
  [image: image]


  Also by Tony Vanderwarker:

  Sleeping Dogs

  And the forthcoming:

  Ads for God

  Say Something Funny


  [image: images]


  Copyright © 2014 Tony Vanderwarker

  All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without the express written consent of the publisher, except in the case of brief excerpts in critical reviews or articles. All inquiries should be addressed to Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

  Skyhorse Publishing books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018 or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

  Skyhorse® and Skyhorse Publishing® are registered trademarks of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.,® a Delaware corporation.

  Visit our website at www.skyhorsepublishing.com.

  10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

  eISBN: 978-1-62873-915-2

  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.

  ISBN: 978-1-62636-552-0

  Printed in the United States


  for

  ANNIE


  
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  Without John Grisham’s generosity of spirit, endless patience, and devotion to the craft of writing (not to mention the countless hours he spent scribbling in the margins of my manuscripts, writing critiques, and imparting his wisdom over countless lunches), this book would not have been possible. Had I paid closer attention and been less impatient, I’m certain my novel, Sleeping Dogs, would have initially met a better fate in the marketplace. For when I went back to writing after having hung it up for three years, the additional perspective enabled me not only to use John’s guidelines and principles to draft a much better version of Sleeping Dogs, but also to write this book.

  Few authors hit it out of the park the first time at bat. It’s taken me twenty years just to get on base. But in that time, I’ve made lots of good friends, many of whom have helped me in ways they couldn’t imagine. Trish taught me about paydirt, and Claire about persistence, and the many readers I’ve had over the years have given me both inspiration and guidance. My thanks go to Ralph, Steve, and the members of my men’s group, Tom, Dan, Joe, Bob, and Bruce.

  My wife Annie, my kids Bryan, Tina, Krissy, Keith, and Vandy, and my brother Pete and his wife Richie have back-stopped me and emotionally picked me up and dusted me off when necessary throughout the past twenty years of rolling the writing rock uphill.

  I must also mention Sharon Bially, my publicist, who expertly softened the ground for my launch, and David Moody, my Internet guru, who taught me the skills of social networking.

  And the folks at Seedhouse, including Bryan, Andrew, Meredith, and Krissy, who came up with the knockout cover designs for all my books.

  Holly Rubino, my editor at Skyhorse, made invaluable last-minute contributions to the manuscript as well as helping make the decision to also publish Sleeping Dogs.

  And last but not least, my agent, Esmond Harmsworth, the man with the marvelous moniker who’s been my trusty guide through the roller coaster ride of present-day publishing. He bought into it when no one else got it, put up with my pestering, and saw both books through to acquisition.

  Malcolm Gladwell, in an article on late bloomers in The New Yorker a few years ago, wrote, “But sometimes genius is anything but rarefied; sometimes it’s just the thing that emerges after twenty years of working at your kitchen table.”
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INTRODUCTION

  Critics love to bash bestselling authors, turning their works into cultural kickballs, labeling their novels “beach reads” and “potboilers,” almost as if something that sells a million copies by definition can’t have any literary value. Authors like John Grisham and James Patterson, Dan Brown and Stephen King are looked down upon (someone once dubbed King a “horror hack”) even as readers flock to bookstores to snap up their newest novels, while the highbrow literary authors, though lionized by critics, often struggle to earn a living from their books.

  The cultural elite’s disdain for wildly popular novels is perverse and nonsensical. A novel is, after all, a story, and an artfully constructed tale that engages millions ought to be appreciated, just as buildings that are imaginatively designed and beautiful to look at are fawned over. But somehow the museums and towers of architects like Frank Gehry and Santiago Calatrava are lauded to the skies, while the endlessly absorbing and ingenious plots and stories in novels like The DaVinci Code or The Firm are virtually ignored and dismissed.

  If readers are to get anything out of my experience writing with John Grisham other than a healthy dose of my artistic angst and the story of my personal retooling, I hope it will be an appreciation for the craft and expertise required to construct and realize powerful plots. It’s not a discipline that’s emphasized at the Iowa Writers’ Workshop or in college creative-writing courses. Even after as much time as I have spent listening to John’s war stories about novel writing, I had little understanding of the diligence, dedication, imagination, and effort he puts into authoring them. Part of it is John’s inclination to act as if writing novels is as easy as falling off a log. The ideas just come to him, and he knocks them out one by one. I guess he’s going with the flow, in a sense. If people readily dismiss his works as “popular fiction,” why should he act as if it’s a real craft?

