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BLOG POST SAMPLE 

Tis the Season…of Disney

In Spring


If you’re reading this article, you likely wouldn’t argue that Disney Parks are one of the happiest 
places on earth. The question is, when can you get a little extra happy for your buck? 


It’s a hotly debated topic among Disney Park fanatics. But I’m here to break it down for you. 
Season by season. This week we’ll be starting with…


Spring


Spring season at Disney Parks generally runs from March to early June. Spring can be a good 
choice for your next trip if you’re not interested holiday festivities and want to save a little 
money. Crowds can be avoided if you know how to dodge spring breakers and steer clear of 
Easter Sunday. I repeat, AVOID SPRING BREAKERS. If you plan to visit in the early spring, be 
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sure to check the calendar for upcoming refurbishments so you don’t miss out on your favorite 
ride. 


 


Events 


- The Food & Wine Festival at California Adventure is Land’s version of Epcot’s Food & Wine 
Festival. Less grand, but still enjoyable for any foodie or wino, the event generally runs from 
March to April. 


- In the way of unofficial spring offerings, there’s , if the macabre is your thing, or 
, if you enjoy vintage garb and glamorous filters. 


- A new parade will be debuted in Spring 2020. “Magic Happens” will contain all the classic 
Disney characters, alongside new additions from films such as Moana and Coco.


- New and refurbished rides are usually opened in late spring. If you get lucky you might catch 
a “soft open” and have a fun story to tell when you get home. 


Weather 


https://disneyland.disney.go.com/calendars/month/
http://www.batsday.net/home/home.html
http://dapperday.com/spring-2018-disneyland-ca
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The wise man’s Summer—Disneyland has better weather and fewer crowds in spring if you 
choose your dates wisely. While the occasional rain shower is possible, compared to World, 
you won’t be battling torrential downpours, searing heat, or humidity. Decide for yourself if the 
boons of Spring are worth fewer parades, less entertainment, and shorter hours.


	 


Events 


- By far the biggest event at Walt Disney World in Springtime is the International Flower and 
Garden Festival at Epcot. Running from early March to early June, the festival is a 
cornucopia of artful blooms, Disney-inspired hedges, and rocking music. A treat for the 
green thumb in your family, but perhaps not the most engaging event for kids.


- Mickey and Minnie’s Runaway Railway will be debuting at Hollywood Studios in spring 2020. 
Replacing the arguably great The Great Movie Ride, Runaway Railway takes you on a 
journey through Mickey and Minnie’s greatest hits—in short form.


- Destiny debuts at Disney Springs. No, that’s not a metaphor. Cirque du Soleil take a crack at 
Disney animation with brand new stories from you favorite characters. Previews begin in 
March 2020.  

https://disneyworld.disney.go.com/calendars/month/
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Weather 


Hello Rain, my old friend… I hope you packed your poncho, because even the driest of rides is 
about to turn into a waterfall expedition if you’re visiting WDW between March and June. The 
downpours can sometimes be an advantage if you’re brave enough to face the trenches. 
Those willing to march down the flooded streets as the weaker cower in storefronts will enjoy a 
uniquely crowd-free experience. But if lightning is in range, prepare to spend a frustrated 
afternoon with cancelled Fast Passes, closed rides, and delayed outdoor shows. 


Come back next week for the next edition of our continuing series. Here’s a sneak peak…




W R I T I N G  P O RT F O L I O  -  T E S S  H U N T E R  -  6

FANTASY NOVEL EXCERPT: ‘CASTLE VALLEY’ 

The Dry was no kind of place to live. Obviously, it was hot. But somehow the word ‘hot’ just 

didn’t do it justice. It wasn’t good enough to describe the aching, drying, miserable, sucking, 

Eod-damned sort of heat this was. This was the kind of hot that made you want to scratch out of 

your skin. Tear yourself open until you were nothing but raw nerve and bloody tendon. Sure, 

you’d probably only last a few minutes like that, but that’d be okay because at least then there’d 

be one less suffocating layer, one tiny little ounce of relief before every one of your bits and 

pieces fell out onto the dirt.  

 Hayes fixed her eyes on the horizon. The morning sun hung over the desert like a vulture 

over a hunk of dead carcass—and Herod, was it still only morning? How much worse would it 

get in a few hours? What she’d give for a gust of wind, a glimpse of shade, the sweet release of 

death. Anything.  

