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First Page
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____ Opening Hook: Clever writing and image that grabs the reader
____ Introduction of main character in first few lines
____ Starting the story in the middle of something that’s happened (or 

happening)
____ A nod to setting; avoid excessive exposition or narrative
____ A catalyst, incident, or complication introduced for your character
____ A hint at character’s immediate intentions
____ A hint at character’s hidden need, desire, goal, dream, fear
____ Unique voice/writing style
____ Setting the tone for the entire book
____ A glimpse at character’s personal history, personality—shed light on 

motivation
____ Introduction of plot goal
____ A course of action/decision implied: introduction of high stakes
____ Pacing: jump right into present action. No backstory



First-Page Checklist
Think of:

• One characteristic to reveal that makes your character heroic 
and vulnerable

• One element of mystery, something hinted at that raises curiosity

• One element out of the ordinary, unusual, that makes your book 
different/stand out

• Concise, catchy dialogue (if there) that is not boring or 
predictable

• A way to hint at your theme, if you have one



Deputy Henry shot himself  in the foot right there in the general store of  
Jamesville, a town with one foot in the grave itself. Madeline Fairbanks opined 
the latter much more than the former.

“Looks like the bullet went straight through,” Maddie said, hiding her grin 
by holding her face close to the wound she was inspecting. “Now how in the 
world did this happen, bank robber shoot you in the foot?”

Unlikely, seeing as how the Bank of  Jamesville closed years ago. Moved 
across the mountain to the boom town of  Parker. Maddie enjoyed 
antagonizing the man who had, just a year before, persuaded the town council 
to shut down the secondary school she and her late husband had worked so 
hard to get started.

“Did it myself.” Quiet words from a downturned mouth. Baritone.
“What’d you say?” Maddie doused the wound with moonshine and the 

man cursed under his breath. “I couldn’t hear you, deputy.”
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“I did it myself.” His voice was louder, curt. “Accident.”
She straightened, tugged at her wire-rimmed spectacles and leaned back 

against the rough wooden wall in the back room of  the mercantile. 
Gunpowder streaking down the right side of  his denim jeans made it clear the 
pistol was still in its holster when it went off. Speaking loudly enough to ensure 
the crowd gathering in the store heard, she said, “Did you say you shot 
yourself  in the foot with your own gun?”

He flared his nostrils and bunched his mouth up as though he was going to 
spit at her.  She knew he wanted to, but wouldn’t.  Deputy Henry had 
respected her late husband, Samuel, who had served as Mayor of  Jamesville 
and the neighboring Fairbanks Valley for almost fifteen years.  He tolerated her 
because of  Samuel.
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Historical – Final View (1)

Appalachia, 1917
Blood trickled from the bullet hole in Deputy Henry’s foot. Madeline 

Fairbanks inspected the wound, leaning in closer to hide her grin. 
“Looks like the bullet went straight through. Now how in the world did this 

happen? Bank robber shoot you in the foot?”
She knew it wasn’t possible, seeing as how the Bank of  Jamesville closed years 

ago. It had moved across the cloudy blue ridge of  the mountains to the 
boomtown of  Parker, leaving Jamesville with one foot in the grave, much like 
Deputy Henry himself. 

To be honest, it served him right. Just a year before, he’d persuaded the town 
council to shut down the secondary school that Maddie and her late husband, 
Samuel, had worked so hard to get started. She clenched her jaw at the memory.

“Did it myself.” Deputy Henry’s mouth turned down at the corners, his 
baritone voice barely audible. 



Historical – Final View (2)

“What’d you say?” Maddie doused the wound with moonshine, and the deputy 
cursed under his breath. “I couldn’t hear you, Deputy.”

She straightened, her joints protesting, tugged at her wire-rimmed spectacles, 
and leaned back against the rough wooden wall of  the mercantile—one of  the 
town’s few remaining businesses. Deputy Henry could see the value in a can of  
beans, yet he couldn’t grasp the worth of  a decent education. Gunpowder streaked 
down the right side of  his denim jeans, making it clear his pistol was still in its 
holster when it went off.

Maddie spoke loudly enough so the gathering crowd could hear her. “Did you 
say you shot yourself  in the foot with your own gun?”

“Yes.” His voice was louder, curt. “Accident.”



Historical – Final View (3)

He flared his nostrils and bunched his mouth up as though he was going to 
spit at her. She knew he wanted to, but he wouldn’t. Deputy Henry had respected 
her late husband, Samuel, who had served as mayor of  Jamesville and the 
neighboring Fairbanks Valley for almost fifteen years. He tolerated her because of  
Samuel.

