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Riss is dying: her roots are shriveled, her branches peeling, and her whole
countenance sickly under the autumn sun. Why? Because seventy-year-old Bob McKeon,

*en
in his §fkafigb grief, refuses to 1-I~.vﬁ.t.e‘.r6 his apple tree. Appamﬂme very sight of it triggers
a&h‘{) )
painful memories of his beloved wife'planting the sapling, amd naming it Riss, and

She'd Solk
carving "B + K" in the bark like a twelve-year-old, amd seHing the apples at the town

Luge L. | - .
farmers' market, mwmwy Fherewas@ne time in June Jf-v»r-lamm

Bob, wearing wrinkled overalis and lugging a watering can, opened the screen door, took
v
one look at Riss, and s bawli%g enough to water her without the stupid can.
Bob buried Kathy McKeon behind Riss because she loved the apple tree so much.

To further honor his wife’s memory, Bob refused to even look at the tree afterward and >
S eto Boes Vo Moo \(\OA\“\% ‘
left Riss to rot.

__—Thanks to Bob, Riss is a disgrace to the McKeons’ carefully tended flowerbeds )

/ amdperfectly painted white fence and manicured lawn—their emblems of suburbia, if "\ 3¢ consihed
; S 12ag2
gpayHensa (Peesend dense Lo ke yedo
you will. Riss learned what an "emblem" was from Emil the rat, who hoards human junk A oS 2SS,

(preseadd
in the garage and nﬁﬁ}iﬂ@mvgp_dit_q:s Riss on human culture. For example, a common‘“\zll\c“:: g"

food item used at cookouts is "applewood smoked bacon,’' strips of pig cooked with a e S alher
A Tcead Ynaws
special wood that apparently is not from apple trees]but of course made the perfect LA -

excuse for Bob to strip Riss of some of her wood in mid July. Fl'rc-wom-pm-t-ms“. held
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the cookout in sammﬁ.t“he'ﬁ backyard so h-i-s-«naig\h—’l}ﬁﬂwouldn't see the desecration of_~>< @‘1"(
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Riss. Low blow, Bob McKeon. Low blow. e LSO
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD

Anyway. It's September, which means Riss should be fruiting. She’s not,

Moo s N7
Bbvibusik Instead, Riss getsso-atak the deciduous trees turn all kinds of reds,and

"3 .
yellows Iand oranges, while she withers away. The time for action has come: Bob must OQQ\&
)b(\b)i M"\’)“‘m
die for neglecting his wife's memory and needlessly endangering lives. Thanks to him, o}s\u‘c‘
ot
;C‘Q.-g-‘uf\ N %CQ.‘N\‘AW

X . . () i
Do o — Riss may never seed an apple tree, and all these who seek solace in her branches will \'\ *Y

AL Lned _NIaE . . DD!QO')@\
IR clutch gaping maws in their hearts and faint from too much sun on their heads. 9{5‘“

anS
b Okay;-wettaybetie tastpart was 7 it mueh-But-at-any-rate.Riss has an ally:

Broxithe restless red squirrel harbors a special hatred for Bob ever since hﬁ-i;%% a

: } : . Bad a\v© :
bird feeder that prevents squirrels from eating from it, and-then chased out Brox’s entire

family when they stole the tulip bulbs last fall. To be honest, Riss thinks Brox
overreacted to the Great Squirrel Exodus of 2013, but if misdirected anger gets her an
T e

ally she's not going to complainyg

"Riss! Hey! You listening or what?"

o
NG

Brox’s chattering snaps the tree out of her thoughts. The squirrel s grifning
upside down at her, a gleam in his dark eyes. "Remember yesterday you said you gonna
get the snakes to disable his carbon monoxide alarms and kill Bob that way? Well that's a

N TN se 1o de DEO'S Nevse - Thea Mgy d Nawg

stupid idea, because--" 10 Setv\now CCeoks Coe'Ban pmone x &e-

"Ahem," Riss raises an eyebrow. (Kathy carved Riss a face that moved when she

<
wasn't looking.) "Kindly don't swing so quickly, you're making my malnourished Bﬁdmc\“as
oo

