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Summary: This is about a 12-year-old boy, kind of a loner, who is in denial about his
loneliness, who spends a summer with his mother and older, teenaged sister on a communal
Jarm in Maine. The story is about his growth as he figures out who he is and what he wants.
The mother is simultaneously forced to face some difficult truths about herself,
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\ Chapter 1: You Have Only Yourself to Blame ’

My mom has gone crazy. Things can go along 'ane way for your whole life. Ther@

day, everything changes@he’s all, “But the iPod down and show some respect when

7
your father is talking to you,” aﬂé‘ﬁe next day she ms my dad,“_ghould be pushed off a cliff.”

She-has;“no-idea-what-the-hell she’s supposed to do now; ™ and hopes that I)“aan’t grow up to be
:I anything like him,” mﬁﬁough I probably will because based on the way I’'m acting lately I'm
. . . . N2
Jt | just as “emotionally disconnected” as he is. S5 nneaBeny ¢ QC
¢ ~ \S Xy, s oRIe™ AR
\D | No - I'm not, “super in touch with my feelings” or anything. Eleanor, my sister, is always
. I
\‘—30 ‘ : and "Why don’t you ever cry
\)
@U I| or get mad, James? It’s like you're not even human.” szeees I’'m as human as she is. No, I don’t

| talk on the phone with my friends about my “innermost thoughts™ every minute of the day. I

. _ i WRNAS S ee Wl
| haven’t been crying in my room every night so everyone will hear me. RN 3

@ reak ¥

I get that my mother is a wreck. “A train wreck,” my aunt Judith called her last Sunda S RN CO
when my mother announced, while we were all having brunch to celebrate my cousin Trent’s e

high school graduation, that she was taking me and Eleanor to live on “a communal” farm in
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Maine for the summer. “It’s organic, of course,” she said. “We’re going to help with the animals
and the farm stand and we’ll get plenty of healthy, farm-sourced food. And we get to stay in a
little cottage on the property, rent-free, They make goat cheese.”
% Dot D Daw S SeaeXwn - A)o\'ﬁur\-\ Bué\k\f\ S
“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard,’W“When have you ever been on
a farm, Nancy? You’ve never even had a garden! You’ve never even had a potted plant! Did you
say they have goats? Do you know what a goat smells like?”
Eleanor said, “There’s no way I’'m going. Not a chance.”
“Your nails will get dirty, Nancy,” fkunt Judith, “They’ll break right off. Have you \
Vb '
thought about the fact that you don’t like dirt? What do you think farms are made of?” QQS«\
Mom looked at me instead of at Aunt Judith. “Guess what?” she said. “They have
S:srct}f\
chlckens,so we can eat ré&l eggs every day. And goat’s milk — it’s very low in fat.”

Aunt Judith snorted.

“I mean, why not?” my mother said. “Why not just throw it all out and start over? What

better place to do that than on a farm. nght}zames‘)”\ La, Qh\‘\% \)9 nb
oo W“b =
“Yeah, right,” €aid) Eleanog, N g\} g
PR

My mother looked up at the ceiling fan over the kitchen table. Maybe she was pretending
that the ceiling fan was really a big, puffy white cloud in a blue sky, which may be “an image

a place that puts her mind at ease,” according to the book on the back of the toilet called, Tuning

\O
Out the Noise of Everyday Life. w‘,}’ ceﬁs\\
qf 2D

“I"ll bet it’s really peaceful,” w. \ P o

oo K
“Really,” @m 6 \We E\eanaera %cmgf ¢ e ech igm b(_a
D™ 2NN - °

Yesterday, I didn’t even know that you could get milk out of a goat. }( ( Q—\~ '
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“You’re crazy Nancy,” Aunt Judith said. She was pointing her finger at my mother from
across the table. “You read about something in a magazine and you think it’s the answer to all
your problems. That’s not real life. You have no idea what you’re doing. I told you not to make
big decisions right now. Remember the knitting store? 500 pounds of yarn and nowhere to put it?
That’s real life Nancy. That really happened.”

“Nancy, think for a minute,” M“Does this make sense? For you and for

the kids? What will you do for money? How will you pay for things, like food, and all those RNE

NN e

books and magazines you read?” ot
That’s a question my dad would have asked. “Where are all these @magazines
coming from?” he would always say when he went through the mail after work. My mother
subscribes to a lot of magazines that “reflect her varied interests,” and help her “learn more about
potential entrepreneurial endeavorsf” like interior design, horseback riding, gourmet cooking,
and iiing Charles cavalier spaniels, which is the kind of dog tlilit we have. OurteingCharles
\
sp\aﬁz’lis named King Charles, which my dad always said was, “Ee stupidest possible name you

could have chosen for the dog.”

