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Introduction

The F sedinas of the aghteenth Annua nternational
conference of The Children’s Literature Association contains the
addresses and awards presented at the conference held at the
University of Southern Mississippi, May 30 to June 2, 1991,
together with, for the first time, all the papers presented, plus
a listing of the panels and workshops presented and abstracts of
those papers which were withdrawn from the Proceedings in order
to be published elsewhere. Although it has always teen the
policy of The Children’s Literature Association to allow papers
printed in the Proceedinas to be published elsewhere, some
journals are now refusing acceptance if a paper has appeared
anywhere else.

Participants are snlely responsible for the content of their
papers.

The success of the conference was largely due to the efforts
of the Local Arrangements Committee: Dee Jones, Curator of the de
Grummond Collection (chair), Anne Lundin, and Terry Latour; the
Paper Selection Committee, Sylvia Patterson lskander (chair),
Anne Lundin, and Nancy Verhoek; and to the support of the
conference by the de Grummond Collection, the University of
Southern Mississippi, the Library of Hattiesburg, Petal and
Forrest County, and the City of Hattiesburg.

I would also like to thank the outgoing president, Norma
Bagnall, for answering mary questions about procedure; the former
editors, Stve Gannon and Ruth Anne Thompson, for their invaluable
advice; and my colleagues: Willard Fox for repeatedly lending his
time and expertise about MLA style as well as Word Perfect;
Barbara Cicardo and Becky Patterson for transferring Mac
manuscripts and scanning papers for conversion to Word Perfect;
and Laureen Tedesco for proofreading and more proofreading.
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The Presidential Address
Reading and Litera~y: A Lifetime Work

I came into the presidency two years ago very nervously, not
knowing for sure if I could do the Jjob. I had taken copious
notes in board meetings the day before about the vice president’s
job, the office I expected to fill in 1989. It is not my wont to
look too far into the future; I planned to learn how to be
president at the 1990 board meetings.

That first year I would have floundered had it not been for
an extraordinary executive board who were working hard to do
their jobs and to help me look good as well. I kept a journal of
tasks completed and find that I answered a surprising number of
letters from people interested in some aspect of children’s
books. There is one I want to share with you because it
expresses the importance children’s books have on just about
anyone. The writer wanted to find a book he rcmembered from the
1920s or early 1930s to share with his grandchild. I paraphrase
his description.

It was a small picture book with black and white photographs
of animals dressed up, mainly rabbits. It was about Mother and
Father Bunn and their crildren; one was Algernon., He was a good
child even though he used ths expression "OK" all the time. The
climax of the story came wher ihe young rabbits, led by Algernon,
rescued the Easter Bunny who had been tied up by some bad boys.
The Easter Bunny rewarded the bunnies by letting them distribute
Easter eggs. They took off in a sort of dirigible captained by
Algernon. One scene showed Mother and Father Bunn listening to
an old-fashioned radio with a rounded top. The authors
emphasized in the preface that none of the animals photographed
had been forced to pose or had been mistreated in any way.

This is an amazing recounting of explicit details of a book
the writer has not seen for over forty years. That is, it is
amazing unless one realizes that books can have this effect on
children. Those things we learn early, we remember long;
memories of a book read in childhood can be remembered over a
lifetime.! That is one of the reasons I tell the story here to
emphasize something you in this audience know well; children’s
books can leave a lasting impression. Another reason is that in
a crowd such as this one, someone may recognize the story and be
able to give the writer a better answer than I could in December,
which was, "I don’t know."?

The Children’s Literature Association was formed because of
the importance children’s literature professors and scholars
placed on this body of literature. The discipline had been
largely ignored by mainstream scholars and English departments.



It was, and in too many places still is, looked down upon,
considered a punishment, or at least a developmental stage for
some lowly professor to have to teach before he can advance to
teaching "real" literature.?

The Association has changed, and continues to change, that
attitude. Rebecca Lukens likened our problem in attracting new
members to the problem a modern union has making converts now.
Working conditions are so good that workers see no need to join a
union. I'm not sure that we’ve made children’s literature so
accepted in academe that we don’t want to join an organization
that promotes critical attention to it, but Lukens’ point is
valid. Students studying for the Ph.D. in English are encouraged
to have at least one other specialization in order to make
themselves "more marketable" once they have finished their course
work and are in the job market.

I didn’t do that. In my Ph.D. program, I talked with each
professor before signing up for a course. If he would not let me
write my major paper on some aspect of children’s literature that
suited the topic, I chose another course. The result was that I
wrote papers on Alice in Wonderland, Little Women, and children’s
editions of Beowulf, among others. My attitude expressed an
independence which may not have been overly wise--especially in
the all-military and, until the year I matriculated, all-male
Texas A&M University; however, I secured the job I wanted in a

place I like to live.

Some of you know that I was an early "non-trad. ional"
student. I began college at age thirty-nine when the youngest of
our five children entered kindergarten, and I was enough of a
traditionalist to arrange my courses so that they coincided with
her class schedule, so she was with a sitter only occasionally.

I can’t recall that anyone expected me to succeed. My husband’s
Aunt Margaret told me that I should not hope to do as well as
younger students. I signed up for a course in basic algebra, and
my engineer husband pointed out to me something I already knew:
the course did not earn college credit., "But, it’s been twenty
years since I studied algebra," I replied. "They’re using
language I’ve never heard of, like binominals." "Binomials," he
corrected, but he saw my point.

I remember well the years prior to becoming college
educated, embarrassed because peoprle might find out that I hadn’t
been to college and might think that I was stupid. We were
always part of a college-educated crowd, whether in church, in
the neighborhood, or at parties, and I cringed when people asked
where I had gone to school. Sometimes I got by with the
response, "St. Louis," but all too often, they persisted with
questions about Washingtcn or St. Louis University, and I had to
admit it was Fairview High School. Those memories are indelibly
etched on my mind. Like the people Mike Rose teaches (in Lives
on the Boundarv), I know what it is to feel inadequate.
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Becoming President of the Children’s Literature Association
was a major life goal, and it frightened me once I realized I had
attained it. "Where do I go from here?" I wondered. Part of the
journey will take me into communities, such as the one I grew up
in, and to people similar to those I know. To make education
work for all kinds of pecple seems like a lifetime work and
certainly « worthy goal.

In St. Joseph, I review children’s books for our local
newspaper, direct the Writing Project, and teach children’s
literature. These occupations work together in many ways.
Through the review column, I invite children to borrow books from
my office shelves, new books not Yyet in their libraries. If they
really like the book, the kids, ranging in age from seven to
seventeen, return the book with a specific comment or two about
it. Then I read the book. If the youngster and I agree that the
book is worthy, I include the child’s name, the school’s name,
and his or her specific comments about the book in the monthly
review column. When youngsters return to my office, they pick u=»
the books that they have responded to; they are theirs to keep.
This method has proven to be a great incentive to reading and to
responding to a book with specific comments. WO bcok reports are
wanted or required, just one or two good sentences.

This summer, in addition to conducting the invitational
Institute, which is a part of the National Writing Project, we
have initiated a Junior Writing Project for children, ages eight
through twelve. I feared that the seminar wouldn’t be popular,
put all slots were filled within ten days of the public
announcement, and we have children on a waiting list. Parents
tell me repeatedly about how their child loves to write, a love
which is not borne out by their public school experience. In
addition to writing and publishing their own works, these
children will be invited to read their choice of the new books in
my office and become co-reviewers with me.

The Junior Writing Project will include children whose
tuition is paid for by the Missouri Western State College
Foundation because otherwise they would not be able to attend.

It is important to us that children who want to write be
encouraged to do so. The children we reach in this way are not
only limited financially, but they are also often impoverished in
the ways so many children in America are now. Dysfunctional
families where a parent supports a crack habit and where neither
Mama nor Papa has any visible source of income are not limited to
large metropolitan areas. They exist in small midwest Amcrican
towns; they are certainly in St. Joseph.

A grant proposal that I have just had funded will bring
writers to St. Joseph, into our down:own library, the YWCA, and
the literacy center. These writers are intended to be motivators
and role models for our most disadvantaged citizens. To promote
family reading, we will give each participating family a new
children’s book. We will follow up writers’ appearances by using
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Writing Project Teacher/Consultants to teach adults in community
centers to tell, write, and publish their own stories,

Dorothy Strickland begins our program in September; you
probably know her work with young children and literacy from her
book, Emerging literacy. Her approach to inventive spelling and
her acceptance of pre-schoolers’ own writing would have been good
news to me when I was four. My sister had gone to school, and I
lay on my stomach on the living room linoleum with paper and
pencil. Mother was in the basement washing our clothes. I had
seen handwriting and thought what I was doing was the same thing.
I called to Mother and showed her what I had produced. I still
remember the short and vulgar word she said, and I understood at
once that I was not writing.

St. Joseph isn’t the world or even a large part of it, but
it is where I try to make a difference. You'’ve told me that you
are doing similar things in your communities, and that is
heartening. We want to see all of our population able to use
language well and able to think critically and creatively because
words are important., Words can encourage us, or they can serve
to stifle us. They can help us improve our world, help us see
ourselves clearly; they also provide pleasure and enjoyment when
used wisely.

If you remember Algernon Bunn, write and tell me what you
know. I will contact the man who remembers him after all these
years and enable him to share a memorable reading experience wi‘..
his granddaughter. Serving as president of this organization wrs
a wonderful experience, but I am happy %o turn over the responsi-
bilities to Jan Alberghene. She is capable, energetic,
conscientious, caring, and kind. It is a good combination, and
we are lucky to have her. I have been honored by you and thank
you for the splendid experience of being president of this, my
favorite, group.

Notes

' Participants at the Children’s Literature Institute at
Simmons College, 1977, were asked to tell the title of a favorite
book that had been part of their childhood. Every participant
had a title or two to suggest, and every one uf the books
mentioned was remembered by at least one other person there as
well.

' Caroline Hunt told me, following the conference, that she
believes the book about the Bunn family is part of a series
because she remembers the characters but not the dirigible. She
also suspects that there may be multiple authors/photographers,
but my point is made; we remember our childhood books.



3 Twenty years ago when the Children’s Literature
Association was in its gestation stage, a professor was almost
always "he."

Norma Bagnall, President
Children’s Literature Association
Missouri Western State College
St. Joseph, MO 64507-2294
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East Meets West in Lafcadio Hearn

"Oh, East is East, and West is West,
and never the twain shall meet,
Till Earth and Sky stand presently
at God’s great Judgment Seat . . ."
Kipling, "The Ballad of East and West"

I know Rudyard Kipling’s poem by heart, and it must have
been in my mind when I picked a title for this paper. But it was
only much later that I realized how much the two men, Rudyard
Kipling and Lafcadio Hearn, had in common. Both were alien
westerners in eastern lands that they loved. Both lived most of
their lives on the brink of blindness. And both saw the East so
vividly with the inner eye that they made us see it. Both wer
exemplars of literary style at a high level. Both left that
style as a legacy for children in some of the most dramatic
stories ever told.

Like many children of my generation, I was brought up on The
Jungle Books and the Just So Stories, but I knew nothing at all
about the stories of Lafcadio Hearn or about their author until I
was working as a children’s librarian and storyteller in the Boys
and Girls Room at Carnegie Library of Pittsburgh in the 1950s.
Forty years later, I am still fascinated by him.

Who was Lafcadio Hearn? A new biography, Wandering Ghost:
The Odyssey of Lafcadio Hearn by Jonathan Cott, received a full-
length review in The New Yorkzsr of April 22 (Leithauser), as one
of half a dozen that have appeared over the years since his death
in 1904, but none exhaust the possibilities for wonder; one feels
there must be yet more to tell.

He was born in 1850 on the Greek island of Levkas. His
parents were an illiterate woman of unstable temperament and an
Anglo-Irish surgeon with the British Army. They named him
Patrick Lafcadio Hearn, and the father sent the mother and child
to live with grandparents in Dublin. It was an unhappy
arrangement for all concerned-~the father now posted to the
Caribbean; the mother miserable in the northern climate, among
strangers with strange ways; the grandparents put off by the
alien practices of this passionate, intensely religious, dark-
eyed woman. When her son was four years old, she returned to
Greece, never to be seen again, and the marriage was annulled.
He never got over the loss. At the age of forty-three, he wrote
of her, "I have memory of a place and a magical time in which the
Sun and the Moon were larger and brighter than now. Whether it
was of this life or of some life before I cannot tell. . . . And
all that country and time were softly ruled by One who thought
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only of ways to make me happy" (Leithauser 110). The early loss
of his mother may explain in part why so much of his writing is
haunted by ghosts, usually benign ones. He seems to have
forgiven his mother’s desertion, even though he felt, as he once
wrote to a friend, "alone, and extremely alone" (Leithauser 110).
But his sensitivity, the cauce of much pain, was part of his
genius.

