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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

Summary: Nelly Wors is vaguely aware of her special abilifles, until living weapon
Charles McArbit breaks into her sheltered life and exposes the truth—-That she is one too.
He teaches her to control her powers, and together they take on both the light and dark forces
influencing their lives.

The Stranger walked down the town’s empty streets. —Fthe quiet clung-clinging to him
like the stagnant breath of a vicious beast. The-san-was-used 1o-poize and-colers Even<Sunlight
failed to fully penetrate the dome arcing above the town; & barrier that-crumbled forhin like et
sand:; i1t left a dark tint over the identical white-white-sided houses, with their sparse gardens
and perfectly trimmed lawns.

Now and then, the Stranger’s focus was drawn to cheers and jeers that came from all
directions at once. He'd dismiss the raucous quickly, his superior hearing searching for clicks
and slides that could mean a weapon was drawn. Or for angry roars at the discovery of his
abandoned motorcycle and the hole it left in Plainsville’s precious force field.

He took a left off of East Street onto Welcome’s Way and strolled through the -the-latter
beirg placed st the-center of town, nowhere near the one official border patrol station, far from
the sight of any potential visitor's. It was a major road, featuring town hall, shops, and a small
communify college. The Stranger knew he faced consequences if discovered on Local’s Ground.
But he also knew that his best cover was a sunny Social Day afternoon. The locals would be
busy at whatever sporting event the North and South High Schools were hosting. Welcome's

Way would be without an unwelcome.
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

The man paused at a statue of a stout man in minister’s robes. It shined in the glow of
spotlights set along the-its base. The-StranserPulling pulied-down his black hood for a closer
look at-at-the menument. The-the brass plate’s engraving,_credited a Carson Q. Karzon with
founding the town and continued to praise his many accomplishments as both its legislative and
spiritual leader. The Stranger pulled his hood back up, and resumed his walk, shoulders
slouched. He followed a path made-formed by shadows of the surrounding buildings.

He noticed a malt shop. Bold white letters outlined in red declared “PLAINSVILLE
DAIRY BAR.” A cardboard sign hanging in the window listed shop hours;

First Day through Social Day

apen-Lipen 2:00 PM till 20 minutes before Evening’s Curfew
~Closed Birth Day

- The Stranger had never seen a malt shop-befare. He loaked-peered through the larze

glass windows—setine-the, R-red booths lining lined the walls, black and checkered countertops,

and red stools circling a long shiny, metal counter. A few patrons occupied seats, Thessan
wondered-aboutthe-elientele-He made a few assumptions about the clientele, based solely on the
words “bar” and “malt (liquor).” The man suddenly-realized how thirsty he was.

He pulled open the shop’s glass door;atewine ito-swineshut-bebind-hirs. Another man
paused-as-he-passed by the Stranger and caught his eve. Fhe-mentooked-aeach-ather-The
Local’s expression twisted into curiosity. He opened his mouth to say something, but instead
chuckled and shook his head Fhe-Lovat-esited. The-Sranser found-himselEstaring-at-a

A black sign on a silver, metal pole read: “Seat Yourself.” He-The Stranger seanned-the
shop-and-decided-te-claimchose a stool, seating he was already accustomed to.

Another customer at the counter, a man in a white leisure suit and fedora, stopped sipping

at a bright pink liquid through a straw-and-leared-forvard. His eyes widened as-they

achnrowledged-the Stranger
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

“Pss. Psst. Daddio, you a stranger?” he asked.

The Stranger tensed, but remained silent. Comment [S15]: What's the white suit's
reactlon?

A frait By denced between the twe.

An older mustachiced gentleman wearing a yellow and red striped shirt beneath a pink

apron stood behind the counter, —Hewasdrying an empty glass.

“What’ll it be?” he grunted at the newcomer.

The Stranger furrowed his brow.

“Psst..."” whispered the man in the white suit. He grabbed a trifold paper menu from
between a napkin dispenser and condiments stand and—}4e-handed the-menuit to the Stranger.
The Stranger read it over, Bonnets? Walfle bowls?

“Sonny, what'll it be?” the mustachioed man snapped. He set down the glass and adjusted
his paper pink cap.

The-Stranger was-completely-unfamitior with the meny Hems. Bonmets - Waihe-bowls?

Fhe-mar-ia-he White suit spoke up again. “Get a malt. Trust me,” He thea-returned
teresumed slurping his pink beverage.

The Stranger set the menu down. “A... malt?”

The mustachioed man stared back at him. “Well, Sonny, what kind?" " Comment [16]: What makes the watter change |
so fast from being Irritated to being
“Kind?" L

“Yes, What flavor-=7"

“Regular?”

No /\Pd’ l‘_j /1 ')L
oN

Snickers could be heard from the remaining patrons, a group clustered in the nearest
booth.

“Never had a malt before?!” one called out. Canres’
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

“Vanilla is a popular choice.” the waiter said. glaring at the other patrons. "'l fix one
right up for you, Sonny.”

The mustachioed man poured milk and powder into a blender. He then opened a freezer
and scooped out a clump of vanilla ice cream adding that too. Last came a squirt of syrup
followed by a whir of the blades. ‘W ithinminuties

The waiter set a tall glass filled with a thick white mixture wasset-beforein (ront of the
Stranger. —He-sniffed at the contents before taking a sip. He relaxed as the ice cream
combination made its way down his throat. It tasted good.

“I’Il be right back if you need anything, Sonny.” The mustachioed man nudged the man
in the white leisure suit. “You make sure this young man is set, now. I'll be back in a moment.
Keep him here.” The bartender rushed to the back room. The Stranger was lost in the sweetness
of the malt, amazed that beverages existed that didn’t bumn,

The man in the white suit began to fidget. “So... umm...” The-4 fruil fly did sscthera
loop passing through the pair. The Stranger swatted it away.