My mother looked at Uncle David. “David, I really, truly think that this farm thing will \:og')

be just what we need. I think it may be the answer.” o;‘;,;-r =
GF &
Eleanor said, “The answer to what?” 9;-}' Z
©
Even though everyone was against hel;;l didn’t feel sorry for Mom. She has “only herself
to blame.” That’s what my father says. He says, “What else are we supposed to think Nancy? If
=
you never finish what you start}”’ That’s what he tells me whenever I bring home a “mediocre”
report card that doesn’t “r?l’éct my true potential,” or whenever he and my mom get a call from
o
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the school telling them it’s time for another meeting to talk about my ¥inability to make authentic
“Noone S do Tas e CTYWAN %\30\\1\%&

connections with my peers.’l“' adnoc ANaTaceN 5.

My dad says you can’t change who you are just because you want to. You can’t change
all the things you’ve done, that you keep doing, over and over, just like that. It takes real
commitment. My dad says he’s good at two things — work and golf - and he’s put in the time and
the *Sweat equityf‘to prove it. He plays three hours of golf after work every day, Monday
through Friday, rain or shine. “If you ever want to be in control of your life,” he says, “you need

e NSa
to play golf. Golf is all about control.” *<\°:D_: 2
aa)o&g- ar g5

Even though *that’s rich — coming from someone who lost control overa thirty-three-

_ year-old golf coach with fat ankles; I think he’s right. When you”™try and carry on like a

hormonal teenager‘,“;"" %ﬁﬁ%)f;lo one will even care what you’re upset about.

Eleanor told me, not that I asked, that Mom was just as upset about the fat ankles as the
affair, because, Eleanor said, “Mom thought all Dad cared about was how good she ]ook%.}So it’s
like, everything she thought was a lie.”

I think Aunt Judith is right about the farm. It’s just going to be another yarn store. And

then everyone will say, “You have only yourself to blame.”
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Chapter 2: No Turning Back

What | want to know is, how did my mother get somebody to believe that she could work
on a farm? Even if it does turn out to be more like & summer camp for people who want to

pretend they’re farmers:’“which is how my dad described it when he found out where we were

going. (‘f'\%&&UQOL(N\;‘""}s\\\ \Oy)(\-"( a&\ﬂ( l\iqﬂq\(‘.’)

e
1
1

My mother found a bunch of South Korean students to rent our house for the summer. AT &t
Our house has only three bedrooms, and there are seven South Koreans, but my mother says tha 'RU:\S“L_
they’re used to ¥a more communal way of living than we are™ When my father found out he j G

said, “There goes my investment.” \ |4 ey b S ;j\,‘?S\S(\c;i“:;W'f“' o A\ e W e
The day we left for the farm my mother had to track Eleanor down at her friend Grace’s
house. She was worried because the drive from Raleigh to Stonington was about 24 hours and
she had ‘l'bnly budgeted for one night on the road fWhen Eleanor got home, Mom said, “You’re
as bad as King Charles.” Ever since we started packing up our stuff, King Charles has been
spending all of his time next door at the neighbor’s house, lying on the back deck with their dog,

Sandy.

[reached word count submission limit]
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Summary: This is about a 12-year-old bay, kind of a loner, who is in denial about his
loneliness, who spends a summer with his mother and older, teenaged sister on a communal
Jarm in Maine. The story is about his growth as he figures out who he is and what he wants.
The mother is simultaneously forced to face some difficult truths about herself.

Chapter 1: You Have Only Yourself to Blame

ke
Y
-

My mom has gone crazy. Things can go along one way for your whole lii‘e
L

n onec

day, everything changes. One day, she’s all, “put the iPod down and show some respect when
your father is talking to you,” and the next day she thinks my dad “should be pushed off a cliff.”
She has, “no idea what the hell she’s supposed to do now,” and hopes that I “don’t grow up to be
anything like him,” even though I probably will because based on the way I'm acting lately I’'m

just as “emotionally disconnected” as he is.