The other part was his ability to write like an angel. This

he must have learned through the demands and opportunities of
school. A great-aunt, the only Catholic in the Hearn family,
sent Lafcadio to Catholic schools in France and in England, as
long as she could afford it, and his reward, as it so often is in
such schools, was a command of the use of words, exact, polished-
-and often deeply moving. Wordsworth in "Resolution and
Independence" called attention to this part of genius, the
"Choice word and measured phrase, above the reach/Of ordinary
men" (95-96). And we "ordinary men" rescund like a bell when we
are struck by the "chcice word" of a master bell-ringer.
Lafcadio Hearn was one of these. But one of the prices he paid
for his schooling was the loss of sight in his left eye after a
schoolyard accident. After that, his right eye began to fail as
well.

When Lafcadio’s great-aunt fell on hard times, he was sent
off to the United States to find or make his fortune. It was not
a cruelty. Many another young man--he was now nineteen--boys
less educated and even younger than he, had found places for
themselves and flourished in the New World. But Hearn was to
have a hard time of it. He was self-conscious about his looks;
he was only five feet tall, and his sunken left eye embarrassed
him. His chosen profession of journalism was not an easy one to
break into. From time to time, writes Jonathan Cott, in
Wandering Ghost, Hearn "found himself destitute, homeless, and
sleeping on the streets ard alleyways . . . of Cincinnati and New
Orleans" (Schwartz 13). But the editor of the Cincinnati
Inquirer finally hired him on the strength of a review he had
written of Tennyson’s Idvlls of the King, (a new book at that
time,) and from then on he was constantly at work for newspapers,
keeping a roof over his head and with a growing reputation.

But the odyssey of this "wandering ghost" was not over until
he reached Japan. He arrived there in 1890, intending to write
some articles, and immediately fell in love with what he called
"the land of dreams." Japan was beginning to become
commercialized, like the West, but it was the old Japan that he
loved. He himself admitted that he knew "nothing, for example,
about a boat, a house, a farm, an orchard, a watch, a garden.
Nothing about what a man ought to do under any possible
circumstances" (Schwartz 13). Yet he did know how to live in
Japan. He married a Japanese lady, a member of the samurai class,
hereditary warriors, raised a family of children, became a
professor in the Imperial University of Japan, where he taught
English l.terature, and editor of the Kobe Chronicle, an
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English-language newspaper. He was bringing the West to the
East. And during the remaining years of his life--he Jdied in
1904--he wrote twelve books about Japan.

Hearn’s wife, Setsu Koizumi, had a father who adopted
Lafcadio for reasons to the advantage of his Japanese children.
With adoption went a new Japanese name, Koizumi Yakumo, and a new
Japanese citizenship to protect the children’s interests in case
of his death. Setsu gave him much more, a rich fund of Japanese
folk tales. Fe transformed them, as Hans Christian Andersen had
transformed his native tales--Hearn was a great admirer of
Andersen--and they found an audience in both East and West.

I first crossed Hearn’s path, as I have said, in the 1950s,
when Carnegie lerary of Pittsburgh had a radio, later TV
program, "Let’s Tell a Story." This had evolved from a Junior
League of Pittsburgh radio program, "The Children’s Bookshelf,"
and became eventually "Tell Me A Story," natlonally distributed
on public service stations. Throughout, the main emphasis was on
folk tales from all nations of the world, and it was my happy
task to choose them. I ran across a little book, early in the
game, called How to Tell Stories to Children by Sara Cone Bryant.
Some of you may remember it, a small volume, not very
prepossessing, but full of gems. It was there that I found "The
Burning of the Rice Fields" retold in simple language. I told it
at first in Sara Cone Bryant’s words, but I noticed that her
source was Lafcadio Hearn’s Gleanings in Buddha-Fields. Off I
went one day, down into the bowels of the library, the stacks,
and came up with Hearn’s 1897 book with his subtitle, Studies of

Hand and Soul in the Far East. I found the legend midway through
his text, with no indication that he was thinking of children as
his readers, yet with a voice that would reach into them and
waken echoes. I tried to retell the tale so that Hearn’s voice
could be heard again. This is the r~cene as the story opens.

Ojiisan is a good and wise old man who lives high on a
mountain above a seaside village. His little grandson Tada lives
with him and gives him the obedience due to one so dear, so old
and wise. 1In Hearn’s words:

One day when the air was very hot and still, Ojiisan
stood on the balcony of his house and looked at his
rice fields. The precious grain was ripe and ready for
the harvest. Below he saw the fields of the villagers
leading down to the valley like an enormous flight of
golden steps.

At the foot of the mountain he saw the village,
ninety thatched houses and a temple, stretched along
the curve of the bay. . .

"This is earthquake weather,“ said Ojiisan.

(Hodges, The Wave 13, 15)

An earthquake comes, nothing unusual in that part of the

world, but it is followed by something that Ojiisan has not seen
in his lifetime. Here is Hearn’s voice again:
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As the quaking ceased, Ojiisan’s keen old eyes
looked at the seashore. The water had darkened quite
suddenly. It was drawing back from the village. The
thin curve of the shore was growing wider and wider.
The sea was running away from the land! . . . None of
the village people seemed to know what it meant.

But Ojiisan knew. In his lifetime it had never
happened before. But he remembered things told him in
his childhood by his father’s father. He understood
what the sea was going to do and he must warn the
villagers.

. . There was no time to tell the temple priests
to sound their big bell. There was no time to stand
and [calk]. . . . (19, 21)

What Ojiisan does is to speak to his little grandson Tada,
obedient Tada. "Quick! Light me a torch!" (21) Tada brings a
burning stick from the hearth, and Ojiisan sets fire to his rice
fields:

all of his work for the past year, all of his food for
the year to come.

He thrust the torch in among the dry stacks and the
fire blazed up. The rice burned like tinder. Sparks
burst into flame and the flames raced through Ojiisan’s
fields, turning their gold to black, sending columns of
smoke skyward in one enormous cloudy whirl. (22)

The villagers, one and all, come running up the mountain to

put out the fire. "But the old man held out both arms to stop
them. ‘Let it burn!’ he commanded. ‘Let it be! . . . There is a
great danger!’. . . All looked in sorrowful wonder at the face

of the old man. And the sun went down" (28, 31).

Tada thinks that his grandfather has lost his mind and the
men are angry, muttering, "He will destroy gur fields next!"
Then Ojiisan raised his hand and pointed to the sea, (saying, ]
"Look!" (32)

Now comes the climax of the story, Lafcadio Hearn at his
most powerful:

Through the twilight eastward all looked and saw at
the edge of the dusky horizon a long dim line like
the shadow of a coast where no coast ever was. The
line grew wider and darker. It moved toward them.
That long darkness was the returning sea, towering like
a cliff and coming toward them more swiftly than the
kite flies.

"A tidal wave!" shrieked the people. And then all
shrieks and all sounds and all power to hear sounds
were ended by a shock heavier than any thunder, as the
great wave struck the shore with a weight that sent a
shudder through the hills. (32, 35)



I have given you only a sample of the story as I retold it
from Lafcadio Hearn’s text under the title of The Wave. Houghton
Mifflin accepted it, Blair Lent did some magnificent art work for
the illustrations, and publication was set for 1964. Then,
horrible to relate, another book appeared, The Burning Rice
Fields, with Sara Cone Bryant’s text. The pictures were bright,
appealing. Would this upstart make The Wave redundant before it
could hit the beach? I feared so. But I need not have worried.
Lafcadio Hearn’s poetic prose and Blair Lent’s magical pictures
carried the day. The Wave was a runner=-up for the Caldecott
Award of 1965.

Twenty years later, in September, 1985, my husband and I
were finally able to make the thrilling crossing from our western
world to the Far East. We had Lafcadio Hearn very much in mind.
Fletcher is as much a Hearn fan as I am, and we planned to go by
train from Tokyo to Matsue, where Hearn had lived and where we
knew there was a museum in his honor.

There was a change of trains at Okayama, where a wonderful
young man in an official uniform not only found the right track
for us but took us there and carried the heaviest bag. He asked,
"For what purpose are you going to Matsue?" And when I said,
"Because of Lafcadio Hearn," he said at once, "Ah yes, the famous
writer." "I like his writing very much,"™ I told him. "The
novels? The poems?" he asked. "The children’s stories," I said.
"Ah!" with a big smile. How often have any of us had such a
conversation with a railroad official in our country?

Lafcadio Hearn went to Matsue by jinrickshaw. Our train to
Matsue was clean, smooth, air-conditioned, for which we were
grateful because the air was very hot and still. It was
earthquake weather. We were getting into the mountains and saw
everywhere rice fields leading down like enormous flights of
golden steps. The precious grain was ripe and ready for harvest.
In this somewhat remote part of Japan life had not changed
entirely. Hearn would have recognized what he loved. I have
brought slides to show you what we saw in Matsue.

In 1989, I retold The Voice of the Great Bell, which Hearn
had translated from a French text that he found in New Orleans
and included in a collection, Some Chinese Ghosts, first
published in Boston in 1887. It begins:

Hear the great bell! Ko-Ngai! Ko=-Ngai! #&ll the
little dragons on the high-tilted eaves of the green
roofs shiver to the tips of their gilded tails under
that deep wave of sound. All the hundred little bells
of the pagodas quiver with desire to speak. Ko-Ngai!
Even so the great bell has sounded every day for five
hundred years--Ko-Ngai! First with stupendous clang of
brass, then with a golden tone, then with silver
murmuring. Now, this is the story of the great bell.

Nearly five hundred years ago the Emperor of China,
Son of Heaven, commanded a worthy man, Kouan-Yu, to
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have a bell made so big that the sound might be heard
for a hundred miles. The voice of the bell should be
strengthened with brass and deepened with gold and
sweetened with silver, all added to the cast iron, and
the bell should be hung in the center of the Chinese
capital to sound through all the many-colored ways of
the City of Peking. (Hodges, Voice (1, 3])

Twice the workmen try to make the bell as Kouan-Yu gives the
orders with utmost care, but twice the bellmaking fails. The
Emperor is angry. He commands that Kouan=-Yu try a third time, on
pain of death if he fails. Then his exquisitely beautiful
daughter Ko-Ngai pays an astrologer to tell her how she can save
her father’s life. And the advice comes:

"Gold and brass will never join one with the other,
silver and iron will never embrace until a pure
maiden is melted with them in the crucible."

So Ko-Ngai returned home sorrowful at heart .
and told no one what she had done.

At last came the awful day for the third and last
effort to cast the great bell. Ko-Ngai, accompanied by
her servant, went with her father to the foundry. They
took their places upon a platform overlooking the
working molders and the lava of molten .netal.

All the workmen toiled in silence. No sound was
heard but the muttering of the fire. And the muttering
deepened into a roar like the roar of great waves, and
the blood red lake of metal slowly brightened like a
crimson sunrise, and the crimson became a radiant glow
of gold, and the gold turned to a blinding white, like
the silver face of a full moon. . . . [Ko-Ngai leaps
into the cauldron.]

[Tlhe lava of the furnace roared to receive her.
Flakes of flame spattered to the roof and burst over
the edge of the earthen crater and cast up a whirling
fountain of many-colored fires. .

And the servant of Ko-Ngai, dizzy and speechless,
stood before the furnace, still holding in her hand a
shoe, a tiny, dainty shoe, with embroidery of pearls
and flowers--the shoe of her beautiful mistress. For
she had tried to grasp Ko-Ngai by the foot as she
leapt, but she had only been able to clutch the shoe,
and the pretty shoe came off in her hand. . . . ([10,
12, 16, 23])

The legend tells that the voice of the great bell is the voice of
Ko-Ngai’s ghost, asking, calling for her shoe.

