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Urgently need some
easy-to-apply tools
to improve your fction?

Get

UNIQUE
FEEDBACK

on your work!
What you get from this

PROFESSIONAL BETA READING
SERVICE:
•Certainty and con dence on the
strengths and weaknesses in your
ction
•An understanding of the foundations
of successful storytelling
•Tailored advice on how to rapidly
make your work more attractive to
readers
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an author
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FREE BOOKS and MAGAZINES
for every reader
Download the pilot
issue of the new
Beacon magazine!
A free e-magazine
exploring the elds of art,
culture, travel,
metaphysics, writing and
so on, with an emphasis on
positivity, and an aim to
uplift readers' spirits.

Your Biggest Challenge as a Writer
— and What To Do About It
This free book blows apart these factors by giving you an understanding
of what is going on, a grasp of why you procrastinate, an immediate
programme to get more writing time AND a long-term programme to help
you build your life around your writing.
Be the writer you were always meant to be!
Get your free copy now!

How to Blog Every Day
Possibly Forever
Want to be able to generate volume blog content so that you can
create a new blog post every day of the year - including weekends
and holidays?
This short booklet gives you an approach that will work. It tells you
how to choose a topic, what routine you'll need to adopt to overcome
obstacles and sustain your output for years, and how creating a daily
blog has tremendous spin-off bene ts that you probably haven't
thought of.

Download your FREE GIFTS here!
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(and there’s another special gift for subscribers later!

BEST SELLERS
GRANT P. HUDSON

How
Stories
Really
Work
Exploring
the Physics
of Fiction
'I'm reading through How Stories Really Work.
I've studied writing books for years but I've never
seen anything like this! This book is
REVOLUTIONARY. Everything is made so simple
and precise that other methods of writing seem
clumsy by comparison. It's not just a way of
writing, but a way of seeing.'
-A. P. (Author)
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work

The

It’s
Back!

Great
Cl end
H se
Writing
Challenge

One of the most exciting
and challenging writers’
competitions in the world
is underway!

HERE’S HOW IT WORKS:

2021
TEN CONTESTANTS have been selected from all those who sent in
submissions. Their 500 word stories appear on the following pages. Based on
YOUR choices, FIVE will go on to undertake a series of specialised tasks,
month by month, in each issue of the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine.
By the end of the competition, ONE CONTESTANT will be crowned the
WINNER of the Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge.
The winner will be entitled to:
• the offer of a book publishing contract with Clarendon House Publications
• a free webpage on the Clarendon House website through which to feature
their works (whether published by Clarendon House or not)
• a free full-page ad in the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine for a whole year
• free marketing advice, including cover design, blurb, author platform tips
and so on
• a free Lifestyle Consultancy to address any issues that might be getting in
the way of their success as a writer.
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YOUR TASK: Read the ten pieces of flash ction which follow.
Cast your votes as to the BEST FIVE. These will reappear with
illustrations in the next magazine. YOUR VOTING DEADLINE:
May 5th.

Why 500 words?
To give writers a chance to show
what they can do while allowing
enough space in the magazine
for ten pieces to appear.
What are you looking for?
The ability to grab, guide
and move readers in a
limited number of words.
Are you grabbed? Are you
moved? Did the story leave a
powerful overall impression?
Did you feel in competent
hands?
No pictures or decorations
accompany the accepted pieces so as not to give anyone any kind of unfair
advantage.
ALL CONTESTANTS’ WORK APPEARS ANONYMOUSLY BELOW, BUT
HERE ARE THEIR NAMES:

D.A. Reed
Sally Eberhardt
Denise D’Souza
Cliff Henderson
The Birch Twins
Vaughn Roste
Henry Elmo Bawden
Charlotte Langtree
Peter Astle
C.L. Steele
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A DESERT GOODBYE

Alone in the vastness of the Mojave Desert
traveling 70 MPH through the darkness, Mariah
wondered if she’d reach Dad before he died. When
forced to stop for gas and food, her phone rang
“Where are you?” dad’s nurse asked
“I’m in a Truckstop—less than an hour away.”
“I see.” Mariah could hear the beeps of monitors.
“I’m afraid your dad’s oxygen level is dropping. He
doesn’t have that long.
“Oh, God.” Mariah’s panic sat her and her
provisions at the table beside the station’s door
“Let me hold his hand for you, and you two
video-chat. His voice is weak, but we can try.
Okay?
“Yes, please, put him on.” The nurse pointed the
phone at a man with a drawn face sucking a
popsicle
“Mr. Geck, it’s your daughter. Mr. Geck?”
“Dad, can you hear me?
“My girl, my girl. Come have dinner with me. I
can only handle a popsicle, but maybe you can eat
for me.” Dad coughed. Mariah cringed as the nurse
suctioned his throat. Mariah hadn’t thought about
what to say. She’d only thought about getting there.
And now, this. Was this really how they’d say
goodbye
“Dad, I love you.
“I love,” – coughing – “love you like water, you
know.”
“That’s a lot for us desert Geck-os; like mom
always said, right?
“I miss your mom. Her and those dang gecko
knickknacks and energy Vu-doo.” Dad laughed. “I
need,” – coughing – “some water.
Mariah slashed open the case of water next to
her and opened a bottle.
“Dad, look. Drink with me.
“Oh, that was good. What else you got?

“Chips and…
“Your sour cream and onion ruf es, right?
Mariah nodded, the lump in her throat blocking
the word, yep. She held up the bag and bit into a
chip
“Like tea par…
“Yes, our tea parties.
“Listen. I don’t have long. You’re my Moon Pie.
Precious beyond water. I want you to have
everything. The nurse has my nancials,”—
Wheezing— “reach more, push yourself. I know
you’re struggling at Boulder. Ain’t your place. Air
too thin. Darling, if you don’t feel it—keep looking
until you do. Find your home, don’t settle,” –
Gasping— “be the bold wind we named you for.
Okay?
Mariah nodded, begging her tears not to fall
Dad’s eyes closed.
“Dad, Dad! Look, I’ve got your favorite. Moon
Pies.” She ripped into the box and pulled out a
chocolate-covered marshmallow cookie. Dad’s eyes
opened. He struggled to speak. He opened his
mouth. She took a bite. He chewed. He opened his
mouth again and she touched the Moon Pie to the
phone, and he bit it. The sting of tears burned. He
inhaled then held his breath. “Don’t let go, Dad.
Don’t let go.” Her eyes closed and the solid
machine tone was replaced with her sobs.
“I’m sorry, dear,” his nurse said
“Show me Dad’s face.
Mariah leaned into the phone and kissed her
dad. They’d said goodbye with the sweet taste of
Moon Pie on their lips.
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THE RUNT WITH NO NAME

Six years ago, when I was seventeen, my
father told me about the blind runt born on the
Folkstone farm, just outside Wirksworth. We
were halfway through Sunday lunch at the
time.
“What will they do with it?” I asked
My father touched the back of my left hand.
“They’ll take it to the vet, Joshua. A quick
injection and it’ll be out of its misery. It’s for
the best.
“Does the puppy have a name?
“Stan Folkstone don’t bother naming the
pups, son.
“Everyone should have a name,” I said.
“Even runts.”
My mother reached over to touch the back
of my right hand.
My father said: “It’s the humane thing to
do, son.
“Just because it’s blind?
That cut hard and my mother squeezed the
back of my hand
“I want to meet the puppy before it gets the
needle,” I said
The silence around the dinner table
stretched until my mother broke it. “Frank?
“I want to see the pup. Before it gets the
needle,” I repeated.
“Okay. If you insist, I’ll drive you up to
Stan’s place this afternoon.
After dinner, I went straight to my bedroom
and emptied the entire contents of my money
box. The pockets of my jeans bulged when I
left my bedroom.
That afternoon, my father drove me to the
Folkstone farm. He put the radio on, which I
guessed was a way to avoid conversation. I left
my white stick in the car and allowed my
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father to guide me by the arm over the rough
terrain to the farmhouse.
Mary Folkstone was laying plates on the
kitchen table. “Good to see you, Josh. I swear
you’ve shot up another three inches since last
time we saw you.”
“Stop fussing, woman,” Stan said. “Fetch
the pup.
The tiny puppy was light as a feather. I
could feel her ribs through the silken coat. The
place where the eyes should have been were
just smooth fur over the two hollow sockets.
The runt was not just blind, she was eyeless.
“How much is the vet charging to kill her?”
I asked.
“A hundred pounds at least,” Stan said.
I handed the pup back to Mary, stood up
and emptied my pockets on the kitchen table.
“I’m buying this dog. Take what you want.
My father spoke in a whisper. “How much
do you want for her, Stan?
“How can he possibly look after a dog like
that when he’s . . .
Mary handed me the pup and gathered the
coins together.
“How much do you want for the dog?” my
father asked again.
“I insist on paying. She’s worth something,”
I said.
Stan huffed for a moment and then picked
up a single coin from the table. “I’ll take this if
you want,” he said. “It’s only a penny.
I held the puppy close to my neck and she
licked me just under my chin
“Hello Penny,” I said. “We’ll work this out
together.

GRANNY’S WISDOM

“You look like there’s a thundercloud
following you around.
I lifted my hands from the dirty water and
dried them on a hand towel. Granny always saw
too much. My smile was fragile, but I offered it
anyway
She sighed, laying an age-spotted hand on my
shoulder. “Put kettle on, love. We’ll talk.
Granny’s answer to everything
My brother barrelled into the room, knocking a
spoon from Granny’s hand as she brewed the tea
“Lewis, tha’s war’n ‘ossmuck!” she cursed
I chuckled as his eyes widened. He’d never
been able to understand Granny’s broad Yorkshire
accent like I had
“You’re worse than horse muck,” I translated.
“Always under the feet.
Lewis scowled, grabbed a biscuit, and returned
to the television in the other room. Granny ashed
her dentures at me, the wide grin adding folds to
her creases until she resembled an unironed
bedsheet. We sat at the table, silent until we’d
both enjoyed the rst hit of hot tea, strong and full
of sugar
“Who needs hexing, then?” she asked
I shrugged. “Just some girls making fun of my
hair again.
Granny grabbed my chin and turned my face
until I looked her in the eye. “You’re putting up
with that?
I looked away
“Anya, love, you’ve as much re in your heart
as you have in your hair. Don’t let those girls be
mithering you. Do they know you’re a Thorne?

I shrugged, ashamed to admit I was scared of
teenage bullies. “Maybe.
A small bird landed on the windowsill. It was a
robin, its red breast puffed out as it looked at me
through the glass. I tightened my hands on my
mug
“Looks like your mum has a few words to say
on the matter,” Granny commented, nodding at
the robin. “You come from a strong line of
women, love, and we’re all behind you.
Watching the robin, I remembered my mum’s
forest-green eyes smiling at me as her soft hand
stroked my hair. I looked at Granny; the same
eyes watched me. I knew I’d see them re ected
back if I stared into the mirror in my bedroom. My
throat constricted
“They call me a witch,” I admitted, tucking a
strand of hair behind my ear
Granny’s bark of laughter lled the room. It
rained on me, washing away the small, dark stain
that had settled over my soul. It was contagious,
pulling at the corners of my mouth until my lips
stretched into a wide smile
“Now, lass,” Granny said, “there are worse
things to be called. Don’t worry, love; it’ll all come
out in the wash.
I nodded at Granny’s familiar wisdom
“Besides,” she added with a wicked smile,
“maybe you should show them how true that is. I
doubt they’d peck at you again.
She leaned in to press a warm kiss against my
brow, and for a moment re ashed in her eyes. I
wrapped my arms around her neck
“I love you, you old witch,” I said.

.
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INNOCENT INQUISITION

Bumfuzzled. There was no word that could
more accurately describe how Sam felt. She
brushed the long, loose hairs out of her face and
away from her freckled nose, tucking them
behind her right ear. She shifted uncomfortably,
awkwardly, and wondered if the other three kids
gathered around her behind the
groundskeeper’s shed were there to console, or
just out of curiosity
On her lap, Sam held the ratty old shoebox
that, even now, had a glowing green mist
pouring out from under the cardboard aps of
the lid. It was humming lightly. It seemed
innocent enough, but you never would have
been able to tell from the reactions the teachers
had given
“Can I at least have a peek?” asked Alphonso,
the large and rotund child of the group. He
continually assured them that his parents said he
would grow into his weight, but Sam felt that if
he did, Alphonso would be at least six cubits tall
“Not now,” said Sam, pulling back the box
protectively. She had been excited to share what
she had found. Now, she was confused
“Aww,” coaxed Alphonso. “Go on, please. It’s
only fair. I showed you the harpy egg my brother
brought back from his work trip.
“Yeah, I showed you Granny’s silver hair
locket,” agreed Alice, a ighty girl that seemed
more spirit than corporeal. Her frail appearance
was quite the opposite of Alphonso. She was the
quiet bookworm around the rest of the class, but
Sam knew, and had seen on more than a few
occasions, that Alice was a sort of repressed soul,
waiting for an opportunity to cut loose

“I can’t,” moaned Sam, hoping for some
sympathy. “Mrs. Lillian said that it wasn’t
‘appropriate.’
“Is it dangerous?” asked Felix, a heavy
browed and stone-skinned boy. He had been
sitting quietly, trying to calm the glowing
chickadee that he brought in for show-and-tell.
He was now looking up at Sam expectantly
“Not exactly,” replied Sam, her stomach
forming knots. “Some of the teachers made it
sound like it was. Miss Abigail said it was
horrible and I was naughty, but Mrs. Splain and
Mr. Oxenfurt both said that it wasn’t. They said
that it was a precious gift that could be amazing.
Old Mrs. Zebedee thought I should show it to
start a discussion, but the other teachers argued
louder than her.
“So, are you in trouble?” asked Felix
“Principal Lexi called my folks,” quavered
Sam, shrugging. “Mom was mad and
embarrassed. Dad just laughed. I don’t know.
Sam wanted to show them what was in the
box. It was fair, and they were friends. She fully
intended to that morning, but now that it was
labeled as “adult” and “not appropriate for
children” there was a guilt and a shame
associated that she couldn’t shake. Maybe they
shouldn’t even be talking about it
Hesitantly, with mixed feelings of fear and
relief, Sam collected all of her courage and
gingerly opened the lid.
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I sit alone in my windowsill, clutching my
favorite pillow, staring out but seeing nothing. I
am so betrayed — I gave him everything. John
just took what he wanted and moved on.
I will never love again.

The next day I woke to the sun shining
brightly. Birds sang outside. It was a gorgeous
day.
“You seem entirely different!” said Cassandra
when I bounced into the room. “Did it work?”
“Did what work?” I played innocent, then
erupted in laughter. “Kidding. I know I took a
forget pill. But seriously? I can’t remember why.
Must have worked, right?”
“I’m so glad you’re back.” Cassandra smiled.

*
“You have to concentrate on what you want to
forget,” explained Menalam , the physician
representative. “Even if that memory is painful.
You don’t have to talk about it, but while in the
machine, it should be the one thing you focus on.
If other thoughts creep in, just admit it and we
can try again. Doesn’t take long.” Her face was
soft and reassuring. “Ready to begin?”
I smiled and laid back. She adjusted the
headpiece. “OK. Start remembering what you
want to forget now. I’ll take a snapshot of your
brain in about fteen seconds.” The machine
slowly descended over my head. A tear escaped
my eye.
It was over before I knew it. “All done!”
Menalam was too chipper. “Now be honest — did
we get it right? We can re-do it if you want...”
“No, that was it.” I dabbed the tear from my
eye with a tissue. “It’s good.
“Your pill will be ready tomorrow,” she said
consolingly. “May it bring you peace.”

Three weeks later, we went out. We hadn’t
gone to my favorite club for months. Cassandra
was hesitant, but I insisted.
The hottest guy kept staring at me. I blushed.
She noticed
“Dana, you don’t want to do this!” Cassandra
warned. “He’s bad news.
“That’s exactly my type!” I countered
“I’m tired,” Cassandra tugged on my arm.
“Let’s go home.
“Girl, let me live my life!” I pushed her off and
approached him. He seemed pleasantly surprised
at my assertiveness. “Hi! I’m Dana.
He took a swig before responding. “Hi,” he
said, offering his hand. “I’m John.”
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I hadn’t slept in weeks — John haunted my
dreams. I showed up early the next day.
“Your pill is ready, Dana!” Menalam chirped.
“Now before you take it, I remind you to remove
photographs and personal items from your home,
delete pictures off your phone, cut out a page of
your high school yearbook if applicable. Images
or objects can trigger a memory relapse, especially
in the next month.”
“Way ahead of you,” I said, and swallowed the
pill.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” asked my
best friend Cassandra
“I’m sure.
“OK.
We sat in a swanky medical waiting room.
Neurochems were the boom industry of the 30s,
and they were about to get a tidy sum of my
money too. I was desperate to forget.
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NICO

I sit back against the sofa and exhale. The
TV plays to itself. My anger spills over to the
quiz show that’s playing and I begin to shout
answers to the befuddled contestant.
Somehow, she gets the answer correct, and
gives a small feminine laugh, before hugging
the host
I snort with derision, and turn off the set.
“Yeah,” I say, “she’ll hug you until she nds
someone better, and then you’re history,
buddy.
I begin to look over my display shelves, as if
a menial task will slow my anger. The photo of
us is gone of course. I smashed it against the
wall as soon as I found out what she’d done. I
stand in front of my display unit. It’s full of
statues and gures from comic books, a prized
collection of brave superheroes. One little gure
stands at the front, out of place. A darkskinned little doll in a swimsuit, its curly hair
cascading down its back. This little doll had
belonged to the person who had lied and
cheated. This little doll belonged to the person
who was now in someone else’s apartment,
with another man. She’d seen the little doll
online and had wanted it because it was cute,
and because she’d wanted to share my hobby. I
indulged her of course, even though the little
thing didn’t t into my collection of comic book
heroes. Suddenly I feel the urge to hurl the little
thing across the room and smash it.