‘Di_:tji- | menwwmlemn my sister, is always

—

telling me, “You’re super out of touch with your feelings, James,” and "Why don’t you ever cry

———— W
or get mad, James? It’s like you’re not even hman."wmmme? No, I don’t

talk on the phone with my friends about my “innermost thoughts” every minute of the day. I

haven’t been crying in my room every night so everyone will hear me.

v I get that my mother is a wreck. “A train wreck,” my aunt Judith called her last Sunday W s
/C \- - -

) o
C}“ N 7 when my mother announced, while we were all having brunch to celebrate my cousin Trent’s Cj—d 44)

o

hig@j‘nocl graduation, that she was taking me and Eleanor to live on “a communal” farm in
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Maine for the summer. “It’s organic, of course,” she said. “We’re going to help with the animals
and the farm stand and we’ll get plenty of healthy, farm-sourced food. And we get to stay in a

>
little cottage on the property, rent-free. They make goat cheese.” ‘ "“’WB/W

“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard,” said Aunt Judith. “When have you ever been on

a farm, Nancy? You’ve never even had a garden! You’ve never even had a potted plant! Did you

say they have goats? Do you know what a goat smells like?” ‘?)
<
Eleanor said, “There’s no way I’'m going. Not a chance.” o
“Your nails will get dirty, Nancy,” said Aunt Judith. “They’1] break right off. Have you }
thought about the fact that you don’t like dirt? What do you think farms are made of?” \f& UE
Mom looked at me instead of at Aunt Judith. “Guess what?” she said. “They have & (
R
chickens so we can eat real eggs every day. And goat’s milk — it’s very low in fat.” ?
gttt
Aunt Judith snorted.

“I mean, why not?” my mother said. “Why not just throw it all out and start over? What
better place to do that than on a farm. Righ@nnes?”
“Yeah, right,” said Eleanor.
My mother WWWWW was pretending
that the ceiling fan was really a big, puffy white cloud in a blue sky, which may be “an image or
a place that puts her mind at ease,” according to the book on the back of the toilet called/’l"_unil_l_g, o

Out the Noise of Everyday Life. /(\ ¢

e

“I’ll bet it’s really peaceful,” said Mom.
“Really,” said Eleanor.

Yesterday, I didn’t even know that you could get milk out of a goat.

Page 2 of §
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“You’re crazy Nancy,” Aunt Judith said. She was pointing her finger at my mother from

across the table. “You read about something in a magazine and you think it’s the answer to all

/[ 5
@W
big decisions right now. Remember the knitting store? 500 pounds of yam and nowhere to put it? \JJ\.._'#‘

your problems. That’s not real life. You have no idea what you’re doing. I told you not to make

That’s real ]if@ancy. That really happened.” A% €

“Nancy, think for a minute,” said Uncle David. “Does this make sense? For you and for
the kids? What will you do for money? How will you pay for things, like food, and all those
books and magazines you read?”

WMMW‘%&G are all these goddamned magazines
coming from?” he would always say when he went through the mail after work. My mother
subscribes to a lot of magazines that “reflect her varied interests,” and help her “learn more about
potential entrepreneurial endeavors,” like interior design, horseback riding, gourmet cooking,

“‘f)@}/ and king Charles cavalier spmﬁel@»{Mﬁe&M—u@-ﬁm.}/ Our King Charles
spaniel is named King Charles, which my dad always said was, “the stupidest possible name you
could have chosen for the dog.”

1}( My mother looked at Uncle David. “David, I really, truly think that this farm thing will

c,)“ be just whaMeed. I think it may be the answer.”

Eleanor said, “The answer to what?”

Even though everyone was against he@ didn’t feel sorry for Mom. She has “only herself
to blame.” That’s what my father says. He says, “What else are we supposed to thin@!ancy? If

you never finish what you start?” That’s what he tells me whenever I bring home a “mediocre”

report card that doesn’t “reflect my true potential,” or whenever he and my mom get a call from

Page 3 of 5
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the school telling them it’s time for another meeting to talk about my “inability to make authentic
connections with my peers.”
My dad says you can’t change who you are just because you want to. You can’t change
all the things you’ve done, that you keep doing, over and over, just like that. It takes real
~ commitment. My dad says he’s good at two things — work and golf - and he’s put in the time and

m the “sweat equity” to prove it. He plays three hours of golf after work every day, Monday

S

P‘* r}/fbj V[hrough Friday, rain or shine. “If you ever want to be in control of your life,” he says, “you need
v to play golf. Golf is all about control.”

Even though “that’s rich — coming from someone who lost control over a thirty-three-
year-old golf coach with fat ankles,” I think he’s right. When you “cry and carry on like a
hormonal teenager,"@no one will even care what you’re upset about.

Eleanor told me, not that I asked, that Mom was just as upset about the fat ankles as the
affair, because, Eleanor said, “Mom thought all Dad cared about was how good she looks. So it’s
like, everything she thought was a lie.”

I think Aunt Judith is right about the farm. It’s just going to be another yarn store. And

then everyone will say, “You have only yourself to blame.”

Page 4 of 5
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Chapter 2: No Turning Back

i8 @ did my mother get somebody to believe that she could work
on a farm? Even if it does turn out to be more like “a summer camp for people who want to
pretend they’re farmers,” which is how my dad described it when he found out where we were
going.

