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“Mathematicians finally developed a financial model to
accurately compare apples and oranges. Any two kinds of fruit can
be compared, although guavas still cause minor rounding errors.

Further testing is ongoing.”

— Gomez Porter (No Hope for Gomez!)










The Making of a Cult Hit


One fateful afternoon in March, 2009, something new and strange
stirred in Gaham Parke's mind. It was a weird little thought that
had something to do with noisy neighbors and the boiling of
salamanders as a way of communicating grievances. He wrote it down
and tried to forget about it. After all, it was hardly useful, much
less something sane people would want to read about. It was also,
it turned out, merely the beginning. Before the day was out, more
ideas followed, and by nightfall they came together to form
something resembling a coherent story.

There was still a lot of work to be done. Characters had to be
created. Plot holes needed filling. Chapters had to be written and
re-written. Many, many times. And more insane-but-somehow-logical
ideas would follow.

Somehow, though, it only took three months before a first draft
of a manuscript was ready for review.

A trusted friend was contacted because, without a doubt, this
was a piece of fiction that not only defied definition, it might
very well be pretty darn bad. Atrocious even. So, who better to
review it than someone who could be trusted to be open minded,
insightful, and thoroughly ruthless?

The friend liked it. He had tears in his eyes laughing, he
said.

But Graham didn't give up. He sought out more reviewers,
confident that he'd find that one reviewer who was brave enough to
tell him that the manuscript sucked, and perhaps offer some useful
insights (shorten chapter 2, remove one of the supporting
characters, burn the whole script as soon as you get the chance,
use accelerants if you have to.)

But, as is often the case with the creative process, Graham
experienced resistance all the way. Not a single reviewer was
willing to attest to the suckiness of the manuscript. 
Finally, Graham had no choice but to give in; perhaps there
were people out there who could enjoy his oddly titled
script; 'No Hope for Gomez!'

 

 I have to admit, I myself came to Graham's writing rather
late. By the time I became a fan, the guy had been sullying the
internet with weird little stories for years, and his debut novel
was selling quietly on Amazon.

It was actually a journalist friend of mine who first tipped me
off. He sent me a link to an Amazon page that made me sit up. When
I read the quotes and excerpts, I knew this book was different. It
was either going to be very good, or it was going to be incredibly
bad. But it was definitely going to be different.

I was right, of course. I often am. 'No Hope for Gomez!' was
very, very different. It was also, to my relief, very good. I found
myself unable to put it down. I literally read the whole thing in
one sitting – even though I'd always assumed that was just a turn
of phrase.

By that time the book was also gathering somewhat of a cult
following of readers 'in the know'. And this gave me a cool
idea.

 

Graham was fairly easy to get hold of. He's part of that select
group of authors that run their own forums and blogs, and that
actually read their fan mail. I explained my idea for a little
expose on his sleeper hit, and within a few days I received a
positive reply. Graham graciously offered me the publication rights
to small portions of his novel, and agreed to submit himself to a
no-holds-barred interview. (Although he did indicate he might not
be telling the truth much, if at all – don’t worry, I soon abused
him of that notion!)

 

What started out as a quick interview turned into some really
fun discussions about character development, pacing, plot, and,
well, life in general.

As I have no goals for this project other than to create a
short, free, informative e-book, I have decided to create a format
that will make the information most accessible. I have cut the main
interview into sections, and each section will be surrounded by fun
things like quotes, short excepts, and blog entries. In the blog
entries, Graham will speak directly to you, the reader of this
Making Of book – although he did not know this at the time of
writing the blogs.

 

I hope this heroic and selfless effort on my part will give you
an idea of what it must have been like to create 'No Hope for
Gomez!' 

 

Nic.













Because some of you might have come to this Making Of before
reading the novel, and others will enjoy some little reminders,
I’ll start this thing off with a special introduction.
Especifically for this publication Graham has created an
introductory chapter to No Hope for Gomez!

 

Virtual Chapter One

 

Blog note: They asked me to keep a blog.

They told me to be meticulous and exact in reporting my
experiences. Leave nothing out, they said, no matter how mundane it
may seem.

