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WOMEN’S FICTION EXCERPT - JOAN YENAWINE
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Summary: Erica is the lane winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor.
With only her dog for company, \every day she hikes the island which is home to a
decommissioned fort from thera. She is gaining confidence and
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not
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The island was engulfed in fog that morning. The air was still humid from last night’s _(L
.‘ L= v
s sQ storm and the sun tried to break through and heat things up. Jack and I had begun our moming =~ (~*’

A ""v\c_ ﬁ sy arree~
I )(F walk, and headed out to the center green in the middle of thefert. Within the confine of the cold
e f
c:,'l
stone walls, the fog was roiling, beginning to lift, but for now it was still trapped. Jack ran

through it, barking and snapping in the confusion and joy of it. I wanted to feel the smooth
cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it was just an illusion, and even if | rolled up
my jeans, it would feel like any other air. I threw the ball as far as 1 could, and it disappeared into
the mist. Jack ran ahead and eventually he was swallowed up into the white void as well. The
tinkling of his collar and tags was reassuring.

The suniight that managed to penetrate all t_he way down to my island did so in

J concentrated shafts, ethereal beams of light. I was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the

whole display was just for me. I ran after Jack, seeing just far enough ahead so that I didn’t trip. I

,{.co > ’}35 looked up for a second, my attention caught by a flash of motion to the left. But when I strained
/

c/;]-f’fo! to see, everything was still save for the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, I heard Jack
do

begin to bark, this time he was serious, alerting me to something.
*Jack!” I wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin,

letting me know there was nothing to worry about after all, but he continued his staccato, intense
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barking. The motion I'd seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he’s too far

, i) samadh k’*Pf"* 23/’
away A "é M

E&Jack ! "

This time I called because I wanted him near me. For the first time in a week, I was

scared. I wished 1 had the satellite phone with me, or the pepper spray, but they were both back

at the ranger station. Jack would not come to me; I had to go get him. The fog still looked like

nearly a solid object, but there is a small circumference where my eyesight can penetrate, and

eventually Jack’s body appeared within this space.

e His body was taut, tail low and out straight, but he glanced back when he heard me
behind him. He relaxed now that the alpha of his packli]s’}gere. I called out, “Hello, who’s there?”
in as assertwe a voice as I could manage, and was happy there was no answer.

;{’—-Pre_a} I’IL &N eas” J-;-M'L‘-'; ﬁ\n-:-..n] -f-o

WM :
Je ” LM/”L I took my belt off andAuse/J ;( as a leash. 1 walked purposefully away, trying to look
o
unconcerned, and fighting off the urge to run.
‘})‘7 1 waiked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we are past the permanently
"

drawn drawbridge. Then I let panic take over and I bolted toward the ranger station. Jack

g —————

matched my pace, and kept close without me tugging on the homemade belt/leash. I knew

without looking that he’L:I::;rious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side.
My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time I reached the door.

Keys in, door opened, then closed and lock. 1 let Jack off his leash. I wanted him to sweep the

place, and come back to give me the all clear, but he stayed loyally next to me, looking

expectantly for the next order. Sometimes I did not like being the alpha.
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L5 When | could breathe again, I marched up the stairs. First I grabbed the satellite phone off

W\H”q' the charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. I looked out every

window and contemplated calling and asking him to send a boat out. L’JLJ ;

5(5 : The fog had lifted clear of the island. I decided to call@@ instead; she’d understand ol ’
and calm me down and I wouldn’t be embarrassed later.

Jack and I headed out again to search the island, all the while talking to a surprised but
supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that leads to the perimeter trail on top
of the fort. From this vantage point, | scanned back and forth as we walked, from the interior
parade ground to the rocky coast of the island and found nothing amiss.

Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen.
Sometimes I wonder that the Bible didn’t find use for them as one of the plagues; they were M (M\w‘
always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their
procreation and defecation. Would they be more likgable if there were fewer of them? I think
not.

\J‘P’}k”/' Though I"d walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time I was truly on

' T watch, and now | could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. I imagine

G“Jj at the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping back
out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no one

would have been stationed out here alone, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat

was hidden within their own walls, like I am now. f" r:,r.\wif‘”m)
7 s,wJ zﬂd

vJ‘) Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, the relentless sunshine managed to restore a feeling
,4' e
5“)(: 'Jb of near normalcy once we’d walked the whole circuit. I sat on the wall near the playground, just

c/@w- +left of the station and listened to the comforting silence. That’s when I noticed the bright sound
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of the dripping water fountain spigot. I remembered turning off the valve to that spigot weeks
ago, to keep the pipes from bursting in winter temperatures. Fear washed over me once again.
I tried to stay logical and calm, 1 first checked the garage where the water valve was, and
the door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if I'd left it that way. It’s entirely possible;
since | needed to get in and out of there fairly regularly with the golf cart, 1 didn’t always lock it.
Nothing else seemed to be amiss. )
P
I grabbed the phone once again, and headed up to the highest wall of the fort to have it (*7 #