 She closed her eyes and imagined a bloody rain slipping down her skull. She didn’t know 

why the rain was bloody. The color, maybe. The rich crimson of it fit better in this 

saintsforesaken place than true blue water ever could. So she imagined the rivulets of red running 

down her face, dripping off her nose, splashing wet and muddy into the sand, and let it cool her 

from the inside. But imagine was about the best she could do. Rain didn’t happen in The Dry—

bloody or not. In all her long, boring, seventeen years of life, Hayes’d never once felt the splash 

of a raindrop on her head or the chill of a snowfall on her skin. The closest she’d ever come was 

reading about it in The Tales of Thedra, and besides— 
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“Kaia, is blood hot?” 

“What?" 

“Is blood hot?” Hayes said again.  

She looked over her shoulder at Kaia, who was several paces behind, trudging between 

one dune shaped like an octopus and another shaped like a razor. Her feet were bound up in 

strips of muslin Hayes had found in her pack, because Kaia, being Kaia, hadn’t thought about the 

fact that she might need footwear on their mad escape from Temple Herod. The half-assed shoes 

made her light of foot, but probably didn’t help much with the burning sand factor.  

“You know,” Hayes said, “the red stuff running through our veins that keeps us alive?” 

“Is it really blood that keeps us alive though?” Kaia asked in that way of hers. Like the 

answer meant nothing and the question everything. “Isn’t it the soul, the spirit, that makes a 

person truly alive?” 

Hayes rolled her eyes. “This is not a philosophical question, Kaia. This is a real, factual 

question. A yes or no was all I was after.” 

Kaia blinked, all dark eyes and innocence, and Hayes sighed. There was no such thing as a 

yes or no response in Kaia’s world.  

As Kaia closed the gap between them, Hayes took a long look. Kaia’s lips, her cheeks, hell 

even her long black hair, looked chapped and brittle. She was pale and sweating now but come 

nightfall she’d look like a ripe tomato.  

“Stop and have a drink,” Hayes said. She swung her bag off her shoulders and unclipped 

the canteen hanging from the strap. Kaia drank from it with enormous gulps. “Not too fast,” 

Hayes warned.   
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Kaia took a few more cautious sips, then poured a pool into her cupped palm. Held it up 

for the little brown bird perched on her shoulder. His name, literally enough, was Sparrow. He 

was chestnut brown at the back and wings and head. White on the chest and underbelly. Beneath 

his beak was a little splash of red. His head swiveled constantly like he was desperate to see 

everything at once, and his body quivered with excitement. His flight was inelegant. All flap and 

no soar. He was gonna be a serious liability.  

When Sparrow finished his splashing and preening, Kaia lowered her hands to the red fox 

which stood impatiently at Hayes’s side.  

“Baz,” Kaia said, “would you like some?” 

Baz stared into the murky water which just seconds before had served as an impromptu 

bird bath and curled his lip. If Baz’d had his way, they’d have reached Tikella City by now, and 

they’d have done it without Kaia and her dirty bird. In reply to Kaia’s offer, Baz did an overly 

dramatic about-face, white-tipped tail swishing in the air, and continued on without them. 

“Don’t worry about him,” Hayes said. “He’ll come around.” Kaia handed the canteen back 

and Hayes reattached it to the pack. “You’ll need a dustscarf too.”  

She rummaged elbow-deep in her leather bag and emerged with a brown rag that looked 

discouragingly similar to Kaia’s shoes.  

“It’ll keep the sand out of your eyes,” Hayes said. “And help you blend.”  

But as Kaia wound the scarf around her neck with more and more elaborate gestures and 

Sparrow tweeted helpful suggestions, Hayes thought that no amount of clothing or divine 

intervention would ever make Kaia blend.  
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They followed Baz’s paw prints through the sand. He wasn’t too far ahead. Still within 

hearing distance.  

“We still never solved the ‘Is blood hot?’ mystery,” Hayes said, and there was a flash in 

her mind. As real and as vivid as the sun burning her cheeks. Sharp teeth sinking into coarse 

black fur, the crunch of brittle bones beneath her jaw. At the end of her red snout, the beady eyes 

of a dead rat stared back at her. There was metal in her gums. And liquid. Thick and hot, so very 

hot, on her tongue. 

