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It was a dark and stormy night as Jessica Snow drove along the treacherous curves of
Highway Thirteen. Or rather, she hoped she was still on Highway Thirteen. At 10:00 P.M she
veered off the interstate to takef{ What she thought/yWas a shortcut through the mountains. With
pounding rain she wasn’t sure if she missed the road sign and was driving along some back road
leading to who-knows-where. It was now one minute to midnight, and her worst fears were true,
she was way off course heading in the wrong direction as the lightning storm intensified.

She glanced at the passenger seat and the sack of cash. Hers was a heroic mission, a mission
for the children at the orphanage. She picked up the money earlier in the evening, nearly one
hundred thousand dollars, from a reclusive benefactor. She had to deliver it to the bank by 9:00
A M. The benefactor was from out of state, the bank was in the city. Should she be late, the bank
would foreclose on the orphanage, leaving sixty children without a roof over their heads.

“Oh brother!” she said as another bolt of lightning struck somewhere ahead. For a momen@;t

gl

was light enough to see the entire landscape. But there was not much to see. Treg‘?fg,,ﬁwith gnarled

-
!

U * \ﬁ\ngers, reached down from either side of the road. With the wind whipping them, they seemed

.+~ Then ithappeneéd, the engine stalled as--1'-s-=evitably—the--casew—in-stories'Iﬂce‘this:fjA glance at

Ao

§ R . .. o /

Py
{to beckon to her:

“‘\ “Come, steer to us, crash your car here!”

She drove on, not heeding them, clutching the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white.

[ 2 : ? E

the instrument panel told her the whole story: she was out of gas! How could she have been so @v’ RS

foolish as to not fill up when she turned of the interstate. S P ;
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She coasted until she found a safe place to pull over on the narrow curvy road. It was a

‘\

driveway carved between the trees. Houses were few and far betweegr:/so she should con31der V
herself lucky for this find.
9. % “Yea, real lucky,” she said in disbelief over this entire situation.

Another strike of hghtmng 1llum1nated a wrought—lron gate crossing the drive. Beyond that, at
about a hundred feet up was ayl Vlctonan house. The gate was slightly ajar and there was a light
on in one of the house’s upst;rs window.

She reached to the back seat and grabbed her rain poncho and a flashlight. It was late but she
hoped whoever was home would understand and let her call for road service and perhaps let her
walt out the storm. She slipped into her rain gear and prepared herself to make a mad dash to the
front door.

;:& * “Hold on, wait a second,” she said before jumping out. She took the flashlight and trained it
onto the imposing wrought iron gate. There was a sign on it. “Ah, ha!” She tried to make out the
words, it read: “Dr. Zacharia Zum, Taxidermist.”

Knowing now who awaited her, Jessica prepared herself for that dash to the house.

7 V- “But wait, there’s more,” she said, flashlight still on the sign, “another smaller line of print, it

>

says ... ‘and mad scientist’.
Deciding it must be a flavor of local humor, yet one more time, Jessica prepared herself for
that dash to the house. She opened the car door -
“You must be crazy if you think I’'m going in there! I'm waiting right here. I’ve got my cell

phone, I’ve got Triple A, and I'll stay here until road service arrives.”
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T ' \
o o “No, you're going up to that house and ringing the doorbell. The mad scientist and his Igo@

¢

\"1-%  type assistant are peering at you already from the belfry window. They’ve got everything.

%“ =~ prepared for an exciting story.”

“I’m not moving from this spot!”

“You have t00.”

“Uh uh. No way, no how. I’m not going up there. Who knows what kind of situation I'd be

.

getting myself mtg:’/
F\" “Let/me exnlgin something to vou. I’m the writer. and you’re the character. It’s my job to put
2 I
you int%_iflescap‘__ ble predicaments. And using your wits and the meager resources I throw at you,
oY vouw’ll come out victorious in the end. But, before that, yvou’ll be chased around by the mad

scientist and his equalty mad assistant. Of course, they’ll eventually catch you, and when they
e / do. they’ll tie you up in chains down in their dungeon.

\ “And as vou’re tied there strugeling to break free of your bounds. you’re going to watch as

- ’“ the mad scientist prepares some bubbling concoction made of a disgustingly green fluid. Then

4 T x\“‘:" )
NOAT . . _ . . .
“/ S you’re going to look on in horror as Igor turns on a giant machine by throwing a monster sized
2
P i
N . knife switch on the wall. You’ll get to hear as the electricity courses through the machine

while it hums up to speed. You’l scream in horror as you watch as they prepare the instruments
which will turn you into their serving robot. And then the mad scientist will approach you as you

", continue to struggle in your bounds, and he will make his maniacal laugh -”

Y
i

“Stop right there. Don’t you think this is a bit too much? Your story line reeks of a bad black
and white movie. And what’s all this about a sack of cash for the orpbans on ‘a dark and stormy
night’, who are you kidding?” Jessica looked into the rearview mirror to check her eye shadow.

