LITERARY NOVEL EXCERPT: THE READER BY SUSHRUT JANGI

Sushrut-

In this excerpt we have bits of philosophy and literary theory. This book club is a very
sophisticated group. The setting in Cambridge near Harvard encourages a feeling of
sophistication and, with it, an elite-ness that the characters revel in. This might be the reason I,
too, never attended a book club meeting. Everyone is so erudite and clever. The pretention makes
me sick. You've captured that environment with both the setting and the characters.

Comments about the need of an ending in a story are particularly interesting. It suggests
that the author doesn't have a committed message. Should the author leave the conclusions (the
message) up to the reader? We can discuss that at a later time. I'd ask if the author is in
command of the story enough to nail down an ending and stand by it. I'm not in favor of a wishy-
washy novel. As I mention imbedded in the comments, the only story I've run into that uses the
no ending story is ‘The Lady or the Tiger.” I used to use it to show how unrewarding and,
frankly, how aggravating a story with no ending is.

The ideas here are worth discussing. The most troubling aspect of this piece is the length
of your sentences. 1'd suggest that you reconsider the numbers of clauses and phrases you tack
onto your sentences. Extensive length leads to confusion and confusion leads to discarding the
story. As many agents have told me, keep it simple. Your intended ideas will emerge much more
easily with better command of your sentences.

Good luck with this worthy exercise.

Dave

Summary: This is a subsection of a larger novel I am working on, whose larger draft is
currently at about 70,000 words. The story discusses the narrator of the story going with his
friend to a book club - the larger novel is about a doctor who spends his nights on call in the
hospital and his days wandering the city, trying to understand people.

*%* Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***

The Reader

Rarely did I go to book clubs, but Mar dragged me to one assuring me that I would
remain under her protection “from the evil eyes of the female literati.” I had only read three-
quarters of the novel — enough for me to make comment on its narrative structure and the

motives of the protagonist if I needed to; I never believed endings held much value, although
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Mar, while we walked along Brattle Street, thought endings were the very moment the novel
finally flowered into its ultimate aesthetic. (7 agree with Mar.)

The house was old but obviously premier property on a quiet, leafy outlet far enough
from the dormitories that there was no risk of drunken students stealing through its gardens at
late hours and throwing bottles at the windows. Its owner was a peri-emeritus professor who
taught English at Harvard; we soon learned, however, that she was away on sabbatical in
Israel, and she had subletted it to Anne, who was barely out of college, with a journalism
degree that had brought her little in the way of vocation. (Can you break this enormous
sentence up?) Still, the professor had graciously offered the sublet on discount to any student in
the same journalism program that had kicked off her meaningful career years ago. On the kitchen
counter Anne had set out plates of brie, slices of baguette, Concord grapes, and a bottle of warm
Shiraz she had already uncorked, offering a glass to Mar and+(me¢). “One of my well-read
friends,” Mar said, introducing me to Anne, who smiled wanly from beneath a pair of thick .
Warby-Parkers (Eye glasses I assume.) too heavy W‘\\) \L‘/.
“That’s high praise coming from Mar — she usually leads our talking points.” Anne brought the
wine glass to her rosebud lips. “I tell everyone that I’'m enamored of any kind of reader these
days,” she said sadly.

Others had begun to settle around the living room — a duet of old ladies on the sofa —
a few, younger women scattered around the table, cross-legged on the floor, another on a
beanie, and the only other man in the room, Ulf, a stocky German, who sat in a chair,
appearing perplexed as to what he was doing there. (Can you break up this enormous
sentence? Keep it simple.) Lightly-a A light rain begun tapping against the windows which

Anne kept open to let the staid July heat flow through the room, propelled by old ceiling
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fans that trembled unevely unevenly as they turned. (Can you break up this enormous
sentence?)

“I’ll start then,” Anne went on after a stony silence. “I’ve read a good many books in my
life and the more I’ve gone on reading, the less I’ve begun caring about the characters.
Nowadays what I want from a story is to get lost in its mood and although all the critics
said this book was brilliantly plotted, I never gave myself over to it, not fully, or not wholly,
anyhow.” (Take a breath.)

“But that’s just one element isn’t it?”” Mar said, piping up earlier than I had expected. I
do want something happening to the people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to
see how they react. We were talking easlier abous that on the way here,” she said, nudging her
head towards me, “and we were having an argument about whether endings were important. I
think an ending is a necessary provocation to keep the story off balance.” (This topic was
mentioned in the first paragraph. Do you need it in both places? I think not. This dialogue is
more convincing.)

“We have a novel in Germany called Die Wand,” Ulf said, “in which the reader never
learns the fate of the woman at the center of the novel. The story itself is an account of her
loneliness and isolation and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me, it
was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the
story over to a set and sealed fate; but without a clear ending, they are allowed live on in my

mind.” (Simple example — The Lady or the Tiger.)

“That’s an author’s weakness if he fails at last to deliver a sentence on the characters he
has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being and it’s his responsibility

to the reader to craft as deliberate an ending.”
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(This dialogue is hopelessly pretentious. 1'd not leave to get more wine. I'd just leave.)

