905 Gn

NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

Summary: 1995, An innocent will enter the dark wood. Two lost souls will meet. Love
will grow. Obsession will flower. Innocence will give way to experience. And one of them will
make an impossible choice. All becanse of Licorice.

"Make evoy Selnce apy event
~Dave

The-beginmimefor-tetheepdforborastoreoannotell -Hecause | hove her almostas
rrach a5 Hhate mysel, Fwilne Comment [51]; Toc vague
Licorice rescued me, in all the ways that matter. She had everything possible and it all
fell apart because of me.
The downfall, the end.
The night before | left home, I stood staring at myself in the mirror. Nothing that I saw, |

recognized. A stranger stared back at me. The stranger looked wrong, like everything about me.

My hair spiked out in all directions, like a freezeframe of an explosion, white as mouse

I had wanted to burn myself away.

I looked like a wreck, I looked like chaos, with so many emotions inside me that I did not
know what [ felt.

If no one could recognize me, 1 wanted it that way.

It could help me hide.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

The change had taken time and effort-, it had taken patience and work. A bottle of
hydrogen peroxide and a paper packet of Clairol bleach full of powdery with an odor se sharp
even | could smell it. A wooden spoon and a Pyrex bowl. Old work gloves from a wooden shelf
in the basement, dirty from gardening. Saran Wrap for my head and a towel.
Afler [ had poured out the hydrogen peroxide and bleach and mixed them, ! had covered
my hair with the white goop which | made. Carefully, scared of it even touching my eyes, an
eyelash, even,
Making sure [ did not touch skin, though not sure enough.
The mixture had spread ail over my hair, freshly cut, cool and strange. I wrapped the
Saran Wrap around my head. (Do you have any idea of the difficulty of tearing it off in a hurry?)
And [ wrapped the towel around my head and took the things into my room down the hall
and put them under my bed. So | could put away later,
1 did not think about the one thing in the medicine cabinet shelf. Not once did | think of
that at all. Comment [52): Good. | ltke this 2s an opening
sentence, actually. See note at bottom of next pag
‘ Lying down on my bed in the dark, 1 waited for the mixture to work. It made a sparkling
first and then began to seeth% and stung as it ate away the layer of color off each strand of hair. Comment [s3}: ?
Because | wanted the process to work, [ endured the pain. | curled up, like a comma,
‘ I had done it wrong-. | had put the mixture too close to my scalp. The skin of my scalp
ached like sunburn and other parts, hurting raw.
Out of ignorance, my mistake. Because [ had never done this before, | had never done

anything. 16 years old and 1 knew nothing. Even | knew it.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

I ran my head under the bathtub faucet, quickly, wincing as the cold water touched the
color like sulfur.

And then | rubbed Manic Panic brand Virgin Snow toner from a squat little jar, through
and over my straw hair, winced again, rinsed all over again.

Stared, then, at the face | saw.

Me yet not myself.

Hair, short, as long as my ear and curling at the tips and white, like [ said.

Further down, my eyebrows, still dark, curving up and down like a cartoon of birds in the
sky. My eyes, more green than blue, My nose, aquiline with nostrils which flare.

The whole of my face makes an oval. My chin does not stick out far.

Below my long neck the rest of my body begin. Shoulders not very broad, average fora
girl, narrow for a boy. The same goes for my height. Small for a boy, average for a girl.

1 do not have & curvy figure or a stocky figure or gangly. My body does not retain muscle
or a lot of fat.

And | looked 12 years old.

Having stared at myself, I snapped off the light, out of fear. Medusa the snake-haired
Gorgon had died when Jason the Argonaut showed her own face to her, reflected in his shield.

‘The horror of her own face had turn her into slone.

Fear could turn you to stone, so you never moved, so you never dared. Fear of fear made
me move.

I turned out the light and went downstairs. Still, I did not think about what [ had lefi on

the medicine cabinet shelf.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

In the kitchen, lights still off, | cleaned off the bowl and the wooden spoon and dried
them with the faded blue-green terrycloth towel. The kitchen looks like an ordinary kitchen. The
house looks like an ordinary house, neither cluttered and messy or spotless and strict.

Hdid-net-beleng it

Afier, | put the old gardening gloves back on their wooden shelves in the basement.

The backpack, packed and full, waited for me on the floor of my bedroom. So | joined it.

We had a plan-—e{mean-, me and my co-conspirator. It had started to-evelve a month
age-azo and gotten to the stage where [ could not turn back or back down.

I had to trust her, because [ had no courage of my own.

The-pastweek—Hhad-spest-paPocking and unpacking—w4il- had become automatic and

mechanical.

The backpack had a change of clothes in it, a notebook and a pen. A tube of toothpaste
and a pale yellow traveller’s toothbrush with a folding handle. A black plastic wallet with an 1D
card I had made myself. | placed the wallet there.

The ticket, 100, in an unsealed envelope - opened up, examined, a hundred times.

Lastly. the book, so carefully chosen, the oneeui-aiaial-atthemonmyshelves could
not bear to leave behind.

All the while, my heart beat forcefully and rapidly. It oppressed me like a bully. My brain
and my heart... neither of them let me alone long enough for me to think.

