Algonkian Assignments:

1.  FIRST ASSIGNMENT: write your story statement. 
This story is about my struggle to regain my physical and emotional balance and cancel my negative thoughts after “we” rolled the RV and Jeep on our way home from Texas. 


2. in 200 words or less, sketch the antagonist or antagonistic force in your story. Keep in mind their goals, their background, and the ways they react to the world about them.
The antagonist is the RV driver, who is also my husband. He’s a giving, loving man who takes care of me whether I need his help or not. He believes you don’t lose until you quit trying, and when we discussed who the antagonist in this story was, he said, “Satan.”

At the time of the accident, he was 79, the CEO of his electrical company, and the pastor of a free-will Baptist church. He can be stubborn and opinionated, and we love each other. Sometimes we agree to disagree.

The accident changed him. He lost two projects: upgrading the RV and traveling with a Jeep club. He’s purchased a Dodge Durango and a ’63 Corvair, his new project. 

I’ve become more skittish, especially when he’s behind the wheel. I watch for potential collisions, and I’ve refused to go on his upcoming trip to Texas because he’s driving. 

I can’t change him. I also can’t risk losing my life. I can’t move forward as if this didn’t happen, and I cling to what’s left of my independence. I don’t blame him. 

He’s a good, stubborn, loving, opinionated, generous man, hiding his insecurities behind a façade of self-confidence. 


3. THIRD ASSIGNMENT: create a breakout title (list several options, not more than three, and revisit to edit as needed).
Lost and Found
The Crash
Silence 

BETTER TITLES? 
Over But Not Out
Slipped, Slid, and Survived
Survival and Safety

4. - Develop two smart comparables for your novel. This is a good opportunity to immerse yourself in your chosen genre. Who compares to you? And why?
Maria Francesca’s Nobody Should Be Alone: A Memoir of A Love Well Lived is like my memoir because Richard and I fell in love late in life, but it doesn’t deal with the changes in our relationship created by the RV and Jeep roll over. (

Amy Griffin’s The Tell: Oprah’s Book Club: A memoir “encourages us to recognize that sometimes you must understand your own pain to fully experience life’s greatest joys” but the inciting incident isn’t a car crash. 


FIFTH ASSIGNMENT: write your own hook line (logline) with conflict and core wound following the format above. Though you may not have one now, keep in mind this is a great developmental tool. In other words, you best begin focusing on this if you're serious about commercial publication.

After “we” rolled an RV and Jeep, silent turmoil burned under the surface and our unspoken fears threatened future trips, comfortable communication and the paths we’d been on. 

[image: ] SIXTH ASSIGNMENT: sketch out the conditions for the inner conflict your protagonist will have. Why will they feel in turmoil? Conflicted? Anxious? Sketch out one hypothetical scenario in the story wherein this would be the case--consider the trigger and the reaction. 
· Is it safe to ride with this man? 
· How much should I trust his judgement? 
· Why am I afraid to ask him what he’s thinking and feeling? 
· Is he really not feeling anything? 
· How do I cope with the increased pain (from broken ribs) and my growing physical instability, which has more to do with fear than the accident? 
· Did the accident escalate my fears? 
· What am I to do when he won’t listen to me 
· Why am I letting my life fall apart when I wasn’t behind the wheel? 
· How can I move on from the accident?? 
I was backing out of our parking place at a rest stop a few days after the accident, when I heard the thunk of a man’s hand against the back of our car. A voice called out, “Stop!” I slammed on the brake, and Richard turned while I looked in the rear view mirror. 

“You almost hit my car,” the stubby man insisted. I looked in the left side mirror and could see about a foot of daylight between his car and mine. Where was this coming from? “If you can’t drive, get someone else to do it,” he hollered. 

Hearing that, I snapped. Of course I can’t drive, I thought. Richard was always correcting my speed or my lane choice, and even though I’d been driving 45 years when we met, I always felt like a student driver with him as my teacher. My response had nothing to do with reality except that Richard was a man who at times convinced me that women belonged on pedestals.  

“You drive,” I barked at Richard, even though he hadn’t had enough rest. “I don’t know how.” I didn’t know about all the weird ways that people release trauma. I only knew I was trapped between two men who knew more about cars than I did. 

“All right,” he said, and for a minute I envisioned the two of them as good old boys’ from the fifties. I flashed on an old boyfriend from another country who’d told me that all accidents were caused by women drivers. I wasn’t a good driver or a good wife or good enough for anything. Why did I keep picking men that made me feel that way? Because I wasn’t attractive? 

I got out of the car and screamed, “If I shouldn’t be driving, why don’t you call a cop?” Not a good line. Not a constructive one. But one I’d used before when fury overcame my rational mind. 

Richard got out of the car and explained my behavior to my accusor, saying that we’d had a wreck a few days earlier. He then sat in the driver’s seat. I knew he’d always be the better driver in his own eyes. 

“Get in,” he told me while the man we didn’t know grinned. 

“No!” I couldn’t control my rage. 

