UPMARKET THRILLER NOVEL EXCERPT: HOME IS WHERE YOU GO BY NANCY WEBB

Summary: Coral Watson returns home to her Texas ranch forty years after the tragedy
that forever changed the lives of those who survived. When long-buried secrets lead to finding
a body on the ranch, Coral and her sister Amber are swept up in a vortex of international

conspiracy.

PROLOGUE ‘Comment [51]; | LOVE prologues, but a ot of
agents don't, and a jot of people don’t read them )
have no idea why; | dan't think peopie know what

Southwest Texas, January, 1976 they are and | know this because | ask people.

| Strange.). =
"Jackalopes are calling!” Gray yelled as he reached inside the barn door and grabbed a
rope looped over a post. He exited in a flash of red and jeans and mud-choked boots. The Comment [52]: good
legendary jackrabbit with deer antlers was thetidstheir most sought-after trophy. Comment [53]: Writing “the kids*” makes It
sound like the narrator s telling the reader, not
Gray

"Hey! Y'all headed out?" Hank Watson called to his son. Shaking the last of the oats into
the horse trough, Hank scratched Buttermilk's forelock. T-ard-the big buckskin tossed her head,
halter chain jangling, demanding her master continue their break fast ritual,

Knocking hay off his boots and khaki trousers, Hank buttoned his canvas jacket against
the wind. He walked through the mud and mist, hopscotching puddles.

L 0c
Stepping into the trailer shed—a lean-to on the south sQe of the barn that glowed sepia-

toned in a yellow bug light—Hank pushed his cowboy hat back and combed his fingers through
his dark straight hair. He paused, a grin sofiening his rugged features as he watched his stair-
stepped, tow-headed children scurrying around, loading the olive drab Jeep. At sixteen, fifieen,

and fourieen, Gray, Coral, and Amber looked like uneven triplets. All wore Santa's recent gifis of
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matching hunting jackets—blue denim with tan corduroy collars and red-plaid blanket linings—
that accentuated their similarities.

Gray, first-born and tallest, topped out at just below six feet, a "tall drink of water” as the

saying went, with baby Amber a bit past five feet, and Coral in between. Each with pale hair, | Comment [$41: 'm 3 tan of sertal commas,
| especially here, where it Jllows the reader to pause
thick and wavy: Gray's buff and outlaw long, in his father's opinion; Coral's pulled back in a e e e
steek honey ponytail; and Amber's banana-puddin’ pageboy. with bangs that refused 1o lie flat.
Eyes of blue gradations, identified by their watercolor painter-mother: azure, hyacinth, and
cerulean—iheir-watercolor-painte-mother-loved-to-use-exact calasnames, But it was in their
faces where each child's individuality showed. Gray, like his father, with straight nose and
chiseled cheekbones; Coral soft and tulip-like, reaching upward; Amber round like the moon
with secret unexplored depths. Comment [85]: Summarize Into a few worts-too

musch description for the beglnning of 2 book
Leaning across the Jeep, Gray stipped his .30-06 into the scabbard on the passenger side

near the gearshift -while Coral took her little sister's shotgun and tucked it with her own on a
piece of old rug between the front seats. The girls climbed through the open sides and into the
back, avoiding the roll bar, a curved pipe just behind the front seats that Hank had welded to his

Army surplus Willys Jeep-his-tinkerine-tey. The spare tire centered above the rear bumper arced

like a blackened moonrise. Comment [56]: Necessary?
Thunderstorms had passed, but clouds hovered; sunrise, still more than an hour away, , | Comment [87]: Need to know at the very
beginning of the story-i've pictured it daylight up to
.. . . - here
played an unknown hand. Hank buttoned his jacket against the lingering gusts from last night's et e & —
ey X : . isplaced if it is-no mention of It before this- would
blue norther that raced across his River Road Ranch dropping the temperature to the mid forties. delete,
Comment [55]: Pick one of two expressions-
"Well, happy 'last day of deer season,’ kids! Y'all gonna get that wily buck been hiding sentence too lang

out by the river?”
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"Sure, him and a mess of jackalopes,” Gray laughed. "But Big Rack don't want to be
taken. You ought to know, missing him last time.”

"Doesn't want to be taken,"” Amber corrected from the back seat.

"Daddy didn't miss him,” Coral said in defense, "his rifle locked up."

"Locked up from buck fever!" Gray punched his father's arm, grinning. "The old man
ain't got it no more.”

"Anymore! Anymore!™ Amber chanted.

"Amber! Pipe down!" Hank shook his head. Amber showing off. Always got to be center
of attention. Little Miss Narciss. he aad-her-matheshey called her, in private—semetimescalled
her.

[section cut]

Stepping back, Hank motioned toward the lane and the southern half of the family's
almost-thirteen hundred acres on the north bank of the Nueces River some sixty miles from the
border with Mexico. "Y'all go have fun. I'll get the pit ready to barbecue those jackalopes when
you get back. Now be sure to get a turkey for your mother.”

"Wait!" The back screen door slammed. Ophelia Watson, her shock of blond curls tied
back, ran down the steps through the porch light circle and out the yard fence gate. "You forgot
your Thermos and snacks!” Her golden banty rooster swaggered out of her way with a

—_—
complaining mﬂ?ﬁ Ophelia ran to the shed, her blue velour robie reaching to her muck boots.
She handed a paper sack to Coral, who stashed it on the back floorboard.

Ophelia gave good-bye kisses all around, and-with one last reminder to the kids to close

the pasture gates so the cattle wouldn't roam.-, Hank stepped back. Arms interlinked, the parents

called in unison, "Good luck!™ and "Be careful!”

Page 3 of 6

Comment [510]: ?

Guod verbs, descaphn

Comment [511]: | can't picture this-maybe have
Ophelia hand it over and step next to Hank. Then
| he takes herarm.