No one persecutes me more than me.

The kids at school whose stares last too long, even they could not hate me as much as [
hate myself.

Not even my mother and father and their expectations for me,
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

My parents stare and smile, stare and smile. Or rather my mother smiles and my father
tries to remember to do it, with a faraway look on his face,
Stare-end smile and understond - nothipg of maybe they undersiond evervifing

B redundant

_Always they touched the world with the long sugar tongs of politeness.

MeverNeither lets on what they think or feel.

I had to get away.

Fare a-wreeb-thed ﬁ'eli-'_'é.—l had-dene-practice-runs—~ovw1 took up the backpack up and went
don

downstairs. > re dQ{\f

I had to run or else face the full darkness of the truth.

The nearer | approached, the farther away it got. The darkness of it grew. The vagueness

of it made it more awful. So I could only escape by turning my back. s
Attt st

’
Fear. | knew fear.

People sometimes specialize in emotions. They know all about curiosity or pride. { knew

fear.
The way Licorice knows about bravery and courage. She would act and never look back.
Licorice, who [ had not yet met, who 1 did not even know of, but who 1 would meet so
very soon.

A few people can do anything. They must look down on people like us and see us as we
sometimes see us, small and ordinary.

We must pay that price for not making ourselves preat. We et in return, safety.

My mom and dad had ordinary all over them, ordinary lives, except they did not seem to

care. My mother, on purpose, because she chose it, to stay with my father. My father because he
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

could see no other way. Maybe they knew they had no choice. Maybe no one has a choice,
whether to make yourself great or to stay small.
1 thought [ knew that I could not escape. 1 just wanted to pretend. If | could pretend then

maybe | could make it real.

If nothing else, 1 would know at least that | had tried.

I slipped out the back door and then around to the front and out onto the dark street
outside, | left, this time, for real, Never, | thought, to return,

My fear walked with me.

You have a pood start to a story here, and several lines that are good. But [ think it would

have more of an impact if you cut quite a bit of this out. We’d still understand the message, and

vou'd keep the story moving. Try zoing back and cutting out anvthing that repeats what you

already said. and see how you like it. | think it will flow much better. Also. you might consider

just giving hints and having her think a lot of these thoughts as she heads toward her destination,

whatever that is,

Page 6 of 6



NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

Summary: 1995. An innocent will enter the dark wood. Two lost souls will meet. Love
will grow. Obsession will flower. Innocence will give way to experience. And one of them will
make an impossible choice. All because of Licorice.

Bt

The beginning for me, the end for her, a story I cannot tell. Because 1 love her almost as

A\
much as [ hate myself] I will try.

Licorice rescued me, in all the ways that matter. She had everything possible and it all
fell apart because of me.

The downfall, the end.

The night before I left home, I stood staring at myself in the mirror. Nothing that I saw, [
recognized. A stranger stared back at me. The stranger looked wrong, like everything about me.

My hair spiked out in all directions, like a freezeframe of an explosion, white as mouse
fur. The skin above and behind my ears pink and tender as the feet of the same mouse, raw and
aching.

I had wanted to burn myself away.

I'looked like a wreck, I looked like chaos, with so many emotions inside me that 1 did not

know what I felt,

If no one could recognize me, | wanted it that way.

It could help me hide.

'a&pt Hl %-7, ’'5 nja‘flmféf/

ho !
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

The change had taken time and effort, it had taken patience and work. A bottle of
hydrogen peroxide and a paper packet of Clairol bleach full of powde Jwith an odor so sharp

Moy, -
E:/cn I could smella A wooden spoon and a Pyrex bowl. Old work gloves from a wooden shelf

T Yhink, aff2.

in the basement, dirty from gardening. Saran Wrap for my head and a towel. you < stab INT4

. . {L{ S{tie (~fle

After I hafl poured out the hydrogen peroxide and bleach and mixed them, I bed tovere A 5-]3 »
PGt o

my hair with the white goop which I made. Carefully, scared of it even touching my eyes, an Al + le
W\ o
eyelash, even. »(wﬂ / S
Making sure I did not touch skin, though not sure enough.

The mixture haﬁ/spread all over my hair, freshly cut, CO(Z’(; A)d strange. | wrapped the

of tearing it off in a hurry?g/
Wt b cifn oot

Saran Wrap around my head. (Do _jou have any idea of the difﬁ%l.%
¥
/Lk]‘d 1 wrapped the towel around my heaz/’ ghd took the into my room down the hall

hid 1
and @!! them under my bed. So I could put gway later.
Lottle”

I did not think about the one fhingjin the medicine cabinet shelf. Not once did 1 think of
that at all.

Lying down on my bed in the dar@waited for the mixture to work. It made g sparkling

gf/ gh every” .

first and then began to seethed and stu:é as it ate away the layer-of color off each strand of hair.

Because | wanted the process to work, | endured the pain. I curled up, like a comma.

I had done it wrong, I had put the mixture too close to my scalp. The skin of my scalp

ached like sunburn and other parts hur'tis:% raw.