P

"Sorry Reesie!" Brox plops onto a branch and wiggles in excitement. "I just

thought that he’d notice broken alarms right away—you know how obsessive he is about
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD

his house nﬁw So [ was thinking we could put rat poison in his food instea@When

he’s not looking, of cours@t would be much easier than figuring out human electronics, ?}
: £ Cx_E g

although I think Emil has a copy of every users’ manual in the house." (_mb can <

Riss chuckles, a low murmur shaking her branches. "Rat poison? I don't think that

—0

would kill Bob. Might make him sick is all."” OO
A withering leaf lands on Brox's nose. "Well, I'm sure Emil knows something@ ol X

2 © ov

Maybe he has human poisorf;too! Or varnish, some sort of toxic c;l;\aner. [ dunno. But [
like this idea." The young squirrel's face hardens. "Agonizing?ﬁrd to figure out in a
murder case, simple."

Brox haswahii?ys-bean-a bit too focused for his own good. He led the Tulip Theft

Do
of 2013 \despite being too young for such a position, aad Riss likes his fire andselasits: of

focus o™

"I think this is the best idea so far," the tree concurs. "Why don't you find Emil
and we can iron out the details?"

As he salutes with aj'gou got it, boss};' and scampers off, Riss realizes she needs
his quick fee‘t’,too. A brilliant mind rendered useless by a stationary body can really bring
a plant down, you know? It’s atrocious. One day Riss will find a way to mobilize

plantkind, but until then, she can focus on bringing down Bob McKeon.
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

Riss is dying: her roots are shriveled, her branches peeling, and her whole

countenance sickly under the autumn sun. Why? Because seventy-year-old Bob McKeon,

A

in his strange grief, refuses to water his apple tree. Apparently the very sight of it triggers . @_-‘.,5 '

painful memories of his beloved wife planting the sapling, a;:lg naming it Riss, a.pé/ \A%

carving "B + K" in the bark like a twelve-year-old, selling the apples at the town
Once
farmers’ market, and other such sentimental idiocy. Wﬂ June w)aé;l

A (Bob, wearing wrinkled overalls and lugging a watering can, opened the screen door, took
N\ C

" one look at Riss, and started bawling enough to water her without the stupid can.
bere

Bob buried Kathy McKefn be)ﬂﬁd Riss because she loved the apple tree so much.
Becrvse it wze A pa~
onor his wi , Bob refused to even look at the tree afterward and
left Riss to rot.

Thanks to Bob, Riss is a disgrace to the McKeons’ carefully tended flowerbeds
and perfectly painted white fence and manicured lawn—their emblems of suburbia, if
you will. Riss learned what an "emblem"” was from Emil the rat, who hoards h junk

o bous bk
in the garage and occasionally updates Riss on human culture. For-e*&mplﬂ,ﬁ common
food item used at cookouts is "applewood smoked bacon," strips of pig cooked witha
special wood that apparently is not from appie trees but of course made the perfect
excuse for Bob to strip Riss of some of her wood in mid July, The worst part was he held

the cookout in someone else's backyard so his neighbors wouldn't see the desecration of

Riss. Low blow, Bob McKeon. Low blow.
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Brox’s chattering snaps the tree out of her thoughts. The squirrel is grinning
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

An);w{;, It's September, which means Riss should be fruiting. She’s not,
+
obviously. Instead, Riss gets to watch the decid\lfous trees turn all kinds of reds and
yellows and oranges, while she withers away. The time for action has come: Bob must
die for neglecting his wife's memory and needlessly endangering lives. Thanks to him,
Riss may never seed an apple tree, and all those who seek solac:: in her branches will
clutch gaping@_@in their hearts and faint from too much sun on their heads.