“Name’s Cool Cat Jazz, and I'm one happening swinger,” continued the man in white.
“Best swing dancer in the area, Daddio. Not bad with a bowling ball either. Broke 175 my last
game.”

The Stranger ignored him and continued to drink his malt.

“You... You really aren’t from around here, are you?” Cool Cat Jazz asked.

The Stranger suddesly-slammed his hands down onto the counter and kicked over his
stool as he stood. Cool Cat Jazz stared at him, fear creeping onto his face.

“H-hey now... Didn’t mean to offend, Daddio.”
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

The Stranger removed his hands, revealing-meney-anthessunierleaving money where

they had been.

As he pulled down his hood he said, “I’m no thief, Not a saint either. But definiiely nota
thief. Didn’t want the group of men who just came in to ruin that for me. Drag me away before |
could pay and all.”

The Stranger turned to face a group of #iea-ti-their teenstcenage boys. Most wore varsity
jackets; and a few were in muddy, gm@a"iﬁd lacrosse uniforms.

“Who won?” someone frem-abooth yelled.

“South Plainsville High, of course,” the-elearalphacne of them replied. Cleatly the

alpha—Hhe stood in the center of the group, the marking of a team captain on his dirty, bright

blue uniform. Bulky arms ¢rossed his broad chest,

“And who are you?" His-The alphaeyes turned to the stranger. His broad forehead and

square jaw twisted jn a sign of disgust. Bu
Frrcre b Sdeapa,

The stranger unzipped his hoodie and tied it around his waist, revealing his own muscular
frame and handsome features. His coarse dark hair was pulled back in a sloppy ponytail. His
dark eyes returned the Captain’s fierce stare. The Captain almost unclenched his jaw in response
to the Stranger's many silver piercings running along his ears and tattoo of a ring of roses on his
exposed arm. The Stranger’s muscles bulged beneath the tom off sleeves of his black shirt.

“My name is Charles McArbit.” The Stranger smiled. “And forgive the cliché, but take

me to your leader.”
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

The teen cracked his neck. Then his jaw. Then his knuckles. “You got him. Student body
president, captain of the lacrosse team, and lead usher at Services.”

Charles laughed. *“Your actual leader.”

*“The mayor?”

“Minister Wors. He knows why I’m here. What | came to take back.”

The teen and his companions stared biankly at Charles.

“Are you seriously going to pretend that old corrupt sod of a minister isn’t running this
place from the shadows?" Charles asked.

The teenagers looked at each other, searching for signs of what to do. So the Captain did
as captains do and took command. He lunged forward, allowing his fist 1o make contact with
Charles McArtbit’s right eye. The Captain winced back in pain.

“Raf™ a female voice called out.

“Sally- Ann!” The Captain tensed up. A brews-brown-haired teenage girl strode up to
him as he stroked his wounded fist. She waved her finger around -to-say-“shamel"before jabbing Comment [s28]: implied
it into his chest.

“Was this the emergency? Some Unfortunate skipping out on Judd? You know fighting
upsets Nelly!™

“Nelly...” said Charles. All eyes were on him. “Nelly... Wors?”

Sally- Ann’s jaw dropped. “Raf... This man’s not from here, is he?”
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

Summary: Nelly Wors is vaguely aware of her special abilities, until living weapon
Charles McArbit breaks into her sheltered life and exposes the truth. That she is one.too. He
teaches her to control her powers and together they take on both the light and darkﬁrces
influencing their lives.
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The Stranger walked down the town’s empty streets. The quiet clung to him like the u}\% '

1 -
{c, be stagnant breath of a vicious beast. The @@ was used to noise and colors. Even sunlight failed to L,fb-j'

Tu oy

fully penetrate the dome arcing above the town, a barrier that crumbled for him like wet sand. It

left a dark tint over the identical white sided houses with their sparse gardens and perfectly

trimmed lawns. Now and then, the Stranger’s focus was drawn to cheers and jeers that came N ot 7y \
A oat !

X
W from all directions at once. He’d dismiss the raucous quickly, his superior hearing searching for
N / 71 il
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& e ,{ clicks and slides that could mean a weapon was drawn. Or for angry roars at the discovery of his r
b 'Lf U:_/J’El
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.,;Jv’:” abandoned motorcycle and the hole it left in Plainsville’s precious force field.

»J A a5

oV
rbi’d Jy‘r’ A took a left off of East Street onto Welcome’s Way, the latter being placed at the center

s
¢ ) :\ q of town, nowhere near the one official border patrol station, far from the sight of any potential
o

'x
\’j_ ya visitor?/s. It was a major road, featuring town hall, shops, and a small community college. The
h__'-
Stranger knew he faced consequences if discovered on LocalfkiGround. But he also knew that his
best cover was a sunny Social Day afiernoon. The locals wou?cl be busy at whatever sporting

event the North and South High Schools were hosting. Welcome’s Way would be without an

unwelcome,
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN ‘D)r}
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The man paused at a statue of a stout man in ministeli:é,robes. It shined in the glow of = ¢ “
d)’
wg spotlights set along the base. The Stranger pulled down his black hood for a closer look at the (.
[ I
c?_”v‘_ﬁ*b monument. The brass plate’s engraving credited a Carson Q. Karzon with founding the town and
Uﬁd@"ﬁﬂ continued to praise his many accomplishments as both its legislative and spiritual leader. The
Stranger pulled his hood back up, and resumed his walk, shoulders slouched. He followed a path 3 7
Sy LSS
made by shadows of the surrounding buildings. ) ULD _r/,.rfr:)o"j -

