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friends and familiar faces--it’s like gomg to a class reunion without any
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of the nasty stuff.
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I’'m osten31bly here for a book that your stores already have kept on
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the PNBA bestseller list since July, and so the flrst thlng for me to say 1s
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keep up the good work. We know, though, that the hohday season 18
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coming, and while Bonny and Jonathan and Nancy and I are working as
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hard as our frngers w111 go to create literature, we don’t really mind if our

f««wfﬂu

ey

. g z2 T
masterpleces make nice Christmas gifts. Charles Dickens taught us that.

: ain

So, for my turn and Work Song s here at the mlke let me Wrap up a few




th1ngs about the book for you to pass along to those hol1day throngs that
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will gladden all our hearts. While I'm at it, I may as well tackle another

of those eternal quest1ons beyond “What s the book about‘?” and
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Venture Into “What’s next?”’
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First of all, Work Song is a d1rect descendant of The Whlstllng
Season, the tale of a one-room schoolhouse and a mesmer1z1ng teacher
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that was on the Indre natronal bestseller list for most of a year and 1s well
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on its way to being the best sellrng of any of my books W1th his golden

tongue and qu1cks1lver mind, Morr1e Morgan has turned out to be such a
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treasure that I frgured 1t would be a m1stake not to welcome him back
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onto the page, and let him take over the telling of this sto'ify I’'ve always

thought that what writers are do1ng when we sit around in our own heads
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all the time is trying to f1gure out how to write better than we know how
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/zmd if we're lucky, one of the results can be a character whom readers
love more than we could ever have hoped for nght now, Morr1e 1s that
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for me, with this book gettlng the most umformly good revrews any of
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mine has ever had, and the Assocated Press reviewer makmg one of

those leaps of the 1mag1nat1on that gladden a writer’s heart sayrng he
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can plcture the movie some day, with J ohnny Depp as Morr1e and
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'Nlcole Kidman as Grace his Butte landlady /T m not sure they read
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Assocated Press d1spatches in Hollywood but a lot of other people
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across the country did, and Morrie has been domg nrcely out there in

e R

= : ) —— e
the reading audience in his literary role as “walking encyclopedia” and



a character who says of hrmself “There 1S somethmg in me that attracts
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s1tuat10ns I know there?s
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When I was out on the booktour trail for Work Song, I was asked

time and agaln how much of me is in Morrie. Not much at all, ala
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Morrie is shcker than I am, more dapper, more rogursh more an
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intellectual Jack—of—all—trades. And I/don t carry a set of brass knuckles.

Let me just mention two other characters from the cast of the novel

that keep bemg s1ngled out by reviewers and the readers I hear from The
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town of Butte itself easily qualifies as a character, I think. In its copper
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heyday--by the turn of the twentieth eentury it was providing half of
America’s copper and a quarter of the entire world’s supzly—-Butte and
its “richest hill on earth” were one of aﬁld; more than just a mining
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town, it was the largest c1ty of the northern Rockles straining to be

c%ﬁpohtan——Charhe Chaplin and Sarah Bernhardt and Clark Gable alld

N,
appeared onstage the?e--meanwhrle w1th ten thousand hard rock miners
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worklng mile- deep mmeshafts d1rectly beneath 1ts busy streets earnlng

some of the best wages in America in some of the most dangerous
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diggings.
I’'m from the other Montana the one of wide open spaces and
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'communrtles t0o small to be called towns let alone c1t1es--and Butte was
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known to us, when I was growmg up out there in ranch country, as a
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place as crazﬂy off the charts as, say, Las Vegas 1S today Rough tough,
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known for a1t1tude and att1tude, full of foreign accents and cosmopolitan

vices, the mile-high cit>y was dominated by the Anaconda 'Coppe?
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Mining Company--which in turn dominated state politics and owned all
of its daily papers but one-- helping to send ambitious young wordsmiths
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like A.B. Guthrie and Norman Maclean and yours truly out of state S0
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we didn’t have to wear the copper col collar”as we pursued careers in
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So when I began thlnklng of another chapter of hfe for Morrie after