  But it is a craft and a demanding and complicated one at that. I learned that lesson the hard way. John’s wife, Renée, once challenged me after I’d finished unfairly demeaning and trivializing a huge bestseller. She said, “If you think it’s so easy, you try writing one.”


  
CHAPTER 1

  This Will Be Fun

  I’ll never forget the day John Grisham made an offer that launched me on a wild ride full of twists and turns and ups and downs, a two-year odyssey that led me in new and unexpected directions.

  We’d chitchatted about writing off and on since we’d become friends, usually about his writing, seldom about mine, since he turns out one or sometimes two bestsellers a year, and I’m still struggling to get my first published.

  “How’s your novel writing going?” John asks me one day. It’s noon, late October 2004. We’re sitting in one of our favorite lunch places in downtown Charlottesville eating smart—sole or something—iced tea and water, no booze.

  “Okay. Fiddling around with ideas for a new one,” I say, putting on a brave face when I’m actually licking wounds from the last barrage of rejection slips and pondering whether I should take up competitive croquet or plant a vineyard rather than embark on another novel.

  Then he says something that knocks me off my feet. “Look, I’d be willing to help you if you’d like. Kind of mentor you through the novel-writing process. Something I’ve never done before—not that plenty of people haven’t asked.”

  “That would be . . . great,” I stammer. Holy shit! John Grisham wants to help me write a novel! The thought of working with him had lurked in the back of my mind since we’d become friends, but I never felt it was my prerogative to ask.

  “The people in New York I’ve talked to say you’re ninety percent there.” “But I have to warn you,” John says, and it feels like the other shoe is going to drop. “The last ten percent is the hardest.”

  “I hear you,” I say, but then I’m thinking, Hell, how hard can it be if John’s helping me along? We’ve become buddies over the past six years, not just the two of us but also Renée and my wife, Anne. John’s nicknamed Anne and me “the VWs,” and we’ve partied and traveled together, attended our kids’ school functions, and shared holidays with our families.

  On the surface, John and I are unlikely friends. I grew up in a ritzy Connecticut suburb, while John’s family had a hardscrabble life cotton farming in Arkansas, which he eloquently captured in A Painted House. As you know from looking at his dust jackets, John’s Hollywood handsome, has great blue eyes and a full head of hair. I come in second in the looks department and am way behind when it comes to what’s up top. But we have common interests in politics and the environment, like to yuck it up and have a couple of beers. We both love good food, especially stinky cheese, and are devoted to our children. And then there’s this writing thing. I’m a junker Ford and John’s a finely tuned Ferrari, but what the hell? I figure. Let’s go for it, could be a blast.

  John doesn’t waste any time. “Okay, first we need a story,” and this is where Grisham’s yarn-spinning motor kicks in. I’ve seen it many times before. Even sitting around shooting the bull, his tales are masterful, beginning, middle, and end, laced with wry, often sardonic humor, and peppered with engaging personalities. I’m going to see examples of his prolific and versatile imagination over and over again throughout the next two years. Dozens of ideas for plots, techniques to move the story forward in a captivating way, creating quirky traits that make characters come alive—everything starts with a kind of wry smile and a slight cock of his head. Then he lets it rip.

  He goes on, “They say you’re supposed to write about what you know best. You’re an ad guy, so what if we have an out-of-work account exec in D.C., who has a wife and kids and no way to make the mortgage. The job picture is lousy and it’s coming up on Christmas and he’s at his wit’s end, literally desperate. And then out of the blue he gets a call. Someone wants to interview him for a big job selling a product he’s never heard of. As you can expect, he doesn’t ask a lot of questions, and they hire him, and now he’s happier than a pig in you-know-what, so he goes out and charges up a bunch of Christmas presents for the wife and kids. Of course the people who hire him are running a money-laundering scheme. Mafia or something . . .”