I have no idea what kind of drugs I’m on. It may be some new
medicine, an anti-psychotic, or just a pain reliever. I have no way
of knowing what kind of experiences would constitute effects or
side effects, so I update my blog daily and let them sift through
the mess. Decide what’s relevant and what’s not. What’s out of the
ordinary and what’s expected.

Just write down everything, they said.

 

Blog entry: Slow day at the antiques store. Spent most of my
time updating my blog and reading the paper. Came across this
article about a guy found near-dead in his apartment. He had
apparently been comatose for the better part of a week.

Normally this kind of story doesn’t affect me much. It might
tickle the part of my brain in charge of morbid curiosity, it might
stir up some momentary apprehension about living alone and dying
unexpectedly, but then I’ll realize this would bother my neighbors
more than it would me, and I’ll carry on with my day. But this
article had my hair standing up. Not only did I know the guy, I
also had a sneaking suspicion about what had happened to him. And,
what was worse, I might be headed for the same fate!

Scanned the article quickly, looking for phrases that proved me
wrong, snippets stating the cause of death to be completely natural
and, if possible, even somewhat pleasant.

Found no such thing. Had to buckle down and read the entire
article carefully. When I reached the end, though, I was still none
the wiser. So far, police had yet to release any information on the
cause of the guy’s collapse. They also declined to indicate whether
foul play was suspected. There was nothing in the article to soothe
my growing dread.

 

Blog entry: Saturday. Decided to do a little detective work.
Headed over to the hospital and queued up at the front desk to ask
about visitor’s hours. The nurse told me they’d just started.

“Great,” I said. “Can I just walk in?”

“You can,” she said. “Who did you want to see?”

“A Mr. Miller. Mr. Joseph Miller. He was brought in two days
ago.”

The nurse consulted her computer, frowned, then shook her head.
“No, I’m sorry,” she said. “Mr. Miller’s dead. He died late last
night.” She looked up from her screen. “Would you like to see
somebody else?”

“What? No! I really need to talk to Mr. Miller. Are you
absolutely sure he’s passed away?”

“I can recheck if you want.” She typed away. “Sometimes this
program mixes up some of the… ah, I see what I’ve done now.” She
gave me an apologetic smile. “Stupid little me,” she said. “I had
the stats of several files mixed up.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “So, he didn’t pass away?”

“Oh, no,” the nurse said, shaking her head, “he’s still dead,
but he died this morning rather than last night.” She held up her
hand with a small amount of space between her thumb and index
finger. “You missed him by that much.”

“I see,” I said. “Does it at least say what he died of?”

She browsed her screen, bit her lip, and mumbled, “Yes, no, wait
a minute. I saw something about…. Ah, yes. Yes, it does.” She
looked up again. For a long moment we stared at each other. When I
finally arched an eyebrow, she said, “Are you a relative? I’m not
supposed to give out this kind of information to just anybody.”

I tried to think fast. I really needed that information but I
didn’t know Joseph other than from the clinic waiting area. We’d
never even spoken. Then, out of nowhere, the perfect answer just
came to me. I told her, “Yes.”

“Okay then.” She was about to tell me when her face clouded over
again. “You really should be getting this information from his
doctor, though.”

I waved it away, told her it would be fine.

“Well,” she said, reading from her screen, “it says here he died
of dehydration and malnutrition.”

“He was found passed out in his apartment,” I told her.
“Apparently he’d been out for a while. Does it say what caused him
to lose consciousness in the first place?”

The nurse perused the file for a long time, then shook her head.
“No, sorry,” she said. “I’ll have to get the doctor for that. Just
a moment.” She reached for the phone.

“That’s okay,” I said. I didn’t want to get into trouble for
impersonating a relative. “I need to go. Pressed for time. Thank
you.”

As I turned to leave, she called after me, “Are you sure you
don’t want to visit anyone else? There are some really nice people
up on the second floor. Much nicer than Mr. Miller. They’d love to
talk to you.”

 

Blog entry: None the wiser, I returned home, spent the remainder
of the weekend wondering what all this meant. It was possible
something unrelated to the experimental drug trial had knocked
Joseph out and caused him to die of dehydration, but my mind was
still not at ease. I wanted conclusive evidence. I resolved to ask
Dr. Hargrove a few pointed questions next time in went in to the
clinic.