“When I’m written into a story, I expect to be treated right. After all, I go the trouble of dressing
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for the part, doing my hair and makeup, getting into the right frame of mind ... Some date this

has turned out to be.”

“You're forgetting something, you’re not real. I made you up out of my imagination. And

you're going to do exactly what I tell you to. And right now I’'m telling you to go up to that

house, ring the doorbell and ask to use the phone.”

“No way, I’'m not doing anything of the kind. What kind of dumb blonde do you take me
for?”

“It’s the only way you can proceed. I"ve written you into a tight situation. You have to go up

the house if you want to move this story along.”

“I"ll see about that!™ Jessica said as she fumbled in her handbag for her phone. She pressed

9-1-1. “Hello, I"d like to report a case of bad writing.”

Ji -,

-7\.
22

. a . .
“I see, where are you now, ma aﬁg,/}he dispatcher said.

.

“I’m 1in front of a spooky old house. The sign says ‘Dr. Zacharia Zum, taxidermist and mad
scientist’.”

“I know where that is. Have you gone into the house yet?”

“No.”

(2

“Good. We advige that you don’t. And your car is disabled?”

“Yesitis.”

“QOut of gas, or a flat?”

“Out of gas.”

“Yes, you certainly are a victim of bad writing. We’ll send an officer by with a can of gas.

And for what it’s worth, the Zum place has been slated for destruction years ago. It’s old and

cliché, and isn’t used in today’s modern stories. It’s only standing because of the county’s budget
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issues. Stay in the car, and if the writer tries to get fresh with you, like sending down a space

monster or werewolf, call us back. The patrol car should be there in a few minutes.”

“Thanks, I'll be waiting.” Jessica clicked off the phone.

“Are you happy now?”

“Happier than 1 was.”

[4

‘Because now there’s no story.”

“Sorry about ruining your plot. But, I’m not changing my mind.

“Then. I think there’s just one more thing I need to write.”

“What’s that?”
3 The End.
%
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It was a dark and stormy night as Jessica Snow drove along the treacherous curves of
Highway Thirteen. Or rather, she hoped she was still on Highway Thirteen. At 10:00 P.M she
veered off the interstate to take{ w@gthoughﬁwas a shortcut through the mountains. With
pounding rain she wasn’t sure if she missed the road sign and was driving along some back road
leading to who-knows-where. It was now one minute to midnight, and her worst fears were tmg?;

ghﬁ was way off course heading in the wrong direction 3 the lightning storm intensified
B She glanced at the passenger seat and the sack of cash. Hers was a heroic mission, 2 mission
for the children at the orphanage. She picked up the money earlier in the evening, nearly one
hundred thousand dollars, from a reclusive benefactor. She had to deliver it to the bank by 9:00
AM. The benefactor was from out of state, the bank was in the city. Should she be late, the bank
- would foreclose on the orphanage, leaving sixty children without a roof over their heads.
“Oh brother!” she said as another bolt of lightning struck somewhere ahead._ For a moment 1t
. was light enough to see the entire landscape. But there was not much to see. TreeSs, with gnarled
fingers, reached down from either side of the road. With the wind whipping them, they seemed
“ to beckon to he/nt

“Come, ?eer to us,Ccmsh your ¢ar here!™

She drove on, not heeding them, clutching the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white.

Thenithappéned, the engine stauqu, as is inevitably the case in stories like this. A glance at
the instrument panel told her the whole story: she was out of gas! How could she have been so

foohshastonotﬁllupwh&nshetumedoﬁlhemt&mtat& )"
\l

- ,JeSjlca rolled ey ﬂ | s \
gﬁw@ié %M‘»' b b, ¢ N‘"‘J( h fol
\ T /

Page 1 of 5

e _—



SHORT STORY: DAMSEL IN DISTRESS

She coasted until she found a safe place to pull over on the narrow curvy:?ad. tm
-

dnveway carved between the trees. Houses were few and far betweenso she sheuld-consider

— herself tucky for this find;,

“Yea, real lucky,” she said in disbelief over this entire situation.