  I’m not about to tell John Grisham that he’s defrosting the plot from his novel The Firm, but he sees I’m not jumping up and down, so he takes another bite of sole and tosses the idea away with a quick, “But that’s just one of many. You said you had a couple. I’d be happy to hear them.”

  I can feel myself start to sweat. Here I am pitching ideas to John Grisham. I’d presented a million ideas before when I was in the ad biz and it was always a breeze, but now I’m on shaky ground trying to sell plot ideas to one of the bestselling authors of all time.

  I quickly sketch out the first.

  John takes a sip of tea and shakes his head. “Nope, not compelling enough, too weak, will never work,” he says, “Any more?”

  I launch into the second, beads of sweat welling up on my forehead.

  “Nah,” John says before I’m even halfway through, as if sorting through plot ideas is like shopping for ties. “Too complicated.”

  “Okay, “I say. “Let me try one more on you.”

  “Sure.”

  “Our Air Force used to have nuclear weapons in the air at all times, 24/7, so in case of a Russian launch, they’d be able to strike back.”

  “Yeah, so . . .” John says, giving me space and time.

  “So they lost a bunch.”

  “You’re kidding me?” For the first time in the past couple minutes Grisham is engaged. He cocks his head slightly forward as if to listen more intently.

  “Dead serious. Ten or twelve, lost them in mid-air collisions, dropped them in the drink by mistake. There’s supposed to be one off the coast of Tybee Island in Georgia, another in Alaska. They jettisoned a bomb on some farm in North Carolina—had to quarantine the impact site and pay off the farmer. Of course, the Pentagon claims they’re harmless, that the radioactive stuff has disintegrated from being buried in the mud and under thousands of feet of water.”

  “Whoever heard of a harmless nuke?” John asks, smiling as he swigs his tea. “What if a bad guy got his hands on one of these nukes? Somehow recovered it.”

  “There you go,” I say, making headway for the first time.

  John’s nodding now as he swipes up some sauce with a crust of bread. “Okay, I like that. Now there’s a real idea. Good place to start.”

  Just as I’m starting to feel very proud of myself, John sets me straight with, “So David says about your characters, ‘I don’t like his people.’” David Gernert is John’s literary agent, used to be his editor at Doubleday until John’s agent croaked and John asked Gernert to switch roles. I can’t imagine that was a long conversation. Want to make a low six-figure salary toiling away in a publishing house or sit back and take a nice cut of Grisham’s royalties? John had graciously offered to connect me with David a couple of years before.

  Getting an agent is a major hurdle for an aspiring novelist, and getting picked up, or even considered, by someone as high up in the publishing pantheon as David Gernert is big stuff. I’d submitted my third comic novel to him, and a number of people in his office liked it, so he took a look. He called to tell me he thought it was pretty good (“Funny as hell in a lot of places”), and though it had a couple of problems, he said he was going to take it home with him over the weekend and figure them out.

  “I’m pretty good at that,” David reassured me. Needless to say, I was scraping myself off the ceiling, my imagination firing up visions of auctions with publishing houses vying for my book, six-figure advances, and movie deals. That Saturday Anne and I had dinner with the Grishams, and when I told them about David’s reaction, Renée fueled my exhilaration by saying, “That’s huge.” I was on cloud nine and ready to crack open the champagne.

  Then came David’s call early Monday morning. “Tony, I read it again,” he said, “and I’m going to pass on it. I’m afraid it’s a one-trick pony, to use a phrase from your book. But, if it’s any consolation, you should know that this is the first time that my people have been split on a submission.” Close only counts in hand grenades, I thought as David went on to talk about how divided the agents in his shop were about my novel. “But good luck with it. I’m sure you’ll find someone who’ll fall in love with it,” David finished and said goodbye.

  I pitched it to I don’t know how many agents over the next year, but no one fell in love, and Say Something Funny ended up sleeping soundly in the far reaches of my hard drive.

  John continues talking about character development. “So you have to get over David’s problem with your people. Your hero, you have to have someone readers want to root for right from the start. You have to ask yourself, ‘Are my readers going to like this guy?’ Need someone who’s interesting, you follow him along until he does something unexpected but within his nature to get your readers engaged, and then what you do is you put people’s lives at stake, or everything but their lives, and your central character gets them out of the mess. That’s the way it works.”