“It’s not your fault, is it?” I say to the doll,
“It’s not your fault that my girlfriend cheated. I
guess she’s left you in the lurch too.
The doll, of course, is silent
“Though I wouldn’t let her have you
anyway,” I say, “not after this. I wouldn’t trust
her to take care of you. She is a liar, after all.
I turn away from the shelves, and adjust the
framed prints that hang on the wall
“I’m not sure,” says a small voice behind me,
“that I’d want to go with her anyway.
I turn around. The little dark doll hasn’t
moved from her shelf. I pick her up, and she
sits perfectly in my hand, trusting
“I guess in that case,” I say, touching her tiny
hand, “that it’s just you and me now. How
about some lunch? Mom says I still have to
eat.
I set her down on the table and x a snack
“Mom is right,” she says, “you have to eat.
“I’m talking to a doll,” I say to myself, “I
must be going crazy.
“I’ll never lie to you,” she says, “not ever. If
you want, we can be pals. Watch movies or
chat, that sort of thing. Just know that you
didn’t deserve to be lied to, and that you are
worth it.
I pick her up, kiss her on the cheek, and set
her down on the sofa. Taking my lunch, I sit
down beside her, and we watch the quiz show

.
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NOT YET

A man walks into a bar. The rst thing that
greets him is the stench of sour beer. It was
darker inside, with no help from the late evening.
The single light over the counter couldn’t reach
the few customers hiding from the world, sitting
in silence at tables on the edges of the room. One
man sat at the counter, quietly giggling to
himself
The man took a seat at the water-marked
counter on top of an equally worn stool. The
bartender, a lanky man with a square head,
walked up and waited. The single light over his
head gave his missing right eye a skeletal look
“You got tequila?
The bartender reached under the counter and
produced a glass. Then with a practiced move he
reached behind him for a bottle and poured a
good amount
The man lifted the glass and let the liquid
pour down his throat in a single, raging re. He
put it down and the bartender lled it again
unbidden. He replaced the bottle and left him for
the company of the sink
The man watched him go, which caused his
eye to be drawn to the hot blonde at the end of
the bar. Her hair cascaded over her face and
ended in a swoop just under her eyes. She sat
facing the interior with one arm resting on the
counter, sporting an easy smile on lips the color
of red satin
I’m in a cliché, he thought to himself. Or
perhaps a joke. He looked at his glass, hoping for

answers. The amber liquid offered none. He
looked again, and con rmed that she was indeed
there. An obligation arose to see this through, so
he took a sip of his drink and waved the
bartender over
His offer to buy her a drink was met with a
small scowl. He approached her and whispered
in her ear, leaving a clear view to her lips as she
said no.
He felt the blow to his ego before the
bartender could shake his head. He was not sure
how to take that. She hadn’t even looked at him.
He took another sip of his drink
“You know, she’s a man.” The man turned to
see the giggler staring at him intently. His
smiling lips were sodden with his beer and
slobber
“I, I said…” His eyes darted to the bartender,
causing him to shrink back into his drink
Behind him he heard a glass meet a table.
Someone cleared his throat. The man looked at
his drink and nished it, waving for a third. This
time he paid no attention as the bartender left
Perhaps I belong here, he thought. His drink
continued to have no answers as he stared at it
He rose from his seat, leaving his drink
behind. He left a twenty on the counter and
strode for the door, opening it to emerge back
into the world
Perhaps I do he thought, but not today, not
yet.
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REUNION

‘It’s so good to see you Hazeem! Properly see
you I mean, not on my laptop.’ Alice reached up
to touch the sides of Hazeem’s face not covered
by his facemask. As her eyebrows raised above
her blue eyes, he imagined the mischievous grin
under her own mask. ‘Are you keeping your
lockdown beard?
Laughing, Hazeem removed her hands from
his face. ‘I might.’ He gave her hair a tug. ‘What
about this then? You must’ve been rst in the
queue for a haircut. Come on, why are we
wasting precious time discussing our lockdown
disasters?
‘Get a move on, Paki,’ complained a voice
behind them. ‘We’ve got a lot of drinking time
to make up.
Hazeem ignored the speaker and entered The
Waggon and Horses behind Alice, ducking his
head under the door lintel. As they were about
to follow the waitress to their table, a second
voice followed up with, ‘Or are you and your
white Jihadi bride plotting to blow up the pub
once we’re all inside?
‘What did you say?’ Hazeem swung round to
face a group of four men who had entered the
pub behind them.
‘You ’eard,’ replied the man who had just
spoken. His friends were delightedly slapping
him on the back and sniggering. He winked at
Alice and spat on the ground at her feet.
Before a shocked Hazeem could retaliate, the
waitress quickly intervened. ‘Sorry guys, I’m
going to have to ask you to take your argument

elsewhere. We don’t want any trouble on our
rst night open.
Alice grabbed Hazeem’s hand. ‘Don’t worry,
we’re leaving.’ She dragged him with her out of
the pub and across the street. Hazeem tore off
his facemask and stood taking shuddering
breaths of cool night air. They watched the four
men leave the pub and wander off, one of them
saying, ‘Come on lads, we’ll start off in The Sun
instead.’ Once they were out of sight, Alice
released Hazeem’s hand to remove her own
facemask
Hazeem cleared his throat. ‘Alice, darling,
I’m sorry. What was I thinking, exposing you to
being dissed by those thugs? How dared they?
I’ve lived with racist bullying my whole life. I’m
used to being told to “go home”. Even though I
was born right here in Kent. I couldn’t, I won’t,
expect you to live with that stuff.’ He faltered,
biting his lips. ‘I’ve wanted to be with you again
for so long. Now what we had is spoiled.
Alice interrupted him swiftly. ‘Hazeem,
nothing’s spoiled. It’s only one night out,
there’ll be others.’ She looked up at him. ‘Listen
to me, people will diss our relationship. I know
that and so do you. We’ll have to tough it out
and rise above racist idiots like them if we want
a life together.
‘Together?’ Hazeem repeated, hopefully but
as if he could not quite believe what he was
hearing. ‘Are you sure?
‘Of course, I’m sure. Now come here. I’ve
been dying to kiss you for weeks.’

’


 


fi

’


’


 


’


’


’


’


’


19

.


fi

8

For all my nineteen years, I’ve been plagued
by psoriasis over my entire body. My patchy red
skin akes and itches. It looks awful and feels
worse.
Psoriasis steals my con dence. I don’t t in
and am never invited anywhere. I can’t wear
makeup, go swimming or do many things others
take for granted.
Everything — my whole life, my only friends
— is online, where I hide behind an avatar. It’s
the only way to avoid rejection caused by my
unsightly af iction.
I’ve tried every lotion, potion, and snake oil
cure in existence. A few gave brief respite, but my
psoriasis always returned with a vengeance, as if
hating the attempt to tame it
So I didn’t have much faith in a clinical trial
advertising for research participants for a new
treatment, but the bursary is enough to pay three
months’ rent. I applied, and was accepted, much
to the concern of my Facebook friends
“You’d be crazy to do it.”
“What about side effects?
“You’ll be a human Guinea Pig.”
What would they know? They’ve only seen
me as a awless mermaid – half beautiful skin
and half shimmering scales. I just want to be
normal. Is it really too much to ask
The list of possible reactions – nausea,
depression, nightmares, lethargy – sounds like a
normal day to me. And to my surprise, the trial
promises perfectly clear skin forever. Not just
minor improvement for an unspeci ed period
but ‘perfectly clear skin forever’
Psoriasis.
Gone.
Forever

Do you have any idea what that means to me
For three weeks I live at the lab, under
constant observation … just in case. It’s invasive
treatment — needles, scrapings, transfusions.
Staff assure me it’s normal to feel even itchier at
rst. Mittens prevent me from scratching during
the day, and at night sleeping pills bring sweet
oblivion
The trial ends tomorrow and the technicians
say my results are very promising. Dare I hope
for a miracle? I long for people to see the real ME
instead of trying to hide their disgust as they
look away.
At last, it’s Day Twenty-one. I lie with eyes
closed, feeling weightless yet powerful, like
quicksilver on steroids. My skin doesn’t itch. I
touch my forearm – it feels silky, cool, and
supple. I run my hands over my face, marvelling
at the softness. It’s like peaches and horse
muzzles.
For the rst time in my life, I feel beautiful.
I open my eyes, jump out of bed and run to
the bathroom seeking my new and improved
re ection, heart singing. All I see is my favourite
purple nightdress … what’s that doing in here?
Where’d the mirror go? I shake my head in
confusion … and the nightdress moves with me.
I push a strap off one shoulder … and stare in
disbelief. I’m looking in the mirror but …. I can’t
see myself
Well, they did say I would have perfectly clear
skin
And it’s okay
I’m used to being invisible.
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THE CHILD

Half the names on the list had already been
crossed off. The rest...oh, the rest...
I always left the sweetest for last. It was more
satisfying when they were young, when their
innocence created a veil between their mind and
the harsh truth staring them in the face. They
did not realize yet that I was something most
humans feared.
It made the horror of realization that much
more rewarding.
“Abigail,” I whispered, stroking her cheek
with one long talon, my robe trailing along her
thin arm.
The child stirred, face ushed with sleep. Her
countenance contained nothing but purity as
she woke slowly.
“It’s time to come home, Abigail.”

With the innocence only a child can possess,
she put her small hand in mine. “Who are you?”
she asked, rousing just enough to realize I was
not her mother, nor her father.
“Someone to whom you belong,” I said
reassuringly
“But what do I call you?” she asked, bare feet
padding softly along the oor
I remained silent
“Does my mommy know you’re here?
“Not yet, Abigail. But she will soon.
“What do I call you?” She became more
insistent, her hand tightening in mine. Already
it was fading away, the purity I craved
I ushered her into my world, the sweet scent
of innocence fading as the veil dissolved and
Abigail looked full in my face
“You may call me Death, my child.”
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The FIVE CONTESTANTS chosen by YOU will
be set the same technical challenge, visible to
all readers: a chance to develop a 1,000 word
short story from a given set of parameters, to be
published in the magazine.

June

Why a technical challenge?
While the rst task gave
writers free rein, this
challenges them to produce an
attractive piece of work within
particular guidelines.
What am I looking for?
The ability to adapt quickly to
the requirements of a
particular genre or sub-genre
without much advanced
warning, while still retaining
the skill of grabbing, guiding
and moving readers.

July

Five short stories based on the technical
challenge will be published anonymously and
then judged by magazine readers, who will
email me throughout the following month with
their choices.
Based on those choices, THREE CONTESTANTS
will be chosen to continue the competition.

3

What should readers look for?
As before, are they grabbed? Are they moved? Did the story leave a powerful
overall impression? Did they feel that the author had grasped the basics and
perhaps even the nuances of an unusual sub-genre?

fi
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The THREE REMAINING CONTESTANTS will
be interviewed about their writing lives and
asked to write a 1,500 word short story in a
particular style, to be submitted for the FINAL
CONTEST in the following month’s magazine.

4

August

Why style?
By this point, contestants will have demonstrated adaptability
to genre, deadlines and the basic skills of attracting and
interesting readers — but now they have to do it in a writing
style foreign to them. This means that the winner is truly a
mighty writer!

Septemb

6

THREE FINAL STORIES, one from each of
the remaining contestants, will be published,
again anonymously.
Magazine readers will get to vote over the
following month for the WINNER of the
Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge!

THE WINNER IS ANNOUNCED!

5
Octob

?
SEND IN YOUR VOTES FOR THE TOP FIVE NOW! DEADLINE MAY 5th!
Please email me at grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

GOOD LUCK EVERYONE!

e

e
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MISSING MISTAKES
in your own work?

Urgently need help
making your writing technically awless?

Yo u n e e d
HIGHLIGHTED
P RO O F R E A D I NG

What you get:

ce of work,
A corrected pie
ighlighted
with changes h
y common
Feedback on an
rors so that
or recurring er
em in
you can avoid th
future
the next
Suggestions for
achieve
steps to take to
publication

fl

50%
OFF

Interested?
Go here for more details
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/exclusiveservices
24
or drop me a line:
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

Recognised internationally as the
world’s most exciting writers’
magazine!
Subscribe now (if you haven’t already)
25
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine

Galaxy # 2: The Inner Circle
Writers' Group Sci-Fi and fantasy
Flash Fiction Anthology 2021
What’s required: up to 500 word flash fiction
Genre/theme: science fiction or fantasy, no
theme
Due date: April 30th, 2021
Open to any member of the Inner Circle
Writers’ Group
26
One submission
per person

Poetica # 3: The Inner Circle Writers' Group Second
Poetry Antholog 2021
What’s required: up to 500 word limit poems
Genre/theme: poetry, no theme
Due date: April 30th, 2021
Open to any member of the Inner Circle Writers’ Group
One submission per person

y
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Flashpoint # 2: The Inner
Circle Writers' Group Flash
Fiction Anthology 2021
What’s required: up to 500 word flash
fiction
Genre/theme: no set genre or theme
Due date: April 30th, 2021
Open to magazine subscribers only
28
One submission
per person

I accept submissions through
Clarendon House Publications and
its email address
grant@clarendonhousebooks.co
I need stories sent to me as
attached Word documents.
Anything more exotic will be
refused.
Please use Shunn format BUT
PLEASE ALSO INCLUDE IN THE
DOCUMENT A 100 WORD
AUTHOR BIO (with links if you
wish). This is to save time later, if
your submission is accepted
Clarendon House Publications is
based in the UK, but I accept
submissions from poets all over the
world, as long as they are in the
correct format outlined above
No submission fee is required
Please don’t submit more than one
item per person.
Please don’t submit the same item
to another publisher at the same
time.
Editing Submission
It is a condition of submission that
the writer/poet must be open to
me correcting punctuation,
spelling, grammar or any other
technical basics without always
contacting him or her.
If I have suggestions on how to
improve a story in order to get it
published, I will write back to the
author and discuss things. As an
editor, I am here to help writers
and poets to make it, and all
suggestions will be made with that
in mind. If, after receiving
feedback, the writer/poet does not
wish to proceed, that is ne and
will not bar future consideration
for publication
It is obviously in the writer/poet’s
best interests to ensure that the
submission is in the best possible
shape prior to sending it to me. If
the submission takes too much
time to x, it is likely to be rejected.
It also follows from this that
submissions must be the FINAL

version as far as the writer/poets
are concerned — I will not be able
to entertain any adjustments to
documents (other
than proofreading xes as above)
once they have been received
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you can imagine, in such
anthologies, monetary payments to
each author are not feasible.
BUT
Competitio

What I’m Looking For In Genera
I’m looking for well-crafted stories
and poems. In the case of poetry, that
means poems which have been
designed to appeal to readers, not
long, rambling free verse or
shapeless, incomplete collections of
words which don’t make internal
sense. Using traditional forms is
more likely to catch my eye.
Permitting words to ow freely
into the page does not alway
produce effective or readable
poetry. Craft is required
Nothing sexually or violently
graphic or gratuitous will be
accepted
Right
When I publish a piece, I only ask
that it not be tangled up in any
other prior agreement and be
exclusive to Clarendon House
for one year after the date of
publication. I don't ask for other
rights, or place any limits on what
you can do with your work after
the exclusivity period
Copyrigh
Copyright remains with you at all
times
Word Coun
The maximum word count in each
of these anthologies is 500 words.
This is to ensure that there is room
in the anthologies for more writers
and poets
Paymen
Each accepted writer/poet receives
a free e-copy of the complete
anthology upon publication. As
29
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How To Submi

As mentioned, Inner Circle Writers'
Group anthologies each have a
competition, in which the readers
vote for the best story or poem in
each volume. The author of that
piece will be offered an
opportunity to publish a collection
of his or her work (not necessarily
poetry) with Clarendon
House Publications — upon which
royalties will be paid. Accepted
writers and poets therefore have a
path to becoming paid writers and
poets
Marketin
I strongly recommend — but don’t
insist — that each accepted poet
purchase at least THREE copies of
the paperback book once released
— one for their own collection (it’s
important to validate one’s own
progress as a published poet); one
for a family member, friend, or
in uencer; and one for their local
library
I also recommend that each poet
purchase a copy of my book Crack
Your Marketing, which opens the
door to commercial viability for
authors and poets
Response Time
I aim to reply to all submissions
within three weeks, although I will
sometimes go over this during
busy periods. If you're waiting for
a reply from me, please keep an eye
on your junk mail folder, as some
replies do end up there. If you
grow concerned, or have any
questions about anything, you can
always email me a
grant@clarendonhousebooks.co
I look forward to hearing from you!

THE BEST OF CLARENDON HOUSE
Since 2018, Clarendon House has published high quality ction and many of its authors
have won the opportunity to publish collections of their own work. ‘The Little Girl Who
Stole The Wind’ was Elizabeth Montague’s submitted story. It appeared in Window by
Clarendon House in 2018, where it won the most readers’ votes, and went on to be
included in Gold: The Best from Clarendon House Anthologies Volume One: 2017/2018
and Elizabeth’s own debut collection, Dust and Glitter, in 2019. Elizabeth is a writer
from Hertfordshire where she lives with her husband and daughter. She is currently
working on several local writing projects and her rst full length novel. For further
information she can be found on Twitter @LizzyMontWrites and on Facebook
www.facebook.com/elizabethmontaguewrites

LITTLE GIRL
WHO STOLE THE
WIND
THE
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Tap, tap, tap.
Every windy night Laura was kept awake by
the branches brushing against her window. She
lay in her bed wondering why the wind made
the trees move. What made the wind? Where
did it start? Where did it end?
She asked her mum one morning and she
said the wind was just part of the weather,
sometimes there, sometimes not and maybe she
could learn more about it when she went to big
school. Laura hated when adults told her she
would learn more about it at big school. She
was eight and already at a school that was big
enough for her. There was one adult that didn't
tell her to wait until big school though - her
teacher, Mrs Rose.
Mrs Rose was the best teacher Laura had
ever had, she was clever and funny and never
told them off for asking too many questions. If

she was teaching them about the Egyptians and
somehow talk turned to other ancient
civilisations she let them learn about them too.
So when they began talking about how rain was
formed in their science lesson, Laura asked
about the wind and how that was made. Mrs
Rose did her best to explain how warm air rose
and cold air sank therefore creating the
phenomena of wind but it was still not enough
for Laura. She stayed in that lunchtime and
looked through every book they had on weather
but her question still remained.
The internet and the grown-up science books
in the library didn't satisfy her either, though
the latter research was cut short when her little
brother tried to up end one of the book cases in
the children's section and their mum decided
they would be safer heading home.
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That night, Laura sat by her window after
her parents had gone to bed. The wind was
making the branches tap, tap, tap again and
she wanted to know why. She found the key
that her mum thought she kept so well hidden
and opened the window. The wind blew the
drizzle into her face and she spluttered before
glaring at the night.
'Why do you make the trees tap on my
window at night Wind?' she asked.
A loud whoosh answered her, carrying with
it words that sounded like a hundred voices
speaking at once. 'I must blow. I must y. I am
Wind.'
Laura frowned. 'But you keep me awake
Wind. Where do you come from and why don't
you go back there?'
'I come from the sky and from the ground. I
come from the hole beneath the door and the
crack in the window. My home is the whole
world, I cannot go back.'
Again the drizzle blew into her face as the
branches tapped against the window. 'What are
you for Wind? What do you do?'
'I blow. I shake. I spread. I bring joy,’
whistled Wind as it raced around the trees.
Laura closed the window and she heard
Wind whistle away, making the gate bang
against the post. She sat down on her bed and
folded her arms. Her teacher had not answered
her questions. Books had not answered her
questions. Even Wind itself had not answered
her questions but she still wanted to know.
There was only one thing left to do. She would
have to nd out the answers by herself. She
would have to study. She would have to
capture Wind.
She loved inventing things. When she was
small she had made a platform out of building
blocks and attached it to her radio-controlled
car so she could send it to the kitchen to get her
sandwiches from mum without having to leave
her game. When she went to school she made a
bank of lights that helped her remember when
to move from her times tables to her spellings.
Her room was littered with inventions, some
that worked, some that didn't. She knew she
would make something great one day.
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She waited for a blustery day and took her box up
onto the top of a hill where Wind liked to dance.
She sat down beneath the large oak tree,
leaning against the vast trunk and looking up at
the leaves that moved in whichever direction
Wind chose for them. She wondered if the leaves
ever got angry at being pushed around, or if they
got annoyed when people were grumpy with
them for tapping on their window at night even
though they couldn't help it. She would nd that
out when she studied Wind.
When she had been there long enough she
stood up, turning until she felt Wind blowing
against her face, bringing with it the smell of the
owers in the meadow below.
'Hello Wind,’ she called. 'I have another
question for you. Do you shake the leaves on
every tree in the world?'
'Wind knows every plant on the Earth.' The
whistled reply echoed through the leaves above
her head.
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The morning after she spoke to Wind she sat
down and made a plan on how best to capture it.
She couldn't use a cage, Wind would escape too
easily through the bars. It would need to be
something large to hold its vastness and it would
have to be strong - she knew Wind had the power
to knock over trees when it wanted to. It would
need room to move inside. Something to brush
against to make its sing-song words.
For several weeks she worked on her design
and every so often Wind would come to her room
and tap, tap, tap the branches on her window. She
did not speak to it. She ignored it and continued
to work with her curtains closed, she couldn't let
Wind know what she was planning or it would
y away.
Finally, she built a container to capture Wind.
The box was large and see-through, with a small
pot plant inside to help Wind speak to her with
its rustles and whistles. She had cut a hole in the
lid and put a funnel inside, the large end on the
outside to make it easier for Wind to get inside.