-~
-
\J\nﬂ’k X He noticed a malt shop. Bold white letters outlined in red declared “PLAINSVILLE
}")-D DAIRY BAR.” A cardboard sign hanging in the window listed shop hours: First Day through

S
\SX‘(;E ¢~ Social Day open 2:00 PM till 20 minutes before Evening’s Curfew. Closed Birth Day. The ¢
K X
E V)

Stranger had never seen a malt shop before. He looked through the large glass windows, noting
‘Ae
0
the red booths lining the walls, black andﬁcheckerecl countertops, and red stools circling a long

(

shiny, metal counter. A few patrons occupied seats. The man wondered about the clientele. He
made a few assumptions, based solely on the words “bar” and “malt (liquor).” The man suddenly
realized how thirsty he was. Does e hire huoae nasds’

He pulled open the shop’s glass door, allowing it to swing shut behind him. Another man
paused as he passed by the Stranger. The men | locked at each other, The Local’s expression "
twisted into curiosity. He opened his mouth to say something, but instead chuckied and shook his J"}L} |
head. The Local exited. The Stranger found himself staring at a black sign on a silver, metal
pole. “Seat Yourself.” He scanned the shop and decided to claim a stool, seating he was already
accustomed to.

Another customer at the counter, a man in a white leisure suit and fedora, stopped sipping

at a bright pink liquid through a straw and leaned forward. His eyes widened as they

acknowledged the Stranger.
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

“Pss. Psst. Daddio, you a stranger?” U r'k 7)-:C"J¢\ 7
g

The Stranger tensed, but remained silent. o e

A fruit fly danced between the two.

An older mustachioed gentleman wearing a yellow and red striped shirt beneath a pink
apron stood behind the counter. He was drying an empty glass. “What’ll it be?” he grunted at the
newcomer.

The Stranger furrowed his brow.

“Psst...” whispered the man in the white suit. He grabbed a trifold paper menu from
between a napkin dispenser and condiments stand. He handed the menu to the Stranger. The
Stranger read it over.

“Sonny, what’1l it be?” the mustachioed man snapped. He set down the glass and adjusted
his ri);p;ll\gl[’_t!(j cap.

The Stranger was completely unfamiliar with the menu items. Bonnets? Waffle bowls?

The man in the suit spoke up again. “Get a malt. Trust me.” He then returned to slurping
his pink beverage.

The Stranger set the menu down. “A... malt?”

The mustachioed man stared back at him. “Well, Sonny, what kind?”

“Kind?”

“Yes. What ﬂavo??”

“Regular?”

Snickers could be heard from the remaining patrons, a group clustered in the nearest

booth.

“Never had a malt before?!” one called out.
-3 139
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

“Vanilla is a popular choice. I'll fix one right up for you, Sonny.” The mustachioed man
poured milk and powder into a blender. He then opened a freezer and scooped out a clump of
vanilla ice cream adding tha&}too. Last came a squirt of syrup followed by a whir of the blades.
Within minutes a tall glass filled with a thick white mixture was set before the Stranger. He
sniffed at the contents before taking a sip. He relaxed as the ice cream combination made its way

down his throat. It tasted good. ) K}‘L'

v §
“I’1l be right back if you need anything, Sonny.” The mustachioed man nudged the man 4

in the white leisure suit. “You make sure this young man is set, now. I’ll be back in a moment.

Keep him here.” The bartender rushed to the back room. The Stranger was lost in the sweetness

o e o lunan
of the malt, amazed that beverages existed that didn’t burn. [5 la 14 lused + Lurme n} .

The man in the white suit began to fidget. “So... umm...” The fly did another loop
passing through the pair. The Stranger swatted it away.

“Name’s Cool Cat Jazz, and I’m one happening swinger,” continued the man in white.
“Best swing dancer in the area, Daddio. Not bad with a bowling ball either. Broke 175 my last
game.”

The Stranger ignored him and continued to drink his malt.

“You... You really aren’t from around here, are you?” Cool Cat Jazz asked.

The Stranger suddenly slammed his hands down onto the counter and kicked over his 7
bt aler'fﬁ--M% :

g |
s

stool as he stood. Cool Cat Jazz stared at him, fear creeping onto his face. J

Q
“H-hey now... Didn’t mean to offend, Daddio.” i
The Stranger removed his hands, revealing money on the counter. As he pulled down his

hood he said, “I’m no thief. Not a saint either. But definitely not a thief. Didn’t want the group of

men who just came in to ruin that for me. Drag me away before I could pay and all.”
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

The Stranger turned to face a group of men in their teens. Most wore varsity jackets and a
few were in muddy, grass stained lacrosse uniforms.

“Who won?” someone from a booth yelled.

“South Plainsville High of course,” the clear alpha replied. He stood center of the group,
the marking of a team captain on his dirty, bright blue uniform. “And who are you?” His eyes
turned to the stranger. Bulky arms crossed his broad chest. His broad forehead and square jaw ik
twisted in a sign of disgust. But his brown eyes stayed sharp, attempting to pierce through the
Stranger.

The%tranger unzipped his hoodie and tied it around his waist, revealing his own muscular
frame and handsome features. His coarse dark hair was pulled back in a sloppy ponytail. His
dark eyes returned the Captain’s fierce stare. The Captain almost unclenched his jaw in response

to the Stranger’s many silver piercings running along his ears and tattoo of a ring of roses on his

exposed arm. The Stranger’s muscles bulged beneath the torn off sleeves of his black shirt.

a

- 4

“My name is Charles McArbit.” The Stranger smiled. “And forgive the cliché, but take \’ﬂ\‘i

A A
me to your leader.” PRI

The teen cracked his neck. Then his jaw. Then his knuckles. “You got him. Student body
president, captain of the lacrosse team, and lead usher at Services.”
Charles laughed. “Your actual leader.”