  Makes sense. Likeable characters, I’ve heard that before. I’m giddy, sitting in a restaurant getting the secrets of novel writing from one of the most renowned authors of modern times. Like listening to Shakespeare giving you the ins and outs of how to construct a play. And though I didn’t know it then, I’d hear it many times in the future.

  “So let’s talk about plot. Here’s the way popular fiction works. You’ve got three acts. First is the setup. The novel has to get off to a fast start. Then comes the second act, that’s the hard part, the 200 pages in the middle of the novel that have to keep it going without overcomplicating it. And then you’ve got the ending. That’s why you do an outline, so you’re sure you’re getting off the blocks fast, you’ve got enough in the middle to make a 360-page book, and then an ending that doesn’t run out of gas.”

  John changes gears. “So I see your story as taking place over a short period of time, one month . . . two or three . . . things happening fast. Maybe you have an ex-CIA guy with a grudge who wants to embarrass the Pentagon over the lost nukes. It’s part accident, part cover-up. The Pentagon and CIA are great targets, everyone loves to hate them.”

  Ex-CIA guy, embarrass the Pentagon, part accident, part cover-up. I’m jotting down notes like mad, praying I don’t miss anything.

  “So do an outline,” John says, tossing down his napkin and getting up from the table. We’re splitting lunch like we always do. I toss down a five to sweeten the tip and we head out of the restaurant.

  Nice fall day outside, just before Thanksgiving, with temperatures in the mid-sixties. The weather in Charlottesville is one of its most appealing aspects and one of the many reasons Grisham and I moved our families here, at about the same time, in the early ’90s, though we didn’t become friends until a couple years later when our sons played football together.

  He dedicated his novella, Bleachers, to the team after they won their second state championship. A tiny private school with fifty boys in a class goes up against giants with five times the students and goes undefeated two years in a row. We had some great times chasing the team around Virginia and cheering them on.

  John starts down the hill toward his office. My car’s parked in the opposite direction.

  “Wait, one thing I forgot,” he turns to say. “A synopsis, first you need to do a three-sentence synopsis. Encapsulate the plot, do that before you start the outline.” We shake hands, then John smiles and adds, “This will be fun.”

  “You bet,” I say, trying to curb my enthusiasm and thinking, Damn right! This is the break I’ve been waiting for. After ten years of rejections and runarounds from agents and publishers, John Grisham’s going to help me get a novel off the ground!

  “So how was lunch?” Anne asks when I get home.

  “Oh, nothing much.” I throw in a pause and then say, “Remember that idea I had about the lost nukes?”

  “Yeah, sure . . .” she says tentatively. I’ve pitched so many ideas to her it’s no wonder this one isn’t registering.

  “John liked it and offered to help me with it.”

  “Help? How?”

  “Help me write it. ‘Mentor me’ is how he described it.”

  “You’re kidding.”

  “It came right out of the blue. Asked me how my writing was going. Told him I was working on a couple ideas for a new book, and he offered to help.”

  “Aren’t we lucky to have friends like that?”

  “Tell me about it. I feel like I’ve won the damn lottery.”

  “Honey, that’s terrific! I’m excited for you,” Anne says, giving me a big smack on the cheek. She’s been a champ over the past ten years, listening to endless one-sided conversations about my characters, plots, and dreams for my novels; encouraging me to enjoy my writing, instead of having an eye on fame or fortune. Reading countless drafts and finished versions; keeping fingers crossed when I submitted manuscripts; and then picking me up and dusting me off when the rejections came in.

  “It’s okay, Tony. It’s part of the process,” she’d say as I’d tear open another envelope with the form letters agents regularly send out to writers. “Dear Mr. Vanderwarker, Unfortunately, your manuscript does not fit into our . . . yadda, yadda, yadda.”

  John has told me about the shoulder-high stacks of unread novels he’s seen sitting around Gernert’s office. He knows too well the struggle most aspiring writers face. Lucky to find an agent and get his first book, A Time to Kill, published, John peddled copies out of the trunk of his car to bookstores and anyone who would buy them. And he readily admits good fortune played a part in getting Doubleday to pick up his second, The Firm. Turns out a reader at a New York publishing house was being paid under the table by a Hollywood studio to be on the lookout for novels that could be turned into films. The reader sent it out to the Coast, and word started getting around. A producer made an option offer. I remember a number like six hundred grand. The buzz about the option got David Gernert’s attention at Doubleday. He read the manuscript and quickly made an offer. And when it was published that winter, as luck would have it, there were not many competing thrillers on the market, so it zoomed to the top of the bestseller list. The rest is history. John folded his law practice and started writing full time.