.9&”
another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growled,and then let (l;nf T{b
% A

loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the beach, and I =<~

¢ R0k
H’D\" 61' swiveled in time to see a man standing there next to a small fishing boat. !
Y S
e He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. He was far enough away
™ that [ knew I had time to call Peter. I fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward
us. Jack’s hackles were up, the barking continued. Deserbe what b is d MINZ’
Gfosd e sdanding Sl it g
J=cts  Ringing. ” - .
gq l M/e : . L_n«&&.:' 0y F‘:—:J?I’::' T 1’8 O/
l"“’“d‘ ®>  The guy is heading up the path. A CirectionT,
,lkLn.
;: I_v_b,_ﬁ The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.
2pp SRR
Goddamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line?
e I’m such an idiot.
i/jd T s HER HANE VP and @E (L
(e
Jack 1° % && @uile A TRELBR IR
;Tf,;,_wm. ~Tls Was> T Po'?’a:u’ﬂﬂ'f-( NPT NTARPIV RN Niegetiond
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by

Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor.
With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She is gaining confidence and
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not
alone.
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The island was engulfed in fog thap pg4 The air was still humid from last night’s moucg_u'mnn
e aae

storm and the sun tried to break through and heat things ug Jack and I had begun o

I
walk, and headed out to the center green in the middle of the fort. Within the conﬁne of the cold
Dy yenak?,
stone walls, the fog was roiling, beglnmng to lift, but for now it was still trappe’\(lack ran
Love. ™! T cor oy See w !
through it, barking and snapping ia the confusion and joy of it}1 wanted to feel the smooth;
F(G“

cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it was just an i]]usion/' awd even if [ rolled up
S AV
my jeans ould feel like any other air. I threw the ball as far as I could, and it disappeared into

the mist. Jack ran ahead and eventuallyl(? was swallowed up into the white void as well. The

tinkling of his collar and tags wasTeassuring: Captd e —  — — 9
beqon Ineogo e o
ight that-managcd to penetrate ; didsoin

owo¥ o — —— .
concentrated shafts, ethereal beams of lighI I was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the
Guaward
whole display was just for me. I ran after Jack,@eeing just far enough ahead ko that I didn’t trip. I
So She'd veen \EGng douen 2
looked up for a secondy, my attention caught by a flash of motion to the left. But-when I strained

WX
to see‘0 everything was stlll save for the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, Hreard Jack
beqan W

begin to bark, this time he was serious, alerting me to something,
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Calld expeanty hares
“Jack!” I wanted-hira-to-stopEarking, to come running tgrre with his usual goofy griny

letting me know there was nothmg to worry about after all Gut he contmued his staccato intense
_‘_‘_\_\-h

; d. e n m m penpheral v1510n coul 't gave been Jack; )he\ﬂ too far
Yoo gog

. S0 coled gur o e AN a,\@h
\c\\?-bq rstT e | wanted him near m:j, For the first time in a week, I was lf\) 01:&
)(Eav)n(&- Td gt ol (}
3 b @ . LwistiedThad the satellite phone vt mefdr the pepper spray, butaeytwefcbot back /ICOS Z
&
A

o’
(ﬂ_‘bc"‘ at the ranger station. MMMMW The fog still looked He_-

&, a . But senfiadly oy eyes W ante 1o Ptt\f—m*f— a X0
W nearly q;so]ic} dB1Bet; buthrerels a small circumference w ~and
%) T geukedt
ﬁ?,:,fa ! evem@]ly Jack¥body appeared-within this-spase:
< 1
‘::o:{-“' His body was taut, tail low and out straight,-bu glanced back when he heard me
and. h

behiddmnAe rclaxe} now that the alpha of his pack fs-here Yattedout-Heto, Who’s there?” L calle

owt, in as assertive a voice as I could manage, andwes—hnfpgﬁa was ne answer.
sy N
I'took my belt off and ueed itasa leasb,md purposefully away, trying to look

unconcerned, arnd fightfg offthe-urgete-rum—
L\m\kﬂ\g- T focead v
@}( F=xatked-out of the fort, fereing myself to remain calm until we are past the permanently
L

A
Q\“\'@u@ @hzwbndge Tbea-l-%anic take over and I bolted toward the ranger station. Jack

g v
matched my pace, and—kep close without me tuggnlgqon the homemade BéWM]eash. I knew

without looking that he'\d serious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side. O.d, f

oW
My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time I reached the doorD(' o sk

Onte W&z cmh:{ anxict
_,K.ﬁxsjn_dnuanﬁnﬂd,-ﬂm-clesed-ﬁnd-leée I let Jack off his leasl) q him to sweep the

place, and come back to give me the all clear, But he stayed loyally next to me, looking

expectantly for the next order. Sometimes f/ﬂédmuﬂ(bbeing the alphal)@aty |
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Qe
,,Meﬁmuid—brea&e—ag&mqg—lﬂ-gmchcd‘up the stan}-l&eat I grabbed the satellite phone off

the charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. I lagked out every

