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g of Aﬁku_sn outside your lover’s house, a smgl& se rests besnde you, poem Jorbor
A e W';}% ‘;v_n’:‘(l'ﬂ_f' 7—((""\‘ ,/{U,
clglzféd in your right hand. You J @ other hand in your lv;,j.'u
pocket, grasping onto the engagement rin%)?o) hope that it will secure the love and commitment
=
for your future together.
\,s"ﬂ Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing
N3 s
&' g&\ next to a bakery oven msummmfemeoé’[ou-loek«(@ yard md—see—i-t—"s‘?gpacious but
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seems more angular due to the many Efak trees that line its edges, displaying their leaves’ mural -
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of fall colors. Jasesiptt

You are scared about changing your relationship, but you do-netknow-whatclscto-de’
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with-your new lease on life after the war. You feel that no one else will love you the way she

does. However, she tells you that h‘:ﬂf-f'ggmething inside of you died on the battlefield and is
incapable of resurrection. (st= hae
Vw}ﬂ/ e you take ot out a WWWCH on the full moon’s
o intimidating presence,,{l'he night holds-ﬂitr m{ﬁfburmng Christmas trees, while the street
‘Jéj‘l) S llghts illuminate a hellish reflection like the color of dried blood in the moonlight. e crlar
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The smoke does little to calm erves-as &&motion-o?glowin_/gTe;res makJ the””

violent and erratic patterns; hee-the
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E-"f; & You continue to ask yourself how t@ﬁ@the proposal. What will you tell her about
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ér/ your true feelings? How will you phrase the wi N S
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Bad memories continue to distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered It’s as
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C «~  if you see yourself in a broken mirrorduﬂ'ﬁ'g'a‘l'i'ghmi-ng—atq(ré
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You th# the time, just before you went away, when you gave her a gold bracelets M*% I
D '
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for her birthday@at was originally meam She felt that you had forgotten her L ‘,.,MJ»}

\} 7
H,-) \j"# '+ special day, but you assured her that you hadn’t, yet you didn’t have enough money for another wM,,t
{{«,r M

s
JJ bracelet for her. @Qer rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.
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These disagreements might make her decline your pi;m:&!ﬂ%l&w
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W%ould mean heartbreak for all of eternity. Fhe-future-with-her might-hotd ™~
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f r:S f-z.-,_/ (ﬁgrm&@ﬁle day your bus drove you away fo? the war@tood there crying and
erd 2l disappear
l-;i mf‘}gquite solemn. Your lover then blew a final kiss, before gojrfg out of si;i for a year, and that is
l«z::; 4o the sole reason that you made it back hom@—-dan{-em-lclsx‘mmﬁwhr’“ ( v
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4 'ﬂ}d""' Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your love rejects you?

6/,-6*

!

What if she laughs at your poem? She would not do that, would she? This love of yours would
not be that insincere. How long have you known her?

It is then that you wonder if this is already a dead proposal. The question is not so much

if you love her, but gmm@gw:m{' gggﬁhe still
love you after all the both of you have been th.rough;?' oo
. -~ A
2 (e
e At that final thought, up-pu}!&-ﬂacjéadil] , your love inside. Y; an]easant thoughts
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still seem to bounce around in your head, like white blood cells running away from a recursive
virus. oA s
gy — TRl e
You take a step toward;y the vehicle, then another. You are dgljcﬁd by the night, so she

does not see you. It’s time to see if your hearts still beat in 2@.
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She gets out of the car and her blonde hair starts to blow in the wind, giving her the
appearance of a flying angel. rfC bj_ﬁ%

You@m’fe sees you and gives a smx]e You continue walking to her. You still do
not know what to say; your bleeding heart is stuck in your throat.

Atarm’s l’le:{gth from her now, you look at your love while holding onto the rose and the
poem. She IOM at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your reply.