The Shiraz had gone a bit to my head Mvertheles; I wandered into the kitchen for another
glass. In the window above the sink I saw the spires of the old church in Harvard Yard
from where I’d recently heard the songs of a choir in evening practice, the melody so divine
and foreboding that I had stood in the shadows of the empty campus entranced as I had
been at the end of my college days when the whole world seemed as though it had opened
itself to me. (Way too long. Revise.) Only fleetingly did that sense of liberation still come
over me, and when it did, I swore never to forget it, until, soon after, I lost my grasp on it,
unable to recall the depth of that intensity. (Revise.) I knew that the pursuit of that feeling was
what drove many people — like the professor who owned this house — to stay forever within the
walls of a campus, where they were protected from the graying out that happened if you
wandered too far into the real world. (Self-absorbed.)

“You’re being objective,” Anne was saying now, to Mar. “What I want to hear from you
is how you felt long after the book was over — what would that feeling be?”

Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had, until now, hardly said a word,
although both looked attentively on the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
became an old man, I might do the same; listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the young
to pass the time. (Good point.)

“It’s not at all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. I don’t consider
any kind of art to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.”

“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you are missing a
lot of the joy that art brings me. I would have considered that a male perspective — but Ulf

actually feels otherwise.”
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Again — Ulf seemed only rattled — looking at me to throw him a line. “Mar’s not being
entirely truthful,” I said. “I don’t see her cry often, but certainly during films, or after reading
certain books, or in a concert, I’ve seen that she’s overtaken by the art.”

Mar glared at me — although I had only meant this playfully, without any kind of
criticism of who Mar was. In fact, that book club and the arguments that I was hearing and
making in my mind, even reading, was a play in itself, the words within a novel arranged
besides each other to create an enchantment that was often lost from the work I did every
day. (With sentences this long, the meaning is lost.) Never did a novel reproduce wholly for
me the happiness or tragedy or dullness of ordinary life but called out to me as though
from behind a wall, and the joy I had was trying to hear, however distantly and
imperfectly, what the novel was trying to say to me. But I never said this to the club because I
didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my opinion — the others, after all, were clever and
thoughtful enough that had I listened to what they were saying I might have changed my mind.
(This sentence doesn’t make sense. Revise.)

(The previous dialogue about feeling and liberation reminds me of Plato’s Republic. This

isn't normal dialogue. It sounds like a life lesson give through dialogue.)
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Summary: This is a subsection of a targer-novel I am working on, whose currentlarger
draft is enrrently-at-about 70,000 words. The excerptstery discusses the main
characternarrator-af-the-story going with his friend to a book club. - tThe larger novel is about
a doctor who spends his nights on call in the hospital and his days wandering the city, as e
trping-triesto understand people.

*** Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***

AR D Casnws Ay

The Reader

by b b e ; Mar dragged me to a book club ere and promised to

female literati.” I had only read three-quarters of the novel-——enough for me to make-comment
on its narrative structure and the motives of the protagonist-i£1t-reeded+s; I never believed
endings held much value, although Mar—whie-wesvatked along Bratile Street-thought endings ,
were the very moment the novel finally flowered into its ultimate aesthetic.— R ™ N M\o‘)\) E yq
The house was old. but obviously premier property. on a quiet, leafy outlet far enough

from the dormitories sothat there was no risk of drunken students stealing through its gardens at
late hours and-thTowing-bettles-at-the windows. Its owner was a peri-emeritus professor who
taught English at Harvard.: Ware soon learned, however, that she was away-on sabbatical in
Israel, and she had subletted it to Anne, whe-was-barely-eut-of eeHege-a recent graduate with a

journalism degree that had brought her little in the way of vocation. Btill, the professor had

graciously offered the sublet on discount to any student in the same journalism program that had

kicked off her meaningful career years ago|On the kitchen counter, Anne had-set out plates of [ Comment [PHS IS1]: Is ths significant to the

| story? If not, cut it.
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brie, slices of baguette, Concord grapes.: and-a-bottle-ofwarm-Shiraz she had-alreadyuneorked:

eﬁaiﬂg&ﬁaﬁﬂ%apﬁﬁdﬂsm oftered me and Mar a glass of Shiraz.

FOwe [Insert name here] is one of my well-read friends,” ]Mar said, introducing me to

Anne, who smiled wanly from beneath a pair of thick Warby-Parkers too heavy for her fragile
nose and artful eyebrows.

“That’s high praise coming from Mar. —sShe usually leads our talking points.” Anne
brought the wine glass to her rosebud lips. “I tell everyone that I’'m enamored of any kind of
reader these days,” she said sadly.