But Madeline Fairbanks wanted more than his tolerance. She wanted his 
respect. She knew how to shoot a gun, skin a rabbit, and make bread rise without 
yeast. She wasn’t going to let a blundering deputy stand in the way of  everything 
she’d worked so hard to accomplish. Come hell or high water, she was going to 
reopen her school. 



Chapter One: El Perdido

In the lingering, innocent summer of  the year 2000, my new husband 
and I drove up the coast of  California to the artist’s colony of  El Perdido. 
With equal delight, we anticipated this brief  indulgence—one week to 
escape our corporate cubicles in San Francisco and be the artists we 
secretly longed to be. We braved the curves of  Highway 1 in our Ford 
Escort hatchback, with my younger sister Gabby nestled in the back seat 
next to my art supplies and my husband’s writing notebook. As the sun 
sunk into the Pacific, we arrived at our campsite by a shady, bubbling 
stream in Rustic Beauty State Park. Gabby and I set up the 4-person tent 
while Steve unloaded beer, marshmallows and graham crackers from the 
hatchback. That was dinner. By dark, we had a crackling fire set up. Across 
from me, Steve’s glasses, Corona bottle and blond hair glinted in the 
firelight. On my other side, Gabby, a brunette who didn’t drink alcohol, 
sipped a 32-oz coke and made s’mores.
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“Where are you painting tomorrow, Sal?” asked Gabby.
“I’m thinking the Headlands,” I answered, pleased that she did not 

object to my painting first thing in the morning. “How long can you stand 
me being out by myself ?”

“As long as you like. I brought my Audre Lorde poetry anthology,” she 
said, “and Bell Hooks if  I get tired of  Audre.”

“And I’ve got a short story to work on,” said Steve. “That should take 
a while. We’ll drop you on the coast and settle in at the El Perdido Hotel 
lobby.” 

#
In the morning, as promised, Steve and Gabby left me with my gear on 

a cliffside. I watched the little red car disappear over the hill of  Drake 
Street and then I turned to the sea. A soft breeze blew in off  the ocean, 
which crashed into the beaten cliff  face a hundred feet below. 
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Contemporary Fiction– Final View (1)

Chapter One: El Perdido

One lingering summer, my husband and I drove up the coast of  
California to El Perdido for a week so we could escape our corporate 
cubicles in San Francisco and be the artists we secretly longed to be. We 
braved the curves of  Highway 1 in our Ford Escort, with my younger sister 
Gabby nestled in the backseat next to my art supplies and my husband’s 
writing notebook. 

As the sun sank into the Pacific, we arrived at our campsite by a 
shady, bubbling stream in Rustic Beauty State Park. Gabby and I set up the 
four-person tent while Steve unloaded beer, marshmallows, chocolate bars, 
and graham crackers from the hatchback. That was dinner. 



Contemporary Fiction– Final View (2)

By dark, we had a crackling fire set up. Across from me, Steve’s glasses, 
Corona bottle, and blond hair glinted in the firelight. On my other side, Gabby 
sipped a thirty-two-ounce Coke and made s’mores.

#
In the morning, Steve and Gabby left me with my gear on a cliff  side. I 

watched the little red car disappear over the hill of  Drake Street, and then I 
turned to the sea. A soft breeze blew in off  the ocean, which crashed into the 
beaten cliff  face a hundred feet below. 



On a wet June morning, Tess shivered as she tried to edge closer 
to her mother’s warm body in their shared bed, only to find that her 
mother wasn’t there.  Startled awake by the drops of  water landing 
on her face, she squirmed further under the play structure in Arsenal 
Park that only half-sheltered her from the rain. She froze when a 
hand grabbed her ankle. Backing out of  her leaky nest, she saw a 
young man squatting next to her. He flashed her a silver-toothed grin 
from beneath the hood of  his black rain poncho.

“Unh. SloMo, leave me alone, for God’s sake. Lemme at least 
wake up ‘fore you pounce on me,” she said groggily. “What do you 
want, anyways?”

“Same as always, girlfriend. I want my share of  your take from 
yesterday,” he said as he moved a toothpick from one corner of  his 
mouth to the other.

“I didn’t do nothin’ yesterday. I don’t have any money.”
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“You sure about that?” He swung his leg over her and pinned her 
down while he jammed his hands into her pants pockets and up 
under her bra. She twisted under his assault and tried to spit at him 
but missed.

