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Confessions of a Romance Novelist
by Kim Stamm

“My name is Roberta Crawford and I am a romance novelist.” AsIspoke
this simple sentence at the weekly Tuesday night meeting of Romance
Novelists Anonymous, I felt the weight of the world being lifted off my
shoulders. I was finally able to admit that I had a problem, an addiction to
writing romance novels. Now you may think it’s impossible to be addicted
to writing love stories, but it happens to hundreds of people each year. Let
me tell you my story.

I was like any other kid until I turned ten. Yes, it was on my tenth
birthday, January 3, 1972, that my life began its eventual down-hill slide.
That was the day Peggy Rogers gave me the book, Forever, by Judy Blume.
She became my inspiration from that day on. Judy’s book turned my whole
life around.

Well, after I finished Forever, I just couldn’t wait to find another romance
novel and thank goodness they started coming out with those great books
like Susie’s Dilemma. The story-line went something like this: Should Susie
date the dull football player, Jeff, because he’s cute and will make her
popular or should she go out with the guy shereally likes, Ned, even though
he’s the President of the Math and Science Club and carries a calculator
around in his pocket. Or, do you remember It Couldn’t Be Me? Icried so
hard when Julie stopped being popular because her fellow cheerleaders
wouldn’t let her date the boy she really liked, that my mother threatened to
take away all of my romance novels. Oh, how could they havebeen so cruel
to her? I've never truly forgiven Katie, Krissy, and Lindsy for that.

Anyway, to continue with my story. All through junior high and high
school I read every heart-breaking romance tale I could find and no matter
how many tears I cried, I still kept going until another fateful day in my life,
February 14, 1980! For some mysterious reason I bought a copy of “True
Confessions” along with my weekly romance novel from the magazine and
book section at Wal-Mart. Now I know you're thinking, “Shemade thisdate
up, Valentine’s Day, really,” but I swear to you that on that fateful day I
found the day that would change my entire life, Dr. LM. Amorie. No, he
didn’t become my lover, but, instead, it was his advertisement in the
February 1980 issue of “True Confessions” that first started me on my
addiction to writing romance novels.
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that, hesaid, is that our story should take place in four parts, each containing
three chapters. Sounds easy enough, doesn’t it? He even went as far as to
give us what he called, “Dr. Amorie’s Recipe,” a brief description of what
each part needed to include. Part One must have the boy meeting the girl.
Again, easy enough. InPart Two, a love relationship begins to grow, but in
Part Three, the lovers are torn apart by some sort of tragic event. (i.e., a wife,
awar, ormaybe ajealous ex-boyfriend, etc...). Finally, in Part Four, chapters
10-12, the lovers are re-united and live happily ever after! Dr. Amorie was
right, anyone could do this. After givingus therecipe, Dr. Amorie thengave
us some “ingredients” to throw in. The setting, he told us, should always
take place in New York City, California, (Los Angeles or San Francisco,
preferably), or a European city such as London or Paris. A good story needs
to contain two out of these three locations. Character names were another
of Dr. Amorie’s ingredients. The girls, he said, should have an unusual or
exotic name like Samantha or Gwendolyn, while the boys should be named
something like Geoffrey (notice the spelling) or Michael (no nicknames
please). Well, Dr. Amorie had given me the hardest parts of the romance
novel, the plot, the characters, and the setting, so all I had to do was conpect
all the dots and create the whole picture. Bits and pieces of the storylines
were running through my head before I even finished the bookle't so I felt
confident that I could produce a romance novel and begin my life as an
author.

Now at this point you're probably wondering what my parents thought
of all of this. Well, to tell you the truth, they weren’t too exci.ted about_the
whole deal. But they agreed to let me try for six months and if by that.tlme
I'hadn’t written a novel, I would have to go to secretarial school or business
college and get what they called a “real” profession. _

Well, my first novel, Desiree’s Desire, was the hardest one to write, (.I’m
sure  you can understand that), but it wasn’t long before Dr. Amorie’s
recipe began to work for me. Soon I began to write a novel every two
months or so and the results began to show. You probably even saw my
name a hundred times if you ever walked past those romance.novels in
Hook’s or Wal-Mart. My stories were always next to something like “Teen-
Mania” and below those little self-help books titled “100 Ways to Lose
Inches from Your Thighs.” By the time my six months were up, [ was aple
tomove outand live on my own with the money from my novels. My first
apartment was a joke. It was actually a two-room place above our
neighbor’s garage. The wallpaper was a huge floral pattern that had
turned yellow with age and was peeling in some places, but it was home to
me and the mice.

Ididn’t have a chance to live there long, though, because soon my novels
were the hottest things since sliced bread. I'had surpassed the level of Dr.
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I was saved, though. One day, while flipping through the Yellow Pages
to find a pizza place that delivered, I came across an ad for Romange
Novelist's Anonymous. Realizing that I needed to turn my life around, |
found the phone under a pile of empty potato chip bags and called the;
number (RU4-LOVE).

Well, that was a year ago and it’s been ten months since I confessed that
I was a romance novelist. I started business school six months ago so I"ve
taken steps to turn my life around. I am now able to realize that I did moye
harm than good by creating fantasies for people, because instead of simply
enjoying them, some people used my love stories as an escape from 3
somewhat dreary life. I want to apologize and say that your own everyday
life is a much better romance novel than I could ever write.