\{

Out of ignorance, my mistake. Because | had never done this before, | had never done

anything. 16 years old and I knew nothing. Even I knew it.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

Fhorin 5T ivn

I ran my head under the bathtub faucet, quickly, wincing as the cold water touched the
" headd

burnt placeg:];éain as 1 rubbed fhe Jaixtare with the towel. My hair had a whiti@cllow col@
. A
like sulfur.

And then [ rubbed Manic Panic brafg] Virgin Snow toner from a squat little jar, through
and over my straw hair, winced again, rinsed all over again.

Stared, then, at the face I saw.

Me yet not myself.

Hair, short, as long as my ear and curling at the tips and white, like I said.

Further down, my eyebrows, still dark, curving up and down like a cartoon of birds in the

= ottt ss

sky. My eyes, more green than blue. My nose, aquiline witl'h?strils which ﬂare.l

The whole of my face makes an oval. My chin does not stick out far.

5& Below my long neck the rest of my body begi? Shoulders not very broad, average for a

|
d’ ’ ) % girl, narrow for a boy. The same goes for my height. Small for a boy, average for a girl.
N

}/{rm‘/f!"l

4 I do not have a curvy figure or a stocky figure or gangly. My body does not retain muscle

or a lot of fat.
And I looked 12 years old.
Having stared at myself, | snapped off the light, out of fear. Medus@)he snake-haired
Gorgt?’r.l._1 ad died when Jason the Argonaut showed her own face to her, reflected in his shield.
.The horror of her own face had turri 'l;"ller into stone. @

Fear could turn you to stone, so you never moved, ;J%U never dared. Fear of fear made
If wi> feaa P‘IQM’

me move. _i{‘“hr_w’& "y .

I turned out the light and went downstairs. Still, I did not think about what I had left on

the medicine cabinet shelf,
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

In the kitchen, lights still off, 1 cleaned off the bowl and the wooden spoon and dried
them with 21;/ faded blue-green terrycloth towel. The kitchen lookf like an ordinary kitchen. The
house Iook& like an ordinary house, neither cluttered and messy or spotless and strict.

I did not belong in it.

After, I put the old gardening gloves back on their wooden shelves in the basement.

The backpack, packed and full, waited for me on the floor of my bedroom. So I joined it.

We had a plan. Me, | mean, and my co-conspirator. It had started to evolve a month age

and gotten to the stage where | could not turn back or back down.

v
I had to trust her because 1 had no courage of my own. 4/“ ”{fz;i'f }:” (051"“4‘1'{ Cntt
1 -

The past weekl{! had spent packing and unpacking, until it had become automatic and
mechanical.

The backpack had a change of clothes in it, a notebook and a pen. A tube of toothpaste
and a pale yellow traveller’s toothbrush with a folding handle. A black plastic wallet with an 1D
card | had made myself. I placed the wallet there.

The ticket, too, in an unsealed envelopned up, examined, a hundred times.

Lastl ,rt e book, so carefully chosen, the one, out of of all of them on my shelves, I could
not bear to leave behind.

All the while, my heart beat forcefully and rapidly. It oppressed me like a bully. My brain
and my heart... neither of them let me alone long enough for me to think.

No one persecutes me more than me,

The kids at school whose stares last too long, even they could not hate me as much as |

hate myself.

Not even my mother and father and their expectations for me.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

My parents stare and smile, stare and smile. Or rather my mother smiles and my father

Theo

Stare and smile and understand nothinﬁg maybe they understood everything. Never let
A

tries to remember to do it, with a faraway look on his face.

on what they think or feel.

Alwayg-they touched the world with the long sugar tongs of politeness. /

I had to get away.

For a week, ﬁke*l"sﬂ&l had done practice runs. Now I took up the backpack up and went
downstairs.

I had to run or else face the full darkness of the truth.

The nearer | approached, the farther away it got. The darkness of it grew. The vagueness
of it made it more awful. So I could only escape by turning my back.

Fear. I knew fear.

People sometimes specialize in emotions. They know all about curiosity or pride. | knew

fear.
The way Licorice knows about bravery and courage. She would act and never look back.
Licorice who I had not yet met, who 1 did not even know of, but who | would meet so
very soon.

A few people can do anything. They must look down on people like us and see us as we

sometimes see us, small and ordinary.

We must pay that price for not making ourselves great. We get, En retur;ﬁl—ﬁ;}/

My mom and dad had ordinary all over them, ordinary lives, except they did not seem to

care. My mother, on purpose, because she chose it, to stay with my father. My father because he
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

could see no other way. Maybe they knew they had no choice. Maybe no one has a choice,
whether to make yourself great or to stay small.
I thought I knew that | could not escape. | just wanted to pretend. If I could preten@n

maybe I could make it real.

If nothing else, I would know at least that | had tried.
I slipped out the back door and then around to the front and out onto the dark street
eu&si{e. I left, this time, for real. Never, I thought, to return.

My fear walked with me.
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Lpg\\ﬁ S Coramand S

Summary: 1993, An innocent will enter the dark wood. Two lost souls will meet. Love
will grow. Obsession will flower. Innocence will give way to experience. And one of them will
make an impossible choice. All because of Licorice.

X
The beginning for me, the end for her, a story [ cannot tell%:cause I love her almost as
much as I hate myself, I will try.
Licorice rescued me, in all the ways that matter. She had everything pgspille and it all fell
apart because of me.