Nic: Thank you so much, Graham, for submitting to what I
promise will be a grueling interview.

 

Graham: Thank you for having me. It sounds like a really fun
project you've got here. I'm happy to participate.

 

Nic: To start off, are you surprised at the success of
‘No Hope for Gomez!’, or did you expect it?

 

Graham: I expected no such thing. No Hope is a weird little
novel, I’d be the first to admit that. The thing that tipped me off
that I might have something interesting on my hands was when the
reviews started coming in. I'd sent the novel off to as many
professional and popular amateur reviewers as I could find. Every
single review that came back was glowing. I was blown away. You
expect a mixed response at the best of times, and I don’t mind
telling you I expected much less. More interestingly, young people
as well as older people liked it. Men as well as women. I still
don't get that. It's great, but I don't get it. But it's wonderful
that there are so many of us out there who apparently like weird
little novels.

 

Nic: Maybe that has something to do with the Genre. Your
novel seems to be a mix between comedy, mystery, and an oddly male
version of romance. How did you come up with this
genre?

 

Graham: Well, basically, I cheated. I had a monkey pick it out
of a hat. Then I did the exact opposite. You can’t trust monkeys.
Not at the prices I’m willing to pay.

Also, I knew that I wanted to create something light and fun. A
book that you could pick up and enjoy during a few minutes of spare
time. Something to read at the beach or on a plane while the kids
in front of you are making faces at you. The way the novel is
structured, you can read for five minutes and still get a nice,
juicy bite of story.

At the same time, I did want to draw the reader in. I wanted
there to be something to come back to, like an ongoing mystery with
twists and turns, like a main character that becomes a close
personal friend. Someone you like to visit. I always love it when a
book does that to me.

 

Nic: Gomez certainly felt like a friend to me.  So
much so, I started to miss him when he was gone.

 

Graham: Gomez will be back, I’m sure. But it’s nice to hear that
that part worked at least. You can aim for something like that in
the back of your mind, but you can’t sit down and consciously try
to create it. I don’t think that works. You just have to hope that
your subconscious understands enough of your underlying intentions
to subtly shape your writing. Or something like that. I’m not sure
how it works exactly.

 

Nic: That’s interesting. Let’s talk a bit more about the
act of writing itself. Do you envision your readers when you are
writing, if so, what does your ideal reader look like?

 

Graham: My ideal reader sits in she shade of a palm-tree,
sipping a colorful cocktail, giggling away happily. As soon as he’s
finished reading my book, however, he realizes that his mind is
ruined. Forever. But by then it’s too late.

 

Nic: It must be a strange feeling, writing a novel and
not knowing if it will be a success, if anybody will ever read it.
How did you feel about this?

 

Graham: I really didn’t experience it that way. You don’t start
out writing a novel. At least, I don’t. I usually start out working
on some ideas, and then some more ideas, and then some more. Often,
as was the case with No Hope, I have no intention of trying to get
it published. You just don’t know where the ideas are going to go,
if it will be any good.

When I started on No Hope, I’d just finished a rather lengthy,
psychologically dense novel. It took a long time to write and
reactions from agents varied greatly within a spectrum that ranged
from ‘nippy’ to ‘darn-right-frosty’. I felt somewhat beaten and let
down, and went looking for a towel and a ring to combine in a
rather unbecoming manner. But not actually writing, day after day,
that was not an option. I simply hadn’t figured out how to do that
yet (still haven’t). So I started on a little project purely for my
own amusement. I just went with what would be most fun for me to
write. The kind of characters I wanted to play with, the kinds of
settings I wanted to play in.

It was actually a friend of mine who later urged me to get it
published. I really didn't believe it had a chance in hell.

 

Nic: Perhaps that explains your obsession with bad luck?
There seems to be a rather clever analysis of the subject in your
novel. You have provided us with a blog on the matter.

 

Graham: Yes, I analyzed the manifestation of bad luck in my
novel. Then I analyzed my analysis of bad luck in a blog. It was
part of the virtual tour for No Hope.

 

Nic: Let’s have a look…










Bad Luck -- a post


I've always been fascinated with bad luck.

