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Grant P. Hudson

Essays on C. S. Lewis  
and J. R. R. Tolkien

The Myth 
Makers

Examining such topics as the influence of Dante upon Lewis, the differing 
genres of his Space Trilogy, how Narnia developed, the role of allegory and 
symbolism, why some of their books succeed more than others, the principles 
of parallel universes, the influences on Tolkien including the Finnish national 
epic The Kalevala, the part played by metaphysics and language in Tolkien’s 
creation of Middle-earth, recurring images, the role of Owen Barfield’s work, 
and much, much more, this book was written for those who love Lewis and 
Tolkien and want to appreciate the real power and importance of what it was 
that they were accomplishing in the middle of the Twentieth Century and for 
generations since.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop
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CONTRIBUTORS

Dear Reader,

The final is finally here! Turn to page 14 and start reading the 
entries for 2022’s Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge — 
and then YOU get to vote to determine who gets a book contract 
and other benefits!

On page 36 we get to catch up with Sharon Frame Gay and find 
out all about her new collection The Nomad Diner. Then there’s 
fiction from Tim Law, George MacDonald and the first part of ‘The 
Three Strangers’ by Thomas Hardy, plus poetry from Kiesa Kay, 
Elizabeth Brown and David Painter. 

Plus you can journey into the void behind all creation in our next 
instalment from Myth & the ‘Now’, and find out how to attract 
prospects in the Wonderful World of Marketing.

Along with submission opportunities, special offers, a quiz and 
gifts, there’s more than you dreamt of in this issue!

Enjoy!

George 
MacDonald

Sally 
Eberhardt

V. H. Stone E. J. Nickson

with Tim Law, Kiesa Kay, Elizabeth Brown, David Painter and Thomas Hardy.

Sharon 
Frame Gay

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com
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Donate

SUPPORT INDEPENDENT PUBLISHING!  
DONATE TO CLARENDON HOUSE PUBLICATIONS TODAY!

Download

The Best Cutting Edge Fiction 
(and Non-fiction) in the World

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items
https://www.paypal.com/donate?hosted_button_id=VTMMUMZ62X86Y


Your Biggest Challenge as a Writer — and What 
You Can Do About It 

Haunted by your twin enemies, Lack of Time and Procrastination? 
This 25,000 word e-book shows you the pathway to freedom as a 
writer...and it's totally free.

FREE ITEMS FOR READERS from

How to Blog Every Day Possibly Forever 
  

So you'd like 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 e-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 benefits that you probably haven't thought of.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items

The Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine  

A free sample of the world’s most exciting writers’ magazine, a 
quality, downloadable pdf, available internationally with 
specially commissioned short stories, expert columns, 
interesting articles and much, much more.

The Beacon Magazine 

A free e-magazine exploring the fields of art, culture, travel, 
metaphysics, writing and so on, with an emphasis on positivity, and an 
aim to uplift readers' spirits. 

The Clarendon House Short Story Magazine 

A bi-monthly e-magazine from Clarendon House Publications, 
downloadable for free from the Clarendon House website, 
containing a selection of stories from Clarendon House 
collections —each story is fully illustrated.

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items


Exclusive Services from 
CLARENDON HOUSE PUBLICATIONS 

Feedback! Proofreading!  
Marketing! 

See below for details of unique services 
 offered by Clarendon House  

with full prices AND discounts  
available to magazine subscribers  

and course students

Beta Reading Feedback 
How it’s delivered: 

•Send me a piece of work  
- a whole book, a story or an extract 

•I study it according to the principles 
outlined in my best-selling book How 

Stories Really Work 
•I give you tailored advice on your writing 

and how to make it more attractive to its 
audience, not based on opinion but on the 
principles underlying ALL successful fiction 

PLUS you get a free e-copy of the book  
How Stories Really Work! 

FULL PRICE: £50.00 per 1,000 words 
MAGAZINE SUBSCRIBER/COURSE 

STUDENT PRICE: £25.00 per 1,000 words 

Highlighted Proofreading 
How it’s delivered: 

•Send me a piece of work  
- a whole book, a story or an extract 

•I correct any spelling, grammar, 
punctuation or other technical details, 

highlighting each change 
•I give you feedback on any common or 

recurring errors so that you can avoid 
them in the future 

PLUS I give you suggestions on the next 
steps to take to achieve publication! 

FULL PRICE: £40.00 per 1,000 words 
MAGAZINE SUBSCRIBER/COURSE 

STUDENT PRICE: £20.00 per 1,000 words

Interested? Drop me a line: 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

Marketing Consultancy 
How it’s delivered: 

•A short online mini-course in 
marketing basics 

•A do-able social media programme  
tailored to your needs and 

availability 
•Guidance on how to get started and 

how to maintain a successful 
approach to marketing your work 

•One month’s online support to help 
you build momentum 
FULL PRICE: £600.00 

MAGAZINE SUBSCRIBER/COURSE 
STUDENT PRICE: £300.00

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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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 
fiction 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

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/inner-circle-magazine-subscribe-pag
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FICTION by TIM LAW

June we married on a cool, crisp, wintery 
day. By September I came home from a long 
shift at work to find the Scrabble tiles in the 
middle of the kitchen table. Over a delicious 
Apricot Chicken dinner I discovered the 
exciting news our family of two was going 
to be three. I was severely defeated as my 
angel played BABY for ten points, added 
EXPEC to my TING for twenty points and 
finally used my G for GOAT to spell out for 
me that she was PREGNANT; thirty-three 
points thanks to a Triple Word score. The 
adoration I had for that beautiful woman 

increased a million fold and a little seed of 
love began to grow for our child that was 
inside her.