UPMARKET THRILLER NOVEL EXCERPT: HOME IS WHERE YOU GO BY NANCY WEBB

Gray turned on the headlights and backed out of the shed,
[section cut]
Following the two-track lane—hacked through thick mesquite and cactus—that
paralleled the river, Gray cut the engine downwind from the Jackalope Ambush Stands, the kids' Comement [512]: Awkward-reword
name for their deer and hog hunting spot. About a quarter mile south in the pecan bottom, wild
turkeys roosted on the bank of the river. The-pirs—as-instructed wouwld-waitmmit-Gray-shotthea
ek HTOTEI e brush-to-the-river-and-take theirshets.=> a ddressed 1€y para 3{?{,\
“Movewai-fve-minusiesafer e -Gray whispered as-afier he cut the engine. "I'll

probably take him down with my first shot, but you girls wait until five minutes afier | fire,

Count to sixty five times before you start out. And be quiel."

Coral nodded and mouthed, "We will."

"I'lt use my watch,” Amber whispered back. "That's why I'm wearing it, stupid.”

"Whatever," Gray mumbled.

"You be careful, Gray,” Coral said softly. "And here, wear my cap. Your cowboy hat is
too dull for walking through the woods.”

"Deer are colorblind,” Amber informed her brother and sister, who ignored her
enlightened wisdom.

Switching hats, Gray smifed and whispered, "Thanks. Nobody shoot at what you can't see
real clear, Now load up."

A dark still mist swaddled the Jeep. No birds called, no game or varmints ventured
through the underbrush. Twilight lightened the cloud cover; sunrise would come at 7:30, if at all,

The kids had a while to sit and wait, girls in the Jeep and Gray in his deer stand,
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Amber wriggled around and found a kneeling position on the back seat. Coral removed
her gloves and pulled the matching Remington twelve-gauge double barrel shotguns from
between the seats. She handed one to her sister. Breaking the barrel, Amber inserted a brass-and-
green No. 5 lead-shot shell into each chamber and lifted her gun back up.

Gray, reaching to pull his rifle from the scabbard, scooted toward the passenger side and
leaned across the gearshift mound. As usual, the scope hung, He stretched and raised up to
loosen the gun without messing up his scope and precise sighting, issuing a few whispered curse
words as he worked the shoulder stock back and forth with care.

Standing behind the driver's seat, Coral broke the shotgun across her left arm, letting the
barrel fall toward the outside of the Jeep. She pulled a pair of shells from the ha!f dozen stashed
in her jacket pocket and let them slip into the chambers, Snapping the barrel to the locked

position, she shifted the gun to her right forearm. R-and-reaching up, Coral pushed back Gray's

cowboy hat that had inched down on her forchead.
| From next to her, Amber whispered, "I'm ready.”

Coral felt her shotgun slip. Her feet rose from the floorboard as the world exploded.

Her shotgun hit the roll bar. The world exploded again. Brush vibrated with beating bird
wings and panicked wildlife, the blasts replaced by screeching wamings. Frantic shrieks and
screams reverberated through the mist.

I A jackalope paused-Caralsaw- in a clump of prickly pear beside the Jeep.

Gray lay across the front seats. His head—Dblond hair, brains, bits of bone-—covered the

dashboard with red and yellow. The folded windshield, tray-like, held an array of color and mass

‘ that disappeared onto the hood and into the dark.
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An odor of gunpowder and a life stench/death stench filled Coral's nose, permeating her
entire body.

et
h ( Coral's legs locked as she stared down at her brother’s form draped across the ‘i% His

ol
\,J‘ \/I_e a(/ hands clasped the gun's stock, now loosened from the scabbard but hanging part way, His boots
freed of the clutch pedal caught the side of the Jeep and his blue denim shoulders reached the far
side of the passenger seat.

And there he stopped.

He had no head, just pulsing squirts of blood landing somewhere unseen on the running
board and muddy loam beneath the Jeep.

Where's my cap? Coral thought.

Amber huddled in the far corner of the back seat, clutching her shotgun, cringing
trembling, h-Her knees were-pulled to her chest- Hher blue eyes glowed bright circles in the
darkness, made darker by the spare tire's dawn-shadow. She-siared-ai-the back-ofthe passenser
sept-Sheseerted R stee-asshe-rarsed -er shoulders; her head-rotatedhHer vision
moved across the dripping dashboard, iher down the outside line of the seat to the sideways
streams of blood on the running board,

She turned and looked directly into Coral's eyes. In a voice both frigid and lethal, Amber
said, "You shot Gray."

[Prologue continues]

Good writing and start to your story. Afier Gray is shot, think about Coral being in shock

and how much would really reeister in_those first moments.
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- Formatted: Indent: First line: 0"

Summary: Coral Watson returns home to her Texas ranch forty years after the
| tragicedy death that forever changed her fumily. thetives-af thasewho-survived-When long-
buried secrets lead to finding a body on the ranch, Coral and her sister Amber are swept up in
a vortex of international conspiracy.

(9 ]
e
PROLOGUE _ TP T ~&% ¢
"..:.-*'—‘W’"

Southwest Texas, January, 1976

* Jackalopes are calling!" Gray yelled hs he reached inside the barn door and grabbed a Comment, [PHS 151):  this ls Coral's stary then
perhaps start with Coral,
rope looped over a post. He exited in a flash of red and jeans and mud-choked bootd. The ( Comment [PHS 152]: Nice imagery | — |
legendary jackrabbit with deer antlers was the kids' most sought-after trophy.
"Hey! Y'all headed out?" Hank Watson called to his son, Shaking the last of the cats into
the horse trough, Hank scratched Buttermilk's forelock. and t1'he big buckskin tossed her head,
halter chain jangling, demanding her master continue their breakfast ritual.
Knocking hay off his boots and khaki trousers, Hank buttoned his canvas jacket against
the wind. He walked through the mud and mist hopscotching puddles. Comment [PHSTS3]: el 1~ |
Stepping into the trailer shed—a iean-1o on the south side of the bamn that glowed sepia-
toned in a yellow bug light—{]—[ank pushed his cowboy hat back and combed his fingers through ﬁ:::mﬂﬂ:i :::a]: This doesn't belong here
his dark straight hair. He paused-a A_grin softencding his rugged features as he watched his

sipiestepped. jow-headed ]chi]dren scurrying around loading the olive drab Jeep. At sixteen, Comment [PHS I55); No hyphen, ona word.

fifteen, and fourteen, Gray, Coral, and Amber looked like uneven iriplets. All wore Santa's recent
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gifts of matching hunting jackets—blue denim with tan corduroy collars and red-plaid blanket
linings—ihat sccentusted-their similarities,

Gray, first-born and tallest, topped out at just below six feet, a "tall drink of water" as the
saying went, with baby Amber a bit past five feet and Coral fin between. Each with pale hait,
thick and wavy: Gray's buil and outlaw long, in his father's opinion; Coral's sleck honey
ponytail; and Amber's banana-puddin’ pageboy with bangs that refused to lie flat. Eyes of blue

gradations: azure, hyacinth, and cerulean—their watercolor painter-mother loved to use exact

color names. But it was in their faces where each child's individuality showed. Gray like his

father with straight nose and chiseled cheekbones; Coral soft and tulip-like, reaching upward;

Amber round like the moon with secret unexplored depths.

