quite young

and when they still saw me in
that wonderful light in which
21l young children see their
mothers. fy oatmeal cookies

were wonderful, the Kool-Aid

I mixed was better thanm any-~
body else's, and in like fashion
my stories were wonderful. They
were always in demand, and the
complete disbelief with which
the news was received that an
gditor had rejected this story
was heart warming indeed.

I even recall the day when
my son brought one of his
friends into my bedroom, and I
looked up from my desk to hear
him say, “"Mom, James wants to
see you write.” I can hardly
tell you how flattering this
was, Immediately I put a sheet
of paper in the typewriter,
typed for several minutes at
high speed, pulled it out with
a fFlourish and displayed it.
Fortunately James could not read,
but he stared in an impressed
manner at what I had done, and
my son said, “See, 1 told you
she could write.” It was one of
those fine moments that only

‘come occasionally to a writer.

At some point, like all
mothers, 1 found my position
changing. One day without
warning someone looked at my
patmeal cookies and said, "Yuck.”
Then someone asked me why I
didn*t do something with my hair
and the next thing I knew, my
writing ability had come under
question,

For example, when I told
my son 1 had completed a manu-
script and he could now read
it (an occasion for previous
rejoicing) he now stopped dead

on

and said, “Do I have to?

Or I had previously had

trouble getting titles, and so I
would make a list of titles, sit
the children dowr, tell them I

was going to read them some titles
and for them to stop me when I came
to a title they liked. They would
stop me on the first one and the
second one and the third. They
would claim they woculd want to read
all of the books with those titles.
Now, I would sit them down and read
through 20 or 30 titles in total
silence. At the end one would say,
"] didn't want to read any of them,
did you?” And they would all agree
that there was not one title on the
list worthy of being read. The
creative urge was given some
stunning blows in those days,

When I first began to write
children'®s books I had an incredible
sense of optimism about everything
i wrote. If it was a small, simple
story, it seemed to me that it had
the simplicity of something like
Anqus And The Ducks, and it was with
a real sense of shock that I got
the manuscript back and found that
an editor had turned it down because
it was "slight.” Or if 1 had
written a fantasy, it seemed to me
it had the same imaginative quality
of Alice In Wonderland, and I could
not understand an editor saying of
such a manuscript "did not fill
their present needs.”

Because 1 was so extremely
optimistic about everything I
wrote, I could not wait to get it
into an editor's hands. I would
wrap it up immediately and send it
off, I look back on this as the
height of reckless behavior. WNow,
when I have finished a manuscript-
even if it seems to m2 to combine
the simplicity of Angus_And The
Ducks with the imaginative quality
of Alice In wWonderland, I put the
manuscript in a drawer and forget
it for a few months.

A curious phenomena occurs
during this period. In my mind,
the manuscript lying in the drauwer
is getting Letter and better, and
at the same time the manuscript in
the drawer is actually getting
worse and worse. So that when I
take the manuscript out at the end
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Here is another way in
yhich the creative urge, if not
snuffed out entirely, is
seriously dimmed., I am
accustomed to asking my
children's opinion on my manu-
scripts, I started this when
my children werc quite young
and when they still saw me in
that wonderful light in which
all young children see their
mothers, fiy oatmeal cookies
yere wonderful, the Kool-Aid
I mixed was better than any-
body else's, and in like fashion
my stories were wonderful. They
were always in demand, and the
complete disbelief with which
the news was received that an
gditor had rejected this story
was heart warming indeed,

I even recall the day when
my son brought cne of his
friends into my bedroom, and I
lgoked up From my desk to hear
him say, "fom, James wants to
see you write,” I can hardly
tell you how flattering this
was, Immediately 1 put a sheet
of paper in the typewriter,
typed for several minutes at
high speed, pulled it out with
a flourish and displayed it.
fortunately James could not read,
but he stared in an impressed
manner at what I had done, and
my son said, "See, 1 told you
she could write,” It was one of
those fine moments that only
come occasionally to a writer.

At some point, like all
mothers, I found my position
changing. One day without
warning someone looked at my
patmeal cookies and said, "Yuck.”
Then someone asked me why I
didn't do something with my hair

and the next thing I knew, my

writing ability had come under
question,

For example, when I told
my son I had completed a manu-
script and he could now read
it (an occasion for previous
rejoicing) he now stopped dead
and said, "Do I have to?"

Or I had previously had
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trouble getting titles, and so I
would make a list of titles, sit
the children down, tell them I

was going to read them some titles
and for them to stop me when 1 came
to a title they liked. They would
stop me on the first one and the
second one and the third. They
would claim they would want to read
all of the books with those titles,
Now, I would sit them down and read
through 20 or 30 titles in total
silence. At the end one would say,
"I didn't want to read any of them,
did you?” And they would all agree
that there was not one title on the
list worthy of being read. The
creative urge was given some
stunning blows in those days.