-7 m—

The Whlstllng Season, Butte came to m1nd and specifically, the year
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1919. That was a tumultuous tn\ne in America{when isn t‘7)/ a time full
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of trouble--another piece of catnip for a novehst The period rlght after -
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World War One was temflcally contentious in America, with labor stri lfe

fear of domestic BolsheV1sm and government and Wall Street




suppression of d1ssent Butte with so many of its miners foreign born
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setting where the people hear the b1g quest1ons of life in their sleep, in
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the round the cloek worklngs of the mines on the famous and 1nfamous
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r1chest hrll on earth
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Looking back at Butte in that year so full of events it had to be
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numbered twice, I saw 1919 as a t1me of a twofold tale of treasure——the
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earthheld kind and the lrterary sort. (As a writer, you always want to deal

IR mwwmm%
it

IR — -y

yourself a pa1r of aces whenever you can. ) And so the third Work Song
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character I’ mention is the Butte city [ibrarian and fanat1c book

colleetor, Sandy Sandison. I'm guessing that Bonny and Jonathan have
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the same response I do when audiences ask, “Do you ever create a
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character who takes on a 11fe of his or her ownin t ”he"books”” We
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writers have to protect our maglc powers and say, hey, we're the god’s
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and they’re the berngs that sprang from our foreheads S0 we're al ys

in charge I’m not sure Sandy Sandrson would agree as to who is in
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charge on the page him or me. Here is Morrre S 1ntr0duct10n to h1m

“I was stroking the rare vellum of a Jane Austen title when a loud
voice made me jump.

“You look like a bookworm on a spree.’

“I am of medium height, but when I turned around, I was seeing
straight into a white cloud of beard. Considerably above that, a snowy
cowlick brushed against furrows of the forehead. In a suit that had gone

out of fashion when the last century did, the man frowning down at me
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had considerable girth at the waist and narrowed at the chest and

shoulders; like the terrain around us, he sloped.”
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Confronted with th1s appar1t1on in the stacks, Morrie has to reassure
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h1mself that b1bl1oman1a does not actually mean a maniac loose in a
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library. For the rest of the book Sandy Sand1son belhes h1s way in and
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out of Morrie’s life and my 1mag1nat1on to the pomt where T1m McNulty

in the Seattle Tlmeﬁg called h1m easﬂy the most unforgettable librarian
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1n all of Amencan f1ct1on ” Ideferto N ancy on the score of
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unforgettable llbranans in f1ct1on although I'm 1 flattered if the one I
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thought up is in the same league with Martha Cooley S memorable
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arch1v1st in her fme novel of that title. I ment1on Sandy Sandison to you
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because although he 1s maybe a little farther around the bend he 1s like
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all of us in thlS room in belng/érazyﬁabout bo‘?(s

Whlle I [ am loyally crazy about Work Song, the next book is
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crooning in 0 my e?r and in fact has been for about a year now, Wthh 1S
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how long i1t’s been since I kissed Work Song on the f1rst page of its
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manuscript and sent it off into the pubhshlng process If 1 my luck holds,
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about a year from now I’ 11 be domg the same for a novel that beglns

"‘My tather/ was the best bartender who ever lived.” There——that
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sentence has Just had 1ts world premlere and what better aud1ence for 1t?

It s a story set n 1960-—1t S fifty years now since John F. Kennedy and
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Richard Nixon had those f1rst -ever teleV1sed debates and the Sixties
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were JUSt be1ng born The Sixties meet the Thirties, the Woodstock




—— SRR S i e IO - S

generation meets the Depression generation, in the form of Tom Harry
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who has tended bar in his 1dlosyncrat1c style in several of - my previous
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novels, at Fort Peck and Gros Ventre. The title of this novel--agam if my

luck holds——w1ll be MlSS You When I’m Gone here 's another world .
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prem1ere>fl ve always hked to wr1te Tom Harry, Back there behind the =

bar, and now I’ve g1ven h1m a kid, to raise by h1mself That son, Rusty,
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tells the story startmg from the time When he was about as tall as the
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customers bending their elbows in his father’s Medicine Lodge saloon