- Another strike of lightning illuminated a wrought iron gate crossing the drive. Beyond that,

. at about a hundred feet up was an Victorian house. The gate was slightly ajar and there was a
.light on in one of the house’s upstairs window.

She reached to the back seat and grabbed her rain poncho and a flashlight. It was la_tsﬂbut she
hoped whaoever was home would understand and let her call for road service aujperha let her
wait out the storm. She slipped into her rain gear and prepared\he?@e}(ito make a mad dash to the
front door. % i ﬂ o {/

- “Hold on, wait a second,” she san;j?before Jumping out. She took the flashlight and trained it
onto the imposing wrought iron gate. There was a sign on it. “Ah, ha!” She tried to make out the
words, it read: “Dr. Zacharia Zum, Taxidermist.”

- Knowing now who awaited her, Jessica preparec}hérselffar that iash to the house.

“But wait, there’s more,” she said, flashlight stifl onthesxgn, msmaﬂ”i?neofﬁhrg;“ﬁ/

jss..\;a “and mad scientist’.”
- Deciding it must be a flavor of local humor, yet one more time, Jessica prepared W for
that dash to the house. She opened the car door -

/J ’?i/ " “You must be crazy if you think I'm going in there! P'm waiting right here. I've got my cell
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“No, you're gomg up to that house and ringing the doorhell. The mad scientist and his foor
iype assistant are peening at vou already from the belfiy window. They’ve got evervthing
prepared for an exciting story.”

“I"'m not moving from this spot!”

“You have too”
“Uh uh. No way, no how. I'm not going up there. Who knows what kind of sitnation I'd be

getting myself into.”

“Let me explain something to vmg’m the writer. and vou're the character. It’s my job to put

-you into inescapable predicaments. And using vour wits and the meager resources [ throw at

vou, you'li come out victonious in the end. But. before that. you’ll be chased around by the mad

scientist and his equally mad assistant. Of course. thev’l] eventually catch you, and when they
do. they’l! tie you up ir chains down in their dungeon.

“And as

the mad scientist prepares some bubbling concoction made of a disgustingly green fluid. Then

you're going to look on 1n herror as Igor turns on a giant machine by throwing a monster sized
knife switch on the wall. You’ll get to hear as the electricity courses through the machinery

while 1t hums up to speed. You'll scream in horror as you watch as they prepare the instroments

which wiil turn vou inte their serving robot. And then the mad scientist will approach you as vou
continue to strugele in your bounds. and he will make his maniacal langh -~

_“Stop right there. Dm’tyouthinkthisisabittmmnch? Your story line reeks of a bad black
and white movie. And what’s all this about a sack of cash for the orphans on “a dark and stormy
night’, who are you kidding?” Jessica looked into the rearview mirror to check her eye shadow.

" “When I'm written into a story, I expect to be treated right. Afier all, I go the trouble of dressing
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for the part, doing my hair and makeap getting into the right freme of mind __ Some date this
has turned out to be.”

you’re eoing to do exactly what I tell you to. And right now Pm telling vou to go upto that

house, ring the doorhell and ask to use the phone™
“No way, I'm not doing anything of the kind. What kind of dumb blonde do you take me

for?”

“It’s the only way you can proceed I've written you into a tight situation. You bave to go up
the house if you want to move this story along ™

“I°li see about that!” Jessica said as she ﬁmﬂe@hﬁp&nﬁ} She pressed

9-1-1, “Hello, I’d like to report a case of bad writing.”

i
: J
R

““I see, %Wfﬁere ale YOu now, maam,? the dzspatcher;s??md.
“U'm in front of a speoky old house. The sign says “Dr. Zacharia Zum, texidermist and mad
scientist’
- “I know where that is. Have you gone into the house yet?”
“No.”
.“Good. We advice that you don™t. And your car is disabled?”
“Yesitis.”
“Out of gas, or a flat?
“Out of gas.”
“Yes, you certainly are a victim of bad writing We'll send an officer by with a can of gas.
* And for what it’s worth, the Zum place has been slated for destruction years ago. It’s old and
clich€, and isn’t used in today’s modern stoties. If’s only standing because of the county’s
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budget issnes. Stay in the car, and if the writer tries to get fresh with you, like sending down a
space monster or werewoif, call us back. The patrol car shosld be there in a few mimutes.”

“Thanks, I'll be waiting.” Jessica clicked off the phone.

“Are you lmm now?”

“Happier than I was.™

“Because now there’s no story.”

“Sorry aboui mining your plot. But, 'm not changing my mind.™

“Then, I think there’s just one more thing I need to write.”

“What’s that?”