The downfall, the end.

. ) . . anNy el ﬁ\ll}
The night before I left home, I stood staring at myself in the mirror, s

.“ .
m A stranger stared back at me. The stranger looked wrong, like everything about me.

o o Seqe-Saa
My hair spiked out in all directions, like a freezeframe of an explosion, white as mouse

M S S : N\
fur. The skin my ears,@n@ 8s the feet of the same mouse, :ﬁ;}—ﬂﬂd

T

aching- Aot 5 A same SOy
-Prevwons .
[ had wanted to burn myself away.

Hooked-Hkeauuxeck. I looked like chaos, with so many emotions inside me that I did not
know what I felt.
If no one could recognize me, I wanted it that way.

It could help me hide.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA
Inearsag e same dmndy. Pie ks .

———

o ; N e T
The change had taken@it had takcn@w A bottle of

hydrogen peroxide and a phfa packet of Clairol bleach full of powdery, with an odor so sharp

VD A v
O A4 GO
.90 X even I could smell it. A wooden spoon and a Pyrex bowl'&d-vla& gloves from a Wob®Rmshelf
| e IRV, }

e D
{w
# ‘ o ., inthe basement_,di:qz.fmm.gardening; Saran Wrap for my head and a towel. ‘L&O
3 ' o
. \\ ¢
X After [ had poured di§h the hydrogen peroxide and bleach and mixed them, I had covered
3 5(9 8

my hair with the white goop wbnch—ﬁnade—@nnﬁuﬁy} scared of it gygytouching my eyes, an

eyelash, even. ¢
y (_) X " 360 {N'm
Making surei\fdid not touch skin, though not sure enough. O

N
The mixture had spread all over my hair{freshly cut) cool and strange. I wrapped the ‘ao“
B
D)

Saran Wrap around my head. (Do you have any idea-efthe-diffrcutty of tearing 1T oI m a himy-2) QS\‘.,V
\C‘N
Apg'l wrapped the towel around my head and took the things into my room down the hall
L, Nl
and put them under my bed,r %o [ could put away later.
I did not think about the one thing in the medicine cabinet shelf. Not once did I think of
that at all.
Lying down on my bed in the dark I waited for the mixture to work. It made a sparkling
first and then began to seethed and stung as it ate away the layer of color off each strand of hair.

Because I wanted the process to work, I endured the pain. I curled up, like a comma.

I had done it wronggl had put the mixture too close to my scalp. The skin of my scalp

2
Rl °Z‘éﬁd like?unbum,&nd—eﬂaep-pnnﬁrhm&m-

OutoviEReranee;, my-nystake. Bitmase [ had never done this before, I had never done
Si**‘téﬁ Oi ’
thing. W Id and I kn thing. E Ikn ply
anything. Kryears old an ew nothing. Even I knew it. N3t )

v @3y
L \Nawe & WnoV €58 e
Ai Blegdnung e h%rj 5:4“7
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

anl o g)

I ran my head under the bathtub faucet, qL;)‘oMy, wincigg as the cold water touched the
Alerdeoind ydn totuel y m
burnt MS, again—ﬁ—l-:ﬁeehhé m%‘i’t‘urc-u&tﬂum) My hair had a whitish yellow color

like sulfur.

/And theprlijafb\ed Mamni i irgi w toner ﬂro squat little jar, h
and over m\y«sfraw halr, winced again, finsed Al ovgr again.\_/

1 J1-{4—';’:aﬂad, then, at the t‘ac:c:%}\:;\l"}?.M Mo

Me yet not mﬁﬁ .
oMt Snoectnaic (heed Fumany @AY
%W

and curlg at the tips and-white;ttketsaid.
Fan‘ther—dem.ﬁy eyebrows, still dark, curving up and down like a cartoon of birds in the

sky. My eyes, more green than blue. My nose, aquiline with nostrils which flare.

The whole of my face makes an oval. My chin does not stick out far.

-

Sovioy ™ Below.my long neck the rest of my bedy-beging Shoulders not very broad, average for a X

ol
girl, narrow for a boy. The same goes for my height. Small for a boy, average for a girl. : '

A\ g’,g
I do not have a curvy figure or a stocky figure or gangly. My body does not retain muscle X
(£ \gMAPINS AP ST I:N * )
lot of fat. Qe Joorp —
orafotolia stk & EASA Jnse.
el N Conbinren
And I looked ¥ years old. d

e« s . .
stared at myself, | snapped off the light, out of fear. Medusa-the-snake-haired
. PecsooS L% ke (e-tJer
- Qorgen-had died when-Jasen-thé-Argonaut-showed-herowrr face 10 TeT, Teflected-imhis-shield. / -
e \

\
The horror of her own face had turn her into stone. \

/
‘L Fear could turn you to stone, so you never moved, so you never dared. Fear of fear made

\V 4
me move.