“Well, now, that’s a shame,” he said as he released her. “Nothin’ 
there. What’re you gonna eat today?”

She scowled as she tugged her shirt down, trying to look tough. 
“I don’t know yet, but I’m hoping it won’t be some pimply kid’s 
pecker.”

“Oh, honey, life ain’t all that bad. You got to survive somehow.”
“My mama didn’t raise me to be no ‘ho,” she said angrily.
He stood and nudged her with the toe of  his boot. “Girl, your 

mama’s gone and you’re squattin’ in my ‘hood, so you better think 
about Plan B. I’ll check in with you later,” he said calmly as he 
sauntered away.
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Adult Fiction– Final View (1)

On a wet June morning under the play structure in Arsenal Park, 
Tess was startled awake by drops of  water landing on her face. 
Squirming further under the play structure, she froze when a hand 
grabbed her ankle. Someone squatted next to her leaky nest. He 
flashed her a silver-toothed grin from beneath the hood of  his black 
rain poncho.

“Unh. SloMo, leave me alone. Lemme at least wake up,” Tess said 
groggily. “What do you want, anyways?”

“Same as always, girlfriend,” he said as he moved a toothpick from 
one corner of  his mouth to the other.

“I didn’t do nothin’ yesterday. I don’t have any money.”



Adult Fiction– Final View (2)

“You sure about that?” He swung his leg over her, pinning her 
down while he jammed his hands into her pants pockets and up under 
her bra. She twisted  and tried to spit at him but missed.

“Well, now, that’s a shame,” he said as he released her. “What’re you 
gonna eat today?”

She scowled and tugged her shirt down. “I don’t know yet, but I’m 
hoping it won’t be some pimply kid’s pecker.”

He stood and nudged her with the toe of  his boot. “Girl, your 
mama’s gone and you’re squatting in my ’hood, so you better think 
about plan B. You got to survive somehow. I’ll check in with you 
later,” he said and sauntered away.



Chapter 1

Dana - Boom, boom, boom. The bass sounds reverberated through 
the nightclub, flaring louder than explosions. Girls wearing colorful 
tank tops filled the bar. Their tiny shorts revealed tons of  bare legs. 
Everyone danced feverishly, like this was the last party they would 
ever attend. Two girls cuddled while jumping up and down. Their 
feet, strapped in high heeled sandals, resisted gravity. Sweat covered 
their foreheads and glued their shirts to their breasts, emphasizing 
their curves. Three guys wearing jeans stood by the bar, downloading 
tequila shots as mechanically as robots programmed by an all-mighty 
power to perform this one action only. A couple made out under a 
small, round, submarine-type porthole. The line outside the 
restrooms resembled the one outside a New York City Red Cross 
Office right after 9/11, complete with post-catastrophe nothingness 
facial expressions.  

G
en

re
: W

om
en

’s
 F

ic
ti

on



The club was dark, with barely enough light to spot lipstick 
marks on an empty glass of  cheap wine. Four sturdy guards 
surrounded the dancing crowd. They stared harshly at the terrifying 
ritual before them. One guy wore a dark shirt, and his hair was as 
well organized as a battalion of  fearful privates. With a lollipop 
wedged in his mouth, he toured the worshipers, staring patronizingly 
at them. After closely examining his sentinels, he finally took a stand 
next to the DJ. Ori was his name. Looking back on this scene, I 
realize he needed guards to protect him the same way evil needs to 
be sheltered, wrongdoing needs to be defended, sins stay hidden. 
Good, however, is defenseless. 

Fairly drunk, I danced alone, imagining I was enjoying every 
second. From the corner of  my eye, I noticed Jerbi and Yonathan 
staring at me. I wore a mini denim skirt and a small tank top, the 
kind that leaves the back exposed. 
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Women’s Fiction– Final View (1)

Chapter 1
Dana 

Boom, boom, boom. Bass beats reverberated like explosions through 
the nightclub. The club was dark—barely enough light to spot the 
lipstick marks on my empty glass of  cheap wine. Fairly drunk, I 
danced alone, imagining I was enjoying every second. From the corner 
of  my eye, I noticed Jerbi and Yonathan staring at me in my denim 
mini skirt and skimpy tank top. But I was too busy watching the scene 
to pay them any attention.



