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in the book that stalk an author’s loved ones. Self-doubt, self-loathing, anger, fear, 

existential malaise . . . editors, publicists. There are times when I find it barely 

tolerable to live with me – I have no idea how she does it. So this recognition is for 

her, too, for the isolation and loneliness that comes from being with someone who 

lives mostly inside his own head with people who do not exist. The other day I 

turned to her and said, “The next time I get it into my head to write a book set in 
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Though it threatens to crush us, we push back. In the bloody wreckage, we cling to a 

hope we can hardly articulate, slogging toward a light we can barely see. At times 

our efforts strike us as – well, the only word for it is ludicrous – and perhaps they 

are, but the alternative is a death from which there is no possibility of resurrection. 

This is what I mean when I say my book is a love story. Those are the only stories 

worth telling.      