Guess that kind of answered her question.  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EDITING SAMPLE:  

Amnesia Anime for Overpowered Entertainment 
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BLOG POST:  

CV Series: Magic System  

If I thought the science of fantasy, or even worse, the science of science fiction was hard, nothing 

compares to the science of magic. Because, yes, magic is a science. It is the science through 

which your characters understand their world. Through which you either engage a reader or 

engage their disbelief. Basically, it has to make sense.  

This fact had already been engrained in me from a childhood (and let’s not lie, adulthood too) 

obsessed with all things Harry Potter. If you can say nothing else about J.K. Rowling’s Harry 

Potter series, you have to admit, her magic works. But she’s not particularly verbose in 

explaining her methods. So, after reading and falling in love with Brandon Sanderson’s 

Mistborn, I immediately went a-googling and found the invaluable tool that is SANDERSON’S 

LAWS. Read and commit to memory.  

The three guideposts by which I built my magic were Source, Symmetry, and Limitation.  

Source: 

What did I know I needed? I needed to have magic that could turn half a country into a desert 

wasteland. Sanderson’s Laws teach us that all magic has to come from somewhere. It needs a 

source. So what if the land was the source? What if the life energy of plants, animals, maybe 

even people, fueled magic? What if someone used so much magic that they zapped a quarter of a 

https://brandonsanderson.com/sandersons-first-law/
https://brandonsanderson.com/sandersons-first-law/
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continent of all its resources? That kind of magic would be unspeakably dangerous. It would 

have to be defeated. It would have to be outlawed. A few centuries later is where our story 

begins.  

Symmetry:  

For character and plot reasons, I also knew I wanted my magical characters to be able to engage 

in a kind of telepathy. I already had magic sourced from life energy. What if I had magic sourced 

from mind energy? From willpower? Two types of magic. 

One which has the power for great external destruction and has been banned for centuries. And 

another which has the power for great internal destruction and is the weapon of the sitting 

government. Energi and Influi.  

Limitation: 

At this point I knew that Energi magic was sourced from life. But I didn’t know what could 

actually be done with it. What gain would make the cost of that magic worth it? 
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This was my first attempt at the things Energi magic could do: 

My mistake was starting wide. Not placing limitations. Which, as Sanderson tells us, are 

essential for any kind of interesting storytelling. Magic (and characters) without limitations 

cannot fail, and therefore, are boring. 

Influi magic naturally lent itself to limitations. Telepathy, influence, exchange of willpower. So if 

Influi magic was the purview of the mind, shouldn’t Energi be the purview of the body? 
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At the basest level a magic system should make your reader wish for magic. To imagine how 

they would wield it, where they would fit in your world. And the only way they’re going to do 

that, is if they believe it.  

BONUS FACT: There’s a misconception that Influi Magic is the art of the mind, soul, and heart; 

but really it is only the purview of the mind. The soul and heart cannot be controlled by anything 

other than human self, human nature. CHARACTER.  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FILM REVIEW/ANALYSIS:  

The Strange Love of Martha Ivers  

Like many typical film noir classics, The Strange Love of Martha Ivers pits man against man, 
“good girl” against “bad girl”, and (fatally) the hero-male against the femme fatal. However, this 
archetype gets somewhat more interesting when you compare the essence of the characters to the 
agency of the film. In most film noir, the “bad girl” has a specific goal in mind and that goal is 
readily apparent to the audience. For instance, in Double Indemnity, Phyllis Dietrichson is out to 
kill her husband for the money, a straight forward and attainable goal. The femme fatal is almost 
always interested in obtaining more power, of freeing herself from men. Martha Ivers, however, 
has only ever been interested in being free.  

One could argue that all femme fatals want freedom from their oppressors, but their freedom 
usually involves an increase in circumstance through wealth. In the beginning, Martha Ivers was 
not a cold, calculated killer, but rather, a passionate girl, protecting her cat. Her aunt was hardly a 
sympathetic character and when she took her final tumble down the stairs, her death seemed, at 
least, an accident, at worst, a crime of passion. Where initially Martha was only interested in 
running away to the circus, in returning to her inferior roots, suddenly she became heir to a 
fortune and another powerful manipulator, Mr. O’Neil, stepped in to handle her affairs.  