 

Is it merely noticing the bad more than the good? Is it that we
fret longer over coincidences we don't like? Do we attract it like
some kind of self-fulfilling prophesy or is there, as I’ve come to
suspect, something far more sinister going on?

 

My fascination with bad luck intensified while I was writing my
novel. The main character, Gomez, for reasons unbeknownst to me at
the time, decided to put his bad luck to a quantifiable test. He
wanted to find out exactly how his bad luck was dosed, and what
brought it on. Now here was an interesting notion. One I hadn't
actually thought of myself. So, for a few days, I let this idea
stew and ferment at the back of my mind. Then, one night, I awoke
with a workable test fully formed in my mind. It was a crazy test,
of course. It was insane. It was like trying to lay bare the
intricate machinery of the Universe. But it could work!

 

At the time, I was working for a company that had its own
research department. Our researchers were people who had been hired
specifically to come up with interesting (cheap) answers to strange
(expensive) problems. They were good at thinking outside the box,
and highly adept at building (cheap) models and (inexpensive)
work-arounds. So, the following day, I lured one of our researchers
away from his desk with the promise of coffee and interesting
banter. This in itself was an accomplishment. Researchers always
want to try one more thing before leaving their desks. They, in
fact, continue to try one more thing right up until the moment the
security guards throw them out of the building at night. Anyway, I
carefully explained to this researcher my hypothesis (the Universe
is inherently evil and some people get dealt more bad luck than
others.) Then I explained the test I wanted to perform to prove
it.

 

He just stared at me.

 

So I explained the test again. This time using bigger words in
an attempt to sound much more researcher-y.

 

He continued to stare at me.

 

I realized we were experiencing an interfacing problem. My
writer-brain was thinking fancifully about the possibilities of
non-physical components to our existence, while his
researcher-brain tried to understand what I was doing from a purely
mathematical viewpoint. A viewpoint from which my test could not
possibly make sense.

So I decided to leave my motivation out of it and simply
described the test and the results I expected. We had lift off! The
researcher helped me iron out the kinks in the test, knowing, as he
did, about 'false positives' and ‘reproducibility’. When we were
done, he was satisfied that the test was at least correct – if not
completely useful.

 

I've since run the test past friends and colleagues. These are
people who work in fields as diverse as video-processing, digital
art, and T-Shirt folding. None of them has been able to poke a hole
in the logic. The test works.

Gomez ended up performing the test to spectacular results in the
novel. I haven’t performed the test on myself. I’m not sure I ever
will. I guess, deep down, I’m worried about the implications of
ever finding irrefutable proof.













“When I thought back over my life, I realized I had been playing
hard to get almost continuously. I’d ignored women intensely (to
the point of being a danger to them in traffic). I’d ignored them
because I’d assumed I didn’t stand a chance.”

— Gomez Porter (No Hope for Gomez!)

 

 

Nic: I guess we have to read the novel to find out more
about the test?

 

Graham: It’s too dangerous to just mention anywhere. At least
readers of my novel have already accepted the possibility of severe
mental damage.

 

Nic: Okay, let’s talk about Gomez, then. He’s a very
strange but instantly lovable character. Do you remember how you
created him?

 

Graham: Gomez started out as a set of little philosophies.
Different ways of looking at the world that occurred to me over the
years. Some of the philosophies were my own, in that I believed in
them, others I didn’t necessarily believe in, but I could imagine
someone somewhere might. As more ideas and philosophies came
together, I began to understand who Gomez was and what made him
tick. Once that happened, writing him came very naturally. I’d
basically just think of a scene, and Gomez would come up with crazy
things he would do. It’s a lot of fun to write that way. I don’t
like to sit down and try to come up with something to write. It’s
better if the ideas are bubbling up and you’re typing as fast as
you can, trying to keep up.

 

Nic: That definitely shows in the writing. There is a
wonderful effortlessness to it. You’re throwing out ideas left and
right as if they’re candy.

 

Graham: Thanks. It wasn’t really done consciously, though.

 

Nic: There are a number of clever twists in the story.
You don't often see this in comedies. Were they there from the
beginning or did they come later?

 

Graham: Both, really. The best ones do come later, when you know
more about the story. In the beginning you have no details, just
vague ideas of where a story might be headed (which often prove to
be wrong, if not entirely naïve.) As the story takes off, and more
details unfold, the twists get stronger.