“The mayor?” o U e =
\ N
“Minister Wors. He knows why I'm here. What I came to take back.” 1 f;q e -~

b7 A
The teen and his companions stared blankly at Charles.
“Are you seriously going to pretend that old corrupt sod of a minister isn’t running this

place from the shadows?”
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The teenagers looked at each other, searching for signs of what to do. So the Captain did
as captains do and took command. He lunged forward, allowing his fist to make contact with
Charles McArtbit’s right eye. The Captain winced back in pain.

“Rafl” a female voice called out.

“Sally-Ann!” The Captain tensed up. A brown haired teenage girl strode up to him as he
stroked his wounded fist. She waved her finger around, to say “shame!” before jabbing it into his
chest.

“Was this the emergency? Some Unfortunate skipping out on Judd? You know fighting
upsets Nelly!”

“Nelly...” said Charles. All eyes were on him. “Nelly... Wors?”

Sally-Ann’s jaw dropped. “Raf... This man’s not from here, is he?” 7, I "

o ddigy
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FANTASY NOVEL: PROJECT ASA (WORKING TITLE) BY LIZABETH GELASSEN

Summary: Nelly Wors is vaguely aware of her special abilities, until living weapon
Charles McArbit breaks into her sheltered life and expases the truth. That she is one, too. He
teaches her to control her powers, and together they take on both the light and dark forces
influencing their lives.

The Stranger walked down the town’s empty streets. The quiet clung to him like the
Stagnant breath of a vicious beast. The man was used to noise and colors. Even sunlight failed to
fully penetrate the dome arcing above the town—a-barrierthatersmbledtorim e wersand, 1L
castiett a dark tint over the identical white sided houses with their sparse gardens and perfectly
trimmed lawns. Now and then, the Stranger’s focus was drawn to cheers and jeers that came
from all directions atgaae. He'd dismiss the raucous quickly, his superior hearing searching for
clicks and slides that could mean a weapon was drawn. Or for angry roars at the discovery of his
abandoned motorcycle and the hole it left in Plainsville’s precious force field. which crumbled
like wel sand when he broke through it

He took a left off of East Street onto Welcome’s Way, the latter being-plaeed-located at
the center of town, nowhere near the one official border patrol station, far from the sight of any
potential visitors™s. 1t was a major road, featuring town hall, shops, and a small community
college. The Stranger krew-he-would faced consequences if discovered on Local’s Ground. But
he-alse-knevw-thathis best cover was a sunny Social Day afiernoon. The Jocals would be busy at
whatever sporting event the North and South High Schools were hosting. Welcome's Way would

be without an unwelcome.
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The menStranscd paused at a statue of a stout man in minister’s robes. It shined in the
s o _m
glow of spotlights set along the base of the monument. _Jvéf—htﬂmgff piished diverhis plack heid
for-eleser-loak-at-the monumeni= The brass plate’s engraving credited a Carson Q. Karzon with

founding the town and eeatipsed-ia-praised his many accomplishments as both its legislative and

spiritual leader. [Fhe-Strsnadepubled-bis-hoad-baek-up-and rResumed his walk, shoulders
slouched.-Hhe followed a path made by shadows of the surrounding buildings.
He*nmieed-a«malt-ﬁhﬂp.«ﬂold white letters outlined in red declared “PLAINSVILLE

DAIRY BAR.” A cardboard sign hanging in the window listed the malt shop hours: First Day

through Social Day open 2:00 PM till 20 minutes before Evening’s Curfew. Closed Birth Day.
The Stranger had never seen a malt shop before, He looked through the large glass windows,
noting the red booths lining the walls, black and checkered countertops, and red stools circling a
long shiny, metal counter. A few patrons occupied seats. The man wondered about the clientele.
He made a few assumptions, based solely on the words “bar™ and *malt (liquor).” The man
suddenly realized how thirsty he was.

He pulled open the shop’s glass door, allowing it 10 swing shut behind him. Another man
paused as he passed by the Stranger. The men looked at each other. The Local’s expression
wisted into curiosity. He opened his mouth to say something, but instead chuckled and shook his
head. The Local exited. %e%ﬂ@eqﬂﬂﬂd—hm%—'&&%m—ﬁu black sign on a silver, metal
pole read-—Seat Yourself.” He scanned the shop and deeided-e-claimed a stool, seating he was
already accustomed to.

Another customer at the counter. a man in a white leisure suit and fedora, stopped sipping
at a bright pink liquid through a straw and leaned forward. His eyes widened as they

acknowledged the Stranger.
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*Pss. Psst. Daddio, you a s{ranger?”

The Stranger tensed, but remained sitent.

A fruit fly danced between the two.

An older mustachioed gentleman wearing a yellow and red striped shirt beneath a pink

apron stood behind the counter. He was drying an empty glass. “What’ll it be?” he grunted at the

newcomer,
he Stranger furrowed his brow. 9‘”3& $SS -
“Psst..,” whispered the man in the white suit. He grabbed a trifold paper menu from
between a napkin dispenser and condiments stand. He handed the menu to the Stranger. +he
S st
“Sonny, what’ll it be?” the mustachioed man snapped. He set down the glass and adjusted
his paper pink cap.
@vas completely unfamiliar with the menu items. Bonnets? Waffle bowls?
The man in the suit spoke up again, “Get a malt. Trust me.” He then returned to slurping
his pink beverage.
@l the menu down. “A... malt?”
The mustachioed man stared back at him. “Well, Sonny, what kind?”
“Kind?”
“Yes. What flavor.”
“Regular?”
Snickerreould-be-heard-Hren-theremaining-patrons, aA group clustered in the nearest
bBooth snickered, + Formatted: Indent: First line; 0"

“Never had a malt before?!” one called out.
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“Vanilla is a popular choice. I'll [ix one right up for you, Sonny.” The mustachioed man
poured milk and powder into a blender. He then opened a freezer and scooped out a clump of
vanilla ice cream-sedddinethattso, Last came a squirt of syrup followed by a whir of the blades.
Within minutes a tail glass filled with a thick white mixture was set before the Stranger. He
snifted at the contents before taking a sip. He relaxed as the ice cream combination made its way
down his throat. [t tasted good.