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it
in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.

eemve

Tears flow down her face M@Mﬁaﬁm your ring, she

kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer.

| “I will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.”
: aadhatis i

Happiness washes over you like an Indian summer. You watch her go into the house and

out of sight.
7 [ It’s now time for your part of the deal. Your heart continues to flutter as you make your
' 7 way back to your post-war home.
p!
5 GLJB ; Your destination for the oncoming years is your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury '

yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried alongside you.

\rj\’ gtf") wq Arriving in the grave, you pull the dirt over yourself, and close your eyes. You have a

¢ 7 e
s 5 smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with your

k-3
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P )‘:ﬁff soul mate.
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As you si-outsideyour-lover's-heuse, a single rose rests beside you, and a poem is
p clutched in your right hand. Y- stousfor-herto-arrive-home: With the other hand in your

\Q} <_t} pocket, grasping ghfiithe engagement ring, you hope lﬁﬁ!NJWlll secure the love and commitment

,  for your future together.
¥ G" S
gé\ Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing
tw) AU
\‘0 _* A
3\9 next to a bakery oven on a summer afternoon. You look to her yard arrd-see-it’s-spaeteusbur
50 Lang ) ) .
seems more angular due to the many Oak trees thatiTie its edges, displaying their leaves’ mural
of fall colors.
You are scared about changing your relationship, but you do not know what else to do
with your new lease on life after the war. \’m@hel NJ one else will love you the way she af‘z
. ot B\O‘O\
does. However, she tells you that it’s as if something inside of you died on the battlefield an% (A bﬁ;
\
'} incapable of resurrection. \‘ijp,ﬂq
03 ("\p“u e bﬂa\?
L/ While you take out a cigarette, your thoughts 4y8p/aid dwell on the full moon’s s 40 ,g(
bQQD mtlmldatm resence. The night holds the smell of burni h '\ﬁtr\ri\\jfr hile the street \(\;\; St
. 0 ing Christmas trees, while the stree
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Db o) L,) llghts illuminate a hellish reflection like the color of dried blood in the moonlight. o
(“J{y g ¢ D
O}Q;P v} The smoke does little to calm e nerves as the motion of blowing leaves makes thech.ch" L@,@S‘

o “w \
~ (s .
'4"’ "“a\} violent and erratic patterns like those of rats in a rodent trap, fighting over their last meal.” (® ¢ o @
E"}J Yo to ask yourself how to approach the proposal. What will you tell her about

your true feelings? How will you phrase the words?
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Bad memoﬁes@w distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered reflection. It’s as
if you see yourself in a broken mirror during a lrghtmng storm. d’&b
weld &Q
You think about the time, just before you w y, when you gave her a gold bracelet
Y
for her birthday that was originally meant for your mom. She ﬁl‘ﬂ'ﬂi you had forgotten her

special day, but you assured her b6t you hadn’t, yet you didn’t have enough money for another
u@.}
bracelet for her. You¥e never rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.

These disagreements might make her decline your plans for marriage. If she does not

accept the proposaljlt would mean heartbreak for all of eternity. The future with her might hold
L) 15 e Sang, Yook Yeety (oG ~
\NOWL AR @MY M maceaef

-Rememberingii_he day your bus drove you away for the war, she stood efélcrying and
ng(\\\%
quite solemn. Your lover M}\ blew a final kiss, before gaing out of sight fera-vear, and that is

only emptiness after tonight— if there is a future, at all.

the sole reason thghyou made it back home— that one kiss §fif\meant so much.
Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your love rejects you?
What if she laughs at your poem? She would not do that, would she? This love of yours would

not be that insincere. How long have you known héﬁ"@u QeueC ag:wsf\w o
It is then that you wonder if this is already a al‘ead proposal. The question is not so much
wheceshag wocd cnog
if you love her, but does she love you still? That is the right question to be asking. Does she still

»
love you after al]ﬁe both efewhave been through? %

At that final thought, up pulls the Cadillac, your love inside. Your @anl tho_uEE{Q

o
: v Fipre T

still sepgnJet bounce around in your head, like hite blood cells runnmg away from a recursive d Lg‘_gwe'l
e W ) | 5{\{1\ e

virus. GB\O CQ“‘“QM eI

You take a step towards the vehicle, then another. You are darkened by the night, so she

ok
does not(see You. 1t’s time to“ your hearts still beat in tune. oA
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She gets out of the car and her blonde hair St blowsjn the wind, giving her the
appearance of a flying angel.
Your hopeful wife sees you and gives a smile. You continue walking to her. You still do

not know what to say; your bleeding heart is stuck in your throat.