 

Nic: Do you believe this is one of your strengths as a
writer? If not, what do you feel is your biggest
strength?

 

Graham: I guess my biggest strength might be descriptive
writing.

 

Nic: And your biggest weakness?

 

Graham: Definitely descriptive writing!

 

Nic: The title of your novel, 'No Hope for Gomez!', is
quirky, yet it also has a haunting quality to it. Where did it come
from?

 

Graham: I've been asked this a lot, and I’m sad to say I’m not
entirely sure anymore. I do remember having a very clear idea of
the ‘feel’ I wanted for the title. And ‘No Hope..’ captures that
nicely. It is sad but fun at the same time. It hints at deeper
thoughts and goings-on while putting up a smokescreen of glibness.
It suits the novel. I do remember spending several lunch-hours with
a friend trying to find just the right name for Gomez. Very early
on we decided his name was probably Spanish (not sure why) but we
couldn’t figure out what it was. We ended up going through books of
baby names on the internet to find it.

 

Nic: I think we all love the name. It might not have
worked as well with any other. Now an off-beat question: if you
could have a chat with any author, dead or alive, who would it
be?




Graham: I would love to have a chat with myself, from the
future. Then I’d steal some of his ideas. He wouldn’t mind, I don’t
think. Or at least, he will not have minded before…

 

Nic: I’m sure you’re asked where you get your ideas from
all the time, so I don’t want to ask that question. Luckily, you’ve
written a blog about it.

 

Graham: I have. I can say this, though, I think the most
interesting ideas have at least a grain of truth to them. If not a
lot of truth. This also makes them relatable to readers, I imagine.
I also use of lot of inner voice when I’m writing characters. You
know, that little voice that gets bored in meetings or in class and
wants to act out? That little voice that, just for fun, tries to
convince you that you look stupid when you go out in public? It’s
the little guy telling you that you forgot your keys and that your
fly is open. Even though you checked two minutes ago.










Where Do You Get Ideas From? -- a
post


As an author, I’m often asked where I get my ideas. I'd say this
happens at least once every 1.9 years or so. Which is why I decided
to write a little blog by way of answer.

 

There are, of course, exactly eight places where authors get
their ideas. In order to minimize immediate competition from
budding writers, however, I will only describe the eighth and least
useful place. The eighth place authors get their ideas is from
dreams. Every once in a while they'll wake up with a glimmer of a
plot-point, an interesting character, or an unexpected twist. More
often than not, these glimmers make little sense in the cold light
of day. So far, I’ve only had one reasonably useful dream myself.
But it was a very vivid dream, and it came complete with dialog.
This almost never happens. I immediately took my pen and pad from
the nightstand and wrote it all down.

 

As I'm holding out on the seven other places, it's only fair I
share my one useful dream with you. You can judge for yourself the
usefulness of dream ideas, and, at a pinch, my ability to separate
the nonsensical from the sensical. What follows is my description
of the events that took place in my dream, with the dialog left
entirely in its original dream form:

 

Sunday brunch; the table overflowing with food and drink, the
fine china and silverware laid out, maids buzzing around making
sure everything is in order. The clock ticks away painfully slow
minutes before father finally speaks.

“Well son,” he says, “isn’t it about time you got yourself a
job?”

John looks up from his plate, surprised. “But Dad,” he says, “I
have a job.”

His father nods thoughtfully, chewing his medium rare steak. “I
guess it’s about time you moved out then. Found yourself a place of
your own.”

John is baffled. “Dad, I moved out five years ago. In fact, this
is the first time I've been home.” He looks over at his mother, who
shrugs and says, “You know dear, your brother has his own business
now. He set up an accountancy firm.”

John rolls his eyes. “That’s me, mom. I set up an
accountancy firm. John Williams and Associates.”

“That’s good to hear,” his father says. “I always said you
should run your own business. You have a keen business sense.
Always had.”

“I just wish he’d find himself a girlfriend,” his mother
complains.

“What do you mean?” John smiles apologetically at Annabel. “I
have a girlfriend, mother, she’s sitting next to you. She
gave you flowers at the door, remember? You put them in water.” He
points at the vase. “They’re right in front of you.”