Okay, well maybe the last part was a bit much. But at any rate Riss has an ally:
Brox the restless red squirrel harbo:'s a special hatred for Bob ever since he invented a
bird feeder that prevents squirrels from eating from it, and then chased out Brox’s entire
family when they stole the tulip bulbs last fall. ?vbehmmijiss thinks Brox
overreacted to the Great Squirrel Exodus of 2013, but if misdirected anger gets her an
ally she's not going to complain—

"Riss! Hey! You listening or what?"

pside down at her, a gleam in his dark eyes. "Remember yesterday you said youﬁ\g;;n:a
get the snakes to disable his carbon monoxide alarms and kill Bob that way? Well that's a
stupid idea, because—"

"Ahem," Riss raises an eyebrow. (Kathy carved Riss a face that moved when she
wasn't looking.) "Kindly don't swing so quickly, you're making my malnourished head
spin."

"Somﬁieesie!“ Brox plops onto a branch and wiggles in excitement. "I just

thought that he’d notice broken alarms right away—you know how obsessive he is about

Page 2 of 3



NLIE

NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

his house nowadays. So I was thinking we could put rat poison in his food instead! When
he’s not looking, of course! It would be much easier than figuring out human electronics,
although I think Emil has a copy of every users’ manual in the house."

Riss chuckles, a low murmur shaking her branches. "Rat poison? I don't think that
would kill Bob. Might make him sick is all."

A withering leaf lands on Brox's nose. "Well, I'm sure Emil knows something!
Maybe he has human poism@oo! Or varnish, some sort of toxic cleaner. I dunno. But I
like this idea." The young squirrel's face hardens. "Agonizing, hard to figure out in a
murder case, simple."”

Brox has always been a bit too focused for his own good. He led the Tulip Theft
of 2013 despite being too young for such a position, and Riss likes his fire and clarity of
focus.

"I think this is the best idea so far," the tree cong:rs. "Why don't you find Emil
and we can iron out the details?"

As he salutes with a "you got it, boss" and scampers off, Riss realizes she needs
his quick fee@no. A brilliant mind rendered useless by a stationary body can really bring
a plant down, you know? It’s atrocious. One day Riss will find a way to n-l_(_)giliie

plantkind, but until then, she can focus on bringing down Bob McKeon.
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Riss is dying: her roots are shriveled, her branches peeling, and her whole

?3@4,5&_1!
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sickly under the autumn sunj‘ll/hy?‘ Llecause seventy-year-old Bob McKeon,

in his strange grief, refuses to water his apple tree. Apparent@ very sight of it triggers
painful memories of his beloved wife planting the sapling, and naming it Riss, and
carving "B + K" in the bark like a twelve-year-old, and selling the apples at the town
farmers' market, and other such sentimental idiocy. There was one time in June when
Bob, wearing wrinkled overalls and lugging a watering can, opened the screen door, took

e /
one look at Riss, and started bawling enough to water her without the stupid can. @i/,

Bob buried Kathy McKeon behind Riss because she loved the apple tree so much.

To further honor his wife's memory| Bob refused to even look at the tree afterward and

=

left Riss to rot.

Thanks to Bob, Riss is a disgrace to the McKeons’ carefully tended flowerbeds

v

and perfectly painted white fence and manicured lawn—their emblems of suburbia, if

you will, Riss learned what an "emblem” was from Emil the rat, who hoards human junk £ A.“] ‘s

in the garage and occasionally updates Riss on human culture. For example, a common :”‘;"‘; Z’; :/Y ""”f"

does & ¢o s
yo Gt

food item used at cookouts is "applewood smoked bacon," strips of pig cooked with a

special wood t@parent@? not from apple treecours de the perfect

excuse for Bob to strip Riss of some of her wood in mi@ly. The worst p,?rt was he held
[} -
the cookout in someone else's backyard so his neighbors wouldn't se¢/the desecration of

Riss. Low blow, Bob McKeon. Low blow. l/
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

Anyway. It's September, which means Biss should be fruiting. She’s not,
ol
obviously. Instead, Riss gets to watch then deciduous trees turn all kinds of reds and
yellows and oranges, while she withers away. The time for action has come: Bob Inust

a2l v
die for neglecting his wife's memory and needlessly endangering lives. Thanks to him,
e ra”

Riss may never see%an apple tree, and all those who seek solace in her branches will
N
fclutch gaping maws in their hea@and faint from too much sun on their heads.