Laura picked up her box and held it
out towards Wind. 'This little plant has
never met you,’ she said. 'It has always
been indoors.'
Wind wrapped itself around the large
oak tree and then around Laura's legs
like a wary cat. It swept around the box
with the little plant inside, testing the
edges and ridges. The air grew still for a
moment and Laura thought that Wind
had worked out her plan and blown
itself away but then she felt a great
whoosh of air as it rushed into the box.
The leaves of the little plant shook and
Laura knew she had to be quick. She
grabbed the lid and covered the funnel,
trapping Wind inside the box. She had
to hang on tight as Wind tried to escape
but she held fast, taping the lid down to
make doubly sure that it could not
escape.
The world around her was still.
Nothing moved. Nothing breathed and
she realised it was the rst time that
Wind had not been there to stir things.
She looked over the countryside from
the hill. The trees stayed in one place.
The grass and owers stood upright.
The train wires in the distance only sang
when the trains whizzed by.
She carried the box home, Wind
wriggling like a caged bird inside it,
shaking the leaves of the little plant to
make its wispy sounds.
'Let me out,’ it pleaded. 'I am needed,
let me out.'
'I will do, soon,’ promised Laura. 'But
I need to know what you are and what
you are for.'
'I am Wind and I need to be free.'
‘Soon,' said Laura again.
Wind did not like the word soon.
Wind sulked like a child forbidden to
have sweets. Wind did not answer
Laura's questions. The box sat in the
corner of Laura's room, next to the doll
house she didn't play with, and Wind
sat quietly inside. Sometimes it ruf ed
the leaves on the little plant but it was
only to moan.
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That night Laura went to bed without
any answers but she got to sleep quickly
without Wind making the tree tap on
her window. Wind whistled softly
through the tiny plant and Laura
sometimes woke up just to listen to it.
It was six in the morning when she
woke to a sound she didn't recognise.
She looked over at the box but Wind was
quiet, the leaves of the plant only
uttering back and forth. She strained
her ears, trying to nd the source of the
sound that had woken her. It was a creak
and a groan, a sound that was old and
hard but warm. She listened until the
noises formed a pattern.
'Laura. Laura.'
She went to her door, peering across
the landing to her parents' room in case
they were calling for her but she could
see her mum's foot sticking out from
underneath the quilt and she could hear
her dad's snoring. Neither of them were
calling for her but she could still hear
her name. She looked back at Wind but
it was quiet, the sound too low to be the
whistle that it spoke with.
The sound drew her towards the
window and she opened it; the sound
was louder beyond the glass.
'Laura. Laura,’ it called.
'Who's there?' she asked, the ancient
sound frightening in the half light of the
early dawn.
'We are Trees,’ rumbled the response.
'We are the roots and the trunks and the
leaves.'
'Why are you talking to me?'
'You have taken Wind. We need
Wind. We need it to shake the leaves off
our branches in the Autumn. We need it
to blow the clouds away from the Sun to
let us bathe in its light. We need it to
bring the rain that nourishes us. We
need you to let Wind go.'
'But Wind has not told me why it is
here and what it does,’ said Laura.
'Surely it doesn't just blow the trees and
make you tap on my window at night.'

When she got up for school, Wind was
quiet in its box and she wondered if she
had dreamed about the trees speaking to
her. She did not have long to think about
it as mum called her for breakfast. She left
Wind in her room when she went to
school; the little plant almost ripped out
of its pot as Wind raged at being
contained still. Laura still had questions
though, and she would keep Wind until
they were answered.
Walking to school was strange.
Everything was silent. Even the birds did
not seem to want to sing. Sadness covered
the world like a blanket and it felt heavy
on her shoulders. When she stopped to
tie her lace her mum kept walking
through the park, leaving her by a small
patch of dandelions.
'Pardon us Miss Laura,’ they
whispered to her. 'We are only humble
weeds but can we speak to you?'
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'We do not know what Wind does for
others but we know that we need Wind.'
Laura looked at the trees, their
branches dark and still against the pale
light. She wondered how something as
eeting as Wind could be so important to
something as steady as Trees. She looked
over at the box and saw the small leaves
uttering.
'Wind. Why are you so important to
Trees?'
The leaves uttered and sighed in the
plastic cage as Wind's wispy voice
returned.
'Trees cannot move alone so I must
move Trees.
'But why can't the trees learn to move
themselves?
'Because they are busy growing roots
and leaves. I must move Trees.'
Laura picked up her notebook beside
her bed and wrote down what she had
learned. The answer was still not enough
to satisfy her, though. She closed the
window and returned to bed, the trees
falling silent outside and Wind only
rustling the leaves of the little plant in the
corner.
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Laura looked up, surprised no one else had heard
the soft words as people continued to walk past her.
'You can speak to me?' she said at last. 'How can I
help you?'
'Trees told us that you captured Wind,’ sighed the
dandelions. 'Trees need Wind to shake down their
leaves and blow the clouds but Flowers need Wind
too. We are only humble weeds but we would like to
speak for Flowers.'
'Why do Flowers need Wind?' asked Laura.
'Flowers need Wind to carry their seeds away so
that they can grow elsewhere. Flowers need Wind to
help the bees along so they can mix the pollen so we
grow healthy seeds. Flowers need Wind to bring the
clouds with the rain and the sun to keep us warm.'
'But can't the birds carry your seeds and the bees
nd you on their own?'
'They can but Wind helps them. We need Wind. It
connects us all even when we are rooted in the
ground.'
'Laura! Come along.'
Her mum's voice caught her attention and she
looked over to where she waited along the path.
When she turned back to the dandelions they were
silent once more, sat in the small patch of sunlight.
She shook her head and got to her feet. She would
normally skip to catch up with her mum but instead
she walked, thinking on the words that both the
trees and the dandelions said to her.
She continued to think about them when she was
at school, all through her morning lessons, her lunch
break and her afternoon PE lesson. The sun was hot
and she missed the breeze that would have come
along to cool her down.
Mum bought her an ice cream on the way home
from school and they walked slowly through the
park. All around her children played, on the swings,
in the skate park, on the basketball court and
football pitch. The hill was empty though. Children
would normally go up there to y their kites but
there was nothing to carry the colourful toys into the
sky.
Mum walked on ahead with Mrs Kelsey from
number twenty- ve; that's when Laura noticed the
little boy sitting on the bench. The other children ran
passed him, ignoring him as he cried into his small,
pale hands. The cold ice cream dripped onto her
ngers as it melted but she ignored it and walked
over to him, sitting beside him.

'Are you OK?' she asked. She kept her voice soft
because he was smaller than her and she didn't
want to scare him. 'Where's your mum?'
'I don't have a mum or a dad,’ said the little boy.
'I am not a real boy. I am the Spirit of Childhood
and I have come to speak to you on behalf of
Children about Wind.'
Laura smiled. 'You want to tell me that Wind is
important to Children,’ she said. 'You want me to
know that Wind helps bring the cool breeze so we
can run around without getting too hot. You want
me to know that Wind carries the sweet smell of
candy and ice cream from the van when we are
hungry from our play. You want me to know that
Wind makes the kites y up on the hill.'
The boy wiped his tears and nodded. 'We need
Wind.'
'Then I will set it free,’ said Laura, handing him
her ice cream. 'Because even though I do not know
everything I want to know about Wind, I know it is
important and that we all need it.'
She didn't see the little boy disappear as she ran
off down the path. She rushed passed her mum and
Mrs Kelsey, hearing them both call to her to be
careful but she needed to get home quickly so she
kept on running. Her dad opened the front door
and she quickly answered questions about school
before she rushed to her room.
The box was still in the corner, only the rustling
of the little plant letting her know that Wind was
still there. She knelt down before it and picked the
box up in her hands.
'I am sorry,’ she said. 'I only wanted to know
more about you but now I know it was wrong to
put you in a box. I should have looked at the world
around me, not tried to bring you into mine.'
She tore the tape around the lid and carried the
box over to the open window. She opened the box
and Wind rushed out, making the leaves on the tree
outside dance as it hurried past. She sighed; so
many questions unanswered still, but she knew she
had done the right thing.
That night as she lay in bed, the familiar tap, tap,
tap echoed from her window. She got up and
pulled aside the curtain, surprised to see the trees
and telephone wires were still. Only the one branch
moved, the leaves rustling as it tapped on her
window once again. She quickly found the key and
opened it.
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‘Laura,' sighed the rustle through
the trees. 'Thank you for letting me go.'
Laura smiled. 'You're welcome,’ she
said before she frowned. 'But there's
still so much I don't know.'
Wind laughed, tinkling through the
telephone wires. 'You have many years
yet to learn everything and I will
always be here.'
'Can you do me one favour
though?' Laura asked as she watched
the leaves rustle once more. 'Please
don't make the tree tap on my window
unless it's really important, it keeps me
awake.'
‘Deal,' said Wind. 'So long as you
promise never to put me in a box
again.'
'I promise,’ said Laura.
Wind laughed as it ew away from
the window but Laura left it open all
the same. Picking up the little plant
that had been in the box from her
dresser, she left it on the window
ledge. She climbed back into bed and
pulled the covers up to her chin,
falling asleep to the gentle rustle of the
leaves of the little plant as Wind gently
moved them.
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SUBSCRIBE NOW
so that you don’t
miss the next Best
of Clarendon
House — and
check out
Elizabeth
Montague’s
collection on the
following pages.

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR
ELIZABETH MONTAGUE

‘From intensely real psychological drama to
the edge of imagination, from gut-wrenching
urban crises to edgy adventures in space…’

Dust and Glitter
A Short Story Collection
40

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/elizabeth-montague

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

DAVID BOWMORE

TALL TALES & SHORT FICTION
A MULTI-GENRE COLLECTION

A collection of David Bowmore’s best loved pieces
brought together for the first time.
From 100 word drabbles to 10,000 word micro-novels
you will be spoilt for choice, no matter your preferred
genre.
41

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/david-bowmore

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

DAVID BOWMORE

“… breathtakingly suspenseful and
supremely thrilling.”

David Bowmore’s collection:

The Magic of
DEBEN MARKET
42

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/david-bowmore
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Special Feature

RLM COOPER
talks about her life
and her book

LEGACY 627
44

Where are you from? Tell
us a bit about your life and
background.
I was born along the
Gulf Coast of Florida to
very Southern parents from
northern Florida and
Southern Georgia. I grew
up—happy as a child can
be—playing in the rain,
eating watermelon,
swimming in the fantastic
aqua waters of the sugarsand beaches in Pinellas
County. We were poor and
so during hurricane season,
with no place else to go, we
hunkered down and ate the
cakes my aunt (who lived
directly across the street)
would bake each time a
storm came. Our homes
were frame, set upon
cinder blocks and when the
wind was whipping
through we could literally
feel the house lift slightly.
Today, that would scare me,
but as a child I paid little
attention.
I think, as all girls seem
to do, I loved my daddy
most of everyone in the
world and I lived for the
evenings, me sitting at his
feet, while he and his
brothers gathered in our
tiny living room and told
tall tales. One such
adventure involved a barn
and one telling the other to
stand still as he took out his
pistol because he was going
to part the other’s hair.
Yikes! (Those two were
police of cers and I have
no idea whether the story
was true, but it certainly
wouldn’t surprise me and
it was extremely exciting at
the time.)

LEGACY 627
Cascadia, September 2133
On her 30th birthday, Alex Glover, Cascadian
Intelligence Mission Agent, comes into possession of
a unique journal that once belonged to a young
American woman. On that day she also becomes the
target of an American military determined to possess
the journal—and the secret it contains—for
themselves.
How the journal came to be in Cascadia is just one of
the mysteries Alex and the CIMA-2 team must solve
before they nd themselves in a race against both
time and the determined Americans as they embark
upon a mission that takes them from Cascadia to
Atlanta and across the American South.
Their mission: rescue one of their own being detained
by the American FBI and recover and destroy a
deadly substance that has already killed nearly a
dozen people—a substance the Americans are eager
to obtain and weaponize.
Millions of lives are at risk.
Failure is not an option.
Available from Amazon here.
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afterwards. It was just after the
loss of the that second one,
when I was maybe three years
old, that I knew something was
wrong with my mother. She was
in bed and feeling very down. I,
as kids always do, sensed her
unhappiness and picked up a
book or magazine (probably
upside down) and said to her,
“Don’t feel bad, Mommy. I will
read you a ‘tory.” I then
proceeded in the manner of
children everywhere, I suppose,
to make up a story designed to
make my mother feel better.

What's your earliest memory of
ction?
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My goodness. This takes me
back an extremely long way. As
I mentioned earlier, I was an
only child, but not for lack of
trying on the part of my parents.
I learned later in life that my
mother lost one child before I
was born and then another
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An only child, I spent most of
my time alone—no board games
for me at Christmas!—but I had
many cats and dogs to love and
I still remember every one of
them. Oh, the stories I could tell
you of both happiness and
heartbreaks
In my pre-teen years I
studied art at the Belleair Art
Center in Belleair, Florida—both
fashion design and portrait
painting. Later in life I would
create in pastels. (One of my
landscapes is hanging on the
wall behind the photo of me on
the stairs.
At the tender age of fourteen
or fteen I was “discovered”
and signed by a modeling
agency and taken under the
wing of a former Powers model
from New York City who,
following her husband to
Florida, lived in the general
area. That was a fun and
interesting time for one so
young, doing photo shoots and
runway modeling at the nest
hotel in town
Then, the usual high school,
boring adult stuff (marriage and
divorce), followed by university
where I graduated with highest
honors, married again, and
pursued a career with a
computer graphics company as
an applications programmer. A
born problem-solver, I loved it.
As Katherine Hepburn said in
Desk Set, “If I didn’t work here,
I’d pay to get in!
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Other than making up my
own, I remember reading The
Yearling when I was quite
young. It’s hard to forget a book
that causes you to so loudly cry
enormous alligator tears in
absolute anguish at the death of
an animal and to feel, intimately,
the pain of the boy who loved
him

Author at work

My rst attempts at
actually writing complete
stories came in high school
English class. I remember one
such story was meant to be
funny and I was thrilled
when the teacher actually
laughed out loud as she
silently read it at her desk
Another was a very
sentimental (read: sappy)
story that was completely
unrealistic. I was quite proud
of it, however, as I stood
before the class reading it out
loud, which we were
required to do. I received
polite applause for it, too.
Then, when the next student
rose and read verbatim (as
her own work) O. Henry’s
“Gift of the Magi,” I was
completely de ated. No way
could I compete with that.
The girl was, beyond doubt, a
genius! My humble attempt
was crushed beneath this
excellent work.
To this day I don’t know
whether the teacher kept her
aside after class to reprimand
her and give her a little talk
about plagiarism, but I hope
she did
What kept you hooked on
ction as you grew older?
Good books. There is just
no other answer. Books that
draw you into them such that
your room and everything
about your own person falls
away and vanishes and you
are there—wherever “there”
is—in the skin of the
character driving the story

.
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Did you want to be a writer
from an early age? Tell us about
your rst attempts.

Author’s home
pictures here and on
following pages
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What do you consider to be a
‘good book’ and why?
A good book always has
something to say. I believe
readers expect to be more than
entertained—whether they
realize it or not. They also
expect to learn something,
however small that something
might be. And, they want to
feel. They want to feel anger,
happiness, fear, elation,
sympathy, and all the other
emotions in the basket. And
they want all this while being
made a part of it. A good book
does not preach to its readers
nor talk down to them as does
the person we all have met who

cannot tell a joke without
explaining the punch line as
though we would never
otherwise “get it.” A good book
simply carries you away, a
willing captive
Was there ever a point where
you said to yourself 'I'm a writer'?
Tell us about that
I think, when “The Vanishing
of M. Renoir” was accepted and
published rst by Literally
Stories and later by Clarendon
House and other venues. With
that particular work I’ve often
had the feeling I was
channelling some great writer
from the past who was simply

.
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typing out the words through
me. I wondered how I could
produce something that
astonished even me. I have no
idea where it came from except
those dark and labyrinthine
depths we rarely ever explore
within ourselves, fearing what
we might nd there. Even
though my novel, Legacy 627,
was already written and
making the rounds of agents
and publishers, calling myself a
writer seemed pretentious until
“Vanishing” was born. Then I
knew I was a writer. An author.
And worthy of being called
both.

Tell us about your
adventures on your way to
being published, and what
it was like seeing your name
in a proper print book.
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Wow. Interesting
question. I remember
designing the initial
cover of my novel, Legacy
627, printing it out, and
showing it to my better
half, Lawrence. I
remember saying to him,
“Wouldn’t it be just too
cool to actually have my
book published?” And he
agreed, even though,
bless him, he had read
the thing at least a dozen
times, through every
iteration of the
manuscript, and must
have by that time been
thoroughly sick of it. He
still maintains it’s an
excellent book.
(Everyone should have
such a supportive better
half.
I sent it off to several
agents and it was rejected
about as fast as it went
out. All the usual reasons
were given: Doesn’t t
our current plan/
formats/whatever…Too
much like what we have
already published (I
always doubted that
one)….I didn’t like the
voice. (That one stung.
Well, phooey, I thought, I
don’t care for YOUR
voice, either…especially
since that one came back
to me within forty- ve
minutes of going out.
How fair a read could it
possibly have been given,
I wondered, before
putting it out of mind
and moving on ten
minutes later.)

Type to enter text
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Successes with Clarendon House

With mother

With daughter
Jennifer

Jai and Floyd
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After a while, I
decided to try
publishers that didn’t
require agents since
working through
middle-men has never
really rung my bell—so
to speak.
I never considered
self-publishing even
though I know some
very famous writers
have gone that route.
My reasoning was, since
literally anyone can selfpublish, how would I
ever know if my work
was good enough to be
worthy of that
publication? I’ve seen
self-published work
with horrible
grammatical errors,
scant attention to
spelling, and just
unreadable descriptive
passages of dark purple
prose. So I decided my
book would never be
published at all if it
couldn’t nd a publisher
that thought it worthy.
When, at last, it did nd
such a publisher, I was
thrilled—not to mention
astonished—at the
editor’s over-the-moon
love of the work
I don’t delude myself,
of course, that it will
ever become a bestseller
since it is one among
millions published every
year. But I am content
that I found a publisher
who loved it as much as
I loved writing it. And
I’m thrilled and
astonished at the
wonderful reviews it has
received and so grateful
to each and every one
who has purchased and
read it and was kind
enough to leave those
glowing reviews.
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Has being published changed
what you do as a writer? i.e. habits,
types of thing you write,
expectations etc.
Not really. My most deeplyingrained motto is: “To thine
own self be true.” And I have
always stuck to that through
everything. I’m de nitely a
WYSIWYG type person who has
always believed honesty is the
best policy and that includes
being honest with myself. The
only thing, really, that has
changed since publication of
Legacy 627 is that I have written

no further short stories. Instead,
I am working on another novel
—sequel to this rst one
What's a really profound thing
that has happened to you (related to
writing or not)?
I had to laugh at this question
because my life is actually quite
boring and I must admit to
liking it that way. No Chinese
curse of “interesting times” for
me. Make no mistake, I’ve had
my share of trouble and
heartaches, but my fair share of
good things, too. In all, I

Success with quilting

.
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consider that I have been very
lucky to have been born when I
was and where I was. No wars
have touched me. No deadly
plagues. No horrid diseases.
Unfortunately, I cannot say the
same about the future that lies
ahead of us. Legacy 627 touches
on some of what I see
happening right now and it
saddens me. So, no. There was
nothing really profound other
than the miracle of my very
existence, which, as an introvert,
I nd myself often pondering
these days.