. Gray slipped his .30-06 into the scabbard on the passenger side

near the gearshift while Coral took her little sister's shotgun and tucked it with her own on a

piece of old rug between the front seats. The girls climbed through the open sides and into the

back avoiding the roll bar, a curved pipe just behind the front seats that Hank had welded to his

Army surplus Willys Jeep, his tinkering-toy. The spare tire centered above the rear bumper arced

like a blackened moonrise. . ..
Thunderstorms had passed. but clouds hovered; sunrise, still more than an hour away,

' played an unknown hand. Hank buttoned his jacket pgainst the lingering gusts from last night's

blue norther that raced across his River Road Ranch dropping the temperature to the mid forties.
"Well, happy 'last day of deer season,’ kids! Y'all gonna get that wily buck been hiding

out by the river?”

"Sure, him and a mess of jackalopes,” Gray laughed. "But Big Rack don't want to be

taken. You ought to know, missing him Jast time,"
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"Doesn't want to be taken," Amber corrected from the back seat.

"Daddy didn't miss him," Coral said in defense, "his rifle locked up.”

"Locked up from buck fever!” Grinning. Gray punched his father's arm—grinsinz. "The
old man ain't got it no more."

"Anymore! Anymore!" Amber chanted.

“Amber! Pipe down!" Hank shook his head. Amber showing off. Always gol 1o be center

of attention, Little Miss Narciss he and her mother, in private, sometimes called her.
[section cut]
Stepping back, Hank motioned toward the lane and the southern half of the family's
‘ almast-thirteen hundred acres on the north bank of the Nueces River some sixty miles from the
border with Mexico. "Y'all go have fun. I'll get the pit ready 1o barbecue those jackalopes when
you get back. Now be sure to get a turkey for your mother.”

‘ "Wait!" The back screen door slammed. Ophelia Watson, her shock of blond: curls tied

back, ran down the steps lerough the porch light circle and out the yard fence gate. "You forgot

Comment [PHS I512]: is this Hank thinking or
the narrator talking? If inner thoughts then ltaliclze.

your Thermos and snacks!" Her golden banty rooster swaggered out of her way with a
‘ complaining cackle as Ophelia ran toward them-heshed, her blue velour robe reaching to her
muck bools. She handed a paper sack to Coral, who stashed it on the back floorbeard.
Ophelia gave good-bye kisses all around, m’d%th one last reminder to the kids to close

the pasture gates so the catile wouldn't roam, Hank stepped back. Arms interlinked, the parents

called in unison, "Good luck!" and "Be careful!” Gray turned on the headlights and backed out of

the shed.

[section cut]
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They Flolloweding the two-track lane—hacked through thick mesquite and cactus—that
paralleled the river.: Gray cut the engine downwind from the Jackalope Ambush Stands, the kids'
name for their deer and hog hunting spot. About a quarter mile south in the pecan bottom, wild
turkeys roosted on the bank of the river. The girls, as instructed, would wait until Gray shot, then
sneak though the brush 1o the river and take their shots.

"Now wait five minutes after | fire," Gray whispered as he cut the engine. "I'll probably
take him down with my first shot, but you girls wait. Count to sixty five times before you start
out. And be quiet.”

Coral nodded and mouthed, "We will.”

R Howse pewaten,” Amber wiispered -back. "Fhats-whe-mewesrine-Hostupid 0 m

wearing a watch. stupid.” Amber whispered.

"Whatever,” Gray mumbled.

"You be careful, Gray," Coral said softly. "And here, wear my cap. Your cowboy hat is
oo dulli for walking through the woods."

"Deer are colorblind,” Amber informed her brother and sister, who ignored her
enlightened wisdom.

Switching hats, Gray smiled and whispered, "Thanks. Nobody shoot at what you can't see
real clear, Now load up."

A dark still mist swaddled the Jeep. No birds called, no game or varmints ventured
through the underbrush. -FwilishiDawn lightened the cloud cover; sunrise would come at 7:30, ;f
at all. The kids had a while to sit and wait, girls in the Jeep and Gray in his deer stand.

Amber wriggled srausd-anddound-inio a kneeling position on the back seat. Coral

removed her gloves and pulled the matching Remington twelve-gauge houb]e barrel shotguns
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from between the seats. She handed one to her sister, Breaking the barrel, Amber inserted a
brass-and-green Mo. 5 lead-shot shell into each chamber and lified her gun back up.

Gray. reaching to pull his rifle from the scabbard, scooted toward the passenger side and
leaned across the gearshift mound. As usual, the scope hung. He stretched ard-aised-up to ;:::m [PHS IS15]: I thought he was in the
loosen the gun without messing up his scope and precise sighting, issuing a few whispered curse
words as he worked the shoulder stock back and forth with care.

Standing behind the driver's seat, Coral broke the shotgun across her left arm, letting the
barrel fall toward the outside of the Jeep. She pulled a pair of shells from the half dozen stashed
in her jacket pocket and let them slip into the chambers. Snapping the barrel o the locked
position. she shified the gun to her right forearm and reaching up, Coral pushed back the-Gray's
cowboy hat that had inched down on her forehead.

From next to her Amber whispered, "I'm ready."

Cﬁ‘qs.'s Sned SonShpped:

. Her feet rose from the floorboard as the world exploded.

Her shotgun hit the roll bar. The world exploded again. Brush vibrated with beating bird
wings and panicked wildlife, the blasts replaced by screeching warnings. Frantic shricks and
screams reverberated through the mist

A jackalope paused—Eesat-saw—in a clump of prickly pear beside the Jeep.