7 r den"r
window and contemplated calling Peter and asking him to send a boat out.
007 Hger w0ade WA gaa {53 {ch
The fog had lifted clear of the island| I decided to call Maureen instead; she’d understand
and calm me down,and I wouldn’t be embarrassed later. 'EJI
%) ATRNSISTION = T Wa 10 See e dapyde o brek S B e e, K omx e
035 (‘-5 Jack and I headed out again to search the island, all the while talking to a surprised but ¥-gecad ,
@‘D(o 5 supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that{eads to the perimeter trail on top ‘;)(:M
e g o—
W d of the fort. From this vantage point, I scanned baeleand-forthraswe watkedl, from the interior

4“‘;\6‘6‘) parade ground to the rocky coast of the island and found nothing amiss.
st weax” od o
Below, th%

geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen.
vaﬁ( Sometirnes I wonder _that the Bible didn’t find use for them as one of the plagues; they were

always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their

“qo_s\(u_ ){m hWwe wm anetue vg«\' e X0 CanXx SN Jmu.) oot Youre
Xoora Q2% Tegroba Hnoees .
30 it
Though I’d walked this perimeter countless times,-thrswas the first time I was-truly on

€50 vl-’&'\ \%\(\5—' A
wat&? and now-t-eeutd-empatiize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds.Iimagie—

procm{ion and defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? I think

not

the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping
out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But bac | then, no one

would have been stationed out here aione, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat
. e ., imphed
was hidden within their own walls, :
ond
Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, the Telentless sunshine managed to restore a feeling

of ne® normaicy on(f:(ne’d walked thc who]e cucmt I sat on the wall near wrground , just

left of the station and listened to the comfortmg sﬂer;o;& 'ﬂm—s-wh'eﬂ’l‘nntrwd‘{h ight'sound
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of the dripping water fountain spigot/ I remembered turning off the valve to that spigot weeks d“ o0 ﬂ%

P& 150
ago, to keep the pipes from bursting in winter temperaturesOlHjar washed over me once again, ) Eﬁ; A

oty

I tried to stay logical and calm, [ first checked the garage where the water valve was, and- ﬁ;{;‘
oo

e door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if I'd left it that way. It%3 entirely possib]7 Jafc
since I needed to get in and out of there fairly regularly with the golf cart, I didn’t always lock it.

Nothing else seemed to be amiss. (e W0 & 5 e QN SO0 \"r \COAC | V7 \Ylﬂc\
(oo

po
—+erabbed the phone once agaixg, and headed up to the highest wall of the fort to have
ad - He..
another look around. ?s Jack reached the top ahead of mep\ stiffened, growled amd-then let
loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the beach, and 1

swiveled in time to see a man standmg ere next to a small ﬁshmg boat

He waved up at us, odd]y friendly thmg for a bWe was far enough away

that I knew I had time to call Peter. I fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward

ond s
us. Jack’s hackles were up, ti® bar T e —— — &

eqan
(-D/O““(\g/ The guy is heading up the pathy. \u&*’ ab é

oA
6% /‘l'ﬂ'l—emted Parks Department answering system pickﬁ%ﬁ

C—(adamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line?
I’'m such an idiot.
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Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor.
With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She is gaining confidence and
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not
alone.
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The island was enguifed in fog that morning. The air wa{ i humlchrom last night’s

7]
10 2 ¢
storm and the sun trred to break through and heat things up. Jack and I had begun our morning {
.{-'w!w‘-h//-"b ~Y 5Lt

walk, and headed out’to the center green in the middle of the fort. Within the conﬁnegof thecold (reourt
stone walls he fog was roiling, beginning to lift, but for now 1t was still trapped. Jack ran

through @barkmg and snapping in the confusion and joy of @ I wanted to feel the smooth

cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it was just an illusion, and even if I rolled up
LS
my jeans, it would feel like any other air. I threw the ball as far as I could, and it disappeared into
7
the mist. Jack ran ahead and e\;il}tually he was swallowed up inth the white void as well. The

tinkling of his collar and tags was reassuring,

The sunlight that managed to penetrate all the way down to my island did so in
7
concentrated té’f]‘afts, ethereal beams of light. I was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the

A\“ﬂé?

whole display was just for me. I ran after Jack, seeing just far enough ahead so that I didn’t trip. I

looked up for a second, my attention caught by a as

to see, everything was for the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, I heard Jack

begin to bark, this time he—wgs serious, alerting me to something.

3 JZ

e — ~ son- LA
letting me know there was@@]g to worry about hfter all, but he continued his staccato, intense 4w Ly

! aloct]
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“Jack!” I wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin, W/‘7‘
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Ip s

barking. The motion I'd seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he’s too far

away.