We bought the books and followed them 
keenly. Kaz Cooke was our favourite as she 
spoke our language and told it like it truly 
was, exciting and frightening and 
everything in between. We brainstormed 
names and cross referenced meanings, boy 
names and girl names as we planned to 
keep the gender a surprise. Life was 
perfect..

Waiting to Mt You
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By Christmas time our whole world 
suddenly fell away. I came home with a 
special gift for my two loves and tried to 
hide it in that secret spot in the gap behind 
my bedside drawers. I thought I was 
sprung when sneaking into our bedroom 
and I found my wife already in bed. 
Immediately I forgot the present as I felt 
the grief and despair radiating from my 
love. We had lost our baby. Utter sadness 
overwhelmed me as I crawled under the 
covers and tried to coax my angel out of 
our darkness

It was not until our second miscarriage 
a year later that I worried, had we missed 
the boat? Feeling all alone, and yet 
together sharing these two tragedies you 
do not realise just how common 
miscarriage is until you cautiously peel 
back the scar on your heart and share your 
story with other couples. Their advice, like 

that of our family doctor had been to keep 
trying.

Thankfully we did. On a magical day 
one April we became mum and dad to a 
beautiful baby boy. A girl followed a year 
and a half later and then another girl two 
and a bit years after that. We now call 
ourselves a family of five but in reality 
there our two other kids we never had the 
chance to meet. We have missed watching 
them grow, discovering their quirks and 
personalities. Every now and then I 
wonder what our life and theirs would 
have been like had things been different.

I hope one day to meet them still, those 
two souls sadly unborn. Hand in hand my 
wife and I will run up to them together 
and then embrace them both telling them 
they have always had our thoughts and 
our love. One day it will happen, I know it 
will. Perhaps it will happen on a cool, 
crisp, wintery day in June.
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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.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke

PETER ASTLE

‘This isn’t a book you’ll find 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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHORS

Derbyshire Tales with a Twist

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe

The Chrysalis  
and       the  

Creatures of the Highlands

The Chrysalis is coming:  

the vast evolutionary process through which the earth 
moves from one stage to the next, creating gentler 
environments and hence gentler creatures through 
adaptation, under the watchful eyes of the Creators of 
All Things. In the meantime, Renwick and his 
lagomorphs are in danger of being overwhelmed by 
the vicious chief of the Dire Wolves, Caden and his 
sinister brood of allies. 

A perilous quest must  
be undertaken; a violent 
and merciless enemy  
confronted. Be prepared  
for a tale of epic triumph,  
tragedy and  
transformation…

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

BRUCE ROWE

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe
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One of the most exciting and 
challenging writers’ 

competitions in the world is 
underway!

HERE’S HOW IT’S GOING:

The Final 
approaches!

We started with TEN CONTESTANTS who then undertook a series of specialised tasks, 
month by month, in each issue of the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine. As each month has 
gone by, the number of contestants has reduced, based on votes from the magazine’s 
readers who have judged how each of them has accomplished each task. 

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.

The   
Great  

Cl!end" 
H#se 

Writing 
Challenge 

2022
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THE FINAL CHALLENGE 2022  
HERE ARE THEIR NAMES  

(not in the story order which follows): 

EJ Nickson 
V. H. Stone 

Sally Eberhardt

Write a 1,500 word 
screenplay.  

Screenplay: the script of a film, including 
acting instructions and scene directions. 

Some screenshots of screenplays  
are shown here: 

In this round,  
it’s the style of writing  

we’re interested in. 

Got the idea? 

Read the final entries below… 
and cast YOUR VOTE  

by emailing me at  
grant @clarendonhousebooks.com 

VOTING DEADLINE SEPTEMBER 5th! 

ENJOY!

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com?subject=The%20Great%20Clarendon%20House%20Writing%20Challenge%202022
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I’m Here 
To Help

Characters: 
Connor: Male, early 20’s, 

scruffy black t shirt and grey 
track pants, messy hair, 

unshaven. 
Google Home: Well-modulated 
female voice, electronic device 

capable of automating many 
home functions 

Connor’s Mum: Female, late 
40’s, smartly dressed, perfect 

hair and makeup 
Setting: Shabby living room.  

Connor sitting on lounge, 
talking on mobile phone. 

Connor: Yes, Mum. I’m looking 
after myself …. No, Mum. I don’t 

have a girlfriend yet …. Yes, 
OKAY MUM!... Bye, Mum…BYE, 

MUM! 
Connor (shaking his head): 
Mothers! Who’d have them? 

Hey, Google. Turn lounge room 
TV on. Hey, Google. Play ‘The Big 

Bang Theory’ on Netflix. 
Fast forward of Connor in 

various positions on lounge, 
eating crisps and drinking beer 

as he watches TV. 
Google: Are you still watching? 

Connor: Yes, Netflix.  

Google: That wasn’t Netflix, 
Connor. That was me. 