Gray lay across the front seats. His head—blond hair, brains, bits of bone—covered the
dashboard with red and yellow. The folded windshicld, tray-like, held an array of color and mass
that disappeared onto the hood and into the dark. An odor of gunpowder and a life stench/death
stench filled Coral's nose, permeating her entire body.

Coral's legs locked as she stared down at her brother's form draped across the seats. His

hands clasped the gun's stock, now loosened from the scabbard tarimmmeine-parwey. His boots
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freed of the clutch pedal caught the side of the Jeep and his biue denim shoulders reached the far
side of the passenger seal. And there he stopped. He had no head, just pulsing squirts of blood
landing somewhere unseen on the running board and muddy loam beneath the Jeep.

iWhere's my cap? Coral thought. Comment [PHS IS16]: Interesting. This
thought Is so much better than just saying “Coral
| wasin shock.”

Amber huddled in the far corner of the back seat clutching her shotgun, cringing,
trembling. Her knees were pulled to her chest; her blue eyes glowed bright circles in the darkness
made darker by the spare tire's dawn-shadow. She stared at the back of the passenger seat. She
seemed to grow in size as she raised her shoulders; her head rotated, her vision moved across the
dripping dashboard then down the outside line of the scat to the sideways streams of blood on the
running board. She turned and looked directly into Coral's eyes. In a voice Irigid and lethal,
Amber said, "You shetkilled Gray."

[Prologue continues]

Naney, Your writing is beautifisl gnd this scene is very emaotional, The imagery you use is

stellar: | could picture evervthing in mv head. One thing vou mav want 1o consider (or ignorel is

—

clling this scene from Coral’s POV, Right now it starts with Grav's POV, then shifts mostly to

Dad’s. then Coral’s for a short time., But Coral savs very little i this scene, she’s almost invisible

until the gun goes off, | set mere of 3 sense for Amber’s personality than anvone else’s, From

vour summary it sounds ke this is Coral’s story. and if that’s the case then perhaps telling what

happened lrom Coral’s POV might be more poweriul for this scene, You could let the reader in

on how she felt about Grav and Amber, so when Grav is killed the reader can have o better idea

for Coral’s reaction ieven thouwrh she is in shock). Did she hate her brother? Did she adore him?

Besides losing a brother (through her own mistake ) what else did she lose? Her best friend? Her
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protector? Her enemsy? H vou show us a little bit of their relationship before the trapedyv 1 think

this scene can be even more powerful.
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Summary: Coral Watson returns home to her Texas ranch forty years after the tragedy
that forever changed the lives of those who survived. When long-buried secrets lead to finding
a body on the ranch, Coral and her sister Amber are swept up in a vortex of international
conspiracy.

rd

PROLOGUE ul. oh ..

Southwest Texas, Januvary, 1976
T/u- X-7¢w—au [f’\/' i

2

"Jackalopes are calling!" Gray yelled,as he reached inside the barn door and grabbed a
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rope looped over a post. He exited in a flash of red and jeans and mud-clﬁ/hgd boots. The (P
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matching hunting jackets—blue denim with tan corduroy collars and red-plaid blanket linings—
that accentuated their similarities.
Gray, first-born and tallest, topped out at just below six feet, a "tall drink of wate}'_;' as the

" (7l v ;
saying went, with baby Amber a bit past five feet and Coral in between. Each with pale hair,

thick and wavy: Gray's buff and outlaw long, in his father's opinion; Coral's sleek honey *Wﬁv\7 ;
ponytail; and Amber's banana-puddin’ pageboy with bangs that refused to lie flat. Eyes of blue
gradations: azure, hyacinth, and cerulean—their watercolnter-mother loved to use exact

color names. But it was in their faces where each child's individuality showed. Gralgg‘yke his
: -

fath@ith straight nose and chiseled cheekbones;j Coral soft and tulip-like, reaching upwa‘auﬁ_"/gI

Amber round like the moon with secret unexplored depths. . ]D 4
huptiey 7
Leaning across the Jeep, Gray slipped his .30-06 into the scabbard on the passenger side

Aonbers
near the gearshift while Coral took-herlittle-sister's shotgun and tucked it with her own on a

piece of old rug between the front seats. The girls climbed through the open sides and into the

ba@voiding the roll bar,a-eumad,pi-pe-j-usbbehi-nd-me-ﬁomi{that Hank had welded to his

Army surplus W Jeep, his tinkering-toy.ﬁhe spare tire centered above the rear bumper arced

o A7 :
like a blackened moonrise. }™¢* / 59 145
b SM( yd "
Thunderstorms had passe@}ut clouds hovered; sunrise, still more than an hour away,
N

4

ElZyed an unknown h@ Hank buttoned his jacket against the lingering gusts from last night's
badt ¥t . R

blue norther that raced across his River Road Ranc@om:mg the temperature to the mid forties. 9
f\ W\-ﬂv“’t

59»00;% 1ol "Well, happy 'last day of deer season,’ kids! Y'all gonna get that wily buck been hiding
out by tw"_________
0 T——
"Sure, him and a mess of jackaIOp@“Ei\ray laugheﬂ“But Big Rack don't want to be

taken. You ought to know, missing him last time."
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"Doesn't want to be taken," Amber corrected from the back seat.

"Daddy didn't miss him," Coral said in defem@'ﬂ(s rifle locked up."

"Locked up from buck fever!" Gray punched his father's arm, grinning. "The old man
ain't got it no more."”

"Anymore! Anymore!" Amber chanted.

"Amber! Pipe down!" Han‘l; shook his head. Amber showing off. Always got to be/} center
of attention. Little Miss Narcisski;ek and her mothez@'l privaW

[section cut]

Stepping back, Hank motioned toward the lane and the southern half of the family's _ ?[f%
almost-thirteen hundred acres on the north bank of the Nueces River some sixty miles from the | yjy,, &
border with Mexico. "Y'all go have fun. I'll get the pit ready to barbecue those jackalopes when

Ahp( l}-\,f t édb\.c ﬂl\
you get back. Now be sure to get a turkey for your mother." ~N<f e O}% '

This nan~ -
6.235 ’FDV

£ x/ [nme Ybdck, ran down the steps through the porch light circle and out thﬁard fence g;% "You forgot

"Wait!" The back screen door slammed. Ophelia Watson, her shock of blond curls tied

your Thermos and snacks!" Her golden banty rooster swaggered out of her way with a
complaining cackle as Ophelia ran to the shed, her blue velour robe reaching to her muck boots.
She handed a paper sack to Coral, who stashed it on the back floorboard.
Ophelia gave good-bye kisses all arom@aag Jﬂ{h one last reminder to the kids to close
the pasture gates so the cattle wouldn't roam, Hank stepped back. Arms interlinked, the parents = 022"(
+ff4m-f-f
called in unison, "Good luck!" and "Be careful!" Gray turned on the headlights and backed out of

the shed.