“ack!” / wbat bogpn st

o b Ll <54

This time I called because 1 wanted him near me. For the first time in a week, 1 was
"? ”-

scared. I wished 1 had thg satellite phone with me, or tlﬁ_p_emm but they were both back

at the ranger station. Jack would not come to me; 1 had to go get him. The fog still looked like

. . h? . ’? . fen (A
nearly a'solid object, but there is a small circumference where my eyesight can penetrate, and

eventually Jack’s body appeared within this space.

His body was taut, tail low and out straight, but he glanced back when he heard me

5
behind him. He relaxed now that the alpha of his pack 1s here. 1 called out, “Hello, who’s there?”

Ve ﬁ--ff‘/ ‘C"J ét

in as assertive a voice as | could manage, and was happy there was no answer. ~ o l Al Mtiess
Sy Dorse A A7 b o

I took my belt off and used it as a leash. I walked purposefully away, trying to look ¢ #-c 42,

unconcerned, and fighting p#f the urge to run. 7/-( n s>
we i

I walked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we are past the permanently

= fﬁ’k/ z‘b\-’a 3
drawn drawbridge. Then I let panic take over and 1 bolted toward the @n. Jack gy V1D

= —

matched my pace, and kept close without me tugging on the homemade betl(leash. 1 knew
B ] hewns ;

without looking|that he’s serious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side.

r”"“--.

My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time I reached the door.
Keys in, door opened, then closed and loc‘%l 1let Jack off his leash. I wanted him to sweep the
place, and come back to give me the ﬂ?&car, but he stayed loyally next to me, looking

expectantly for the next order. Sometim@id not like being the alpha.
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When I could breathe again, I marched up the stairs. First I grabbed the satellite phone off

oqu?
the char }' d dug ou?ﬁle can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. I looked out every
~ Ao’

window and contemplated calling Pe(ér and asking him to send a boat out.

'

The fog had lifted clear of the island. I decided to call Maureen instead; she’d understand
and calm me dowy and [ wouldn’t be embarrassed later.

( Jack and I headed out again to search the island, all the while talking to a surprised but
p 2L s Je ot
- #¥V"" —~ supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that leads to the perimeter trail on top
“To
1

.b:‘) 1"",:‘ v Of the fort. From this vantage point, I scanned back and forth as we walked, from the interior

no/ Tt <

C’Oh-l/‘ [R5 X2/ 3

parade ground to the rocky coast of the islanfl apd found nothing amiss. Ao Ao, em,
_ l/"’-" Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen.
@ /A Iﬂ/k{l“’

v kY Sometim7s wondér that the Bible didn’t _ﬁnﬁiise)b?ﬁem as one of the plagues; they were
/ A

;ﬂ m always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their

Lnot.
4

watch;and now I could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. I imagine

i
V‘&fr‘ procreation and defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? 1 think

Though I'd walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time I was truly op
at the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping back
out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no one
would have been stationed out here alone, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat

. Nud G A {j Wiw S
was hidden within their own walls, like | am now.
\-__/T—e NSts
Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, the relentless sunshine managed to restore a feeling

of ne@malcy once we’d walked the whole circuit. 1 sat on the wall near the playground, just

left of the station and listened to the comforting silence. That’s when I noticed the bright sound
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P Tre

of¢he dripping water foummain{spigot. | remembered turning off the valve to that spigot weeks

N
ago, to keep the pipes from bursting in winter temperatures. Fear washed over me once again.

1 tried to stay logical and calm, I first checked the garage where the water valve was, and
I ¥ as
the door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if 1'd left it that way. Ii’s’entirely possible;

- . 4 . - _‘\ - L]
since | needed to get in and out of there !aqfﬁ/’;egularly with the golf c@ didn’t always lock it.

thing else seemed to be amiss.
Jedgke

b

V:’/n‘%v‘jn I grabbed the phone once again, and headed up to the highest wall of the fort to have
4

ﬂ// another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growle@ﬁ then let

loose with ferocious barking. This time his attcntlon was directed down toward the beach, and 1

541 g o @ 77 — Ao, 57 ro 2
swiveled in time to see a man standmg there next to a small fishing boat. PN bty LT e o

—

He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. He was far enough away
that I knew I had time to call Peter. I fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward

us. Jack’s hackles were up, the barking continued. L /‘/ ;< ée g

winging bet quiy ¢
vty
The guy is heading up the path.
€
The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.

Goddamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line?

I’m such an idiot.
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Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor. <
With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a oS
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She is gaining confidence and 5‘
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not \a-‘p
alone. e

Whenes er submitting a manuscript alwasys double space the text. Indent new paragraphs. \?;)
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The island was engulfed in fog that moming. The air was still humid from last night's storm and - Formatted: Indent: First line: 0.5

' the sun tried to break through and heat things up. Jack and | had begun our morning walk, and headed

aut to the penter green in the middle of the fort. Within the confines of the cold stone walls, the fog was Comment [PHS IS1]: Is using ‘center’ and
‘raiddle’ redundant?

roiling', beginning to lift, but for now it was still trapped. Jack ran through it, barking and snapping in the Comment [PHS IS2]: Good verb

confusion and joy of it. | wanted to feel the smooth cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it

was just an illusion, and even if | rolled up my jeans, it would feel like any other air, | threw the bail as far

as | could, and it disappeared into the mist. Jack ran ahead and eventually he was swallowed up into the

white void as well. The tinkling of his collar and tags was reassuring.