The Oothers kad-besun-te-settled around the living room, —aA_duet of old ladies sat on

the sofa. —afew+Younger women scattered around the table:-a few cross-legged on the floor,

another on a beanie.- and+The only other man in the room, tH+-a stocky German_named Ulf,
whe sat in a chair, and appeareding perplexed as to what he was doing there. Lightly-a-A light
rain-begun tappeding against the open windows. Anne-kept-open-to-letthestatdJub-heat-Hlow
thraugh-the roem.; prepeHed-by-o0ld ceiling fans, that trembled unevenly as they turned.

propelled the staid July heat through the rooms-

my life and the more I’ve gone on reading, the less I’ve begun caring about the characters.
Nowadays. what | want from a story is to get lost in its mood. and although all the critics said
this book was brilliantly plotted, I never gave myself over to it, not fully-—ernretwhets,
anyhow.”

“But that’s just one element isn’t it?”” Mar said, piping up earlier than I had expected. “I
do want something happening to the people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to

see how they react. We were talking-eartier on the way here,” she said, nudging her head towards
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G N b
me, “and we were-havimg-amargument-about whether endings were important. I think an ending

is a necessary provocation to keep the story off balance.”

“We have a novel in Germany called Dig¢ Wand,” UIf said, “in which the reader never
learns the fate of the woman at the center of the novel. The story itself is an account of her
loneliness and isolation, and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me,
it was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the
story over to a set and sealed fate; but without a clear ending, they are allowed live on in my
mind.”

TN & ek WMasr LN O

“That s-an-auther’s weakness ifhe fails at last to deliver a sentence on the characters he
has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being. and it’s his responsibility
to the reader to craft as deliberate an ending.”

The Shiraz had gone a bit to my head: nevertheless. | wandered into the kitchen for
another glass. [n the window above the sink. I saw the spires of the old church in Harvard Yard.
from-where-['d recently heard the songs of itsa choir in evening practice, the melody so divine
and foreboding that I had stood in the shadows of the empty campus entranced. as-Hhad-been-at
It brought me back to the end of my college days when the whole world seemed as-theush-it-had
to opened itself to me. Only fleetingly did that sense of liberation still come over me.: and But | Comment [PHS 1S3): Break thi sentenceup.
when it did, [ swore never to forget it, until, soon after, I lost my grasp on it, unable to recall the
depth of that intensity. Henew-that+The pursuit of that feeling was what drove many people |

like the professor who owned this house — to stay forever within the walls of a campus, where { Comment [PHS IS4]: 8ut she didn't stay. She's
' in israel.

they were protected from the graying out that happened if you wandered too far into the real

world.

Page 3 of §



LITERARY NOVEL EXCERPT: THE READER BY SUSHRUT JANGI

“You’re being objective,” Anne-was-savirg npew; said to Mar. “What [ want to hear-frem
yeu-know is whatkesw you felt long after the book was over.—whatweusld-thatfeeling
beAnything?”

Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had-ustil-nevw-hardly said a word,
although both looked attentively on the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
became an old man, I might do the same; listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the young
to pass the time.

“It’s not at all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. I don’t
needeensider any kind of art to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.”

“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you are missing a
lot of the joy that art brings me. [ would have considered that a male perspective——but except
Ulf actually feels otherwise.”

Apain—UIf seemed ety rattled —teeking-and looked at me to throw him a line.

“Mar’s not being entirely truthful,” I said. “I don’t see her cry often, but certainly during
films, or after reading certain books, or in a concert, [’ve seen that she’s overtaken by the art.”

Mar glared at me———although I had-only meant this playfully, without any kind of
criticism of who Mar was. In fact, thet beek-eclub-and-the arguments that I was hearing and
making in my mind:-evenreading, werewas a play in themselvesitsel.: Tthe words within a
novel arranged besides each other to create an enchantment that was often absentiest from the
work 1 did every day. Never did a novel reproduce wholly for me the happiness or tragedy or
dullness of ordinary life. but Instead it called out to me as though from behind a wall, and mythe
joy Hhad-was trying to hear, however distantly and imperfectly, was what the novel was trying to

say to me. Nt I never said this to the club because I didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my
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opinion. —t I he others, after all, were clever and thoughtful enough that had I listened to what

they were saying [ might have changed my mind.
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[1 2et a sense of the different characters, revealed through dialogue.

1 don’t get much of'a sense about the main character, though. 1 mean, this is from the

middle ot'the book. so maybe I wouldn’t. but [ don't see how this advances the main character

much. except to bring him in conflict with Mar slightly,

Factually find the scene alittle tiresome. feeling it could just be summed up with “people

like different things™, but I’'m not a literary novel tvpe person anvway.

1

Summary: This is a subsection of a larger novel I am working on, whose larger draft is
currently at about 70,000 words. The story discusses the narrator of the story going with his
Jriend to a book club - the larger novel is about a doctor who spends his nights on call in the
hospital and his days wandering the city, trying to understand people.

*** Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***

The Reader

Rarely did I go to book clubs, but Mar dragged me to one, assuring me that | would
remain under her protection “from the evil eyes of the female literati.” I had only read three-
quarters of the novel — enough for me to make comments on its narrative structure and the
motives of the protagonist if I needed to.: I never believed endings held much value, although
Mar, while we walked along Brattle Street, thought endings were the very moment the novel

finally flowered into its ultimate aesthetic. [Mar didn 't think this while vou walked: she might

have TOLD vou while vou walked]
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The house was an old, but obviously premier, property on a quiet, leafy outlet, far enough

from the dormitories that there was no risk of drunken students stealing through its gardens at
late hours and throwing bottles at the windows. Its owner was a [peri-emeritus professor][I am

not familiar with this term] who taught English at Harvard,: Wwe soon learned, however, that

she was away on sabbatical in Israel, and she had subletted it to Anne, who was barely out of
college, with a journalism degree that [had brought her little in the way of vocation][awkward].
Still, the professor had graciously offered the sublet on discount to any student[Anne is 4

graduate] in the same journalism program that had kicked off her own meaningful career years

ago.
On the kitchen counter, Anne had set out plates of brie, slices of baguette, Concord

grapes, and a bottle of warm Shiraz that she had already uncorked, offering a glass to Mar and

tme.

“One of my well-read friends,” Mar said, introducing me to Anne, who smiled wanly
from beneath a pair of thick Warby-Parkers too heavy for her fragile nose and artful eyebrows.

“That’s high praise coming from Mar — she usually leads our talking points.” Anne
brought the wine glass to her rosebud lips. “1 tell everyone that I'm enamored of any kind of
reader these days,” she said sadly.

Others had begun to settle around the living room: —a duet of old ladies on the sofa,—a
few; younger women scattered around the table, (éy{ss-legged on the floor, vranether on a

beanie,-and Tthe only other man in the room, Ulf, a stocky German, whe-sat in a chair,

appearing perplexed as to what he was doing there.
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Lightly-A rain begun tapping lightly against the windows that Anne kept open to let the
staid July heat flow through the room, propelled by old ceiling fans that trembled unevenly as

they turned.

“I'i st@n,” Anne went on after a stony silence[by her? By evervone?]. “I’ve read a
good many books in my life and. the more I've gone on reading, the less I’ve begun caring about
the characters. Nowadays. what [ want from a story is to get lost in its mood and, although all the
critics said this book was brilliantly plotted, I never gave myself over to it, not fully, or not
wholly, anyhow.”

“But that’s just one eleme t}isn’ it?” Mar said, piping up earlier than I had expected. “I
do want something happening to th€ people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to
see how they react, We were talking earlier on the way here,” she said, nudging her head towards
me, “and we were having an argument about whether endings were important. I think an ending
is a necessary provocation to keep the story off balance.”

“We have a novel in Germany called Die Wand,” UIf said, “in which the reader never
learns the fate of the woman at the center of the novel. The story itself is an account of her
loneliness and isolation, and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me,
it was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the
story over to a set and sealed fate; but without a clear ending, they are allowed to live on in my
mind.”

“That’s an author’s weakness if he fails at last to deliver a sentence on the characters he
has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being, and it’s his responsibility

to the reader to craft as deliberate an endingfas ... l.?
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The Shiraz had gone a bit to my head. Nevertheless, | wandered into the kitchen for
another glass. In the window, above the sink I saw the spires of the old church in Harvard Yard
from where I’d recently heard the songs of a choir in evening practice, the melody so divine and
foreboding that [ had stood in the shadows of the empty campus, entranced. as I had been at the
end of my college days when the whole world seemed as though it had opened itself to me. Only
fleetingly did that sense of liberation still come over me, and when it did, [ swore never to forget
it, until, soon after, I lost my grasp on it, unable to recall the depth of that intensity. | knew that
the pursuit of that feeling was what drove many people - like the professor who owned this
house ~ to stay forever within the walls of a campus, where they were protected from the graying

out that happened if you wandered too far into the real world. [does he ever return from the

kitchen?]

“You’re being objective,” Anne was saying now, to Mar. “What [ want to hear from you
is how you felt long after the book was over — what would that feeling be?”

Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had, until now, hardly said a word,
although both looked attentively on the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
became an old man, I might do the same; listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the young
to pass the time.

“It’s not al’, all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. 11 don’t consider

any kind of art'\to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.J[l don’t get what this means]”
“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you are missing a
lot of the joy that art brings me. 1 would have considered that a male perspective — but Ulf

actually feels otherwise.”
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Again[?] - Ulf seemed only rattled — looking at me to throw him[who?] a line. “Mar’s
not being entirely truthful,” I said. “I don’t see her cry often, but certainly during films, or after
reading certain books, or in a concert, I've seen that she’s overtaken by the art.”

Mar glared at me — although I had only meant this playfully, without any kind of
criticism of who Mar was. In fact, that book club and the arguments that 1 was hearing and
making in my mind, even reading, was a play in itself, the words within a nove! arranged besides
each other to create an enchantment that was often lost from the work I did every day. Never did
a novel reproduce wholly for me the happiness or tragedy or dullness of ordinary life. but called
out to me as though from behind a wall, and the joy I had was trying to hear, however distantly
and imperfectly, what the novel was trying to say to me. But I never said this to the club because
I didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my opinion — the others, after all, were clever and
thoughtful enough that, had I listened to what they were saying, 1 might have changed my

mind.[and y ou sure don't want that!]
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Summary: This is a subsection of a larger novel I am working on, whose larger draft is
currently at about 70,000 words. The story discusses the narrator of the story going with his
friend to a book club - the larger novel is about a doctor who spends his nights on call in the
hospital and his days wandering the city, trying to understand people.

**% Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***

The Reader

4! o
Rarely did I go to book clubs, but Mar dragged me to one assuring me that I would C”K M‘“{\‘

ety

remain under her protection “from the evil eyes of the female literati.” I hadonly|read three- G[B ‘
quarters of the novel — enough for me to make commenh’on its narrative structure and the

motives of the protagonist if I needed to; I never believed endings held much value, although
e p o ~ed o

A ¥ ¢ Mar!whjle we walked along Brattle Stree/J thgagﬂt}(endings were the very moment the novel
I\ et : e
s

finally flowered into its ultimate aesthetic.

%. €6 4
‘ The house was old but obviously premier property on a quiet, leafy outlet far enough
e
from the dormitories that there was no risk of drunken students stealing through its gardens at
late hours and throwing bottles at the windows. Its owner was a peri-emeritus professor who .
b5 . 250
taught English at Harvardgr wesoon-leamed;hmveg_thaf‘;he was away on sabbatical in Israe@ &
I e Py
a}{&ﬁghe had subletted it to Anne, who was barely out of college, with a journalism degree that
-y
G ® had brought her little in the way of vocation. Still, the professor had graciously offered the sublet
NA

T on discount to any student in the same journalism program that had kicked off her meaningful

@-[9

career years ago‘.XOn the kitchen counter Anne had set out plates of brie, slices of baguette,

@

Page 1 of 4



Juttg
. e
DE (‘)“"_ft;?_ LITERARY NOVEL EXCERPT: THE READER BY SUSHRUT JANGI
¢ f
q/[?. a/ci“\' & B
0’3 .N\Concord grapes, and a bottle of warm Shiraz she had already uncorked, offering a glass to Mar N
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beneath a pair of thick Warby-Parkers too heavy for her fragile nose and artful eyebrows. (“That’s Nl q

high praise coming from Mar — she usually leads our talking points.” Anne brought the wine e
glass to her rosebud lips. “I tell everyone that I’'m enamored of any kind of reader these days,”
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she said(sadly. MVX{?‘L = D
Others had begun to settle around the living roorr(—)i duet of old ladies on the sofal— 4 s
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few, younger women scattered around the table, cross-legged on the ﬂooé}mother ona beani@

and the only other man in the room, Ulf, a stockr)).f German, who sat in a chair, appearing
A b Xff*
perplexed as to what he was doing there. Li}h‘fry A rain begun tapping against the windows Anne

kept open to let the staid July heat flow through the room, propelled by old ceiling fans that
“I’1l start then,” Anne went on after a@ silence. “I’ve read a good many books in my
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/( ) Ws to get lost in its mood and although all the critics said this
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book was brilliantly plotted, I never/ﬁav'@ myself over t? }it,ﬂ@;ﬁfﬂﬁ!ﬁﬁ%w ’D . e 7
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“But that’s just one element,isn’t it?” Mar gaad,’ piping up earlier than I had expected. “I
v

do want something happening to the people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to

& see7 how they react. @we%&w@” she said, nudging her head towards
s -
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P pC¥  me, “and-w "were having an argument about whether endings were important. I think an ending
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trembled une{@as they turned.

4
Wi )
8. . ' :
life and the more I’ve gone on reading, the less I’ve G@wnng about the characters.
/—v

is a necessary provocation to keep the story off balance.”
“We have a novel in Germany called Die Wand,” Ulf said, “in which the reader never
MAS— .

{
learns the fate of the woman at the center of thergvel. The story itself is an account of her
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loneliness and isolation and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me, it
was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the
story over to a set and sealed fate; but without a clear ending, they are allowed live on in my
mind.”

“That’s an author’s weakness if he fails at last to deliver a sentence on the characters he
has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being and it’s his responsibility

to the reader to craft as deliberate an ending.” 4 Kp Lrtee p 7 :.B,m« et s fazw? ,\} o

peret i
L6V e The Shiraz had gone a bit to my hea@vertheless\,/l wandered into the kitchen for another

( s e o

glass. I the window above the sink I saw the spires of the old church in Harvard Yard from
where I’d recently heard the songs of a choir in evening practice, the melody so divine and
foreboding that I had stood in the shadows of the empty campus entranced as I had been at the
end of my college days when the whole world seemed as though it had opened itself to me. Only
fleetingly did that sense of liberation still come over me, and when it did, I swore never to forget
it, until, soon after, I lost my grasp on it, unable to recall the depth of that intensity. I knew that
the pursuit of that feeling was what drove many people — like the professor who owned this
house — to stay forever within the walls of a campus, where they were protected from the graying
out that happened if you wandered too far into the real world.