“I'li be right back if you need anything, Sonny.” The mustachioed man nudged the man
in the white leisure suit. “You make sure this young man is set, now. I’ll be back in a moment.
Keep him here.”™ The bartender rushed to the back room. The Stranger was lost in the sweetness
of the malt, amazed that beverages existed that didn’t burn.

The man in the white suit kegarsts fidgeticd. “So,.. umm...” The fly did another loop
passing through the pair. The Stranger swatted it away.

“Name's Cool Cat Jazz, and I’m one happening swinger,” continued the man in white.
“Best swing dancer in the area, Daddie. Not bad with a bowling ball either. Broke 175 my last
game.”

The Stranger ignored him and continued to drink his malt,

“You... You really aren’t from around here, are you?” Cool Cat Jazz asked.

The Stranger ﬁud)ﬁﬂy slammed his hands down onto the counter and kicked over his
stool as he stood. Cool Cat Jazz stared at him, fear creeping onto his face.

“H-hey now... Didn’t mean to offend, Daddio.”

The Stranger removed his hands, revealing money on the counter. As he pulied down his
hood he said, “I'm no thief. Not a saint either. But definitely not a thief. Didn’t want the group of

men who just came in to ruin that for me. Drag me away before | could pay and all.” Comment [PHS 1S5]): What group of men?
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The Stranger turned 1o face a group of men in their teens. Most wore varsity jackets and a
few were in muddy, grass stained lacrosse uniforms.
*“Who won?” someone from a booth velled.

“South Plainsville High of course,” the clear aipha replied. He stood center of the group,

eOnNe-
the marking of a team captain on his dirty, bright blue uniform. “And who are you?” His _%..-— t.uorb
——
turned to the s5tranger. Bulky arms crossed his broad chest. His broad forehead and square jaw Formatted: Highlight

Formatted: Highlight
twisted in a sign of disgust. But his brown eyes stayed sharp, atiempting to pierce through the

Stranger.

| The.E_lmnger unzipped his hoodie and tied it around his waist, revealing his own
muscular frame and handsome features. His coarse dark hair was pulled back in a sloppy
ponytail. IMis dark eyes returned the Captain’s fierce stare. The Captain almost unclenched his
jaw in response to the Stranger’s many silver piercings running along his ears and tattoo of a ring

of roses on his expesed arm. The Stranger’s muscles bulged beneath the torn--ofT sleeves of his

black shirt.

*“My name is Charles McArbit.” The Stranger smiled. “And forgive the cliché, but take
me to your leader.”

The teen cracked his neck. Then his jaw. Then his knuckles. *You got him. Student body
president, captain of the lacrosse team, and lead usher at Services.”

Charles laughed. ~Your actual leader.”

“The mayor?”

*Minister Wors. He knows why I'm here. What ] came to take back.™

The teen and his companions stared blankly at Charles.
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~Are you seriously going to pretend that old corrupt sod of a minister isn’t running this
place from the shadows??
The teenagers looked at each other, searching for signs of what to do. So the Captain did
as captains do and 100k command. He lunged forward, allowing his fist to make contact with
Charles McArtbit’s right eye. The Captain winced back in pain.
*“Rafl” a female voice called out.
“Sally-Ann!” The Captain tensed up. A brown haired teenage girl strode up to him as he
stroked his wounded fist. She waved her finger around, to sap“shamc!” before jabbing it into his
chest,
*Was this the emergency? Some Unfortunate skipping out on Judd? You know fighting Comment [PHS IS6]: Whe?
upsets Nelly!" Comment [PHS IS7]: Who?
“Nelly..."” said Charles. All eyes were on him. “Nelly... Wors?”

Sally-Ann’s jaw dropped. “Raf... This man’s not from here, is he?”
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Summary: Nelly Wors is vaguely aware of her special abilities, until living weapon
Charles McArbit breaks into her sheltered life and exposes the truth. That she is one too. He
teaches her to control her powers and together they take on both the light and dark forces
influencing their lives.

ed o]
2 h,_eqn,‘*yf ;L.R.V‘( ‘}Vf;(] €
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The Stranger walked down the town’s empty streets. The quiet@mg to himjlike the

<t 3 bhe? bk .
’f Etagnant breath of a vicious beast} The manfwas used }o noisé and colors. Even sunlight t_‘.ﬂled to

alel

<77

w7 Oy, cem Wk
e ks fully penetrate/the dome arcing above the toﬂ a barrier that crumbled for him {ike wet sand| It gn
- ,F:j,.r/ A i [ luw,
F7 X left a dark tint over the identical whit@ded houses with their sparse gardens and perfectly L
av %
trimmed lawns. Now and then, the Stranger’s focus was drawn to cheers and jeers that came yam.-
7 '
from all directions at once. He'd dismiss the raucbus quickly, his superior hearing searching for +154,
[ 4
} L i
clicks and slides that could mean a weapon wasstﬁ'aw%. Or for angry roars at the discovery of his Lw‘ 47
1 VE i,
abandoned motorcycle and the hole itLTeﬁ in Plainsville’s precious force field. oy . .7, VIn
A

He took a left off of East Street onto Welcome’s Way, the latter being placed at the center Tl
of town, nowhere near the one official border patrol station, far from the sight of any potential
visitor'éitlft was a major road, featuring town hall, shops, and a small community college. The
Stranger knew he faced consequences if discovered on Local’s Ground. But he also knew that his
best cover was a sunny Social Day afternoon. The locals would be busy at whatever sporting
event the North and South High Schools were hosting. Welcome’s Way would be without an
unwelcome.
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The man paused at a statue of a stout man in minister’s robes. It shined in the glow of 7 5 f‘fu 3

@ set along the base. The Stranger pulled down his black hood for a closer look at the Sl f’7
monument. The brass plate’s engraving credited a Carson Q. Karzon with founding the town and
continued to praise his many accomplishments as both its legislative and spiritual leader. The
Stranger pulled his hood back up, and resumed his walk, shoulders slouched. He followed a path
made by shadows of the surrounding buildings.