My mother found a bunch of South Korean students to rent our house for the summer.
Our house has only three bedrooms, and there are seven South Koreans, but my mother says that
they’re used to “a more communal way of living than we are.” When my father found out he
said, “There goes my investment.”

The day we left for the farm my mother had to track Eleanor down at her friend Grace’s
house. She was worried because the drive from Raleigh to Stonington was about 24 hours and
she had “only budgeted for one night on the road.” When Eleanor got home, Mom said, “You’re
as bad as King Charles.” Ever since we started packing up our stuff, King Charles has been

spending all of his time next door at the neighbor’s house, lying on the back deck with their dog,

Sandy.
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Summary: This is about a 12-year-old boy, kind of a loner, who is in denial about his
loneliness, who spends a summer with hiis mother and older, teenaged sister on a communal
Sfarm in Maine. The story is about his growth as he figures out who he is and what he wants.
The mother is simultaneously forced to face some difficult truths about herself.

Chapter 1: You Have Only Yourself to Blame

ool Pt ]

My mom has gone crazy. Things can go along one way for your whole life. Th@le
day, everything changes. One day, she’s all, “put the iPod down and show some respect when
your father is talking to you,” and the next day she thinks my dad “should be pushed off a chiff.”

She has, “no idea what the hell she’s supposed to do now,” and hopes that I “don’t grow up to be

G :
anything like him,” even though I probably wi@caus@ed on the way I’'m acting late@n
7

just as “emotionally disconnected” as he is.

[13

No -I'm not\tsuper in touch with my feelings” or anything. Eleanor, my sister, is always
telling me, “You're super out of touch with your feelings, James,” and "Why don’t you ever cry
or get mad, James? It’s like you're not even human.” I guess I'm as human as she is. No, I don’t
talk on the phone with my friends about my “innermost thoughts” every minute of the day. I
haven’t been crying in my room every night so everyone will hear me.

I get that my mother is a wreck. “A train wreck,” my aunt Judith called her last Sunday

when my mother announced, while we were all having brunch to celebrate my cousin Trent’s

high school graduation, that she was taking me and Eleanor to live on “f;:ommunal Tarm in

~Vl/1vy o Y salds' wone berre Hhe romnes! be aptel.
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Maine for the summer. “It’s organic, of course,” she said. “We're going to help with the animals
and the farm stand and we’ll get plenty of healthy, farm-sourced food. And we get to stay in a
little cottage on the property, rent-free. They mz:k}goat cheese.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard,” said Aunt Judith. “When have you ever been on
a farm, Nancy? You’ve never even had a garden! You've never even had a potted plant! Did you
say they have goats? Do you know what a goat smells like?”

Eleanor said, “There’s no way I’m going. Not a chance.”

“Your nails will get dirty, Nancy,” szaﬁbu)nt Judith. “They’ll break right off. Have you
thought about the fact that you don’t like dirt? What do you think farms are made of?”

Mom looked at r@stead of at Aunt Judith. “Guess what?” she said. “They have
chickexﬁ we can cat real eggs every day. And goat’s milk —it’s very low in fat.”

Aunt Judith snorted.

“I mean, why not?”” my mother said. “Why not just throw it all out and start over? What
better place to do that than on a fa@

Jimes?”
/

My mother looked up at the ceiling fan over the kitchen table, Maybe she was pretending

“Yeah, right,” sald eanor.

that the ceiling fan was really a big, puffy white cloud in a blue sky, which may be “an image or

a place that puts her mind at ease,” according to the book on the back of the toilet called, Tuning

Out the Noise of Everyday Life.

“I’ll bet it’s really peaceful,” saﬁom.
“Really,” sa!id/E%aanor. /

Yesterday, I didn’t even know that you could get milk out of a goat.

Page 2 of 5
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“You’re craz ncy,” Aunt Judith said. She was pointing her finger at my mother from
across the table. “You read about something in a magazine and you think it’s the answer to all
your problems. That’s not real life. You have no idea what you’re doing. I told you not to make
big decisions right now. Remember the knitting store? 500 pounds of yarn and nowhere to put it?
That’s real lif¢ » ancy. That really happened.”

/ .

“Nancy, think for a minute,” smcle David. “Does this make sense? For you and for
the kids? What will you do for money? How will you pay for things, like food, and all those
books and magazines you read?”

That’s a question my dad would have asked. “Where are all these goddamned magazines
coming from?” he would always say when he went through the mail after work. My mother
subscribes to a lot of magazines that “reflect her varied interests,” and help her “learn more about
potential entrepreneurial endeavors,” like interior design, horseback riding, gourmet cooking,

a Kn Charles cavalier spaniels, which is the kind of dog that we have. Our King Charles

spaniel is named King Charles, which my dad always said was, “the stupidest possible name you

could have chosen for the dog.” \f

My mother looked at Uncle David. “David, I really, truly think that this farm thing will
be just what we need. I think it may be the answer.”

