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Summary: Felix Is a French writer living in Paris. whe He believes he has
everything in order—a beauwtiful girlfriend, a paying day job, and a novel he's working on—
but when le moves in with his girlfriend, cravings start, There is something he wants that
he cannot find.

LITERARY NOVEL EXCERPT: MAGGIE FERGUSON

<"

Felix gave his heart to Pariskiseity, and he could not imagine ever wanting it back-he i\%o
weerithedbesveantit-baek, On the walk home under the pale rosy-Ra+is dawn, bakeries churned . %OD

out breads and pastries. and the smell of rising yeast filled the streets. [n his youth, Felix

would have knocked at the rear door of a bakery and offered cash for a take-away breakfast.

He considered suggesting it to Juliette, who. tucked under his arm, was now half-asleep, but

he-stresds knew she™d say no.

They hadn’t meant to stay out all night. It had just sort of happened in a happenstance { comment [PHS 151}: Watch the word echo.
L id 2 —

way. Felix disliked being tired, but Juliette delighted in staying out all night—it made her

feel as if something were happening. He wasn’t so old that it caused him great pain, and he [ Comment [PHS 152}: Be more speclfc.
e

valiantly. obligingly braved the night crowd——the party-til-dawners who seemed, in spite of’
their attraction to large crowds. to dislike other people——so that Julictte would have
something to brag about. He agreed even though he knew, from months of experience and
repetition. she would be in a bad mood for well over twenty-four hours following their night

out without sicep.

He pulled her closer. Heswas-meving-tn-with-her. Afier a year together, they'd agreed [ comment [PHS 153]: repeutive

to start cohabitating, when Felix’s, “My lease is up.” met with Julictte’s raised eyebrows.
~I’m searching for something close to you,” he'd said.
She had feigned nonchalance. eavaliertv-setting out a candlelit romantic dinner for

two. as picture-perfect as a magazine, but her hands had shaken_: esd Upon seeing that, Felix
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had taken her hands in his. She'd planned to ask over dessert, but the proposal tumbled out
instead.

~My apartment is large enough for two.” Julictte had inherited her three-room flat in
the sixteenth arrondissement from her family. Her offer rescued him from the headache of
hunting for a new home. Parisian real estate was so like the city. in sea=constant
construction, remodeling, and removing, a mercurial landscape. Felix spent most nights at
Juliette's anyway. A small collection of belongs, mostly books. waited to follow his
migration.

Felix’s longtime {riend and coworker Remi had agreed to help him move in exchange
for a dinner, a fine wine. and a selection of aged cheeses. Remi was half-Egyptian and half-
Spanish, spoke four languages fluently and an additional two partiolly. It was a skill set that
translated into an afTable ability 1o speak with anyone, anywhere. He was also one of the few,
rare, cherished people Felix knew with a car.

Later that afternoonl Remi cased his old Renautt, full of Felix’s boxes, inte a small

spot, sandwiched between a Tesla and aWOm her sixth storv window}{ gripping a

wrought iron railing, Juliette leaned out and waved down to Remi and Felix. Her long hair

O 5
dangled dewn as il to reach down to FelixXerinvite him up. She 8 :d fearless and
—— g i

disregarded her safety, her torso hovering over the pavement below. With the sun behind her,
Felix couldn®t tell if she was smiling or laughing. He had to imagine her grin.

*No clevator?” Remi asked for the twentieth time.

~“No—and pay attention. Sometimes there’s a cat on the stairs.™

=Anything clse? Loose boards? Sharp nails? A madwoman in the auic?™
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Felix shrugged, pretending he'd forgotien the staircase narrowed afier the third floor,

e didn’t mention the timer on the staircase light cither. So when the light flicked off, Remi A0V \ noh.-l ((;T"C‘\c
cursed and smacked the wall until he found a switch. (5 “l
Felix and Remi had a similar build. They were long and lean and slim and in-shape. [ comment [PHS IS7]: Youve got lots of

backstory here, Is the description of the actual

. . . . . . maving in cruclal to the story? If not, cut it. Pius
So Felix was surprise when after mastering three trips up the stairs. Remi collapsed on you're “telling” Ls everything. Not really “shawing”

Julictte’s couch and insisted Felix should have hired someone. One couch would have been o B
casier than ten boxes of books, he claimed.
Juliette—who when asked to help. had noted. “But those boxes are too heavy for me.
What help could [ be?"—praised Remi and rewarded him with tea. while Felix continued to
fug boxes sbhisbelensingsup six flights of stairs alone.
By the time: he stacked his last box on Juliette’s spacious hardwood floor, sweat
pasted his button-down to his skin. Two couches and a television [ramed the front halfof the 1] »(\—\(j
room. A dining table with chairs sat in the other. Persian rugs covered wooden floors. {S‘(\O( x(w

el L :
Flowered blue wallpaper plasiered the walls, peelipg and crackiffg in spots. In winter,

radiators heated t the place, but they couldn’t reach every cﬁf-lg drafty corner, in part
because of the large. door-like windows that filled the opposite wall and funneled natural )
light throughout the room. Juliette had sequestered the corner with a folding Japanese print
screen of bamboo in every season. This was 1o be Felix’s spot in the apartment. He'd bring in
a desk and a chair and write by the window.

While he'd worked, Julietic and Remi had seuled together at the dining room table
and sipped tea with their backs to the entryway and Felix.

“So Felix has submitted all of his change of address forms?” Remi asked. He leaned

over the lable Toegst closer to Julictte. When Julictte nodded, he said. “*Shame.”
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*“You wouldn’t want to live with me?” Julietie asked.

Felix tiied his-head-back-sa-he-scowled al the ceiling. He headed-e-grabbed a towel
10 wipe etfseme-ofthe sweat. Juliette tlirted with everyone.: ard Bul he thought-rssbe:
since he was huffing like a draft horse after bearing all those boxes up all those stairs, she
should seebim-und-knock it ofT. He agreed with-Rerthat everyone should be in love with her.
but to sec her flirt never failed to make him jealous,

“I would love nothing more. Where will Felix stay?” . Formatted: Indent: Left: 0.5%, Firet line: 0

Julictic laughed. Fedia-patled-ptarwed-from-te Desbiay Hoen chosel and-terped-bach-tn

te-te-seehl ler hand brushed Remi's arm. “Felix will stay here of course.”