The End.
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0
It was a dark and stormy night as Jessica Snow drove along the treacherous curves of

/—~L’57
Highwa@ Or rather, she hoped she was still on Highway Thirteen. At 10.0@’ Pé\@n
7 X e +f.m ‘j(: W

L@\ﬁ{ «veered off the interstate to take, what she thought, was a shortcut through the mountains. @1th
/gzm%f’ | pounding r;a%he wasn’t sure if She/l missed the road sign and was driving along some back road

7
Hﬁ’{! 4P i leading to who—k%%%s—where It was now one minute to midnight, and her worst fears were t

BeTited

!,,m she was way off course heading in the wrong direction as the lightning storm intensified.

%W\ﬁ:/!% 5@#“%”9!\-’” b 3%

She glanced at /Ehe passenger seat asd the sack of cash} Hers was a heroic mission, a mission

5 W‘{’ % for the children at the orphanage. She%{icked up the money earlier in the evening, nearly one
Ps

Z;ﬂaﬁ?“' hundred thousand dollars, from a reclusive benefactor. She had to deliver it to the bank by 9:0&

X (ovbing o mabe (Yollo-
ALM- he benefactor was from out of state, the bank was in the city} Should she be late, the bank

would foreclose on the orphanage, leaving sixty children without a roof over their heads.

“Opebrother!” she said as another bolt of lightning struck somewhere ahead. For a moment it

&

was light enough to see the entire landscape. But there was not much to see. Tree”s, with gnarled

a

ﬁngersl,(reached down from either side of the road. With the wind whipping them, they seemed to
beckon to her:
“Come, steer to us, crash your car here!” ‘/

She drove on, not heeding them, clutching the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white.
J‘ 7? "[ﬁl Mﬂ

Then it happene@ﬁe engine stalle@s is inevitably the case in stories like ﬂ'llS A glance at
the instrument panel told her the whole story: she was out of gas! How could she have been so #

.7
foolish as-t@_not/‘ﬁll up when she%{umed of the interstate. ‘IL e

Jessica rolled her eyes. 7% /9‘/577(‘/’ A li[ Viasfibn

Kém;”// ,/

= possiblpoinls to mabe VL -_,c,sfiﬂw// clevt
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She coasted until she found a safe place to pull over on the narrow curvy road. It was a
X 5‘:'4%:5/\ 13

driveway carved between the trees. Houses were few and far bem&@o she should consider Sl Slo N7

27

herself lucky for this find. Yh veond ]

“Yea, real lucky,” she said in disbelief, @Ver this entire situatic?}g-
Another strike of lightning illuminated a wrought iron gate crossing the drive. Beyond that, at%-
7 1 verahill?
e Oran (
,r/tf; e *}g about a hundred feet up was ad Victorian house. The gate was slightly ajar and there was a light
Ry

2
f-2d] N %751 in one of the house’s upstairs windovs/r?

She reached to the back seat and grabbed her rain poncho and a flashlight. It was latt she ‘y”f}w/?

hoped whoever was home would understand and let her call for road servic /an perhaps let her

wait out the storm. She slipped into her rain gear and prepared herself to make a mad dash to the

/7
front door. s P W“ﬁAT'
“Hold on, wait a second,” she said before jumping out. She took the flashlight and trained it

onto the imposing wrought iron gate. There was a sign on it. “Ah, ha!” She tried to make out the

aboh

word(s'agft/read: “Dr. Zacharia Zum, Taxidermist.” Yoy ¢~? . 7
agan

Knowing now who awaited her, Jessica prepared herseifufor that dash to the house.

“But wait, there’s more,” she said, flashlight still on the Si% “?ﬁaother smaller line of prir@jﬁ

/\/

says ... ‘and mad scientist’.
ST . _
Deciding it must be a flavor of local humor,yet one more time, [Jessica prepared herself for

-z
that dash to the house. She opened the car door - Lt 1~
0/ f L said?
“You must be crazy if you think I'm going in there! I'm waiting right here. I've got my cell

phone, I’ve got Triple A, and I'll stay here until road service arrives.”
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“No. you’re going up to that house and ringing the doorbell. The mad scientist and his Igo@ " oF
v (€ &

type assistant are peering at you already from the belfry window. They’ve got everything a uthe 9 o

prepared for an exciting story.”

“I’m not moving from this spot!”

“You have toj’{

“Uh uh. No way, no how. I'm not going up there. Who knows what kind of situation I"d be

getting myself into.”