The film begins in earnest seventeen years later and while the threat of Mrs. O’Neil hangs over 
the town, the audience never really sees her manipulate or reign over anything. She’s haughty 
and she has attitude but no real power. The one time where she truly takes agency is when she 
tries to seduce Sam Masterson because, aside from freedom, he is the only thing she ever 
wanted. And even that seduction reeks more of a desperate mad-woman, than a cool and 
calculated femme fatal. Martha Ivers is a troubled, traumatized girl trapped in a woman’s body. 
She’s not a true femme fatal because she never breaks free of the system long enough to later be 
squashed by it. Janey Place theorizes that the agency of all film noir is to restore the natural 
order, rid the femme fatal of power so that the man can retake it. But Martha Ivers never had 
power. She went from one master to another and when she realized she would never be free of 
them, she ended her own life, taking the only avenue left to her.  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NON-FICTION NEW BOOK SHEET:  

 

Category: 
Memoir & 
Sociology 

Age Range/ 
Readership: 
Baby Boomers, 
Women 
interested in 
family history, 
people 
interested in 
sociology/
politics, and 
feminism. 

Market Data: 
73% of 
Americans have 
an interest in 
family history. 
With recent 
politics, there is 
a surge of 
interest in the 
midwest lifestyle. 

SUGGESTED 
Specification 
Format: 
16.3 cm x 24.1 
cm 

Extent: 250-300 
pp 

Binding: PB 

Illustrations: 
Photographs, 
letters, black & 
white 

Words: 
60-80,000 wc, 
running text 

Publication 
Date: November 
2019 

Price: £8 - £12

The personal stories of generations of Hunter 
women as they navigate the changing 
emotional, physical, and political landscape of 
a little farm in Iowa. 

Past the Frontier is told from the perspective 
of the women who ventured west, settled a 
farm, and built businesses, all to establish a 
family farm that still thrives today. It will 
include pictures, letters, and first-hand 
accounts.  

As a descendant of these women I have access 
to decades of research and to the farm as it 
exists today.

Characters include: Emily, who lost her husband and mother-in-law on the journey west and gave 
two of her children up for adoption; Lib, the barren aunt who raised Emily’s children, the very 
ones who would go on to establish Hunter Farm; and Rosea, the free-spirited daughter who had 
two children out of wedlock and chased her love across the country, only for them all to die 
tragically on the road home.  

Past the Frontier explores the untold stories of women who build legacies, but rarely get the 
credit. Their journey unfolds between 1850 and 1950, showcasing the political evolution of the 
midwest through one family.

US & UK Competition: Top competition includes the immensely popular family memoir/
sociological study Hillbilly Elegy: A Memoir of a Family and Culture in Crisis by J. D. Vance. This 
book is #4 on Amazon US Book Ranking and is successful in both US and UK markets. Other 
competition includes: White Trash: The 400-Year Untold History of Class in America by Nancy 
Isenberg (#351), The Unwinding: An Inner History of the New America by George Packer (#2,158), 
The Farm: The Story of One Family and the English Countryside by Richard Benson, and Searching 
for the Secret River by Kate Grenville—a moving memoir of discovery and frontier history.  

Tess Hunter is a writer who specialises in family memoir. She intermittently grew up on 
a Century Farm in Iowa, and has travelled the globe hunting down the stories of the 
founders of said farm. Tess has recently broadcast on BBC radio and placed a script in 
the semifinals of the PAGE Awards. She has a BA in Screenwriting and a Masters in 
Professional Writing. Tess lives somewhere between the west coasts of the United States 
and England, landing wherever her next story takes her.

Past the Frontier 
One Farm, One Family, and the 
Women Who Built It 
Tess Hunter 
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QUERY LETTER:  

Dear FIRST LAST:  

After reading your XXX and seeing your interest in XXX, I feel you would be an excellent fit for 
my adult science fiction novel, THE NAMELESS.  

Stopping an execution was never part of Matt’s plan. 

Times are tough on Lund Moon—talk of war with Central Planet has reached an all-time high, 
Laborers are leaving for more profitable moons, and Chancellor Lund is forcing Matt to plant 
Pulsars. Planting the profitable energy crop wouldn’t be such a bad deal except that 
Pulsars explode and the Laborers who harvest them charge more than Matt could ever afford.  

Which is why he picks her over all the other, non-lethal Convicts. It eases his conscience just 
enough. Convict Bryn is the former Bondservant of Chancellor Lund, condemned to hang for 
murdering her own sister. Stopping her execution binds her to Matt for a lifetime of free labor, 
but Bryn’s reasons for accepting the dangerous job go beyond saving her own life. She plans to 
escape Rowan Farm and seek revenge on her sister’s real killer—the Chancellor’s son.  