Women’s Fiction– Final View (2)

Girls in sweaty tops and tiny shorts crowded the bar, feverishly 
dancing like this was the last party they would ever attend. Guys 
huddled around the bar, mechanically downing tequila shots. Couples 
made out in dark corners. Four hulking guards surrounded the dancing 
crowd, glaring at the terrifying ritual before them. 

Ori, the leader, toured the bar, eying the worshipers with disdain. 
After closely examining his sentinels, he took his place next to the DJ. 
Looking back, I realize he needed guards to protect him the same way 
evil needs to be sheltered, wrongdoing needs to be defended, sins stay 
hidden. Good, however, is defenseless. 
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Ellie and her husband, Dan, had been married for almost 30 years. They were 

professionals who led very busy lives. All the children were out of  the home, so it 
was just the two of  them. 

Dan was an architect and had been putting in extra-long hours on a project at 
work so Ellie was feeling a bit lonely. She decided to take matters into her own hands. 

She called his boss and explained what she wanted to do. She told him she knew 
that Dan’s project would be finished that Friday, so she wanted to take him away for 
the weekend. She made sure he knew it was a surprise so Dan wouldn’t suspect 
anything before she got there. His boss thought it was a great idea and reassured her 
that all of  his additional work could wait.

Ellie was excited about her new plan. She made a reservation at a Bed & 
Breakfast in a quaint town near their house. Ellie had taken a personal day from her 
own work, so was able to go to the B&B earlier in the day and drop off  their clothes, 
toiletries, and a basket of  goodies for the room. She included a bottle of  wine, 
chocolate, nuts, strawberries, marshmallows, a deck of  cards, and some chocolate 
syrup.
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At the end of  the day Friday, she took an Uber to his office. She asked at the desk if  

he was in and he was, but the office staff  were getting ready to leave. She told them she 
was just there for a quick visit and she would just be a minute too. 

She walked quietly into his office and shut the door. She locked it discreetly and 
walked to his chair. His back faced the door in his office, and he was so engulfed in his 
work that he didn’t even realize anyone had come in. She approached him from behind 
and touched his shoulders gently. He put his head back like he was dreaming but she 
leaned over and whispered in his ear “Hello handsome”. He was startled by the spoken 
words and jerked his eyes up toward her. She was smiling like crazy as it registered on his 
face that she was really standing there. He turned his chair around so quickly she was 
thrown back a bit. She laughed and crawled into his lap to hug him tightly.

He explained that for the past several weeks trying to finish this project, he had been 
missing her so much that sometimes he would sit at his desk and just close his eyes and 
think about her. He thought this was another dream. She touched his face gently just 
looking into his eyes, smiling. He held her tight and kept saying “I can’t believe you’re 
here”. Her heart was so full of  love!









Romance First Page – Final View (1)

Most of  her husband’s coworkers had already left the office as Ellie slipped 
past the receptionist with a wink and a belly full of  butterflies. She paused just 
outside his door to give herself  one last pep talk and to make sure her hair 
hadn’t escaped the twist she had carefully secured before leaving the bed-and-
breakfast earlier. With one last deep breath for courage, Elle tiptoed into his 
office and locked the door discreetly behind her. Sitting with his back to her, 
Ellie took in the familiar sight of  her husband. Completely absorbed in his 
work and utterly oblivious to her presence and the stunning view of  the city 
that filled the windows beyond. Ellie often teased him about the arrangement 
of  his office, but his genuinely baffled response was always something along 
the lines of  “What’s the point of  having an office with a window if  my back is 
to it all the time?”



Romance First Page – Final View (2)

Approaching from behind, Ellie touched his shoulders gently and leaned 
down to whisper, “Hello, handsome” in his ear. His head tilted back like he 
was dreaming but once the words registered, his eyes jerked up to her. His 
stunned gaze took in Ellie’s wide smile. All at once it was like he couldn’t get 
to her fast enough. Turning his chair so quickly Ellie was thrown back a bit, 
she laughed and crawled into his lap to hug him tightly.

“Are you really here?” he asked in a rush.
Wordlessly, Ellie nodded.
“I’ve missed you so much. I’m sorry work has been so busy these last few 

weeks,” he said in a rush.
Ellie touched his face gently just looking into his eyes, smiling. “I know. 

That’s why I’m here. I’ve missed you too.”
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Chapter 1 - We the Arrows
November 3, 2013
Andre squeezed through the waiting runners till he could go no further, 

about halfway up the ramp. Looking around, he saw no one he knew, living or 
dead. On the ramp’s left were the tops of  nearly-naked trees, their remaining 
leaves like tiny pennants quivering in the wind. On the right was the pebbly 
surface of  toll plaza’s foundation. Ahead was the starting gate, and beyond it, 
the bridge’s lower deck. 