At arm’s length from her now, yu@n your love while holding onto the rose and the
s 15t onty tead e
poem. She at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your reply. \ |, £ 000G A 6\(\:.3-1 %

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it
in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.

Tears flow down her face as if sourced from a large aqueduct. Taking your ring, she

iy VD
Wt p
kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer. A A Cot o ¢ e
/\50 G"S‘\(\% &v( (\‘\
“I will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.” W \Je'\ W € o886
. . . W
Happiness washes over you like an Indian summer. Y gerinto the house and

out of sight.

IMMMMW.YOM heart coftiptesNg fluttexas you make your

way back to your post-war home.

S¢ 15>

Your destination for the oncoming years is your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury (& CGCP{’? ‘
. o 6‘(\0%
yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried alongside you.
e\ st ke
Arriving in the grave, you-ptst] the dirt over yeurself, and close your eyes. You have a

smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with your

soul mate.
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This type of mis-direction story has been done before. If it's done with good technique
and feeling, it always brings out the emotional impact the writer is looking for. Here, we have
the war victim looking for some solace from his girlfriend. She is the only reason he carried on,
to find her and have ua life of happiness. Of course, he’s been killed and we have to assume that
the girlfriend is devastated. This story is only too often repeated in real life and is always sad,

That said, I think this story goes too quickly from point A to point B. He's waiting, She
shows up. The reveal, and the end.

There's so much more that could have gone into the story to make the impact, perhaps, a
little unusual. First of all, I understand the nature of the story, but I don't understand the ending.
Was he able to communicate with her somehow? Did she take the ring knowing that he was
standing there? Then she went inside, implying she 'd wait for him until she died and they'd be
buried together, side by side in the future?

The ending isn’t fair to the reader. If the guy is dead and the lady still lives and grieves,
she can't acknowledge his presence in real life. Check out movie THE SIXTH SENSE. In that
movie, the very clever presentation of communication between the living vs. dead worked
because we never realize one is a ghost until the end. I went to see it twice to see if they really
didn't make real contact. It was true and they pulled it off. Here, you're expecting the reader to
believe there's real contact, but with a dead guy. If that's the case, her reaction would be much
different that described here. There's just so much suspension of dis-belief we 're capable of.

[ don’t want to write your story, but there are many ways to allow the reader to think the
dead guy is really proposing to his girlfriend without her actually physically accepting a ring or
acknowledging his presence. Maybe have her wearing the ring from an earlier episode, or from
before he left for war.

Again, the sadness in a situation is the motor that drives this kind of story. If you can add
to the structure, you will have a valuable addition to literature.

Good luck

Dave

As you sit outside your lover’s house, a single rose rests beside you, and 2 poem is
clutched in your right hand. You feel anxious for her to arrive home. With the other hand in your
pocket, grasping onto the engagement ring, you hope that it will secure the love and commitment

for your future together.
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Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing
next to a bakery oven on a summer afternoon. You look to her yard and see it’s spacious but
seems more angular due to the many Oak trees that line its edges, displaying their leaves’ mural
of fall colors.

You are scared about changing your relationship, but you do not know what else to do
with your new lease on life after the war. You feel that no one else will love you the way she

does. However, she tells you that it’s as if something inside of you died on the battlefield and is
e ——— ————e e

able of resurrection.
Yo

While you take out a cigarette, your thoughts stop and dwell on the full moon’s

N intimidating presence. The night holds the smell of burning Christmas trees, while the street
\g

hts illuminate a hellish reflection like the color of dried blood in the moonlight.