While Matt struggles to save his farm, Bryn’s quest for revenge threatens everything he’s worked 
for. And he’s not even sure he cares. But when Bryn’s war with the Chancellor endangers Matt’s 
daughter, he and Bryn are forced to decide between families of blood or families of choice.  

Intended as the first in a series, THE NAMELESS is complete at 93,000 words. It is a cross 
between RED RISING by Pierce Brown and FIREFLY, if FIREFLY were set on a planet instead 
of a spaceship.  

My science fiction screenplay SAFE PASSAGE placed in the semifinals of the PAGE Awards 
and is being shopped by producer Chris Coggins. I am currently undertaking an MA in 
Professional Writing at Falmouth University.  

Thank you for your time and consideration.  

Tess Hunter 

www.tesshunter.com 
The Cow Barn 
Pembroath Farm Cottages 
Stithians, Cornwall 
TR3 7DT 
07943 662825 
tesshunter@rocketmail.com  

http://www.tesshunter.com/
mailto:tesshunter@rocketmail.com
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FEATURE SCREENPLAY EXCERPT:  

Safe Passage 

INT. AFRICAN VILLAGE, COUNSEL CHAMBERS - DAY

Anna and Clay stand before the VILLAGE COMMITTEE. 

The Counsel Chambers is nothing more than a hut. Walls of dried mud, straw ceiling. 
Circular cut outs in the walls fill the room with intense beams of sunlight.

The Committee, a group of four, sit stiffly behind a long stone table. Things are not 
going well. 

ANNA
I’ve got a boatload of refugees with no place 
to go. You can’t tell me you don’t sympathize 
with that. 

The voice of the Committee, BARD, leans forward in his chair.
 

BARD
Our problem is not a lack of sympathy. It is a 
lack of space. We have trouble enough 
keeping up with the demands of our current 
population. 

CLAY
And we’ve offered reparations to that effect. 
SAT is prepared to offer increased supply 
drop offs. 

A WRINKLY WOMAN to Bard’s left takes her turn. 

WRINKLY WOMAN
It is not only the extra burden. You say 
these people were attacked by 
Scavengers? We have no need for that kind 
of trouble. 

The rest of the Committee nods along. 

CLAY
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That’s only a suspicion. There’s no act--

David edges through the door-shaped hole. The Committee perks up. Relieved to see a 
familiar face. 

BARD
David, welcome. How is Aria coming along? 

Anna and Clay share a look. Displeased by the interruption. And David’s presence 
undermining their authority. 

DAVID
Well. Should be any day now. 

WOMAN
Excellent. 

CLAY
Dr. Bardot, we were just trying to explain 
what a welcome addition our refugees 
would be to this community. 

DAVID
They aren’t many. And they’re fairly 
strong. You could always use a few 
more hands. 

BARD
Frankly, David, we brought you here to 
deliver one more mouth to feed. Not 
fifteen. 

Anna brings out the big guns. 
ANNA

Unless, of course, there’s no doctor to 
deliver the baby. 

EXT. AFRICAN VILLAGE - LATER

Anna and David square off against one another. Clay watches, amused. 
DAVID

Where do you get off bartering with my 
services? 

ANNA
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Your services, such as they are, are 
mine to barter with as long as you reside 
on my ship. 

DAVID
That’s funny. I don’t remember getting 
my medical degree from the Anna 
Kensey School of Crack Flying. 

ANNA
Yeah, well you did get it from the 
Kensey Medical Facility so maybe you 
should tread carefully with me. 

DAVID
Apparently we should all tread carefully 
with you. If I’m bleeding from the gut 
and don’t ask nicely, you might stop 
Clay from sewing me up. 

ANNA
I’m just trying to get the most help to the 
most people. The people who need it. 
Isn’t there something in your oath about 
that? 

David turns to Clay. Assured the man will be on his side.

DAVID
Clay?

He assess the two of them for a long beat. 

CLAY
I agree with Anna. 

ANNA DAVID
What?! What?!

There’s a moment where Clay looks like he might smile but contains it into his usually 
serious expression. 

CLAY



W R I T I N G  P O RT F O L I O  -  T E S S  H U N T E R  -  2 1

I think our first priority should be the 
refugees. And I think you two are done 
with these negotiations. 

ANNA DAVID
You can’t keep me It’s my services your
out of this! negotiating with!

CLAY
I’ve already asked Nadie to come in. 
God knows we could use someone with 
social skills. 