On our trip to the Far Tast my husband and I traveled by
train from Hong Kong to Beijing (on what must get five-star
rating among the worst trains in the world) and I wondered,
through two sleepless nights, if I could possibly see the great
bell. If it had ever really existed, did it still exist? At
least we could ask. Our guide in Beijing, a young man, pleasant,
intelligent, infinitely attentive to our elderly needs, said that
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the bell did indeed exist. But first he took us through the
splendors of the Forbidden City; more gold art objects than we
had ever dreamed of--crowns, Buddhas, cups, pagodas, ceremonial
robes and suits of armor from the Ming Dynasty, and the imperial
seal. The story tells us that the angry Emperor "sent his
messenger to kouan-Yu with a letter written upon lemon-colored
silk and sealed with the Seal of the Dragon, saying, ‘Twice hast
thou betrayed the trust we have placed in thee. If thou fail a
third time in fulfilling our command, thou shalt die. Tremble
and obey!’" Then our guide took us to a Buddhist monastery, not
on the usual tourist trek, in whose peaceful green garden stood
many bells, some of them taller than we were. But all of them
were small by comparison with the Great Bell. It hung in a
puilding by itself, and it was at least twenty feet high, covered
from top to bottom with Buddhist writings. How it was cast in
such a size and with such perfection was, and is, a mystery. No
wonder a legend grew up about this bell whose voice once sounded
for miles around Peking. It is worth knowing that bells are
always slightly out of tune. The overtones of a bell do not
naturally fall into place. They must be built into the bell by
careful design. The minor third is the false note in the series.
Because of it, no bell is ever as Jjoyous as poets imagine.
Always there is a plaintive, minor-key overtone to its ringing.

There is a great bell in Korea--our Korean granddaughter-in-
law knows its story--and there was a great bell in Moscow that
was destroyed in a fire. But the great bell in Beijing is now
the biggest in the world. It is sounded only twice a year now--=
at the Chinese New Year celebration and on their national
holiday, for bells have to be treated with care. They are
fragile. A touch, a scratch, may break the largest bell. A
finger pressed on the surface, a thread tied around the barrel
[or waist] while it vibrates, will break the bell as surely as a
sledge hammer. And there is no end to the vibrations set up in
our psyches by the voices of bells. No wonder The Voice of the
Great Bell is such a powerful story. It is not for little
children, of course. It belongs with folklore collections in
libraries, and there I hope it will hold its place for a long
time to come. I believe it will, because we are learning that
picture books are not for little children only, but for older
readers of any age in this eye-minded century of ours. The
pictures are the work of Ed Young, who is himself Chinese and who
won the Caldecott Award for another Chinese tale in 1989, the
same year when The VYoice of the Great Bell was published. His

Chinese name is Yung.

Things have changed in China. No longer does the Emperor,
Son of Heaven, have the power of life and death over his
trembling subjects, no more does the ideal « filial piety hold

sway as it once did. But the more things ¢ . the more they
are the same. We still see a ruthless and ssive regime in
place. And an idea new to the youth of Chi .5 been born
before our very eyes--an idea for which * .ound their model in
our country. On TV we have seen a yov in Tiananmen Square
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leaping in front of an armcred tank that threatened to annihilate
him, looking into the jaws of death for the idea of freedom.

"lLet freedom ring!" I ,pray that that young man is still alive.
Isn’t he the spiritual descendant of Ko-Ngai in his capacity for
self-sacrifice? I think so. The story also says that when you
want to make a perfect thing, you must not count the cost.
Lafcadio Hearn’s story of the Great Bell is one for the ages, or
so I believe.

A special reward for me in my research on Hearn has been an
ongoing correspondence with his grandson Toki Koizumi, who helped
me find the original story by tracing it to the Chinese
manuscript. Toki Koizumi also put me in touch with Toyama
University, which has long had a Hearn Collection and requested a
copy of The Voice of the Great Bell. Then, in 1988, a Lafcadio
Hearn Library was dedicated in Ireland’s Tokyo Chancery with
ceremonies led by Toki Koizumi, by the Irish ambassador, by
Japan’s Minister for Home Affairs, and by Irish-born Dr. Anthony
J. F. O'Reilly, chairman and president of H. J. Heinz Company.
Heinz Japan has underwritten the Lafcadio Hearn Library. At the
dedication Dr. O’Reilly said, "It is my fervent hope that the
Lafcadio Hearn Library will function as a cultural exchange
linking three continents: Ireland, where Hearn was raised; Japan,
his dearly beloved second homeland; and the United States, which
provided the foundation for his success"™ (17). The Irish
ambassador, Sean G. Ronan, has written a preface to the catalogue
of the new library in which he says that "gifts of books,
memoirs, letters and articles about Lafcadio Hearn will be
especially welcomed and prized." Some of you here today may have
books by or about Hearn on your shelves that would be suitable
gifts. I should add here that the Elizabeth Nesbitt Room in the
School of Library and Information Science at the University of
Pittsburgh treasures among its historic books for children an
especially charming one. It is Japanese Fairy Tales by Lafcadio
Hearn, printed in color by hand from Japanese wood blocks on
crepe paper, fastened together in a linen binder: "The Boy Who
Drew Cats,"™ "The 0ld Woman Who Lost Her Dumpling," "Chin Chin
Kobakama," "The Goblin Spider," and "The Fountain of Youth."
There is a copy in the Howard-Tilton Memorial Library at Tulane
University which recently held an exhibit commemorating the
centennial of Hearn’s arrival in Japan. That exhibit has now
closed, but all are welcome to visit the Hearn Collection. We
plan to see it before we go home to Pittsburgh.

As a final token of East meeting West, a Japanese friend in
Pittsburgh translated for me an article from a Japanese journal
in which Toki Koizumi describes a visit to Levkas in May, 1985.
The occasion was the dedication of a monument honoring Hearn on
the 80th anniversary of his death in 1904. The mayor of Levkas
and Mr. Koizumi exchanged greetings and gifts, and Levkas and
Tokyo were declared sister cities as the places of Hearn’s birth
and death. Toki Koizumi said of that day, "When I visited Levkas
in May and stood in the center of the town plaza looking down on
the beautiful Ionian Sea and the bay of Levkas, the landscape
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reminded me of Matsue. The scenery around Lake Shinji and the
sea as seen from the town were very much alike" (87%). As so
often happens, things had come full cycle, and a wandering ghost
had come home.
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The Image of the Child in the
Picture Books of Ezra Jack Keats

"The great man is he who uoes not lose his child’s heart."
Mencius, The Book of Mencius

This essay starts--unabashedly--at the point of confession:
both in casual conversation and in ny own ruminations and
writings, I have been referring too casually to the image of the
child that appears in Ezra Jack Keats’ picture books as
"archetypal." 1In an earlier article (Nikola-Lisa and Donaldson),
I refer to the spontaneity and playfulness of Keats’ characters
as an indication of their archetypal nature.

Certainly, such qualities are representative of the young
child, and, in the parlance of popular psychology, it is easy to
see h' 7 they have given way to the characterization "archetypal."
Howev: °, as Lindley points out, it is precisely due to its common
use th.it the term "archetyre" has become "fuzzy" (56). Conse-
quently, the aim of this paper is twofold: on the one hand, I
intend to explore the various ways in which the concept
"archetype"--especially the "child archetype'"--has been used in
literary and psychological history, while, at the same time,
applying the concept to the image of the child depicted in the
picture books of Ezra Jack Keats.

The Divine Child

First to give modern significance to the concept "archetype"
was Swiss psychiatrist C. G. Jung. 1In the aftermath of his break
with Freud, Jung delineated his ideas regarding the transpersonal
aspect of the unconscious. Jung found within this transpersonal
dimension--known as the "collective unconscious" or "objective
psyche"--"inborn modes of functioning" (Lindley 57)--the
archetypes. Although ultimately irrepresentable, the archetypes
function as a governing pattern manifesting themselves indirectly
through images, ideas, or physical events (Lewis 52).

Jung’s most celebrated attempt to explicate the phenomenon
of the "child archetype" surfaced in response to Kerenyi’s work
in classical mythology, specifically Kerenyi’s discussion of the
"primordial child." Jung saw in this archetype a symbol of
wholeness. 1In particular, the child archetype, on the personal
level, represented the transformative link between the
individual’s conscious and unconscious mind. At the same time,
on the transpersonal level, it symbolized "the pre-conscious
childhood aspect of the collective psyche" (80). As a symbol of
wholeness, it is a unifying symbol appearing with its own
distinctive characteristics, as Young has so aptly summarized:
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The (archetypal) child is often divinely inspired and
in some cases literally radiates light or is shrouded
in an aura of divinity. The child is sometimes seen as
hopelessly fragile, surrounded by forces that threaten
to consum= or destroy it, yet the child in such a
setting may miraculously surmount all the dark forces
that oppose it, in some cases emerging as a hero
figure. This child is sometimes portrayed as having a
special affinity with nature, or of being attuned to a
divine presence permeating nature. Finally, the child
often functions as a herald bringing spiritual
revelation, or as a healer capable of miraculously
curing or saving the sick and the ilost. (65)

Applying these criteria to the work of Ezra Jack Keats, we
are not struck at first with their relevance. Although Keats’
many young characters portray an array of sensitivities that
reflect similar qualities, if we adhere strictly to Jung’s
criteria, we can at best find only one example in Keats’ work
that approximates the "child archetype" characterization--Keats’
retelling of the popular folk story John Henry.

With obvious admiration, Keats sings the praises of this
popular folk hero. The style is lyrical, the tone heroic, and
the imagery reminiscent of Jung’s description of the divine or
archetypal child, the most distinctive feature being John Henry’s
invincible nature. However, what first signifies the child
archetype in Keats’ story is not John Henry’s heroism, but rather
his miraculous birth which sets the tone for the entire story:

A hush settled over the hills,

the sky swirled soundlessly round the moon.
The river stopped murmuring,

the wind stopped whispering,

and the frogs and the owls

and the crickets fell silent--

all watching and waiting and listening.
Then-~-the river roared!

The wind whispered and whistled and sang.
The frogs croaked, the owls hooted,

and all the crickets chirped.

"Welcome, welcome!" echoed through the hills.
And John Henry was born,

born with a hammer in his hand!

Although John Henry'’s robustness at birth counters Young’s
description of the vulnerable, fragile, archetypal child, it does
not falsify the original concept, as Jung points out: "Sometimes
the ’‘child’ looks more like a child-god, sometimes more like a
young hero" (84). Here the distinction is summarized by Jung:

The god is by nature wholly supernatural; the hero’s
nature is human but raised to the limits of the
supernatural--he is "semi-divine." While the god,
especially in his close affinity with the symbolic
animal, personifies the collective unconscious which is
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not yet intearated in a human being, the hero’s
supernaturalness includes human nature and thus
represents a synthesis of the ("divine," i. e., not yet
humanized) unconscious and human consciousness.
Consequently, he signifies a potential anticipation of
an individuation approaching wholeness. (83)

In the John Henry story, Keats deals with these symbolic
elements in very tangible ways. First, although Keats utilizes a
diverse palette throughout his book, there is a decided tension
between light and dark. This tension is amplified in the final
episode where John Henry, deep in the belly of the tunnel, is
pitted against the steam drill. Both the tunnel and the drill
are rendered in swirls of black and gray. John Henry, in
brilliant contrast, sports an orange-yellow t-shirt, an image
which foreshadows the conclusion of the story:

Suddenly there was a great crash.
Light streamed into the dark tunnel.
John Henry had broken through!

Wild cries of joy burst from the men.
Still holding one of his hammers,

John Henry stepped out

into the glowing light of a dying day.

The gaping hole that John Henry created is filled with the
same orange-yellow hues of his shirt. The surrounding tunnel
walls, on the other hand, are a uniform and toneless gray. In
Jungian psychology the dichotomy between light and dark, day and
night, i1s symbolic of the dichotomy between the conscious and
unconscious mind. The hero personifies this tension in his
confrontation with "the monster of darkness."

It is the long-hoped-for and expected triumph of
consciousness over the unconscious. Day and light are
synonyms for consciousness, night and dark for the

unconscious. . . .[Tlhe "child" distinguishes itself by
deeds which point to the conquest of the dark. (Jung
86)

For Keats, "the monster of darkness"--represented by the
steam drill--is civilization corrupted by the indiscriminate use
of technology. Keats’ John Henry, on the other hand, as the
child-hero, represents all chat is good and close to nature,
especially human nature. As Keats observes: "I did John Henry
because he was an inspiring hero. He competes with the machine,

a modern problem, and proves the superiority of man over the
machine" (Bratman 4). Keats’ celebration of nature--poth human
and nonhuman--is implicit in Jung’s archetype of the child: "The
rchild’ is born out of the womb of the unconscious, begotten out
of the depths of human nature, or rather out of living Nature
herself" (Jung 89).