The smoke does little to calm the nerves as the motion of blowing leaves makes the
violent and erratic patterns like those of rats in a rodent trap, fighting over their last meal.

You continue to ask yourself how to approach the proposal. What will you tell her about
your true feelings? How will you phrase the words?

Bad memories continue to distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered reflection. It’s as
if you see yourself in a broken mirror during a lightning storm.

You think about the time, just before you went away, when you gave her a gold bracelet
for her birthday that was originally meant for your mom. She felt that you had forgotten her
special day, but you assured her that you hadn’t, yet you didn’t have enough money for another

bracelet for her. You’re never rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.
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These disagreements might make her decline your plans for marriage. If she does not
accept the proposal it would mean heartbreak for all of eternity. The future with/owur) her might
hold only emptiness after tonight— if there is a future, at all.

Remembering the day your bus drove you away for the war, she stood there crying and
quite solemn. Your lover then blew a final kiss, before going out of sight for a year, and that is
the sole reason that you made it back home— that one kiss that meant so much.

Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your love rejects you?
What if she laughs at your poem? She would not do that, would she? This love of yours would
not be that insincere. How long have you known her?

It is then that you wonder if this is already a dead proposal. The question is not so much
if you love her, but does she love you still? That is the right question to be asking. Does she still
love you after all the both of you have been through?

At that final thought, up pulls the Cadillac, your love inside. Your unpleasant thoughts
still seem to bounce around in your head, like white blood cells running away from a recursive
virus.

You take a step towards the vehicle, then another. You are darkened by the night, so she
does not see you. It’s time to see if your hearts still beat in tune.

She gets out of the car and her blonde hair starts to blow in the wind, giving her the
appearance of a flying angel.

From this point onward, I don’t understand the actions.
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Your hopeful wife sees you and gives a smile. (Does she really see you?) You continue
walking to her. You still do not know what to say; your bleeding heart (blceding heart has a
different connotation.) is stuck in your throat.

At arm’s length from her now, you look at your love while holding onto the rose and the
poem. She looks back at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your reply. (4gain, [ don't
understand. Does she see you? Aren't you dead? Is there something supernatural going on? If it
is, it needs to be explained. )

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it
in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.

Tears flow down her face [as-if soureed-from-alarge-aqueduet) delete. Taking your ring,
she kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer. (Not fair to the reader. You're
suggesting reality here, yet that's not the case. It can't be both ways)

“I will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.” (/o says
this?)

Happiness washes over you like an Indian summer. You watch her go into the house and
out of sight.

It’s now time for your part of the deal. Your heart continues to flutter as you make your

way back to yomW /_\
Your-destination-for-the-oncoming years-is-your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury

yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried alongside you.

Arriving in the grave, you pull the dirt over yourself, and close your eyes. You have
a smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with

your soul mate. (Delete)
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‘/]'\ ny\ a As you sit outside your lover’s house, a single rose rests beside you, and q?poemE\ T)
rI0GYL

2r\04€[\f clutcheyn your right hand. You feel anxious for her to arrive home. With the ofh'er hand in your

pocket, grasping entd the engagement ring, you hope that it will secure the love and commitment
for your future together.

Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing
next to a bakery oven on a summer afternoon. You look to her yard and see it’s spacious but

con't Pt it
Eeems more angulaadue to the many (ak trees that line its edges, displaying their leaves’ mural

of fall colors. ¥ 1 1 e

You are scared about ch;:nging your relationship, but you do not know what else to do

Yoo/

¥,
with your new lease on life after the war. You feel that no one else will love you the way she
-

does. However, she tells you that it’s as if something inside of you died on the battlefield and is

f ly s o 7
[i;capable of resurrectioa 7 Tt"h" hat st ac %“/ pd

While you take out a cigarette, your thoughts stop and dwell on the full moon’s

_intimidating presence.'The night holds the smell of burning Christmas trees, while the street
== -~

lights illuminate a hellish réflectiop like the color of dried blood in the moonlight.
4 7
n/lhiwk' YﬂW - J/
The smoke does little to calm"the nerve ﬁemtionuﬁblowing leaves makes the-¢—
violent and erratic patterns like these-of rats in a rodefit trap, fighting over their last meal.