Okay, we ybe the last part was a bit much. B@ any raﬁlss has an ally:
he?

Bro@e restless red squn‘r@bors a special hatred for BO@/GI‘ %mce. u)(ented a

Atn
bird feeder that prevents squirrels from eating from it, and then chased out Brox’s entire

family when they stole the tulip bulbs last fall. To‘b/ebonest, Riss thinks Brox
overreacted to the Great Squirrel Exodus of 2013, but if misdirected anger gets her an
alltgjle's not going to compl@
"Riss! Hey! You listening or what?"
Brox’s chattering snaps the tree out of her thoughts. The squirrel is grinning
h/;fb

upside down at her, a gleam in his dark eyes. "Remember yesterday you said you gonna
A

get the snakes to disable his carbon monoxide alarms and kill Bob that way? Wel{ that's a

!
stupid idea, because--" A5 Viul fy oA Ilr‘le avpn Hheses 7
) - -A-% 'f'tlﬂula &/ Lo
"Ahem," Riss raises an eyebrow. (Kathy carved Riss a face that moved when
wasn't looking.) "Kindly don't swing so quickly, you're making my malnourished head
spin."”

"Sor@eesie!" Brox plops onto a branch and wiggles in excitement. "l just

thought that he’d notice broken alarms right away—you know how obsessive he is about
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

his house nowadays. So 1 was thinking we could put rat poison in his food instead! When
he’s not looking, of course! It would be much easier than figuring out human electronics,
although 1 think Emil has a copy of every users’ manual in the house."

Riss chuckles, a low murmur shaking her branches. "Rat poison? | don't think that
would kill Bob. Might make him sick is all."

A withering leaf lands on Brox's nose. "Well, I'm sure Emil knows-something!
Maybe he has human poiso@:! Or varnish, some sort of toxic clea unno. But |

!
like this idea." The young squirrel's face hardens. "Agonizing, hard to figure out in a
murder case, simple."
& ™ At e I ela
Brox has always been a bit too focused for his own good. He led the Tulip Theft | # vzur % V/
y/d ]0675 Ry 774

of 2013 despite being too young for such a position, and Riss likes his fire and clarity of
focus.

"I think this is the best idea so far,"” the tree concurs. "Why don't you find Emil
and we can iron out the details?"

AV -
As he salutes with a "ybu got it, bo ;‘ gnd scampers off, Riss realizes she needs
Y N

his quick feef+po. A brilliant mind rendered useless by a stationary body can really bring

a plant down, you know? It’s atrocious. One dz@s will find a way to mobilize

plantkind, but until then, she can focus on bringing down Bob McKeon. 7/
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k \ Riss is dymg her roots are shnve]ed her branches peelmg, and her whole
“ \

;‘)Cﬂ\&“ countenance sickly under the autumn sun. Why? Because seventy-year-old Bob McKeon,
e
\
¢

\
\JO carving "B + K" in the bark like a twelve-year-old, and selling the apples at the town

n his strange grief, refuses to water his apple tree[?)parently the very sight of it triggers

(,!; painful memories of his beloved wife planting the sapling, and naming it Riss, and m bblj

farmers' market, and other such sentimental idioﬂl‘ here was one time in June when
Bob, wearing wrinkled overalls and lugging a watering can, opened the screen door, took
')f one look at Riss, and started bawling enough to water her without the stupid can,
\3095 Bob buried Kathy McKeon behind Riss because she loved the apple tree so much.
5’ J.Uﬂq To further henor his wife’s memory, Bob refused to even look at the tree afterward and
left Riss to rot.
Thanks to Bob, Riss is a disgrace to the McKeons’ carefully tended flowerbeds
and perfectly painted white fence and manicured lawn—their emblems of suburbia, if

you will. Riss learned what an "emblem" was from Emil the rat, who hoards human junk