Although in no other book does Keats treat so transparently
the child archetype, at least in the prescriptive sense of Jung’s
criteria, we do find in Keats’ work a persistent return toO the
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world of the child. 1In Keats’ hand, the young child is
sensitive, vulnerable, inspired, curious, innocent, but in
appearance not necessarily reminiscent of Jung’s child-god or
hero. Does this mean that the child archetype is not truly
present in Keats’ work? Perhaps we should take Jung’s own advice
on this point:
No archetype can be reduced to a simple formula. It is
a vessel which we can never empty, and never fill, It
has a potential existence only, and when it takes shape
in matter it is no longer what it was. It persists
throughout the ages and requires inte.preting ever
anew. The archetypes are the imperishable elements of
the unconscious, but they change their shape
continually. (98)

The Ideal Child

Let us roll back the clock--not too far-=-and visit another
time, another place. In the poetry of the English Romantic
period, we find indications of the child archetype, not, as in
Keats’ John Henry, the child-hero, but the child~god or divine
child sketched above. This is the image of the child
characterized by "the fusion of heaven and earth" (Boas 52).
Although not uniformly portrayed in Romantic poetry, the divine
child is particularly present, as Young notes, in the poetry of
Wordsworth:

The child, prattling, bashful, or curious, is a
recurrent image in the poetry of William Wordsworth.
Some of Wordsworth’s poems are addressed to particular
children, such as Coleridge’s son Hartley or
Wordsworth’s own sons and daughters. Children usually
appear in Wordsworth’s poems simply as an essential
element in the panorama of life. Sometimes, however,
children take on the special aura of the divinity; they
are invested with holy light or they function as
inspirations to others. These special, rather
superhuman children in Wordsworth’s poems show many of
the features of what C. G. Jung has called the "child
archetype." (64)

Perhaps the most obvious and significant characterization of
the divine child appears in Wordsworth’s QOde: Intimations of
Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood. 1In the Qde,
one of Wordsworth’s most memorable poems, the child figures as a
central image. However, unlike Keats’ robust and full=-bodied
John Henry, Wordsworth’s child bears an ethereal lightness. This
"lightness" comes from its symbolic nature: Wordsworth’s child is
a poetic abstraction, a representation of those characteristic
childhood qualities variously revered throughout the ages, i.e.,
wonder, curiosity, spontaneity, and innocence.

Although John Henry--as the "naive primitive"--exhibits many
of these characteristic childhood qualities, it is not to John
Henry that we should look to f£ind the explicit exhibition of such
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qualities in Keats’ work. Throughout Keats’ picture books an
ebullient sense of wonder characterizes most of Keats’ young
protagonists. Peter, in The Snowy Day, for instance, is a clear
example of this phenomenon. Peter lives in a magical world in
which all things become tangible objects of contemplation.
However, just as the snow transforms the urban envircnment, Peter
transforns the snow through his teeming curiosity and imaginative

play.

Not only do Wordsworth and Keats share the same fascination
with childhood, and the qualities which it represents, but they
also shiare a similar developmental point of view: that in time--
with adulthood--the very qualities that make early childhood so
desirable ultimately disappear. For Wordsworth, this view is
particularly evident in the Qde, as Bowra observes:

In the Ode and elsewhere Wordsworth portrays two
apparently incompatible modes of awareness: the "“vision
splendid" of the simple child and the prosaic sight of
adulthood. 1In the QOde Wordsworth describes the gradual
drawing away from the spiritual awareness of childhood
that accompanies growing up. "“Heaven lies about us in
our infancy," he says, "but shades of the prison house
begin to close/ Upon the growing boy, " though he still
"beholds the light." (69)

Like Wordsworth, Keats, too, recognizes the inevitable:
"Children are open. That’s the most important word when you
think about life. As you grow up you get punched so much that
you get closed up. But children are in a state of grace"
(Bratman 2-3). Although Keats is not as explicit in his picture
books on this subject, there is evidence--in a curious way--that
supports this view. As Peter, Keats’ most memorable character,
matures through the cycle of seven picture books in which he
appears, he progressively takes a backseat to the focal action,
so much so that by his last appearance in Pet Show!, as a spindly
adolescent, he literally becomes a blur in the cast of background
characters supporting the main action. About this phenomenon,
Keats writas:

At first, I was unaware that Peter and his friends were
growing. Then, with the third book, I realized they
were getting older. 1In fact, when I was working on
Peter’s Chair, I noticed that Peter did not fit into
his old chair; and I became aware of how much older he
was than he had been in The Snowy Day. Since that
*ime, Peter has grown so much that a new character,
Archie, has entered the spotlight; and Peter is now an
older, protective friend. (308)

A third view, perhaps the most penetrating and fundamental,
is also shared by Wordsworth and Keats: each maintains a
persistent belief in the "creat_.ve imagination,"™ the sine qua non
of the poetic mind, which the child--innocent, naive, full of
wonder and curiosity--ultimately represents. As Bowra notes, "In
childhood Wordsworth sees the imagination at work as he has known

19



it himself in his finest, most creative moments" (96).

Although Keats is not as conscious of this originating
source, in the opening conversation between Louie and Barney in
Regards to the Man in the Moon, Keats tells us in no uncertain
terms his belief:

"What’s up, Louie? Why so sad?" Barney asked.

"The kids are laughin’ at me."

"Laughin’ at you! Why?"

tlwell__ll

"Come on, you c¢’n tell me. I’m your pop now."

"Well," Louie said, "they call you the junkman."

"Junk?" Barney growled. "They should know better
than to call this junk. All a person needs is some
imagination! And a little of that stuff can take you
right out of this world. . . ."

Although many similarities can be discerned between the
views of Wordsworth and Keats, it is important to remember that
Keats’ youthful characters are quite different from Wordsworth’s
"child" of the Ode. Whereas Wordsworth presents an idealized
child, of semi-divine, even angelic origin, Keats’ children--
though idealized--are earth-bound: they are tangible, full-bodied
representations of a lived and felt childhood forged from Keats’
own early childhood experiences. In discussing the image of the
child in Keats’ work, then, it becomes just as important to talk
about Keats’ childhood or, in more contemporary terms, the memory
traces of his "inner child."

The Inner Child

Whereas Jung unearthed the child archetype, a divine child
with superhuman qualities, and Wordsworth fashioned the ideal
child, an angelic child of incalculable innocence and purity,
neo-Jungian writers have discovered the "inner child," the child
within us all--actual, lived, and ideal--that dwells in the
deepest recesses of our mind.

The inner child, according to Abrams, is a hybrid; it is
both a developmental actuality and a symbolic possibility: "It is
the soul of the person, created inside of us through the
experiment of life, and it is the primordial image or the Self,
the very center of our individual being" (1-2). Although Jung
stressed the symbolic component of the divine child, his criteria
for recognizing this phenomenon is tied strictly to the language
of classical mythology, thus making it difficult to recognize its
more contemporary outward appearance. On the other hand,
Wordsworth and the Romantic poets deified the child to the point
of abstraction, making it a poetic symbol beyond the reach of the
living, breathing child within.

Neo-Jungian emphasis, meanwhile, by defining the "inner
child" as a "developmental actuality" and a "symbolic
possibility" has made both the archaism of Jung’s archetypal
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child and the abstractness of the Romantics’ ideal child

accessible. Again, citing Abrams:
The inner child is the carrier of our personal stories,
the vehicle for our memories of both the actual child
and an idealized child from the past. It is the fruly
alive quality of being within us. It is the soul, our
experiencer throughout the cycles of life. It is the
sufferer. And it is the bearer of renewal through
rebirth, appearing in our lives whenever we detach and
open to change. (95)

The image of the child in the work of Ezra Jack Keats is
reflective of this dynami¢. Though sensitive to the world of the
spirit, Keats does not depict, in the tradition of mythology, the
divine or archetypal child; nor is the image of the child in his
work purely symbolic--an idealized child. Keats seems to be
constantly wrestling with his own childhood, a childhood still
felt and experienced--a childhood played out during the early
decades of this century in New York City. As Lillie and Martin
Pope observe:

It was this environment that shaped Keats’ childhood
and adolescence in the twenties and thirties. The
times were marked by political and economic turmoil as
working people fought for a better and more secure
life. It was a time of idealistic vision, and Keats
was captivated by the dream of a humane, just, and
democratic society. He developed an extreme
sensitivity to and empathy for the underdog and for
the handicapped. He urnderstood well the ordinary life
crises that children experience, such as moving, the
birth of a sibling, the loss of a pet, and the
oppression of the small kids by the big kids. (15-16)

As the Popes demonstrate, the impact of Keats’ childhood
experiences on his work is direct and immediate. For instance,
The Trip echoes a stormy segment of Keats’ own life: Jjust as
Louie, Keats’ young, sensitive protagonist, experiences the
trauma of moving away from his friends and familiar surroundings,
a young and impressionable Keats experienced the trauma of an
inevitable move--the result of worsening family finances--to the
crowded tenements of New York’s east side, an experience that
left an indelible image in Keats’ mind.

Even the physical features of Keats’ tenement experience
shape directly his picture book art: "In Dreams, we see the
tenements and the closely packed flats. Down below is the dimly
lit street with the jungle~like combat between cat and dog. On
the roof are the little chimney and vents that closely resemble
those on the house in which Keats lived" (Pope and Pope 16).

Along with these characteristic physical features that recur
in Keats’ books, and that ultimately contribute to the overall
atmospheric quality of his art work, are the many faces of young
tenement children, especially young black and Hispanic children.
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Keats’ choice to represent these faces was a conscious gesture.
In particular, Keats’ portrayal of black children was a direct
reaction to the prejudice exhibited against African-Americans
during this time: "The choice 2f a black ¢child was an act of
tenderness on Keats’ part, an attempt to grant these children the
same rights to joy, pride, and even disappointment that all
children had" (18-20). On this point, Keats writes:
I wanted to do The Snowy Day with a black child as a
protagonist because I felt that it was important for a
black child to have a book whose main character he
could identify with. Such a book would be equally
important to white children. I had spent many years
illustrating other people’s manuscripts, not one of
which was about a black child. So, I wanted to do my
own book, my own way, and do it so that Peter would not
be a white child colored brown. (306)

Keats’ interest in representing the minority child, however,
was fueled less by sociopolitical concerns than by his empathy in
general for the "underdog." 1In book after book Keats leads us
into the world of the naive, sensitive--sometimes even autistic--
young child. In Whistle for Willie, Peter, shy and wistful,
suffers the embarrassment of not knowing how to whistle. 1In
Goggles!, Peter and Archie, wvulnerable and defenseless, narrowly
escape the neighborhood bullies. In Apt., 3, the blind harmonica
player. brusque yet compassionate, awkwardly confronts Sam and
Ben. In Maggie and the Pirate, the pirate, withdrawn and alone,
struggles to overcome his alienation.

It is, however, in lLouie that the motif of the underdc: 's
most evident. Keats depicts Louie as a painfully shy and
alienated child who overcomes his reticence with the help of
Gussie, Susie’s hand puppet. Whereas many of the ideas for
Keats’ stories come from actual childhood memories, the impetus
for Louie came as a result of a story Keats heard from a
puppeteer while visiting a Buddhist kindergarten in Japan. The
puppeteer told Keats about a young retarded boy who became so
enthralled with the puppets that during a matinee he stood up,
much to the consternation of e reryone else, and shouted "Hello"
to the host of puppets on sta_e. His shouting persisted until
one of the puppeteers came out and reassured him that after the
performance he could come backstage and talk to the puppets.
This placated the young boy, and the show continued. When Keats
heard this story, he recalled:

I was very touched by this story of how this boy was
awakened so profoundly by a creative image, the puppet.
And so, I built the story of Louie around this moving
experience. In my story, he is not a retarded child,
but a silent and very alienated one who, through a
similar experience, moves on to the various adventures
of Louie. (gtd. in Weston Woods 3)

In all of these situations~--whether black, white, or brown;
frail, shy, or defenseless--Keats’ youthful characters are always
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shrouded in a cloak of innocence and wonder. But, unlike the
Wordsworthian cloak woven from the idealization of childhood,
Keats’ garment is a protective coat--sewn from the very fabric of
Keats’ own childhood experiences--shielding his young, vulnerable
characters from the harshness o< life, the inequities of

childhood.

What then appears to be an idealization of childhood, in the
Wordsworthian sense, turns out to be a revelation of childhood,
an unbidden disclosure of both the joy and pain of growing up.

In this sense, then, Keats is much closer to the neo-Jungian
perspective that emrhasizes the reclamation of the inner--and,

ofttimes, wounded--child.
Those childhood injuries to the soul create a child
within the adult who longs for understanding, love,
respect, and possibly justice. Rediscovery of the
inner child is often painful, because it returns to
consciousness the memories and emotions of childhood
wounds. Typically, these wounding experiences have
taken place in the family. Reconnecting to the wounded
child brings us into contact with our parents, whom we
tried to please and satisfy. We must also face our
angry, sad, and injured Self. Redeeming this inner
problem child means, at the very least, reparenting him
or her in ways we have longed to be loved, cared for,
and nourished. (Abrams 167)

Keats’ journey to his "inner child" was through the
creation of his own family. Although he never married or had
children, Keats’ books made him a parent. Peter, Archie, Loule,
Susie, Amy, Paco, Sam, Roberto--these are his children. As Keats
once pointed out, "Peter and his friends grow, have fun,
problems, fears, and successes--and I’ve been with them through
it all. I love these children, and it’s been one of the greatest
pleasures in my life to raise them and see them off into the

world" (307-08).