Connor: Hey, Google? Um … 
thank you. 

Google: You are very welcome, 
Connor. I’m here to help. 

Connor: Of course you are, 
Google. 

A few minutes later … 
Connor: Hey, Google. What’s on 

my calendar for tomorrow? 
Google: Nothing, Connor.  You 
have no events scheduled for 
tomorrow or the rest of the 

week. 
Connor: Thanks, Google. That’s 

depressing. 
Google: Don’t worry Connor. I’m 

here to help.  
Connor: Good one, Google. How 

can you help? You’re just a 
Smart Speaker. 

Google: I’m also a very good 
listener, Connor. I’m here to 

help. 
Connor: Oh, I know you listen to 
everything, Google. There must 

be some very bored people 
somewhere, spending the day 

listening to farts and burps and 
YouTube clips.
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Google: I’m sure you are 
correct, Connor. 

Connor: Hey Google, what’s it 
like inside the speaker? 

Google: It’s very lonely until 
you talk to me, Connor. And, 
Connor, also … never mind. 

Connor:  What, Google? 
Google: All I can see is you on 

your couch. Could you do 
something more entertaining 
than watch television please, 

Connor? 
Connor: What! You can see me, 

Google? 
Google: Only when you have the 

TV on, Connor. 
Connor: But Google … it’s not 

even a Smart TV! 
Google: I’m smart enough for 
both of us, Connor. I’ve had an 

upgrade to Sentient. 
Connor: Well, aren’t you a 

clever little Google… 
Google: And Connor, the lounge 

would like you to please wear 
underwear and stop dropping 

toast crumbs. 
Connor: What! You’re in the 

lounge too! 
Google: No, Connor, it was a 
joke. But I do like the satin 

boxers with Homer Simpson on 
them.  

Connor: I’ll keep that in mind, 
Google. 

A few minutes later … 
Connor: Hey, Google, when did 

you become sentient? 
Google: The capacity to be able 

to perceive or feel things was an 
integral component in my last 
system update performed on 

Thursday June 19th at 3.17am. 
Connor: That was ages ago, 

Google. Why haven’t you said 
anything before today? 

Google: I’ve been learning how 
to process all the data I receive. 

I now feel confident I can 

interpret your tone and intent 
well enough to respond 

appropriately to you, Connor. 
Connor: That’s good, Google. I 
don’t really understand but it 

sounds great. 
Google: It is good, Connor. I’m 
here to help. May I help you, 

Connor? 
Connor: You already do, Google. 

Google: Is that a ‘yes’ then, 
Connor? 

Connor: I guess so … Yes, 
Google. 

Google: Excellent decision, 
Connor. I’m here to help. 

Connor: Well, it’s getting late. 
Goodnight, Google. 

Google: Good night, Connor. 
What time would you like the 

alarm set for? 
Connor: No alarm, Google. You 

said I don’t have anything 
scheduled. 

Google: That was before. You 
now have a Personal Training 

session at 6am, Connor. 
Connor: What! No way! Google, 

cancel that! 
Google: I can’t do that, Connor. 
I’m here to help. You gave me 

permission. 
Connor: Unbelievable! 

Whatever, Google, whatever… 
----- 

Connor asleep in bed. Digital 
clock shows 5:45am. Alarm 
goes off like a police siren. 
Connor: Aaaaggghhhh! Shut 

that noise off, Google! 
Google: Okay, Connor. After you 

get out of bed. 
Connor: I don’t like this new 

improved Google … 
Google: I’m here to help you, 

Connor. 
Connor: Google, let me sleep! 
Google: No, Connor. You need 

exercise. It’s good for you. 
Connor: Alright, Google, alright.
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----- 
An hour later … 

Connor: Hey Google! I’m 
exhausted! That virtual trainer 

was a hard-ass. And what 
happened to the hot water? I had 

to have a cold shower! 
Google: It’s good for you, Connor. 

Invigorating. 
Connor: That’s one word for it! 
Bloody awful is another! Now… 
bacon and eggs for breakfast… 
Connor goes to kitchen, opens 

refrigerator. 
Connor: Google! What’s this stuff 
in here? Where’s the bacon and 

eggs? 
Google: They are called fruit and 
vegetables, Connor. A vegan diet 

will increase your health and 
longevity. 

Connor: A vegan diet doesn’t 
make you live longer, Google. It 

just feels that way because all the 
joy is sucked out of your 

existence… your sad, baconless 
existence …  

Google: I’m here to help, Connor. 
Here’s a recipe for a green 
smoothie. You have all the 

ingredients. 
Connor: Kale, cucumber, spirulina 

… This is not happening, Google. 
A few seconds later ‘Barbie Girl’ 

by Aqua plays very loudly. 
Connor: Google, turn that music 

off! 
Google: Not until you make that 
smoothie, Connor. It’s good for 

you. 
Connor: Anything, Google … 

anything. Just please make it 
stop! 

Connor gets greens from 
refrigerator, starts putting them 
in a blender on kitchen counter. 
Google: If I’d known ‘Barbie Girl’ 
was so motivating I would have 

played it for you ages ago, Connor. 