Who or what has helped you
the most as a writer?
Reading. Taking the advice
of Ray Bradbury and reading
the works of the best. Reading
the books of bestselling
authors in my genre. Reading
the Pulitzer Prize winners
whether the works are in my
genre or not. Reading great
short stories. Reading.
Reading. Reading
A great help, also, has been
Clarendon House and it’s
wonderful genre-speci c
anthologies which offered
opportunity for
experimentation and, due to
deadlines, a certain
regimentation my
undisciplined self has, at times,
badly needed. My stories have
been accepted and published
in these anthologies more than
a dozen times and, for that, I
am eternally grateful
Describe your writing space
and routines
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My routines are haphazard
at best and my writing space is
nothing to write home about
(pun intended). It’s just a
laptop on a small, black desk
in the smallest bedroom of the
house—a room that also serves
as my sewing/quilting room.
What it does have going for it
is that it’s quiet. My bedroom,
on the other side of the house,
borders two streets and it gets
traf c noise both ways. But my
writing room here on the
opposite side is away from the
street at the back of the house
where it is reasonably quiet.
And, really, writing doesn’t
require a lot of room or an
elaborate setup. My little black
desk does just ne. It’s big
enough for the laptop and
books for reference and notes
to each side. It serves me well.
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Tell us about the books you’ve
written so far. How did they
evolve, what did you enjoy/not
enjoy, etc?
I’ve written just the one
novel. How it came about is
still a mystery to me. One day I
had a picture in my head of a
young girl running through a
cavernous, marble- oored hall
trailing her ngers along glassfronted boxes that lined the
walls from oor to ceiling. I
wondered what’s THAT all

about? What is in those boxes?
Why are they there
Lawrence kept encouraging
me to write the story, but I kept
telling him I had no story. All I
had was a picture in my head.
One scene. Nothing more. One
scene does not a novel—or
even a story—make. Over the
next year or so the thing kept
surfacing again and again until
one day I sat down and began
to write. The rest is history—so
they say

What do/did I enjoy and
not enjoy about writing? Easy
answer to that one. I absolutely
hate writing the rst draft of
anything. It’s such laborious
work. But once the thing is
written, I absolutely love
editing it. Editing is like
turning the toad into Prince
Charming or the scullery maid
into Cinderella. For me, it’s
turning brass into gold and I
can spend hours happily
re ning and polishing.
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Success in the garden

What are you working on?
What are your plans?
I’m currently working on
the sequel to Legacy 627. It
takes place two years after the
end of “Legacy” and so is also
set in a future (year 2135)
where the United States has
long been broken up into two
nations. This one takes place
entirely in the southern United
States and involves, along with
my characters from “Legacy,”
both bad guys and good guys
—not always easy to tell which
is which.
Do you have favourite
characters of your own?
I love all the characters that
populate my novel. They are

all so different. Different
personalities. Different races.
Different backgrounds. But
they are each and every one so
real to me that I would not be
at all surprised to nd them in
the local coffee shop
A favourite story that you've
written?
Aside from my novel and
the already mentioned
“Vanishing of M. Renoir,” I
suppose “Islands” is also a
favorite. This one was
published by Clarendon House
in the Maelstrom anthology.
“The Cleaner” is another
favorite short story that was
published by Literally Stories.
Then there is the more lighthearted gumshoe story entitled
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“Black and White” in which
the character named “White” is
actually Black, and the
character named “Black” is
actually white and the two of
them partner up to run a very
non-lucrative private detective
agency. That was a hoot to
write and it’s still a favorite of
mine. It was published by
Clarendon House in the Carrier
Wave anthology
Anything you'd love to see
made into a movie/Net ix series?
My own book, Legacy 627, of
course. I’ve been told it would
make an excellent lm. If
wishes and buts were candy
and nuts….

I’m afraid my ideal life is
terribly unrealistic. I would
love a home in a sparselypopulated area with the views
seen in the TV series
“Shetland,” and with no noise
such that all you hear are birds,
wind, and sea. For me, silence
is golden, for within that silence
you can hear all manner of
nature’s glorious sounds. We
have only to be still and listen.
However, (and here is the
unrealistic part), I would also
like it to be near everything I
need or want. Especially fresh
vegetables and all manner of
vegan products at my
ngertips. And, of course, I

would want ready delivery via
international parcel carriers of
any and everything I could
possibly want from everywhere
else. Fast internet. Great TV
reception. Doesn’t this sound
ideal
I would love this life to be
somewhere people are kind to
each other no matter the color
of their skin. Where gay and
transgender people live in
peace and where no one ever
harms animals.
As I said, unrealistic.
However, my life right now is
very good. I have most things I
want, everything I need, and a
lot of things I don’t. So I am
basically content. I have my cat
purring under my chin as I type
this and I have my roses and
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Describe your ideal life from
your point of view.

blooming things getting ready
to burst forth in all their glory
within the next month. All in
all, I’m a very lucky person to
live in a cute little house I have
named “Rose Cottage” and to
have a partner who is just as
good (and as bad) as I am at
chess, which we spend time
pursuing when we are not
watching football or off in our
respective, quiet corners doing
our own things
And now…I shall retreat to
my quiet corner, move this
purring cat to one side, and bid
you all a very lovely day

Thank you! Legacy 627 is
available from Amazon
here.

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

EMILY FLUKE

Life has a magic of its own and when humans forget the sanctity of
it in any form, the world and the Fae Realm are left on the eve of
anarchy.
Dark, redeeming, and full of enchantment, Eve of Anarchy will leave
you questioning the line between good and evil, right and wrong,
and how far you would go to protect your family.
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

PETER ASTLE
‘This isn’t a book you’ll nd easy to set
aside until tomorrow: make a cup of tea, get
comfortable, switch off your phone and be drawn into the
little worlds of this book to emerge content and refreshed by
the work of a master author.’ — Grant P. Hudson, 2020

Derbyshire Tales with a Twist
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

SHARON FRAME GAY
‘Some stories are prose compositions that, while not actually broken
into verse lines, demonstrate a depth of symbology, metaphor, and
other gures of speech common to poetry, producing literary works of
acute beauty in which the expression of feelings and ideas is given an
intensity beyond the norm.
In this collection of tales by the extraordinary writer Sharon Frame
Gay, you will nd yourself again and again both moved emotionally to
rapture and grief while also being entranced by an exquisiteness of
language and a close eye for human detail.’

SONG OF THE

HIGHWAY
A Short Story Collection
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A LITERALLY LITERARY QUIZ
Try to answer the following tricky questions
without using Google! Answers next month.
1. Which English word denotes the act of smelling
books?
2. Beatrix Potter’s most famous work Peter Rabbit was
rejected how many times by publishers (before starting
out as a self-published book which went on to sell 45
million copies when picked up by a traditional
publisher)?
3. Which famous author of detective stories wrote six
romance novels using the pen name ‘Mary
Westmacott’?
4. Ray Bradbury’s famous dystopian novel Fahrenheit
451 was originally called what slightly less enticing
name?
5. Why did China ban Alice in Wonderland?
6. Jane Austen’s novel First Impressions was rejected
when the author was 21, but went on to nd success 14
years later under what title?
7. What nationality was the rst recipient of the Nobel
Prize for Literature?
8. Which 1939 novel by Ernest Vincent Wright does not
use any words beginning with the letter E in the entire
novel?
9. Who is the most adapted author of all time?
10. Designer of the submarine, Simon Lake and Alberto
Santos-Dumont, a pioneer in aviation, were inspired by
which early science ction author?

Brave readers can email their non-Googled
answers in to grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
With David Jack, outside The Eagle and
Child, meeting place of the Inklings

At The Kilns
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Answers to last month’s questions:
1. Which famous poet committed suicide in an
apartment in which W. B. Yeats had once lived?
Sylvia Plath
2. Which famous author put together a cricket team
which included G. K. Chesterton, Arthur Conan
Doyle, Jerome K. Jerome, A. A. Milne and H. G. Wells?
J. M. Barrie
3. Which famous 20th century poet was a huge fan of
Groucho Marx, writing the comedian a fan letter and
keeping a picture of him on his wall? T. S. Eliot
4. Who coined the phrase ‘ships that pass in the
night’? Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
5. Which famous American author’s great-greatgrandfather was one of the judges at the Salem witch
trials? Nathaniel Hawthorne
6. Jeffrey Sing-Song, Obadiah Blue Hat, Betty
Blueskin, Penelope Firebrand, and the Man in the
Moon were all pen names of which British author?
Daniel Defoe
7. When staying in hotels, what did Hans Christian
Andersen always carry with him in case he needed to
escape from a re? A coil of rope
8. Which famous Irish author’s last words were
reputedly ‘Does nobody understand?’ James Joyce
9. In his novel Bleak House, what word did Charles
Dickens coin for a place to retire to when you’re
feeling ‘out of humour’? Growlery
10. In 1862, which British novelist, who coined the
phrase ‘the pen is mightier than the sword’, was
offered the throne of Greece? Edward Bulwer-Lytton
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

G. MARINO LEYLAND

‘…the world is crazy and we are all a
little crazy in it.’

Pezzi Pazzi |
Crazy Pieces
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C. S. Lewis’s step-son
Douglas Gresham
See what

says about Justin Wiggins’ book

Surprised by Agape
in this video:
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Get your copy today.

NEW RELEASE
JUSTIN WIGGINS

Surprised by
Agape
Audiobook
Listen to the author,
Justin Wiggins, reading
his own book, chapter
by chapter. Let Justin
take you on a personal
journey through his
own experiences with
life, literature and
agape.
NOW AVAILABLE for
only £5.00.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
65

FICTION by HANJA KOCHANSKY
Hanja Kochansky considers herself to be a free-spirited
citizen of the world, a traveller who has been an emigrant
and a refuge. Actress, singer and writer, she’s lived in
sumptuous villas and also a cave on the island of Sardinia.
In Rome, during the Dolce Vita era, she played a
handmaiden to Elizabeth Taylor in the lm Cleopatra.
During the sex-drugs-&-rock-&-roll times in Swinging
London, she was fully immersed in the sex-drugs- and
sexual liberation scene. In 1972, she wrote Female Sexual
Fantasies It was published in America (where it sold
250,000 copies), England and Australia.
Now, at the age of eighty-three, she is enjoying a quieter
life as she writes her memoir.
He was a secret drinker. At least he thought he
was, but more than just a few knew of his secret. You
could tell by his watery eyes, mauve thread veins on
his bulbous nose, the tightness around his lips, spots
on his shabby suit, mismatching socks, shoes that
hadn’t seen the sight of polish in years that somehow
he had lost interest in ‘real’ life and tended towards
living his dreams.
He no longer drank in pubs much, he did not feel
v
the need for people anymore — why bother with
silly conversations: he had said it all (had been quite
witty in his day — even if he had to say so himself),
heard it all — he didn’t need any of it. His aged
hands trembled as he thought: as soon as I get this
over and done with I can go home and watch telly
(read this as: hit the martinis in peace).
Once he had enjoyed a large circle of friends:
people of all different types: it didn’t matter what
they did as long as they were amusing. Once he had
matched his tie to his shirt and always wore a
Panama hat, and, on occasions, a ower in his
buttonhole. He was known to be a dapper geezer.
Once. Now nothing was as much fun as getting back
to his untidy basement at where the dust hadn’t
been removed from the hundreds of this-and-thats
he had collected (being of collector nature) for who
knows for how many years now. Who cares about
the dust anyway, is how he saw it, and being hard of
seeing (very) he didn’t see it anyway. Why bother
when all he wanted to do was lie back on the
crumpled bed whose sheets didn’t stand much
chance of being changed (ever), propped up on
squishy cushions, to rendezvous with the bottle and
reveries.
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The Secr
Drinker

He made the martinis as soon as it was
sun-down and usually much earlier: “It’s sundown somewhere in the world now,” he’d
remark to himself, giggling at his sense of
humour. He prepared a bountiful batch (to
last for some hours at least) with a generous
twist of lemon peel and, if he remembered to
buy them, a handful of green olives on the
side. And as the night continued and the
batch dried out, he took small sips of vodka
straight from the bottle (much easier this way)
— they were the carburettor for his dreams.
Had he lived in a different society he would
be puf ng at an opium pipe instead of
sipping martinis
It was only after Maggie died that he got
like this. Funny, he always thought he’d be
the rst to go: he should have, he was almost
16 years her senior. Though that had never
been evident, as he had kept himself trim and
youthful; whilst she abhorred any type of
exercise
She had always been careless crossing
streets, but he rmly believed that she had an
infallible guardian angel. Yet Maggie must
have been more distracted than usual (and
her angel out to lunch) that day the van
v
crushed her as she jaywalked across the busy
main drag
Leaving Victor’s — the coffee bar where
they always had breakfast (cappuccino and
croissants) on the dot (Maggie was adamant
about punctuality) of nine— they had kissed
good-bye as they went their separate ways: he
to the dentist (oh how his few teeth he
miraculously still possessed ached all the time
now), she to the market where she liked to
look for the freshest, leafy veggies and
possibly a mackerel to accompany the brown
rice which for years (since they loosely
embraced macrobiotics in the ‘70s) had been
their dinner staple. They didn’t do lunch
together. “I married you for better or worse,
but not for lunch,” she told him early in their
marriage. He loved her sense of humour.
They’d kissed (and hissed at one another
other) a lot during the forty- ve years they
lived as man and wife, and on that rather
warm October morning (was it four, or ve
years ago? — memory was fading) had been
the last time they said: “I love you,” to each
other on the high street.
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He wept, he sobbed, he howled. The alcohol
allowed him to express his emotions. Funny, they
say you get drunk to forget, but you actually get
drunk to remember
Though at the beginning he tried to keep up
with the living, the shock had been too much for
his fragile heart, and the NHS provided him with
a by-pass. Luckily his meagre old-age-pension
and some bits and pieces he had managed to save
through the years were enough to keep him drunk
for the rest of his life. His expenses — like his days
— were small: his once-rampant appetite for good
food had lost its passion and he was probably
never going to buy himself another garment
again, and certainly not offer a glass of
champagne to a girl down at the Groucho
Maggie had been the one to buy most of his
clothes: from ee-markets, jumble sales and

Oxfam Shops. That had been one of her favourite
ways of killing time — rummaging for some tasty
bits of other people’s garments. Patiently she
would darn the holes in somewhat worn cashmere
sweaters, pull up (or down) hems of trendy skirts,
and she had a huge collection of coloured scarves
and sparkling accessories that cluttered her messy
bedroom. She once even found a Dior jacket for
herself and an Armani suit (well, it didn’t quite t,
but it was okay anyway) for him. For a few
pounds, she’d be able to put together absolutely
scrumptious out ts. Just as she put together, so
effortlessly it seemed, her tasty meals. At one time
they had entertained a lot: it hadn’t been a bad
life. Only now he had lost all desire to go on, he
had had enough — thank God for martinis.
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For some reason it always rains on Sunday, so why
get out of bed? Read the papers which he paid to be
delivered, have a shot of brandy in the coffee, warm up a
stale croissant, listen to the news on the BBC: not a bad
way to begin the morning
The door-bell rang; should he just let it go? For a
moment the old spirit came back, the inquisitive, playful,
erotic spirit which made him jump up (well, not quite
jump, he had not been able to jump up since when now?)
to look out of his basement window, up towards the
street level
“Who is it?” he shouted
‘It’ was lovely. In her early thirties, he guessed at
random, pushing his specs closer to his rheumy eyes,
and hastily brushing croissant crumbs off his white
beard, dusting it off like a carpet.
“Yes, can I help you, Miss?” his voice was kind
“I was looking for Silvia. I’m an old friend, I
wondered if she was about?
Silvia . . . oh, she’d gone a long time ago, made off
with a jazz guitarist . . . Yes, the children too had left

.


.


 


”


.


.


.


69

“Come down, young lady. I’ll make you
a nice cup of tea, or would you like some
coffee and fresh cream?” If there was one
thing he knew how to do it was charm a
broad — enchant a lady. Throughout his
life this had been one of his great pleasures.
Maggie didn’t mind, she wasn’t the jealous
type, besides she knew they were all
temporary ings, and she never doubted
his love for her
The young woman came down the
narrow, spiral, iron stairs, clattering her
high heels, and he caught a glimpse of her
red knickers. Were her nipples pressing
against some soft red fabric also? They
must be as rm as cherry stones; he could
almost taste them as he ran his tongue
against his upper lip
He knew about these kinds of girls; they
like a bit of dirty talk over their cup of tea
and he was pretty sure it would not be
dif cult to persuade her to have a look at
his collection of erotic postcards. You’d be
surprised to know how many young
women enjoyed older men
As she giggled at the one with the fat
v
lady doing it with her little dog he would
gently run his hungry ngers up her
stockinged leg, twisting her garter-belt,
then his ngers . . . all the time whispering
dirty to her. Yes, they’d often called him,
jokingly, affectionately, a dirty old man. He
was proud of the title. Maybe he’d get her
to put on that rubber mask he kept in the
drawer where he kept the vibrator also.
Yes, she was his, like a doll to be played
around with. This was going to be a great
Sunday
“Silvia doesn’t live in London any
longer, my dear,” he shouted up to the girl.
He couldn’t see her too clearly, in the
drizzle and all. “Sorry, I can’t help you.
Good-bye.
“I’ll never make love again in my life,”
he said aloud to himself as he made to
stretch out on his crumb-ladened, unmade
bed and reached for the vodka and his
memories of Maggie

.
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A WRITER’S WORKSHOP with

GRANT P. HUDSON
Continuing a special new
illustrated serialisation of the
bestselling book

How Stories Really Work
Exploring the Physics of Fiction
Five years ago, I wrote a book summarising over forty years of research
into the eld of literature, a book my students had begged me to write.
Since its publication, it has garnered many rave reviews, and never less
than ve stars. Now, exclusively, I’m presenting a series of illustrated
articles drawn from that book.

Case Study: Captain America:
The Winter Soldier Part 2 images © Marvel Studios
Here’s Part Eleven:
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Antagonists
Antagonists come with
answers and messages of their
own; they are the opposite to
the protagonist.
This goes right back to the
intention of the author: if an
author wants to create a
Comedy or an Epic —in other
words, a story with a positive
ending— the antagonist of that
story will be creating sorrow
and negativity; if an author
wants to relate a victory, an
antagonist will be trying to
bring about defeat. In
Comedies and Epics,
antagonists answer the moral
vacuum the wrong way.
If an author wants to create a
Tragedy or an Irony — a story
with a negative ending— then
the ‘antagonist’ of that tale will
be the one trying to bring joy or

positivity. If the author is
focused on defeat, this
character will be aiming for
victory. In Tragedies and
Ironies, this character tries to
answer the moral vacuum the
right way— but the world is
against him or her.
Where the protagonist of a
tale is full of growing vacuums,
the antagonist will have evermounting solutions. In
Comedies and Epics, these
solutions are enforced,
unwanted, false; in Tragedies
and Ironies they are weak,
misguided or doomed.
The antagonist's purpose is
hinted at in the early part of a
tale, then grows in proportion
to the vacuum power. As we
will see, there are surprisingly
similar patterns in all of this.
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Antagonists in stories are
all almost identical: … All
either have conquered the
world or threaten to take it
over, or at least to
dominate the local area of
the story; all come with an
antipathetic message; all
seem to possess some
kind of overwhelming
power.
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Antagonists in stories are all
almost identical: they are all
compulsively trying to wipe out
all kinds of vacuums by force, and
imperfectly, with their own
messages, or some kind of
projection of themselves.
They command great power in
Comedies and Epics, having many
allies and usually overwhelming
force or the suggestion of it, but
they end up defeated. In Tragedies
and Ironies they are likewise often
overpowering - but triumphant.
Examples abound: Sauron in
The Lord of the Rings; Voldemort in
Harry Potter; Chancellor Palpatine
in the Star Wars series; the witches
in Macbeth; the White Witch in The
Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe;
Morgana le Fey in the Arthur
legends; and so on. All either have
conquered the world or threaten to
take it over, or at least to dominate
the local area of the story; all come
with an antipathetic message; all
seem to possess some kind of
overwhelming power. And they
have other things in common too,
as we shall see
One of them is this: there is
usually a close connection
between the character construct
we call the protagonist and the
character construct we call the
antagonist. Think of Luke
Skywalker and his father Darth
Vader; think of Frodo and the
supernatural link with Sauron
through the Ring; think of Harry
Potter and the scar that connects
him with Voldemort. Even in other
genres, this connection is stark:
Pride and Prejudice’s Darcy is
antagonist Lady Catherine du
Bergh’s relative, for example. The
connection can be symbolic rather
than familial or ‘magical’, but it
seems to be always there — even
Bob Ewell in To Kill a Mockingbird
is a quasi-father compared with
Atticus’s real father gure.
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We could leave it there,
having established that there
is usually this connection, odd
though it may seem. But, in
common with the rest of this
book, the question is Why?
And it has an answer: if the
antagonist’s job is to try to
destroy all vacuums by force,
with twisted, imperfect
‘solutions’, then the most
intimate vacuum they must
try and ll will be the central
character vacuum of the story
— i.e. the inner need of the
protagonist. If we look, that’s
exactly what we nd: Vader,
Sauron, Voldemort, Lady
Catherine du Bergh, Miss
Havisham, Bob Ewell,
Macbeth’s witches, and all the
rest, all make the effort
throughout their stories to ll
the mind of the protagonist
with lies and false solutions,
ranging from the Dark Side of
the Force to racist prejudice
and sinister prophecy.
In effect, the antagonist is
another kind of shadow for
the protagonist, but one who
more nearly succeeds in

overcoming him or her. Where
the protagonist is saved and
the connection severed, we
have Epics or Comedies;
where the protagonist is
overwhelmed, we have
Tragedies and Ironies.
We’ll return to antagonists
later. In Captain America: The
Winter Soldier, the antagonist is
Pierce and the shadow
protagonist is the Winter
Soldier — his connection with
the protagonist is that he used
to be the hero’s sidekick, and
he’s the only living remnant of
Steve Rogers’ lost 1940s world.