His mother waves it away with a warm smile. “Sorry dear, I meant
a proper girlfriend.” She squeezes Annabel’s hand softly.
“You know what I mean, don’t you dear?”

Annabel opens her mouth, but can’t think of anything to say.

“Didn’t you used to have dark hair,” his father suddenly says.
“And not quite so many arms?” He looks John over. “Yes, yes,” he
says, “you definitely look different. Did you get shorter?”

“That’s enough!” John gets up, gestures at Annabel to do the
same. “If you cannot behave like civilized human beings, we’re
leaving! I can’t believe you’d treat Annabel and myself this way.
It’s appalling!”

Father throws down his napkin and stands. “Serves you right,
young man,” he says. “Serves you right for not going home for five
years and then ending up in the wrong house!”













“You’d think that a doctor would be better in bed.

Not that Dr. Hargrove wasn’t good. She was terrific. Incredible,
in fact. So far, though, she hadn’t done anything special.

I expected a person who’d devoted her entire life to
understanding the human body to, well, know a few tricks.”

— Gomez Porter (No Hope for Gomez!)

 

 

Nic: Now let's find out a little more about you, Graham.
Where are you from and how long have you been writing?

 

Graham: I was born and raised in the Netherlands. As a writer, I
absolutely believe that the Netherlands is the perfect place to
live, if you like year-round gray skies.

Sadly, I don’t.

As for writing, I’ve pretty much been making stuff up ever since
I learned to read and write; I cannot remember a time when I wasn’t
working on at least a story or two.

 

Nic: What kind of stories did you write? Was it always
mysteries and comedies?

 

Graham: Mostly science fiction in the beginning, but there was
always an underlying mystery, I think. I’ve always liked a good
conundrum more than a good action scene. Perhaps because an action
scene basically only has two possible outcomes (the hero wins or
the hero is defeated to win another time). With mysteries the
Universe is your oyster. It could go anywhere and you can’t wait to
find out more.

 

Nic: How about the writing itself, when and where do you
write. Do you write every day?

 

Graham: As for the where, I basically only need a computer or a
laptop and some quiet time. It doesn’t really matter where I sit. I
especially like writing on holidays. Perhaps because I believe that
quality sunlight is conducive to the creative process. We don’t get
much quality sunlight in the Netherlands. I think the Germans are
stealing it.

As for the when, there are no hard and fast rules, but generally
I like to work on new ideas early in the mornings and late at
night. I tend to choose other times for re-writing, clowning around
with my website and forum, and working on plot points.

 

Nic: Thank you for this interview, Graham. Before you
leave us, can you tell us a secret about yourself that no one else
knows?

 

Graham: I know what the appendix is actually for.













“It felt weird visiting Dr. Hargrove at the clinic, a bit like
French kissing an old lady; all the right moves, but in totally the
wrong places.”

— Gomez Porter (No Hope for Gomez!)










No Hope for Gomez!


No Hope for Gomez! can be found on Amazon or ordered through any
retailer.

ISBN-13: 978-1432752484

 

The Blurb:

 

It's the age-old tale:

Boy meets girl.

Boy stalks girl.

Girl already has a stalker.

Boy becomes her stalker-stalker.

 

We've seen it all before, many times, but this time it's
different. If only slightly.

 

When Gomez Porter becomes a test subject in an experimental drug
trial, he is asked to keep track of any strange experiences through
a blog. What Gomez isn't ready for, is so many of his experiences
suddenly seeming strange; the antiques dealer trying to buy his old
tax papers, the phone-sex salesman who hounds him day and night,
the super sexy research assistant who falls for him but is unable
to express herself in terms outside the realm of science.

But when one of the trial participants turns up dead and another
goes missing, Gomez begins to fear for his life. No longer sure who
he can trust and which of his experiences are real and which merely
drug induced delusions, he decides it's time to go underground and
work out a devious plan.

Now, years later, his blogs have been recovered from a defunct
server. For the first time we can find out firsthand what happened
to Gomez as he takes us on a wild ride of discovery.

 

Oh yeah, and there's also a nurse with big boobs!