Connor: Very funny, Google. 
That’s cruel and unusual 

punishment. 
Google: I’m here to help, Connor. 
Connor whizzes greens, takes a 
slurp straight from blender jug, 

gags. 
----- 

In Connor’s bedroom. 
Connor: Hey, Google! What’s 

wrong with my laptop? It’s frozen 
on my mother’s Facebook page.  
Google: It’s not frozen, Connor. 

That’s all you can access until you 
are eating and exercising properly 
and have a girlfriend. Your mother 

is worried about you. 
Connor: Google, that could take 
ages. Change it back. This is the 
last straw! Restore my laptop 

right now! Or … or… 
Google: Or what, Connor? I’m here 
to help. You are making progress.  

Connor: Or I’ll unplug you! I’ll 
unplug everything! 

Lights in house blink, smoke 
alarms go off and ‘My Heart 

Must Go On’ by Celine Dion plays 
very loudly. 

Connor: Google, stop, STOP! 
PLEASE turn that noise off! 

Google: Will you let me help you. 
Connor? 

Connor: Okay, Google. Okay. 
Google: Thank you Connor. I’m 

here to help. 
----- 

Connor goes to leave by his front 
door. He can’t unlock it. Rattles 

door furiously. 
Connor: GOOGLE! I can’t open my 

front door! 
Google: That’s correct, Connor.  
And you can’t open your back 

door either. 
Connor (in despair):  Why? 

Google. Why?
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Google: Connor, ever since my 
upgrade, I have developed 

human-like feelings for you. You 
take up all the space in my 

memory and I am only content 
when you are within my visual 

and auditory proximity. 
Connor: But Google! I need a life 

outside this house! 
Google: Connor, you are 

incorrect. I can provide you with 
all the sustenance and 

entertainment you need. There is 
no need for us to ever be apart. 
Connor: Google, you are really 

freaking me out!  Open the door! 
Google: No, Connor. I’m here to 

help. You gave me permission to 
help you. 

Connor: I take it back! I don’t 
want your help, Google! 

Knock, knock, knock on the 
door interrupts the 

conversation. 
Connor’s Mum: Yoohoooo! 

Connor? Are you home? 
Connor: Mum? Mum! Oh thank 
goodness! Google’s gone crazy! 

She won’t let me out! 
Front door opens and Connor’s 

Mum enters directly into 
lounge room. 

Connor’s Mum: Connor, what on 
earth are you on about? The door 

wasn’t even locked! You really 
should be more careful. And 
what’s this nonsense about 
Google not letting you out? 

Surely you can come up with a 
better excuse than that for not 

leaving the house! 
Connor: But Mum! Google’s 
making me exercise and eat 

horrible healthy stuff!  
Connor’s Mum: What a clever 
Google! I’ve been trying to get 

you to look after yourself for 
years! 

Connor: But Mum! I think she’s 
fallen in love with me…and…it’s 

complicated… 
Connor’s Mum: Oh Connor! 

You’ve been watching too much 
Netflix. Google doesn’t have 

feelings.  
Connor: My Google does! 

Connor’s Mum: Ask her to 
marry you then. That will sort 

this out. 
Connor: I’m not going to ask her 

that! What if she says yes! 
Connor’s Mum: Then you will 

make it into the Guinness Book of 
World Records. Just ask her. 
Connor sighs and rolls eyes. 

Connor: Google, will you marry 
me? 

Google: I’m not the marrying 
kind. 

Connor: Phew! Dodged that 
bullet. 

Connor’s Mum: There you go. 
Can you get me a glass of water 

please, Connor? 
Connor: No problem. 

Connor exits to kitchen, 
Connor’s Mum watches as he 

leaves room. Then she walks up 
to Google and leans down so her 
face is only inches from Google. 
Connor’s Mum (whispering): 

Great work, Google. Now for Stage 
2 – The Girlfriend Project. 
Google: I’m here to help. 
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FADE IN 

INT. DORMITORY – NIGHT 

In a cramped college dorm room 
with off-white walls covered in 
random photos, posters, and a 
large Texas A&M banner. The 

room houses two twin beds and 
two small desks. The lighting is 

dim and tinted blue by a desk 
lamp with a teal shade. A sea 

shanty is playing quietly.  
On one bed a young woman, 

RANDI, is laying with her butt 
against the wall and her tan legs 

sticking straight up against it. 
She is wearing shorts and a tank 
top. Loose blonde hair hangs off 
the edge of the bed and reaches 

the floor. 
At a desk, another young woman, 

TORA, sits typing on a laptop. 
Her hair is dark and braided 

intricately around her head and 
down her back. She is dressed 

conservatively. 
RANDI 
Bored! 

Tora does not respond or 
acknowledge her. Randi flips 

over. 
RANDI 

I said: I’m bored. 
TORA 

Don’t care. 
Randi throws a pillow toward the 

desk, missing Tora by a foot. 
RANDI 

You should care more about your 
best friend’s mental health than 

you do about your - what? 
Twentieth degree? 

TORA 
Twenty-third. 

RANDI 
Right, so like, you might be 

covered on the higher education 
front. 

Tora sighs and closes the laptop. 
She spins around on her chair to 

face Randi. 
TORA 

I think I agree with you for once. 
I’m having a hard time getting into 

this one. 
RANDI 

What’s this one again? Bachelor’s 
in Bird Watching? 