“I can sit here all night,” Richard said calmly from the driver’s seat. He’d raised seven children and knew how to handle a disobedient one. 
But I was an adult, and if I wasn’t acting like one, maybe there was a reason for that. Maybe I’d stuffed too many emotions and the part of me that knew I’d once been both competent and skilled was rising. What was the point of having a husband if he treated me like a child? Did he even realize he’d demeaned me in front of a stranger? Or  did he think that was part of his job as my husband? 

The stranger leaned against his car, grinning and waiting to see what would happen just as Richard waited behind the wheel. 

Once again, I was powerless. My purse, laptop, cell phone, and suitcase were in that car, so I got in on the passenger side, buckled up, and tried to calm my breathing. Richard pulled out and once we were on the road, he said, “I didn’t want to be driving. I wanted you to stand up to him.”

I didn’t answer. 

“Did you hear me?”

“I wasn’t going to hit his car.”

“You were close.”

Again, I didn’t answer. We had to get through Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, and half of California before we got home. Taking a bus was not an option. I didn’t have the energy to do that. I didn’t know then that I had three or four broken ribs and a concussion. And acute loneliness. My partner and I might never be on the same page again and I feared that the world would take his side. I jerked my head back, slamming it into the seat. He put a hand on my forehead to stop me. 

“This is why I should never have gotten married,” I said loudly enough for him to hear. I knew I had an irrational temper, that I got upset too easily, that when people pushed me into a corner I lashed out. 

Richard said, “You don’t mean that,” and I supposed he was right, even though he didn’t ask why I said it. One of the reasons I hadn’t married was because I resented turning my power and control over to another person. 

“I’m sorry,” I said trying to sound like I meant it. I didn’t say anything about our unequal partnership. Instead, I took a Tylenol and sat silently while he drove west towards the sun burning in the sky. 

A phone call from one of his customers was the next sound we heard in the rental. He sounded normal, I stayed quiet, and when he asked me to text him something, I did it compliantly. As far as he could see, I was calming down and that’s exactly what I wanted him to believe.  


[image: ] Next, likewise sketch a hypothetical scenario for the "secondary conflict" involving the social environment. Will this involve family? Friends? Associates? What is the nature of it?
“Be happy to come and drive you back,” Sam told his father. Sam, one of Richard’s twins, is a good driver and a skilled electrician who’ll take over his dad’s business someday. He was born a minute before his brother, making him the sixth of seven kids. 
“Please let me come and help bring you back,” Beth, his second daughter, pleaded in at least 3 different calls. She owns and runs two pre-schools and is an avid volunteer. 
Richard and his first wife, Jean, raised their kids well. After a traffic accident with Richard at the wheel when Jean was pregnant with their first boy, she wound up in a body. 
Richard told both of Sam and Beth, “We’re fine. I did nothing wrong.” 
Although I have no kids, I know I’d resent it if one of them wanted to rescue me and drive me home—even after an accident. I was proud of his determined spirit, though I was a nervous rider, even though the rental was a safer vehicle. As we drove west he was more cautious and he even asked me drive when he got tired. I kept watching closely when he was at the wheel—just in case he needed a second pair of eyes. 
A niggling little voice inside me kept asking me why I was doing this, why I didn’t take charge, and why I continued to let Richard make foolish choices that affected me. What happened to the backbone I had before I married him?  
 FINAL ASSIGNMENT: sketch out your setting in detail. What makes it interesting enough, scene by scene, to allow for uniqueness and cinema in your narrative and story? Please don't simply repeat what you already have which may well be too quiet. You can change it. That's why you're here! Start now. Imagination is your best friend, and be aggressive with it.
In this true story, the first setting is I-10, in the Texas Hill Country. Paved road with a curve that had so many accidents a local rancher put up a camera. A slope led to a clump of trees with skinny trunks. Once the RV was across the road in a U turn that landed it on its side I remember beige dirt, men leaning in, cracks in the windshield, a stranger with a cell phone, my husband hanging over me held in place with his seat belt and Mateo McPuppers still in my arms. A stone fence was about 100 feet away. Had we crashed into it, I wouldn’t be here. 
Later there were fluorescent lights overhead when I was wheeled into a Methodist Boerne Emergency Center. Then there was a motel room—larger than average—and lots of garbage bags piled up with our stuff. 
And a junkyard with the battered metal, crunched tires, and mangled steps that had been our RV. And a black, rented Ford explorer packed with our stuff. And main highways with cars whooshing. The road rising up to meet us had a whole new meeting. 
We stayed in nameless motels averaging $119 per night. And finally we returned to the four walls of our condo where I’ve lived since 1983—long before there was a man in my life.
The setting isn’t extraordinary. The silence, the country western radio station, the semblance of normalcy when nothing felt normal inside me is the setting I remember. The tension as we rode along not talking about it. “Get over it” isn’t a setting. 
Perhaps, this story is not commercial. It’s certainly not fiction. Fictionalizing this setting doesn’t make sense to me, but somewhere in the lived reality there’s a story about trusting your instincts and not giving up. 
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