and here’s how he introduces‘?it:
“...As peculiar a pair as we made, the bachelor saloonkeeper with a
streak of frost in his black pompadour and the inquisitive boy who had

been an accident between the sheets, in the end maybe I was lucky to
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have my 1nvoluntary parent instead of a more standard model It 1s said
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1t takes a good storyteller to turn eyes into ears, and life itself sometimes
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performs that mrraculous trrck on us. In what became our story together,
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when life took me by the ears, it was fortunate my father included me in
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his calling. Otherwise, I'd have mlssed out on the best seat in the
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house--the joint, rather--when hrstory came huntrng for him.
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(I turned twelve that year of everything, 1960 But as my father

'would have sa1d 1t took somereal éettrngi’here first. ”B

Well, that’s a sample of Miss You When I’m Gone, and beyond
B,
that, guess what--Morrie is coming back agam I thought I had gotten
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trilogy out of my blood with English Creek, Dancing at the Rascal
Fair, and Ride With Me, Mariah Montana,
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but evidently not, so ahead is something like the Whistling Work Song
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Th1rd Verse trilogy starrmg Morr1e That th1rd book already is under
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contract w1th Rrverhead and of course is a few years down the line. 1
can’t say much about that one at this pomt except that, you bet some of
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the usual suspects will be back--among the?n Butte.
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IfI know myself and my characters somethmg else that w1ll be back
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1s a crazy love formks There 1s a moment in Work Song when
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Morrie is alone in the Butte pubhc library after hours movmg slowly
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through the shelves running the t1ps of "h‘is:ﬁfi‘ngﬂewr"s over the spines of the

fabulous books-- “Around n{e was the Wealth of m1nds down through all

of recorded time”--as he seeks some way out of one of those s1tuat1ons
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that he attracts.
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“Suddenly I knew what to do. Can inspiration come off on the
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fingers? I rubbed my hands together appre01atlve1y, there among the
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literary classrcs It was as if the risk-taking hfetlrnes of composrtlon the
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reckless romances w1th language the trrcky bus1ness of plots sEahng
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onto pages all the wrles of Sandy Sandrson s glorlous ‘books answered

Wkﬂvw T

e — : = : |
to my touch. There was no mrstakrng their message: sometlmeS/Srou
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/ I have f felt very lucky, ever since the m first PNBA event I ever
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attended, back there with Thls House of SKky, to r1de those w1nds of
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chance in the company of the hterary hneages aboard Shakespeare S
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" ark--the lions of narrative, the foxes of mystery, the griffins of science

fiction and fantasy, the watchful herons of history, the gazelles and
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dolphins of poetry, the badgers of blography, the lof%‘;ed legf)’;:ls of
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memoir. We voyage on, knowmg there 1S safe harf;or in the hands of
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booksellers and booklovers.
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I’m always glad to look out at a PNBA audience, with so many old friends and familiar faces--it’s like going to a class reunion
without an;ihe nasty stuff.

I’m ostensibly here for a book that your stores already have kept on the PNBA bestseller list since July, and so the first thing for
me to say is, keep up the good work. We know, though, that the holiday season is coming, and while Bonny and Jonathan and Nancy
and I are working as hard as our fingers will go to create literature, we don’t really mind if our masterpieces make nice Christmas gifts.
Charles Dickens taught us that. So, for my turn and Work Song’s here at the mike, let me wrap up a few things about the book for
you, to pass along to those holiday throngs that will gladden all our hearts. While I’'m at it,  may as well tackle another of those eternal
questions beyond “What’s the book about?” and venture into “What’s next?”