Remi shrugged. “Okay, but Felix sleeps on the couch.™

Felix cleared his throat. Remi fretrehescaand loved to lirt. He had a square jaw and a
smile like a diamond. For as long as they'd been friends. Remi had prided himself on a
playful rapport with the fairer sex. Felix wished he would practice on someone other than
Juliette, While Remi could captivate anyone. he s+H knew that Felix siruggled with women
and how much he !321‘;(&1 Juliette.

=Ah. Felix.” Remi waved him in. *You know my upstairs neighbor Claude moved to
Colorado in the United States. It’s not too late to rent his apartment.™

“Why would [ want that?” Felix asked. e crossed his arms. “When [ can let some
loud family rent it and torment you by stomping on the lloorboards at all hours?”

~One week here,” Juliete’s eyes narrowed. “And Felix will never want to leave.”

He crossed the room to kiss her.

&K
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If working Monday after a sleeping weekend, spent moving and then unpacking. clou::‘l'“m [PHS IS8]: | thought they were up ali
night]

didn"t offer enough torture, Felix suffered from a gnawing craving for something with .

cinnamon. When he woke in the early dark, he smelled cinnamon but brushed it ofl. He had a

bowl of calé¢ au lait and a slice of Nutella toast. and fully expected the craving to desert him

over the course of the morning.
It didn't. | Formattest: Indent: Left: 0.5", First line: 0"
[nstead, it clung 10 him as he slogged through editing typos out of advertisements. el

1 endured meetings where he would have napped if the iingcring craving hadn’t needled - Formatted: Indent: First line: 0°

him awake. Lunch approached. and he listed off foods containing cinnamon. Cookies, onion

soup, coffce cake. The vaguely insatiable desire frustrated him, Who craved cinnamon?

5. e had o nagging feeling that cinnamon

had been an ingredient in some treat he couldn’t remember. Why it should reappear now. he
had no idea.
b Formatted: Indent: Lefi: 0.57, Fist line: 07
e needed to focus. He'd brought his lunch to the office. a ham baguette, and planned
to stay there in order 1o meet his deadline. The week before, hed accidentally missed one = Formatted: Indent: First fine: 0"
deadline when a simple slogan for a milk poster had spawned an ardent love poem 1o Julietie.
His afiernoon had disappeared in a lyrical page to her. He imagined she would be pleased,
faitered, spouting praise for him and his writing, but that hadn’t been her exact reaction.
- Formatted: Indent: Left: 0.5, First line: 0°
~It’s not bad.™ she’d said when she held it 10 her nose and squinted. She’d sniffed as
if expecting it to smell. “You mix your f's and /s in your handwriting.” . Formattad: Font: Italic

Formatted: Font: Italic
Formatted: Indent: First line: 0"
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Fhe-disanpaintment-Felix’s disappointment-telt came out in one long sigh. If her
feedback dwelled on his penmanship, then Felix would focus on his work and not risk -
another deadline. He'd kept his resolve—until NME cinnamon craving distracted

him.
“You aren’t focusing,” Remi said. He stopped to visit Felix’s desk on the way to some

meeting. They worked for the same company. but Remi wore is a suit, his job a mix of sales, «

und-PR, and marketing instead of copy. “Go for a walk.”,
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Summary: Felix is a French writer living in Paris who believes le has everything in
order--a beautiful girvlfriend, a paying day job, and a novel he's working on--but when he
moves in with his girlfriend, cravings start. There is something he wants that he cannot
Jind, Neuvs 4 sTrongme STarT. Dreyy TR READER (N,

cuod MORE 0€ FELik auy duiigrrels RTeeatTioN, L HAVE NO eent

SENSAE o TinC (2 L aTio sl P

r” mi L Felix gave his heart to his city, and he could not imagine he would ever want it back.
-—-—--_________-___-__/-—-——-.

On the walk home under the pale rosy Paris dawn, bakeries churned out breads and pastries,

and the smell of rising yeast filled the streets. In his youth, Felix would have knocked at the

=4 o

rear door of a bakery and offered cash for a take-away breakfast. He considered suggesting it Ll

: 4 . or L
to Juliette, who, tucked gg_clc:_h_lé;_gzn; was half-asleep, but he already knew she’d say no. cart
They hadn’t meant to stay out all night. It had just sort of happened in a happenstance

way. Felix disliked being tired, but Juliette delighted in staying out all night—it made her X

feel as if something were happening. He wasn’t so old that it caused him great pain, and he
'.__...-———-\_

valiantly, obligingly braved the night crowd, the party-til-dawners who seemed, in spite of m SS fra

) s frant

their attraction to large crowds, to dislike other people so that Juliette would have something W"L‘I

' o’escx‘

to brag about. He agreed even though he knew, from months of experience and repetition, Wl

{Lo=
she would be in a bad mood for well over twenty-four hours following theilhnight out withent”

slecpp

He pulled her closer. He was moving in with her. After a year together, they'd agreed

to start cohabitating, when Felix’s “My lease is up” met with Juliette’s raised eyebrows. “I'm

searching for something close to you,” he’d said.

She had feigned nonchalance, ciwalierl\.r setting out a candlelit romantic dinner for
two, as picture-perfect as a magazine, but her hands had shaken, and seeing that, Felix had
taken her hands tn his. She’d planned to ask over dessert, but the proposal tumbled out

instead.
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C D “My apartment is large enough for two.” Juliette had inherited her three-room flat in
A\
\

e

Q

the sixteenth arrondissement from her family. Her offer rescued him from the headache ofwL P> 8
hunting for a new home. Parisian real estate was so like the city, in near constant ,}"F”:‘Fyy
construction, remodeling, and removing, a mercurial landscape. Felix spent most nights at J 3 : G .
Juliette’s anyway. A small collection of belor@g mostly books, waited to follow his

migration.