The sunlight that managed to penetrate all the way down to my island did so in concentrated
shafts, ethereal beams of light. | was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the whole display was just for
me. | ran after Jack, seeing just far enough ahead so that | didn’t trip. | looked up for a second, my

attention caught by a flash of motion to the left. But when | strained to see, everything was still, save for

the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, Hiearilack begin-to-barked, this time he was serious, Comment [PHS 153]: Try 10 avoid the verbs
S heat, see, felt. Don't say she heard It Just tell us
. . what's happening.
alerting me to something. v ——

"Jack!” | wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin, letting me
know there was nothing to worry about after all, but he continued his staccato, intense barking. The

motion I'd seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he's- Ln_raﬂ too far away. v’ Comment [PHS IS4]: Stay consistent with verb
tense, If it's her inner thoughts then |t can be in
present tense but then it should be italicized so the
reader knows it's Internal thought.



“Jack!t”

This time | called because | wanted him near me. For the first time in a week, | was scared. |
wished | had the satellite phone with me, or the pepper spray, but they were both back at the ranger
station. Jack would not come to me; | had to go get him. The fog was still jasked-Hke-reark-a salid
object, but there iswas a small circumference where my eyesight can-penetrated, and eventually Jack's

body appeared within this space.

His body was taut, tail low and out straight, but he glanced back when he heard me behind him.

He relaxed now that the alpha of his pack bs_\ﬁ;] there,

| called out, "Hellg, who's there?” in as bssertive a voice g5 | could manage, and was happy

there was no answer.

| took my belt off and used it as a leash. | walked purposefully away, trying to look unconcerned,

and fighting a#i-the urge to run.

I walked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we arewere past the permanently
drawn drawbridge. Then | let panic take over and | holted toward the ranger station. Jack matched my
pace, and kept close without me tugging on the homemade belt/leash. Hirew-witheutlaaking shat-he's

i,

He was serious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side.

My lungs burned from the cold air, and my legs ached by the time | reached the station door.

Keys in, door opened, then closed and lock. | let Jack off his leash. | wanted him to sweep the place, and
come back to give me the all clear, but he stayed loyally next to me, looking expectantly for the next

order. Sometimes | did not like being the alpha.

Comment [PHS IS5]: Avoid adverbs that den't
add much to the description

‘Comment [PHS I56]: watch the verb tenses, ;

Stay [n past tense since that's how you started.

Comment [PHS IS7]: Start 3 new paragraph
when the speaker changes.
Comment [PHS ISB]: If she's being assertive

then make the dialogue sound more assertive, Don't
say Hello. Maybe Just ask “Whao's there!®

Comment [PHS IS9]: Why? To keep the dog
close to her?

‘Comment [PHS IS10]: Don't say sh knew. Just

say what [s happening. It gives It immediacy. The
reader will understand that she knows what's golng
on with the dog.



When | could breathe again, | marched up the stairs. First | grabbed the satellite phone off the
charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. | [ooked out every window and

contemplated calling Peter and asking him to send a boat out.

{keep this with above paragraph} The fog had lifted clear of the island. | decided to call Maureen instead;

she'd understand and calm me down, and | wouldn't be embarrassed later.

Jack and | headed out again to fsearch the island, all the while talking to a surprised but L Comment [PHS IS11]: Does she have the
pepper spray ready to use? Any other weapons like
a screwdriver or a walking stick?

Formatted: Indent: First line: 0.5”
the fort, From this vantage point, | scanned back-and-forth-as-we waltked from-thathe interior parade S Comment [PHS IS12): Give us a snippet of the

conversztion. At this point we still don't know she's
completely alone on the island.

supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that ledleads to the perimeter trail on top of

ground to the rocky coast of the island and found nothing amiss.

Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simuttanesusbathroom and kitchen. Sometimes
| wonder whythat the Bible didn’t find use for them as one of the plagues; they were always on the
verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their procreation and

defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? | think not.

Though I'd walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time | was truly on watch,
and now | could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. | imagine at the first sign
of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping back out through the slits in
the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no one would have been stationed out
here alone, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat was hidden within their own walls, like

| am now. Comment [PHS 1513]: Move this paragraph up
$0 you tell use earller that she’s completaly alone on
the island. Will add tenslon since we know she has

. . . : R . no one to run to.
Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, and the relentless sunshine managed-to-restored a feeling

of near normalcy once we'd walked the whole circuit. | sat on the wall near the playground, just left of

the station and listened to the comforting silence. That's when | noticed the ksgh: sound of the dripping



water fountain spigot. | remembered-turaing-had turned off the valve te-thatspiget-weeks ago, to keep

the pipes from bursting in winter temperatures. Fear washed over me once again.

| tried to stay logical and calm, I first checked the garage where the water valve was.; ard tThe

door was unlocked.Butthandcoulda trpmambarif-kd-ipf-itthatway: Had | left it that way? It's

entirely possible; since | needed to get in and out of there fairly regularly with the golf cart, | didn’t

always lock it. Nothing else seemed to be amiss.