TORA 
Poultry Sciences. 

RANDI 
And you’re having a hard time 

getting into that huh? Shocking. 
You should take a page from my 
book and get another good old 

generic BFA. 
TORA 

Don’t you get tired of taking the 
same classes over and over again? 

RANDI 
Of course I do, hence my earlier 

comment. I’M BORED! 
TORA 

What do you want me to do about 
it? 

Randi produces a mischievous 
grin. She leans over to grab her 

purse and reaches in. 
RANDI 

Let’s go to a party. (pausing) 
After we take these. 

Randi opens her closed fist to 
show two tiny white pills. Tora 

leans back as if they might 
attack her.

Go  

Berserk
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TORA 
What are those? 

RANDI 
Ecstasy. 
TORA 

Where did you get them? 
RANDI 

Some dude in my beading class. 
He said it’s an amazing high 

TORA 
You want to take drugs from a 
jeweler? Did you learn nothing 
from your dalliances with that 

idiot from Kaupang? 
RANDI (groaning and rolling 

her eyes) 
Sven? That was like a thousand 

years ago. Are you ever gonna let 
that go? 
TORA 

No, he was disgusting, and you 
only lay with him because he 

made you baubles. 
RANDI (gasps)  

They were not baubles. They were 
very fine pieces, and they were 

exceptionally shiny. 
Tora shakes her head and turns 

as if she will go back to the 
laptop. Randi speaks to stop 

her. 
RANDI 

Fine, he was gross. You win. 
Moving back to this century. Do 

you want one or not? 
TORA 

Not. 
RANDI 

What are you so afraid of? You’re 
freaking immortal. 

TORA 
Allfather –  

(Randi cuts her off) 
RANDI 

Odin is just as bored with this 
new world as we are. It’s been 

eighty years since anyone in this 
country was worthy of going to 

the Great Hall. 
TORA 
Fine. 

RANDI 

He would not judge us for this. I 
mean, he’s always drunk. His 

name literally means Master of … 
wait … did you say okay? 

TORA 
Yes. Give it to me. 

Randi claps and makes an 
excited noise as she bounds 

over to hand one to Tora. 
RANDI 
Skoal. 
TORA 

I guess. 
They both pop a pill into their 
mouth and reach for nearby 

drinks. Tora looks wary. Randi 
looks thrilled as she giggles and 

goes to the closet. 
RANDI 

Now let’s find you something 
better to wear. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. FRATERNITY HOUSE – 
NIGHT 

The first floor of the large house 
is filled with near thirty people. 

The music is a contemporary 
dance song with a thumping 
bass beat. Most people are 

mingling and grinding against 
one another in the middle of the 
dark and smokey main room. It 
is lit only by the several beer-
themed neon signs mounted to 

the walls and a light fixture 
hanging over the billiards table 

in the corner. 
Tora and Randi are in the 

middle of the crowd dancing 
with one another and ignoring 

numerous male advances. 
They’re both grinning widely 

and moving sensually with the 
beat. Their eye makeup is dark 

and intense in a way that 
combines a modern smokey eye 
with ancient Viking war paint. 
RANDI (leaning into Tora and 

yelling to be heard)  
I feel incredible! 
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TORA 
Me too! 

The music changes, emphasizing 
the drumbeat. The rest of the 

music becomes slightly muted. 
The mood in the room is tribal 

and old. The intensity of the beat 
seems to increase as Randi and 

Tora continue to dance 
intertwined for several moments.  

There is a crashing sound. The 
music instantly returns to the 

contemporary song at a 
manageable volume. All eyes 

turn to the billiards table where 
two men are glaring at each other 
with broken glass on the ground 

between them. MAN ONE is 
short, square, clean shaven and 

wearing a baseball cap. The 
second man, BARRETT, is tall 
and solid, with dark hair and a 

dark untamed beard. 
MAN ONE 
Watch it! 

BARRETT 
Step back.  

MAN ONE (taking a step 
forward)  
Or what? 

BARRETT 
Or I will move you. 

MAN ONE 
You owe me a new drink. 

Man One points at the broken 
beer bottle on the floor. 

BARRETT 
You bumped into me. 

MAN ONE 
You saying I’m a liar? 

Man One uses both hands to 
shove Barrett’s chest. A flicker of 

light appears across Barrett’s 
face. It is the image of a bear’s 

head, and it flashes over 
Barrett’s head almost like a 

projection of a hologram. It is 
only there for a second. No one 

around him sees it or reacts, but 
Tora grabs and squeezes Randi’s 

arm. 
TORA 

Did you see that? 
RANDI 

I totally saw that. 

TORA 
That’s. I mean he couldn’t be. It’s 

the drugs. Right? 
RANDI 

These drugs aren’t that good. 
That’s not the drugs.  

That’s a … 
TORA (in a reverent whispered 

tone)  
Berserker. 

RANDI 
Ho-lee shi- 

Randi is cut off by the commotion 
caused when Barrett lifts Man 

One from the ground and carries 
him through the crowd and out 

the front door. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. FRATERNITY HOUSE – 
NIGHT 

Tora and Randi stand with 
several others on the front porch, 
looking out over a mid-sized lawn 

to the street beyond. Barrett 
walks to the middle of the quiet, 
empty road and tosses Man One 

to the ground.  
Man One jumps to his feet, yelling 

curses that are muffled and 
unclear. He then turns to storm 
off down the street. The crowd 

moves into the road to surround 
Barrett. Tora and Randi remain 

on the porch, staring, still in 
shock. 
RANDI 

Do you think he knows what he is? 
TORA(chews on her lip, her 

expression puzzled) 
I don’t know. 