W\"‘&:’\\Wb“‘b‘e'\“o:\m\o aeraen, Was e \Wytec o Ao e,
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T
alree 5‘3 . : }PL
0 g . [ turned out the light'snd went downstairs. Still, [ did not think about what I had left on \\ é
2 N

S [Tl

the medicine cat\nknet shelf. ot Mon e e H>| W
ol i N .
In the kitchen Aightsstill off, I cleaned &#Mhe bowl and the wooden spoon and dried \9\‘}3)\
¢
them with the faded blue-green terrycloth towel. The kitchen looks like an ordinary kitchen. The '53“}\ 7(«:
(\(’( ’\ljt}' W
house looks like an ordinary house, neither cluttered and messy or spotless and strict. K} L

&7 NO
. o )
1 did not belong in it. <5 Ua neY o3 WG,
<8 | put the old gardening gloves back on theMﬂtbﬂshel&in the basement.
The backpack, packed and full, waited for me on the floor of my bedroom. Sﬁﬂﬁw

We had a plan. MW It had started to evolve a month ag&

and gotten to the stage where [ could not turn back or back down.

/ ' 7
I had to trust her because [ had no courage of my own. ( (ov ‘*B‘z ‘(‘” cnaA '3

I had spent™packing and unpacking, until it had become automatic and

mechanical.

h
The backpack had a change of clothes i}n\!!, a notebooljaﬂha pen.\’.ﬂ tube of toothpaste
and a palesyellow travet{]er’s toothbrush M}hﬁm&ﬂeﬂgﬁack flash-wallet with an ID

card [ had made myself. Lplaced-the-wallet-there— e ",

= “Bgeticket]too, in an unsealed envelope opened t'l:;’ﬁ;examined, a hundred times.
@\ YV - ;
\0\;5? Lastly the book, so carefully chosen, the one, out of ?ﬂ' all of them on my shelves, I could

oV [Uneh badkwas 1) 7
not bear to leave behind. D34 4511 |

All the while, my heart beat forcefully and rapidly. It oppressed me like a bully. My brain
and my heart... neither of them let me alone long enough for me to think.

No one persecutes me more than me.
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; -7
e U’\ND Yo Yooy HAace

The kids at school whose g‘ta?é's\_last too long, even they could not hate me as much as I
hate myself.

Not even my mother and father and their expectations for me.

My parents stare and smile; sl oINOF rather my mother smiles and my father

"

tries to remember to do it, with a faraway look on his face.

Stare and smile and understand nothing or maybe they understood everything}gever letd ;v\j)
on what they think or feel.itboot M.

Always they touchﬂi‘the world with the long sugar tongs of politeness.

-
I had to get away. - l_,dh“s '

Acapoe
For a week, like I said, I had done practice runs. Now I teeleup the backpack uﬁ and went

downstairs. -
PR
I had to run or else face the full darkness of the truth. - WAL D W

The nearer [ approached, the farther awayr:it:got. The darkness offitgrew. The vagueness

. . _ “or A3 As NAme of ok
of it made it more awful. So I could only escape by turning my back. B < s oY 0dn') 57 M ‘MH
Y 7 —

WYV s cndraded SEnG T

‘ . I knew fear. ;
e posod - Fear Limew fear S pagsin Hanc pedeng sl
. a(}"r People sometimes specialize in emotions. They know all about curiosity or pride. I knew s, .
C\I\M - Q!‘Cs\D
SLM ' fear.

The way Licorice knows about bravery and courage. She would act and never look back.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA
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We must pay that price for not making ourselves great. %—gﬂgﬁwmt?afety.

My mom and dad had ordinary all over them, ordinary lives, except they did not seem to
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care. My mother, on purpose, because she chose it, {e-stay with my father. My fatherbecause he

M%%y Maybe they knew they had no choice. Maybe no one has j :1\1—;ice,-‘
whagher to make yourself great or to stay small.

I thought I-kerew-that [ could not escape. I just wanted to pretend. If I could pretend then
maybe I could make it real.
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If nothing else, I would know at least that I had tried.

I slipped out the back door and ther-areund-te-the-frent-and out onto the dark street »
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outside: | left, this time, for real, -.._,?\5 }‘*’“ As CeAoe 0

My fear walked with me.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

Summary: 1995. An innocent will enter the dark wood. Two lost souls will meet. Love
will grow. Obsession will flower. Innocence will give way to experience. And one of them will
make an impossible choice. All because of Licorice.

/W;ﬂf e

The beginning for me, the end for her, a story I cannot tell. Becﬁge I love her almost as
much as I hate myself, I will try.

Licorice rescued me, in all the ways that matter. She had everything possible and it all
fell apart because of me.

The downfall, the end. ! |

The night before I left home, I stood staring at myself in the mirror. Nothing that I saw',; II
recognize;t A stranger stared back at me. The stranger looked wrong, like everything about me.

My hair spiked out in all directions, like a freezeframe of an explosion, white as mouse
fur. The skin above and behind my ears pink and tender as the feet of the same mouse, raw and
aching.

I had wanted to burn myself away.

I looked like a wreck, I looked like chaos, with so many emotions inside me that I did not
know what I felt.

If no one could recognize me, I wanted it that way.

It could help me hide.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA
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The change had taken time and effort, it had taken patience and work. A bottle of
MgJ W

hydrogen peroxide and a paper packet of Clairol bleach full of powdery-with an odor so sharp
(ﬂ 1 even I could smell it. A wooden spoon and a Pyrex bowl. Old work gloves from a '_v._i'ogc___!e__ﬁ;;lelf
in the basement, dirty from gardening. Saran Wrap for my head and a towel.