Hyre e~
%J S “You’re being objective,” Anne was saying now, to Mar. “What I want to hear from you

2~

ro- e bt

T Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had, until now, hardly said a word,

s how you felt long after the book was over — what would that feeling be?”

although both looked attentively ?ff the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
became an old man, I might do the same; listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the young

to pass the time.
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“It’s not at all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. I don’t consider
any kind of art to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.”

“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you are missing a
lot of the joy that art brings me. I would have considered that a male perspective — but Ulf
actually feels otherwise.”

Again — Ulf seemed only rattled — looking at me to throw him a line. “Mar’s not being
entirely truthful,” I said. “I don’t see her cry often, but certainly during films, or after reading
certain books, or in a concert, I’ve seen that she’s overtaken by the art.” C'L"”Af "
Mar glared at me — although I had only meant this playfully, without any kind of

criticism of who Mar was. In fact, that book club and the arguments that I was hearing and

making in my mind, even reading, was a play in itself, the words within a novel arranged beside}z

7 / each other to create an enchantment that was often lost from the work I did every day. Never did
) = Anas”
a novel reproduce wholly for me the happiness or tragedy or dullness of ordinary life butﬁcalled

-7~ | out to me as though from behind a wall, and the joy I had was trying to hear, however distantly
\ and imperfectly, what the novel was trying to say to me. But I never said this to the club because
I didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my opinion — the others, after all, were clever and

thoughtful enough that had I listened to what they were saying I might have changed my mind.
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Summary: This is a subsection of a larger novel I am working on, whose larger draft is
currently at about 70,000 words. The story discusses the narrator of the story going with his
friend to a book club - the larger novel is about a doctor who spends his nights on call in the
hospital and his days wandering the city, trying to understand people.

*** Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***
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The Reader
e AT QLTRNSOWN | VOO SHOULY O~ WEITAL AT TN E NNV
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Rarely did I go to book clubs, but Mar dragged me to one assuring me that I would

remain under her protection “from the evil eyes of the female literati.” I had only read three-

quarters of the novel — enough for me to make comment on its narrative structure and the

motives of the protagonist if I needed to; I never believed endings held much value, although

Mar, whﬂt-wevﬂﬁté‘d‘Wought endings were the very moment the novel

I Domr T Sl s TRl ds Tl whtie ot
finally flowered into its ultimate aesthetic.
o ") b 4/\-\1\_6 4?’ -:

7, The house was old but ebwieusly premier property on a quiet, leafy outlet far enough

N
0
Q«"r) ( from the dormitories that there was no risk of drunken students stealing thr_())ugh its gardens at

e
late hours and ﬂuowwmndows. Its owner was a(@'-emexl@i professor who

AT E ?
taught English at Harvard, @gnjﬁ, however, that she was away on sabbatical in Israel,

-

oV e i
§V€H @’ and she had subletted it toAnne, who was barely out of college, with a journalism degree that

\5 7. M0 S peav € ?
W?;‘;EMW had brought her little in the way of vocation. %ﬂi\the professor had graciously offered the sublet
on discount to any student in the same journalism program that had kicked off her meaningful

career years ago. On the kitchen counter Anne had set out plates of brie, slices of baguette,
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Concord grapes, and a bottle of warr{l Shlraz she had already uncorked, offering a glass to Mar
an NM“One of my well-read friends,” Mar said, introducing me to Anne, who smiled wanly from
beneath a pair of thick Warby-Parkers too heavy for her fragile nose and artful eyebrows. “That’s
high praise coming from Mar — she usually leads our talking points.” Anne brought the wine
glass to her rosebud lips. “I tell everyone that I’'m enamored of any kind of reader these days,”
she said sadly.

Others had begun to settle around the living room:— a duet of old ladies on the sofa)- a ,
few, younger women scattered around the table, cross-legged on the floor, another on a beani¢;

WOt DD OO K0P s I
and the only other man in the room, Ulf, a stocky German, who sat in a chair, appearing

perplexed as-to-what-he-was-deing-thiere. Lightly a rain begun tapping®against the windows Anne
o P kept open to let the staid July heat flow through the room, propelled by old ceiling fans that

N2 trembled unevely as they turned.

o

“I’ll start then,” Anne went on after a stony sil;‘:nce. “I’ve read a good many books in my
life and the more I’ve gg_@_g_n reading, the less I’'ve begun caring about the characters.
Nowadays what I want from ; story is to get lost in its mood and althou_)gh all the critics said this
book was brilliantly plotted, I never gave myself over to it, not fully, or'nokholly, anyhow.”

“But that’s just one element isn’t it?”” Mar said, piping up earlier than I had expected. “I
do want something happening to the people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to
see how they react. We were talking earlier on the way here,” she said, nudging her head towards
me, “and we were having an argument about whether endings were important. I think an ending
is a necessary provocation to keep the story off balance.”

