The Secret Life of a First Tinme Author

| thought of all the witing, the deleting, the
rewiting; all the frustration, all the tinmes |I had
al nost quit.
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It was a walk | had taken a thousand tines. | could
do it in nmy sleep; out through the sliding glass door,
across the redwood deck and down the steps, across the
driveway and out onto the | ane | eading away from our house.
The sound of gravel crunching under ny feet would fill the
still afternoon air. After |ooking both ways, careful not
to step into the path of a neighbor speeding by in his
pi ckup truck, | would wal k across the road that ran in
front of our house.

Yes, | had taken that walk in all seasons and in al
ki nds of weather, retrieving bills, gathering up nagazi nes,
stuffing my fists with unwanted credit card applications,
and hol ding fast onto the occasional greeting card froma
| oved one.

It was no nore than a hundred feet and a return trip
of less than three mnutes. It was a walk as routine as
taking a breath. But on this cool June day, that customary
wal k held all the anxiety of a clinb up a nountain. M
book woul d be arriving today.

It had been a long three years since |I first enbarked
on that distant dream | had always wanted to wite
sonet hi ng, sonmeday. But |ife sonehow al ways seened to get
in the way.

Then at the age of fifty-four | suddenly realized that
the clock was ticking. | noticed that a | ook back down the
path fromwhich | had come was strewn with nore that a few
regrets. Not followng that innate call to be a witer was
one of the biggest. So | bought a | aptop conputer and
began nmy project with steely-eyed determ nation.

| was so green back then, so naive. How long could it
take, | renenber thinking, four, maybe five nonths, six at
the nost. Wsat | didn’'t know was that the process of
putting words to paper, the ability to put thoughts into
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coherent prose was not sonething that just happened over
night. The path that would bring nme to get the nmail that
day, turned out to be a long, arduous journey of

di sci plined study and self discovery.

As | held out nmy hand to open the mail box, ny
t houghts went back in tine, back to a few nonths ago when
nmy newly finished manuscript had magically drifted through
the air fromny conputer screen to the conputer screen of
nmy prospective publisher.

| thought of the agonizing three weeks | spent waiting
to see what changes ny assigned editor would make to ny
work. | thought of the dozens of sketches and draw ngs
submtted by ny illustrator for ny consideration. So many
deci si ons needed to be nade; the back cover, the front
cover, the page layout. M mnd swam as sonethi ng new was
throwmm at nme seem ngly every m nute of every day.

And then suddenly all was quiet. It was over. Al
t he deci sions had been nmade. The book was being printed.
The first copy was on the way. The first copy was here.

| grabbed the handle of the mail box and opened the
door. And there it was. Sitting under the power bill and
a bill fromny dentist, along with this week’s issue of
Newsweek, was the unm stakable red, white and blue U S
Postal Service package. My heart skipped a beat as |
reached in and grabbed the day’s mail

Once back inside the house | sat at the kitchen table
and stared at the package lying in front of me. MW mnd

wandered back in time again. | thought of all the hours.
How many had it been, a thousand perhaps? | thought of al
the witing, the deleting, the rewiting; all the
frustration, all the tines | had alnost quit. | renmenbered

wondering if it would ever be good enough, ever be worthy
of all the time and effort.

As | reached for the top of the package and ripped it
open, | thought of the conferences and workshops. |
t hought of all the books | had studied on the subject of
witing a book. And I thought of all the other
aut obi ogr aphi cal works of other authors | had read,
i mrersing nyself in ny genre.



Finally, | smled as | held ny book in ny hands for
the first time. A tingling went up nmy spine as | | ooked
down at the bottomof the front cover and saw ny nane. |
gently brushed ny fingertips over the snooth, glossy cover
and a sudden thought jolted through ny m nd.

It was quite possible, |I thought, that in a few nonths
fromnow a thousand strangers woul d be doing exactly what |
was doing right this nonment, holding ny book in their
hands.

They woul d then open it up and start readi ng words
that | had witten. They would be readi ng about nme. They
woul d be reading ny innernost thoughts.

| sat the book back down on the table and | ooked up,
staring through the kitchen and out into the living room
My gaze took in the blue sky that bathed the front w ndow
of our house . . . and a sudden realization cane over ne.

Fromthis day forward, ny |ife m ght never be the sane
agai n.