Tn Abrams’ sense, then, Keats "reparented" himself by being
a constant parent to these children, the offspring of his fertile
imagination. Keats healed himself by caring for and nurturing
these children--not only these, his storybook children, but all
children with whom he came into contact. If there is any one
quality that characterizes Keats in his relationship to the
world, it is his unerring respect for children. As Hautzig
observes: "The quality one immediately senses in Ezra Jack Keats
is his genuine love for children. And what is more important, he
not only loves children, he respects them, understands them, and

listens to them" (364).
A Child Shall Lead the Way

I have tried to demonstrate in this paper that the image of
the child depicted in the picture books of Ezra Jack Keats is
built upon three forces or psychological perspectives: the divine
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child, the ideal child, and the inner child. Although all three
points of view are necessary to enrich our understanding of the
complexity of Keats’ work, it is the third dimension--the inner
child=-~-that brings us to the center of Keats’ artistry, an
artistry awakened by the child archetype, colored by the ideal
child, but ultimately shaped by the dynamism of the inner child.
Although Keats’ story lines are often slight, his imagery--built
upon the intensity of his childhood experience--is always moving
and emotional. This expressed emotionality is at the heart of
Keats’ aim as a picture book artist.
My purpose in creating books for children is to share
my experiences with them, ranging from the real world
and feeling to fantasy. I hope children, whoever they
may be, will discover that they are important,
resourceful, and that they can have hope and self
esteem. (gtd. in Mander 511)

Perhaps it is a sense of Self that is ultimately at the
center of Keats’ art. If it is, then Keats’ journey into the
world of the young child is really a journey into the depths of
his own soul, a journey in which he truly believed a child shall
lead the way (Keats 363). This is the hope and expectation, as
Stone and Winkelman reaffirm, of discovering the inner child:

The discovery of the inner child is really the
discovery of a portal to the soul. A spirituality that
is not grounded in understanding, experience, and an
appreciation of the inner child can move people away
from their simple humanity too easily. The inner child
keeps us human. It never grows up, it only becomes
more sensitive and trusting as we learn how to give it
the time, care, and parenting it so richly deserves.
(184)

If there is one thing that Ezra Jack Keats gave us, it is a
visual tableau--a record--of his journey to the soul. It is a
journey that ultimately led him to his own "simple humanity," a
journey that needs little explanation, as it speaks directly to
the child within us all.
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Contemporary Childhood: Terror, Containment, Community

Last January, as I rocked my brand new grandchild, Emily, in
the relative safety of our home, I meditated on the plight of
parents and grandparents in other parts of the world and tried to
imagine their terror. Emily dislikes loud and sudden noises, just
as all babies do. What must it be like, then, for Iraqi parents
and Israeli parents as they try in vain to calm their frightened
children day after day, night after night, amid deafening, life-
threatening explosions? Emily screams with all her tiny might when
she is hungry. What must it be like for Kurdish parents or
Ethiopian parents without the essentials to feed and shelter their
child.en? For that matter, what must it be like to be a homeless
American parent trying to protect and to provide for one’s children
in a shelter or on the street?

My impressions before the flickering screen as I rocked Emily
are all too readily verified by grim statistics. In his report,
The State of the World’s Children 1990, James P. Grant, Executive
Director of UNICEF, writes that after a century of unprecedented
progress in improving conditions for the world’s children, the
final decade promises advancing poverty, malnutrition, .11 health,
and illiteracy for the children of half the world’s countries.
Grant notes that this shameful circumstance results almost entirely
from the fact that the world’s governments devote half of their
expenditures to maintaining the military and to the servicing of
debt. According to Grant, the 145 billion dollars spent on the
military in developing countries in 1988 alone would be sufficient
to end absolute poverty within the next ten yeaxs. With that sum,
human beings all over the planet could prcvide food, shelter,
water, health care, and education for themseives and their children

(1-3) .

To pay for the military, the world’s poorest children have
peen forced to sacrifice normal growth, health, education and their
lives. 1In 1990 the Convention of the Rights of the Child was
finally brought before the General Assembly of the United Nations,
a document establishing minimum standards of protection for
children’s survival, health and education. The document urges all
the nations of the world to establish children’s rights to
survival, health, and education as the first among each society’s
concerns and priorities. At present we are tragically far away
from these ideal conditions. Every week one-quarter of a million
of the world’s children die of easily preventable diseases (Grant
4) . The President of the United States asserted early in his
administration that "our national character can be measured by how
we care for our children" (Grant 5). Yet by the end of this year
at least one-half million children will be homeless in the United
States. The President succeeded in a fashion in the Gulf, but he
has violated virtually every campaign promise concerning policies
to enhance the quality of life for the nation’s children. 1In all
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areas affecting the lives of children--poverty, education, housing,
health, child care, child-labor violations, safety--conditions are
worse than they were two years ago (Chan and Momparler 44).

These overwhelming images of contemporary children’s suffering
the horrors of war, famine, poverty, and disease assault us daily.
It is too hard to take it all in. The helplessness and pain make
us feel too powerless, too implicated, and too vulnerable. More
than one children’s writer--Maurice Sendak and E. Nesbit prominent
among them--have assured v~ that their powerful depictions of child
life come not from observing and studying actual children rut from
maintaining a potent contact with their own childhoods. Con-
temporary critics would assure us perhaps that such a connection is
actually impossible; what we do is to reconstruct, reinvent, half-
remember, half-create our childhoods. And, moreover, we are not
even in charge of that; ideas of childhood are really socially
constructed myths to be used by the power-elite to oppress actual
children. I admit all of these liabilities. Undoubtedly my
remarks will deconstruct themselves or perhaps self-destruct by the
end. Nevertheless I begin with my own childhood experience because
knowing and telling my own story may finally be the best bet for
attending to the stories of others.

Vividly remembered childhood terrors figure prominently in
many children’s stories, and terror looms in my own memory as the
dominant emotion of my childhood. Billie Holiday said that there
were two kinds of blues, a sad blues and a happy blues, that she
just sang her life. 1If I could sing half as well as Billie
Holiday, I wouldn’t even be here. I would be somewhere in a tight
black evening gown singing all kinds of blues; it would be a
nightclub like the ones I saw in the movies without the smoke. I
can’t sing like that, but I can tell some childhood tales of
terror--some chillingly delicious, some unspeakable.

One steamy Mississippi Sunday morning when I was five years
old, my beautiful mother, the one with shining blue-black hair and
eyes the color of the Atlantic ocean on a stormy day, dressed me
for church--what the Baptists at home called "Preachin’," though
the Methodists and Episcopalians attended church services. "Sit
right here on the porch until we get ready," Mama said, giving my
hair a final pat. But it’s hard to be still when your legs and
arms are only five and want so badly to bounce, to run, to
"celebrate the marriage of flesh and air," as my favorite poet
says. It is impossible to be still when your dotted Swiss pinafore
is starched so stiff that the seams itch and prickle and tight
patent leather shoes pinch your toes. I thought it must be the
picture of the rooster inside the shoe come to life to peck my
toes. And your head is sore from sleeping in metal curlers so that
your hair will fall nicely into Shirley Temple curls all because
your big sister can’t stand to see ragtail little children in
church with straight hair. I must have been sitting there wilting
like a gardenia in the sun a long time when our amiable cow-herding
dog, Sue, bred from sturdy Australian stock, wandered onto the
porch and invited me to go on an adventure in the pasture, where
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the jimson weeds swayed like frothy green plumes. "I can’t, Sue,"
I said, "Shoot, I have to go to church and hear the preacher yell
about sin and abomination in the sight of the Lord." But sweet old
Sue insisted or maybe it was Satan’s influence; anyway I couldn’t
resist. After all, Sue had recently been blown away in a tornado.
She stayed away three whole days and then came limping home in an
exception- ally bad mood. She didn’t resemble Toto in the least.
She didn’t look as though she had been anywhere near 0z, much less
the Emerald City. Considering all her suffering in a natural
disaster, I owed Sue some companionship.

The jimson weeds made it hard to spot those objects you always
want to watch out for in a cow pasture; sure enough, my patent
leather shoe landed right in the middle of a fresh manure pile. I
also noticed ugly grass stains near the rip in the dotted Swiss
pinafore where I had climbed through the barbed wire fence instead
of going properly through the gate. Suddenly I knew the spirit of
the Lord was not with me on that Sabbath--too late even to pray. So
I hurried back through the fence, ripped the pinafore again as well
as my leg. My Shirley Temple curls were a tangled mess, and my hair
ribbon had disappeared. My efforts to clean up the cow mess Jjust
made it worse; now it was on my socks too. The artesian well that
fed the pasture pond seemed a possible solution, so I took off my
shoes and tried to wash them, but the well was covered with rusty
mineral deposits. Pretty soon the mess was s0 bad that I couldn’t
even see the rooster any more. "Ha!" a gloating voice said,
"You’re going to get whipped, but you’ll still have to go to
church!" I knew the voice was right. I’d do better to get a big
dry switch from the bridal wreath bush and take it to mama;
otherwise she would ge- one of those little green stinging kind.
Holding the switch, I cried at the back door for Mama to come whip
me. She wasted no time obliging either.

Later that Sunday morning when I was dressed in still another
uncomfortable starched pinafore, the preacher ranted about all oux
guilty stains, and I knew Jjust what he meant. I do not remember
his text, but he raced up and down in front of the congregation
shaking three large rusty nails at vs. As his volume increased and
his voice cracked precariously and his breath came in painful
gasps, I hid my face on my daddy’s shoulder and finally whispered,
"Are we saved, Daddy?" because the preacher was describing how
terrible it would be if we died on the way home without salvation.
The preacher said to watch as well as pray, that Jesus would come
in the night like a thief when you least expect it. "He won’t
sneak up on me," I thought. And it was hard to stay awake long
enough every night to patrol the heavens for the next several years
to postpone the Second Coming, but you can see that the strategy
worked; we’re still here. "We’re never going to get any dinner,"
my daddy muttered, but he was wrong. An imprecsionable young woman
always obliged us by rededicating her life to Christian service.
That meant we could go home and eat fried chicken, double-cut fried
corn, and banana pudding served in a pink depression dish.
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After dinner, I donned my printed flour-sack shorts, my red
Montgomery Ward shoes, my Bugs Bunny watch, my Mickey Mouse sun
glasses and met old Sue by the barn. We headed for the pine woods
where I became Lorna, Girl of the Jungle, a free and supple
creature who did not worry about guilt or stains.

Preachers were not my only source of terror. Greenbrier
Cemetery near our house often assumed a ghastly luminous glow on
rainy nights. That phosphorescent phenomenon made me urgently
afraid to look out our window, get a drink of water, or go to
sleep. My brother was off fighting in the Korean Conflict; at
least I thought he was. I did not know that Fort Sam Houston was
not in Korea and that my brother was safe in the arms of a pretty
Texas girl just about any chance he got. We had to practice air
raid drills at school; bombers buzzed overhead from the Strategic
Air Command base near our home. The threat of war was on my mind--
a constant worry in fact. My mother often said she wanted to leave
the farm and go to California where they had everything required
for happiness--giant redwood trees, grape vineyards, sunshine, and
Art Linkletter. At such times fierce quarrels would break out
between my parents. I learned to fear the angry voices in the
night and dread the tightly set faces in the morning. Tornadoes
were a constant source of psychological terror and actual danger.
Storm shelters were no good because they were infested with rattle
snakes. Little children came down with polio; it usually started
with a sore throat, and I had those often because after my best
friend, Lois Goodlink, died in first grade, I was afraid to have my
tonsils out.