Clay returns to Counsel Chambers. Leaving Anna and David to fume. 

EXT. AFRICAN VILLAGE - DUSK

Anna and David sit on either end of a long stone bench. Their backs slumped against 
the outer wall of the Counsel building. Sulking. 

Anna chews on the inside of her lip. Wound tight. One foot bounces in frustration. David 
is irritatingly calm. Until she snaps. 

ANNA
It’s not like I’ve got a gun to anybody’s 
head. I’m just suggesting revoking your 
services. For whatever they’re worth. 

DAVID
In these circumstances, you may as well 
be. You’re threatening the life of an unborn 
child. 

ANNA
They shouldn’t be having kids in the first 
place. 

DAVID
Excuse me? 

ANNA
SAT can’t keep up with the population it’s 
got. 

DAVID
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In case you haven’t noticed, we’re not on 
SAT. 

He kicks at the dirt. 
DAVID

See? That’s called ground. 

He points at the sky. 

DAVID
That’s called sky. As a pilot, I’d think you’d 
know that one. That big cloud over there? 
The one that won’t produce water, but will 
produce acid... That’s called Global Warming. 
We’re not on SAT. And I can guarantee you 
that couple and their child has zero chance of 
ever getting there. 

Anna’s surprised at the strength of his argument.

DAVID
They’re not even Skill One and they’re 
certainly not rich. Population control might be 
necessary up there, but down here... down 
here they need all the help they can get. 

He stands, hands buried in his pockets. Anna opens her mouth to say something. 
Apologize, maybe-- 

DAVID
You’d see that if you weren’t so worried about 
impressing Daddy.  

And quickly shuts it. David storms off into the darkness. 

She avoids watching him go. Until he’s gone. Then fixes her gaze to the spot where he 
disappeared. 

The Committee, Clay and Nadie pour out of the chamber. 
Anna gets up to greet them. They look tired but pleased. 

NADIE
They’ve agreed to take in the refugees. 

ANNA
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What changed their mind? 

CLAY
They decided there was strength in numbers.

 
Anna flinches. 
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INDUSTRY ANALYSIS:  

Sci-Fi Television and Novels — Symbiosis or Stealing? 

  

Authors and readers alike have long asked the question “Where do ideas come from?”. The 

answer is an enigma, not easily explained by any confluence of data. That, of course, doesn’t 

stop us from trying. One element that all artists can agree on is the value and influence of works 

that came before. No artist can create a masterpiece without first studying the masters. In today’s 

world, globalization doesn’t just effect market economies, it broadens our access to new cultures, 

and thus new art. One medium in particular has capitalized on this era of internet-fueled instant 

gratification, and that’s television.  

 We’re living in a golden era of television where creatives aren’t as beholden to network 

executives and Nielsen ratings as they once were. Film is caught in the stranglehold of tentpole 

pictures and remakes, leaving only one place for original stories to land—straight to our laptops, 

phones and home theaters. But at the root of any television series is a script, a story. And how do 

you write scripts without first reading them? How do you read scripts without first reading 

books? This has led to an interesting symbiosis between adapted material and original 

storytelling in no genre more than science fiction. In a chicken or the egg-like dilemma a rash of 

new science fiction television has emerged, both borrowing from and lending to the masters that 

came before—novels. So which came first? To answer that, I will attempt to do what all artists 

abhor and apply numbers to the current trends of the science fiction genre and determine what 

patterns, if any, exist between the stories of the page and the screen.  
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 For almost as long as cameras have been rolling, novels have been adapted into films. 

The current generation of sci-fi television is no exception. The Expanse, Westworld, The Walking 

Dead, and The Man in the High Castle all find their origins on the page. Part of this tendency to 

remold previous stories comes from good business. Established works have an established 

audience. They’ve already proven they can captivate. It makes investors a little more confident 

about pouring millions of dollars into an imaginative enterprise (pun intended). And there’s no 

doubt that sales on both sides of the equation increase whenever a new Star Trek or Star Wars 

film graces the screen. But now that television is catching up with novels in terms of relative 

quantity, how sales and adaptations are effected becomes the less interesting question. More 

interesting, and more relevant, is the question of influence. Are trends emerging in novels as a 

response to what’s happening on screen? Or is novel still the source from which to mine all 

original stories?  

 After scouring “Best of Science Fiction” lists for the past five years and documenting 

reoccurring themes, my attempts to tie novel trends to television themes came up muddled. 

