 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Lesson #8 - Identifying Three Elements of Sequel
As we learned, there are four things to remember about sequels.  The first is that it's a form of transition – usually linking two scenes – although it can be sandwiched between a scene and another sequel.  In other words, the sequence can be Scene, Sequel, Sequel, Scene.  Why?  Sometimes an author might want to show the reactions of two characters to an earlier scene.  It's not a recommended technique unless the sequels are really short because sequels are, by their very nature, slower in pace than scenes.  And when the pace is slow, for any reason, you are taking the chance that you will bore your reader.

And as I’ve said before, the two things no writer ever wants to do are 1) bore the reader or 2) confuse the reader.

The other three things we need to remember about sequel are the three elements that make up a sequel: reaction (to something that happened in the previous scene); dilemma (over the problem); and decision (what to do about the problem).

Let's see if we can identify these elements in the following sequel (the promised sequel to the first scene of my October 2006 NeXT, WHICH END IS UP?)  If you'll remember, the first scene showed Grace coming home from work to find her sister Perry waiting for her – hugely pregnant, with no health insurance, no father of the baby in sight, and no money.

Here's the sequel.

*********************************************


Perry couldn't get comfortable.  It wasn't the fault of the daybed, which looked new and had a good mattress.  It was her pregnancy and the fact that her back ached constantly and her feet were swollen and her stomach was so enormous.


Why?, she asked herself for the millionth time.  Why did I do something so stupid?  Why did I stop taking my birth control pills?  Just because Don and I had split up and I was upset didn't mean I was never going to have sex again.  Now what am I going to do?  How am I going to take care of a baby?

The tears that had been so close to the surface these past months threatened again.  Perry let them come.  She knew she was weak, that if Grace heard her crying, she'd probably just roll her eyes in disgust, but Perry couldn't seem to help it.  Thinking about a baby and everything it entailed terrified her.


If only Don . . .


But Perry knew there was no point in thinking about Don.  Even though they'd gotten back together, he'd made his feelings real clear when she realized she was pregnant.  He didn't want some other man's baby.  "It's me or the kid," he'd said.  "Take your choice."


He'd wanted her to have an abortion.  For about two minutes, Perry had actually considered it.  But even though she hadn't been in love with the baby's father--a sailor named Johnny--she knew she couldn't just get rid of the baby.


Her baby.


That was the key.


This was her baby.


Maybe it was her Catholic upbringing.  That whole guilt thing.  Perry didn't know.  All she knew was, from the time she was a child, she couldn't kill anything.  Not a spider.  Not a beetle.  Not even a wasp.  Nothing.


Don had shrugged when she told him.  "If you change your mind, babe, you know where to find me."


Yes, but he wouldn't wait forever.  Don wasn't the kind of guy to be without a woman for long.  Just like Perry wasn't the kind of woman who could get along without a man.


Why can't I be more like Grace?

Grace didn't need anybody.  She never had.  From Perry's earliest memories, Grace had been self-sufficient.  Even when she'd fall down and scrape her knees or get stung by a bee, she never ran into the house crying for their mother.  Come to think of it, she hardly ever cried, period.  She'd just take care of whatever happened by herself.


If it was Grace having a baby, she'd put it up for adoption.  Of course, the thought itself was ridiculous.  There was no way Grace would ever have gotten pregnant unless she'd wanted to.  Perry cringed just thinking what Grace would say if she knew about the night Perry had gotten pregnant.  It's a miracle Perry had even survived that night, she'd been so wasted.


That was the biggest difference between Perry and Grace.  Perry did crazy stuff, she leaped without looking.  Grace looked first, thought about the consequences, then did the sensible thing.  She was always in control.


Perry dried her tears.  Maybe she would put the baby up for adoption. She knew that's what Grace thought she should do.  It made sense.


And yet . . . how could she stand knowing her baby was out there somewhere, but never get to see her or him?  Perry knew it was probably stupid and selfish of her to feel that way.  If only she could change Don's
mind . . . .


Oh, shit, she had to quit thinking about Don.  He wasn't an option.


She only had two choices.  Keep the baby and try to raise it herself.  Or give it up for adoption.


And no amount of thinking or crying or wishing for impossible things was going to change that.

*************************************************







Instead of me identifying what I think about the above sequel, I'd be interested in hearing what you think, because after reading the sequel I realized it's not cut and dried.  I veered a bit from the rules, but the sequel works because the main thing you want to accomplish with both scene and sequel is move the reader forward in a way that makes her anxious to find out what will happen next.

HOMEWORK ASSIGNMENT #1: Identify the three elements of sequel in the above excerpt.

Here are two short sequels from my January 2008 Special Edition, THE BILLIONAIRE AND HIS BOSS.  Remember, P.J. is the heroine/boss, Alex is the hero/employee.  Alex, unbeknownst to P.J., is the owner’s son.  He has recently begun to work in P.J.’s department.  The first sequel takes place immediately after the scene I posted in the last lesson.  The second sequel comes immediately after the first.

**************


Alex was beat.