After I had poured out the hydrogen peroxide and bleach and mixed them, I had covered
my hair with the white goop which I made. Carefully, scared of it ev€n touching my eyes, an
eyelash, even.

Making sure I did not touch skin, though not sure enough.

The mixture had spread all over my hair, freshly cut, cool and strange. I wrapped the

4+  Saran Wrap around my head. (Do you have any idea of the difficulty of tearing it off in a hurry?)

And I wrapped the towel around my head and took the things into my room down the hall
Hrur
and put them under my bed. So I could put away later.

y I did not think about the one thing in the medicine cabinet shelf. Not once did I think of
; that at all.
) (/v 7> Lying down on my bed in the dark I waited for the mixture to work. It made a sparkling
L
\/r\"b first and then began to seethejr and stung as it ate away the layer of color off each strand of hair.
8 ’ N \/
ﬁj&#\ Because | wanted the process to work, I endured the pain. I curled up, like a comma.
\] -"'--\._______________,_-’
I had done it wrong, I had put the mixture too close to my scalp. The skin of my scalp
. : ? S skin
ached like sunburn and other parts, hurting raw. S e

Out of ignorance, my mistake. Because I had never done this before, I had never done

anything. 16 years old and I knew nothing. Everrthmewit>
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b NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA
I ran my head under the bathtub faucet, quickly, wincing as the cold water touched the
burnt places, again as I rubbed the mixture with the towel. My hair had a whitish yellow color
like sulfur.
And then I rubbed Manic Panic brand Virgin Snow toner from a squat little jar, through
and over my straw hair, winced again, rinsed all over again.
Stared, then, at the face I saw.

Me yet not myself.

Hair, short, as long as my ear and curling at the tips and whil.q:,;l%kﬁ-said:‘" \/
'\

T.
(Eﬁpé'uer down, my eyebrows, still dark, curving up and down like a cartoon of birds in the

—

sﬁy. My eyes, more green than blue. My nose, aquiline with nostrils which flare.
The whole of my face makes an oval. My chin does not stick out far.
i ~ Below my long neck the rest of my body begin. Shoulders not very broad, average for a
G& I|| girl, narrow for a boy. The same goes for my height. Small for a boy, average for a girl.
\ |'I I do not have a curvy figure or a stocky figure or gangly. My body does not retain muscle
or a lot of fat.
And I looked 12 years old.

Having stared at myself, I_SIEM o_ﬁ'ihgﬁg.gt, out of fear. Medusalﬂzhe snake-haired

/( e d% Gorgozﬁpad died when Jason the Argonaut showed her own face to her, reflected in his shield. <

- i e _,—'—""-'-'-F

,(L—E' ’ _The horror of her own face had turn her into stone.
bo‘ﬂiﬂx‘}l Fear could turn you to stone, so you never moved, so you never dared. Fear of fear made
iy

 me move.
I__tu_rEc_l_o_gt the light and went downstairs. Still, I did not think about what I had left on

the medicine cabinet shelf.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

In the kitchen, lights still off, I cleaned off the bowl and the wooden spoon and dried

{ ~ them with the faded blue-green terrycloth towel. The kitchen looks like an ordinary kitchen. The
v house looks like an ordinary house, neither cluttered and messﬁ;:@ spotless and strict.

I did not belong in it. N

After, I put the old gardening gloves back on their wooden shelves in the basement.

The backpack, packed and full, waited for me on the floor of my bedroom. So I joined it.

We had a plan. Me, I mean, and my co-conspirator. It had started to evolve a month ag;

and gotten to the stage where I could not turn back or back down. Churse J‘: .

7
24 ceadert Thad to trus because I had no courage of my own.

The past week, [ had spent packing and unpacking, until it had become automatic and

mechanical.
The backpack had a change of clothes init, a noteboolﬂmd a pen. A tube of toothpaste

and a pale yellow traveller’s toothbrush with a folding handle. A black plastic wallet with an ID

-7
(AN 2o RN

card I had made myself. I placed the wallet there.

The ticket, too, in an unsealed envelope opened up, examined, a hundred times.

Lastly the book, so carefully chosen, the one, out of of all of them on my shelves, I could
not bear to leave behind.

All the while, my heart beat forcefully and rapidly. It oppressed me like a bully. My brain
and my heart... neither of them let me alone long enough for me to think,

No one persecutes me more than me.

The kids at school whose stares last too long, even they could not hate me as much as I
hate myself.

Not even my mother and father and their expectations for me.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

My parents stare and smile, stare and smile. Or rather my mother smiles and my father
tries to remember to do it, with a faraway look on his face.
Stare and smile and understand nothing or maybe they understood everything. Never let
on what they think or feel.
Always they touched the world with the long sugar tongs of politeness.
I had to get away. &y ~ e & 2k . Nt;g:ab[ g

For a week, like I said, I had done practice runs. Now [ took up the backpack up and went

downstairs.

I had to run or else face the full darkness of the truth.