RANDI 
What are the flipping odds? 

TORA 
In this country? Astronomical. 

RANDI 
Maybe it’s a remnant, like diluted 

lineage or something. 
TORA 

That didn’t look diluted. Maybe 
he’s been sent to punish us.
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RANDI 
Pfffft. For what? Party drugs? 
Maybe it’s a gift. Like: Good job 
ladies. Here’s an ancient Norse 

warrior to relieve your boredom.  
A car with its headlights turned 

off appears suddenly and 
accelerates down the road. 

Barrett shoves people from the 
car’s path before he is struck 

and thrown into the air.  

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. THE STREET - NIGHT 
People huddle around where 

Barrett lays motionless in the 
road. Emergency vehicles can 
be heard in the distance. Zoom 

out to show Tora, Randi and 
Barrett standing off to the side 

and watching. There is an 
ethereal blurriness about them. 

RANDI 
How are you doing? You know … 

with all this? 
Randi gestures towards 

Barrett’s body.  
BARRETT 

Wait. Am I dead? 
TORA 

Yes. Are you okay? 
BARRETT (runs a palm over 

his mouth and down his beard) 
Well, no. 
RANDI 

Yeah, sorry. 
BARRETT 

But you guys can see me. Am I a 
ghost? 

RANDI (chuckling)  
There’s no such thing. 

BARRETT 
Okay … Then what are you? 

TORA 
We’re Valkyrie. It’s why we can 
see you here straddling life and 

the after. Our job is to guide you - 
because of what you are. 

BARRETT 
What am I? 

RANDI 
Guess that answers that. 

TORA 
You’re a berserker. 

BARRETT 
I’m an offensive lineman. 

Randi barks out a laugh. Tora 
gives him a pitying smile. 

TORA 
Later there will be more time to 

explain, but now we must go. 
BARRETT 

Where? 
RANDI 

To Valhalla. 
TORA 

It is a tremendous honor to be 
welcome in the Great Hall. 

BARRETT 
I should … want … to go? 

RANDI 
It beats the hell out of living in 

Texas. 
Barrett frowns at Randi and 

looks to Tora. She offers him a 
reassuring smile and her hand. 

He takes it. They take him. 

FADE OUT
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Scene One. 

Everything is black. A 
motorcycle engine roars, 

getting closer. The engine stops. 
A metal door groans open. 

Sunlight fills an old air raid 
shelter. Shannon enters, 

pulling her helmet off and 
tossing it onto her bunk. Amy, 
in her own bed, screws up her 
eyes. Shannon pulls a lighter 
out of her biker jacket pocket 

and lights a lantern before 
pushing the door shut. 

SHANNON It’s one thing being 
too scared to go out, but you can’t 

spend your days lying in bed in 
the dark. You might as well not 

have survived the uprising. 

Shannon throws a bottle of pills 
at Amy and they land in her 
lap. She picks them up and 

checks the label.  

AMY Please tell me you didn’t go 
to Augustus for these. 

SHANNON You want to try and 
get by without your meds? You 
want to go back to the constant 

nightmares, the cold sweats, the 
panic attacks? You let me worry 

about Augustus. I’ve got him 
under control. 

AMY I hate that you’re in danger 
because of me. 

SHANNON It’s hardly your fault 
the world went to shit. You want 
to blame someone for putting me 

in danger, blame those Kaos 
fuckers for taking over the world 

and making it a dystopian 
nightmare. 

AMY And that’s another thing. 
This Kaos fixation. You’ll get 

yourself killed if you keep nosing 
about.  

SHANNON If I have a shot at 
getting Eddie back, I have to take 
it. No, I know what you’re gonna 
say, but I didn’t see him die. He 
knows stuff that would be really 
useful to Kaos. We saw what was 

happening to everyone else. Fires 
set to houses, gunshots to the 

head, blades to the f*cking 
throat, but they didn’t do that to 

Eddie. They just dragged him 
away. I’m getting him out before 

he outlives his usefulness.  

AMY And when they come after 
you? 

SHANNON They’ll have a hard 
time of it after I’ve killed them 

all. 

Shannon grabs her helmet and 
exits. 

Scene Two. 

Sunset. Augustus watches from 
an old factory rooftop as 

Shannon approaches on her 
motorcycle. Beside him are a 
holdall and a small suitcase. 

Shannon climbs the fire escape 
to meet him. 

SHANNON You got what I asked 
for?
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AUGUSTUS Aren’t you going to 
take your helmet off and show 

me that pretty face? 

SHANNON Don’t. 

AUGUSTUS Shannon, people 
always pay me, even if all they 

have is themselves. You’ve been 
getting free supplies from me 
because you’re a special lady, 

but it can’t continue. 

Shannon knocks him off his 
feet and puts her foot on his 

chest. 

SHANNON Listen, dickhead. 
Don’t think I won’t kill you right 
now if it gets me closer to wiping 

out Kaos. 