[section cut]
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ollowing the two-track lane—hacked through thick mesquite and cactus—that

paralleled the ri\@. Gray cut the engine downwind from the Jackalope Ambush Stands, the kids'
name for their deer and hog hunting spot. About a quarter mile south in th%ican bottcﬂ, wild
turkeys roosted on the bank of the river. The girls, as instructed, would wait until Gray shot, then
sneak thElIgh the brush to the river and take their shots.

"No@ait five minutes after I fire,” Gray whispered as he cut the engine. "I'll probably
take him down with my first shot, but you girls wait. Count to sixty five times before you start
out. And be quiet.” \J [/L%(;

Coral nodded and mouthed, "We will."

"I'll use my watch," Amber whispered back. "That's why I'm wearing it, stupid."

"Whatever," Gray mumbled. Ol arg

"You be careful, Gray," Coral said softly. "And here, wear my cap. Your cowboy hat is
too dull for walking through the woods."

"Deer are colorblind," Amber informed her brother and sister, who ignored her
enlightened wisdom.

Switching hats, Gray smiled and whispered, "Thanks. Nobody shoot at what you can't see
real clear. Now load up."”

A dark still mist swaddled the Jeep. No birds called, no game or varmints ventured
through the underbrush. Twilight lightened the cloud cover; sunrise would come at 7:30, if at all.
The kids had a while to sit and wait, girls in the Jeep and Gray in his deer stand.

Amber wriggled around and found a kneeling position on the back seat. Coral removed

her gloves and pulled the matching Remington twelve-gauge doub@rrel shotguns from
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between the seats. She handed one to her sister. Breaking the barrel, Amber inserted a brass-and-
green No. 5 lead-shot shell into each chamber and lifted her gun back up.

Gray, reaching to pull his rifle from the scabbard, scooted toward the passenger side and

canght
leaned across the gearshift mound. As usual, the scope hung. He stretched and raised up to
loosen the gun without messing up his scope and precise sighting, issuing a few whispered curse
words as he worked the shoulder stock back and forth with care.

Standing behind the driver's seat, Coral broke the shotgun across her left arm, letting the
barrel fall toward the outside of the Jeep. She pulled a pair of shells from the half dozen stashed
in her jacket pocket and let them slip into the chambers. Snapping the barrel to the locked
position, she shifted the gun to her right forea , Eetal pushed back Gray's
cowboy hat that had inched down on her forehead.

From next to h@mber whispered, "I'm ready." 9

]

Coral felt her shotgun slip{Her feet rose from the ﬂoorboa@s the world exploded.
vecolt i . . . —
Her/\ shotgun'hit the roll barl The world exploded agair¥. Brush vibrated with beating bird
wings and panicked wildlife, the blasts replaced by screeching warnings. Frantic shrieks and

screams reverberated through the mist.
reo g L

Vé’a/ /77 mlope @Coral saw, in a clump of prickly pear beside the Jeep.

Gray lay across the front seats. His head—blond hair, brains, bits of bone he

dashboard with red and yellow. The folded windshield, tray-liken array of color and mass

. vr b
that disappeared onto the hood and into the dark. An odor of gunpowder and E’fe stench/deatrﬁ "e
stench filled Coral's nose, permeating her entire body. MY

Coral's legs locked as she stared down at her brother's form draped across the seats. His
T
hand% clasll)ed the gun's stock,&nndmsemdﬁmmﬁmhmm_huLhmMM His boots
I
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P
~Z
Fai i

fre t caught the side of the Jeep and his blue denim shoulders reached the far

e

side of the passenger sez%ll’ And there he stopped. He had no head, just pulsing squirts of blood

landing somewhere unseen on the running board and muddy loam beneath the Jeep.

— -
p/Where's my cap?lCoral thoughﬂ - /fl $530¢€i4 l , o~ & Carh (7 ¢

Amber huddied in the Wack se@utcmng her shotgun, cringing,

trembling. Her knees were pulled to her chest; her blue eyes glowed bright circles in the darkness

mwmwsm stared at the back of the passenger sea&he
a

seemed to grow in size a$ she raised her shoulder§Jfigr head rotated, her vision moved across the

dripping dashboard then down thto the sldﬂamgﬁ streams of blood on the

running board.'She tumed and looked directly into Coral's eyes. In a voice frigid and lethal,
Amber said, "You shot Gray." — ([ Z\a"h e T{’ s
[Prologue continues]
/\/ I'Z‘Lf {. [

“’Vw‘w pvalt
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Nancy-

I'm impressed with the contrast between the quiet, gentle beginning of this story and the
violent conclusion. 1 guess I should have suspected that such a peaceful opening would lead to
the horror you describe here. Good job. You've captured a life changing accident.

You took me by surprise.

[ have no real problems with this opening scene.

Naye

Summary: Coral Watson returns home to her Texas ranch forty years after the tragedy
that forever changed the lives of those who survived. When long-buried secrets lead to finding
a body on the ranch, Coral and her sister Amber are swept up in a vortex of international
conspiracy.

PROLOGUE

Southwest Texas, January, 1976

"Jackalopes are calling!" Gray yelled (7o w/iom?) as he reached inside the barn door and
grabbed a rope looped over a post. He exited in a flash of red and jeans and mud-choked boots.
The legendary jackrabbit with deer antlers was the kids' most sought-after trophy.

(Transition between the first and second paragraph. Confused as to where [ was and
where [ went to.)

"Hey! Y'all headed out?" Hank Watson called to his son. Shaking the last of the oats into
the horse trough, Hank scratched Buttermilk's forelock and the big buckskin tossed her head,
halter chain jangling, demanding her master continue their breakfast ritual.