Eleanor said, “The answer to what?”

Even though everyone was against h@didn’t feel sorry for Mom. She has “only herself
to blame.” That’s what my father says. He says, “What else are we supposed to thi ancy? If

you never finish what you start?” That’s what he tells me whenever I bring home a “mediocre”

report card that doesn’t “reflect my true potential,” or whenever he and my mom get a call from
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the school telling them it’s time for another meeting to talk about my “inability to make authentic
connections with my peers.”/

My dad says you can’t change who you are just because you want to. You can’t change
all the things you’ve done, that you keep doing, over and over, just like that. It takes real
commitment. My dad says he’s good at two things — work and golf - and he’s put in the time and
the “sweat equity” to prove it. He plays three hours of golf after work every day, Monday
through Friday, rain or shine. “If you ever want to be in control of your life,” he says, “you need
to play golf. Golf is all about control.”

Even though “that’s rich — coming from someone who lost control over a thirty-three-
year-old golf coach with fat ankles,” I think he’s right. When you “cry and carry on like a
hormonal teenager,”-ﬁ:]no one will even care what you’re upset about.

Eleanor told me, not that I asked, that Mom was just as upset about the fat ankles as the
affair, because, Eleanor said, “Mom thought all Dad cared about was how good she looks. So it’s
like, everything she thought was a lie.”

I think Aunt Judith is right about the farm. It’s just going to be another yarn store. And

then everyone will say, “You have only yourself to blame.”
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Chapter 2: No Turning Back

What I want to know is, how did my mother get somebody to believe that she could work
on a farm? Even if it does turn out to be more like “a summer camp for people who want to
pretend they’re farmers,” which is how my dad described it when he found out where we were
going.

My mother found a bunch of South Korean students to rent our house for the summer.
Our house has only three bedrooms, and there are seven South Koreans, but my mother says that
they’re used to “‘a more communal way of living than we are.” When my father found @
said, “There goes my investment.”

The day we left for the farm my mother had to track Eleanor down at her friend Grace’s
house. She was worried because the drive from Raleigh to Stonington was about 24 hours and
she had “only budgeted for one night on the road.” When Eleanor got home, Niom said, “You're
as bad as King Charles.” Ever since we started packing up our stuff, King Charles has been
spending all of his time next door at the neighbor’s house, lying on the back deck with their dog,
Sandy.

[reached word count submission limit]
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Summary: This is about a 12-year-old bay, kind of a loner, who is in denial about his
loneliness, who spends a summer with his mother and older, teenaged sister on a communal
Jarm in Maine. The story is about his growth as he figures out who he is and what he wants.
The mother is simultaneously forced to face some difficult tr. about hers)?%

61\ UG So )

At thus point, we get a good introduction to Mom. She's a character Jrom a sit-com with a

kvetchy preadolescent son whining about her oddities. So Jar, the son is simply a verbal camera
with litle to add to the story other than critical snarky observations of his parents. The use of
such sarcasm is effective in small doses. If this is a longer story, real conflict and not the oddities
must take over to sustain any mniferest.
Too bad we didn't get to follow the antics at the Jarm. After all, what could go wrong?
The writing is good, but a bit overdone. I tried to show where there could be some

tactical editing. It seems 1o this reader that you are having fun writing this.

Chapter 1: You Have Only Yourself to Blame

My mom has gone crazy.
day;-everything-ehanges—/ liese sentences don 't Jit. Delete. One day, she’s all, “put the iPod

down and show some respect when your father is talking to you,” and the next day she thinks my

dad “should be pushed off a cliff.” She has, “no idea what the hell she’s supposed to do now,”
and hopes that I “don’t grow up to be anything like him,” even though I probably will because(,)

based on the way ['m acting lately(,) I’m just as “emotionally disconnected” as he is.
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Ne- delete I’'m not, “super in touch with my feelings” or anything. Eleanor, my sister, is
always telling me, “You’re super out of touch with your feelings, James,” and "Why don’t you
ever cry or get mad, James? It’s like you’re not even human.” [ guess I’m as human as she is.
No, I don’t talk on the phone with my friends about my “innermost thoughts” every minute of
the day. (Plus,)I haven’t been crying in my room every night so everyone will hear me.