First of all, Work Song is a direct descendant of The Whistling Season, the tale of a one-room schoolhouse and a
‘mesmerizing teacher that was on the Indie national bestseller list for most of a year and is well on its way to being the best-selling of any
of my books. With his golden tongue and quicksilver mind, Morrie Morgan has turned out to be such a treasure that I figured it would
be a mistake not to welcome him back onto the page, and let him take over the telling of this story. I’ve always thought that what writers
are doing when we sit around in our own heads all the time is trying to figure out how to write better than we know how, and if we’re
lucky, one of the results can be a character whom readers love more than we could ever have hoped for. Right now, Morrie is that for
me, with this book getting the most uniformly good reviews any of mine has ever had, and the Assocated Press reviewer making one of
those leaps of the imagination that gladden a writer’s heart, saying he can picture the movie some day, with Johnny Depp as Morrie and
Nicole Kidman as Grace, his Butte landlady. I'm not sure they read Assocated Press dispatches in Hollywood, but a lot of other people

across the country did, and Morrie has been doing nicely out there in the reading audience in his literary role as “walking encyclopedia”

and a character who says of himself, “There is something in me that attracts situations, I know there is.”
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When I was out on the booktour trail for Work Song, I was asked time and again how much of me is in Morrie. Not much at

all, alas. Morrie is slicker than I am, more dapper, more roguish, more an intellectual jack-of-all-trades. And I don’t carry a set of brass
knuckles.

Let me just mention two other characters from the cast of the novel that keep being singled out by reviewers and the readers I hear
from. The town of Butte itself easily qualifies as a character, I think. In its copper heyday--by the turn of the twentieth century it was
providing half of America’s copper and a quarter of the entire world’s supply--Butte and its “richest hill on earth” were one of a kind;
more than just a mining town, it was the largest city of the northern Rockies, straining to be cosmopolitan--Charlie Chaplin and Sarah
Bernhardt and Clark Gable all appeared onstage there--meanwhile with ten thousand hard-rock miners working mile-deep mineshafts
directly beneath its busy streets, earning some of the best wages in America in some of the most dangerous diggings.

I’m from the other Montana, the one of wide open spaces and communities too.small to be called towns, let alone cities--and
Butte was known to us, when I was growing up out there in ranch country, as a place as crazily off the charts as, say, Las Vegas is
today. Rough, tough, known for altitude and attitude, full of foreign accents and cosmopolitan vices, the mile-high city was dominated
by the Anaconda Copper Mining Company--which in turn dominated state politics and owned all of its daily papers but one-- helping to
send ambitious young wordsmiths like A.B. Guthrie and Norman Maclean and yours truly out of state so we didn’t have to “wear the
copper collar”as we pursued careers in journalism and literature--all in all, just the kind of place a novelist is looking for, right?

So when I began thinking of another chapter of life for Morrie after The Whistling Season, Butte came to mind, and
specifically, the year 1919“:% That was a tumultuous time in America (when isn’t?)--a time full of trouble--another piece of catnip for a
novelist. The period‘;;;{;st?;;%ter World War One was terrifically contentious in America, with labor strife, fear of domestic Bolshevism,
and government and Wall Street suppression of dissent. Butte with so many of its miners foreign born and highly motivated in union
matters was a crucible of all that. It’s a setting where the people; on the pages hear the big questions of life in their sleep, in the round-

the-clock workings of the mines on the famous and infamous richest hill on earth.
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Looking back at Butte in that year so full of events it had to be numbered twice, I saw 1919 as a time of a twofold tale of treasure-

-the earthheld kind and the literary sort. (As a writer, you always want to deal yourself a pair of aces whenever you can.) And so the
third Work Song character I’ll mention is the Butte city librarian and fanatic book collector, Sandy Sandison. I’m guessing that Bonny
and Jonathan have the same response I do when audiences ask, “Do you ever create a character who takes on a life of his or her own in
the books?” We writers have to protect our magic powers and say, hey, we’re the gods and they’re the beings that sprang from our
foreheads, so we’re always in charge. I'm not sure Sandy Sandison would agree as to who is in charge on the page, him or me. Here is
Morrie’s introduction to him:

“I was stroking the rare vellum of a Jane Austen title when a loud voice made me jump.

“You look like a bookworm on a spree.’

“I am of medium height, but when I turned around, I was seeing straight into a white cloud of beard. Considerably above that, a
snowy cowlick brushed against furrows of the forehead. In a suit that had gone out of fashion when the last century did, the man
frowning down at me had considerable girth at the waist and narrowed at the chest and shoulders; like the terrain around us, he sloped.”