The Winter Soldier and
Alexander Pierce — Shadow
74
Protagonist
and Antagonist

Core Vacuums in ‘Captain
America: The Winter Soldier’
Continuing with our analysis
of the lm, after escaping the
Winter Soldier, a wounded Fury
escapes to Rogers' apartment,
and completes his 'old man with
a stick' role by outlining the
story's core vacuum, the Big
Story, warning him that

S.H.I.E.L.D. is compromised.
After handing Rogers a ash
drive containing data from the
ship, Fury is gunned down by
the Winter Soldier, who then
escapes. Fury then dies in
surgery. (Fury ful ls his role as
the 'old man with a stick'
archetype here too, and so we
suspect that he might be back
later in the story. The 'stick' in

fl

fi

fi

fi

fi

75

this case is literally the USB stick
with all the revelatory data on
it.) This further intensi es the
vacuum power for the audience:
not only has Fury apparently
been slain with all the potential
knowledge he could have cast
upon the situation, but Rogers
and Romanoff now have further
character vacuums, both losing a
respected mentor gure.

The apparent death of the old
man with a stick mentor gure
is a classic method of giving the
protagonist a more powerful
dose of vacuum power.
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Rogers’ universal vacuum — the
inconvenience of not really grasping
the society around him— has been
magni ed into a common vacuum: the
real loss of a close friend and ally.
Thus another key datum becomes
apparent:
The apparent death of the old man with
a stick mentor gure is a classic method of
giving the protagonist a more powerful dose
of vacuum power.
This gure dies in almost all classic
Epic ction, with the same effect on the
protagonist, Consider these obvious
examples: Gandalf/Frodo; Obi Wan
Kenobi/Luke Skywalker;
Dumbledore/Harry Potter. Less
obvious examples abound and will be
considered later.
As you can see, the screenplay
writers have really done nothing else
than create various kinds of vacuums
and work to make them larger. These
are then ampli ed further as the story
proceeds. This isn’t an aimless
progression - it’s heading somewhere
speci c, as we are about to see.
Pierce summons Rogers to the
Triskelion and when Rogers withholds
Fury's information, Pierce brands him a
fugitive. Both Rogers and female
companion archetype Romanoff are
then ruthlessly pursued and hunted by
the antagonists, in a classic linear
vacuum hunt. Old methods of story
analysis might have called this
'increasing the tension' or 'delineating
the con ict between the protagonists
and the antagonists' but what is at
work behind it is vacuums. It’s not so
much a battle between protagonist and
antagonist as it is a playing out of
vacuum power which drives the story
forward: the audience is glued to the
screen by the question how will these
vacuums, plot and character alike, get
lled? The linear vacuums created by
'What happens next?' combine with the
mystery vacuums generated by 'What
is really going on?' which add to the
character vacuums to build a vacuumpowered machine.
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This all leads up to the
impressive antagonist's
apparent triumph in the next
section of the lm: villain Arnim
Zola reveals to Rogers and
Romanoff that ever since
S.H.I.E.L.D. was founded after
World War II, Nazi offshoot
Hydra has secretly operated
within its ranks, sowing global
chaos with the long-term aim
that humanity would willingly
surrender its freedom in
exchange for security. Now the

game plan is laid out and that
initial mystery vacuum of the
encrypted data resolved. Now
we are in basic vacuum territory:
loss or threat to security and life
itself. The vacuum power
initialised in the opening action
sequence has been focused,
magni ed and intensi ed into a
core vacuum, with one sole aim,
whether the screenplay writers
knew about vacuum power or
not:
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To get audience commitment to
the rest of the story.
What happens between
readers and stories has been
called many things in the past,
including the 'willing
suspension of disbelief', but it is
every ction writer’s rst aim:
to engage the reader (or in the
case of a lm, the viewer) to
such a degree that they will 'go
with' the rest of the story. They
are committed to it; they have
emotionally invested in it.

Now as an audience
we are subject to a classic
core vacuum: the stakes
are raised, and Hydra is
about the reveal itself to
the world and place
millions of lives and the
vital freedoms of society
at risk. This is where the
question is no longer
'What happens next?' as
much as 'How can the
antagonist be stopped?’
Basic and common
vacuums — the desire for
life and for freedom and
safety — have all been
tapped into. Rogers
explicitly lls the moral
vacuum with a decision
to ght for freedom, no
matter what. Now it is
the role of the core
vacuum to take things to
the highest possible
‘notch’, to involve the
maximum possible
pulling power.
It’s a point which is
usually aligned with the
naming or outing or
otherwise revealing the
story’s real antagonist.
Rogers and Romanoff
realise what the audience
have probably seen at
least since Pierce named
Rogers as a fugitive: that
their enemy has been
Pierce as a Hydra leader
all along. There’s no
point in keeping that
mysterious any longer —
to some degree, mystery
vacuums have been
superseded by the core
vacuum which will carry
the viewer through to the
end of the tale.
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So what we are accustomed to
describing as the 'plot' has so far
been a string of different types of
vacuums leading up to a point of
commitment and to the core vacuum.
What Happens if Vacuum Power
is Reduced?
What would have happened had
linear, mystery and moral vacuums
not been used to attract and glue
viewers to the screen in various
ways? Could the story have worked
without them? Would the audience
have accepted the 'Hydra threatens
the world' scenario without the prior
build-up?
The honest answer is yes, they
probably would — but the lm
would have far less emotional power
and the audience would have
invested very little in the outcome.
Character vacuums, linear vacuums,
mystery vacuums and moral
vacuums have all helped produce an
emotional commitment to the story
where the viewers care far more
about the nal result than they
otherwise would have.
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Character vacuums, linear
vacuums, mystery vacuums
and moral vacuums have all
helped produce an emotional
commitment to the story
where the viewers care far
more about the nal result
than they otherwise would
have.
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That's the difference between
a shallow 'good versus evil' tale
which tries to jump straight into
the core vacuum, and a story
which acquires the participation
of the audience or reader using
character, linear, mystery and
moral vacuums. Lesser or
simpler stories are built around
a core vacuum and nothing else
- they depend on voluntary
reader/ viewer participation, if

you like. More complex and
more successful stories use
every vacuum at their disposal
to almost compel reader or
viewer commitment.
In an Epic like Captain
America: The Winter Soldier, the
rest of the tale is now a matter of
the protagonist working
towards lling the story’s core
vacuum, whatever the odds and
however unlikely the events
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which follow. Somehow, Steve
Rogers has to defeat the enemy
and prevent basic vacuums
created by threats to life and
freedom from growing out of
control — he has to nd the real
vacuum ller, which is always
the author’s central message:
Joy, or Sorrow; Victory, or
Defeat.

'comic companion’ with vital
assistance or vacuum- lling;
Fury returns from the dead to
delineate the nal core vacuum;
Romanoff as the female
companion nds some
satisfaction at the end of the
lm; and Rogers, who had an
inner emptiness and uncertainty
for the rst part of the story,
comes to deeper self-knowledge

and certainty in the second part.
The interaction between plot
and character vacuums makes
for a more satisfying vacuumlling nale and denouement.
Less successful ction relies on
too few of these vacuums, if
they are even aware of them at
all, and generally fails to
connect them up in any
meaningful way.

SUBSCRIBE NOW so that you don’t miss how to apply
this to YOUR writing— or get How Stories Really Work
here as a paperback or Kindle edition
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This Marvel movie was a
success at the box of ce and
critically. It was no accident. It's
a story which weaves the
various types of plot vacuums
— linear, moral, mystery and
core —with the standard
character vacuums as
exempli ed by Rogers,
Romanoff, Fury and Wilson.
Wilson plays out his role as

FICTION by GARY BONN
Gary Bonn has lived all his life as an artist, rebel and writer, on the margin of life,
and is the author of over 100 short stories covering a variety of genres. He’s also
written books, self-published and otherwise, some of which you can nd here. His
writing is a crusade, words are his lance. Gary lives in Scotland with his wife and
family.
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Esther patters down the steps into Dick’s
cellar workshop. “Ha! Thought you’d be down
here avoiding me.” She spots the pool of
candlelight and illuminated strands of Dick’s
curly black mane. The radio she’s lent him plays
music so softly she can barely hear it. Walking
through the subterranean gloom, she reaches his
side. He’s concentrating, hunched over,
everything motionless except his long ngers. A
diatom design behind ripples of water decorates
the glass, impossibly trapped within its
substance. She sits on the bench beside him
“It’s OK, you don’t need to talk to
unimportant boring me.” She waits, studying his
pro le, wishing men looked at her with the same
intensity he gives to his work. “It’s just that I’ve
brought hot coffee for you.” She places an
insulated beaker beside him. “And the world is
about to end due to the Moon crashing into it.
Your T-shirt is on re and I’m turning into a
lizard.” She waits for a moment. “I’m dying and
will expire in about twenty seconds but don’t let
that distract you from anything interesting.
Dick straightens as he turns to her. Laying his
stylus down, he lifts the candle and, holding it
close, studies her face. “What do I see in those
brown, brown eyes that reach into the in nity of
your dark and twisted soul? I see intelligence,
kindness, gentleness, re and frost. There’s
strength and courage, passion and compassion.
How can I, a mere mortal, possibly not be
overwhelmed? And then there’s your face,
exquisite perfection – and with a smile which
softens my skeleton to leave me quivering and
helpless. Your physical grace and poise, elegance
like a queen among the greatest of dancers, your
perfect form... I have given up resisting you, it is
beyond all my strength and, defeated, I lie at
your feet in adoring supplication for eternity.
“You don’t half talk bollocks at times. You
forgot to mention my beautiful use of language in
that otherwise excellent speech. Coffee, drink, be
grateful for it, for my deigning to visit you,
82
and...”

“What do you want?” Dick asks
“I came to see you.
He leans back and raises an
eyebrow. “Hmm, I spoke to God this
morning.
“You did not.
“Well, you’re quite right. To be more
accurate, he spoke to me. If we are
going to save humanity from the falling
Moon, I have to kiss every one of your
freckles. A horrible prospect but it’s
something we both have to endure I’m
afraid.
“Fine, let’s all die.” She notices the
candlelight shining through the very
tips of his eyelashes
He asks, “Are you alright? You
gasped.
“Did you know the light...? Forget
that. I gasped because of your revolting
body odour accumulating down here.
Mother says it’s time you actually
encountered a warm shower and not
shivered in cold baths while washing
your clothes – you apeman. I’m taking
you to our house and we’ll shout
instructions from outside.” She opens
the beaker. “Why don’t you answer
your phone?
He snorts, “I’m having dif culty.
It’s...
“Dead simple. I showed... Oops,
sorry. Do nish your sentence all by
yourself – if ever you get round to it.
“Working it is easy enough. It’s just
… I can’t believe I’m talking to a person
and not some pixie trapped in the
casing.” He shakes his head
Esther grabs his hand. “Careful,
you’ll singe your lovely … candle. Can
I see how you’re getting on with the
glasses?
“You can have a go yourself. Would
you like to use my stylus?
“That had better not be a creepy...
No, you wouldn’t: not you. Yes please,
I’d love to.” She claps her hands. “I’m
actually excited. Show me how to do
this … thing you do. I don’t even know
what to call it. I mean, how do you get
the designs inside the glass?”
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Dick sets the candle on his
bench and lights another from it,
the new wick spluttering and
crackling into life. “I have an idea,
follow me.” He leads Esther
deeper into the cellar. “I think the
previous owners ran a bric-a-brac
shop. There is so much down
here. Behind that bank of books is
a chunk of glass I’ve never felt
ready to work on. Now seems just
the right time.” He turns, holds
the light close to her face and
watches the re ection dancing in
her eyes. “It is the right time.
Think of the most beautiful sight
you’ve ever seen, involving light.
Esther closes her eyes. “That’s
easy … no! It’s really dif cult.
There are so many. Sunlight on a
stream, on a starling’s feathers,
the back of a beetle, in a dewdrop
or tear, an insect’s wing... Help!
there’s so much.
“Here, hold the candle while I
uncover the glass and try to lift
it.” As he hefts the block to his
bench, he adds, “Think of what
you’d like to create, no matter if
you think you can do it or not. It’ll
be a brilliant idea. You’ll know
when it happens, just don’t reject
it because you think it’s beyond
your ability to draw it or
whatever.” He shakes a rag,
jerking his whole body. The two
candles icker, ames trembling.
“I’ll clean it and nish this glass
for Roy while you think. Here, sit
beside me.
Eyes closed, Esther lets ideas
blossom. “Oh … oh, I’ve got it.
“Good, we’ll strike while the
bird is in the bush. I won’t be a
minute. Just let the idea stay in
your mind. Maybe look at the
glass. The idea may suggest
changes. You’ll know if they’re
right.
“I’m ready right now.”
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“I... What...?” Esther turns to look at
Dick. Her mouth moves to speak again
but nothing comes out. She’s looking
inward, frowning, pale
Dick slides the stylus from her hand.
“Let’s go out into sunshine and talk
about what happened. You may have
forgotten some of it or do remember
but it’s a jumble of which you make no
sense.” Esther rises and walks with
him, holding his arm. He lays a hand
over hers. “You feel a bit cold. We could
stroll beside the river for a while. It was
like that for me at rst, and still is at
times. It’s as if you were thinking in a
way that makes no sense after you
stop.” He guides her up the steps before
him, letting her pause as she adjusts to
the light. “And you think it must be a
dream, unreal, something to dislike or
look upon with disdain because the
way you think now detests you
thinking like that. At least that’s how it
felt to me. Sooner or later you can think
in both ways at the same time. Then
they merge into one, which becomes
you, a bigger you who’s less sure about
anything but more comfortable with
everything. It feels like a crab must
when it’s shed a carapace that was too
small. Actually, that’s good because the
crab probably feels vulnerable and
strange for a while.” He leads her to the
gate but slows as she’s ignoring
everything but him. “Are you alright?
Do you want to do something else
instead?
Wide-eyed, she gulps air. “We went
somewhere strange. You were there and
brought me back. I feel safe … so …
safe now.” Tears ood her eyes and
stain his T-shirt as she hugs him,
jerking his breath out
Traf c roars up the narrow main
road; gulls swoop high overhead. He
looks up, stroking her hair. “I think
there’s rain on the way, maybe a
storm.
Esther pulls away from him partially.
“I want to go to a cafe, to take you to
one. I bet you’ve never been in one,
have you?
“No.”

.
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“My favourite is in Saint Mary’s
Street, two minutes away. Come
on.” She smiles and tosses her hair,
ashing wild, from blood red to
bronze in sunlight. “I want to take
you into a new place and make you
feel safe there now. It’s only fair.”
Releasing him she pirouettes on the
path, laughing. “Whee! I’m safe:
I’m...” Esther stops, her hands
frozen in mid clap. “What’s
wrong?
“Don’t stop. Do you know? if
Mozart had heard you laugh, he’d
have abandoned music and
invented microphones. Where’s
Saint Mary’s Street?
“To the right. Away from the
river. Have you been that way
before?”
“No, it’s noisier than the river.
You’ll have to show me what to do
so I seem like everyone else. There
will be rules too. Cafés have saucers
and tablecloths – I’ve read about
them. Will I see some?
Esther squeezes his arm. “Oh-oh,
this may be harder work than I
supposed. Um, only talk to me and
only when other people can’t
overhear.
“Oh, I’ve always wanted to ask,”
he says, pointing up. “That’s an
aeroplane, isn’t it?
“Yes, very high up. Stop
looking,” she pulls him to one side,
“or you’ll end up run over by that
pushchair.
“Aeroplane... Until I read about
them I thought those tiny things
ying were animals. After that I
wondered if they were arrows
Robin Hood had shot.
Esther snorts. “This is going to
be much harder than I thought. We
cross here. That’s Saint Mary’s
Street. Don’t let go of me and walk
when I do.
“I know how to cross roads. I’ve
watched from the garden. That’s
how I got to your house.”

“So this road but not so close to the
centre of Wallingford? Really, it needs
a fortune teller either side just to
know what your chances of survival
are.
“I like being with you. What are
those black lumpy things for? It’s
silly, they’ll stop cars using that small
road.
“They’re called bollards and
they’re to stop cars using that small
road. Hey, the cafe’s nearly empty.
Good, you won’t freak too many
people out at once.” She pushes the
door open. “Follow me and don’t do
anything but that, OK?”
“Your wish is better than a stitch in
the broth.
“Precisely.” She pulls a chair out.
“We sit and wait for service while
talking about the weather.
“Excellent.” His chair scrapes as he
pulls it. “What’s wind shear? Why’s it
a problem for aeroplanes?
“We talk about … something else.
Anything.”
“Would you like a foot massage?
“No, yes, not here! No for the
moment. I haven’t dealt with the last
one. You’ll have to show me your
book. That was pretty mindblowing.
“It fails to mention the bit with the
tongue.
“How did you learn about it
then?
“I made it up.
“You … you total...” Esther
splutters and bursts into uncontrolled
laughter – momentarily silencing all
conversations in the cafe. She shakes
her head. “You are too weird … well,
too open and honest to be a human.”
A shadow falls across her. She looks
up to see a slim waitress wielding a
notebook and pen. “Hello, could we
have two black coffees, please?
“Americano?
“Whatever, provided it’s black and
it’s coffee.”
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The waitress turns to Dick. “Would
sir like anything from the menu?” she
says, pointing
He stares around the table. “This?
This is an actual menu? Oh wow! I
know all about these. Ah, do I want
anything from it? Well, I like the
turquoise ink but how would you get
it off? and anyway I can make that
colour if I need – mmf.
Esther places a hand over his
mouth. “Don’t worry about him. He’s
new on this planet. A couple of Danish
pastries would be lovely. Different
ones, please, makes food ghts more
interesting.” She winks at Dick as the
waitress departs. “She’s new and
needs a hard time. She gave me the
‘that man is too good for you – I’m
more his class’ look. We may have to
run if she does it again. Do you have
washing powder which can get blood
and brain stains out?
He looks over to the counters.
“Her? How could any other woman be
remotely interesting now that I’ve met
you?
“Perfect answer. I’ll give you three
out of ten. Keep this up and there
won’t be any detention today.” She
glances at the waitress. “She is
attractive though. Out of interest, what
do you reckon? Oh, just remember my
comment regarding detentions.
“I’ve read about this too. Some
books imply you can be attracted to
physical features – external things and
makeup. Why is this? It’s not really
how people think, is it? First you have
to nd the very essence of a person. If
that is beautiful then everything else
is. It’s like attraction from the core rst
and then outwards. Everything else
follows.
“Another bloody speech
happening. Emergency, emergency,
everyone stay calm and leave by the
nearest window or wall: save
yourselves.
Dick continues regardless,
“Everything. The tip of a nger
becomes the most beautiful one in the
world. Love radiating and enveloping
it.”
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“Gods! Am I hearing this from a
man? I mean who’s possibly still a
teenager? No way. I can’t believe...
That has to be a rst in the history
of the world. What...?
“You say I’m honest? Very well.
Remember I looked in your eyes
and told you what I saw?” Dick
waits for her to nod. “I said only
the nice bits. Where I said there is
re and frost, I see passionate
con ict. It’s sapping your
strength.” He takes her hand.
“What can I do? If there’s anything
you can take from me that will
help … anything. There is also
doubt and fear but everyone
probably has those. I don’t think
they’re a problem for you.
“Did you just say I could take
anything from you?
“I won’t be happy until you’ve
taken everything.
Esther snatches her hand away
and leans, elbows on the table,
covering her face. “Gods’ sake...
“Ah, detention after all?
She stares at him for long and
intense moments. “Yes, it could be
a really long one.” She sits back to
make room for the tray
The waitress takes her time, and
says, “Is that all to your liking,
sir?
“Thank you so much. I’m
celebrating. This is the rst time
I’ve been able to tell my sister I’m
gay … and she’s even coming on
the march!
The waitress smiles and hugs
the tray. “Oh, that’s so sweet.
Congratulations.
Once she’s out of earshot, they
both relax and Esther takes his
hand again. “That was amazing.
She doesn’t believe you though
and gave me a lthy look. I reckon
she thinks you’re pussy-whipped.
“Is that like a cat of nine tails?
“Almost exactly. Oh...” She
answers her phone.