Felix’s longtime friend and coworker Remi had agreed to help him move in exchange

4/,;7 for a dinner, a fine wine, and a selection of aged cheeses. Remi was half-Egyptian and half-

‘Ng‘fj\ Spanish, spoke four languages fluently and an aﬂc@@tw_o ;Etiall_ly. It was a skillset that
translated into an affable ability to speak with anyone, anywhere. He was also one of the few,
rare, cherished people Felix knew with a car.

Later that afternoon, Remi eased his old Renault, full of Felix’s boxes, into a small

‘5 spot, sandwiched between a Tesla and a Peugeot. From her sixt@ry window, gripping a

>

\949“ , wrought iron railing, Juliette leaned out and waved down to Remi and Felix. Her long hai ,,/Q
-_______-__..__-—’" ———— ar
N +£

L f

dangled down as if to reach down to Felix to invite him up. She seemed fearless and
disregarded her safety, her torso hovering over the pavement below. With the sun behind her,
Felix couldn’t tell if she was smiling or laughing. He had to imagine her grin.

Vi 7

L }LJ ' “No elevator?” Remi asked for the twentieth time.
‘\!"
“No—and pay attention. Sometimes there’s a cat on the stairs.” (e 4

4
“Anything else? Loose boards? Sharp nails? A madwoman in the attic?” Al =S i V‘}ﬂ
Felix shrugged, pretending he’d forgotten the staircase narrowed after the third floor.

[He didn’t mention the timer on the staircase light either. So when the light flicked off, Remi

cursed and smacked the wall until he found a switch.
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Felix and Remi hwi.a.si.mjlﬂ.Lhui-ldrThe-y”wereﬂlong and !_e_g_g_ﬁﬂd-—d.ilﬂ-ﬂﬂdiﬂ;ib&p% “<

[

P{}f‘.‘&;bSo Felix was surprige,when aftehree trips up the stairs, Remi collapsed on

/
c,')ﬂ”.luhette s couch and insisted Felix should have hired someone. One couch would have been
5 Tag”
X ¢ easier than ten boxes of books, he claimed.
2. 5
Hi\‘ /;E.\ Qb Juliette—who when asked to help, had noted, “But those boxes are too heavy for me> Aoz~
0

A
What help could I be?”—praised Remi and rewarded him with tea while Felix continued to) 4L
lug boxes of his belongings up six flights of stairs alone.

By the timc_f he stacked his last box on Juliette’s spacious hardwood floor, sweat
pasted his button-down to his skin. Two couches and a television framed the front half of the
room. A dining table with chairs sat in the other. Persian rugs covered wooden floors.
Flowered blue wallpaper plastered the walls, peeling and cracking in spots. In winter,
radiators heated kz:the place, but they couldn’t reach every chilly drafty corner, in part
because of the large, door-like windows that filled the opposite wall and funneled natural
N Jr’ ‘{‘)llght throughout the room. Juliette had seguestered the corner with a folding Japanese print
- R
Q;r)a«—‘) screen of bamboo in every season_,I-hrﬁ-s\-mjto Felix’s spot in the apartment. He’d bring in a
desk and a chair and write by the window.
While he’d worked, Juliette and Remi had settled together at the dining room table '{"’/y i
and sipped tea with their backs to the entryway and Felix. /' &
“So Felix has submitted all of his change of address forms?” Remi asked. He leaned .
over the table to get closer to Juliette. When Juliette nodded, he said, “Shame.”
deples s
7 of © “You wouldn’t want to live with me?” Juliette asked. [Felix tilted his head back so he

scowled at the ceiling. He headed to grab a towel to wipe off some of the sweat. Juliette

flirted with everyone, and he thought maybe, since he was huffing like a draft horse after
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bearing all those boxes up all those stairs, she should see him and knock it off. Heagreed »
-mﬁkmmwm_mmmmmmnwmmj L9 A
him-jealous”
“I would love nothing more. Where will Felix stay?”
\r_}j-}lluliette laughed. Felix pulled a towel from the hallway linen closet and turned back in time to
see her hand brushed Remi’s arm. “Felix will stay here\-,/of course.”
Remi shrugged. *Okay, but Felix sleeps on the couch.”
Felix cleared his throat. Remi had charm and ﬁloved to flirt. He had a square jaw and a
4‘ smile like a diamond. For as long as they’d been friends, Remi had prided himselfon a
playful rapport with the fairer sex. Felix wished he would practice on someone other than
Juliette. While Remi could captivate anyone, he well knew that Felix struggled with women
and how much he prized Juliette.
“Ah, Felix,” Remi waved him in. “You know my upstairs neighbor Claude moved to
Colorado in the United States. It’s not too late to rent his apartment.”
“Why would [ want that?” Felix asked. He crossed his arms. *When | can let some
loud family rent it and torment you by stomping on the floorboards at all hours?”
“One week here,” Juliette’s eyes narrowed. “And Felix will never want to leave.”
He crossed the room to kiss her.
If working Monday after a 6‘1&9@ :weekend, spent moving and then unpacking,

2%

didn’t offer enough torture, Felix{‘suffered from a gnawing craving for something with

cinnamon. When he woke in the early dark, he smelled cinnamon but brushed it off. He had a
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bowl of café au lait and a slice of Nutella toast, and fully expected the craving to desert him

over the course of the morning.
ot
; " Jode Ctdidn't

(Jw)p ]lnstead, it clung to him as he slogged through editing typos out of advertisements and

\@(9

endured meetings where he would have n_aﬁped if the lingering craving hadn’t needled him

awake. Lunch approached, and he i;&ﬁ off foods containing cinnamon. Cookies, onion

soup, coffee cake. The vaguely insatiable desire frustrated him. Who craved cinnamon?