Confronted with this apparition in the stacks, Morrie has to reassure himself that bibliomania does not actually mean a maniac
loose in a library. For the rest of the book, Sandy Sandison bellies his way in and out of Morrie’s life and my imagination, to the point
where Tim McNulty in the Seattle Times called him “easily the most unforgettable librarian in all of American fiction.” 1 defer to Nancy
on the score of unforgettable librarians in fiction, although I'm flattered if the one I thought up is in the same league with Martha
Cooley’s memorable archivist in her fine novel of that title. I mention Sandy Sandison to you because although he is maybe a littie
farther around the bend, he is like all of us in this room in being crazy about books.

While I am loyally crazy about Work Song, the next book is crooning in my ear, and in fact has been for about a year now,
which is how long it’s been since I kissed Work Song on the first page of its manuscript and sent it off into the publishing process. If
my luck holds, about a year from now I’ll be doing the same for a novel that begins, “My father was the best bartender who ever lived.”

There--that sentence has just had its world premiere, and what better audience for it? It’s a story set in 1960--it’s fifty years now since
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John F. Kennedy and Richard Nixon had those first-ever televised debates, and the Sixties were just being born. The Sixties meet the

Thirties, the Woodstock generation meets the Depression generation, in the form of Tom Harry, who has tended bar in his idiosyncratic
style in several of my previous novels, at Fort Peck and Gros Ventre. The title of this novel--again, if my luck holds--will be Miss You

When I’m Gone. There’s another world premiere. I’ve always liked to write Tom Harry, back there behind the bar, and now I've

given him a kid, to raise by himself. That son, Rusty, tells the stofj/l‘iffom the time when he was about as tall as the customers bending — ~

their elbows in his father’s Medicine Lodge saloon, and here’s how he introduces it:

“...As peculiar a pair as we made, the bachelor saloonkeeper with a streak of frost in his black pompadour and the inquisitive boy
who had been an accident between the sheets, in the end maybe I was lucky to have my involuntary parent instead of a more standard
model. It is said it takes a good storyteller to turn ears into eyes, and life itself sometimes performs that miraculous trick on us. In what
became our story together, when life took me by the ears, it was fortunate my father included me in his calling. Otherwise, I'd have
missed out on the best seat in the house--the joint, rather--when history came hunting for him.

I turned twelve that year of evérything, 1960. But as my father would have said, it took some real getting there first.”

: Well, that’s a sample of Miss You When I’m Gone, and beyond that, guess what--Morrie is coming back again. I thought I
‘had gotten trilogy out of my blood with English Creek, Dancing at the Rascal Fair, and Ride With Me, Mariah Montana,
but evidently not, so ahead is something like the Whistling Work Song Third Verse trilogy starring Morrie. That third book
already is under contract with Riverhead, and of course is a few years down the line. I can’t say much about that one at this point, except
that, you bet, some of the usual suspects will be back--among them, Butte.

If I know myself and my characters, something else that will be back is;;razy love for books. There is a moment in Work Song
when Morrie is alone in the Butte public library after hours, moving slowly through the shelves, running the tips of his fingers over the

spines of the fabulous books-- “Around me was the wealth of minds down through all of recorded time”--as he seeks some way out of

one of those situations that he attracts.

——
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“Suddenly I knew what to do. Can inspiration come off on the fingers? I rubbed my hands together appreciatively, there among

the literary classics. It was as if the risk-taking lifetimes of composition, the reckless romances with language, the tricky business of
plots stealing onto pages, all the wiles of Sandy Sandison’s glorious books answered to my touch. There was no mistaking their
message: sometimes you must set sail on the winds of chance.”

I have felt very lucky, ever since that first PNBA event I ever attended, back there with This House of SKy, to ride those
winds of chance in the company of the literary lineages aboard Shakespeare’s ark--the lions of narrative, the foxes of mystery, the
griffins of science fiction and fantasy, the watchful herons of history, the gazelles and dolphins of poetry, the badgers of biography, the

lop-eared leopards of memoir. We voyage on, knowing there is safe harbor in the hands of booksellers and booklovers.
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