THE SOUL OF AN AUTHOR
The most rewarding part of my job as a media technologist is reading to children. I love having students sitting quietly in front of my old wooden rocking chair.  You could hear a pin drop, their eyes wide, bodies tense and their mouths hanging open while I’m reading. Then right before the ending, a quiet, “oh” or a gasp escapes someone’s lips in anticipation. I gently close the book, loud applause erupts around me. My heart melts every time. Whenever these responses happen, I make sure to put that author and title on our highly recommended reading list hanging in the hall.
My goal is to help children realize their love of literature by sharing great stories with them; I hope to create a life-long passion for reading. This is a job I’ve always taken seriously for the past twelve years and find that it is extremely challenging in today’s world of computers, cell phones, hand-held video games and iPods.

One of my early writing assignments through the Institute of Children’s Literature (ICL) was almost ready to send in. I decided to share the story with my first hour class at the elementary school. 

 “We are going to do something a bit different for library this week.” I explained to the fourth graders that sat in front of me. Their curious eyes wandered to the blue folder that jiggled on my bouncing knee. “I ran across this story the other day.” My hand trembled slightly as I held up the folder. “The author is unknown and there are no illustrations. You will have to listen closely and use your imaginations as I read.” 

My clammy fingers flipped the blue folder open. What would I do if the children groaned at the story? What if they had no response at all? What if they started fidgeting? I hesitated, took a deep breath and began. My story about a tiny nymph that was about to become a dragonfly captured and enthralled the children; they hung on my every word. The loud applause at the end went straight to my heart. To my surprise later that day, I overheard the children discussing characters from my story in the lunch room with other classes. I stepped out into the hall, too overwhelmed with emotion to stay.  I had the children excited and using their imaginations with my words. That evening when I tried to describe the student’s faces, gestures and comments to my husband, the happy tears couldn’t be restrained any longer. This was the first time I realized, I am an author even if I never publish anything.  

The students to this day don’t know I wrote that story. (It’s never been published) When I sat at the computer that same evening I wrote from my heart about the emotions that touched my soul. I felt a strong need to share this story, but had no idea where to send it. So I decided to write ICL and ask. The web-editor Jan Fields e-mailed me that same evening and asked if I would send her the story to look over. She liked the article and suggested I send it to the editor at “Once Upon A Time.” 

“The Moment I Realized I was an Author” became my first acceptance eighteen months ago. It will be in print in the May, 2007 issue of “Once Upon A Time.” Thank you, Jan.

Throughout the past year and a half, I’ve had three other acceptances with “Permission to Hunt’s Ultimate Outdoors Magazine.” The first one, “School, Canoe and a Dream Come True was published in the March 2007 issue. “Fishing for Acceptance” will be in print in June 2007 and “Thank God for Sour Cherries” will be published in one of the 2007 summer issues. “A Bag With a Bite” was recently accepted for the June 2007 issue of “Stories for Children.”
Even though I’m ecstatic about being published, the expressions and the responses of those fourth grade students are forever imbedded on my soul, the soul of an author. 