You continue to ask yourself how to approach the proposal. What will you tell her about

your true feelings? How will you phrase the words?

_/04"}\";4]"‘[[{/7 o 5{;‘1-?3 rl.s&";" r 7
"'LVA'/Z”/ £ Vopn - Wt\yhﬁagelc%f%“” ‘

— hoes Ao brnon IS ol aliVe’



SHORT STORY IN ITS ENTIRETY: AN INANIMATE PROPOSAL? BY NICHOLAS
GREGORY SCHWAB “

]
Bad memories continue to distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered reflection. It’s as
pe———

if you see yourself in a broken mirror during a lightning storm.
You think about the time, just before you went away, when you gave her a gold bracelet
for her birthd@‘t‘ugttas originally meant for your mon@felt that you had forgotten her

special day, but you assured her that you hadn’{, yet you didn’t have enough money for another

gin5e5
bracelet for her. Youj;e never rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.

A

These disagreements might make her decline your plans for marriage. If she does not

j i

only emptiness after tonight— if there is a future, at all.

accept the proposdl if would mean heartbreak for all of eternity. The future with her might hold

Rmmmhi:ﬁng"fhe day your bus drove you away for‘the war, she stood there crying and
quite solemn. Your lover then blew a final kiss, before going out of sight for a year, and that is
the sole reason that you made it back home— that one kiss that meant so much.

Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your love rejects you?
What if she laughs at your poem? She would not do that, would she? This love of yours would
not be that insincere. How long have you known her?

It is then that you wonder if this is already a dead proposal. The question is not so much
if you love her, but does she love you still? That is the right question to be asking. Does she still

Al
love you after all the both of you have been through?

At that final thought, up pulls the Cadillac, your love inside. Your unpleasant thoughts

still seem to bounce around in your head,Eke white blood cells running away from a recursive

virusD oot ﬁ.’l[h/

You take a step towards the vehicle, then another. You ary the night, so she

does not see you. It’s time to see if your hearts still beat in tune.
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She gets out of the car and her blonde hair starts to blow in the wind, giving her the
appearance of a flying angel.

Yow@;peful w@sees you and gives a smile. You continue walking to her. You still do
not know what to say; your bleeding heart is stuck in your throat.

At arm’s length from her now, you look at your love while holding onto the rose and the
poem. She looks back at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your lla_p!.*

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it
in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.

Tears flow down her face as if soure€d from a large aqueduct. Taking your ring, she
kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer.

“I will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.”

Happiness washes over you like an Indian summer. You watch her go into the house and
out of sight. ?

It’s now time for @ML Your heart continues to flutter as you make your
way back to your post-war home.

Your destination for the ogéming years is your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury
yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried alongside you.

Arriving in the grave, you pull the dirt over yourself, and close your eyes. You have a
smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with your

soul mate.
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D 15t 3(4 perssn
3 Plloto the rules

As you sit outside your lover’s house, a single rose rests beside you, and a poem is

clutched in your right hand. You feel anxious for her to arrive home. With the other hand in your

pocket, grasping onto the engagement ring, you hope that it will secure the love and commitment

for your future together. Comment [51]: My first Instinct is to change thi

to flrst person. “As | sit cutside my laver's house..*

Sweat drips down your forehead in steady beads, as if you were a plump man standing

next to a bakery oven on a summer afternoon. You look to her yard and see it’s spacious but

seems more angular due to the many Oak-oak trees that line its edges, displaying their leaves’

mural of fall colors.
You are scared about changing your relationship, but you do not know what else to do

with your new lease on life after the war. 'r'-aunfaﬂl-ﬂmu) one else will love you the way she

does. However, she tells you that it’s as if something inside of you died on the battlefield and is

!
incapable of resurrection. 300(9 LJ )'1 en C-eedil j . Comment [52]: Telling. Have him thinking
Instead. :

While you take out a cigarette, your thoughts stop and dwell on the full moon’s
intimidating presence. The night holds the smell of burning Christmas trees, while the street
lights illuminate a hellish reflection like the color of dried blood in the moonlight.