L
e

in the garage and occasionally updates Riss on human culture. For example, a common
food item used at cookouts is "applewood smoked bacon," strips of pig cooked with a
special wood that apparently is not from apple trees but of course made the perfect
excuse for Bob to strip Riss of some of her wood in mid July. The worst part was he held
the cookout in someone else's backyard so his neighbors wouldn't see the desecration of

Riss. Low blow, Bob McKeon Low blow.
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

Anyway. It's September, which means Riss should be fruiting. She’s not,
obviously. Instead, Riss gets to watch the deciduous trees turn all kinds of reds and
yellows and oranges, while she withers away. The time for action has come: Bob must die
for neglecting his wife's memory and needlessly endangering lives. Thanks to him, Riss
may never seed an apple tree, and all those who seek solace in her branches will clutch
gaping maws in their hearts and faint from too much sun on their heads.

Okay, well maybe the last part was a bit much. But at any rate Riss has an ally:
Brox the restless red squirrel harbors a special hatred for Bob ever since he invented a
bird feeder that prevents squirrels from eating from it, and then chased out Brox’s entire
family when they stole the tulip bulbs last fall. To be honest, Riss thinks Brox overreacted
to the Great Squirrel Exodus of 2013, but if misdirected anger gets her an ally she's not
going to complain--

"Riss! Hey! You listening or what?"

Brox’s chattering snaps the tree out of her thoughts. The squirrel is grinning
upside down at her, a gleam in his dark eyes. "Remember yesterday you said you gonna
get the snakes to disable his carbon monoxide alarms and kill Bob that way? Well that's a
stupid idea, because--"

"Ahem," Riss raises an eyebrow. (Kathy carved Riss a face that moved when she
wasn't looking.) "Kindly don't swing so quickly, you're making my malnourished head
spin."”

"Sorry Reesie!" Brox plops onto a branch and wiggles in excitement. "I just

thought that he’d notice broken alarms right away—you know how obsessive he is about

Page 2 of 3



NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

his house nowadays. So I was thinking we could put rat poison in his food instead! When
he’s not looking, of course! It would be much easier than figuring out human electronics,
although I think Emil has a copy of every users’ manual in the house."

Riss chuckles, a low murmur shaking her branches. "Rat poison? I don't think that
would kill Bob. Might make him sick is all."

A withering leaf lands on Brox's nose. "Well, I'm sure Emil knows something!
Maybe he has human poison too! Or varnish, some sort of toxic cleaner. I dunno. But I

like this idea." The young squirrel's face hardens. "Agonizing, hard to figure outin a

murder case, simple." ?

_\_/\/\/1
Brox has always been a bit too focused for his own good. He led the Tulip Theft
+ 0f 2013 despite being too young for such a position, and Riss likes his fire and clarity of

RPN
foos el 147 /%%f% N

"1 think this is the best idea so far," the tree concurs. "Why don't you find Emil

and we can iron out the details?”

As he salutes with a "you got it, boss" and scampers off, Riss realizes she needs
his quick feet too. A brilliant mind rendered useless by a stationary body can really bring
a plant down, you know? It’s atrocious. One day Riss will find a way to mobilize

plantkind, but until then, she can focus on bringing down Bob McKe

/j,\\m NU‘“S A cott Time wmﬁ LL;S (fm) S'/f/%

q UV\KLL "_
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Riss is dying: her roots are shriveled, her branches peeling, and her whole
countenance sickly under the autumn sun. Why? Because seventy-year-old Bob McKeon,
in his strange grief, refuses to water his apple tree. Apparently the very sight of it triggers
painful memories of his beloved wife planting the sapling, and naming it Riss, and
carving "B + K" in the bark like a twelve-year-old, and selling the apples at the town
farmers' market, and other such sentimental idiocy. There was one time in June when
Bob, wearing wrinkled overalls and lugging a watering can, opened the screen door, took

one look at Riss, and started bawling enough to water her without the stupid can.

Bob buried Kathy McKeon behind Riss because she loved the apple tree so much. Comment [51]); watch pronoun ussge-sometimes
not clear wha/what your pronouns refer to

J

To further honor his wife’s memory, Bab refused to even look at the tree afterward and
left Riss to rot.