“Let me explain something to v@’m the writer, and vou’re the character. 1t’s my job to put

vou into inescapable predicaments. An@sing vour wits and the meager resources I throw at vou,

vow’ll come out victorious in the end. But, before that. vou’ll be chased around by the mad

scientist and his equaily mad assistant. Of course, they’ll eventually catch you, and when they do, v

thev’il tie vou up in chainsg down in their dungeon.

“And as vou’re tied there struggling to break free of your bOZI‘jS, you’re going to watch as

the mad scientist prenares some bubbling concoction made of a disgustingly green fluid. Then

vou’re going to look on in horror as Igor turns on a giant machine by throwing a monste@%ed

knife switch on the wall. You'll get to hearlaé%le electricity cours;afth/rough the machinery while

; . by ) .

it hums up to speed. You’ll scream in horror as vou watch abthev prepare the instruments which
,{fﬁby%,s Iav!/ 7.

will turn vou into their serving robot. And then{:bhe mad scientist will approach vou as you

} ﬂaﬂf*’ﬁ = lamgh o )
continue to struggle n vour bodnds, and he will rﬁaﬂe his maniacal laugh -”

“Stop right there. Don’t you think this is a bit tod much? Your story line reeks of a bad blao@
ar@hite movie. And what’s all this about a sack of cash for the orphans on ‘a dark and stormy /
7 ¥orint

night’, ﬁh/o are you kidding?” Jessica looked into the rearview mirror to check her eye shadow.

‘s
“When I'm written into a story, I expect to be treated right. After all, I go the trouble of dressing 71;6'
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for the part, doing my hair and makeup, getting into the right frame of mind ... Some date this has
turned out to be.”

“You're forgetting something® you’re not real. I made vou up out of my imagination. And

vou’re going to do exactly what I tell you to. And right noﬁ;hm telling you to go up to that

house. ring the doorbeﬁ.gmd ask to use the phone.”

“No Wa@’m not doing anything of the kind. What kind of dumb blonde do you take me

for?”

“It’s the only way you can proceed. I’ve written vou into a tight situation. You have to go u‘fa‘

the house if you want to move this story along.”

!
“I{’Il see about that!” Jessica said as she fumbled in her handbag for her phone. She pressed 9-

v @W 5
1-1. “Hello, I'd like to report a case of bad writing.” &/ X AlpSene

“I se@(sre are you now, ma’am?’ the dispatcher said.

“I'm in front of a spooky old house. The sign says ‘Dr. Zacharia Zum, taxidermist and mad

sclentist’.”

L1

“I know where that is. Have you gone into the house yet?”

“No.” > ey !/y Mrwé"’m }Lj’llﬁ
“Good. We adviée that you don’t. And your car is disabled?” (_ﬂ( jﬁ 2
“Out of gas, or a flat?” :/
“Out of gas.”
“Yes, you certainly are a victim of bad writing. We’ll send an officer by with a can of gas.
fov

Arg@fbr what it’s worth, the Zum place has been slated for destructior}\ years ag8. It’s old and

cliché, and isn’t used in today’s modern stories. It’s only standing because of the county’s budget
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issues. Stay in the car, and if the writer tries to get fresh with you, like sending down a space
monster or werewolf, call us back. The patrol car should be there in a few minutes.”
“Thanks, I'll be waiting.” Jessica clicked off the phone.

“Are vou happv now?”’

('?
“Happier than [ was.” > by é /ﬂ e
Q “ éf’z T~ ﬁwl
“Because now there’s no story.” 7)/

“Sorry about ruini lot. But, I'm not changi mind.” & * fé{ Ao /Mg[\ éﬂi
rry about ruining your plot. But, anging my Mmf?fv&'?é“ﬁ”'ﬁ AN

“Then, I think there’s just one more thing I need to write.”

‘What’s that?” %

The End. < r
o et trer
| Fa¥

i
" Moo oo /

7% | See 2 Af?mfyz‘“f -
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Ve

Tt was a dark and stormy night as Jessica Snow drove along the treacherous curves of

-

Highway Thirteen. Or rather, she hoped she was still on Highway Thirteen. At 10:00 P.l\éjhe

veered off the interstate to take, what she thought, was a shortcut through the mountains. With | (o nci@qse
f

154

pounding rain ,she wasn’t sure if she missed the road sign and was driving along some back road |, rez 1(

f\c& S
leading to who-knows-where. It was now one minute to midnight, and her worst fears were trueji ‘ U‘Hmj
U Cﬁ{/'\

she was way of@ourse heading in the wrong direction as the hghtnmg storm intensified. COﬂd&U‘@
Smabun egrlier +
She glanced at the passenger seat and the sack of cash. Hers was a heroic mission, a mission '

for the children at the orphanage. She picked up the money earlier in the evening, nearly one
hundred thousand dollars, from a reclusive benefactor. She had to deliver it to the bank by 9:00
A M. The benefactor was from out of sta@be bank was in the city. Should she be late, the bank
would foreclose on the orphanage, leaving sixty children without a roof over their heads.