“We have a novel in Germany called Die Wand,” Ulf said, “in which the reader never

learns the fate of the woman at the center of the novel. The story itself is an account of her
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loneliness and isolation and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me, it
was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the

story over to a set and sealed fate; but without a clear ending, they are allowed live on in my
mind.” -
P
OJ& A (“J(V bﬁ “That’s an author’s weakness if he falls\at last to deliver a sentence on the characters he
Mo
60'9 has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being and it’s his responsibility

to the reader to craft as deliberate an ending.” mpééﬁ/é .
/ (9

The Shiraz had gone a bit to my head'nevertheless I wandered into the kitchen for another

glass. In the window above the sink I saw the spires of the old church in Harvard Yard from
_ e
where I’@ heard the songs of a choir in evening practice, the melody so divine and
wi~ w7

o K foreboding that I had stood in the shadows of the em/pty campus entranced as I had been at the

end of my college days when the whole world seemed as though it had opened itself to me. Only
\}MC“-’" W CAVSES TS 7

fleetingly did that sense of liberation still come over me, and when it did, I swore never to forget

it, until, soon after, I lost my grasp on it, unable to recall the depth of that intensity. I knew that

the pursuit of that feeling was what drove many people — like the professor who owned this

house — to stay forever within the walls of a campus, where they were protected from th¢ gray_lnﬁ

L " - T—- j
out that happened if you wandered too far into the real world. :

¢
\s & “You’re being objective,” Anne was saying now, to Mar. “What I want to hear from you
withe
‘\Y\
W va is how you felt long after the book was over — what would-that feeling be?”
M
V]

Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had, until now, hardly said a word,
although both looked attentively on the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
v became an old man, I might do the same; listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the young

A “’: to pass the time.
w \‘\6 .
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“It’s not at all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. I don’t consider
any kind of art to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.”
“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you are missing a

lot of the joy that art brings me. I would have considered that a male perspective — but Ulf

. GOTONCE
actually feels otherwise.” wor 75O

qﬁfga‘jn — Ulf seemed only rattled — looking at me to throw him a line. yMar’s not being
entirely truthful,” I said. “I don’t see her cfy oi’teh; but certé.inly during films, or after reading
certain books, or in a concert, I’ve seen that she’s overtaken by the art.”

Mar glared at me — although I had only meant this playfully, without any kind of
criticism of-wio-Mar-was. In fact,gt:;tbbook club and the arguments that I was hearing and

~N making in my mind, even reading, was a play in itself, the words within a novel arranged besidex
1)

each other to create an enchantment that was often lost from the work I did every day. Never did
a novel reproduce wholly for me the happiness or tragedy or dullness of ordinary life but called

out to me as though from behind a wall, and the joy I had was trying to hear, however distantly
w5
’{‘S‘:ﬂﬁf ,and imperfectly, what the novel was trying to say to me. But I never-said this to the club because
Z:'Jq‘j;\\/ I didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my opinion — the others, after all, were clever and
2
A
o thoughtful enough that had I listened to what they were saying I might have changed my mind.
Y/
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Summary: This is a subsection of a [arger-novel I am working on, whose largerdraft is
currently at about 70,000 words. The-story-diseusses-theThis excerpt portrays the narrator of
the story going-withaccompanying his friend to a book club; —the larger-novel is about a
doctor who spends his nights on call in the hospital and his days wandering the city, trying to
understand people.

**% Pages are extracted from the middle of the story. ***

The Reader

Rarely did I go to book clubs, but Mar dragged me to one, assuring me that [ would
remain under her protection “from the evil eyes of the female literati.” I had only read three-
quarters of the novel—, enough for me to make comment on its narrative structure and the
motives of the protagonist if | needed to; I never believed endings held much value, although

Mar, while we watked strolled along Brattle Street, thought endings were the very moment the

novel finally flowered into its uitimate aesthetic.

The house was old but obviously premier property on a quiet, leafy outlet far enough
from the dormitories that there was no risk of drunken students stealing through its gardens at
late hours and throwing bottles at the windows. Its owner was a peri-emeritus professor who
taught English at Harvard; we soon learned, however, that she was away on sabbatical in Israel-
and-sShe had subletted it to Anne, who was barely out of college, with a journalism degree that
had brought her little in the way of vocation. Still, the professor had graciously offered the sublet
on discount to any student in the same journalism program that had kicked off her meaningful

career years ago.
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On the kitchen counter, Anne had set out plates of brie, slices of baguette, Concord
grapes, and a bottle of warm Shiraz she had aiready uncorked.

Anne offered;-effering a glass to Mar and 1.

“One of my well-read friends,” Mar said, introducing me to Anne, who smiled wanly
from beneath a pair of thick Warby-Parkers too heavy for her fragile nose and artful eyebrows.

“That’s high praise coming from Mar.” Anne said. “~—sShe usually leads our talking

points.” Anne brought the wine glass to her rosebud lips. I tell everyone that I’'m enamored of
any kind of reader these days:.” shesaidsadlyShe smiled wistfully.