The nearer [ approached, the farther away it got. The darkness of it grew. The vagueness
of it made it more awful. So I could only escape by furning my back.

Fear. I knew fear.

People sometimes specialize in emotions. They know all about curiosity or pride. I knew

fear.
The way Licorice knows about bravgry and courage. She would act and never look back.
4 | Licorice wiﬁnlrlmd not yet met, wé{i}did not even know of, but who I would meet so
\ very soon. :
o L A few people can do anything. They must look down on people like us and see us as we
Y\%ﬁ,ﬁfometimes see us, small and ordinary.
f’ We must pay that price for not making ourselves great. We get, in return, safety.

My mom and dad had ordinary all over them, ordinary lives, except they did not seem to

care. My mother, on purpose, because she chose it, to stay with my father. My father because he
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

could see no other way. Maybe they knew they had no choice. Maybe no one has a choice,
whether to make yourself great or to stay small.
I thought I knew that I could not escape. I just wanted to pretend. If I could pretend then 7 /

maybe I could make it real.

/I/ f% If nothing else, I would know at least that I had tried.
M 1'% £
‘FL" ‘Sr 'Y I slipped out the back door and then around to the front and out onto the dark street

\
(= (/ outside. I left, this time, for real. Never, I thought, to return.

d

Q

%.Vaj o My fear walked with me.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA “D Q\f\ E

The beginning of this story contains some very important situations and actions. They
seem to be more important to the author than to the reader. We read the first few pages and
sense the desperation, the need for a physical change, no matter the cost or the pain. We read
this and cannot commiserate with the protagonist because we have no idea of the cause of this
desperation. The actions come of as a list of disconnected actions. If you are to gather the
reading audience, you have (o allow us into the causative action that happened before we joined
the story.

You don't have fo give up everything right away, but you have (o trickle some of the
reason that this scene is taking place.

{ have no doubt that there is a very good stream of action, but you must let us in on the
causation.

Summary: 1995. An innocent will enter the dark wood. Two lost souls will meet. Love

will grow. Obsession will flower. Innocence will give way to experience. And one of them will
make an impossible choice. All because of Licorice.

The beginning for me, the end for her, a story I cannot tell. Because 1 love her almost as
much as I hate myself, | will try. /nteresting first line. Draws interest.

Licorice rescued me(,) in all the ways that matter. She had everything possible and it all
fell apart because of me. Overdone second line following the first. See if you can combine the
two. Needs a rewrite here. Licorice is a major player here.

The downfall, the end. Third line too much. Just begin the story.

The night before I left home, I stood staring at myself in the mirror. Nothing that I saw, I
recognized. A stranger stared back at me. The stranger looked wrong, like everything about
me. Delete. Repeated comments

My hair spiked out in all directions, like a freezeframe of an explosion, white as mouse
fur. The skin above and behind my ears pink and tender as the feet of the same mouse, raw and

aching.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

[ had wanted to burn myself away.

I looked like a wreck, I looked like chaos, with so many emotions inside me that I did not
know what [ felt. Here you're telling us that there is something seriously wrong, Telling, not
showing.

If no one could recognize me, | wanted it that way.

It could help me hide. Seeking annonimity, okay. Why?

The change (in what. Too vague to carry the immediate concern) had taken time and
effort, it had taken patience and work. A bottle of hydrogen peroxide and a paper packet of
Clairol bleach full of powdery (powdery what?) with an odor so sharp even I could smell it fwiy
was it unusual that you could smell it. Important to the story?). A wooden spoon and a Pyrex
bowl. Old work gloves from a wooden shelf in the basement, dirty from gardening. Saran Wrap
for my head and a towel.

After1 had poured out the hydrogen peroxide and bleach and mixed them, I had covered
my hair with the white goop which I made (peroxide and bleach? No need to say you made it.
Otherwise, if it is a different white goop, where did it come from?). Carefully (carefully what?
Spread it on? Be specific with your actions.), scared of it even touching my eyes, an eyelash,
even.

Making sure I did not touch skin, though not sure enough. Again, don't be (oo coy. Just
say what happened or you’ll confuse your reader.

The mixture had spread all over my hair, freshly cut, cool and strange. [ wrapped the
Saran Wrap around my head. (Do you have any idea of the difficulty of tearing it off in a hurry?)

And I wrapped the towel around my head and took the things into my room down the hall

and put them under my bed. So I could put t/iem away later.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

I did not think about the one thing in the medicine cabinet shelf, Not once did I think of
that at all. Again, don’t be too coy. Is the ‘one thing’ important? Why not let us in?

Lying down on my bed in the dark I waited for the mixture to work. It made a sparkling
(a sparkiing what?) first and then begante-{de/cte) seethed and stung (stung what? Scalp? Eyes?
What?) as it ate away the layer of color off each strand of hair.

Because [ wanted the process to work, I endured the pain. 1 curled up(,) like a comma.

1 had done it wrong, 1 had put the mixture too close to my scalp. The skin of my scalp
ached like sunburn and other parts, hurting raw. (7/us sentence is a mess. Try rewording)

Out of ignorance, my mistake. Because I had never done this before, I had never
done anything. 16 years old and I knew nothing. Even I knew it. (Delete the sentence but pur
the age in somewhere else.)