  “How’s this going to work?” she asks.

  “Not sure. I guess we’ll play it by ear. He wants me to write a three-sentence synopsis first, then start on an outline.” A three-sentence synopsis, how hard can that be? Should be a piece of cake, I think to myself.


  
CHAPTER 2

  Some Piece of Cake

  The synopsis gives me a false sense of security. John okays it, gives me a few pointers, and tells me to start the outline. I dive in, writing five hours a day, six days a week. How hard can this be? It’s an outline, not the Magna Carta.

  John told me once that on a good day he gets five pages of a novel written. Under a deadline, he wrote one book from start to finish in three months. Usually takes him five. I project out. Here we are in late October. Give me a couple weeks to get the outline done, should have the manuscript completed say, mid-March or the first of April. After years of rejection, I’m already starting to smell the barn. I crank it out in a week.

  I fell in love with the idea of writing novels sometime in high school. I went to prep school outside of Boston during the tail end of the Eisenhower years and caught the writing bug from J. D. Salinger and The Catcher in the Rye. I’d come from an upper-middle class Fairfield County, Connecticut family. My father was an insurance executive, and my parents’ social set was mostly businessmen who worked in New York and their upwardly mobile wives. As a precocious teenager in the dull and dreary late ’50s, I thought my parents and their friends had walked right out of a John Cheever story—they were superficial and one dimensional, only interested in golf, cocktail parties, careers, and keeping up with the Joneses.

  Being a novelist had a romantic allure. The idea of being Salinger sitting in a cabin in upstate New York turning out bestsellers was a dramatic contrast to the pedestrian, mercantile pursuits of my parents.

  Other than daydream about it, I did little writing aside from college term papers and essays until I joined the Peace Corps. Assigned to a hole-in-the-wall town in the middle of the sub-Saharan savanna, I had lots of time on my hands, so I wrote reams of ersatz Rimbaud poetry and took a crack at a couple of novels. Going through the stuff ten years later, I laughed at my youthful pretension and chucked everything in the trash.

  After the Peace Corps, I went into the film business, starting as a messenger carrying cans of film around Manhattan, becoming an editor, then a director making documentaries and industrial films and, finally, a full-length dramatic film.

  Convinced I was shooting the next Easy Rider, I spent two years working on it, raising money, filming and editing it, and trying to sell it to distributors. For a low-budget picture, it had lavish production values—35mm color, special effects, a music track—it was only missing a good script. I remember the projectionist coming out of the booth after our first screening. Though the entire audience of film moguls had walked out before the end of the first reel, he handed me the cans of film and cheerily said, “Don’t worry about it. I screened Stanley Kubrick’s first film here, and the same thing happened. And look at his career.”

  The movie never made it to the big screen, and, broke and disillusioned, I took a job in advertising, putting my motion picture experience to work producing commercials. I did TV spots for McDonalds, Bud Light, Busch beer, while I worked myself up through the creative ranks, eventually ending up with my own agency where we did the “Be Like Mike” campaign for Gatorade.

  As successful as I had become, I still had the nagging desire to write novels. So when my partners offered to buy me out, I jumped at the chance. I remember thinking, Sayonara, advertising, now it’s novel-writing time! Ever since reading The Firm five years before, I had watched Grisham’s meteoric rise to the top of the bestseller charts and figured, Hell, if a small-town lawyer can do it, why can’t Tony?

  I uprooted the family from our fancy digs in Chicago and moved to a small farm outside of Charlottesville, with a detached summer kitchen that looked like the ideal perch for writing the Great American Novel. My wife was enthusiastic about relocating to Virginia as her folks lived nearby, and she was tired of city living and felt our kids were growing up too quickly there. The children kicked and screamed, convinced we had wrecked their lives.