The smoke does little to calm the nerves as the motion of blowing leaves makes the
violent and erratic patterns like those of rats in a rodent trap, fighting over their last meal,

You continue to ask yourself how to approach the proposal. What will you tell her about

your true feelings? How will you phrase the words?
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Bad memories continue to distort the bliss in your mind, like a shattered reflection. It’s as
if you see yourself in a broken mirror during a lightning storm,

You think about the time, just before you went away, when you gave her a gold bracelet
for her birthday that was originally meant for your mom. She felt that you had forgotten her
special day, but you assured her that you hadn’t, yet you didn't have enough money for another
bracelet for her. You're never rich, but you did put her first, and you wanted her to know that.

These disagreements might make her decline your plans for marriage. If she dees

aetdoesn’t accept the proposal. it would mean heartbreak for all of eternity. The future with her
might hold only emptiness after tonight-— if there is a future, at all. ‘TJ “\"/ MW*WS b read the € h s

Remoembering the day your bus drove you away for the war, she stood there crying and W l"*e/'l re rrfa‘d;}iﬂ

quite solemn. Your lover then blew a final kiss, before going out of sight for a year, and that is
the sole reason that you made it back home— that one kiss that meant so much,
Despite these memories and the present sweet sentiments, what if your lover rejects you?
What if she laughs at your poem? Slie-wauld-nol-do-that, would she? This love of yours would
not be that insincere. How long have you known her?
It is then that you wonder if this is already a dead proposal. The question is not so much Comment [53): Too farmal, | think.
if you love her, but does she love yo@’l‘hat is the right question to be asking. Does sh@
love you after all the both of you have been through?

[
At that final thought, up pulls the Cadillac, your love inside, Your unpleasant thoughts

still seem to bounce around in your head, ite-tlood cells running away from a recursive
virus..

You take a step towards the vehicle, then another. You are darkened by the night, so she

does not see you. It’s time to see if your heat in tune,
Latchusag €
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She gets out of the car and her blonde hair starts to blow in the wind, giving her the
appearance of a flying angel.

Your hopeful wife sees you and gives a smile. You continue walking to her. You still do
not know what to say; your bleeding heart is stuck in your throat.

At arm’s length from her now, you look at your love while holding onto the rose and the
poem. She looks back at your sudden awkwardness, waiting for your reply.

You do not say anything as you take the engagement ring out of your pocket. You hold it
in front of her. She says nothing. Absolute silence passes for a few moments.

Tears flow down her face as if sourced from a large aqueduct. Taking your ring, she
kisses your hand. She nods and gives you her answer.

“1 will wait for you until that day comes and then we will be married.”

Happiness washes over you like an Indian surnmer. You watch her go into the house and
out of sight.

it’s now time for your part of the deal. Your heart continues to flutter as you make your
way back to your post-war home,

Your destination for the oncoming years is your plot in the cemetery. You will rebury
yourself in the grounds and stay there until your fiancée is buried zlongside you,

Adrriving in the grave, you pull the dirt over yourself, and close your eyes, You have a
smile on your lips as you wait for the years to pass until you find eternal happiness with your
soul mate.

Clever story. ] think vou need to make the story more immediate. Don’t tell the reader

what he'she is doing or feeling; change the story to first person and go from there,
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ICIN'I'II'I!&It [s4]: Be iess obvious about the
_dﬁthmlion until you are aczually there.