Maybe he was confusing cinnamon and apple tarts. He had a nagging feeling that cinnamon

had been an ingredient in some treat he couldn’t remember. Why it should reappear now, he

had no idea. ,,_;.,efzc.u) 2 F®:+"Ut

v =
jHe needed to focus. He’d brought his lunch to the of'ﬁcnd planned to stay

there in order to meet his deadline. The week before, he’d accidentally missed one deadline

A

when a simple slogan for a milk poster had spawned anlove poem to Juliette. His” ‘_P)of‘a
#mﬂmm@w He imagined she would be pleased,
flattered, spouting praise for him and his writing, but that hadn’t been her exact reaction.
j“lt's not bad.” she’d said when she held it to her nose and squinted. She’d sniffed as if
expecting it to smell. *You mix your t’s and I's in your handwriting.”™
jfhe disappointment Felix felt came out in one long sigh. If her feedback dweiled on his
penmanship, then Felix would focus on his work and not risk another deadline. He’d kept his
resolve—until an improbable cinnamon craving distracted him. ij o,,/T
]"You aren’t focusing,” Remi sald}‘\b‘e stopped to visit Felix’s desk on the way to some “Lls
4 II |- ]
,‘pft');}—?"’ meeting. They worked for the same company, but Remi wore in a suit, his job a mix of sales '7& =
\ 'l/ —_—————— —_——

£ ¢ and PR and marketing instead of copy. “Go for a walk.”
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Summary: Felix is a French writer living in Paris who believes he has everything in
order--a beautiful girlfriend, a paying day job, and a novel he's working on--but when he

moves in with his girlfriend, cravings start, There is something he wants that he cannot
find. N
0 ,'r !-f“ ¢ n
| WW'}{;V\I
(ﬂ wn Felix gave his heart to his city, and he could not imagine he would ever want it back.
g . orany imed S5 fue'5um fbs
Pﬂ V*2 4 On the walk ho ] lnder the pale rosy Paris dawn, bakj.rles clglrned out breads and pastries, "’E 2,
fcball r
and the smell of rising yeast filled the streets. In hls youth Felix would have knocked at the avien
rear door of a bakery a|1d7c3ffered cash for a take-away breakfast. He considered suggesting it 50 T
. A

r i
to Juliette, who, tucked under his am was half-asleep, but he already knew sl]le’d say no.
("- They hadn’t meant to stay out all night. 1t had just sort ofhappemenstance

way. Felix disliked being tired, but Juliette delighted in staying out all night—it made her

4
G
wy\ﬂ- ' feel as if something were happening. He wasn’t so old that it caused him great pain, and he
hgW

pi g valiantly, obligingly braved the night crowdgthe party-til-dawners who seemed, in spite of
ns. : . - -~

their attraction to large crowds, to dislike other people so that Juliette would have[s‘omething

N lvw

l
to brag aboa. He"agreed even though he knew, from months of experience and repetition,

she would be in a bad mood for well over twenty-four hours following their night out without
Leg hy?
[ sleep. tfs,"f/"f’/urj bobeva T+ sT7 vy 665 s

He pulled her closer. ‘gﬂ—as moving in with her. After a year together, they'd agreed @“th

hits o
/M/"‘
search ing for something close to you,” he’d said.
switch'ves TOMfawinuall do £ lashbm 4
She had feigned nonchalance, cavalierly setting out a candlelit romantic dinner for 0/ ‘j‘/‘

to start cohabitating, when Felix’s “My lease is up” met with Juliette’s raised eyebrows. “I'm

two, as picture-perfect as a magazine, but her hands had shaken, aning that, Felix had P (eaw ¢
taken her hands in his. She’d planned to ask over desscrt, but the proposal tumbled out A vt?""i?;

instead. L/ Lm-’ r ’?
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h//vﬁ . 7 - Ln-r
I/

“My apartment is large enough for two.”"Juliette had inherited her three-room flat in
nuetited

_ Ln/)r”

the sixteenth arrondissement) from her family.Her offer rescued him from the headache ofaﬂ,ef/

Sten
. . , T rofh s s
hunting for a new home!zPanSIan real estate was so like the city, in near constant 6’»’70::}«0?
. . . . - ) . ~he [
construction, remodeling, and removing, a mercurial landscap_cXFellx spent most nights at whatths
o , E‘dﬂV‘Ol‘“ﬂ‘ ? , SeinTtn
Juliette’s anyway. A small collection of belongs, mostly books, waited to follow his ot
you'e J gl

Felix’s longtime friend and coworker Remi had agreed to help him mo@n exchange 5,/ fan
S‘L‘H.V"")

migration. 7 — ffwwu Ve pe
NL‘«JrL»WM tp e walh’ F Tk

for a dinner, a fine wine, and a selection of aged cheeses. Remi wag half-Egyptian and half-
Ao o Dt tevestaf fles 2 P
Spanish, spoke four languages fluently and an additional two partially.gwas a skillset that
translated into an affablc ability to speak with anyonc, anywhere] He was also one of the few,
H [ 2
wheo gwhw/ ~T ‘f’k;‘w4 Fh &,0995:&4
rare, cherished people Felix knew with a car. wrthout ey fuﬂdﬁ' g a

kst o frne now
Later that afternoon, Remi eased his old Renault, full of Felix's boxes, into a small

| . Y s
spot, sandwiched between a Tesla and a Peugeot. From her sixth story window, gripping a 4 ]P [
pRI14l
wrought iron railing, Julictte leaned out and waved down to Remi and Felix. Her long hair
dangled down as if to reach down to Felix to invite him up. She seemed fearless and
disregarded her safety, her torso hovering over the pavement below. With the sun behind her,
Felix couldn’t tell if she was smiling or laughing. He had to imagine her grin.
“No clevator?” Remi asked for the twenticth time.
“No—and pay attention. Sometimes there’s a cat on the stairs.”
“Anything else? Loose boards? Sharp nails? A madwoman in the attic?”
Felix shrugged, pretending he’d forgotten the staircase narrowed after the third floor.
A

He didn’t mention the timer on the staircasc iigl@ther. So when the light flicked off, Remi

curse¢d apd smacked the wall until he found a switch.
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Felix and Remi had a similar build. They were long and lean and slim and ina,é;c.
So Felix was surprisééhcn after MasTErg three trips up the stairs, Remi collapsed on
Juliette’s couch and insisted Felix should have hired someone. One couch would have been

easier than ten boxes of books, he claimed.
ik
nL’ Juliette—whg when asked to help, had noted, “But those boxes are too heavy for me.
5 ;
What help could | be?”—praised Remi and rewarded him with tea while Felix continued to

e e . 7'_\‘3'07& ‘ﬂ-&)r;ﬂc hs fA,’hj,sf,
lug boxes of his belongings up six flights of stairs alone.
¢