Dick tunes out, using all his focus on
Esther’s eyes, expressions and tones of
voice. Words, he’s coming to realise, are
a distraction. He waits until she puts the
phone down. Esther’s hesitant, as if not
sure whether she should be using it
again. Dick says, “A con ict, a choice,
too many possible outcomes, some of
them potentially causing irrecoverable
loss.
“How do you do that?” She sighs and
rests clenched sts on the table
“It’s as easy as breathing. Just don’t
listen to what people are saying. What
can I do?
Releasing a tension held too long,
Esther sags. “Just continue being you,
and don’t mind if I hit you with rocks
and hurl abuse. I’m … a show I was in
has caught a lot of attention and,
potentially, huge backing. It’s going to
happen again and may go around the
world. I have to go to London for two
days so we can all practise and prepare
again. Then we’ll perform before
funders, patrons, and take it from there.
Dick leans forward and takes her
hands. “Oh, can I watch you dance. Oh,
please!
She shakes her head. “Not this time.
It’ll be for backers only.” She closes her
eyes. “Why does everything happen at
once?
“Really? I thought I was
overwhelmed. What’s the problem?
“The problems... First, this is a dream
opportunity and could lead to a
minimum three month contract: usually
the States, Vienna and Japan, plus a
couple of others. It could run for eight
months. That’s serious money and
recognition. The fact that the organisers
and backers are all slimy creeps that
think dancers are alive just to entertain
them...” She opens her eyes and looks at
Dick. “The only real man among them is
the choreographer Leadbetter, Dave. It’s
a shame; he’s married and nearly
seventy. Good men are rare in the art
world.
“If you need a, what do you call
them? body, ah … protector, something
like that.
“Bodyguard. No, I can handle them.”
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“So what else is
happening?
“I have another project,
probably, more...” she slumps,
chews a bite of Danish, and
catches scattering akes.
“De nitely more important.
Did I actually admit that to
myself? Shit. This making the
right decision is the hardest
thing: I’ve never done it before.
Does it get easy with practice?
Dick shrugs. “I don’t know.
Sometimes I think all my
decisions have been made for
me. What’s this other project?
“Top bloody secret.” She
opens her mouth to speak, but
stares at him and starts with
something else, “Dick … are
you really real?
“This is debatable. The
project: can I help?
“Let’s talk about the glass
sculpture I made … or didn’t
make. Any more thoughts on
it?
“This is you saying we’re
not going to discuss the project
further. I’m not surprised; your
pupils are at maximum and
lips pale. I willingly oblige and
change the subject in
accordance with your wishes.”
He winks and smiles. “Your
sculpture? No new ideas at all.
We both felt you were doing
something. The fact that we
can’t see it is a little bit of a
mystery. I’ll see what I can
work out. When are you away
dancing?
“Tonight, I should really go
tonight so I’m fresh for practice
tomorrow or the next. But there
will be delays, there always
are. So let’s say we have a day
or two to muck about.” She
grimaces. “But it’s OK, I won’t
be zooming around the world
any time soon. There’s
something more … urgent.
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Dick’s face glows in the light of a
candle, the single ame re ected in
both eyes. He’s stroking the lump of
glass Esther worked on and
wondering why it glows and
sparkles from time to time. He
whispers, “What are you, you
lovely mystery?” He looks up into
the dark. “And where are you, Mrs.
Blessed? Why couldn’t you stay and
teach me more? This world seems to
be strange and a struggle even to
those who know about it; I’m
overloaded. And Esther, where did
she come from? Was she in your
plan? I think you knew something
at least. You’ll know why I feel as
though I was in love with her before
I knew she even existed. If you had
anything to do with that
intoxicating creature I’d forgive you
everything. I’d hug you and say
you’d done a perfect thing.
Esther, meanwhile, sits by a plate
glass window overlooking Charing
Cross Road: London. She’s scanning
pedestrians and waiting for the
gleam of her mother’s hair – always
the best way to nd Ingrid in a
crowd
Esther’s only in the café because
the rst oor is high enough for her
to look over the shambling hordes.
She’s vowed never to return.
Seeing her mother approaching,
Esther slaps a ver down and bolts
for the door, ghting her way past a
queue waiting for seats
“Mother, darling. Not this café.
I’ve renamed it the Brown
Waterhole. The coffee tastes of
swamp and they make tea with the
same tepid water as coffee – so it
tastes of nothing. The only sensory
input I got was the smell of badly
washed cups.
They hug, causing crowded
pedestrians to stumble all the way
back to Soho. Ingrid spins Esther
round. “There’s another this way.
“How’s the dancing?”
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“The usual. It’s a warehouse in Gunnersbury we’re in at
the moment. The stage limits are chalked on the oor. No
one’s crashed into a virtual wall yet or fallen into a theoretical
orchestra pit, but two dancers have picked up injuries already.
Never rest: never stop stretching. Idiots. On the bright side, I
was able to squeeze a couple of friends in to take their place.
“Ooh, sounds like you’re becoming a big shot.
“No, I just get on with Dave. He’s the biggest shot
involved, as usual. He’s sweet, honest, kind and shouldn’t be
in production at all. There ought to be a cabinet position,
minister for male development, and he should take it.
“Which brings me to...
“Very dangerous ground.
“Dearest, I’ve been in a mine eld, on thin ice in a
trembling caldera since you popped out. I’d be bored if there
wasn’t a major emotional disaster always disrupting
everything.” She points across the road. “Here, will this one
do?
Esther scans the café. “Yes, probably, but you’re paying. I
couldn’t buy a peanut in that place. Where have you been
anyway? When are you going home?
A waiter shows them a table for two. Ingrid unloads bags,
her shoulder bag, miscellaneous shopping and her coat
before sitting. “I’m investigating; Roy’s snooping.
“Is there a difference?
“Other than the spelling, no. We’ve done Dundee together,
Halifax and Hudders eld separately and he’s doing Leicester
today. I’m having a day off to see my precious daughter and
see how she’s getting on with her beautiful boyfriend.” She
watches Esther for a moment. “You didn’t kill me for saying
that. What’s going on?
“I’m not telling you because I’m denying it myself.
Leicester is a mystery but those are places Gran lived. Wasn’t
she born in Hudders eld? Do tell me all.
“Nothing to tell yet, just hunches and dead ends.
“I can smell coffee! actual coffee. They know what they’re
doing here. Good choice, Mum.
“It’s an excellent choice. I love these places. If you
complain loud enough they usher you out immediately so
you don’t have to pay.
“Nice. I’m making you my role model.
“Discretion, darling. Only take my bad bits. The rest are
frightfully boring. Now tell me why this couldn’t have been
done by phone.
“Because … just because everything. Look, Mum, I’m
terri ed. Helping Dick is scrambling my brain. He’s so … he’s
so fragile.
“Is there room for a personal question here?
“Not even slightly. Remember that mine eld you
mentioned?
“Have you had sex with him yet?
“What? Don’t be silly! I’m still a virgin anyway.”
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Ingrid freezes in shock and wonder. “No … you, you can’t
be. You’re twenty-three … or thereabouts for goodness sake.
“I can be and I am. I was feeling so angry with the whole
world that nothing could get close to me. I needed something
that was mine and in my control. Any one thing would have
done but I went for that, made it precious and inviolable. And
no way would I sleep with him. He’d see it as a sign of
commitment on my part – because it would be for him. That
would be a great way to let him down. That’s my biggest fear:
that I could get things very wrong and undo everything I’ve …
we’ve achieved.
“Have you spoken to him about it? Like asking him if he’s
prepared to take risks? There’s only one answer you could
possibly receive. Therefore you have a choice of one. Take all
the time you need.
“No! I’m not going to hurt him. He’s... I’m helping him
and... Great, I’ll send you a postcard from this mine eld.” She
sighs. “Mum, a major disaster is looming and I know it’s just
me who’s going to tread in it.
“That’s because you don’t know that trying to help and
doing it badly is almost as important, or as important, as doing
it right.
“That sounds like something Dad would say.
“Then maybe you ought to listen to him sometimes. My
theory is that behind all this helping Dick connect con dently
with the world, you’re making him feel real, the critical point
being that you have his permission and aren’t charging all over
his privacy and wishes as a result.
“Real? Oh...” Esther’s eyes widen. “Oh … I asked him
something like that. What do you mean?
Ingrid wrinkles her nose. “It’s something a lonely girl told
me at school. She said she didn’t feel real unless she was with
her friend.
“Did you become her friend too?
“No. I should have done. I have made mistakes – as you
know all too well.
They both fall silent as coffee arrives and Esther chirps,
“Hey, did you notice the waiter didn’t say ‘Enjoy your coffee’
like he was making sure you knew what it was supposed to be
in case you wondered after tasting it?
Ingrid raises her mug. “If it’s rubbish, I want you to make
the scene. I still have one or two parenting goals to achieve and
that’s at the top of my list. Screaming and throwing tables is a
good warm up for the real tantrum.
“I suspect you may yet turn out to be a good mother – now I
realise it’s up to me to train you.
Ingrid’s mug clunks onto the doilie, spattering spots of
coffee. “That’s the best thing you’ve ever said. Wait, I need to
put it in my phone. Keep talking. My last train leaves in six
hours.”
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“Is he a boy or a man? Sometimes he
winds me up or chases me round the
garden and other times he seems so
mature.
“Yes, that de nitely identi es him as
a boy or a man: well done. What’s the
problem?
Esther sits back and stares at Ingrid.
“Bloody hell... I don’t know what the
problem is. Did I drag you all the way
here just to tell you I’m scared shitless? I
think that’s it!
“OK, let me tell you something then.
You’re beginning to glow. The
lighthouse behind your eyes has been
relit. I think help is happening both
ways. Do you feel more alive? You don’t
have to answer that to anyone but
yourself.” Ingrid waits for Esther to
re ect. “OK, I think you’re scared of
you. Just relax and let it all happen the
way it’s going to anyway. Stop thinking
you’re in control and stop worrying
about disasters – people sort them out
afterwards. Young Dick adores you,
probably is falling in love with every
part of you he discovers, poor deluded
man. I bet you can cock up badly again
and again and nothing terminal will
happen.” She taps the table with her
phone. “Right now I trust you more than
you trust yourself – that’s quite a
dramatic reversal and I’m loving it.
“Weird. That makes me angry like I
want to reject your approval but I know
I want it too. Accepting your approval
means I might have to accept some of
the things you told me before that I
didn’t want to believe.” She frowns and
shakes her head. “That sort of thing.
“Wow, you take my breath away.
Esther, you’re becoming an inspiration.
Do you fancy lunch here?”
“You said ‘lighthouse’. That’s what I
was trying to do with the glass. You
know the rings of lenses they have with
the big one in the centre? I wanted to
recapture the wonder I felt when I saw
sunlight re ected. Yes, lunch, big. I don’t
need to be back until six for the next
rehearsal.”
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The waiter appears, making Ingrid jump. She asks,
“Are you psychic or do the table owers contain
microphones?
The waiter bows. “We have sacred spirits who
oat by your side, attentive to your every need. They
desire to make you feel joyful, relaxed and ful lled.
“Impressive … and good looking. Are you
married?
“I am, madam.
She sighs, “Regrettably so am I. Rubbish isn’t it?
Can you order for us? Something nice.
Esther pipes up. “Different things, it makes food
ghts more entertaining. One day, one day I’ll think of
a new joke. We need Dick here. Oh, did I really
choose that name?
The waiter smiles. “I’ll ensure you have rock cakes
to nish with. Tried and tested. We use them on
clients who complain.
Ingrid lays a hand on his arm. “We won’t be
complaining. We love it here.” When they are alone
again, she says, “Phone your dad while we’re
waiting.
“Why? What’s up?
“Why? Because I want to overhear your
conversation. I always do when I can. You speak
about different things with him.
Esther draws her phone from a pocket. “Snoop,
spy, traitor.
“I’m sure there are more appropriate words.
Maybe not … I think you have the subject covered.
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The Clarendon House
Submissions Process
Want to submit a novel?
Novella? Collection? Play?
Some other substantial work?
Writers want to get
published. Ideally, they want to
receive monetary reward for
their work too
I’ve been contemplating for
some time how best to serve
those needs.
Right now, Clarendon House
anthologies accept submissions
without cash payment to
authors, but in return offer the
opportunity for such
submissions to be voted as ‘best
in the anthology’ by readers —
and a winning vote gets the
author a book contract, a chance
to publish their own book upon
which royalties are paid.
Having a limited budget as
an independent publisher, and
no resources other than myself,
some expertise and a laptop,

that was the best I could come
up with at the time to help
writers get established and start
a paying career. As far as I know,
no other publisher in the world
offers such an arrangement. And
it’s been successful, with eight
authors so far having received
royalties on their own books
after following this route
But that pathway is still too
narrow, I think. There needs to
be a wider gateway to
commercial returns, especially
for new authors
Over the last three years,
since I started publishing
anthologies and personal
collections, I’ve received almost
two thousand submissions of
one kind or another, and I’ve
been able to make observations
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about them ranging from their
format to their subject matter to
their overall shape. I have also
observed what works and what
doesn’t work in the world of
marketing (and summarised
those ndings in an e-book). All
of those observations add up to
being able to make certain
judgements about whether or
not individual pieces of work
are viable as publications.
Viability is based on questions
like
‘Does this work have an
audience?’
‘What is the likely
commercial size of that
audience?’ and
‘Is there enough potential
here to warrant the time and
effort involved in publishing it?’

Whenever a writer submits a
work to a publisher in the
ordinary fashion, those are the
kinds of question which are
being asked. The technical
accuracy of the writing and
whether or not it’s a carefully
crafted piece, whether or not it
has some kind of ‘soul’ or life of
its own, these all matter too —
but from a publisher’s
perspective, they often lead to
more practical questions: is this
going to be worthwhile
commercially? Is it worth the
time and investment needed to
get it available to readers
The problem is that
publishing takes time and effort.

By far the majority of
publishers take enormous risks
publishing the works that they
do. In fact, every single one of
them (and this applies to
Hollywood movie studios as
well) recoup their annual costs
on the back of one or two ‘hits’,
while 99% of the publications
produce nothing but losses.
That’s just the way the business
model for publishing (and
movie-making) works. If a
publisher doesn’t get at least
one ‘big hit’ in a year, they
struggle to survive; a couple of
years like that, and they’re gone
Part of the publishing
landscape, then, is reducing that
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risk as much as possible and
only producing works which
look like they have a chance of
‘making it’ commercially. Rather
than just ending up with one or
two ‘hits’ by chance, a more
ideal scene would be to have
several works at least recouping
their costs and going on to
commercial stability over a
period of time. Such a scene
might be achieved by more
carefully assessing the potential
audience for each work
submitted.

So my task was simplifying
everything for both writer
(you) and publisher (me)
along the above lines
What I had to do was break
this all down into a kind of
equation that really cuts to the
heart of the matter.
It started with submissions
arriving on my desk (or
laptop, as I don’t have a desk)
My inbox quickly becomes
loaded with unread
submissions, and reading is
one of the few things in the
world which can’t be sped up
to any great degree: pages

take a certain amount of time
to read properly. Most
publishers therefore try to
reduce this factor by asking
for the rst couple of chapters
of a longer work, hoping to be
able to make a judgement
based on those as to whether
or not to proceed further.
But even that didn’t
necessarily produce answers
to the key questions ‘Does this
work have an
audience?’ ‘What is the likely
commercial size of that
audience?’ and ‘Is there
enough potential here to

.
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warrant the time and effort
involved in publishing it?
So I had to nd a way of
circumventing most of this
For this to work, a certain
amount of homework would
need to be done by the writer
before submitting the work.
But that preliminary work
would be valuable in its own
right, whether it produced an
acceptance from me or not
With all this in mind, I’ve
developed a process through
which any writer can submit
any work to Clarendon
House.

The Clarendon House
Submissions Proces
Anyone wishing to use the
process would be expected to ll
in a comprehensive form. That
form would require work,
possibly quite a lot of work, on
the part of a writer prior to
submission
What such a form would
mean, though, would be that a
writer would be able to submit
ANY WORK to Clarendon
House for possible publication:
novels, novellas, collections,
plays, anything which they
wanted to get published. They
would simply need to follow a
series of steps to see if they
would get approved
In line with other standard
publishers, there would be NO
COSTS involved: a work, if
accepted, would be edited,
proofread, formatted with its
own cover and blurb and so on,
without cost to the author. That

would be because I would have
considered it worth the time and
effort, and would expect to
recoup costs and make a pro t
upon publication
Upon acceptance, a book
contract would be signed and a
royalty arrangement agreed
upon
If this interests you, be
prepared. There are pros and
cons, which I will try to
summarise here
Pro
1. You’ll be able to take ANY
work of yours and submit it to
Clarendon House — that novel
you’ve been working on for
years, that series of fantasies
you’ve crafted, that obscure
novella which everyone else has
refused, and so forth — they
now could all have a chance at
reaching readers through
Clarendon House
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2. The answers required by
the form will almost
undoubtedly prove enlightening
to you, regardless of whether
your work is accepted: you’ll
probably have all kinds of
realisations about marketing and
viability and audiences, and
you’ll be able to make
adjustments or preparations
accordingly. The form is actually
an incredibly valuable free
service for writers in its own
right
3. Upon acceptance, you’ll get
to sign a book contract, and your
work will be professionally
edited, formatted and proofread
free of charge — you’ll get to
work with me as a cover
designer too, and I’ll develop an
effective blurb for your book.
4. The book will be released
on Amazon as a paperback and
Kindle version and you’ll receive
royalties periodically based on
sales throughout the year.

1. Feedback from me won’t
be swift — I am anticipating a
huge in ow of forms. I will
progress through them all
carefully. In some cases, I will be
able to advise relatively quickly
that I am not going to publish,
and will try to give guidance as
to next steps; in other cases, I
may come back to you after a
long wait on your part with
additional questions and still, in
the end, say no
2. The answers required by
the form are not simple Yes or
No answers. they will require
serious work, market research
and possibly some introversion
and contemplation on your part.
Filling in the form to the best of
your ability is actually part of
your ‘pitch’ to me as a potential
publisher. Short, brush-off, ‘I
don’t know’ kind of answers
will naturally result in nonacceptance. But even failing to

come up with answers should
teach you some things about the
kinds of barriers which stand
between you and publication.
3. Professional editing,
formatting, proofreading, cover
design, blurb writing for your
book will all occur for free —
but you will need to cooperate
and take my advice on the
above. Three years in the
publishing industry and over
forty years of studying ction
produces a certain level of
knowledge about what works
and what doesn’t
4. Amazon new book releases
don’t necessarily make lots of
money. New authors publishing
rst works should not expect to
make more than a few pounds
or dollars initially. Naturally, if
you have written a great book
and you do the needed market
research — and especially if you
follow the steps outlined in my
marketing book — you will
make more than if you don’t.
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But getting published is really
just the start of the journey
towards commercial viability
Overall, though, this is a
great opportunity to achieve a
dream
So…are you interested
Do you have something in
mind which you think might get
accepted
If so, take a look at this form
and start working through it
PLEASE NOTE: I offer many
paid services which may help
you with the form’s steps. You
are under no obligation
whatsoever to use these in order
to submit work. If you approach
me separately to use such
services, this will not necessarily
predispose me to accept your
work afterwards
Ask me any questions you
wish
grant@clarendonhousebooks.
com

Eight master authors, eight
story gems — from E. M.
Forster’s fantastically prophetic
tale of the future, ‘The Machine
Stops’ (predicting in 1909,
amongst other things, the rise
of the World Wide Web) to
Thomas Hardy’s dark tale of
witchcraft in the wilderness of
19th century Wessex, ‘The
Withered Arm’; from Charles
Dickens’ classic ghost story ‘The
Signalman’, to Graham
Greene’s haunting tale of
Catholic reality, ‘The Hint of an
Explanation’; from Edgar Allan
Poe’s famous story of deception
‘The Purloined Letter’, to W.
Somerset Maugham’s
charmingly ironical piece, ‘The
Verger’; and from W. B. Yeats’
adapted comic play ‘The Pot of
Broth’ to Oscar Wilde’s tragic
‘The Happy Prince’, this fully
illustrated ebook will leave you
in awe of the storytelling skills
of the some of the world’s
greatest short story writers.
ILLUSTRATED IN FULL
COLOUR
Only £9.99

MASTER AUTHOR
SHOWCASE
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/master-author-showcase
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ANGELICA GREEN

A Startling New
Look at the
Meaning of the
Universe,

featuring
detailed descriptions of all the
Traditional Tarot cards,
PLUS the New Archetypal Tarot
that simplifies them!