“So, our wave gets the bottom,” said a woman with a Scottish accent. 
Andre turned around to see a pretty, mature redhead. When he removed 

his yellow sunglasses, he saw she had freckles. Her trim body was in a sharp, 
red outfit that made him feel self-conscious about his worn-out running gear.

“I feel cheated,” she said. “All the photos show the top deck thick with 
runners. But, it looks like we’ll be racing through the cellar.” 
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Her accent brought to mind pirates. He liked pirates, and in a piratical 
frame of  mine, he risked a slightly off-color comment. “Hope those on top 
know it’s verboten to piss on the bridge. On the lower deck’s sheltered side, it 
forms a horizontal vortex.” 

“Ach! Another thing we’ve not been warned about, Andre.” 
“How do you know my name?” 
“It’s on your bib.” 
Andre palm-smacked his forehead. 
Extending her hand, she said, “I’m Claire.” Her hand felt light and cool. 

“And while we’re talking about how the race is misrepresented, since this is 
the world’s longest suspension bridge, isn’t the name Verrazano-Narrows
misleading?” 







Literary First Page – Final View (1)

Chapter 1 - We the Arrows

November 3, 2013
Andre squeezed through the waiting runners till he could go no further. 
“So, our wave gets the bottom,” said a woman with a Scottish accent. 
Andre turned around to see a pretty, mature redhead. When he removed 

his yellow sunglasses, he saw she had freckles. Her trim body was in a sharp 
red outfit that made him feel self-conscious about his worn-out running gear.

“I feel cheated,” she said. “All the photos show the top deck thick with 
runners. But, it looks like we’ll be racing through the cellar.” 



Literary First Page – Final View (2)

“Hope those on top know not to piss on the bridge. On the lower deck’s 
sheltered side, it forms a horizontal vortex.” 

“Ach! Another thing we’ve not been warned about, Andre.” 
“How do you know my name?” 
“It’s on your bib.” 
Andre palm-smacked his forehead. 
Extending her hand, she said, “I’m Claire.” Her hand felt light and cool. 

“Since this is the world’s longest suspension bridge, isn’t the name Verrazano-
Narrows misleading?” 
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Jonathan Winston Anderson was barely 14 years old, yet he was unaware 

that today he was going to defy the laws of  physics. He was unaware that 
today he was going to dismantle the laws of  gravity. He was completely 
unaware that today he was going to deconstruct the principles and concepts 
of  reality. . . . His day started as any other ordinary day. He got up, brushed 
his teeth and put on his clothes. He ate, did his chores and mowed the lawn 
of  his blue and white corner house, which sat at the end of  Juneberry Lane 
on top of  a small hill. Then his parents drove him to Crater Lake in the Big 
Horn Mountains, a few miles away from their hometown of  Appleville, a 
small rural town in the Midwest where things seldom changed.  Many years 
ago the American Indians regarded Crater Lake as a sacred and mystical place
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where they would go to worship the Great Spirit or where the medicine men 
would go to seek the Great Spirit for healing powers, but today people only 
went to Crater Lake for fishing, boating or recreational purposes. 

Wearing his favorite blue jersey, blue shorts, red sneakers and of  course 
his bright orange life jacket. Jonathan rowed his rowboat back and forth 
across Crater Lake, a lake also known for its serenity and blue clarity. A 
member of  his youth rowing team, Jonathan was an excellent swimmer and a 
middle distant runner. His parents, Regina and Sterling, often stayed on the 
shore, his mother reading a novel or magazine and his father sometimes 
barbequing and keeping an eye on him. As if  in deep meditation, the sun sat 
quietly in the sky.  









YA First Page – Final View (1)

If  Jonathan had known that he was going to dismantle the laws of  gravity and 
deconstruct the principles of  reality, he wouldn’t have worn his favorite blue jersey.

It was a Sunday. He rowed across Crater Lake as hard as he could. If  he didn’t 
improve his stroke speed he’d get thrown off  the rowing team and Meg Lawton 
would never look at him again. But no matter what he did, he wasn’t getting faster. 

He wiped his sweaty face on his lucky blue shirt. He’d been wearing it one week 
before on his 14th birthday, when Meg had told him that the blue of  the shirt 
matched his eyes. Now the shirt was ruined beyond repair and the space time 
continuum had been forever altered. Sooner or later someone would find out it was 
his fault.