I grabbed the phone enee again, and keadedupclimbed/hiked to the highest wall of the fort to
have another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growled and then let
loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the beach.; and

swiveledintrmedo-see-a A man was standing there next to a small fishing boat.
He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. He was far enough away; thatd

kaawdl had time to call Peter. | fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward us. Jack’s

—

hackles were up, the barking continued.
Ringing.
The guy is heading up the path.
The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.
Goddamn it, why didn't | call the emergency line?
I'm such an idiot.

This is great. Gets right to the action and builds tension, The writing is solid. O

Comment [PHS 1514): Don't need this adverh

Comment [PHS I515); When did she end her
converiation with Maureen?

Comment [PHS 1516): Find stronger verb

~ | Comment [PHS IS17]: Like avciding see and
hear, avold remember and know when possible,

Comment [PHS 1518]: Is this inner thoughts? I
so then ltalicize.



FB A\'/{j WOMEN’S FICTION EXCERPT - JOAN YENAWINE

This section emphasizes the moodiness of lving by the sea. The fog and wind, etc are well
done. Juxtapositioning of tranquility and the potential threat is well done. A Iways good to have a
woman in peril. It grabs the reader’s attention.

1 really liked this section rm{:’ would continue reading. Q
At 1l AL (v \WD ~

N\b\T NV \)f%x\ie\; m&-%s keé.\mivﬁ

Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor.
With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She is gaining confidence and
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not
alone.

The island was engulfed in (carly morning) fog that-merning. The air was still humid
from last night’s storm(,) and-the The sun tried to break through and heat things up. Jack and I
had begun our morning walk(,). ard We headed out to the center green in the middle of the fort.
Within the confine of the cold stone walls, the fog was roiling, beginning to lift, but for now it
was still trapped(in, under, because of .. something). Jack ran through it, barking and snapping in
the confusion and joy of it. I wanted to feel the smooth cottony veil of nearly solid air against my
legs, but it was just an illusion, and even if I rolled up my jeans, it would feel like any other air.
(nice) I threw the ball as far as | could(,). and it /s disappeared into the mist. Jack ran ahead and
eventually he was swallowed up into the white void as well. The tinkling of his collar and tags
was reassuring. (grear visuals buf too many ands)

The sunlight that managed to penetrate all the way down to my island did so in
concentrated shafts, ethereal beams of light. I was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds-—the
whole display was just for me. I ran after Jack, seeing just far enough ahead so that I didn’t trip. [

looked up for a second, my attention caught by a flash of motion to the left. But when I strained

Page 1 of §



WOMEN'S FICTION EXCERPT - JOAN YENAWINE

to see, everything was still save for the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, I heard Jack
begin to bark, this time he was serious, alerting me to something. (good. Something breaking up
the tranquility of the scene)

“Jack!” I wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin,
letting me know there was nothing to worry about after all, but he continued his staccato, intense
barking. The motion I’d seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he’s too far
away.

“Jack!”

This time I called because I wanted him near me. For the first time in a week, [ was
scared. I wished I had the satellite phone with me, or the pepper spray, but they were both back
at the ranger station. Jack would not come to me; I had to go get him. The fog still looked like
nearly a solid object, but there is a small circumference where my eyesight can penetrate, and
eventually Jack’s body appeared within this space. (cerie) (J'b’ﬂ'lR ™ X %‘Q“Y/m

His body was taut, tail low and out straight, but he glanced back when he eaQrd mg Q
behind him. He relaxed now that the alpha of his pack is here. I called out, “Hello, who’s there?”
in as assertive a voice as I could manage, and was happy there was no answer.

I took my belt off and used it as a leash. I walked purposefully away, trying to look
unconcerned, and fighting off the urge to run.

I walked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we are past the permanently
drawn drawbridge. Then I let panic take over and I bolted toward the ranger station. Jack
matched my pace, and kept close without me tugging on the homemade belt/leash. I knew

without looking that he’s serious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side.
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My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time I reached the door.
Keys in, door opened, then closed and lock. I let Jack off his leash. I wanted him to sweep the
place, and come back to give me the all clear, but he stayed loyally next to looking

expectantly for the next order. Sometimes I did not like being the alpha. ‘

When I could breathe agm up the stairs. First I graBbed e satellite phone off
the charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. [ looked out every
window and contemplated calling Peter (was he identified earlicr in the story?)and asking him to
send a boat out.

The fog had lifted clear of the island. I decided to call Maureen (again, identified earlier
in the story?) instead; she’d understand and calm me down and I wouldn’t be embarrassed later.