By the time,\lle stacked his last box

wood floor, sweat M)’

n Juliette’s spacious h

- e oty

pasted his button-down to his skin. Two couches and a television framed the front half of the e
whatoamd N e .
room. A dining table with chairs sat in tli¢ other. Persian rugs ¥overed wooden floors. y !
9
Flowered blue wallpaper plastered the walls, pgeling and cracking in spots. In winter, L‘-/f'f’
radiators heated Me place, but they couldn’t reachrevery chilly drafty corner,_in part
'
fvvrr- Lol
because of the large, door-like windows that filled the opposite wall and funneled natural “
ol YLe sl wvf
light throughout the room. Juliette had sequestered the corner with 3f{olding Japanese print
I’W\‘ﬂ' be

screen of bamboo in every seasor]. This was t%Felix’s spot in the apartmenf>~He’d bring in a
desk and a chajf and write by the window. ,_J

/

and sipped tca with their backs to the enfry
*“So Felix has submitted all of his change of address forms?” Remi as
over the table to get closer to Juliette. When Juliette nodded, he said, “Shame.” Adfe ?
" 01'»% 7
“You wouldn’t want to live with me?” Juliette asked. Felix tilted his head back so he e

scowled at the ceiling. He headed to grab a towel to wipe off some of the sweat. Julictte

flirted with everyone, and he thought maybe, since he was huffing like a draft horse after
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I
bearing all those boxes up all those stairs, she should see him and knock it off. He agreed

with her that everyone should be in love with her, but to sec her flirt never failed to make
him jealous.
;Vaul/ 7
*“I would love nothing more. Where will Felix stay?”
,__’:Pjuliette laughed. Felix pulled a towel from the hallway linen closet and turned back in time to

ot 7
sce her hand brushgfl Remi’s arm. *Felix will stay hcroursc.”

Remi shrugged. “Okay, but Felix sleeps on the couch.” - .r ‘¢5

Felix cleared his throat. Remi had charm an:jlll?ved to flirt. He had a square jaw and a 2';’;:‘-1 ;i;‘j
smile like a diamond. For as long as they’d been friends, Remi had prided himself on a ﬁhth_e«
playful rapport with the fairer sex. Felix wished he would practice on someone other than '(a 5
Juliette. While Regi could captivate anyone, hg well knew that Felix struggled with womc::nJA»r:}'?g"h
and how mucl h;: yrized Juliette.

*“Ah, Felix,” Remi waved him in. *You know my upstairs neighbor Claude moved to
Colorado in the United States. 1t’s not too late to rent his apartment.”

“Why would | want that?” Felix asked. He crossed his arms. “When | can let some

l)”

loud family rent it and torment you by stomping on the floorboards at all hours

‘Fou
“One week heuliette’s eyes narrowed. “And Felix will never want to leave.” Z dow

IfZ;MHwa_ﬁl
He crossed the room to kiss her. ALy
ok
@h -_— ——

{ ﬁ/ If working Monda%aftcr a steeffing weekend.l(spent moving and then unpackin&l
A

didn’t offer enough torture, Felix suffered from a gnawing craving for something with

con\W

cinnamon. When he woke in the early dark, he smelled cinnamon but brushed it off. He had a

l‘.j}"-ﬁ'ﬂftd?’?
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#
bowl of café¢ au lait and a slice of Nutella toast, and fully expected the craving to desert him

over the course of the morning.

It didn’t.

% Instead, it clung to him as he slogged through editing typos out of advertisements and \

endured mectings where he would have napped if the lingering craving hadn’t ncedled him m}r hal :

awake. Lunch approached, and he listed off foods containing cinnamon. Cookies, onion

flt
‘fﬁ’ W

soup, coffee cake. The vaguely insatiable desire frustrated him. Who craved cinnamon?
Maybe he was confusing cinnamon and apple tarts. He had a nagging feeling that cinnamon

had been an ingredicnt in some treat he couldn’t remember. Why it should reappear now, he

/___-J

had no idea.

e
p—— —_—

.-—‘9 He needed to focus. He’d brought his lunch to the ofﬁceﬂa ham baguettfqand planned to stay
there in order to meet his deadline. The week before, he’d accidentally missed one deadline
when a simple slogan for a milk poster had spawned an ardent love poem to Juliette. His
afternoon had disappeared in a lyrical page to her. H%agined she would be pleased,
flattered, spouting praise for him and his writing, but that hadn’t been her exact reaction.

ﬂ“lt’s not bad,” she’d said when she held it to her nose and squinted. She’d sniffed as if
expecting it to smell. “You mix your t’s and I's in your handwriting.”
~—>> The disappointment Felix felt came out in one long sigh. If her feedb\zfack dwelled on his
matén
penmanship, then Felix would focus on his work and not risk another deadline. He’d kept his
resolve—until an improbable cinnamon craving distracted him. 01’\- o -’ﬁ.jw,‘yk
——" “You aren’t focusing,” Remi said. H I. topped to visit Felix’s desk on the way to some

meeting. They worked for the same company, but Remi wore H?z:uit, his job a mix of sales

and PR and marketing instead of copy. “Go for a walk.”

. ¢ {
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Maggie-

The setting, Paris, comes loaded with meaning. An apartment in Paris with two young
people moving in together is also loaded with meaning. Narrow streets, small shops, young
love, it all adds up to a very cozy story where the reader expect certain elements - like sofl,
romantic opening, then into young people struggling to make it together against all odds.
Something like thay.

We have a French writer, Felix, working to succeed. Rather than working on his
novel, he’s writing copy for an advertising agency. He becomes distracted and writes a love
poem to Juliette. She demeans his poem.

He's also very insecure. His friend, Remi, makes passes in front of Felix. She seems to
encourage the gesture. There seems 1o be a muted reaction by Felix at first and then the
passes are forgotten. I have a hard time accepting I'elix’s passivity. Maybe Juliette has made
a mistake. Remi is far more interesting than Felix.