I get that my mother is a wreck. “4 train wreck, " my aunt Judith called her last Sunday
when my mother announced, while we were all having brunch to celebrate my cousin Trent’s
high school graduation, that she was taking me and Eleanor to live on “a communal” farm in
Maine for the summer.(too long. Break up into more bite sized sentnces) “It’s organic, of
course,” she said. “We’re going to help with the animals and the farm stand and we’ll get plenty
of healthy, farm-sourced food. And we get to stay in a little cottage on the property, rent-free.
They make goat cheese.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard,” said Aunt Judith. “When have you ever been on
a farm, Nancy? You’ve never even had a garden! You’ve never even had a potted plant! Did you
say they have goats? Do you know what a goat smells like?”

Eleanor said, “There’s no way I’m going. Not a chance.”

“Your nails will get dirty, Nancy,” said Aunt Judith. “They’1l break right off. Have you
thought about the fact that you don’t like dirt? What do you think farms are made of?”

Mom looked at me instead of at Aunt Judith. “Guess what?” she said. “They have
chickens so we can eat real eggs every day. And goat’s milk — it’s very low in fat.”

Aunt Judith snorted.

“I mean, why not?” my mother said. “Why not just throw it all out and start over? What

better place to do that than on a farm. Right James?”

Page 2 of 6



A
EPISODE #8: NOVEL EXCERPT - MIDDLE GRADE: UPRISING BY BETSY MELODIA

“Yeah, right,” said Eleanor.

My mother looked up at the ceiling fan over the kitchen table. Maybe she was pretending
that the ceiling fan was really a big, puffy white cloud in a blue sky, which may be “an image or
a place that puts her mind at ease,” according to the book on the back of the toilet called,
Tuning Out the Noise of Everyday Life. (too long.)

“I"ll bet it’s really peaceful,” said Mom.

“Really,” said Eleanor. “And educational.”

Yesterday, 1 didn’t even know that you could get milk out of a goat.

“You're crazy(,) Nancy,” Aunt Judith said. She was pointing her finger at my mother
from across the table. “You read about something in a magazine and you think it’s the answer to
all your problems. That’s not real life. You have no idea what you’re doing. I told you not to
make big decisions right now. Remember the knitting store? 580 /ive hundred pounds of yamn
and nowhere to put it? That’s real life Nancy. That really happened.”

“Nancy, think for a minute,” said Uncle David. “Does this make sense? For you and for
the kids? What will you do for money? How will you pay for things, like food, and all those
books and magazines you read?”

That’s a question my dad would have asked. “Where are all these goddamned magazines
coming from?” he would always say (a+4) when he went through the mail after work. My mother
subscribes to a lot of magazines that “reflect her varied interests,” and help her “learn more
about potential entrepreneurial endeavors,” like interior design, horseback riding, gourmet
cooking, and king Charles cavalier spaniels, which is the kind of dog that we have. Our King

Charles spaniel is named King Charles, which my dad always said was, “the stupidest possible

Page 3 of 6



\4
EPISODE @: NOVEL EXCERPT - MIDDLE GRADE: UPRISING BY BETSY MELODIA

name you could have chosen for the dog.” (Way too long. Break up the long senience into
smaller sentences)

My mother looked at Uncle David. “David, I really, truly think that this farm thing will
be just what we need. I think it may be the answer.”

Eleanor said, “The answer to what?”

Even though everyone was against her I didn’t feel sorry for Mom. She has “only herself
to blame.” That’s what my father says. He says, “What else are we supposed to think(,) Nancy?
If you never finish what you start?” That’s what he tells me whenever I bring home a “mediocre”
report card that doesn’t “reflect my true potential,” or whenever he and my mom get a call from
the school telling them it’s time for another meeting 1o talk about my “inabilily to make authentic
connections with my peers.”

My dad says you can’t change who you are just because you want to. You can’t change
all the things you’ve done, that you keep doing, over and over, just like that. It takes real
commitment. My dad says he’s good at two things — work and golf - and he’s put in the time and
the “sweat equity” to prove it. He plays three hours of golf after work every day, Monday
through Friday, rain or shine. “If you ever want to be in control of your life,” he says, “you need
to play golf. Golfis all about control.”

Even though “that’s rich — coming from someone who lost control over a thirty-three-
year-old golf coach with fat ankles,” I think he's right. When you “cry and carry on like a
hormonal teenager,” than no one will even care what you're upset about. (Confusing paragraph.

Iry to re-write.)
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Eleanor told me, not that I asked, that Mom was just as upset about the fat ankles as the
affair, because, Eleanor said, “Mom thought all Dad cared about was how good she(w/c?) looks.
So it’s like, everything she (w/0?) thought was a lie.”

I think Aunt Judith is right about the farm. It's just going to be another yam store. And

then everyone will say, “You have only yourself to blame.”
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Chapter 2: No Turning Back

What 1 want to know is, how did my mother get somebody to believe that she could work
on a farm? Even if it does turn out to be more like “a summer camp for people who want to
pretend they’re farmers,” which is how my dad described it when he found out where we were
going.