Adding to this confusion is the fact that both books and television are a long time in production. 

So to determine if novel trends have an influence on current television, one has to go back at 

least three years. And to determine if current television will have an impact on novels one would 

need a crystal ball. Though it can be safely assumed from the precedents set by previous smash 

hit adaptation TV shows such as Game of Thrones and Outlander that any such success will only 

fuel novel sales in their respective subgenres. Just as sales in space opera novels soared after the 

release of Star Wars: The Force Awakens [Anders, Wired]. When I asked renowned literary agent 

Ian Drury whether he sees sci-fi television influencing literature, he said, “Vice versa, I’d say. In 
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that so much of the TV is book-based.” A survey of booksellers at Truro Waterstones yielded a 

similar result. When asking if customers ever inquire after book recommendations that are 

similar to television shows, the answer was a resounding, “No.” But I wonder if these responses 

are cases of invisible marketing at work.  

 Amongst literary circles online, television shows are continually used to frame and 

describe the latest novels. Revision by Andrea Phillips was described by Barnes and Noble as a, 

“…romantic comedy crossed with Black Mirror, and begging to be made into a movie someday,” 

and The Long Way to a Small Angry Planet by Becky Chambers, “this addictive, expansive, 

character-based tale reads like a Netflix binge of your new favorite space opera series.” It has 

even become the habit of querying writers to use television as one half of their comp-title 

equation. At the very least, television has become the lens through which we analyze other 

media.  

 Looking at the numbers from the opposite perspective, however, offered up an 

enlightening picture. After dividing the top sci-fi novels of each year into the subgenres of Space 

Opera, Alternate/Virtual Reality, Clones, Dystopian, and Time Travel, several patterns began to 

emerge. For instance from 2013 to 2014 there was a particular influx of (as I like to call them) 

“identity novels,” or stories that make us question who we are as human beings. This topic was 

frequently examined through specific sci-fi mechanisms such as being reborn as a clone [vN by 

Madeline Ashby], living in a video game reality [You by Austin Grossman], and the dilemmas of 

memory from an adult who was experimented on as a child [We Are All Completely Beside 

Ourselves by Karen Joy Fowler]. These are just a few examples of the reoccurring themes that 

appeared in science fiction novels for those two years. And these examples can be almost directly 
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correlated to current science fiction television. Life as a clone: Orphan Black. Life in a video 

game reality: Westworld. Dilemmas of memory: The OA. The timing coincides so precisely with 

the typical television production schedule that it can’t be dismissed. Readerships and writers 

were particularly consumed with questions of identity during those two years, and now television 

audiences have been brought into the discussion. While books published in 2016 and 2017 have 

journeyed away from these topics, I wonder if their reemergence in television will prompt 

another wave of identity stories hitting shelves in a few years.  

 The reality is neither publishing nor television exists in a vacuum. It’s possible the reason 

the identity stories are coming to television is because they’re easier and cheaper to make, as 

they’re often set in recognizable worlds and easily filmable locations. The big-budget space 

operas, of which science fiction novel readers will never tire, are saved primarily for the safe bets

—Star Trek and Star Wars, hence the new Star Trek: Discovery series coming this fall. But as 

more and more science fiction shows hit the airwaves, and with the continued success of 

streaming sites, the hunger for new stories is out there. This demand was particularly illustrated 

by Netflix’s presence at the 2017 London Book Fair. The Bookseller wrote, “Hannah Griffiths, 

head of literary acquisitions at production company All3Media, said the ‘exponential growth’ in 

hours of airtime, owing to the rise of streaming platforms such as Netflix and Amazon Prime, 

marked an ‘optimistic moment’ for the trade. She added: ‘It’s like if five major dedicated book 

chains opened up in Britain tomorrow, each needing to fill the shelves... and with loads of money 

to spend on stock.’”  

 So do novel themes influence what’s explored in television? Or does television influence 

what’s popular in novels? As with most things, I suspect the truth lies somewhere in the middle. 
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No one summed it up quite as well as science fiction author Ed McDonald, “I think that all art 

influences all other art. Artists create within the zeitgeist, no matter the medium they produce it 

in. We probably don't even know our influences. When we have an original idea, it didn't 

manifest at random, something caused it.” Whether science fiction novels and science fiction 

television are influencing each other is not in doubt, the greater revelation is that television has 

finally crossed that illusive border from entertainment into art. 