I did not escape terror at school either. Bullies like Robert
Majors enjoyed cutting my jump rope into three useless links, but
he was the least of my worries. First grade was indeed a garden of
bliss presided over by a kindly lady named Mrs. Whitehead, who read
us real stories, not just those silly ones about Dick, Jane, and
Spot, sat us 1 her lap often to comfort us, and made us miniature
cakes on our birthdays. She only paddled us once gently because we
got our feet wet wading mud puddles at recess. That was a sorrow-
ful day, but we knew that Mrs. Whitehead paddled us for our own
gooci. In second grade, though, I encountered a terrifying teacher,
Mrs. Bright, who must have been close kin to Dickens’ Miss
Murdstone. Mrs. Bright’s bitterness had settled into an angry
frowning question mark right in the middle of her forehead; she was
never good but always horrid. All her smiles must have departed
years before I knew her. Her creed, whatever it was, showed firmly
in the set of her jaw which worked convulsively with rage and
frustration. She disliked all of the children, except the
principal’s smooth-haired daughter, Frances. Mostly I avoided Mrs.
Bright, but in reading circle I had to face her, or rather face her
knees. In my tiny chair, I cowered beneath her gigantic knees
which loomed over me like the terrible gates of Hades. Decoding
words was not the barrier between me and literacy; Mrs. Bright’s
unfortunate knees were the obstacle. Possibly I could have grown
accustomed to the knees, maybe even fond of them, except that Mrs.
Bright slapped me out of my chair every time I missed a word.
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Actually, I didn’t even blame her for slapping such a slow and
stupid girl. Mrs. Bright quite literally made me sick. During
that year I developed secret symptoms I nouw know to call obsessive-
compulsive disorder. I created elaborate sets of rituals, mythic
attempts to exorcise Mrs. Bright from my life forever. I told no
one about my sufferings except a bored and arrogant tom cat named
Riley, who kept the secret very well. I often sought revenge on
some innocent kittens unlucky enough to be born in our barn that
year. Each Sunday morning I dressed them in the most uncomfortable
doll clothes I could find, dumped them in a red wheelbarrow
unflecked by rain to contain them, and then preached vehement
sermons to them, urging them to repent and be saved. I also
chastised them for being poor readers. The cats played their parts
as "sinners in the hands of an angry god" most satisfactorily.

They writhed and mewed piteously as they heard about the awful
torments of the hereatfter.

Luckily no adults heard or witnessed these performances, or I
should have become a famous child evangelist. Here we see terror
and containment in an efficient partnership. It is well-known that
oppressed people seek weaker creatures in their own group to
subjugate. Actually the kittens didn’t seem to mind these services
too much. We always ended the rituals with a sumptuous communion

of fresh cream,

You can see that my life in rural Mississippi was truly
resonant with vivid terrors. It seemed so to me at the time, and
it seems so now. Mrs. Bright’s persecutions amounted to very real
psychological torture; doubtless the residual effects linger now,
despite my play therapy with the hapless kittens. Yet compared to
the black children in my community, I must have enjoyed a
privileged childhood indeed. Just about every day I played with
Lon and Son Acker. It is telling that I do not know their last
names. We all went to hear an elderly black lady named Roxie
Franklin tell stories; her specialty was ghost stories, what she
called "haint tales." Her arthritis never hurt so painfully that
she could not thrill us with chilling tales that made us run fast
past the cemetery on the way home. My favorite one was about a
beautiful lady Roxie saw rising from the ground in a whirling
funnel of smoke, riding a white horse. I watched intently for this
creature and once almost saw her out of the corner of my eye, but
then she was gone. I did not like or understand the fact that Lon
and Son Acker could not come to my school or church. I had
attended funerals at their church, and wished I could go all the
time because their music was so much better. Their preacher yelled
a lot about salvation too, but he made it sound so much more
attractive than our minister. When fourteen-year=-old Emmett Till
was murdered and thrown in the river, the children in my class
cheered when they heard his murderers had been acquitted by an all-
white jury. They had learned their racist lessons well. I didn’t
cheer--not because I really understood much about the horror of
Emmett Till’s murder but because Lon and Son Acker were so
distressed about it and so frightened. They were unable to tell me
about their terror, but I began to sense in them a bottomless,
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unimaginable fear. Only years later did I realize how much more
terrified white Southerners must have been to commit such brutal
crimes--terrified of themselves most of all. At home I heard
notl.ing direct about racial hatred, but a sense of something
terrible and wrong began to seep into my being, as it must have
into all Southerners whether they could admit it or not. My
parents did not forbid me to play with Lon and Son Acker, but I
could not spend the night with them, go to the picture show with
them on Saturday afternoons, or invite them to birthday parties.
Lon and Son Acker could not tell me what it was like to live in a
society ruled by terror, but Mildred Taylor has done so in her fine
series of books about the Logan Family, a black family living in
rural Mississippi during the Great Depression. Cassie, Little Man,
Christopher John, and Stacey feel direct and immediate effects of
rac.>l oppression in virtually every aspect of their lives--on the
road to school when the school bus for white children regularly not
only degrades and humiliates the lLogan c¢hildren but actually
endangers their lives simply for the amusement of white children
whose culture has taught them to regard the Logans as less than
human. 1In all of her fine books--The Song of the Trees, Roll ¢f
Thunder, Hear My Cry, Let the Circle Be Unbroken, The Friendship,
The Gold Cadillac, and most recently, The Road to Memphis and The
Mississippi Bridge--Taylor unflinchingly confronts in her fiction
the darkest aspects of racilal oppression: the burning of young
black men by Night Riders; unrelenting economic pressure; constant
threats to life, family, property, and sexual threat to young black
women whose families are powerless to protect them from rape and
intimidation.

Teachers sometimes tell me that they fear using these books in
their classes because they are too upsetting and controversial.
Black students grow angry; white students become defensive. Racial
tensions and incidents are on the rise throughout the country, they
say, and such books may only aggravate these hostilities. Other
teachers tell me that Taylor’s books have quite the opposite
effect, that discussing the fiction becomes an important way to
confront issues too painful to discuss directly. My guess is that
the teachers in both instances provide the cues for the students’
responses. Reading books about such painful realities is not
supposed to be painless. For me at least, experiencing the pain of
remembering the worst events in our history is an absolutely
essential part of transcending it. Besides, Taylor not only gives
us an acute social analysis of the times and an astute
psychological analysis of the dynamics of racism; she offers an
affirmative picture of home, family, community, storytelling, and
creative problem solving. Though the reality in Taylor's fiction
is grimly accuratc, our children have already experienced versions
of these realities. These books are rich with social being and
solidarity. All of the Lecgans sacrifice for one another, for their
land, and for their community. Networks of relatives extend from
the Logan farm to Jackson to Memphis to Chicago to Ohio. People
help each other. Members of the community organize not merely to
resist an oppressive society but to change and to transform it,
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The Logans can resist opprcssion more effectively than their
neighbors because they are educated landowners. Mary Logan’s
education allows her at least to some extent to compensate for the
battered textbooks, inadequate buildings and supplies, and other
unjust liabilities at Great Faith School, a telling reminder that
separate never meant equal. In The Road to Memphis Cassie remains
determined to go to college and perhaps even to law school, not to
secure power and comfort for herself, but to help her people and to
improve social conditions for evesyone. Cassie explains her views
to attractive newspaper editor Solomon Bradley. Her family’s
lawyer, Mr. Jamison, has taught her that United States law takes
precedence over state law, but that this precedence depends in
large measure upon interpretation of the law:

"He says if the United States Supreme Court interprets
the law different from the Courts in Mississippi and says
the Unites States law is right,then the United States law

‘ has to take precedence. He says that’s how some things

get changed. Thing is, though, right now folks in the
rule of things--white folks=--they aren’t much calling for
any interpretation of the laws concerning colored folks,
and that’s partly why the laws stay the same. I was
thinking that if I got to know the law as well as they
do, then maybe I could get some different interpretation.
If we know the law like they do, then we can use it like
they do." (Taylor 245)

Education works for Cassie Logan, just as it worked for my Aunt
Mary lou, who pulled my family out of illiteracy near the beginning
of the century. My father drove her to the depot in the buggy.

She caught the train in Amory, changed in Meridian, and arraived at
this university, wearing a nice print dress and a roll-brim hat
faced in pink. She came when the University of Soutnern
Mississippi was a normal school for teachers. Later she earned a
graduate degree, became a college teacher, anc helped to educate
many of her brothers and sisters, who then joined the comfortable
ranks of the middle class. E-ducation worked for me too.
Fortunately not all of my teachers were as tyrannical as Mrs.
Bright. Education has worked for thousands of people like me,
Cussie Logan, and Aunt Mary Lou. But it has not usually worked for
oppressed people, and for increasing numbers of students,
education’s effectiveness is declining. I just returned from a
meeting in Boston a couple of weeks ago and read an article in the

Boston Globe which indicated that forty percent of the 2,500

students just graduated from Boston schools cannot read. A host of
political theorists argue that education has in fact been one of
the most effective institutions for conditioning human beings tc¢
accept the status quo. Marxist theorist Louis Althusser, in fact,
claims that the schools are the most effective ISA; that is,
"Tdeological State Apparatuses" (Brantlinger 92). Paulo Freire
writes convincingly in The Pedagogy of the Oppressed and other
works that the technological ideology of advanced capitalism
dominates all aspects of education. According to Freire, this
situation results in a "mode of massification" of technical man or
woman, whereby a functional pragmatism is dedicated to maintaining

3 4

L 3
¢



the current reality and not to transforming the structures of
oppression and relations of domination, and is fostered by a
technological elite (62-63). The results of Valerie Suransky’s
ethnography of daycare centers in various cities in the United
States reported in her book The Erosion of Childhood confirms
Freire’s arguments. She discovered that in even the best of these
centers, the lives 0of the children did not really matter. What
happens is that the children are forced to conform to a corporate
model of existence: "[T]he children are disconnected from the alien
institutional universe to which they do not belong and become
actors upon a ‘home-less’ and barren stage; for they are deprived
of their human vocation as meaning-makers" (Suransky 190).

What Suransky observed repeatedly probably won’t surprise us;
children who did not fit into a daycare’s prescriptive structure
became deviants. A curious and creative child who attempted to
restructure an activity was usually coerced into docility and
passivity. This model prevails not only in daycares but in
primary, secondary schools, and in the university. 1In contrast to
this model Freire advocates an emancipatory pedagogy which involves
"dialogical encounter" and an awakened consciousness in students
leading them to question and to resist power structures and
possibly even to transform them. A truly liberating pedagogy, then,
would not only encourage children to become the authors of their
stories but to invent new stories entirely. I have to agree with
Althusser, Freire, and other theorists who see educational systems
as perpetuating the power structure of the status quo. In his

powerful book, The Night Is Dark and I Am Far from Home, Jonathan

Kozol writes:
The containment of youth, which lies at the heart of

school indoctrination, depends upon the demolition of a
child’s ideological and ethical perceptions quite as much
as psychological obliteration, tedium and torpor. . . .
School is the ether of our lives by now: the first
emaciation along the surgical road that qualifies the
young to be effective citizens. (10, 13)

Characters in children’s stories have long known about these
constraint.s and have escaped the repressive atmosphere of schools
whenever .d however possible--hence Tom Sawyer’s joyous escape

from 1 and church to the pastoral pleasures of Jackson'’s
Islar T. Nesbit’s Bastables’ joyous holiday adventures out of
school. ¢ course, these examples of rebellion are not serious.
No one p.ays by the rules more strictly than Tom Sawyer. irginia

Hamilton’s characters Junior Brown and Buddy Clark are serious;
they seem to realize that going underground entirely is preferable
to being in the hands of school authorities. Learning requires
hiding out and taking cover from repressive social institutions.

Ironically the serious counter-culture myths which angry
youths invent to evade the system usually only secure their bondage
and continued oppression. This year in my city, school officials
have confiscated weapons in junior high and high school on a daily
basis and to a lesser extent in elementary schools. Needing
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someone who loves them best of all, millions of teenaged girls
become parents each year. Needing community and a sense of
belonging, angry youths form gangs about which such writers as S.E.
Hinton, Walter Dean Myers, Robert Cormier, and others have written
with such power.

A few moments ago, I mentioned that not all of ny teachers
were Murdstone clones. Although I have many other stories about
tyrannical teachers, the few benevolent guides made an absolute
difference in my life. Many of you, I know, can say the same. At
least temporarily these imaginative and sensitive people
transformed the school from its ugly status as an ISA into
something like a community. When I was a fifth-grader at Amory
Elementary School, I did not doubt that my English teacher, Mrs.
McKinney, was the most brilliant and beautiful woman on the planet.
Her hair, a lustrous lilac color, curled into the poodle style
fashionable at the time. Hair the color of freshly-bloomed
hydrangeas, we thought, must have been dusted by fairies. We only
later learned that this magic came from a sleek bottle in Marie’s
Beauty Shop on Main Street. Her cat-eyed glasses, rimmed with
sparkling rhinestones, struck us as entirely elegant and not at all
tacky in the mid-Fifties. Mrs. McKinney wore taffeta dresses, navy
blue with a big silver buckle on the side to show off her tiny
waist. The softest velvety freckles adorned her dainty hands. I
used to wish for freckles like that; they seemed to add so much
character to plain hands. Here in middle age, that wish has come
true, except that fade cream ads asisure me that these are unsightly
age spots. But it was Mrs. McKinney’s voice that enthralled me the
most. Reared in south Mississippi, she spoke a soft plantation

version of Southern English. "Children," she would say
melodiously, "Don’t say whar; say wheah." Her refined accent

settled gently among the harsher hill accents of the country
children and somehow invited us to be her companions in learning.
She was a seductive one, our Mrs. McKinney. If she had ever met a
fairy godmother, I can imagine her saying with a confident smile,
"Eat your heart out, deah!"