BONUS:
FREE Tarot Readings
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/new-tarot

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

And Still I Had These Dreams

ANN CHRISTINE TABAKA

‘And still, I had these dreams.
Dreams of grandeur, iced in white frosting.
Waking to the truth…’
A collection of beautiful poems from an award-winning poet
106

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ann-christine-tabaka

ARTICLE by C. L. STEELE
C. L. Steele, an internationally published speculative ction author
enjoys creating new and future worlds. In addition to numerous
publications, Steele has been a contributor to three literary journals/
magazines and nished fth in the Great Clarendon House Writing
Challenge 2019. Poetry continues to call, earning a few published
pieces and a daily practice Facebook page. New this year is a blog for
both ction and non- ction writing. And a proud new journey of selfpublishing as founder of Say It Publishing. C. L. Steele writes many
hours a day as the cats, Magic and Eclipse, watch, play, and distract.

Riveting dialogue will break up the
narrative, help differentiate characters,
and move the story along with showing
not telling. Sounds great, right? Here are
some tips to make your dialogue more
believable and more important more
readable
Tip 1 - Cut the Deadwoo
Speaking and written speech are not
the same. Live conversations don’t follow
grammatical format and are lled with
pauses and emphatic interjections (hmm,
uh, erm, wow, like a, etc.). Reading
emphatic interjections gets tedious after a
while. It interrupts the ow of thought.
The best practice is to cut out emphatic
interjections whenever possible. Use them
sparingly or when important to the
character’s identity.
Now, cut deeper. Read the dialogue.
Does it sound natural? If not cut more. As
an example:

Let’s
Talk
Dialogue

“Hello,” I said
“Is it really you? I can’t believe it has been so long,”
she responded
“Sorry, I have been very busy at work, I said,
smiling.

Kind of stilted isn’t it? Sounds like reading
instead of reality. The tags (he said, she said)
get in the way and the language is too formal.
Plus can you see a picture? Time to cut. Here’s
a possible x:
“Hello.
Startled, she looked up surprised. “Is it really you? I
can’t believe it’s been so long!
Rex smiled. “Sorry. Works been crazy.”
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Here’s the break down
with the explanation of why
this works
“Hello.”
Dialogue starts action. Trust that
your reader will gure out who is
saying hi. Not knowing who is
intriguing and makes the reader want
to know more and thus read more.

Startled, she looked up
surprised. “Is it really you? I
can’t believe it’s been so long!”
Move the plot along and create
pictures for your readers by adding
narrative in the dialogue. With a few

words, we learn some things. He’s
taller or she’s sitting. Surprised seems
like a happy thing here. Also, we don’t
need any tags right now. We know
there are two people one female. We
know because their conversation is in
new paragraphs. New speaker new
paragraph is the general rule

Rex smiled. “Sorry. Work’s
been crazy.
Now, do we know who said
Hello? Yes, Rex. Did we avoid the
elementary school he said, Jane
said tags? Yep. Does it ow better?
Does the reader become more
involved because they must gure
things out as they go along? Yep,
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they are engaged, not being fed a
story, but interacting with the story.
That will create readers who nish
stories. The reader will come to
understand that a woman was
surprised. And Rex is apologizing.
And there is a relationship between
the two and they seem happy to
see each other. He approached her
after all. We’ve gotten rid of the ‘I
have been’ with I’ve. In general,
people talk in contractions, they
don’t always include subject, verb,
and direct object. Therefore, your
characters shouldn’t either. This
will make them believable.

Tip 2 - Reveal Backstor
Dialogue is a fantastic way
to avoid the info dump. This is
where the writer will spend
several sentences explaining
something that the reader
needs to know. You can lessen
the narrative giving the reader
a closer feel to the characters.
The narrator may still be
needed but too much infodumping is a way to bore the
reader. Let your dialogue help
you deliver needed
background information and
keep the action and story
moving.
For example: “We’ll likely
run into the Bloods,” Malcolm
said, rubbing the scar on his
face. The idea is to be subtle.
Instead of: Malcolm
remembered the face of the
gangster who cut his face.
“We’ll likely run into the
Bloods.”
In both examples, we get
the same information.
However, the rst example
keeps us in the present story

and gives the background
information without having to
do a ashback or have the
narrator give the information.
When we layer backstory in
the dialogue through words
and present action, we keep
the reader engaged in the
story. We also avoid the long
paragraphs of ‘she did this’,
‘he did that’ and ‘they were
here’ info dump. This trick has
improved my writing by
keeping info dumps to a
minimum. By the way, Info
dumps are sometimes needed.
We just need to keep them to a
bare minimum.

Tip 3 - Reveal Characte
We can use subtext (saying
one thing when you mean
another) or sidestep
something and a character can
be silent. Silence often speaks
more than paragraphs of
words. Let’s take these one at
a time. Subtext example:
Consider this passage from
my story ‘Every Silver Lining
has a Cloud’. In this passage,
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they are both saying more
than the words. Especially
when you know what he
doesn’t know: that WC stands
for witch council.
“Jewish?” he asked, nodding at
my necklace
“No.
“Ah, mysterious woman, I see.
How about we do lunch together
before the afternoon session and get
to know one another, solve the
mystery?
I pulled my keycard from the
door. The green light signaled me to
open the door. I smiled. An omen
“Silver lining in fteen minutes?
Hold the door for me?” I pointed to
the elevator
His laugh was infectious
“Clever bird, you are.
“Careful, Edgar Allan Poe had
trouble with a bird if I recall.
“James, James Bollinger,
Marketing Manager of SECO,” he
said extending his hand
“Raven, Raven Grogan, Director
of Marketing at WC of Ireland,” I
said shaking his hand, allowing my
hand to linger

You can see they both have an
agenda the other does not know. It
tells you about his character and
hers without saying. This makes the
reader infer, which makes the
reading interesting. We want them
turning pages

Tip 4 – Sideste
Sidestepping is when a character
responds to a question by ignoring
it. Sidestep dialogue can add
intrigue or make a needed point.
“Amy, why is Sarah here? Did she
even know the professor?
“No, she’s still in high school. How
would she know him
“Sarah, I didn’t expect to see you
here. Professors Wilson’s funeral is an

odd place for a high schooler. How did
you know him?
Sarah rubbed her neck, her eyes
darting to the exit. “His wife needs
something to drink. I’ll go get her a
coffee.
Amy noted Sarah exit the funeral
home.
Here we see the characters in
action and wonder about why
Sarah is being so reticent. Much
more interesting than Sarah’s inner
dialogue? Maybe. It’s a great tool
for the writer’s toolbox.

Tip 5 – Silence
Silence is another Subtle way to
write dialogue. Again layering on
more and more complexity as you
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build the story. Avoid saying But he
refused to say anything, or he never
responded. Just say nothing. Jerry
Jenkins wrote
“Well, John,” Linda said, “what do
you have to say for yourself?
John set his jaw and stared out the
window
“I’m waiting,” she said
He lit a cigarette.
Linda shook her head. “I swear,
John, honestly.
Again the subtlety here is the
silence and the reason for it makes
the reader stay tuned to nd out.

Tip 6 – Say It
The most important rule is to
read your dialogue out loud. I used
to do this and not hear the clunk.
But then I found Read-Aloud under
the Review tab on Word. Now as I
listened without reading, I could
hear the awkward phrases better.
Also reading it to someone or
having someone read it to you
helps. We often add words that
aren’t there as we read. I suggest
putting the pages away a few days

to let your mind clear. Then come at
it fresh. If it doesn’t sound like
something you could overhear
somewhere—try, try again.

Tip 7 – Create A Momen
And the last tip for how to
create powerful dialogue is to
create a powerful moment in the
dialogue. We all know them when
we hear them. Why not strive to
write something memorable. Here
are a few:
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“There’s no place like home.”
“Houston, we have a problem.”
“May the force be with you.”
“You had me at hello.
You get the picture. (Blame
Grant). Writing is worth the elbow
grease. Polish the dialogue. Show
your characters by letting them
blabber. Just say it. Say it again,
Sam? I’ll keep working on it.
Happy writing.
Onward, Forward, Upward.

FICTION by KERRI JESMER
Born in Germany, Kerri Jesmer was raised on the Eastern plains of Colorado and
currently lives in Utah with her husband and adult daughter, two dogs and two cats.
She is an author and mentor. She has been published in Dastaan World Magazine,
Fifty-word Stories, Spillwords.com, and Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine. New to
publishing her writing, she spent several years mentoring her daughter’s middle and
high school writing groups. She has three blogs, the newest on writing, and has been
blogging since 2004.

Reuben
Bean

Come to me when the sun
shines brightly in the sky so that I
can see every detail. The softness
of your skin, the tiny wrinkles just
beginning to show at the corners
of your beautiful brown eyes.
Come to me before the night takes
the beauty from in front of us and
shrouds it in darkness and
uncertainty.
It had been his prayer to her
every morning when he went
outside to begin his chores on his
little farm. He headed out to feed
his chickens, the two sows and
their piglets, and the goats with
his faithful dog, Reuben Bean.
Cole always used both names for
his dog. It was his way to show
respect to his loyal and best
friend. Yeah, some folks thought it
odd, but the old boy had been
with him for twelve years now.
Cole nished caring for the
animals and watering them before
he headed inside. He’d clean up
and head to town, hoping against
hope he would see her again
“Reuben Bean, let’s go, buddy,”
he called to the dog as he opened
the door to his pick-up. Reuben
Bean jumped right in and took his
place on the passenger seat. Cole
would never put his dog in the
back of the truck. He’d seen what
could happen with such a foolish
act and a single slam on the
brakes. It was cruel.

Part One
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“Reuben Bean, we are off to town to look for
that woman. I can’t free my mind of her day or
night. I’ve got to get up the nerve to say
something if I see her.” Reuben Bean looked at
Cole and wagged his tail in encouragement. Off
they headed down the dusty, bumpy road
together, Reuben Bean sticking his head out the
window and letting his ears y.
It wasn’t a long drive into town, but Cole was
so anxious about the whole thing that he
realized his hands were shaking. He and Reuben
Bean got out of the truck and walked over to the
ice cream shop that had opened a few minutes
before
“Well, hello there, Cole! It’s good to see you,”
said Mrs. Jessup, who owned the shop
“It’s a ne day, ma’am. I’d like an ice cream
soda and a vanilla cone for old Reuben Bean out
there,” he answered, pointing his thumb behind
him to the door. She went to work preparing his
order, and when she nished, decided to deliver
the cone to Reuben Bean herself
“I’ll walk out there with you and sit at the
table since we’re not busy yet. I haven’t seen

Reuben Bean in far too long,” she grinned. She
greeted the dog with a pat on his head and
offered him the cone. Reuben Bean licked away,
joy on his face and his tail wagging.
“Mrs. Jessup, you’re going to get dog slobber
all over your hand,” Cole said, chuckling. He
knew Reuben Bean was a charmer with
everyone and she really wouldn’t care
“I don’t mind one bit,” she answered, petting
Reuben Bean’s head again. “I do love this sweet
dog of yours, Cole.” Cole nodded. How could
anyone not love him? He was sweet and friendly
to everyone. But he also was a good protector to
Cole when he needed him to be. The two of
them chatted a bit until Reuben Bean nished
his cone, long before Cole had nished his ice
cream soda. Mrs. Jessup went inside after a bit
while the two friends relaxed until Cole nished.
He took the glass back in to the shop and
thanked Mrs. Jessup for both the treats and the
company. When he came back out, Reuben Bean
was heading down the sidewalk near the main
part of town.

Give your future
partner in your
busines the respe
you would want.
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“Hold up there, boy,” Cole hollered. Reuben
Bean stopped and looked back at him as if to
say, ‘Hurry up’. Cole jogged a bit to catch up,
maybe understanding what the dog was saying
to him after all these years together. They
walked on, Cole having no idea where they
were heading but willing to let his best friend
lead the way.
It wasn’t long before they arrived at the main
park in town. It was where festivals were held
and people rented it out, including the gazebo,
for birthdays, wedding receptions, and who
knows what else. But today, it was quiet. Still,
Reuben Bean headed right up the stairs to the
gazebo and dropped down to rest at the feet of a
young woman who was sitting there reading a
book
“Oh, aren’t you the most adorable thing!” she
said. She reached down and scratched behind
his oppy ears. Cole had reached the top of the
stair. Looking up from the ground, he realized it

was her! He immediately panicked. “Is this your
dog?” she asked
Her voice was like the strings of a violin, Cole
thought. “Um, uh, yes. Yes. He’s mine,” he
stuttered.
“What’s his name?” she asked, her eyes on
Cole. The sun made her face glow and her teeth
were so bright, he thought they might blind him
“Reuben Bean.
“Well, that’s a ne name for a ne dog.
Reuben Bean.” At the sound of his name from
her lips, Reuben Bean jumped up on the bench
beside her and laid his head in her lap. She
laughed with delight
“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Cole began, reaching to
pull him down
“No, no. I love dogs and this one is just the
sweetest one I’ve ever seen,” she said. Reuben
Bean looked up at Cole with a satis ed look in
his eyes. Cole took note and sat on the other side
of her.
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“I’ve had him for twelve years now. Since
he was just a puppy,” Cole said. She smiled
and nodded, continuing to pet the dog. She
had closed her book and set it in her lap. “We
live out of town a couple of miles. I’ve got a
farm out there with some animals and I grow
some wheat.
“Really? I miss being on a farm. I grew up
on one until I was eighteen and headed off to
college. By the time I graduated, my dad had
sold it and he and Mama moved into town
here. Now, Dad runs the saw mill just down
the hill,” she pointed in the direction Cole and
Reuben Bean had come from.
“That’s where I must have seen you
before,” Cole said

“So, you remembered me, huh? Hope I left
a good impression,” she said, raising an
eyebrow and smiling demurely.
“Yes, ma’am, you did,” he said, almost
falling off the bench with shock that he’d been
so forward with her. Reuben Bean yawned
and stretched to give him a minute to recover
so her attention was quickly turned back to
the dog.
“Maybe you can come out to see the place
some time,” he offered.
“I’d like that. But we better get to know
each other a bit, beforehand, don’t you think?
What about lunch some time?” she asked.
Cole was dumbfounded. He didn’t expect
that, either
“Uh, yes ma’am. Cookie’s Café down the
street serves a great roast beef and apple pie.”
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“Well now, that sounds mighty ne,
Mister…
“Oh gosh, I’m Cole Jackson. I introduced
my dog and not myself,” he said with a
short and uncertain laugh
“Yes, you did, Cole Jackson. My name is
Ellen Hamilton. And you can ask for me at
the saw mill on Monday, Wednesday and
Friday. Those are the days I’m there
working on Dad’s books. But I’m usually
free by around 1:00 p.m.” She stood up to
walk away. “Oh, and please bring sweet
Reuben Bean. I can’t imagine not having
him there,” she said with a smile. She
proceeded to leave them.
Cole sat quietly, feeling giddy and in
shock at how the whole thing developed. If
it hadn’t been for Reuben Bean, he’d have
never run into her. He’d planned to walk
out toward the saw mill and if he didn’t see
her, he would have just driven back home.
Reuben Bean had found her for him. He
had even warmed her heart toward him
because he was such a loveable dog. He
reached down and patted his dog’s head
“Buddy, none of that would have
happened without you.” Reuben Bean just
looked up at him with a knowing look in
his eyes.

SUBSCRIBE NOW SO THAT YOU DON’T MISS THE NEXT EPISODE!
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

CARMEN BACA

Viajes con Fantasmas
‘…benevolent ghosts battle with
venomous dark spirits in a life and
death, winner-take-all contest that
could result in a whole family going to
Hell.’
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca

BEST SELLERS
CARMEN BACA

Cuentos Del
Cañón
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MASTERPIECES 2021

Myth & the 'Now'
This book takes the reader on a journey into the heart of myth and
attempts to bring it into view in new ways. It’s a voyage which will visit
unusual places, from Asgard and the world of the Norse Gods, to Navajo
plains and Finnish lakes; along the way, be prepared to glimpse not only
the evolution of human civilisation but the human soul and how it grows in
individuals.
Get ready to look beyond the edge of ction’s universe to an even wider
world.

Learn more
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The world doesn't know about the
compound hidden underground, and the
wealthy investors funding it want things to
stay that way…
It's 2027 with numerous
scienti c advances having
been made, but most of the
facility's research is illegal. If
animal rights' activists had
an inkling of what went on,
they'd clamor for justice.
Human rights' activists
would scream from the
rooftops
By the time 2030 arrives,
researchers have worked
for awhile with feline service
units and Human Replicas
—HRs—virtual prisoners
with no rights. More and
more of them are dying, and
they long for freedom. One
of the top scientists isn't
happy with the status quo
either. Tensions are
mounting, and things are
not as they appear…
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Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci- , literary ction, and more,
and was nominated for the 2020 Washington Science Fiction Association’s Small
Press Award. She won second place in JayZoMon/Dark Myth Company’s Open
Contract Challenge, and her novelette, Worth Waiting For, was published. Her book,
On the Wings of Ideas, came out recently, while another is pending publication. Her
121
author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor

Book marketing
not working?
Worried that your book
will ‘never sell’?
Spending too much time on marketing
when you’d rather be writing?

Implement a
Marketing Strategy
That Works!
What you get:

•A marketing platform that actually sells your book
•Con dence that your book will nd a correct public
•Freed-up time and attention from
the whole mysterious area of ‘marketing’
= more time to focus on writing
•The foundations of a career as a writer
•Mentored support to get you started

50%
F
OF

Interested?

Go here for more details
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/
exclusive-services
or drop me a line:
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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‘The biggest marketing breakthrough since bread!’

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

P. A. O’NEIL

Witness
Testimony
and Other Tales

‘Some authors paint such vivid
pictures with their words that
the reader feels as though he
or she is actually present, a
silent observer or phantom,
almost participating in the
events of a tale…’
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Managing Vacuum
To inject drama (and create vacuums) into
any situation, polarise things: split poles apart,
separate them with space and barriers, prevent
nuances, block communication
Conversely, to remove drama (and vacuums)
from any situation, depolarise: move poles
together, remove space and barriers, encourage
nuances, empower communication
This applies ctively, in marketing, in Life,
in health, in relationships, in politics etc
More speci cally, it applies to what we have
been talking about: getting a prospective reader
to move into a state of thinking in which he or
she is more likely to pick up and start reading
your book.
Your prospective reader is someone who
you want to feel at ease in the vicinity of your
work; you want them to move closer to it, feel
associated with it in some way, and nally to
communicate with it. That means depolarising
the general situation around your work, the
way it is presented, its context
But your prospective reader is also someone
who you want to feel attracted by your book
speci cally, enticed by it, intrigued by it
enough to pick it out of the general context and
start reading it. That means polarising the
speci c zone around your work, the way it is
packaged, its appearance, to create a vacuum
strong enough to attract attention
Think of this in the terms that we have laid
out earlier: you have an audience of warm
prospects in the social media group you have
created based around the general topic of your
book.
If you write historical romances, for
example, then building up a group of people
already interested in historical romances
generally is a de nite move in the right
direction — you have effectively ‘domesticated’
a group of potential readers and can cultivate
them constantly by feeding them things of
great interest and value to them. This is
depolarising the general scene: these people are
now in the vicinity of your work; you have
moved them closer to it and none of them
should be surprised if the name of your book
arises in this context.

TO INJECT DRAMA:
POLARISE

TO REMOVE DRAMA:
DEPOLARISE
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An organic mark er
knows that to g a
reader to pick up,
admire, purchase and
read your work
requires nuanced
stages.