Jack and I headed out again (have you Justified why she's searching again? Seems a bit
contrived unless there's a good reason to go back into potential danger.) to search the island, all
the while talking to a surprised but supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs
that leads /ed to the perimeter trail on top of the fort. From this vantage point, I scanned back and
forth as we walked, from the interior parade ground to the rocky coast of the island and found
nothing amiss.

Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen.

ometimes [ wonder that the Bible didn't find use Jor them as one of the plagues: they were
always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer Jorce of their
procreation and defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? I think not.

(The above paragraph seems out of place. The tension you built up deflates as the reader

begins to think about geese and so on. y,
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Though I"d walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time I was truly on
watch, and now I could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. I imagine
at the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping back
out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no one
would have been stationed out here alone, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat
was hidden within their own walls, like  am now.

(1 really like how you keep the potential threat on the verge of her — and our — thoughts)

Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, the relentless sunshine (when did the fog break?)
managed to restore a feeling of near normalcy once we’d walked the whole circuit. I sat on the
wall near the playground, just left of the station and listened to the comforting silence. That’s
when [ noticed the bright sound of the dripping water fountain spigot. I remembered turning off
the valve to that spigot weeks ago, te-keep-the-pipes-from bursting-in-winter temperatures, Fear
washed over me once again.

I tried to stay logical and calm(,). I first checked the garage where the water valve was(,).
end the The door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if I’d left it that way. s-entirely
pessible;-sinee-l-needed-to-get-in-and-out-ef there-fairlyregularhy-with-the-solf eart - didn’t
atwaysleek-it- (No need 1o justify the unlocked door.) Nothing else seemed to be amiss.

I grabbed the phone once again, and headed up to the highest wall of the fort to have
another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growled and then let
loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the beach—ead . I

swiveled in time to see a man standing there next to a small fishing boat.
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rl/' Gaﬁé

He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. He was far encfugh far encugh away
that I knew I had time to call Peter. I fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward
us. Jack’s hackles were up, the barking continued.

Ringing.

The guy is heading up the path.

The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.

Goddamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line?

I’m such an idiot.

Really good section. Well thought out and with some editing, this will work quite well,
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WOMEN’S FICTION EXCERPT - GEORGES ISLAND BY JOAN YENAWINE

Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island In Boston Harbor.
With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She Is gaining confidence and
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not
alone.

Fhe-istand-was-ensutfed-in-fog that moming. The air was stil-homid-from-dastnight’s
storm and the sun-tried 1o break through-and heat-thingsup-Jack and | had-begunlef} the ranger
station for our morning walk, and-headed-sutheading {or-to the center green in the middle of the
island’s fort. Within the confine of the cold stone walls, the fog was roiling, beginning to lift, but

for now it was stil] trapped. Jack ran through it, barking and snapping in the confusion and joy of

it. 1 wanted to feel the smooth cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it was jusi-an t-ﬁ

illusion, and even if | rolled up my jeans, it would feel like any other air.
[ threw the ball as far as | could, and it disappeared into the mist. Jack ran ahead and

eventually-he-wasbecame swallowed up into the white void as well. The tinkling of his collar and

tags was reassuring.
The sunlight that managed to penetrate all the way dewn to my island did so in

concentrated shafts, ethereal beams of light. [ was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the

whole display was just for me. 1 ran-scurried after Jack, seeinz-able to see just far enough ahead
so that | didn’t trip_on anything. | leeked-glanced up for a second, my aftention caught by a flash
of motion to the left. But when [ strained to see, everything was still save for the swirling,

earthbound clouds.
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Farther afield, I heard Jack begin to bark;-. The serious tone of it canght me off-guard (or

something like thatthistimehe-wasseriousalering-metosomething. A waming.

I stiffened.

“Jack!” | wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin,
letting me know there was nothing to worry about after all, but he continued his staccato, intense
barking. The motion I'd seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he’s too far
away.

For the first time in a week. | was scared. I wished [ had the satellite phone with me, or

the pepper spray. but thev were both back at the ranger station,

“Jack!™

This time I called because I wanted him near me. Forthe first-time-inaweelsHwas
sk 4 arbrhed - HE s oo se, et e prer sorer, Dt they werebeth back
at-the-ranger statien- Bul Jack would not come to me; Fhedl’d have to go get-to him. The fog still
looked like nearly a solid object, but there j5-wasa small circumference where my eyesight gan
could penetrate, and eventually Jack's body appeared within-thisspace.

His body was taut—tail low and out straight—but he glanced back when he heard me

behind-him. He relaxed now that the alpha of his pack is-was herewith him. He was the lucky

one.
[ called out, “Hello, who’s there?” in as assertive a voice as | could manage, and was
happy there was no answer.
I took my belt off and used it as a leash. | walked purposefully away, trying to look

unconcerned, s fighting off the urge to run.