It started as any other day. He got up, brushed his teeth and put on his clothes. 
He ate, did his chores and mowed the lawn of  the blue and white corner house on 
Juneberry Lane in Appleville, a small rural town in Wyoming where things seldom 
changed. Then his parents drove him to Crater Lake in the Big Horn Mountains to 
practice rowing.



YA First Page – Final View (2)

In Appleville, if  you weren’t good at sports, you were nobody. Meg hadn’t known 
he existed before he’d made the rowing team. He couldn’t get kicked off  now. He 
slapped the oars against the side of  the boat. 

I’ll do anything to stay on the team, he shouted to the lake. Just make me faster.
He didn’t remember until too late that Crater Lake had been regarded as sacred 

by Lakota Indians. That for generations, people said a great spirit lived in the lake. 
“Anything” he whispered to the mountain.
As if  in deep meditation, the sun sat quietly in the sky. Then the mountain 

rumbled and a huge wave rose up over Jonathan’s rowboat. 
Uh oh, he thought.



G
en

re
: L

it
er

ar
y 

Fi
ct

io
n
Chapter 1: Golden Boy

“I absolutely saw it coming.”
“No one would have predicted.”
Handsome Maynard Peckinpaugh divided opinions. An empathetic few 

claimed the progeny of  Silicon Valley had had a sweet soul, others suggested 
that lifestyle created a sense of  entitlement. Some weren’t surprised.

“You know, his parents are lovely.”
“Seeing his grandfather like that, as such a young boy, cannot have been a 

good thing.”
He found support among the techies. “The Chinese don’t play fair.” 
Parents in Palo Alto formed sympathetic bonds, recounting school dances 

and football games amid fierce academic competition. “High school is tough 
here, lots of  smart kids and frankly, well, he lacked some of  the social 
sophistication that might have helped him navigate.”



G
en

re
: L

it
er

ar
y 

Fi
ct

io
n

Maynard’s brilliant thoughtlessness found sanctuary as evidence of  
scientific genius. Discussions about his issues thrived inside teachers’ lounges, 
in the bowels of  school laboratories, and amid the malaise of  office break 
rooms. Neighbors pleaded for understanding over trimmed boxwood hedges 
and relatives quibbled across stuffed turkeys.

His mother, Patrice, locked onto one episode that occurred while he was 
getting funding for his startup, before SolaNox was anything but an idea. “It 
was that expert, huge name in solar energy. Clancy Pitts generated a list of  ten 
reasons the day and night solar panel would fail. He thought it was 
complicated but Maynard went willy-nilly ahead, so sure of  himself. I think 
that was the warning, the one time to put on the brakes, and none of  this 
would have happened.”

His father, Harry, put it simply. “Lot of  pressure to be successful.”









Literary First Page – Final View (1)

Chapter 1: Golden Boy

Handsome Maynard Peckinpaugh divided opinions. 
“I absolutely saw it coming.”
“No one would have predicted.”
Parents in Palo Alto formed sympathetic bonds, recounting school dances and 

football games amid fierce academic competition.
“High school is tough here.”
Discussions about his issues thrived inside teachers’ lounges, in the bowels of  

school laboratories, and amid the malaise of  office break rooms. An empathetic few 
claimed the progeny of  Silicon Valley had had a sweet soul. Others suggested lifestyle 
had created a sense of  entitlement. 

Some techies argued, “The Chinese don’t play fair.” 



Literary First Page – Final View (2)

Others claimed Maynard’s brilliant thoughtlessness  was evidence of  scientific 
genius.

Neighbors pleaded for understanding over trimmed boxwood hedges and 
relatives quibbled across stuffed turkeys.

“You know, his parents are lovely.”
“Seeing his grandfather like that, as such a young boy, cannot have been a good 

thing.”
His mother, Patrice, locked onto one episode that occurred while he was getting 

funding for his startup. “Maynard went willy-nilly ahead, so sure of  himself. If  he’d 
only put on the brakes, none of  this would have happened.”

His father, Harry, put it simply. “Lot of  pressure to be successful.”



First pages give a strong indication of  the 
problems found in the rest of  a novel.

Get insights into how to make every page 
shine by examining the first pages of  two 
dozen best sellers!

Download the First-Page Checklist from the 
conference website or from the resource page at 

Live Write Thrive!