Then there 1s the cinnamon craving, It is so odd at this point and out of the blue. |
think you have to bolster the craving with some reason for the craving. Is there some history
with cinnamon? Does he have a brain tumor? What's going on here? It's not a bad thing to
leave some element hanging 1o be answered later with a good reason. This is just strange,
unless you have something really captivating up your sieeve.

The bottom line at this point, if someone were to ask me what this story is about, I'd
have to say, “I don't know." Afier five pages, the reader should have a sense on where wére
going with this. Thus far, we have an interesting scene, a couple of potentially interesting
characters, but no direction. You know where the Story is going. You can give the reader
some help to cross the street.

Good luck with this worthy effort.

Dave

«Y Q, Summary: Felix is a French writer living in Paris who believes he has everything in
WY\ “order—a beautiful girlfriend, a paying day job, and a novel he's working on—-but when he
\ Yy ™Moves in with his girlfriend, cravings start. There is something he wants that he cannot
Sind.

Sconves

Felix gave his heart to his city, and he could not imagine he would ever want it back.
On the walk home under the pale rosy Paris dawn, bakeries churned out breads and pastries,
and the smell of rising yeast filled the streets (bakeries and breads and pastries don't walk
down the street. You have to attribute the smells to what Felix is doing, likeFelix is smelling
the breads and pasteries on the way home.) In his youth, Felix would have knocked at the

rear door of a bakery and offered cash for a take-away breakfast. He considered
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suggesting(that they crawl out of bed and go 1o a local bakery and knock on the back door ... )
it to Juliette, who, tucked under his arm, was half-asleep, but he already knew she’d say no.

They hadn’t meant to stay out al! night. It had just sort of happened in-a-happenstance
way. Felix disliked being tired, but Juliette delighted in staying out all night—it made her
feel as if something were happening. He wasn’t so old that it caused him great pain, and he
valiantly, obligingly braved the night crowd, the party-til-dawners who seemed, in spite of
their attraction(Whose attraction? The crowd or Felix and Juliette?) to large crowds, to
dislike other people so that Juliette would have something to brag about.(Confusing
sentence.) He agreed even though he knew, from months of experience and repetition, she
would be in a bad mood for well over twenty-four hours following their night out without
sleep.

He pulled her closer. He-was-mevingin-with-her. (delere) After a year together, they’d
agreed to start cohabitating, when Felix’s “My lease is up” met with Juliette’s raised
eyebrows. “I'm searching for something close to you,” he’d said.

She had feigned nonchalance, cavalierly setting out a candlelit romantic dinner for
two, as picture-perfect as a magazine, but her hands had shaken, and seeing that, Felix had
taken her hands in his.(When did this take place 7) She’d planned to ask(ask what? That he'd
move in? confusing) over dessert, but the proposal tumbled out instead.

“My apartment is large enough for two.” (Why not have a continued dialogue here. It
seems this one line is too brief for an important statement like this. Some kind of reaction
Jrom Felix and some back and Jorth. Like, Are you sure... "}(New paragraph)Juliette had
inherited her three-room flat in the sixteenth arrondissement from her family. Her offer

rescued him from the headache of hunting for a new home. Parisian real estate was so like
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the city, in near constant construction, remodeling, and removing, a mercurial landscape.
Felix spent most nights at Juliette’s anyway. A small collection of belongs (belongings?),
mostly books, waited to follow his migration (from his old place to her place.)

Felix’s longtime friend and coworker Remi had agreed to help him move in exchange
for a dinner, a fine wine, and a selection of aged cheeses. Remi was half-Egyptian and half-
Spanish, spoke four languages fluently and an additional two partially. It was a skiliset that
translated into an affable ability to speak with anyone, anywhere. He was also one of the few,
rare, cherished people Felix knew with a car.

Eater-that-afterneen; Affer work, Remi eased his old Renault, full of Felix’s boxes,
into a small spot near Juliette’s apartment house, sandwiched between a Tesla and a
Peugeot. From her sixth story window, gripping-a-wrought-ironrailing; Juliette leaned out
and waved down to Remi and Felix. Her long hair dangled down as if to reach-dewn to Felix
to invite him up. She seemed fearless and disregarded her safety, her torso hovering over the
pavement below. With the sun behind her, Felix couldn’t tell if she was smiling or laughing.
He had to imagine her grin.

“No elevator?” Remi asked for the twentieth time.

“No—and pay attention. Sometimes there’s a cat on the stairs.”

“Anything else? Loose boards? Sharp naiis? A madwoman in the attic?”

Felix shrugged, pretending he’d forgotten the staircase narrowed after the third floor.
He didn’t mention the timer on the staircase light either. So when the light flicked off, Remi
cursed and smaeked reeded 1o smack the wall until he found a switch,

Felix and Remi had a similar build. They were long and lean and slim and in-shape.

So Felix was surprise(d) when(,) after mastering three trips up the stairs, Remi collapsed on
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Juliette’s couch(.) ard He insisted r/iat Felix should have hired someone. One couch would
have been easier than ten boxes of books, he claimed.

Juliette

What-help-eould-I-be?”—praised Remi and rewarded him with tea while Felix continued to
lug boxes of his belongings up six flights of stairs alone.

By the time(,) he stacked his last box on Juliette’s spacious hardwood floor, sweat
pasted his button-down to his skin. Two couches and a television framed the front half of the
room. A dining table with chairs sat in the other. Persian rugs covered wooden floors.
Flowered blue wallpaper plastered the walls, peeling and cracking in spots. In winter,
radiators heated-te would heat the place, but they couldn’t reach every chilly drafty
corner, in part because of the large, door-like windows that filled the opposite wall and
funneled natural light throughout the room. (Sentence too long. Break it up into bite sized
pieces.) Juliette had sequestered the corner with a folding Japanese print screen of bamboo in
every season. This was to be Felix’s spot in the apartment. He’d bring in a desk and a chair
and write by the window.

While he’d werked-finished moving? Began writing?, Juliette and Remi had settled
together at the dining room table and sipped tea with their backs to the entryway and Felix.

“So Felix has submitted all of his change of address forms?” Remi asked /ier. He
leaned over the table to get closer te-Juliette. When Juliette nodded, he said, “Shame.”