“O@rother"’ she said as another bolt of lightning struck somewhere ahead. For a momet

ey
was light enough to see the entire landscape. But there was-got much to see. Tree%s-%with gnarled
Wasn +

ﬁngersqfreached down from either side of the road. Wlth the wind whipping them, they seemed to
Quiy wmo st sevtce

beckon to her:
“Come, steer to us, crash your car here!”
She drove on, not heeding them, clutching the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white.
Therb it happenedﬂ}’le engine stalled as is inevitably the case in stories like this. A glance at
the instrument panel told her the whole story: she was out of gas! How could she have been so
foolish as to not fill up when she tumedgt}he interstate.
O f

Jessica rolled her eyes.
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Sue

She coasted until she found a safe place to pull over on the narrow curvy road. It was a
driveway carved between the trees. Houses were few and far bemee@o she should consider
herself lucky for this find.

“Yea, real lucky,” she said in disbelief over this entire situation.

Another strike of lightning illuminated a wrought iron gate crossing the drive. Beyond that, at
about a hundred feet u&}was ?6 Victorian house. The gate was slightly ajar and there-was a light Shene
(}rf in one of the house’s upsta;rs window.

She reached 1o the back seat and grabbed her rain poncho and a flashlight. It was late@l?(ltg:le
hoped whoever was home would understand and E_I_l_g:_r_call for road service and perhaps let her
wait out the storm. She slipped into her rain gear and prepared herself to make a mad dash to the
front door.

“Hold on, wait a second,” she said before jumping out. She took the flashlight and trained it

Sqan ted

onto the imposing wrought iron gate. There was a sign on it. “Ah, ha!” She tried-to-makeout the—
ewol'ds#:(i‘—t read: “Dr. Zacharia Zum, Taxidermist.”

Knowing now who awaited her, Jessica prepared herself for that dash to the house.

“But wait, there’s more,” she said, flashlight still on the sign, “another smaller line of print, it
says ... ‘and mad scientist’.” IS 6?-&1((1\/15 aut loud P Wihd of S:]\qu‘ﬁe

Deciding it must be a flavor of local humor, yet one more time, Jessica prepared herself for

§at

“You must be crazy if you think I'm going in there! I'm waiting right here. I"ve got my cell

that dash to the house. She opened the car door - - o i O? Co

phone, I’ve got Triple A, and I’ll stay here until road service arrives.”
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“No, you’re going up to that house and ringing the doorbell. The mad scientist and his Igor

type assistant are peering at you already from the belfry window. They’ve got everything

prepared for an exciting story.”

“I’m not moving from this spot!”

“You have too.”

“Uh uh. No way, no how. I'm not going up there. Who knows what kind of situation I’d be
getting myself into.”
“Let me explain something to yog;-l’m the writer, and vou’re the character. It’s my job to put

vou into inescapable predicaments. And using your wits and the meager resources I throw at you,

vow’ll come out victorious in the end. But, before that. vou’ll be chased around by the mad

scientist and his equally mad assistant. Of course, they’l] eventually catch you. and when they do.

they’ll tie you up in chains down in their dungeon.
b::ﬂcb

“And as you’re tied there struggling to break free of vour,l;omﬁ's, you’re going to watch as

the mad scientist prepares some bubbling concoction made of a disgustingly green fluid. Then

vou’re going to look on in horror as Igor tums on a giant machine by throwing a monstér-sized
dash

knife switch on the wall. You’ll get to hear as the electricity courses through the machinery while

it hums up to speed. You’ll scream in horror(é@vou Watch(a? ‘they prepare the instruments which

will turn vou into their serving robot. And then the mad scientist will approach you as you

continue to strugele in vour bounds, and he will make his maniacal laugh -

“Stop right there. Don’t you think this is a bit too much? Your story line reeks of a bad black
and white movie. And what’s all this about a sack of cash for the orphans on ‘a dark and stormy
night’.;\ﬁiho are you kidding?” Jessica looked into the rearview mirror to check her eye shadow.