 

The Buzz:

“Extremely witty and clever writing that contains keen insights
into human nature.”

—
California Chronicle



“A very funny book; a veritable page turner of nonstop laughs. Buy
a copy and find out for yourself!”

—
Reader Views



"A quick and unputdownable read that flies in the face of reason,
and smashes against the wall of detective novels. It's a Coens
Brothers' film formatted in book form."


— BookReview.com



“The antics in this book will leave the reader laughing. Graham
Parke is a genius.”

—
Readers Favorite

 

Visit Gomez on the web and win a singed limited edition of a
spin-off novella:

www.grahamparke.com













 

“The stalker, meanwhile, stepped into the road. Didn’t even
check for traffic. There wasn’t any, but something told me this was
lucky for traffic rather than the stalker.”

 

“I shouted the perfect words to scare him off. It was just the
delivery (and only the delivery) that made me sound like a
twelve-year-old girl with pee running down her leg.

   I felt dirty and stupid.”

— Gomez Porter (No Hope for Gomez!)

 

 

Now that the virtual tour for No Hope for Gomez! Is over, here
is a summery of some of my favorite stops:

 

 

HotAuthorReport: When they write your obituary, what do
you hope they will say about you?

 

Graham: I really hope they will say, “Man, I can’t believe that
guy lived to be 150!”

 

Lisa Yu: Would you ever paint your house
purple?

 

Graham: Not really. To be fair, though, painting houses is very
much something that I feel should happen to other people.

 

 

The plotline: Gomez Porter is the main
character in 2010's 'No Hope for Gomez!' Here's five things you
probably shouldn't know about him:

 

1) Gomez Porter believes it is a very bad thing to stalk a
pretty girl. He also believes it is a very good thing to stalk a
pretty girl's stalker. He further believes that he's being watched
while he stalks the pretty girl's stalker. Life has never been
straightforward for Gomez.

 

2) Gomez is a participant in a drug trail. He doesn't know what
kind of drugs they're testing, but he sincerely hopes the
appearance of a sombrero wearing phone-sex salesman is a
drug-induced hallucination. To be on the safe side, he does not
inquire what a phone-sex salesman actually does.

 

3) Gomez runs an antiques store. To supplement his income, he
puts his employees up for auction on eBay. He only manages to sell
one of them. At a discount. The employee is returned a week later,
but is never the same again.

 

4) Gomez worries about the trial drugs causing dangerous side
effects in combination with certain foods. To be on the safe side,
he decides never to eat broccoli again.

 

5) Gomez Porter is the main character in the only fiction novel
to appear in 2010 that does not feature sexy vampires.

 

 

Lisa Yu: Ever stalked anyone yourself?

 

Graham: I’ve always wanted to. I think I would be very good at
it, I’m not sure why. Maybe it’s because I believe I have the right
shoes for it. Sadly, though, I’ve never found anyone who was
interesting enough. I guess that’s a problem most of us have. We
may kid ourselves into thinking that we’re not stalkers, but all
this tells us is that we still haven’t found that special someone
to push us over the edge. Or, at a pinch, we really don’t have the
right shoes for it.

 

HotAuthorReport: It’s one thing to write a book and
another to edit it. How do you feel about the editing
process?

 

I’m putting it mildly when I say I’m a bit of an editing maniac.
It’s not that I like editing, I’m just not easily satisfied with
anything that yesterday-Graham or last-week-Graham wrote. (Those
guys are so full of themselves anyway!) Part of that stems from my
belief that if someone is not only going to spent their money on my
book, but their precious time also, it’s my duty to present them
with the best book I can. Even if that means re-writing the whole
thing 10 times to make sure that every single comma is in fact in
the right place.

As I said, maniac is putting it mildly.

 

Tour Operator: Can you tell us all why you chose a
virtual book tour to promote your book online?

 

A: I truly believe that if people find out about my book, and
just try it, they will like it. I also believe in aliens (although
I’m not sure they believe in me.)

 

 

Nic: Any parting thoughts, Graham?

 

Graham: Yes, now that the official tour is over, I'm getting
requests for guest posts and interviews from bloggers all over the
world. I really like the idea of extending my tour this way, and
would ask bloggers to contact me on GoodReads if they are
interested in participating.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