“You wouldn’t want to live with me?” Juliette asked. (New paragraph)Felix tilted his
head back so he scowled at the ceiling. He headed-te grabbed a towel to wipe off some of the
sweat. Juliette flirted with everyone, and he thought maybe, since he was huffing like a draft

horse after bearing all those boxes up all those stairs, she should see him and knock it off. He
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agreed with her that everyone should be in love with her, but to see her flirt never failed to
make him jealous. (No reaction. No internal monogogue? No overt reaction? Is the guya
wimp?)

“I would love nothing more. Where will Felix stay?”
Juliette laughed. Felix pulled a towel from the hallway linen closet and turned back in time to
see her hand brushed Remi’s arm. “Felix will stay here of course.”

Remi shrugged. “Okay, but Felix sleeps on the couch.”

Felix cleared his throat. Remi had charm and loved to flirt. He had a square jawand a
smile like a diamond. For as long as they’d been friends, Remi had prided himself on a
playful rapport with the fairer sex. Felix wished he would practice on someone other than
Juliette, (weak)While Remi could captivate anyone, he well knew that Felix struggled with
women and how much he prized J uliette.(Some friend.)

“Ah, Felix,” Remi waved him in. “You know my upstairs neighbor Claude moved to
Colorado in the United States. It’s not too late to rent his apartment.”

“Why would 1 want that?” Felix asked. He crossed his arms. “When 1 can let some
loud family rent it and torment you by stomping on the floorboards at all hours?”

“One week here,” Juliette’s eyes narrowed. “And Felix will never want to leave.”
(1 don't know what to think of this comment.)

He crossed the room to kiss her. (Looks like a thank you. How does Remi react?)

* %

If working Monday after a sleeping weekend, spent moving and then unpacking,
didn’t offer enough torture, Felix suffered from a gnawing craving for something with

cinnamon. When he woke in the early dark, he smelled cinnamon but brushed it off. He had a
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bowl of café au lait and a slice of Nutella toast, and fully expected the craving to desert him
over the course of the morning,

It didn’t.
Instead, it clung to him as he slogged through editing typos out of advertisements and
endured meetings where he would have napped if the lingering craving hadn’t needled him
awake. Lunch approached, and he listed off foods containing cinnamon. Cookies, onion
soup, coffee cake. The vaguely insatiable desire frustrated him. Who craved cinnamon?
Maybe he was confusing cinnamon and apple tarts. He had a nagging feeling that cinnamon
had been an ingredient in some treat he couldn’t remember. Why it should reappear now, he
had no idea.
He needed to focus. He’d brought his lunch to the office, a ham baguette and planned to stay
there in order to meet his deadline, The week before, he’d accidentally missed one deadline
when a simple slogan for a milk poster had spawned an ardent love poem to Juliette. His
afternoon had disappeared in a lyrical page to her. He imagined she would be pleased,
flattered, spouting praise for him and his writing, but that hadn’t been her exact reaction.
“It's not bad,” she’d said when she held it to her nose and squinted. She’d sniffed as if
expecting it to smell. “You mix your t's and I’s in your handwriting.”
The disappointment Felix felt came out in one long sigh. If her feedback dwelled on his
penmanship, then Felix would focus on his work and not risk another deadline. He’d kept his
resolve—until an improbable cinnamon craving distracted him.
“You aren’t focusing,” Remi said. He stopped to visit Felix’s desk on the way to some
meeting, but Remi wore-ia a suit,(.) kis His job was a mix of sales and PR and marketing

instead of copy. “Go for a walk-2 ke suggested.
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Summary: Felix is a French writer living in Paris who believes he has everything in
order—a beautiful girlfriend, a paying day job, and @ novel he's working on—but when he
moves in with his girifriend, cravings start. There is something he wants that Ire cannot

find.

s L T o o T R T S O
On the walk home under the pale rosy Paris dawn, bakeries chumed out breads and pastries,
and the smell of rising yeast filled the streets, In his youth, Felix would have knocked at the

rear door of a bakery and offered cash for a take-away breakfast. He considered suggesting it

to Juliette, who, tucked under his arm, was half-asleep, but he already knew she’d say no.

They hadn’t meant to stay out ail mght hrirad JusT SO of Happencd-iaa happenstance

wgy_.jdb(—d—iﬁ-l-iked—be-iﬁg-md—buﬂmﬁtle delighted in staying out all nig

feel as if spmething were happening. He wasn’t so-old-tiat-itCaused him great pain, and he
valiantly, obligingly b j 5 =dawners who seemed, in spite of
their attracti large crowds isli at Juliette would have something

-
to brag WM@ fie knew, from months of experience
arm_mpﬂmrdmm for well over twenty-four hours following their

nighé-aut without sleep.

He pulled her closer. He was moving in with her. Afier a year together, they'd agreed
to start cohabitating, when Felix’s “My lease is up™ met with Juliette’s raised eyebrows. “I’m
searching for something close to you,” he'd said.

She had feigned nonchalance, cavalierly setting out a candlelit romantic dinner for
two, as picture-perfect as a magazine, but her hands had shaken, and seeing that, Felix had
taken her hands in his. She’d planned to ask over dessert, but the proposal tumbled out

instead.
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“My apartment is large enough for two.” luliette had inherited her three-room flat in
the sixteenth arrondissement from her family. Her offer rescued him from the headache of
hunting for a new home. Parisian real estate was so like the city, in near constant
construction, remodeling, and removing, a mercurial landscape. Felix spent most nights at
Juliette’s anyway. A small collection of belongs, mostly books, waited to follow his
migration.

Felix's longtime friend and coworker Remi had agreed to help him move in exchange
for a dinner, a fine wine, and a selection of aged cheeses. Remi was half~-Egyptian and half-
Spanish, spoke four languages fluently and an additional two partially. It was a skillset that
translated into an affable ability to speak with anyone, anywhere. He was also one of the few,
rare, cherished people Felix knew with a car,

Later that afiernoon, Remi eased his old Renault, full of Felix’s boxes, into a smalil
spot, sandwiched between a Tesla and a Peugeot. From her sixth story window, gripping a
wrought iron railing, Juliette leaned out and waved down-to-Remi-and-Fetix, Her long hair
dangled down as if to reach down to Felix to invite him up. She seemed fearless and
disregarded her safety, her torso hovering over the pavement below. With the sun behind her,
Felix couldn’t tell if she was smiling or laughing. He had-te-tmagine-her grin,

“No elevator?” Remi asked for the twentieth time.