He'd thought he was in great physical shape.  Hell, he worked out three times a week at the gym and played tennis at least three times a week.  But he had a soft job at the foundation, mainly sitting on his butt.  And today, for the first time since he'd spent a summer building houses with Habitat for Humanity, he'd done physical labor, with lots of stretching, kneeling, and lifting.  He'd used muscles he hadn't even known he had.  So by the time four o’clock rolled around, he was more than ready to leave.


Other than that, he was satisfied with how the day had gone.  He found it interesting seeing how many orders came through during his shift and how much work was involved in filling them and getting the merchandise shipped out.  Although, before starting this job, he'd studied the numbers associated with HuntCom and its myriad arms, actually seeing all the products they manufactured and sold was a real eye-opener.


Whether you worshiped at the altar of money and power or not, you had to admire what Harry had accomplished.  It wasn't as if he'd come from money.  Just the opposite, in fact.  Alex's Hunt grandparents had been squarely middle class.  His grandfather Hunt owned a small hardware store; his grandmother had been a stay-at-home mom.


And Harry had been a too-tall, just this side of weird, geek.


Yet look what he'd accomplished.  He'd developed ground-breaking software that had changed the personal computer industry practically overnight and followed that by designing cutting edge hardware that was as good or better as anything else on the market.


Now he was worth billions.


And he employed thousands of people.


Alex had met a couple dozen of those people today.  Among them several attractive women.  Two of those women seemed promising as far as his bride hunt went—one worked in the mail room, one was a picker from a different quad—although he'd have to know more about both of them before he could make any kind of decision.  After all, he was talking about the future mother of his children.


Too bad P.J. Kincaid didn't have a more agreeable personality, because she was definitely the most intriguing of the women he'd met.  But she hadn’t even made his short list.  He didn't have time to win over someone who obviously didn't like him.


She'd certainly made no secret of her feelings.  In fact, as the day wore on, she'd seemed to be more suspicious of him rather than less, even though he'd worked hard and given her no cause to look at him the way she had.


What was her problem, anyway?


Why did she seem to always be watching him?


Alex knew she'd asked Rick about him, because he'd seen the two of them talking and Rick kept glancing Alex's way the whole time.  In some ways, this amused Alex, because Rick was obviously not the cloak and dagger type.  In other ways, it didn't amuse Alex at all.


Alex didn't think P.J. could possibly know who he was or why he was there, so why was she acting so weird?  Was it because she hadn't hired him?  Did she resent the fact he'd been presented to her as a fait accompli?  Alex grimaced.  He'd bet that was it.  She felt he'd been pushed on her.  Well, in that case, maybe he could change her mind about him.


Question was, did he want to?

**************


The minute P.J. closed her apartment door behind her, she began stripping off her clothes.  Today more than any other, she felt the need to get out and work the kinks off.  She could hardly wait to put on her running clothes and shoes and hit the park. 


A scant ten minutes later, she was in her bright blue Miata convertible—top down, breeze ruffling her hair—and heading for the Jansen River and the park that had been built along its banks.  Washington State looked beautiful in late summer, she thought, with its riot of colorful flowers and lush green lawns.  People complained about all the rain they got, but without the rain, the landscape would be as brown as California's.  As she drove along, idly enjoying the scenery, her mind once again drifted to her new employee.


Just as Anna had predicted, throughout the afternoon, at least half a dozen women from different departments at the distribution center had come, on the flimsiest of excuses, to check out Alex Noble.


One of them, Carrie Wancheck, a twenty-one-year-old who worked in payroll, hadn't even bothered with an excuse.  She'd grinned at P.J., saying in a stage whisper, "I just wanted to see the hunk everyone's talking about."


"He's too old for you," P.J. had snapped.


Carrie's smile was knowing.  "I like older men.  They're usually the best lovers."


P.J. had had to force herself not to say anything else, because she realized it might sound as if she were jealous or something.  Jealous!  Nothing could be further from the truth.  She had absolutely no interest in Alex Noble.  None.  Zero.  Nada.  But she knew how the women at the center could be.  If you said you weren't interested in someone, they immediately thought you were lying.  Especially when the man in question was as attractive as Alex Noble.


So she'd kept quiet and silently fumed instead.  Dammit.  She needed this kind of distraction in her department like she needed a hole in the head.  If they were going to palm off a new employee, the least they could have done was make him homely.


And the women in her own department were the worst of all!  Even Ruby, who was only nineteen and a year out of high school, had hung around Alex to the point where P.J.’d had to say something to her.  P.J. had wanted to add that she didn't think a man like Alex would be interested in a kid with purple spiked hair, five earrings on each ear, and a rose tattoo down her right arm, but despite her appearance, Ruby was a nice kid, and P.J. liked her, so she just sighed and told Ruby to get back to work, then watched the girl skate away.


She was so engrossed in thinking about Alex Noble and the disruption he'd caused today that she almost passed up the entrance to the park.


Hitting the brakes, she managed to slow down in time to turn onto the driveway.  Five minutes later, settled into a nice easy jogging rhythm, she finally managed to put Alex Noble and the rest of the irritations of the day out of her mind.

HOMEWORK #2 - See if you can identify the three elements of sequel from these two examples.
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