My mother found a bunch of South Korean students to rent our house for the summer.
Our house has only three bedrooms, and there are seven South Koreans, but my mother says that
they’re used to “a more communal way of living than we are.” When my father found out he
said, “There goes my investment.”

The day we left for the farm my mother had to track Eleanor down at her friend Grace’s
house. She was worried because the drive from Raleigh to Stonington was about 24 hours and
she had “only budgeted for one night on the road.” When Eleanor got home, Mom said, “You’re
as bad as King Charles.” Ever since we started packing up our stuff, King Charles has been
spending all of his time next door at the neighbor’s house, lying on the back deck with their dog,
Sandy.

[reached word count submission limit}
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Summary: This is about a 12-year-old boy, kind of a loner, who is in denial about his

loneliness, who spends a summer with his mother and older, teenaged sister on a communal

JSarm in Maine. The story is about his growth as he figures out who he is and what he wants.
The mother is simultancously forced to face some difficult truths about herself.

Chapter 1: You Have Only Yourself te Blame

My motn has gone crazy. Things can go along one way for your whele life. Then one
day, everything changes. One day, she’s all, “put the iPod down and show some respect when
your father is talking to you,” and the next day she thinks my dad “should be pushed off a cliff.”
She has, “no idea what the hell she’s supposed to do now,™ and hopes that 1 “don’t grow up (o be
anything like him,” even though 1 probably will because bascd on the way I'm acting lately I'm
just as “ecmotionally disconnected™ as he is.

No - I'm not; “super in touch with my feelings” or anything. Eleanor, my sister, is always

% Whadoce his nan

telling me, “You're super out of touch with your feclings, James,” s-md "Why don’t you ever cry J Uq\'ﬁ
or get mad, James? It’s like you’re not cven human.” I guess I'm as human as she is. No, [ don’t
talk on the phone with my friends about my “innermost thoughts”™ cvery minuic of the day.
haven’t been crying in my room every night so everyone will hear me.
1 get that my mother is a wreck. “A train wreck,” my aunt Judith called her last Sunday
when my mother announced, while we were all having brunch to celebrate my cousin Trent's

high school graduation, that she was taking me and Eleanor to live on “a communal” farm in
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Maine for the summer. “It’s organic, of course,” she said. “We're going to help with the animals
and the farm stand and we'll get plenty of healthy, farm-sourced food. And we get to siay ina
little cottage on the property, rent-free. They make goal cheese.”

“That’s the stupidest thing | cver heard,” said Aunt Judith. “When have you ever been on
a farm, Nancy? You've never even had a garden! You've never even had a potted plant! Did you
say they have goats? Do you know what a goat smells like?”

Eleanor said, “There’s no way I’m going. Not a chance.”

“Your nails will get dirty, Nancy,” said Aunt Judith. “They’ll break right off. Have you
thought about the fact that you don't like din? What do you think farms arc made of?”

Mom looked at me instcad of at Aunt Judith. “Guess what?” she said. “They have
chickens so we can eat real eggs cvery day. And goat’s milk - it’s very low in faL”

Aunt Judith snorted.

“I mean, why not?” my mother said. “Why not just throw it all out and start over? What
better place to do that than on a farm. Right James?”

“Yeah, right,” said Eleanor.

My mother looked up at the ceiling fan over the kitchen table. Maybe she was pretending
that the ceiling fan was really a big, puffy white cloud in a blue sky, which may be “an image or
a place that puts her mind at ease,” according to the book on the back of the toilet callcd,l il'uning
Out the Noise of Everyday Lifc.“

“I’11 bet it's really peaceful,” said Mom.

“Really,” said Eleanor.

Yesterday, [ didn’t even know that you could get milk out of a goat. 1/ aj fWﬂ

Page 2 of 6



LA

EPISODE 18: NOVEL EXCERPT - MIDDLE GRADE: UPRISING BY BETSY MELODIA

“You're crazy Nancy,” Aunt Judith said. She was pointing her finger at my mother from
across the table. “You read about something in a magazine and you think it’s the answer to all
your problems. That’s not real tife. You have no idea what you're doing. I told you not to make
big decisions right now. Remember the knitting store? 500 pounds of yarn and nowhere to put it?
That's real life Nancy. That really happened.”

“Nancy, think for a minute,” said Uncle David. “Does this make sense? For you and for
the kids? What will you do for money? How will you pay for things, like food, and all those
books and magazines you read?”