Then the emphasis falls upon your book
speci cally: its cover must be enticing precisely
to that kind of audience — i.e. it must contain
the images that they expect to be there,
blended with subtle differences that create
vacuums and thus evoke interest; its blurb
must be intriguing (and short) enough for
them to pause for a moment to read it. That
means polarising the speci c zone around your
work, the way it is packaged, its appearance so
that the created vacuums draw in the
prospect’s attention
Note how conventional marketing gets this
wrong: there is a huge amount of effort on
creating vacuums to attract attention, but they
are largely wasted on a general audience,
which is too far away from the product to care.
The initial depolarisation hasn’t been done; the
type of reader you want to read your book is
still way out there, unaware of you or your
work
That’s why you have to attract generally
and then attract speci cally
Potential readers are automatically, almost
by de nition, in a somewhat polarised position
with regard to your work
Your work is ‘over there’ for the potential
reader — they have never heard of it and are
not at all close to it, mentally, emotionally or
geographically. Conventional marketing tries
to bridge this gap using overwhelming force:
bombarding the potential reader with ads,
spamming their news feeds and trying to grab
their attention in various other ways, all very
wasteful.
Organic marketing knows better
An organic marketer knows that to get a
reader to pick up, admire, purchase and read
your work requires nuanced stages
Firstly, you have to get the prospect into a
group relatively connected to your work, on his
or her own volition; then you have to cultivate
that prospect by feeding him or her things of
great interest because they are closely related
to something already fascinating to that
individual, or orientating the person; then, by
echoing these things that are in common
between books that the prospect already
admires and your own work, you gradually
build up a rapport, effectively re-framing the
reality of the prospect so that your work is now
part of his or her thinking on the subject or
genre.
125

The Focusing Protocol is something that’s uid
and that evolves. It’s a communication between
you and your prospect that’s designed to bring
them into close proximity with your ction
effectively, just by taking these few simple steps. If
you’re not sure how to get the process going, here
are a few default topics that will help
• What part of [insert your genre] excites you
the most right now
• Did you notice how [insert particular author]
achieves [insert effect]
• What part of the work of [insert particular
author] do you think is different from other
authors
• What are you looking for in [insert your
genre] right now
• What lm best captures the work of [insert
particular author]
• What’s the happening thing in [insert your
genre] right now
As you can probably see, these are
conversational topics that might easily arise in any
social media group about any kind of ction —
Westerns, romance, science ction, etc. Members of
such groups will readily respond to such questions
and many fascinating conversations will be had. If
you’re on the ball, you’ll be able to participate in
many of these conversations with ease and you’ll
begin to recognise the signs that someone is ready
to go into a closer relationship with your work

Watch for signals such as particular preferences
within a genre (that match with your work) or
af nities for authors similar to yourself; watch for
voiced disappointments with certain books (which
you know your own work could address) or
favoured themes or images. As you receive these
signals, travel down those paths and develop the
relationship
Hard work? If you think about it, there aren’t
many techniques that are as easy to implement.
After all, you only need to ask a few questions to a
body of warm prospects (like members of your
social media group) to get the ball rolling. And
asking those questions enables you to
• Get interaction goin
• Get feedback from your prospect
• Use that feedback to expand the induction
process so it becomes more powerfu
Conventional marketing does none of those
things: there is no interaction, only a bombardment
of ads out into the void; there is never any
feedback; and that leaves the marketer blind and
powerless
There aren’t any rules about when to use the
Focusing Protocol exactly. The only thing that
matters is that it gets results, so use it when you
want a powerful induction that attracts readers
almost effortlessly.

.
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CRACK

YOUR
MARKETING
A Guide to

AVAILABLE
NOW!

Actually Selling
Your Book

for
frustrated
authors
everywhere
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/crackyourmarketing

Wilfred has always been a loner,
though less of one with his late wife,
Beth. She's been gone over thirty
years, but he still misses her…
Cancer took her while he
served in the Army
overseas, devastating
him and their ve young
children. He left the
military to care for them,
days stretching into
months and years. By the
time they left home, his
routines were set in stone
—work, hobbies, work...
Coworkers had tried to
set him up on dates, but
he'd resisted. He'd stayed
busy, found life
rewarding, and being
alone was normal.
Comfortable.
Eventually, Wilfred
moves to a different
place, and a sweet lady
named Sadie welcomes
him to the neighborhood.
He has no idea he's
lonely, or that his life's
about to change…
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Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci- , literary ction, and more,
and was nominated for the 2020 Washington Science Fiction Association’s Small
Press Award. She won second place in JayZoMon/Dark Myth Company’s Open
Contract Challenge, and her novelette, Worth Waiting For, was published. Her book,
On the Wings of Ideas, came out recently,128while another is pending publication. Her
author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor
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ESSENTIALS 2021

Grab, guide and
move readers

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/seven-levels-of-attention
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DISCOVER
• What attention is and when, how and
where to grab it (and why you're wasting
your time if you don't know these things)
• What monitors attention and how you
can control that as a writer, adding
richness and depth to your work
• What Momentum, Mystery and
Morality in ction have to do with
attention and what precise mechanisms
are associated with each
• What lies at the core of your work that
empowers you to control the reader's
attention so that readers seek out your
work
and much, much more.
DOWNLOAD YOUR COPY NOW!
Subscribers can download their copy
from the same page from which they
download their monthly issue!
YOU CAN SUBSCRIBE HERE
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

R. A. GOLI

Unfettered:
A Short Story Collection
‘A bird succubus that comes in a storm; a bed-andbreakfast from Hell; secret histories from before
fairy tales and myths; an asylum from beyond your
darkest nightmares…’
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/r-a-goli

PRESENTS

MASTER AUTHOR
SHOWCASE

THE SCHOOLMASTER
by Anton Chekhov
134

Anton Chekhov (1860–1904) was a
Russian playwright and short-story
writer, considered to be among the
greatest writers of short ction in history.
As a playwright he produced four
classics, which present challenges
actors and audiences as Chekhov aimed
for a "theatre of mood" and a
"submerged life in the text” rather than a
focus on action. Along with Henrik Ibsen
and August Strindberg, Chekhov is often
referred to as one of the three gures
responsible for the birth of early
modernism in the theatre. Chekhov
made innovations which have
influenced the evolution of the modern
short story, making no apologies for any
dif culties this posed to readers,
insisting that the role of the artist was to
ask questions, not to answer them.

FYODOR LUKITCH SYSOEV, the master of
the factory school maintained at the expense of
the rm of Kulikin, was getting ready for the
annual dinner. Every year after the school
examination the board of managers gave a
dinner at which the inspector of elementary
schools, all who had conducted the
examinations, and all the managers and foremen
of the factory were present. In spite of their
of cial character, these dinners were always
good and lively, and the guests sat a long time
over them; forgetting distinctions of rank and
recalling only their meritorious labours, they ate
till they were full, drank amicably, chattered till
they were all hoarse and parted late in the
evening, deafening the whole factory settlement
with their singing and the sound of their kisses.
Of such dinners Sysoev had taken part in
thirteen, as he had been that number of years
master of the factory school
Now, getting ready for the fourteenth, he was
trying to make himself look as festive and correct
as possible. He had spent a whole hour brushing
his new black suit, and spent almost as long in
front of a looking-glass while he put on a
fashionable shirt; the studs would not go into the
button-holes, and this circumstance called forth
a perfect storm of complaints, threats, and
reproaches addressed to his wife

His poor wife, bustling round him, wore
herself out with her efforts. And indeed he, too,
was exhausted in the end. When his polished
boots were brought him from the kitchen he had
not strength to pull them on. He had to lie down
and have a drink of water
“How weak you have grown!” sighed his
wife. “You ought not to go to this dinner at all.
“No advice, please!” the schoolmaster cut her
short angrily
He was in a very bad temper, for he had been
much displeased with the recent examinations.
The examinations had gone off splendidly; all
the boys of the senior division had gained
certi cates and prizes; both the managers of the
factory and the government of cials were
pleased with the results; but that was not
enough for the schoolmaster. He was vexed that
Babkin, a boy who never made a mistake in
writing, had made three mistakes in the
dictation; Sergeyev, another boy, had been so
excited that he could not remember seventeen
times thirteen; the inspector, a young and
inexperienced man, had chosen a dif cult article
for dictation, and Lyapunov, the master of a
neighbouring school, whom the inspector had
asked to dictate, had not behaved like “a good
comrade”; but in dictating had, as it were,
swallowed the words and had not pronounced
them as written.
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After pulling on his boots with the assistance
of his wife, and looking at himself once more in
the looking-glass, the schoolmaster took his
gnarled stick and set off for the dinner. Just
before the factory manager’s house, where the
festivity was to take place, he had a little
mishap. He was taken with a violent t of
coughing . . . . He was so shaken by it that the
cap ew off his head and the stick dropped out
of his hand; and when the school inspector and
the teachers, hearing his cough, ran out of the
house, he was sitting on the bottom step, bathed
in perspiration
“Fyodor Lukitch, is that you?” said the
inspector, surprised. “You . . . have come?
“Why not?
“You ought to be at home, my dear fellow.
You are not at all well to-day. . . .
“I am just the same to-day as I was yesterday.
And if my presence is not agreeable to you, I
can go back.”

”


fi

”


.


”


fl

136

“Oh, Fyodor Lukitch, you must not talk like
that! Please come in. Why, the function is really in
your honour, not ours. And we are delighted to
see you. Of course we are! . . .
Within, everything was ready for the banquet.
In the big dining-room adorned with German
oleographs and smelling of geraniums and
varnish there were two tables, a larger one for the
dinner and a smaller one for the hors-d’oeuvres.
The hot light of midday faintly percolated
through the lowered blinds. . . . The twilight of
the room, the Swiss views on the blinds, the
geraniums, the thin slices of sausage on the
plates, all had a naïve, girlishly-sentimental air,
and it was all in keeping with the master of the
house, a good-natured little German with a round
little stomach and affectionate, oily little eyes.
Adolf Andreyitch Bruni (that was his name) was
bustling round the table of hors-d’oeuvres as
zealously as though it were a house on re, lling
up the wine-glasses, loading the plates, and

trying in every way to please, to amuse, and to
show his friendly feelings. He clapped people on
the shoulder, looked into their eyes, chuckled,
rubbed his hands, in fact was as ingratiating as a
friendly dog
“Whom do I behold? Fyodor Lukitch!” he said
in a jerky voice, on seeing Sysoev. “How
delightful! You have come in spite of your illness.
Gentlemen, let me congratulate you, Fyodor
Lukitch has come!
The school-teachers were already crowding
round the table and eating the hors-d’oeuvres.
Sysoev frowned; he was displeased that his
colleagues had begun to eat and drink without
waiting for him. He noticed among them
Lyapunov, the man who had dictated at the
examination, and going up to him, began
“It was not acting like a comrade! No, indeed!
Gentlemanly people don’t dictate like that!”
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“Good Lord, you are still harping on it!” said
Lyapunov, and he frowned. “Aren’t you sick of
it?
“Yes, still harping on it! My Babkin has never
made mistakes! I know why you dictated like
that. You simply wanted my pupils to be oored,
so that your school might seem better than mine.
I know all about it! . . .
“Why are you trying to get up a quarrel?”
Lyapunov snarled. “Why the devil do you pester
me?
“Come, gentlemen,” interposed the inspector,
making a woebegone face. “Is it worth while to
get so heated over a tri e? Three mistakes . . . not
one mistake . . . does it matter?
“Yes, it does matter. Babkin has never made
mistakes.
“He won’t leave off,” Lyapunov went on,
snorting angrily. “He takes advantage of his
position as an invalid and worries us all to death.

Well, sir, I am not going to consider your being
ill.
“Let my illness alone!” cried Sysoev, angrily.
“What is it to do with you? They all keep
repeating it at me: illness! illness! illness! . . . As
though I need your sympathy! Besides, where
have you picked up the notion that I am ill? I
was ill before the examinations, that’s true, but
now I have completely recovered, there is
nothing left of it but weakness.
“You have regained your health, well, thank
God,” said the scripture teacher, Father Nikolay,
a young priest in a foppish cinnamon-coloured
cassock and trousers outside his boots. “You
ought to rejoice, but you are irritable and so on.
“You are a nice one, too,” Sysoev interrupted
him. “Questions ought to be straightforward,
clear, but you kept asking riddles. That’s not the
thing to do!”
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By combined efforts they succeeded in
soothing him and making him sit down to the
table. He was a long time making up his mind
what to drink, and pulling a wry face drank a
wine-glass of some green liqueur; then he drew a
bit of pie towards him, and sulkily picked out of
the inside an egg with onion on it. At the rst
mouthful it seemed to him that there was no salt
in it. He sprinkled salt on it and at once pushed
it away as the pie was too salt
At dinner Sysoev was seated between the
inspector and Bruni. After the rst course the
toasts began, according to the old-established
custom
“I consider it my agreeable duty,” the
inspector began, “to propose a vote of thanks to
the absent school wardens, Daniel Petrovitch
and . . . and . . . and . . .
“And Ivan Petrovitch,” Bruni prompted him
“And Ivan Petrovitch Kulikin, who grudge no
expense for the school, and I propose to drink
their health. . . .
“For my part,” said Bruni, jumping up as
though he had been stung, “I propose a toast to

the health of the honoured inspector of
elementary schools, Pavel Gennadievitch
Nadarov!
Chairs were pushed back, faces beamed with
smiles, and the usual clinking of glasses began
The third toast always fell to Sysoev. And on
this occasion, too, he got up and began to speak.
Looking grave and clearing his throat, he rst of
all announced that he had not the gift of
eloquence and that he was not prepared to make
a speech. Further he said that during the
fourteen years that he had been schoolmaster
there had been many intrigues, many underhand
attacks, and even secret reports on him to the
authorities, and that he knew his enemies and
those who had informed against him, and he
would not mention their names, “for fear of
spoiling somebody’s appetite”; that in spite of
these intrigues the Kulikin school held the
foremost place in the whole province not only
from a moral, but also from a material point of
view.”
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speech was boring and unpleasant. He several
times referred to certain enemies of his, tried to
drop hints, repeated himself, coughed, and
ourished his ngers unbecomingly. At last he
was exhausted and in a perspiration and he began
talking jerkily, in a low voice as though to himself,
and nished his speech not quite coherently: “And
so I propose the health of Bruni, that is Adolf
Andreyitch, who is here, among us . . . generally
speaking . . . you understand . . .
When he nished everyone gave a faint sigh, as
though someone had sprinkled cold water and
cleared the air. Bruni alone apparently had no
unpleasant feeling. Beaming and rolling his
sentimental eyes, the German shook Sysoev’s
hand with feeling and was again as friendly as a
dog.

.
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“Everywhere else,” he said, “schoolmasters get
two hundred or three hundred roubles, while I get
ve hundred, and moreover my house has been
redecorated and even furnished at the expense of
the rm. And this year all the walls have been
repapered. . . .
Further the schoolmaster enlarged on the
liberality with which the pupils were provided
with writing materials in the factory schools as
compared with the Zemstvo and Government
schools. And for all this the school was indebted,
in his opinion, not to the heads of the rm, who
lived abroad and scarcely knew of its existence,
but to a man who, in spite of his German origin
and Lutheran faith, was a Russian at heart
Sysoev spoke at length, with pauses to get his
breath and with pretensions to rhetoric, and his

“Oh, I thank you,” he said, with an emphasis
on the oh, laying his left hand on his heart. “I am
very happy that you understand me! I, with my
whole heart, wish you all things good. But I
ought only to observe; you exaggerate my
importance. The school owes its ourishing
condition only to you, my honoured friend,
Fyodor Lukitch. But for you it would be in no
way distinguished from other schools! You
think the German is paying a compliment, the
German is saying something polite. Ha-ha! No,
my dear Fyodor Lukitch, I am an honest man
and never make complimentary speeches. If we
pay you ve hundred roubles a year it is
because you are valued by us. Isn’t that so?
Gentlemen, what I say is true, isn’t it? We
should not pay anyone else so much. . . . Why, a
good school is an honour to the factory!
“I must sincerely own that your school is
really exceptional,” said the inspector. “Don’t

think this is attery. Anyway, I have never come
across another like it in my life. As I sat at the
examination I was full of admiration. . . .
Wonderful children! They know a great deal
and answer brightly, and at the same time they
are somehow special, unconstrained, sincere. . . .
One can see that they love you, Fyodor Lukitch.
You are a schoolmaster to the marrow of your
bones. You must have been born a teacher. You
have all the gifts —innate vocation, long
experience, and love for your work. . . . It’s
simply amazing, considering the weak state of
your health, what energy, what
understanding . . . what perseverance, do you
understand, what con dence you have! Some
one in the school committee said truly that you
were a poet in your work. . . . Yes, a poet you
are!”
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And all present at the dinner began as
one man talking of Sysoev’s extraordinary
talent. And as though a dam had been
burst, there followed a ood of sincere,
enthusiastic words such as men do not
utter when they are restrained by prudent
and cautious sobriety. Sysoev’s speech and
his intolerable temper and the horrid,
spiteful expression on his face were all
forgotten. Everyone talked freely, even the
shy and silent new teachers, povertystricken, down-trodden youths who never
spoke to the inspector without addressing
him as “your honour.” It was clear that in
his own circle Sysoev was a person of
consequence
Having been accustomed to success
and praise for the fourteen years that he
had been schoolmaster, he listened with
indifference to the noisy enthusiasm of his
admirers
It was Bruni who drank in the praise
instead of the schoolmaster. The German
caught every word, beamed, clapped his
hands, and ushed modestly as though
the praise referred not to the schoolmaster
but to him
“Bravo! bravo!” he shouted. “That’s
true! You have grasped my meaning! . . .
Excellent! . . .” He looked into the
schoolmaster’s eyes as though he wanted
to share his bliss with him. At last he
could restrain himself no longer; he leapt
up, and, overpowering all the other voices
with his shrill little tenor, shouted
“Gentlemen! Allow me to speak! Sh-h!
To all you say I can make only one reply:
the management of the factory will not be
forgetful of what it owes to Fyodor
Lukitch! . . .
All were silent. Sysoev raised his eyes
to the German’s rosy face
“We know how to appreciate it,” Bruni
went on, dropping his voice. “In response
to your words I ought to tell you that . . .
Fyodor Lukitch’s family will be provided
for and that a sum of money was placed in
the bank a month ago for that object.”
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Sysoev looked enquiringly at the German,
at his colleagues, as though unable to
understand why his family should be
provided for and not he himself. And at once
on all the faces, in all the motionless eyes bent
upon him, he read not the sympathy, not the
commiseration which he could not endure,
but something else, something soft, tender,
but at the same time intensely sinister, like a
terrible truth, something which in one instant
turned him cold all over and lled his soul
with unutterable despair. With a pale,
distorted face he suddenly jumped up and
clutched at his head. For a quarter of a minute
he stood like that, stared with horror at a xed
point before him as though he saw the swiftly
coming death of which Bruni was speaking,
then sat down and burst into tears
“Come, come! . . . What is it?” he heard
agitated voices saying. “Water! drink a little
water!
A short time passed and the schoolmaster
grew calmer, but the party did not recover
their previous liveliness. The dinner ended in
gloomy silence, and much earlier than on
previous occasions
When he got home Sysoev rst of all
looked at himself in the glass
“Of course there was no need for me to
blubber like that!” he thought, looking at his
sunken cheeks and his eyes with dark rings
under them. “My face is a much better colour
to-day than yesterday. I am suffering from
anemia and catarrh of the stomach, and my
cough is only a stomach cough.
Reassured, he slowly began undressing,
and spent a long time brushing his new black
suit, then carefully folded it up and put it in
the chest of drawers
Then he went up to the table where there
lay a pile of his pupils’ exercise-books, and
picking out Babkin’s, sat down and fell to
contemplating the beautiful childish
handwriting. . .
And meantime, while he was examining
the exercise-books, the district doctor was
sitting in the next room and telling his wife in
a whisper that a man ought not to have been
allowed to go out to dinner who had not in all
probability more than a week to live.
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Coming next
month:
• Read the FIVE TOP STORIES
from the next round of the Great
Clarendon House Writing
Challenge 2021! Then learn the
technical challenge those
winners face!
•Get top writing tips from the
experts!
• A How Stories Really Work Case
Study: The Lion, The Witch and the
Wardrobe!
•Meet author PAM VAN ALLEN!
•More fantastic ction, including a
Master Author Showcase
• FREE GIFTS and Special Offers
for readers only, including the
amazing fully illustrated emanual The Seven Levels of
Attention for subscribers!
…and of course, much, much
more!
Look out for the next edition of
the Inner Circle Writers’
Magazine, coming soon to a
screen near you!

Recognised internationally
as the world’s most
exciting writers’ magazine!
Subscribe now (if you haven’t already)
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