Thanks to Bob, Riss is a disgrace to the McKeons’ earefithy-carefully-tended
flowerbeds and perfectly painted white fence and manicured lawn—their emblems of
suburbia, if you will. Riss leamed what an "emblem" was from Emil the rat, who hoards
human junk in the garage and occasionally updates Riss on human culture. For example,
a common food item used at cookouts is "applewood smoked bacon," strips of pig
cooked with a special wood that apparently is not from apple trees but of course made the
perfect excuse for Bob to strip Riss of some of her wood in mid-mid-July. The worst part

was, he held the cookout in someone clse's backyard so his neighbors wouldn't see the

desecration of Riss. Low blow, Bob McKeon. Low blow! { Comment [52): Love that fast linc!
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

Anyway. It's September, which means Riss should be fruiting. She’s not,
obvieuslyis she. Bob?: Instead, Riss gets to walch the deciduous trees turn all kinds of
reds and yellows and oranges, while she withers away. The time for action has come;

Bob must die for neglecting his wife's memory and needlessly endangering livesa life.

Thanks to him, Riss may never seed an apple iree, and all those who seek solace in her
branches will clutch gaping maws in their hearts and faint from too much sun on their
heads.

Okay, well maybe the last part was a bit much. But at any rate, Riss has an ally:

Brox the restless red squirrel harbors a special hatred for Bob ever since he invented a | Comment [53): not sure who pronoun refors to |

bird feeder that prevents squirrels from eating from it, and then chased out Brox’s entire

family when they stole the tulip bulbs {ast fall. To be honest, Riss thinks Brox { Comment [54): scntcnee i a littlc long/confusing |

overreacted to the Great Squirrel Exodus of 2013, but if misdirected anger gets-buys her
an ally, she's not going to complain

"Riss! Hey! You listening or what?”

Brox’s chattering snaps the tree out of her thoughts. The squirrel is grinning
upside down at her, a gleam in his dark eyes. "Remember yesterday you said you gonna
get the snakes to disable his carbon monoxide alarms and kill Bob that way? Well that's a
stupid idea, because--"

"Ahem,"” Riss raises an eyebrow: (Kathy carved Riss a face that moved when she
wasn't looking.). "Kindly don't swing so quickly-; you're making my malnourished head

spin."
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NOVELLA EXCERPT: BACKYARD by ARCHANA APTE

"Sorry, Reesie!” Brox plops onto a branch and wiggles in excitement. "I just
thought that he’d notice broken alarms right away—you know how obsessive he is about
his house nowadays. So 1 was thinking we could put rat poison in his food instead! When
he’s not looking, of course! It would be much easier than figuring out human electronics,
although I think Emil has a copy of every users” manual in the house."

Riss chuckles, a low murmur shaking her branches. "Rat poison? I don't think that
would kill Bob, Might make him sick is all.”

A withering leaf lands on Brox's nose. "Well, I'm sure Emil knows something!
Maybe he has human poison, too! Or vamish, some sort of toxic cleaner. I dunno, But |
like this idea.” The young squirrel's face hardens. " Agonizing, hard to figure out in a
murder case, simple.”

Brox has always been a bit too focused for his own good. He led the Tulip Thef
of 2013 despite being too young for such a position, and Riss likes his fire and clarity of
focus.

"I think this is the best idea so far,” the tree concurs. "Why don't you find Emil
and we can iron out the details?"

As he-Brox salutes with a "you got it, boss" and scampers off, Riss realizes she
needs his quick feet, too. A brilliant mind rendered useless by a stationary body can
really bring a plant down, you know? It’s atrocious. One day Riss will find a way to

mobilize plantkind, but until then, she can focus on bringing down Bob McKeon.
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I loved these pages! Greal wit; well-written; engaging. Fun characters. Looking

farward to reading more. My only advice is to watch your pronoun usape; sometimes it

wasn't clear who your pronoun referred to.

Keep writing, Archana!
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