“When I’m written into a story, I expect to be treated right. After all, I go the trouble of dressing
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for the part, doing my hair and makeup, getting into the right frame of mind ... Some date this has
turned out to be.”
“You're forgetting somethmé\ you re not real. I made you up out of my imagination. And

[
p. (.,‘-( 0(\ €
vou’re going to do exactly what I tell you to. And right now I’m telling vou to go up to that

house, ring the doorbell and ask to use the phone.”

“No way, ’'m not doing anything of the kind. What kind of dumb blonde do you take me
for?”

“It*s the only way you can proceed. I’ve written you into a tight situation. You have to go up

the house if vou want to move this story along.”

“I’ll see about that!” Jessica said.as she-fambled in her handbag for her phone. She pressed 9-
‘E)mbi '] j

1-1. “Hello, I'd like to report a case of bad writing.” ‘/

l
“1 see,Where are you now, ma’ e dispatcher sard. as‘n’i-

“I’m in front of a spooky old house. The sign says ‘Dr. Zacharia Zum, taxidermist and mad
scientist’.”

“] know where that is. Have you gone into the house yet?”

GCNO'ﬂD
“Good. We advice that you don’t. And your car is disabled?” 18 Le
ho LJ+ Lo
vy Lae vk (5{1:’5 ’7\‘0 4 ( b & o j
“Yesitis.” . ad W
Jse. b(bl{m Aol O
“Qut of gas, or a flat?” o

“Out of gas.”
“Yes, you certainly are a victim of bad writing. We’ll send an officer by with a can of gas.
And for what it’s worth, the Zum place has been slated for destruction years ago. It’s old and

cliché, and isn’t used in today’s modem stories. It’s only standing because of the county’s budget
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issues. Stay in the car, and if the writer tries to get fresh with you, like sending down a space
monster or werewolf, call us back. The patrol car should be there in a few minutes.”

“Thanks, I’ll be waiting.” Jessica clicked off the phone.

“Are vou happy now?”

“Happier than [ was.”

“Because now there’s no story.”

“Sorry about ruining your plot. Bm;gl’m not changing my mind.”

“Then. I think there’s just one more thing I need to write.”

“What’s that?”

TheEnd. / Soa& @«,ﬁl\nj
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Tt was a dark and stormy night as Jessica Snow drove along the freacherous curves of

Highway Thirteen. Or rather, she hoped she was still on Highway Thirteen. At 10:00 P.M she

had veered off the interstate to take; what she thought; was a shortcut through the mountains.

her worst fears were true, she was way off course heading in the wrong direction as the lightning
storm intensified.

She glanced at the passenger seat and the sack of cash. Hers was a heroic mission, a mission
for the children at the orphanage. She'd picked up the money eatlier in the evening, nearly one
hundred thousand dollars, from a reclusive benefactor. She had to deliver it to the bank by 9:00
A.M. The benefactor was from out of state, the bank was in the city. Should she be late, the bank
would foreclose on the orphanage, leaving sixty children without a roof over their heads.

“Oh brother!” she said as another bolt of lightning struck somewhere ahead. For a moment it
was light enough to see the entire landscape. But-theze-was-sNot that there wag much to see.

Tree s-with branches reached out like gnarled fingers-#eashed-dowa from either side of the road.

With the wind Whjpping them, they seemed to beckon to her:

“Come, steest0 Us, erash-reur-ear-hereliust a little swerve ...”

She drove on, retheadingivnoring them, clutching the steering wheel until her knuckles

turned white.

Then it happened, the engine stalled as is -asealwayvs happens in stories like

this. A glance at the instrument panel told her the whele story: she was out of gas! How could

she have been so foolish as to not fill up when she turned of the interstate.
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Jessica rolled her eyes.

She coasted until she found a safe place to pull over on the narrow curvy road. It was a
driveway carved between the trees. Houses were few and far between so she should consider
herself lucky for this find. %]/

“Yeah, real lucky,” she said in disbelief over this entire situation.

Another strike of lightning illuminated a wrought iron gate crossing the drive. Beyond that, at
about a hundred feet up was an Victorian house. The gate was slightly ajar and there was a light

on in one of the house’s upstairs window.

.1

She zeashs d-grabbed her rain poncho and a flashlight from the back seat.

It was late but she hoped whoever was home would understand and let her call for road service

[

and perhaps let her wait out the storm. She stippedstrugeled into her rain gear and
berserfto-rmake-a-madmade ready to dash to the front door.

“Hold on, wait a second,” she said before jumping out. She took the flashlight and {rained it
ongd the imposing wrought iron gate. There was a sign on it. “Ah, ha!” She tried to make out the
words,

+t read: “Dr. Zacharia Zum, Taxidermist.”