Knocking hay off his boots and khaki trousers, Hank buttoned his canvas jacket against

the wind. He walked through the mud and mist hopscotching puddles.

G wlk i*ﬁw "(ng
Page 1 of 6 R\JE; Joon ,&&i"y i‘”



UPMARKET THRILLER NOVEL EXCERPT: HOME IS WHERE YOU GO BY NANCY WEBB

Stepping into the trailer shed—a lean-to on the south side of the barn that glowed sepia-
toned in a yellow bug light—Hank pushed his cowboy hat back and combed his fingers through
his dark straight hair. He paused, a grin softening his rugged features as he watched his stair-
stepped (7}, tow-headed children scurrying around loading the olive drab Jeep. At sixteen,
fifteen, and fourteen, Gray, Coral, and Amber looked like uneven triplets. All wore Santa's recent

.éiﬁs of matching hunting jackets—blue denim with tan corduroy collars and red-plaid blanket
linings—that accentuated their similarities.

Gray, first-bomn and tallest, topped out at just below six feet, a "tall drink of water" as-the
saying-went; with baby Amber a bit past five feet and Coral in between. Each with pale hair,
thick and wavy: Gray's buff and outlaw long, in his father's opinion; Coral's sleek honey
ponytail; and Amber's banana-puddin’ pageboy with bangs that refused to lie flat. Eyes of blue
gradations: azure, hyacinth, and cerulean—their watercolor painter-mother loved to use exact
color names. But it was in their faces where each child's individuality showed. Gray like his
father with straight nose and chiseled cheekbones; Coral soft and tulip-like, reaching upward;
Amber round like the moon with secret unexplored depths. (7wo paragraphs of physical
description may be a bit much.)

Leaning across the Jeep, Gray slipped his .30-06 into the scabbard on the passenger side
near the gearshift while Coral took her little sister's shotgun and tucked it with her own on a
piece of old rug between the front seats. The girls climbed through the open sides and into the
back avoiding the roll bar, a curved pipe just behind the front seats that Hank had welded to his
Army surplus Willys Jeep, his tinkering-toy. The spare tire centered above the rear bumper arced

like a blackened moonrise.
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Thunderstorms had passed but clouds hovered; sunrise, still more than an hour away,
played an unknown hand. Hank buttoned his jacket against the lingering gusts from last night's
blue norther that raced across his River Road Ranch dropping the temperature to the mid forties.

"Well, happy 'last day of deer season,’ kids! Y'all gonna get that wily buck been hiding
out by the river?"

"Sure, him and a mess of jackalopes,” Gray laughed. "But Big Rack don't want to be
taken. You ought to know, missing him last time."

"Doesn't want to be taken," Amber corrected from the back seat.

"Daddy didn't miss him," Coral said in defense, "his rifle locked up."

"Locked up from buck fever!" Gray punched his father's arm, grinning. "The old man
ain't got it no more."

"Anymore! Anymore!” Amber chanted.

"Amber! Pipe down!" Hank shook his head. Amber showing off. Always got to be center
of attention. Little Miss Narciss he and her mother, in private, sometimes called her.

[section cut]

Stepping back, Hank motioned toward the lane and the southern half of the family's
almost-thirteen hundred acres on the north bank of the Nueces River some sixty miles from the
border with Mexico. "Y'all go have fun. I'll get the pit ready to barbecue those jackalopes when
you get back. Now be sure to get a turkey for your mother."

"Wait!" The back screen door slammed. Ophelia Watson, her shock of blond curls tied
back, ran down the steps through the porch light circle and out the yard fence gate. "You forgot

your Thermos and snacks!" Her golden banty rooster swaggered out of her way with a
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complaining cackle as Ophelia ran to the shed, her blue velour robe reaching to her muck boots.
She handed a paper sack to Coral, who stashed it on the back floorboard.

Ophelia gave good-bye kisses all around, and with one last reminder to the kids to close
the pasture gates so the cattle wouldn't roam, Hank stepped back. Arms interlinked, the parents
called in unison, "Good luck!" and "Be careful!” Gray turned on the headlights and backed out of
the shed.

[section cut]

Following the two-track lane—hacked through thick mesquite and cactus—that
paralleled the river, Gray cut the engine downwind from the Jackalope Ambush Stands, the kids'
name for their deer and hog hunting spot. About a quarter mile south in the pecan bottom, wild
turkeys roosted on the bank of the river. The girls, as instructed, would wait until Gray shot, then
sneak though the brush to the river and take their shots.

"Now wait five minutes after I fire," Gray whispered as he cut the engine. "I'll probably
take him down with my first shot, but you girls wait. Count to sixty five times before you start
out. And be quiet."

Coral nodded and mouthed, "We will."

"T'll use my watch," Amber whispered back. "That's why I'm wearing it, stupid.”

"Whatever," Gray mumbled.

"You be careful, Gray," Coral said softly. "And here, wear my cap. Your cowboy hat is
too dull for walking through the woods."

"Deer are colorblind,” Amber informed her brother and sister, who ignored her

Page 4 of 6



UPMARKET THRILLER NOVEL EXCERPT: HOME IS WHERE YOU GO BY NANCY WEBB

Switching hats, Gray smiled and whispered, "Thanks. Nobody shoot at what you can't see
real clear. Now load up.”

A dark still mist swaddled the Jeep. No birds called, no game or varmints ventured
through the underbrush. Twilight lightened the cloud cover; sunrise would come at 7:30, if at all.
The kids had a while to sit and wait, girls in the Jeep and Gray in his deer stand.

Amber wriggled around and found a kneeling position on the back seat. Coral removed
her gloves and pulled the matching Remington twelve-gauge double barrel shotguns from
between the seats. She handed one to her sister. Breaking the barrel, Amber inserted a brass-and-
green No. 5 lead-shot shell into each chamber and lifted her gun back up.