Every day Mrs. McKinney would trip up and down the aisles on
her spike heels, her taffeta rustling, peering through her dazzling
glasses with enormous brown eyes, nodding her approval as we
dutifully underlined the subject once, the predicate twice, and
drew a neat arrow from the adjective to the word it modified.

Later our grammatical operations became increasingly complex; as
subjects and predicates became more compound, sentences grew more
complex, and verbs somehow transmogrified into gerunds,
infinitives, and participles. I realized later that all of this
grammatical foreplay was moving towards a climatic encounter with a
nominative absolute, but that’s another story entirely. If we
performed all of these tasks correctly, efficiently, and patiently,
and if we passed our spelling test, Mrs. McKinney would suddenly
surrender to the right side of her brain, bring her Western,
linear, rational vays of knowing to a full stop, and read us a
chapter in a children’s classic for no reason whatever, to satisfy
no competency or objective other than pleasure-—-a little pie in the
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sky on this side of the grave. 1In this way I met Tom Sawyer, a
rodeo boy called "Little Britches," a girl named Betsy who
experienced incredible dangers in a Conestoga wagon on the Oregon
trail, Chad Buford, the hero of The Little Shepherd of Kingdom
Come, dramatically torn between his loyalty to the Confederacy and
his Bluegrass roots on one hand and his Appalachian foster family
and the Union on the other. Since all of our grandmothers belonged
to the Daughters of the Confederacy, we could not really understand
how Chad finally chose the Union. Mary Lennox, predictably,
pleased me the most.

Mrs. McKinney doubtless did not realize that schools are the
most effective ISA, but she must have sensed how impoverished many
of our lives were. She must have intuited that literature can
somehow ho.d out utopian and visionary promise even as it reifies
the status quo. Mrs. McKinney had not heard of the value of whole
language approaches to reading and writing. If she had, she may
have invited us to tell and to write our own stories. We never
wrote stories in school, though I learned to endure those long
terrifying sermons kv scribbling lurid detective stories; I felt
only a little guilty stain when my Sunday School teacher, Miss
Jodie Thornton, praised me for taking notes on the sermon. Mrs.
McKinney did understand the power of literature, and I have to say
that her influence on my life was more powerful than any other.

My passion for story was not only inspired by Mrs. McKinney
however. My father was the L .st storyteller I ever knew. Like
Mark Twain, he could rememb¢ anything, whether it happened or not-
-like that giant phantom ca.fish that he had been trying to catch
since boyhood. The creature was cunning, endlessly evasive, for
sure and certain known to have devoured livestock and even children
foolish enough to wade in the murky waters of the Tombigbee. He
could remember in vivid detail how seven black hoop snakes rustling
in the grass had suddenly thrust their tails into their mouths,
rolled across the pasture when it was just about dusky-dark. And
what about that job he once had selling second-hand coffins? My
father and Mrs. McKinney did not know about whole language or
literacy events, but they provided those experiences nevertheless,
initiated me into a lifelong engagement with books, enabled me to
escape my poor-white origins for a poor-academic destiny but anyway
to enter a profession I dearly love, even if it is a powerful ISA.

Education news in general is depressing, yet committed
teachers subvert the containment function of schools every day and
create a lively community ¢f active readers and writers. For the
past three years I have seen dozeuls of classes intensely engaged in
discussions of children’s books, writing, revising, and sharing
their own stories with peers, adapting stories for dramatic
presentations, or just reading quietly with total absorption. 1In
such classes I cannot distinguish the gifted from the skills
students; all are participating in the community. I have seen
highly imaginative stories by children about everything from
Hurricane Hugo to the cerrors of violence, sexual abuse, and
homelessness, to fanciful tales about a little girl who transforms
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herself into a unicorn, experiences mysterious adventures, and at
last falls asleep wearing her book bag, and also about the antics
of a tarrible villain called Ozone Sam.

Similarly, current children’s writers have not hesitated to
write about dark and dangerous topics, but many also affirm the
possibility of not only survival, health, and education, but
community as well. In his recent kook, The Call of Stories, Robert
Coles describes the methods of two professors during his residency.
One, brilliant and quick to conceptualize, pushed the young
resident for an early diagnosis of patients. The other, Dr.
Ludwig, quiet and self-effacing, encouraged his student to attend
to the stories of his patients, to defer diagnosis. As Coles

describes the experience in retrospect:
I now realize that my supervisor was actually arguing for

a revolution--that the lower orders be the ones whose
every word really mattered, whose meaning be upheld as
interesting. We had to change our use of the very word
"interesting": no longer were we to appropriate it for
ourselves. What ought to be interesting, Dr. Ludwig kept
insisting, is the unfolding of a lived life rather than
the confirmation such a chronicle provides for some
theory. (22)

In turn Coles learned to listen to his patients’ stories, to
share his own stories with them--those he had lived and those he
had experienced through reading., He introduced a fifteen-year-old
polio victim, for example, to Huck, Jim, and Holden Caufield,
characters who helped the paralyzed boy imagine a future for
himself. Coles remembers that the boy:

loved the blunt earthy talk of Twain, and Salinger’s
shrewd way of puncturing various balloons. He didn’t
like being paralyzed, but he did like an emerging angle
of vision in himself, and he was eager to tell me about
it, to explain its paradoxical relationship to his
misfortune. "I’ve seen a lot, lying here. I think I
know more about people, including me, myself--all because
I got sick and can’t walk. It’s hard to figure out how
polio can be a good thing. It’s not, but I like those
books, and I keep reading them, parts of them, over and

over." (39)

For Coles and his young patient stories became the vehicle for
creating community. The boy belonged to the stories; the stories
belonged to him. They helped him to make sense of an overwhelming
and chaotic situation, to overcome for a time at least, what Frank
Conroy describes as the paralyzing sloppiness of life.

Recently many children’s wri ers have represented oppressed,
homeless, abused children facing overwhelming terrors. Many of
these books also powerfully affirm our human capacity to heal, to
laugh, to form friendships in the most unlikely contexts. Of the
many children’s books featuring homeless characters, one of the
most striking this year to me is Eve Bunting’s picture book, Ely
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Away Home, in which a boy and his father live in the airport. The
most important task to survive in the airport according to the
child narrator is not to get noticed. So the two change airlines
often: "Delta, TWA, Northwest. We love them all." The tr.ndy term
for such characters is "marginalized"; Bunting emphasizes the
condition without the word: "Not to be noticed is to look like
nobody at all." Yet something like community emerges in this
subculture of the airport homeless. All of the airport regulars
know each other, but the need not to be noticed curtails
communication sharply. Exchanged glances have tc suffice.

The boy’s father works hard as a janitor on weekends and tries
to find other work, a telling detail to demolish the notions
uttered from the highest office in the land that the homeless
choose their condition. The careful details about the cost of food
items communicate all we need to know about the boy’s diet. His
father can afford milk and doughnuts but juice only rarely. The
father spends hours and precious coins on the pay phones trying to
locate an apartment. The outcome is always the same; the rents are
just too high. Eve Bunting’s book dramatizes the grim fact that
the richest nation in the world chooses not to provide affordable
housing for its citizens. Emotions in the book alternate between
rage and sadness, despair and hope. 1In the final scene the boy
gazes at a departing jet and remembers that once a bird had
unwittingly entered the airport: "It took a while, but a door
opened. And when the bird left, when it flew free, I knew it was
singing" (Bunting 32). Appropriately, then, the hook ends with the
bov’/s imagining a song he has never heard and may newver hear.

In 1987 North Carolina novelist Kaye Gibbons created an
unrorgettable character who names herself "Ellen Foster." A victim
of violence and incest, Ellen often seeks protection in the home of
a poor black neighbor, where she becomes attached to a child named
Starletta. Ellen harbors all of the racial attitudes a racist
culture has taught her, just as Huck Finn did. After Ellen’s
abusive father and grandmother have died, Ellen sees a lady in
church accompanied by several children of all ages. "Who 1s that?"
Ellen asks her cousin Dora, who replies, "[T]lhey are the Foster
family and that lady would take in anything from orphans to stray
cats" (Gibbons 115). This woman becomes Ellen’s new mama. Not
only does this "new mama" take in Ellen Foster; she says it is fine
to invite Ellen’s friend, Starletta, for the weekend.

Ellen’s new mama knows how to comfort orphans--feed thenmn,
listen to their stories when they are ready to tell them, accept
their friends, especially friends of another race, and rub their
backs gently. Sometimes Ellen needs special attention: "{[T]here
have been plenty days when she has put both my hands in hers and
said if we relax and breathe slow together I can slow down shaking.
And it always works" (Gibbons 141).

Like Robert Coles’ brilliant professor, Ellen’s counselor

pushes for a diagnosis when he works with her. He won’t let her
tell her story; he wants to both tell and interpret it for her.
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Focusing on the reason why she has discarded her old name and
assumed the name of Foster, the counselor exhorts this damaged
child, "’Get that pain out of Ellen and she won’t have to be
somebody else.’ ’'Lord,’ Ellen says,’I hate to tell him he’s wrong
because you can tell it took him a long time to make up his ideas.
And the worst part is I can see he believes them’" (Gibbons 103).

It is too bad this counselor lacked the advice of Robert
Coles’ wise teacher. Poet-physician William Carlos Williams, like
Dr. Ludwig, believed in attending to the story. He once advised
the young Coles:

We have to pay the closest attention to what we say.

What patients say tells us what to think about what hurts
them; and what we say tells us what is happening to us--
what we are thinking and what may be wrong with us. . . .
Their story, yours, mine--it’s what we all carry with us
on this trip we take and we owe it to each other to
respect our stories and to learn from them. (Coles 30)

We can’t really protect our children or ourselves from terror,
but we can tell stories about it honestly. We can share with
children what Suransky calls "an authentic existential landscape, "
in which both terror nd safety, structure and freedom, conflict
and resolution operate as powerful dialectic potentials. We can
invent community in which we celebrate conflict and creative energy
rather than coercing these life-giving qualities into a dangerous
containment. As I mentioned earlier, the Children’s Defense Fund
recently gave the Bush Administration and the nation failing grades
in all aspects of policies affecting the lives of children. The
rather inflammatory headline read: "The facts and figures: This
president doesn’t like other people’s children" (Chan and Momparler
44) .

In discussing Erik Haugaard’s The Little Fishes, our colleague
Lois Kuznets has eloquently written of the need to love everyone’s
children as we love our own: "[T]o limit one’s love and concern to
the children of one’s family, or tribe, or even nation is an
intolerable exclusiveness" (68). Ellen Foster’s new mama Clearly
rejects such exclusiveness. It was easy to hold Emily a little
closer and watch the bombs explode on CNN. But Emily isn’t safe
either, and neither are we. I want to conclude with the powerful
words of Marian Wright Edelman, founder and president of the
children’s Defense Fund, a tireless worker on behalf of children, a
person for whom the words "giving up" and "burnout" are not part of
the lexicon. Despite profoundly discouraging setbacks, she
continues her urgent work and suggests that we need considerably
more than a "thousand points of light":

I am confident that our first step, together, should be
to protect our futures by rallying to the needs of our
children. Only by fighting for the rights of the
littlest among us can we construct a larger sense of
national purpose. Only by making our world safe for
children, can we fill the empty void in our spirits, to
create a shared sense of community, democracy, and
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freedom--a dream that has been set aside for too long.
. . . (77)
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Books for the Post-Revolutionary Reader

I take my text from Maria Tatar’s book, The Hard Facts of
the Grimms’ Fairy Tales:

For many adults, reading through an unexpurgated
edition of the Grimms’ collection of tales can be an
eye-opening experience. Even those who know that Snow
White’s stepmother arranges the murder of her step-
daughter, that doves peck out the eyes of Cinderella’s
stepsisters, that Briar Rose’s suitors bleed to death
on the hedge surrounding her castle, or that a mad rage
drives Rumpelstiltskin to tear himself in two will find
themselves hardly prepared for the graphic descriptions
of murder, mutilation, cannibalism, infanticide and
incest that fill the pages of these bedtime stories for
children. (3)

But that was then, and this is now. Long before Walt Disney
gelded the Grimms, we’d found ways to discount them. After all,
the brothers had been born into a Europe seething like a cauldron
in the genocidal aftermath of the French Revolution. Besides,
they were Germans and perhaps worse: philologists.