Knowing now who awaited her, Jessica prepared-rerselidfor-that-dash-to-the-hewseslaried 1o

“But wait, there’s more,” she said, flashlight still on the sign, “another smaller line of print, it

o

says ... ‘and mad scientist’.
s

Deciding it must be @of local humor, yet one more time, Jessica prepared-herselifor

shat-dash-to-the-house—She-opened the car door — and stopped.
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“You must be crazy if you think I’m going in there! I’'m waiting right here. I've got my cell
phone, I've got Triple A, and I’ll stay here until road service arrives.”

“No. vou're going up 1o that house and ringing the doorbell. The mad scientist and his Igor
type assistant are peering at you already from the belfry window. They’ve got everything

prepared for an exciting story.”

“I"'m not moving from this spot!”

“You have t0o.”

“Uh uh. No way, no how. I’'m not going up there. Who knows what kind of situation I'd be

getting myself into.”

(453

Le-mie-epai-sometiineto~row I'm the writer.: apd=-You're the character. It’s mv job to

that, you= shal! be chased around bv the mad scientist and his equally mad inseci-snacking

assistant. Of course, they’ll eventually catch you. and when thev do. they’ll tie vou up in chains

down in their dungeon.

w4 AS you're tied-there-struggling to break free of vour bounds. vou’re going to watch as

the mad scientist prepares some bubbling concoction madeof- a disgustinghy green fluid. Then

vou’re going to look on in horror as Igor turns on a giant machine by throwing a monster sized

knife switch on the wall. S et e- e arF-as icity will crackie as 1t courses throu

a-tenah 7
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“Stop right there. Don’t you think this is a bit too much? Your story line reeks of a bad black
and white movie. And what’s all this about a sack of cash for the orphans on ‘a dark and stormy
night’, who are you kidding?” Jessica looked into the rear viewsesswdew mirror to check her eye
shadow. “When I’m written into a story, I expect to be treated right. After all, I go the trouble of
dressing for the part, doing my hair and makeup, getting into the right frame of mind ... Some

date this has turned out to be.”

*

“You’re forgetting something. vou’re not real. I made vou u

Y=ou're going to do exactly what I tell vou to do. And+Right now I’'m telling vou to go up to that

house. ring the doorbell and ask to use the phone.”
“No way, I'm not doing anything of the kind. What kind of dumb blonde do you take me

for?”

“It’s the only way vou can proceed. I’ve written you into a tight sitnation. You have to go up

the house if vou want to move this story along.”

“T’1l see about that!” Jessica said as she fumbled in her handbag for her phone. She pressed 9-
1-1. “Hello, I"d like to report a case of bad writing.”

“I see, where are you now, ma’am,” the dispatcher said.

“I'm in front of a spooky old house. The sign says ‘Dr. Zacharia Zum, taxidermist and mad
scientist’.”

“] know where that is. Have you gone into the house yet?”

“NO 2%

“Good. We adwiecadvise that you don’t. AsdYour car is disabled?”

“Yesitis.”

“Qut of gas, or a flat?”
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“Out of gas.”

“Yes, you certainly are a victim of bad writing. We’ll send an officer by with a can of gas.
And for what it’s worth, the Zum place has been slated for destruction »eess-ngefor vears. It’s an_
old axd-cliché, and isn’t used in today’s modern stories. It’s only standing because of the
county’s budget issues. Stay in the car, and if the writer tries to get fresh with you, like sending
aevwit I a space monster or werewolf, call us back. The patrol car should be there in a few
minutes.”

“Thanks, I’l] be waiting.” Jessica clicked off the phone.

“Are vou happy now?”

“Happier than I was.”

“Because now there’s no story.”

“Sorry about ruining jfour plot. But, ’'m not changing my mind.”

“Then, I think there’s just one more thing I need to write.”

“What’s that?”

The End.

Comments

The story is cute., but I think we need 1o et a tunt of the originality earlier in the story, Aller

1ust a few paraeraphs I was starting o skim in the hope something Interestine would happen

This story needs something early that will cet us 1o hane on until the storv picks up.

[ found several places where a simple phrase would work as well or better than what was

writien. In most cases. iy suceestions gse fewer words. As alwave, these are sugesstions and the

writer has 1o decide if they are worth using or not.
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Readers arve smart, [s pretty obvious what the idea behind the story is the first time the

“writer” makes his/her appearance. so don't be cov about it There isn't much 1o oain and the fast

thene vou need is more confusion.
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