He noticed a malt shop. Bold white letters outlined in red declared “PLAINSVILLE
'PZ l/}vwr
DAIRY BAR.” A cardboard sign hanging in the window listed shop hours: First Day through fc e P
Social Day open 2:00 PM till 20 minutes before Evening’s Curfew. Closed Birth Day.{The S fjfﬂ
Stranger had never seen a malt shop before. He looked through the large glass windows, noting
the red booths lining the walls, black and checkered countertops, and red stools circling a long
shiny, metal counter. A few patrons occupied seats, The man wondered about the clientele. He
made a few assumptions, based solely on the words “bar”” and “malt (liquor).” The man suddenly
realized how thirsty he was.

He pulled open the shop’s glass door, allowing it to swing shut behind him. Another man
paused as he passed by the Stranger. The men looked at each other. The Local’s expression
twisted into curiosity. He opened his mouth to say something, but instead chuckled and shook his
head. The Local exited. The Stranger found himself staring at a black sign on a silver, metal

| AT
pole. “Seat Yourself.” He scanned the shop and decided to claim a stool, eating he was already
1

accustomed to.

Another customer at the counter, a man in a white leisure suit and fedora, stopped sipping

at a bright pink liquid through a straw and leaned forward. His eyes widened as they

acknowledged the Stranger.
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“Pss. Psst. Daddio, you a stranger?”

The Stranger tensed, but remained silent.

A fruit fly danced between the two.,

An older mustachioed gentleman wearing a yello@@triped shirt beneath a pink
apron stood behind the counter. He was drying an empty glass, “What’ll it be?” he grunted at the
newcomer.

The Stranger furrowed his brow.

“Psst...” whispered the man in the white suit. He grabbed a trifold paper menu from
between a napkin dispenser and condiments stand. He handed the menu to the Stranger. The
Stranger read it over.

“Sonny, what’ll it be?” the mustachioed man snapped. He set down the glass and adjusted
his paper pink cap.

The Stranger was completely unfamiliar with the menu items. Bonnets? Waffle bowls?

The man in the suit spoke up again. “Get a malt. Trust me.” He then returned to slurping
his pink beverage.

The Stranger set the menu down. “A... malt?”

The mustachioed man stared back at him. “Well, Sonny, what kind?”

“Kind?”

“Yes. What ﬂavcﬂ.ﬁ’

“Regular?” 4
Snickers could be heard from the remaining patrons, a group clustered in the nearest

é——- booth.

“Never had a malt before?!” one called out,
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“Vanilla is a popular choice. I'll fix one right up for you, Sonny.” The mustachioed man

verv
poured milk and powder into a blender. He then opened a freezer and scooped out a clump of m .
L p ot
vanilla ice crea@dding thattoo. Last came a squirt of syrup followed by a whir of the blades. 575 L

Within minuteg-a tall glass filled with a thick white mixture was set before the Stranger. He “'7£ J'z '

=] Hﬁ; y?ﬂ_
sniffed at the contents before taking a sip. He relaxed as the ice cream combination made its way

S

down his throat. It tasted good.

“I’ll be right back if you need anything, Sonny.” The mustachioed man nudged the man
in the white leisure suit. “You make sure this young man is set, now. I'll be back in a moment.
Keep him here.” The bartender rushed to the back room. The Stranger was lost in the sweetness
of the malt, amazed that beverages existed that didn’t burn.

The man in the white suit began to fidget. “So... umm...” The fly did another loc@
passing through the gair. The Stranger swatted it away.

“Name’s Cool Cat Jazz, and I’'m one happening swinger,” continued the man in white.
“Best swing dancer in the area, Daddio. Not bad with a bowling ball either. Broke 175 my last
game.”

The Stranger ignored him and continued to drink his malt,

“You... You really aren’t from around here, are you?” Cool Cat jazz asked.

The Stranger suddenly slammed his hands down onto the counter and kicked over his
stool as he stood. Cool Cat Jazz stared at him, fear creeping onto his face.

“H-hey now... Didn’t mean to offend, Daddio.”

The Stranger removed his hands, revealing money on the counter. As he pulled down his
hood he said, “I’'m no thief. Not a sai@ther. But definitely not a thief. Didn’t want the group of

men who just came in to ruin that for me. Drag me away before 1 could pay and all.”
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The Stranger turned to face a group of men in their teens. Most wore varsity jackets and a
few were in muddy, gn séﬁ Ained lacrosse uniforms,

“Who won?” someone from a booth yelled.

“South Plainsville High of course,” the clear alpha replied. He stood center of the group,
the marking of a team captain on his dirty, bright blue uniform. “And who are you?” His eyes
turned to the stranger. Bulky arms crossed his brm forehead and square jaw
twisted in a sign of disgust. But his brown eyes stayed sharp, attempting to pierce through the
Stranger.

The stranger unzipped his hoodie and tied it around his waist, revealing his own muscular
frame and handsome features. His coarse dark hair was pulled back in a sloppy ponytail. His
dark eyes returned the Captain’s fierce stare. The Captain almost unclenched his jaw in response
to the Stranger’s many silver piercings running along his ears and tattoo of a ring of roses on his
exposed arm. The Stranger’s muscles bulged beneath the tor@f sleeves of his black shirt.