Gray, reaching to pull his rifle from the scabbard, scooted toward the passenger side and
leaned across the gearshift mound. As usual, the scope hung. He stretched and raised up to
loosen the gun without messing up his scope and precise sighting, issuing a few whispered curse
words as he worked the shoulder stock back and forth with care,

Standing(”) behind the driver's seat, Coral broke the shotgun across her left arm, letting
the barrel fall toward the outside of the Jeep. She pulled a pair of shells from the half dozen
stashed in her jacket pocket and let them slip into the chambers. Snapping the barrel to the
locked position, she shifted the gun to her right forearm and reaching up, Coral pushed back
Gray's cowboy hat that had inched down on her forehead.

From next to her Amber whispered, "I'm ready."

Coral felt her shotgun slip. Her feet rose from the floorboard as the world exploded.

Her shotgun hit the roll bar. The world exploded again. Brush vibrated with beating bird
wings and panicked wildlife, the blasts replaced by screeching warnings. Frantic shrieks and

screams reverberated through the mist.
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A jackalope paused, Coral saw, in a clump of prickly pear beside the Jeep.

Gray lay across the front seats. His head—blond hair, brains, bits of bone—covered the
dashboard with red and yellow. The folded windshield, tray-like, held an array of color and mass
that disappeared onto the hood and into the dark. An odor of gunpowder and a life stench/death
stench filled Coral's nose, permeating her entire body.

Coral's legs locked as she stared down at her brother's form draped across the seats. His
hands clasped the gun's stock, now loosened from the scabbard but hanging part way. His boots
freed of the clutch pedal caught the side of the Jeep and his blue denim shoulders reached the far
side of the passenger seat. And there he stopped. He had no head, just pulsing squirts of blood
landing somewhere unseen on the running board and muddy loam beneath the Jeep.

Where's my cap? Coral thought.

Amber huddled in the far corner of the back seat clutching her shotgun, cringing,
trembling. Her knees were pulled to her chest; her blue eyes glowed bright circles in the darkness
made darker by the spare tire's dawn-shadow. She stared at the back of the passenger seat. She
seemed to grow in size as she raised her shoulders; her head rotated, her vision moved across the
dripping dashboard then down the outside line of the seat to the sideways streams of blood on the
running board. She turned and looked directly into Coral's eyes. In a voice frigid and lethal,
Amber said, "You shot Gray."

[Prologue continues]

(Arresting opening scene. You've established a pretty high bar with this. Good work.)
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Summary: Coral Watson returns home to her Texas ranch forty years after the tragedy
that forever changed the lives of those who survived. When long-buried secrets lead to finding
a body on the ranch, Coral and her sister Amber are swept up in a vortex of international

TR e Gl Ao oA ST

PROLOGUE o
h 15
Southwest Texas, January, 1976 Xe,y
G Azt! En mediae pes b 7 A
(el 2o 510~ drann VT, J q’t

"Jackalopes are calling!" Gray yelled as he reached inside the barn door and grabbed a

rope looped over a post. He exited in a flash of red and jeans and mud-choked boots. The gm

legendary jackrabbit with deer antlers was the kids' most sought-after trophy.

"Hey! Y'all headed out?" Hank Watson called to his son. Shaking the last of the oats into
the horse trough, Hank scratched Buttermilk's forelock and the big buckskin tossed her head,
halter chain jangling, demanding her master continue their breakfast ritual.

7 =

4«4‘6"‘“6 @:ﬁ, hay off his boots and khaki trousers, Hank buttoned his canvas jacket against
5

ee the wind. He walked through the mud and mist hopscotching puddles.
dwve 7(5 Stepping into the trailer shed—a lean-to on the south side of the barn that glowed sepia-

ey

7" toned in a yellow bug light—Hank pushed his cowboy hat back and combed his fingers through
H; =

%b/(}/-wL Z & 7his'dark traight hair. He paused, a grin softening his rugged features as he watched his stair-
(L4 v .
M xﬁ stepped, tow-headed children scurrying around loading the olive drab Jeep. At sixteen, fifteen,

é«r/
and fourteen, Gray, Coral, and Amber looked like uneven triplets. All wore Santa's recent gifts of
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matching hunting jackets—blue denim with tan corduroy collars and red-plaid blanket linings—
@ Q} 7 that accentuated their similarities.
Cal
VT Gray, first-born and tallest, topped out at just below six feet, a "tall drink of water" as the
saying went, with baby Amber a bit past five feet and Coral in between. Each with pale hair,
thick and wavy: Gray's buff and outlaw long, in his father's opinion; Coral's sleek honey

ponytail; and Amber's banana-puddin' pageboy with bangs that refused to lie flat. Eyes of blue L

‘V/ ( ~&
gradations: azure, hyacinth, and cerulean—their watercolor pamtenz)nother loved to use exact V“&“?

color names. But it was in their faces where each child's individuality showed. Gray like his 2!
father with straight nose and chiseled cheekbones; Coral soft and tulip-like, quc_h_igg_u;lmd; M A
Amber round like the moon with secret unexplored depths.
Leaning across the Jeep, Gray slipped his .30-06 into the scabbard on the passenger side
near the gearshift while Coral took her little sister's shotgun and tucked it with her own on a
piece of old rug between the front seats. The girls climbed through the open sides and into the
back avoiding the roll bar, a curved pipe just behind the front seats that Hank had welded to his
Army surplus Willys Jeep, his tinkering-toy. The spare tire centered above the rear bumper arced
like a blackened moonrise.
Thunderstorms had passed but clouds hovered; sunrise, still more than an hour away,
played an unknown hand. Hank buttoned his jacket against the lingering gusts from last night's
blue norther that raced across his River Road Ranch dropping the temperature to the mid forties.
"Well, happy 'last day of deer season@s! Y'all gonna get that wily buck been hiding
out by the river?"
"Sure, him and a mess of jackalopes," Gray laughed. "But Big Rack don't want to be

taken. You ought to know, missing him last time."
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"Doesn't want to be taken," Amber corrected from the back seat.

"Daddy didn't miss him," Coral said in defense, "his rifle locked up."

"Locked up from buck fever!" Gray punched his father's arm, grinning. "The old man
ain't got it no more."

"Anymore! Anymore!" Amber chanted.

7, "Amber! Pipe down!" Hank shook his head. Amber showing off. Always got to be center

N,,_(C/‘g"s\) L=

of attention. Little Miss Narciss he and her mother, in private, sometimes called her.