That’s a question my dad would have asked. “Where are all these goddamned magazines
coming from?” he would always say when he went through the mail aiter work. My mother
subscribes lo a lot of magazines that “reflect her varied interests,” and help her *leamn more about
potential entreprencurial endeavors,” like interior design, horseback riding, gourmet cooking,
and king Charles cavalier spanicls, which is the kind of dog that we have. Our King Charles
spaniel is named King Charles, which my dad always said was, “the stupidest possible name you
could have chosen for the dog.”

My mother looked at Uncle David. “David, | really, truly think that this farm thing will
be just what we need. 1 think it may be the answer.”

Eleanor said, “The answer to what?”

Even though everyone was against her, I didn’( feel sorry for Mom. She has “only hersell
to blame.” Thal’s what my father says. He says, “What else are we supposed to think, Nancy? IT
you never [inish what you start?” That’s what he 1ells me whenever | bring home a “mediocre™

report card that doesn’t “refllect my true potential,” or whenever he and my mom get a call from

Pagc3of 6

Commented [s1]: Where did he come from? Lat us knav
earlier that he's at the table.

Commented [s7): Would the adults have a conversation
fike this in front of the kids?




)
EP]SODE\Q: NOVEL EXCERPT - MIDDLE GRADE: UPRISING BY BETSY MELODIA
the school telling them it*s time for another mecting to talk about my “inability to make authentic
connections with my peers.”

My dad says you can’t change who you are just becausc you want to. You can't change
all the things you've dong, that you keep doing, over and over, just like that. it takes real
commitment, My dad says he’s good at two things — work and gol{'- and he's put in the time and
the “sweal equity” to prove it. He plays three hours of golf afier work every day, Monday
through Friday, min or shine. “If you ever want to be in control of your life,” he says, “you need
to play golf. Golf is all about control.”

Even though “that’s rich — coming from someone who lost control over a thirty-three-

year-old golf coach with fat ankles,” 1 think he’s right. When you “cry and carry on likc a Commented [53): Whe's saying this? | think It's the
maother, but I'm not sure and | couldn’t even guess until |
hormonal teenager,” than-then no one will even care what you're upsct about. [foad the rest of the pane. e
Eleanor told me, not that | asked, that Mom was just as upsct about the fat ankles as the
afTair, because, Eleanor said, “Mom thought all Dad cared about was how good she looks. So it's
like, everything she thought was a lie.” Commented [s4]: | don't really understand this.

1 think Aunt Judith is right about the farm. It’s just going to be another yarn store. And

then everyone will say, “You have only yourself to blame.”
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Chapter 2: No Turning Back

What 1 want to know is, how did my mother get somcbody (o believe that she could work
on a farm? Even il it docs turn out 10 be more like “a summer camp for people who want to
pretend they’re farmers,” which is how my dad described it when he found out where we were
going.

My mother found a bunch of South Korcan students to rent our house for the summer.
Our house has only three bedrooms, and there are seven South Koreans, but my mother says that
they're used to “a more communal way of living than we are.” When my father found out he

said, “There goes my investment.”

The day we left for the farm, my mother had to track Eleanor down at her ftiend Grace's Commented [s5]: ) want to resily understand the worid
that they live in now. A famcy home? The dity? The counb
house. She was worricd because the drive from Raleigh to Stonington was about 24 hours and e o S neLess ety

Kke? | want to see the contrast between that and the farn
Don’t just tell us:shnw us.

Commented [s6]: Is "her friend” Eleanor’s friend or the
L mother’s friend?

she had “only budgcted for one night on the road.” When Eleanor got home, Mom said, “You’re

as bad as King Charles.” Ever since we started packing vp our stuff, King Charles has been
spending all of his time next door at the neighbor’s house, lying on the back deck wilh their dog,
Sandy.

[reached word count submission limit]

Overat, [ think the basis for your story is a good one. There's plenty of conflict (forcing

the kids to leave their home, the divoree, ete.}, and the story has 2 lot of potential.

There are a few things that | think could change,
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O the one hand, | like how the boy guotes what his parents are saying, Because there’s

no idea as to what the main character is like m all.. how he thinks, what he experiences, what he
tooks like. [ want 1o hear the voice of the §2-vear-old boy, and what he's saying and thinking and

experiencing, and not through the voices of the adulls,

Also, | can't explain why-hopefully someone else in the group can-but the tone of the

SlOry COMes acrnss 10 me as an adult novel, not middie grade, and i [ didn’t know it was about a

12-year-old bov, | would have thought it was a gicl.

If wou_use the technigue of quiting the adults sparingly, but el the story mostly from the

f-view by interjecting his voice into conversations that be participates in, and

allowing us to hear his thoughts rather than repeating whai he hears going on around him, then

vouw'll not only enesee the reader, but vou'll also turn this into a middle grade novel,
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