“My name is Charles McArbit.” The Stranger smiled. “Anc@rgive the cliché, but take
me to your leader.”

The teen cracked his neck. Then his jaw. Then his knuckles. “You got him. Student body
president, captain of the lacrosse team, and lead usher at Services.”

Charles laughed. “Your gz_tyg_l_ leader.”

“The mayor?”

“Minister Wors. He knows why I'm here. What I came to take back.”

The teen and his companions stared blankly at Charles.

“Are you seriously going to pretend that old corrupt sod of a minister isn’t running this

place from the shadows?”
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The teenagers looked at each other, searching for signs of what to do. So the Captain did
as captains do and tock command. He lunged forward,é:)wing his fist to make contact with
Charles McArtbit’s right eg he Captain winced back in pain.

“Raf!” a female voice called out. _

“Sally-Ann!” The Captain tensed up. A brow@red teenage girl strode up to him as he
stroked his wounded fist. She waved her finger around, to sa@‘&ame!” before jabbing it into his
chest.

“Was this the emergency? Some Unfortunate skipping out on judd? You know fighting
upsets Nelly!”

“Nelly...” said Charles. All eyes were on him. “Nelly... Wors?”

Sally-Ann’s jaw dropped. “Raf... This man’s not from here, is he?”
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Lizabeth-

You're working on an interesting situation. There’s a village under a force field. A
stranger riding a motorcycle penetrates the dome and walks around in confusion. He enters a
malt shop and gets into a fight. The reader learns the he's there to find Minister Wors and bring
something back with him.

First of all, take a look at the technical suggestions ['ve embedded into the pages. There
are voice problems, paragraph problems, and sequence problems. All of them have nothing
technically to do with the actual story. But, the reader will be put-off by these very correctable
errors. Rule number one: the reader must not be distracted by unintended distractions.

The opening paragraph is very confusing, Think about disassembling it and clear up the
confusion - needless dancing around the stranger's name, for instance. Just open with his name
and see how much circumlocution you will not need.

I'm not clear on the town. Is it empty because of the sports events? Who were those in the
malt shop? Why did the stranger get so angry? Why was the team captain so quick to throw a
punch?

There were several sections noted that didn 't logically follow one another. Easily fixed.

You have the beginning of an interesting story with all the necessary ingredients. Keep
going. Some day we 'll get the lowdown on who the stranger is and what he wants to bring back.

Good luck
Dave

Summary: Nelly Wors is vaguely aware of her special abilities, until living weapon
Charles McArbit breaks into her sheltered life and exposes the truth. That she is one too. He
teaches her to control her powers and together they take on both the light and dark forces
influencing their lives.

The Stranger walked down the town’s empty streets. The quiet clung to him like the
stagnant breath of a vicious beast. The man was used to noise and colors. Even sunlight failed to
fully penetrate the dome arcing above the town, a barrier that crumbled for him like wet sand. It
left a dark tint over the identical white sided houses with their sparse gardens and perfectly
trimmed lawns. Now and then, the Stranger’s focus was drawn to cheers and jeers that came

from all directions at once. He’d dismiss the raucous (noise?) quickly, his superior hearing
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searching for clicks and slides that could mean a weapon was drawn. Or for angry roars at the
discovery of his abandoned motorcycle and the hole it left in Plainsville’s precious force field.
(This first paragraph assumes too much. I'm disoriented. I needed two readings to make sense of
it. These are the elements that lead to confusion: the man, the dome, the hole in the dome, cheers
and jeers(who were they directed at?) superior hearing, motorcycle, force field. All of these
elements need to be feathered into the story in a logical way.)

He took a left off of East Street onto Welcome’s Way, the latter being placed at the center

of town, nowhere near the one official border patrol station. far from the sight of any potential

visitor’s. (This sentence is too long with too many clauses in it. Break it up into bil sized chunks.)

It was a major road, featuring town hall, shops, and a small community college. The Stranger
knew he faced consequences if discovered on Local’s Ground. But he also knew that his best
cover was a sunny Social Day afternoon. The locals would be busy at whatever sporting event
the North and South High Schools were hosting. Welcome’s Way would be without an
unwelcome.

The man paused at a statue of a stout man in minister’s robes. It shined in the glow of
spotlights set along the base. (7s it nighttime?) The Stranger pulled down his black hood for a
closer look at the monument. The brass plate’s engraving credited a Carson Q. Karzon with
founding the town and continued to praise his many accomplishments as both its legislative and
spiritual leader. The Stranger pulled his hood back up, and resumed his walk, shoulders
slouched. He followed a path made by shadows of the surrounding buildings.

He noticed a malt shop. Bold white letters outlined in red declared “PLAINSVILLE
DAIRY BAR.” A cardboard sign hanging in the window listed shop hours; First Day through

Social Day open 2:00 PM till 20 minutes before Evening’s Curfew. Closed Birth Day. The
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Stranger had never seen a malt shop before. He looked through the large glass windows, noting
the red booths lining the walls, black and checkered countertops, and red stools circling a long
shiny, metal counter. A few patrons occupied seats. The man wondered about the clientele. He
made a few assumptions, based solely on the words “bar” and “malt (liquor).” The man suddenly
realized how thirsty he was. (/s the fown abandoned — the high schools’ sporting events? Who
wouldn 't attend the big events?))

He pulled open the shop’s glass door, allowing it to swing shut behind him. Another man
paused as he passed by the Stranger. The men looked at each other. The Local’s expression
twisted into curiosity. He opened his mouth to say something, but instead chuckled and shook his
head. The Local exited. The Stranger found himself staring at & black sign on a silver, metal
pole. “Seat Yourself.” He scanned the shop and decided to claim a stool, seating he was already
accustomed to.