  About the same time, Grisham found his writing cabin on a farm a few miles south of ours and moved his family up from Mississippi. Some ten years later, we’re now collaborating on a novel.

  I keep pinching myself as I work on the outline, walking on air knowing that John Grisham is shepherding me along in the book-writing process. Even after we became friends, though I might have dreamed of working together, I’d never imagined that it would come to pass. The closest we’d come was when Gernert was toying with my Say Something Funny novel, and Renée had casually suggested that John and I might team up on a screenplay. When David rejected my book, the movie idea went up in smoke.

  Here and there, I got glimpses of what it’s like to be a famous novelist when we were rushed out of a limo through crowds eager to get John’s autograph, or when I was standing with John in a supermarket checkout line at the beach when a lady approached him and tentatively asked, “Excuse me, are you John Grisham?”

  John chortled and said, “No, no, no, that happens all the time.”

  She seemed relieved. “I didn’t think so. I couldn’t imagine John Grisham shopping in a Food Lion.”

  As I waded into the outline, any giddy feeling was soon elbowed out of the way by a discomforting realization: I’m on soft ground with this outline, not really sure of what I’m doing. My other books I made up as I went along, allowing the characters to drive the action while I sat back and wondered to myself, okay, what happens next? While I had a vague plot in mind and sometimes an ending, I’d always thought of writing as a free-form experience, letting the plot drive itself with just a few course corrections now and then. And a twelve-week fiction-writing course in Manhattan taught by Gordon Lish, as well as two summer sessions at Sewanee and one at Bennington, confirmed that was the way novels are written. Plots were seldom mentioned, thought of as prosaic and pedestrian compared to the lofty task of creating characters and crafting prose. Plotted fiction was fast food—crammed with clichéd dialogue and stock characters out of some hack’s impaired imagination.

  Over beers at the writing camps, I used to get into heated arguments about John’s fiction. “His characters are cardboard, dialogue next to doggerel,” I remember one of my fellow campers bleating.

  “Maybe,” I countered, “but my bet is his plots will hold up for a hundred years. He’ll be right up there with Dickens and Stevenson. Just because an author imposes an order on life doesn’t invalidate his or her work,” I continued. “As the English novelist Ivy Compton-Burnett once said, ‘As regards plot I find real life no help at all. Real life seems to have no plot. And as I think a plot desirable and almost necessary, I have this extra grudge against life.’ Plots are stories, and stories are why people read. That’s why Grisham sells millions of books.”

  The debate would end with some highly contemptuous sneer from a camper like, “Yeah, with crappy prose and a plot about a Mafia law firm, c’mon.”

  In the end, for the aspiring literary novelists, it all came down to money. John makes too much for them to take him seriously.

  But John is dead serious about plots and outlines. I think back to one day when we were shooting the breeze about writing, and John asked me, “You do outlines for your novels, don’t you?” in much the same tone as if he’d asked, “You always buckle your seat belt, right?” Not wanting to appear undisciplined, I glibly answered, “Oh, sure.” And he came back with, “I couldn’t imagine writing a book without first doing an outline.” John’s hardly a somber guy, but he doesn’t kid around about outlines.

  Even looks down his nose at undisciplined writers, once mentioning with disdain a certain famous novelist who ships stacks of pages to his editor, who then in turn faces the daunting task of cutting and pasting to assemble a book from the disorganized mess. But that’s John, always precise in his thinking and perfectly put together in his appearance, even if he’s out in the heat striping a baseball diamond. His everyday uniform of pressed jeans and jaunty Italian sport coats has shamed me into abandoning my slovenly country look, much to the delight of my wife. The only thing I’ve got him on is the quality of our eyeglasses. John insists on wearing cheapie drugstore readers, while I sport a variety of stylish Philippe Starck frames.

  I sit in my studio staring at the scenery. But today it’s not giving me much inspiration. Struggling to craft this damn outline, I’m feeling like Wile E. Coyote running off a cliff with my feet pedaling like mad and nothing but air beneath.

  It’s the hardest, most demanding writing I’ve ever done. Not really writing, more like constructing a building, pouring one floor, putting up the walls, and moving up to the next. I find myself groping in the dark for the next turn of the plot. Paragraph after paragraph of the outline describing what will happen in the novel—before I’ve even written it.
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