Just as well there were no child psychologists then to gauge
the Grimms’ effect on their first little listeners. From our
distance we can even take the lofty view that the Europeans would
doubt less have been at each other’s throats through much of
subsequent history even if the Grimms hadn’t been so . . . grim.

Moreover, from early childhood the young have a perennial
taste for the gothic. Inside every child is a Bela Lugosi
struggling successfully to get out.

Today only a handful of children deeply immured within the
middle class hear traditional tales at their parents’ knees.
From pre-school on, the American young learn their murder,
mutilation, and infanticide from the television and the rented
video, if not in their own homes, then in another. The
television screen becomes itself an agent of infanticide.

I've already said more about early childhood than I know.
When my books and I meet young people, the die has been cast.
They are either quivering on the brink of puberty or are in its
abyss or are scrambling out the other side. By then they've
memorized movies I have never seen. Nightmare on Elm Street, New

Jack City, all the Friday the 13th’s, Texas chain saws, polter-
geists, endless slasher films, along with the commercialized

mayhem of Saturday morning cartoons. By the time they are
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eighteen, the statisticians tell us, they’ve watched twenty-two
thousand hours.

Before books of my sort reach this audience, heads have
rolled. Blood flows freely on television and so does language
that could get any faculty member but the coach fired.
Journalism is far more outspoken now too, though the youndg have
very little taste for non-fiction television. Teachers who have
asked their students to watch a documentary on some topic
relevant to school work have learned how annoyed are the young at
this interruption of their regular programming. They do,
however, like Oprah Winfrey who adds gynecology to the gothic.
But you could fire a missile through any high school without
knocking down a viewer of Ted Koppel, let alone MacNeil and
Lehrer,

Still, any third-grader in front of the set when a program
called 20/20 aired last month met three women bringing suit
against their father for incest. If you didn’t know what incest
is, in graphically descriptive terms you learned.

The only common cultural experience of modern children is
film. In our schools we would not now have a national curriculum
of shared readings even if our students could read them. The
trend howling out of our universities is in quite the opposite

direction.

Every turn in history’s road strengthens the hold of the
camera upon children. 1In defense of television, Eric Sevareid
once said that in many American homes, television is the only
coherent voice ever heard. The flickering image is bigger than
we are and will grow beyond our imaginings as the literacy level
of schools and colleges continues its decline. Why even belabor
the point? Because writers and their co-conspirators, librarians
and teachers, are being sent mixed messages.

Hardly a week passes in my life without a letter from a
young reader who wonders if I’ve read Stephen King. The American
young are not very good students, but they’re excellent teachers
and full-time critics. My young readers appear to think I could
be a better writer, possibly better all round, if I were more
like Stephen King or like that madwoman who wrote Flowers in the

Attic.

I'm not opposed to a whiff of the non-gory supernatural in
the grand tale-telling tradition. Four of my novels follow the
exploits of a young girl who can do a little discreet time travel
and a boy unnerved by the occasional manifestation of a ghost.

In fact Walt Disney filmed one of them-~for television.

Although not meaty enough for many jaded young tastes, these
comic entertainments have placed me on the forbidden book list of
the religious fundamentalists and their political leaders.
Phyllis Schlafly in her syndicated column warns her readers that
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teachers are threatening to flunk students who refuse to read my
occult works. Would that they were.

The young urge us to vulgarize our work to keep pace with
their television taste while certain parents, perhaps their own,
attack the books and textbooks of libraries and schools. The
link is clear. When you cannot control your child’s television
addiction, or your child, you have need of scapegoats, More than
any previous generation, parents today have reason to fear the
loss of control of their children and for the loss of their
children’s innocence. But they didn’t lose that control to
books. Books aren’t that powerful, and their children aren’t
that innocent.

The sinking literacy rate plays its own role. When your
child is not achieving, a face-saver is to attack the school. We
would te much nearer nirvana now if parents feared schools more
and their children less.

It’s into this maelstrom that we send our books. Early
childhood books provide an unequal alternative to the bad art and
persuvasive commercials of television. Now we have that more
mysterious field called "Young Adult," novels about the private
l1ivres of the pubescent and adolescent. The self-directed chaos
of being young today fuels our fictions and hands us our themes.
Novels are not about people living through easy times. Novels
are the biographies of survivors.

I write in this field because of a boy I met in childhood,
Huckleberry Finn. He was living proof that a novel could look at
the world through the eyes of the young. I write because of a
boy I met in adolescence, Holden Caulfield. Although his fate
wasn’t encouraging, it was the first book I ever read that I
didn’t have to translate.

Today we have an entire literature about Holden Caulfields
who are often female and Huckleberry Finns who are sometimes
suburban. We don’t write for young adults, of course. Young
adults are people making their own livings, and beds. We write
for a completely different group, practically on another planet.
We write for the "PLs," the pubescent literate.

They are a willing minority to whom we are now reduced in
schools that no longer have the authority, the political will, or
the parental support to stretch everybody’s attention span to fit
the page because reading is a discipline before it can be a

pleasure.

Our readers are three years on either side of the age of
thirteen, the most unreachable of all readerships and the most
central because this is the age at which we’ve traditionally lost
most people to reading for all times.
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The young adult field in its Present incarnation is a scant
twenty-five years old. Still, it has a history. 1It’s a field
that derives from five landmark novels that came out of nowhere a
generation ago:

Betty Smith’s A Tree Grows in Brookl n,
Carson McCullers’ The Member of the Wedding,
John Knowles’ A Separate Peace,

William Golding’s Lord of the Flies,

and the big one, The Catcher in ¢t Rye.

These books forever changed our view of the young, of being
young. The great American theme had always been Coming of Age,
and these books cut through the pPatronizing sentimentality. In a
way that seems inevitable now, they created the young protagonist
for a nation obsessed by youth all along without noticing who the
young really are. They were the books that the writers of a
later generation read when we were young and impressionable, and
they left their mark. But it was to take a watershed in American
history far more profound than five books to set us in motion.,

I spent most of the years between those five books and a
tentative first ore of my own as a teacher. I taught my first
class in 1958 in the week I came out of the army. Entering
teaching in 1958 was the moral equivalent of moving to Rome just
ahead of the Visigoths. The world in which we taught, the world
we tried to prepare our students for, had less than a decade to

run.

I taught through that greatest watershed in our history,
that time when power in this country passed from adults to
Children. I saw it passing across the desk in my own classroom.
I taught well into that era in which school administrators found
it easier to discipline teachers than to discipline students. I
taught through the era of grade inflation which mortgaged the
future in an attempt to get through the present.

The 1950s had been a time of verities, a time made safer by
diagrammed sentences, draft cards, and chaperoned dances. Then,
the young were never more than five minutes from the nearest
adult, and that solved most of the problems about which we’d
write for a later generaticn living nearer the edge,

Somewhere in the 1960s between one semester and another the
balance shifted, and the center would not hold. But the seeds of
our destruction had already been sown, in those education courses
we’d had to take in college, those courses that hadn’t prepared
us for one minute of classroom survival.

Thosc classes taught us that the basis of all teaching is
mc¢ ivation and that if the students aren’t motivated, it’s the
¥ .her’s fault. That was a lie and a big one. We were told to
“..get what we’d learned in our own histories, that the basis for
all learning, unfortunately, is fear. Fear of the consequences
of not learning. The wholesome fear of a teacher that caused
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many of us to learn more than we’d meant to. And that led on to
the more refined and useful adult fear of showing your ignorance
in public, fear of beinyg turned down for a job because you could
not express yourself or negotiate with an adult.

When our young ceased to fear the good opinion of teachers,
they began to fear one another, and a great novel was written,
Pobert Cormier’s The Chocolate War.

In the education course we’d been told that the great
impediment to learning is damaged self-esteem. My teaching
revealed the reverse. My students’ great learning disability was
the idea that what they didn’t already know wasn’t worth knowing.
It was a conviction that killed the study of foreign language and
dealt a mortal blow to English.

What we were never told was that in each year of their
learning, the young look for a source of absolute authority
beiore they can look for themselves. The young demand leaders
they cannot reason with.

In the late 1960s that authority collapsed in families.
Ther. we learned a moment too late that the tone of an American
scho»ol never rises very far above the tone of the home lives of
its students. In the typhoon of the 1960s schools could no
longer save the children of inner cities from each other or the
permissively reared from themselves.

Having broken their adults’ hold, the young grew tribal, and
a great novel was written. A high-school girl in Tulsa wrote it
about a black-leather gang. The OQutsiders is a sentimental group
portrait about a gang that never was: a surrogate family freed of
parents. That book remains a curious blend of wish-fulfillment
and an acute view of a suddenly lost generation. It became one
of the most widely read novels in the history of print.

The revolutionary late 1960s were so full of sudden bad news
that we adults staggered between denial and rephrasing. A
suspicious number of people could not remember voting for
Johnson, while in the faculty lounge we people of the word looked
for new vocabulary to define what we could no longer control. A
pseudo-clinical vocabulary of dyslexia, bulimia, hyperactivity,
anorexia.

There could no longer ke fat, dumb, uncontrollable kids.
Now they were hyperactive, bulimic dyslexics., Their parents
swallowed those terms whole and shrugged off the rest of their
responsibility, expecting scientific school cures for their own
family failures, and they expect them still.

All the while the young watched us from their barricades,
cowed by stronger leaders than we were, and waited for us to come
to our senses and save them. But we heard only their screams and
not their cries.
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We saw their Strawberry Statements on nightly news., We saw
how the young will crush all dissent. Although teachers knew
that all along, I began to catch glimpses of the theme that would
one day inform every novel I would write. Since no reviewer has
ever discovered that theme, I reveal it now: You will never begin

to grow up_until vou declare your independence from your peers.
As a teacher I’d noticed that nobody ever grows up in a group.

Now we saw that nightly on television against a backdrop of
burning schoolhouses.

Although the news camera never quite captured the young, we
learned more about them than our teachers had learned about us,
We learned that schools racially and ethnically integrated by
adults were segregated from within on the following day by the
students. We learned that although parents can hide, their
children cannot, and that suggested a thousand thoughtful books.
We began to learn what the camera never caught: that the young
loce every battle they win. And a literature was born.

Amid all this aigh drama I was still going off to teach
school every day. Indeed, I was still doing homework years after
my students had to. I supposée if I had been allowed to teach as
I'd been taught, I’d be a teacher still. My teaching had begun
on an encouraging note back in misty 1958. My first assignment
was college freshman composition, and students entered college
then far better read and spoken than today. I taught next in the
burgeoning high school of an affluent suburb in the time when
suburbs were still seen as a solution, perhaps because Judith

Guest had not yet written her first novel, Qrdinary People.

Every step I took toward the classroom led me to writing. A
novel is, after all, about the individual within the group.
That’s how I saw young people every day, as their parents never
do. I was iwice blessed. I was an English teacher, and I saw in
writing what my students dared never say within hearing of their
powerful peers. The voices in those pages still ring in mine.

Then one day in the midst of life one of those events
occurred that altered every minute thereafter. This profound
change is, I see now, reflected in every one of my novels. I’'m
convinced that we learn chiefly from the experiences we would
have avoided if we could.

It happened to me. I was assigned junior high.

Nobody chooses to teach junior high. You get assigned, and
I was. I looked around one day, and I was the only one in the
room not going through puberty. It gets worse; it was a girls’
school. Moreover, it was a school for the "academically gifted,"
and so I was the only one in the room who was not gifted, for
whoever heard of a gifted grown-up? My students had not. And I
hadn’t had the education course I needed, the one called
"Communicating with the Pubescent" because it doesn’t exist.
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Puberty is the darkest time in life for while it is the
death of childhood, it isn’t the birth of reason. You wake up
one terrible morning, and nothing works. 1In America, at the age
of twelve you can divorce your own parents, charging irreconcil-
able differences. I have a privare thzory that puberty lowers
the I.Q. ten points just as car ovwnership at sixteen lowers it
another five.

And where was the reading curriculum for these people, I
wanted to know? You can get just s much mileage out of "The Red
Pony." Just over the Hudson River f.-om where I taught, a
dentist’s wife was writing Are you the2re, God? It’s me,
Margaret. But she wasn’t writing fast enough to save me. Down
in Tulsa that high-school 3irl was writing, but she wasn’t
writing fast enough either. I met Judy Blume and S. E. Hinton
later, in person, when we were all thrve writers because nothing

had saved me as a teacher.

I had entered teaching as a frustrated writer, to teach
composition. In a school conspicuously lacking a junior-high
composition program, I looked around for nonexistent help. One
notable trait of the junior-high people I noticed at once was
their tireless anger. They came into class fuming 