Page 2 of 5

s she's nervous.

| Comment [§15]: iImpled ummj_ad:h-as tn.
| glance back to see her

Comment [no]Someth[ng Ifke this-ghve us a

| plrysical tag with regards to how she reacts to that
Stopsshon, et

' Comment [SL1]: imphes “he is” which would

ﬂ\mwuffvour_tens_e_:c_:_h_aniem_'he_wu‘ _

{ Comment [512];: Maybe this Info can be n the

transiticn sentance | mentioned in tha opening
paragraph, and then here, she feels for them agalr
automatically but they're still not there. Agaln,
when she does that, what s her visceral reaction?
Does her breath eatch? Something physical to she

"Comment [513]: Miybe this knfo can be in the

transition sentence | mentioned in the opening
paragraph, and then here, she feels for them agalr

| automatically but they're stili not there. Again,

when she does that, what is her visceral reaction?
| Does her breath catch? Something physical to shor
| us she's nervous.

| Comment [mi]: Again, notice this sentence I3
| present tense {is and can), unlike the rest of the
| story.

| Formatted: Highlight

Lol ) —
S

| Eomrnmt [s16]: Maybe you should mention

eatfler that you didn't have a l2ash? I'm not sure
where this sentence came from, or how you're
using It as a lkeash. Are you hocking it somehow on

| Jack's collar?

rormatted: Hightoht



WOMEN'S FICTION EXCERPT -~ GEORGES ISLAND BY JOAN YENAWINE

1 walked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we ase-pasipassed the
permanently drawn drawbridge. Then 1 let panic take over, and 1 bolted toward the ranger

station. Jack matched my pace, his nervousness matching mine, and-keptkeeping close, making

witheut-me-toeeing-on-the homemade belt/leash unnecessary. Hirew-witheutteeking that-he's

My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time [ reached the station

door. Keys in, door opened, then closed and lock. I let Jack off his leash. ] wanted him to sweep
the place, and come back to give me the all clear, but he stayed loyally next to me, looking
expectantly for the next order. Sometimes | did not like being the alpha.

When | could breathe again, | marched up the stairs. Fisst-I grabbed the satellite phone off
the charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. [ lecked-peered out every
window. The fog had lified clear of the island. and-contemplated-eatiingShould | call Peter and
askizz him to send a boat cut? -

Fhe-fog had lifled clear of the island-1 decided to call Maureen instead; she’d understand

and calm me down and | wouldn’t be embarrassed later—, when it turned out to be nothing.

Jack and [ headed out again 1o search the island, all the while talking to a surprised but
supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that leads-led {again. tense) to the
perimeter trail on top of the fort. From this vantage point, 1 scanned back and forth as we walked,
from the interior parade ground to the rocky coast of the island, and found nothing amiss.

Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen.
Sometimes |1 wonder that the Bible didn’t find use for them as one of the plagues; they were

always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their
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procreation and defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? | think
not.

Though I’d walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time | was truly on
watch, and now | could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. | imagine
that, at the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping
back out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no
one would have been stationed out here alone, and they wouldn't have been worried that the
threat was hidden within their own walls, like I am now.

Stilt, the exercise, the pure ocean &ir, 2nd the relentless sunshine maneaged-to

restarerestored a feeling of near normalcy once we’d walked the whole circuit. [ sat on the wall

near the playground, just left of the station and listened to the comforting silence.

That’s when I noticed the bright sound of the dripping water fountain spigot. |
remembered turning off the valve to that spigot weeks ago, to keep the pipes from bursting in
winter temperatures. Fear washed over me once again.

I tried to stay logical and calm, I first checked the garage where the water valve was, and

the door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if I'd left it that way. 5[t was eptirely

possible; sinee-l needed to get in and out of there fairly regularly with the golf cart and—t didn't
always lock it. Nothing else seemed to be amiss.

1 grabbed the phone once again; and keaded-uptrudeed up the hill to the highest wall of
the fort to have another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growled
and then let loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the

beach, and | swiveled in time to see a man standing there next to a small fishing boat.
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He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. | hesitated. Was 1
overreacting? -He-was-far-eroush-away-that-Haew-Hiad-time-to-eall-PeterMavbe he'd just stay

i
us,

¢ Fhddled with-the phone as-the man-sieried-walkinateward-ue-Jack’s hackles were up.-.

Histhe barking continued. Yes, I'm definitely calling Peter.

Ringing.

The guy js heading up the path.

The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.
Goddamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line?

Overal!, | think vou're writing is really good. and as much as [ marked this up, most of

what 1 did here is more technical in nature. [ definitely want to know what happens next, and you

have some phrases in here which are terrific. Watch usage of words such as “still” and *“just.”

Those et me, too. Don’t worry about them in the first drafi; vou can look for them after that,

Watch your tenses — vou {lipped back and forth several times. And for a couple of sections, think

about what’s happening step-bv-step {picture it in vour head) and then describe it so that you

don’t confuse the reader.

Keep writing!
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