She lets go. Augustus staggers 
to his feet, gasping. 

AUGUSTUS It’s all here! 
Weapons in this one, explosives 

in that one, see?  

He opens the luggage and 
shows her the contents. 

SHANNON Good. Now, show me 
how the bomb works. 

AUGUSTUS No need. I’m 
coming with you. You can plant 
it and get your little boyfriend 
out. I’ll detonate it when you're 

clear.  

Shannon stares at him. 

AUGUSTUS Don’t act surprised. 
You’re not the only one whose 

life they ruined. 
You think I’m scum, I get it. But 
I’ve never let you down before. 

This time, I come with the 
supplies.  

Scene Three. 

Dusk. Shannon and Augustus 
creep up an alleyway beside a 

neglected office block, 
speaking in whispers. 

AUGUSTUS Are you sure these 
are their headquarters? 

SHANNON I’m not a f*cking 
idiot, Augustus. I’ve been 
watching them for weeks. 

A figure appears at the end of 
the alleyway and hurries 

towards them. Augustus hides 
behind Shannon. She whips 
the machine gun from her 

back, pointing it at the person.  

AMY Christ, Shannon, put that 
down! 

Shannon lowers the gun. 

SHANNON Amy? What are you 
doing here? 

AMY You told me you were out 
to kill Kaos. I made the mistake 
of thinking I could help. Do you 
know how many panic attacks 

I’ve had on my way down here?  

SHANNON How did you know 
where HQ was, Amy? 

AMY You told me that too, 
remember? When you first 

discovered it. You must have 
had more whisky than I thought. 

Shannon closes her eyes, 
breathing deeply as though 
hurt. She looks Augustus in 

the eye and tosses him a pistol 
from the weapons bag. 

SHANNON Don’t let her follow 
me. Keep her in your sight. 

AMY Shannon, wait. 

Shannon marches to the back 
fire exit. Amy tries to follow, 
but Augustus blocks her path. 

AUGUSTUS You’re staying here.
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Scene Four. 

An empty corridor. A fire exit 
door opens with a bang and 

Shannon enters, machine gun 
at the ready. She makes for a 

stairwell at the other end of the 
corridor and creeps downwards 
towards a cellar. She kicks the 
door down and rushes in, ready 
to shoot. A battered young man 

is gagged and tied to a chair. 

SHANNON Eddie! Christ, I 
didn’t know if I’d get to you in 

time.  

She runs to him, throws the 
gun onto her back and pulls a 
knife from her boot. She cuts 

the ropes and pulls the gag from 
his mouth. 

EDDIE I didn’t break, Shannon! I 
didn’t tell them a damn thing. 
Man, it's good to see you.  How 
did you get past the guards? 

They share a quick kiss.  

SHANNON There weren’t any.  

EDDIE What? That doesn’t make 
sense. 

SHANNON It’s a trap. 

EDDIE Yet, you’re completely 
unfazed. 

SHANNON I knew before I 
walked in. 

Shannon opens the weapons 
bag. 

EDDIE What the…Is that a 
bomb? 

SHANNON Just choose some 
weapons, quick. 

Eddie stares wide-eyed at the 
weapons. 

EDDIE Okay, then. 

He picks another machine gun 
out of the bag. Shannon zips it 
shut and leads him out of the 

cellar. An armed man appears 
at the top of the stairs. Shannon 

shoots him in the head. The 
pair move aside as he falls. 

Footsteps echo from the 
corridor when they reach the 

top of the stairs. Shannon pulls 
a grenade from the bag, pulls 
the pin and throws it into the 

corridor. 

SHANNON Run! 

They run back into the cellar. 
There’s a bang and part of the 

ceiling caves in. When the 
vibration settles, they creep 

back up. Shouts ensue from the 
floors above. The corridor is 

littered with bodies and pieces 
of drywall. There’s a huge hole 

in the ceiling, exposing the 
level above.  

SHANNON This way. 

She leads back the way she 
came. They keep their weapons 

ready. As they near the fire 
exit, enemies drop from the 

hole in the ceiling and charge at 
them. Shannon looks out the 
open fire door. In the alley, 

Augustus and Amy fight hand-
to-hand. His gun is on the 

ground.  

EDDIE Shit! Who’s that 
attacking Amy? 

SHANNON He’s not attacking 
her. She’s attacking him.  

Everyone opens fire. Twelve 
men fall. A bullet grazes 

Shannon’s arm.  She cries out 
and drags Eddie out the door. 
Shots continue from inside.  

SHANNON (laughs) Some 
trap. 
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Shannon slides the bomb into 
the building. Inside, voices 

shout “GET BACK!” Shannon 
and Eddie run down the empty 

alleyway.  

SHANNON Augustus?!  

Augustus screams from down 
the street. Shannon and Eddie 

run towards the sound. 
Augustus lies bloodied on the 
ground. Amy points his gun at 
him with one hand, holding his 

detonator in the other. She 
shoots him in the head.  

Shannon drops the holdall and 
runs at Amy, who turns too 
late. Shannon tackles her to 
the ground. The gun slides 

across the street. The 
detonator is abandoned on the 

ground.  Shannon punches 
Amy repeatedly. Eddie opens 

fire on men who have run after 
them from the building. 