Another customer at the counter, 2 man in a white leisure suit and fedora, stopped sipping
at a bright pink liquid through a straw and leaned forward. His eyes widened as they
acknowledged the Stranger.

“Pss. Psst. Daddio, you a siranger?”

The Stranger tensed, but remained silent,

A fruit fly danced between the two.

An older mustachioed gentleman wearing a yellow and red striped shirt beneath a pink
apron stood behind the counter. He was drying an empty glass. “What’ll it be?” he grunted at the
newcomer.

The Stranger furrowed his brow.
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“Psst...” whispered the man in the white suit. He grabbed a trifold paper menu from
between a napkin dispenser and condiments stand. He handed the menu to the Stranger. The
Stranger read it over.

“Sonny, what’ll it be?” the mustachioed man snapped. He set down the glass and adjusted
his paper pink cap.

The Stranger was completely unfamiliar with the menu items. Bonnets? Waffle bowls?

The man in the suit spoke up again. “Get a malt. Trust me.” He then returned to slurping
his pink beverage.

The Stranger set the menu down. “A... malt?”

The mustachioed man stared back at him. “Well, Sorny, what kind?”

“Kind?”

“Yes. What flavor.”

“Regular?”

Snickers could be heard from the remaining patrons (passive voice. Say ‘the remaining
patrons in the nearest booth snickered’), a group clustered in the nearest
booth.

“Never had a malt before?!” one called out.

“Vanilla is a popular choice. I'll fix one right up for you, Sonny.” The mustachioed man
poured milk and powder into a blender. He then opened a freezer and scooped out a clump of

vanilla ice cream adding that too. Last came a squirt of syrup followed by a whir of the blades.

Within minutes a tall glass filled with a thick white mixture was set before the Stranger (Passive

again. Say, ‘the man behind the counter set the tall glass with a thick white mixture before the

stranger. Active as opposed to passive). (New paragraph.) He sniffed at the contents before

Page 4 of 7



“I’Il be right back if you need anything, Sonny.” The mustachioed man nudged the man

in the white leisure syit. “You make sure this young man is set, now. I’ll be back in a moment,

Keep him here.” The bartender rushed to the back room. The Stranger was lost in the sweetness

of the malt, amazed that beverages existed that didn’t burn, (7/ree people in action in one

paragraph. Try to begin a new paragraph with each new person.)

The man in the white suit began to fidget. “So... umm___» The fly did another loop

Passing through the pair. The Stranger swatted itaway.

The Stranger ignored him and continued to drink his malt,

“You... You really aren’t from around here, are you?” Cool Cat Jazz asked.

stool as he stood. Cool Cat Jazz stared at him, fear creeping onto his face, (Probably more than

that. Backed away; leaned away, retreated, etc.,)

“H-hey now... Didn’t mean to offend, Daddig.”

The Stranger removed his hands, revealing money on the counter. A

hood he said, “I°

men who just came in to ryin that for me, Drag me away before [ could pay and all.” (Out of

order. Introduce the Jootball team before they are referenced,)
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The Stranger turned to face a group of men in their teens. Most wore varsity jackets and a
few were in muddy, grass stained lacrosse uniforms,

“Who won?” someone from a booth yelled.

“South Plainsville High of course,” the clear alpha replied. He stood center of the group,

the marking of a team captain on his dirty, bright blue uniform. “And who are you?” His eves

turned to the stranger. (Out of order.) Bulky arms crossed his broad chest. His broad forehead

and square jaw twisted in a sign of disgust. But his brown eyes stayed sharp, attempting to pierce
through the Stranger. (No sense that the stranger was a threat. Why are the kids so defensive?)

The stranger unzipped his hoodie and tied it around his waist, revealing his own muscular
frame and handsome features. His coarse dark hair was pulled back in a sloppy ponytail. His
dark eyes returned the Captain’s fierce stare. The Captain almost unclenched his jaw in response
to the Stranger’s many silver piereings running elong his ears and tattoo of a ring of roses on his
exposed arm. The Stranger’s muscles bulged beneath the torn off sleeves of his black shirt.

“My name is Charles McArbit.” The Stranger srnlled “ nd forgive thyecliché, but take
me to your leader.” \/Q \‘ \K, A “%)({y A QP\'\Q(

The teen cracked his neck. Then hlS Jaw. Then 1S kn ckles “Yo got him, Student body
president, captain of the lacrosse team, and lead usher at Services.”

Charles laughed. “Your actual leader.”

“The mayor?”

“Minister Wors. He knows why I’m here. Whail-eame-to-take bask=2

The teen and his companions stared blankly at Charles.

“Are you seriously going to pretend that old corrupt sod of a minister isn’t running this

place from the shadows?” (Who said this?)
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The teenagers looked at each other, searching for signs of what to do. So the Captain did
as captains do and took command. He lunged forward, allowing his fist to make contact with
Charles McArtbit’s right eye. The Captain winced back in pain. (Just say that the captain threw
a punch, but the captain’s had got the worst of it.)

“Raf!” a female voice called out.

“Sally-Ann!” The Captain tensed up. A brown haired teenage girl strode up to him as he
stroked his wounded fist. She waved her finger around, to say “shame!” before jabbing it into his
chest.

“Was this the emergency? Some Unfortunate skipping out on Judd? You know fighting
upsets Nelly!”

“Nelly...” said Charles. All eyes were on him, “Nelly... Wors?”

Sally-Ann’s jaw dropped. “Raf... This man’s not from here, is he?”

(This is a very strange series of dialogue and action. I'm afraid it needs to be rethought

out in more detail.)
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