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By
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“You seriously expect me to believe the dog ate your homework?” My editor’s voice was loud enough through the phone line to vibrate the handset against my ear. “You’ve had a stinkin’ year to finish this and a one million dollar contract to boot, now you call me up the day before and tell me that you only have two hundred seventy words to give me? This is supposed to be a three hundred page manuscript!”


Boy, am I glad to be talking to him on the phone instead of being there in person. Instead of cutting words out of my manuscript, he would probably be cutting veins out of my throat.


“Listen Mr. Edwards, I can explain. See, I have this dog...”


“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he interrupted. “I know. The dog whizzed on your laptop last night, and fried everything. I hope to hell that it fried your dog too! One week, Scotty. That’s all the extra time you’re getting. One week, and by God there had better be a three hundred page first draft on my desk.” The line went dead. I can only hope he slammed it hard enough to break the whole phone.


I wasn’t to mad about him wishing my dog dead. If I had a dog, I might be, but I haven’t had any pets for three years now. What I did have was the most massive case of writers block ever.


I powered up my perfectly working laptop and opened up the file I had created almost a full year ago and looked at what I had. Garbage. Out of the 300 pages I was supposed to have written on a free-form techno-thriller, I had just one page. It wasn’t like I hadn’t tried to write, I simply couldn’t come up with a believable plot. 

Well, if I couldn’t think of anything for the last year, I doubt if I would think of anything now.


I went into the kitchen to make myself a pot of coffee, and I couldn’t help chuckling at my dilemma. Hell, I thought. It could be worse. I really could have written the stupid thing, I really could have had a dog, and the stupid beast really could have whizzed on it. Dang, that was a lot of coulds.

Wait a minute... what if there was a spy, and he was delivering the only copy of a secret document to his boss at the CIA, and while he was going through a security check at an airport, one of the bomb-sniffing dogs whizzed on his laptop destroying all of the data!


All thoughts of coffee gone, I ran back into the living room, and started writing having come up with the perfect plot.