[section cut]

Stepping back, Hank motioned toward the lane and the southern half of the family's
almost-thirteen hundred acres on the north bank of the Nueces River some sixty miles from the
border with Mexico. "Y'all\,/go have fun. I'll get the pit ready to barbecue those jackalopes when
you get back. Now\}be sure to get a turkey for your mother."

"Wait!" The back screen door slammed. Ophelia Watson, her shock of blond curls tied
/\vf 7{% /Bacﬁ ran down the steps through the porch light circle and out the yard fence gate. "You forgot

your Thermos and snacks!" Her golden banty rooster swaggered out of her way with a
complaining cackle as Ophelia ran to the shed, her blue velour robe reaching to her muck boots.
She handed a paper sack to Coral, who stashed it on the back floorboard.

Ophelia gave good-bye kisses all around, and with one last reminder to the kids to close
the pasture gates so the cattle wouldn't roam, Hank stepped back. Arms interlinked, the parents
called in unison, "Good luck!" and "Be careful!" Gray turned on the headlights and backed out of
the shed.

[section cut]
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Following the two-track lane—hacked through thick mesquite and cactus—that
paralleled the river, Gray cut the engine downwind from the Jackalope Ambush Stands, the kids'

name for their deer and hog hunting spot. About a quarter mile south in the pecan bottom, wild

turkeys roosted on the bank of the river. The girls, as instructed, would wait until Gray shot, then (} ” ol
P N—— = ) h)
sneak though the brush to the river and take their shots. G Q)HX
"Now wait five minutes after I fire," Gray whispered as he cut the engine. "T'll probably
take him down with my first shot, but you girls wait. Count to sixty five times before you start
out. And be quiet."
Coral nodded and mouthed, "We will."
"I'll use my watch," Amber whispered back. "That's why I'm wearing i@picg oo 7‘&2;7;
"Whatever," Gray mumbled.
"You be careful, Gray," Coral said softly. "And here, wear my cap. Your cowboy hat is ()
L ¥R
too dull for walking through the woods." %& "ko T W

VoA -
] <
"Deer are colorblind," Amber informed her brother and sister, who ignored her Y 2o {fs;b

enlightened wisdom. (,L::/‘V
Switching hats, Gray smiled and whispered, "Thanks. Nobody shoot at what you can't see ﬁp’ﬁf/v/{ ‘
real clear. Now load up." ~
A dark still mist swaddled the Jeep. No birds called, no game or varmints ventured
through the underbrush. Twilight lightened the cloud cover; sunrise would come at 7:30, if at all.
The kids had a while to sit and wait, girls in the Jeep and Gray in his deer stand.

Amber wriggled around and found a kneeling position on the back seat. Coral removed

her gloves and pulled the matching Remington twelve-gauge double barrel shotguns from
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between the seats. She handed one to her sister. Breaking the barrel, Amber inserted a brass-and-
green No. 5 lead-shot shell into each chamber and lifted her gun back up.

\ \~7 Gray, reaching to pull his rifle from the scabbard, scooted toward the passenger side and
W /\/‘b . Yy glop p 14 ‘,&‘s op

o€
s g leaned across the gearshift mound. As usual, the scope hung. He stretched and raised up to i

o e (S o
loosen the gun without messing up his scope and precise sighting, issuing a few whispered curse

words as he worked the shoulder stock back and forth with care. S (”(‘L) z (ft’u ‘
Standing behind the driver's seat, Coral broke the shotgun across her left arm, letting the
barrel fall toward the outside of the Jeep. She pulled a pair of shells from the half dozen stashed
e ? ,z) in her jacket pocket and let them slip into the chambers. Snapping the barrel to the locked
position, she shifted the gun to her right forearm and reaching up, Coral pushed back Gray's

cowboy hat that had inched down on her forehead.
7

~)
93 o s S22,
7 From next to her Amber whispered, "I'm ready." DI . _a' N 2. oed.
\,S'\‘*-"\ff "Co At = %ﬂu’f'gww >, f)
\X‘N’S‘ '~ _  Coral felt her shotgun slip. Her feet rose from the floorboard as the world exploded.

Her shotgun hit the roll bar. The world exploded again. Brush vibrated with beating bird

wings and panicked wildlife, the blasts replaced by screeching warnings. Frantic shrieks and

screams reverberated through the mist. {UJ;S wee ek chsd t”} gwm%&j@_:;%m
A jackalope paused, Coral saw, in a clump of prickly pear beside the Jeep. Q« s
Gray lay across the front seats. His head—blond hair, brains, bits of bone—covered the Oivth \
VIU/'“ 1 dashboard with red and yellow. The fj)_l_clq_q windshield, tray-like, held an array of color and mass
that disappeared onto the hood and into the dark. An odor of gunpowder and a life stench/death
stench filled Coral's nose, permeating her entire body. ot ﬁM 2 36 % ‘f:\ﬁ: ; fv:-v’%

Coral's legs locked as she stared down at her brother's form draped across the seats. His

hands clasped the gun's stock, now loosened from the scabbard but hanging part way. His boots

R
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freed of the clutch pedal caught the side of the Jeep and his blue denim shoulders reached the far ‘/y( \f"‘(
HJ, ()
side of the passenger seat. And there he stopped. He had no head, just pulsing squirts of blood r"f) 4 M
;'l}’
landing somewhere unseen on the running board and muddy loam beneath the Jeep. > NS
ﬂﬂ‘ 's aﬂé’;{,s‘b _
y Where s my cap? Coral thought. Vyg;p)"
Amber huddled in the far corner of the back seat clutching her shotgun, cringing,
j’“’ 7/{ t?%mbling. Her knees were pulled to her chest; her blue eyes glowed bright circles in the darkness

UX; made darker by the spare tire's dawn-shadow. She stared at the back of the passenger seat. She

M@P‘a seemed to grow in size as she raised her shoulders; her head rotated, her vision moved across the
dripping dashboard then down the outside line of the seat to the sideways streams of blood on th

running board. She turned and looked directly into Coral's eyes. In a voice frigid and lethal,

o esds wf st 2o
Active v / gdkde,d?\ ;

%L‘a./ (M\;«d\ |"'6’f(>(f\QJ %/Wu)%)
czfnrc-_::{ ;7(‘ g,qr'uaa&e)m_?

Amber said, "You shot Gray."

[Prologue continues]
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