I'ran my head under the bathtub faucet, quickly, wincing as the cold water touched the
burnt places, again as I rubbed the mixture with the towel. (Odd reference. Rubbing the
mixture as opposed to drying her hair?) My hair had a whitish yellow color like sulfur.

And then I rubbed Manic Panic brand Virgin Snow toner from a squat little jar, through
and over my straw hair, winced again, (probably delete this one.) rinsed all over again.

Stared, then, (delete) at the face I saw.

Me yet not myself.

Hair, short, aslengas- (delete) down 1o my ear and curling at the tips (and-whiteJike 1
said- ) don’'t say it twice

Further down, my eyebrows, still dark, curving up and down like & cartoon of birds in the
sky. My eyes, more green than blue. My nose, aquiline with flaring nostrils which-flare.

The whole of my face makes an oval. My chin does not stick out far.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

Below-my-long-neek-the-rest-ofmy-bedy-begin: Shoulders are not very broad, average for
a girl, narrow for a boy. The same goes for my height. Smat-for-a-boy;average foragirk

I do not have a curvy figure or a stocky figure or gangly. My body does not retain muscle
or a lot of fat. Please, don’t tell us what it doesn't have. Identify what it does have.

And I locked 12 years old.

Having stared at myself, I snapped off the light, out of fear. Medusa the snake-haired
Gorgon had died when Jason the Argonaut showed her own face to her, reflected in his shield.

The horror of her own face had turn her into stone.

Fear could turn you to stone, so you never moved, 5o you never dared. Fear of fear made
me move.

1 turned out the light and went downstairs. Still, I did not think about what I had left on
the medicine cabinet shelf.

In the kitchen, lights still off, I cleaned off the bowl and the wooden spoon and dried
them with the faded blue-green terrycloth towel. The kitchen-eeks /ooked like an ordinary
kitchen. The house looks like an ordinary house, neither cluttered and messy or spotless and
strict.

1 did not belong in it.

After cleaning up, 1 put the old gardening gloves back on their wooden shelves in the
basement,

The backpack, packed and full, waited for me on the floor of my bedroom. So I joined it.

We had a plan. Me, I mean, and my co-conspirator. It had started to evolve a month age
ago and gotten to the stage where I could not turn back or back down.

I had to trust her because I had no courage of my own.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

The past week, I had spent packing and unpacking, until it had become automatic and
mechanical.

The backpack had a change of clothes in it, a notebook and a pen. A tube of toothpaste
and a pale yellow traveller’s toothbrush with a folding handle. A black plastic wallet with an ID
card I had made myself. I placed the wallet there.

The ticket, too, in an unsealed envelope opened up, examined, a hundred times.

Lastly the book, so carefully chosen, the one, out of of all of them on my shelves, I could
not bear to leave behind,

All the while, my heart beat forcefully and rapidly. It oppressed me like a bully. My brain
and my heart... neither of them let me alone long enough for me to think.

No one persecutes me more than me. Stop whining. It adds nothing to the story.

The kids at school whose stares last too long, even they could not hate me as much as I
hate myself. Not a sentence and whining again.

Not even my mother and father and their expectations for me. Not a sentence.

My parents stare and smile, stare and smile. Or rather my mother smiles and my father
tries to remember to do it, with a faraway look on his face.

Stare and smile and understand nothing or maybe they understood everything. Never let
on what they think or feel.

Always they touched the world with the long sugar tongs of politeness. Nice sentence

I had to get away. from .

For a week, like I said, I had done practice runs. Now I took up the backpack up and went

downstairs.
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

I had to run or else face the full darkness of the truth. /n order for this kind of sentence to
have any impact, the reader needs to know what you're referring to. What truth?

The nearer [ approached, the farther away it got. The darkness of it grew. The vagueness
of it made it more awful. So I could only escape by turning my back.

Fear. I knew fear.

Peopie sometimes specialize in emotions. They know all about curiosity or pride. I knew

fear.
The way Licorice knows about bravery and courage. She would act and never look back.
Licorice who I had not yet met, who I did not even know of, but who I would meet so
Very soo.

A few people can do anything. They must look down on people like us and see us as
we sometimes see us, small and ordinary.

We must pay that price for not making ourselves great. We get, in return, safety.

My mom and dad had ordinary all over them, ordinary lives, except they did not
seem to care. My mother, on purpose, because she chose it, to stay with my father, My
father because he could see no other way. Maybe they knew they had no choice. Maybe no
one has a choice, whether to make yourself great or to stay small,

I thought I knew that I could not escape. I just wanted to pretend. If I could pretend

then maybe I could make it real.

If nothing else, I would know at least that I had tried.
Islipped out the back door and then around to the front and out onto the dark

street outside. I left, this time, for real. Never, I thought, to return,
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NOVEL EXCERPT (YOUNG ADULT): LICORICE BY RIA

My fear walked with me.

This is a long unsubstantiated rant. Please, let the reader understand why there is so
much turmoil in the character. What is special about the mom and dad that would elicit such
angst. I hope it's not the typical teenager whining how the world is terrible and no one
understands me. There has to be a hook that separates this from all the other hormone fuelled

teenage complaining stories.
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