“No—and pay attention, Sometimes there’s a cat on the stairs.”

“Anything else? Loose boards? Sharp nails? A madwoman in the attic?”

Felix shrugged, pretending he’d forgotten the staircase narrowed afier the third floor.
He didn’t mention the timer on the staircase light either. So when the light flicked off, Remi

cursed and smacked the wall until he found a switch.
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Felix and Remi had a similar build. They were long and lean end-clim-and in-shape.

So Felix was surprised when after mastering three trips up the stairs, Remi collapsed on

Juliette’s couch and insisted Felix should have hired someone. One couch would have been

easier than ten boxes of books, he claimed. "Comment [56]: Make this a scene with dislogu

Applies to rest of scene

Juliette—who when asked to help, had noted, “Bul those boxes are too heavy for me. .

What help could | be?"—praised Remi and rewarded him with tea while Felix continued to

lug boxes of his belongings up six flights of stairs alone.
By the time: he stacked his last box on Juliette's spacious hardwood floor, sweat

pasted his button-down to his skin. Two couches and a television framed the front half of the

room. A dining table with chairs sat in the other. Persian rugs covered wooden floors.

Flowered blue wallpaper plastered the walls, peeling and cracking in spots. In winter,

radiators heated to the place, but they couldn’t reach every chilly drafty comer, in part

because of the larae.-door-like windows that filled the opposite wall and funneled natural " Comment [s7]: Common adjective; often nat
needed, as In here, when a “door-like™ window is

. . . . . oirviously Large

light throughout the room. Juliette had sequestered the corner with a folding Jupanese print S

screen of bamboo in every season. This was to b= Felix’s spot in the apartment, He'd bring in
risplaed e .
a desk and a chair and write by the ﬁrindow. mod; fier Comment [s8]: Why not have him set it up so
ﬂaawennue_mmkmwdmhknln?
While he’d worked, Juliette and Remi had seitled together at the dining room table
and sipped tea with their backs to the entryway and Felix.
“So Felix has submitted all of his change of address forms?” Remi asked. He leaned
over the table to get closer to Juliette.
When-Juliette nodded,

—he-said “Shame:~, Remi said.

“You wouldn’t want to live with me?” Juliette asked.
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Felix tilted his head back and -se-tie-scowled at the ceiling. He headed to grab a towel
10 wipe off some of the sweat. Juliette flirted with everyone, and he thought maybe, since he
was huffing like a drafi horse afier bearing all those boxes up all those stairs, she should see
him and knock it off. He agreed with her that everyone should be in love with her, but to see
her flirt never failed to make him jealous.
“! would love nothing more. Where will Felix stay?” . Formatted: Indent: Left: 0.57, First line: 0
Juliette laughed. Comment [59]: | already don't like her
Felix pulled a towel from the hallway linen closet and turned back in time to see her
hand brushed Remi’s arm. “Felix will stay here, of course.”
Remi shrugged. “Okay, but Felix sleeps on the couch.”
Felix cleared his throat. Remi had charm and also loved to flirt. He had a square jaw Comment {51.0]: t don't like Remi much, eithe
and a smile like a diamond. For as long as they’d been friends, Remi had prided himself on a
playful rapport with the fairer sex. Felix wished he would practice on someone other than
Juliette. While Remi could captivate anyone, he well knew that Felix struggled with women
and how much he prized Juliette.
“Ah, Felix,” Remi waved him in. “You know my upstairs neighbor Claude moved to
Colorado in the United States. It’s not too late to rent his apartment.”
“Why would I want that?” Felix asked. He crossed his arms. “*When I can let some
ioud family rent it and torment you by stomping on the floorboards at all hours?”
“One week here,” Juliette’s eyes narrowed, “And Felix will never want to leave.” - 550 JJ b) 1 e &30. l’

He crossed the room to kiss her,
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If working Monday after a sleepinie-weekend —-spent moving and ther-unpacking—
didn’t offer enough torture, Felix suffered from a gnawing craving for something with
cinnamon. When he woke in the early dark, he smelled cinnamon, but brushed it off. He had
a bow! of café au lait and a slice of Nutella loast, and fully expected the craving to desert him
over the course of the morning.

It didn’t.

Instead, it clung to him as he slogged through editing typos out of advertisements and
endured meetings where he would have napped if the lingering craving hadn’t needled him
awake. Lunch approached, and he listed off foods containing cinnamon. Cookies, onion
soup, coffee cake. The vaguely insatiable desire frustrated him. Who craved cinnamon?
Maybe he was confusing cinnamon and apple tarts. He had a nagging feeling that cinnamon
had been an ingredient in some treat he couldn’t remember. Why it should reappear now, he
had no idea.

He needed to focus. He'd brought his lunch to the office —-a ham baguette -and planned to
stay there in-arder to meet his deadline. The week before, he'd accidentally missed one
deadline when a simple slogan for a milk poster had spawned an ardent love poem to Juliette.
His afternoon had disappeared in a lyrical page to her. He imagined she would be pleased,

flattered, spouting praise for him and his writing, but that hadn’t been her exact reaction.

“It’s not bad,” she’d said when she held it to her nose and squinted. She’d sniffed as

if expecting it to smell. *You mix your t’s and I's in your handwriting.”

The disappointment Felix felt came out in one long sigh. If her feedback dwelled on his
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penmanship, then Felix would focus on his work and not risk another deadline, He’d kept his Comment [s13]: reword
resolve—until an improbable cinnamon craving distracted him,

“You aren’t focusing,” Remi said. He stopped to visit Felix’s desk on the way to some

meeting. They worked for the same company, but Remi wore in a suit, his job a mix of sales

and PR and marketing instead of copy. “Go for a walk.” Comment [514]: 2 bit vague here. | can't figur
out why ali of this talk in his office. Not enough is
ha?p_mlng-lnnm.ld\ldﬁnl.
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