Others had begun to settle around the living room: —a duet of old ladies on the sofa.— a
few, younger women scattered around the table, cross-legged on the floor, another on a beanie,
and the only other man in the room, UIf, a stocky German, who sat in a chair, appearing
perplexed as to what he was doing there.

Lightly-a-Rrain begun-began tapping against the open windows. Annekept-opentalet
tThe staid July heat flow through the room, propelled by old, whirring ceiling fans that trembled
unevenly-asthey-turaed.

“P’1l start then,” Anne went-said on after a stony silence. “I’ve read a good many books in
my life. and the more I’ve gone on reading, the less I’ve begun caring about the characters.
Nowadays, what 1 want from a story is to get lost in its mood. and although all the critics said
this book was brilliantly plotted, I never gave myself over to it, not fully, or not wholly,
anyhow.”

“But that’s just one element isn’t it?” Mar said, piping up earlier than I'd-had expected. I
de-want something happening to the people in the novel that pushes them up against the wall to

see how they react. We were talking earlier on the way here,” she said, nudging her head towards

Page 2 of 5

Commalt [;4]: Something like that e

Comment [s5]: Break this up m;re ] hi;d to rea

it a few times to fix the scene in my head.

Comment [$6]: Assumption-| re-worded

| Comment [s7]: Why was there a stony silence?

No one was speaking? if so, is “stony” the right
adjective? Seems odd people aren’t chatting about
the book or engaging in small talk amongst
themselves.

-'Comment- [s8]: Isn't she kind of young?

Comme;t [59]: say h_i_;_ _r!ar;ne _Ir_\stead



LITERARY NOVEL EXCERPT: THE READER BY SUSHRUT JANGI

me, “and we were having an argument about whether endings were important. I think an ending
is a necessary provocation to keep the story eff off-balance.”

“We-haveThere’s a novel in Germany called Die Wand,” Ulf said, “in which the reader

never learns the fate of the woman at the center of the novel. The story itself is an account of her (
loneliness and isolation and she does not even know if anyone will ever read her story. For me, it
was the absence of the ending that gave the book its power. An ending gives the people in the
story over to a set and sealed fate; butwithout a clear ending, they are aliowed live on in my
mind.”

“That’s an author’s weakness if he fails at-}ast-to deliver a sentence on the characters he
has imagined,” Mar said. “The author brings them pointedly into being, and it’s his responsibility
to the reader to craft as deliberate an ending.”

The Shiraz had gone a bit to my head. N-nevertheless, I wandered into the kitchen for
another glass. in-the-window abeve the sink1-saw-theThe spires of the old church in Harvard
Yard were visible from the window above the sink. frem-where1°d recently heard the songs of a
choir in evening practice while wandering by the church, the melody so divine and foreboding
that I’-had stood in the shadows of the empty campus entranced as I had been at the end of my
college days when the whole world seemed as though it had opened itself to me. Only fleetingly
did that sense of liberation still come over me, and when it did, 1 swore never to forget it, until,
soon after, | lost my grasp on it, unable to recall the depth of that intensity. I knew that the
pursuit of that feeling was what drove many people — like the professor who owned this house —
to stay forever within the walls of a campus, where they were protected from the graying out that

happened if you wandered too far into the real world.
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“You’re being objective,” Anne was saying now, to Mar. “What 1 want to hear from you
is how you felt long after the book was over—what-would that feelins be?.”

Mar shrugged, glancing at the two old women, who had, until now, hardly said a word,
although both looked attentively on the rest of us, as though amused by our arguments. If I ever
became an old man, I might do the same—:listen to the annoyances and exasperations of the
young to pass the time.

“It’s not at all how I read,” Mar said. “We’ve talked about this before. I don’t consider
any kind of art to be greatly emotional for it to be useful to me.”

“But then I think you’re missing the point,” Anne laughed. “Or at least you'-are missing a
lot of the joy that art brings me. I would have considered that a male perspective — but UIf
actually feels otherwise.”

Again — Ulf seemed only rattled — looking at me to throw him a line. Why not?

“Mar’s not being entirely truthful,” I said. glancing at her and giving her a wink. “I don’t

see her cry often, but certainly during films, or after reading certain books, or in a concert, '+
seen-thit she’s been overtaken by the art.”

Mar glared at me. even though—altheugh I’ -had only meant this playfully, without any
kind of criticism of who Mar was. In fact, that-this book club and the arguments that I was
hearing and making in my mind, even reading, was a play in itself, the words within a novel
arranged besides each other to create an enchantment that was often lost from the work I did
every day. Never did a novel reproduce wholly for me the happiness or tragedy or dullness of
ordinary life. but called out to me as though from behind a wall, and the joy I had was trying to
hear, however distantly and imperfectly, what the novel was trying to say to me. But I aever

didn’t said this to the club because 1 didn’t want anyone to talk me out of my opinion — the
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others, after all, were clever and thoughtful enough that had I listened to what they were saying I

might have changed my mind. Comment [s19]: I'm a bit lost on these last twe
sentences and | read each several times.
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