When I first began to write
children's books I had an incredible
sense of optimism about everything
I wrote. If it was a small, simple
story, it seemed to me that it had
the simplicity of something like
Angus And The Ducks, anc it was with

a real sense of shock that I got

the manuscript back and found that
an editor had turned it down because
it was "slight.” Or if I bhad
written a fantasy, it seemed to me
it had the same imaginative quality
of Alice In Wonderland, and I could
not understand an editor saying of
such a manuscript "did not fill
their present needs.”

Because ] was so extremely
optimistic about everything I
wrote, I could not wait to get it
into an editor's hands. I would
wrap it up immediately and send it
off. I look back on this as the
height of reckless behavior, Now,
when I have finished a manuscript-
even if it seems to ma to combine
the simplicity of Angus Anc The
Ducks with the imaginmative guality
of Alice In Honderland, I put the
manuscript in a drawer and forget
it for a few months,

A curious phenomena occurs
during this period. In my mind,
the manuscript lying in the drawer
is getting better and better, and
at the same time the manuscript in
the drawer is actually getting
worse and worse, 5o that when I
take the manuscript out at the end




of this three month period, it
is barely recognizable. I have
even on occasion assumed that
this could only be some sort of
rough draft of the manuscript,
and because I am not a well-~
organized person, I have almost
torn my desk and indeed, ny
whole room apart trying to find
the other manuscript, the qood
manuscript. May you never

stand knee high in papers and

be forced to accept ths fact
that these amateurish forty
pages you took out of the drzwer
actually is the hilarious,
touching amd polished manuscript
you put in,

When I have finally ac-
cepted the reality that this is
it, this is all there 1s, then
my work begins. I take the
manuscript, and I cut it or
lengthen it or re-assemhle it or
enlarge some parts and minimize
others. I put in characters or
take them out, put in scenes and
take some out., I add, subtract,
multiply and divide, and all the
time I'm doirn this, I am
praying that somehaw the goddess
of literature will touch it and
change it and shape it into
something good,

lhen the manuscript has
been completely reworked, I
put it back in the drawer and
wait and then take it out again
in a few months and keep doing
this until I can read something
without cringing. This does
not, unfortunately, result in
perfect manuscripts, hut it
does work for me, It's slow,
but the only time speed counts
is on the first draflt orf a
manuscript, and I've learned to
move quickly there because
there is no warse Ferling than
to sit at a typeuwriter, F-nra
on the keys and thin'', “Nouw,
vhat was that idea I liag?”

I'm afraid I have
lingerec @ bit on the diffi-
culties of writing children's
books, and <o I would like ton
tell you ahout ene moment that

went virginia libraries

is alriost like magic., When 1
senc in the galley sheets for cne
of my bonoks that is the last time
I see the book for about eight

months. And during that time,

I don't generally see the illus-
trations, and even though I know
the name af the illustrator, tha
doesn't always tell me a great d
And T don't usually know when my
publication date is other than a
aeneral "in the spring™ or "in the
fall.”

And so, one day, in the sprin
or in the fall, I walk to the
mailbox and see that I have a
package., And because I am not a
terribly cool pgerscn, I rip it
open at the end of the driveway
and there is my hook. And all the
rewriting and the problems fade
away, anc the whole thing seems
incredibly simple, 1 can hardly
remembar warking on the book at
all, It seems almost just ta
have happened.

It pleases me to think that ip
a few months arother writer will
be standing in her kitchen on a
dull January day, and the phone
will ring, and ke ar she will
hear thosz staagering wcrds, "You
have won the lNewbery medal.“ It
is an unbelievable moment, and it
marks the beginnirc of an unbe-
lievable ycar.

Last January just after it was
announced that I had won the
vewbery medal, 1 was in a school
in Point larion, Pa., and I was
telling a croup aof secantd gragers
about getting the call and going
to Los Angeles for the receotion,
and I must have gaotten o bit
carried away with the whonle thing,
because when I oot through one
little cirl seid, "It must have
been = Iot of Fun te wvir the
LFewhery lTecal.” Thoe teacher very
gquickly interrupted and said thet
actually it was a nreat honor, hul

could cec thzi 21l bthe childeen
new what it hac really heon.

I
I
< = i

It has been boih things For me=
an horcr and 2 1at 57 fun, =2 VETY,
nice yecar, and I would like to
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of this three month period, it
is barely recognizable., I have
even on occasion assumed that
this could only be some sort of
rough draft of the manuscript,
and because I am not a well-
organized person, I have almost
torn my desk and indeed, my
whole room apart trying to find
the other manuscript, the good
manuscript. May you never

stand knee high in papers and

be forced to accept the fact
that these amateurish forty
pages you took out of the drawer
actually is the hilarious,
touching and polished manuscript
you put in.

When I have finally ac-
cepted the reality that this is
it, this is all there is, then
my work begins., I take the
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