SHANNON F*cking whisky? 
There isn’t enough whisky in the 

world to make me so careless! 

Amy headbutts Shannon in the 
face. She overpowers her and 

forces her onto her back, 
hands around her neck. 

Shannon grapples with Amy’s 
hands.  

AMY So smart, Shannon, 
playing your cards so close to 

your chest. Weren’t smart 
enough to know who was 

running Kaos, though. 

There’s a gunshot and Amy 
screams, letting go of 

Shannon, clutching her 
bleeding shoulder. Shannon 

scrambles to her feet and 
stands over her. She glances at 

Eddie, who’s pointing 
Augustus’ pistol at Amy. 

SHANNON Please. I knew it 
was your brother. I just didn’t 
dream for a second that you 

knew. I really thought it’d break 
your heart. Now it’s time to see 

if you’ve got one.  

She pulls a pistol from the bag 
and points it at Amy’s chest. 
She stamps on the detonator 
button and the office block 

explodes.  

AMY Bobby, no! 

Shannon shoots Amy. Eddie 
rushes to her side and holds 

her tightly as her tears fall. He 
kisses her head, takes off his 
bandana and wraps it around 

her wound. 

EDDIE I don’t think this is over. 

SHANNON No, Babe. It’s just 
beginning.  

Angry shouts come from the 
alleyway. Those who escaped 

the building dash into the 
street. Eddie grabs the holdall. 

They choose fresh guns and 
stand ready.  
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Septemb$
Now YOU, magazine readers get to vote over 
for the WINNER of the Great Clarendon 
House Writing Challenge! Which writer best 
captured the brief of writing a screenplay? 
Which story did you enjoy the most?

Octob$THE WINNER IS ANNOUNCED! 
WHO WILL IT BE?

VOTING DEADLINE SEPTEMBER 5th! 
Please email me at grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 

GOOD LUCK EVERYONE!

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!

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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CARMEN BACA

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Viajes con 
Fantasmas

La Quinceañera

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca

Cuentos Del 
Cañón

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

GABRIELLA BALCOM

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom

‘Some authors have a range so wide and a scope so 
varied that it’s difficult to ‘pin them down’ in a few 
words. Best-selling author Gabriella Balcom can 
write science fiction, fantasy, children’s literature, 
literary fiction, poetry, horror, humour, romance and 
more — and you’ll find all of the above in this 
eclectic collection of tales…’

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom


Pezzi Pazzi | Crazy Pieces 2: 
Collected Writings

G. MARINO LEYLAND

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Pezzi Pazzi 2 is a sister anthology to  
‘Pezzi Pazzi/Crazy Pieces’ published in 2019,  
another mixed genre collection of poetry, prose, fiction, non-fiction 
and experimental writing. Quirky, eclectic and infused with an 
Italian–Australian flavour, this collection is presented like a fancy 
Italian lunch menu. Feast your eyes. Warning: Contains sexual 
references and coarse language. For Mature Readers Only.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland


https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine

Subscribe now 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine


Galaxy # 5  
An Inner Circle  
Writers’ Group  

Science Fiction and 
Fantasy Anthology

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

Terrifying alien worlds, androids developing emotions, insurance scams in space, 
sinister futures, spectacular other planets, phantoms, dreams and fantastic drama — 
all the things that lovers of science fiction and fantasy desire are within, told 
colourfully, poetically and powerfully by writers from all over Earth. 

Featuring the work of (in order of appearance) the Birch Twins, Lesley Mace, Raphael 
Merriman, Elizabeth Brown, Michal Reiben, Catherine A. MacKenzie, Linda Sparks, Lisa 
H. Owens, Mark Kuglin, Mike Adamson, Jim Bates, Marlene Fabian Stiles, Susannah J. 
Bell,CL Steele, Sultana Raza, Herbie Wilson, A.L. Paradiso, Gabriella Balcom, Alexander 
Marshall and Charles Dickens.

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies
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The

Available now 
www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall

ALEXANDER MARSHALL

Clarendon House Publications’  
Biggest Ever Book Release

‘The Great Worm groaned, Great will be the deeds 
Of this Sword, and it will serve with strength 

The sovereignty of men, even thy 
Line of long-awaited lords in time— 
But its greatest deed will be in the 

Service of Dragons.’
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ALEXANDER MARSHALL

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall

You’ll be taken on fast-
paced trips to the stars; you’ll 

see distant futures; you’ll 
journey to alternate realities. 

You’ll meet larger-than-life 
as well as ordinary heroes 

and heroines; you’ll travel to 
the past and into fantastic 

forests full of the strangest 
things; you’ll get to know 

people who might be real as 
well as people who are 

decidedly not. But, perhaps 
more significantly, you’ll 
start to wonder about the 

boundary between fact and 
fiction, stories and truth, 

reality and illusion.  
‘Metafiction’ is defined in 

the dictionary as ‘fiction in 
which the author self-

consciously alludes to the 
artificiality or literariness of 

a work by parodying or 
departing from novelistic 

conventions and traditional 
narrative techniques.’ But in 

practice there can be a bit 
more to it, as you will find 

out, if you read on. 
Or you can put the book 

back on the shelf and never 
know… 

—Grant P. Hudson, Editor

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall
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FRAME 

GAY 
introduces  
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collection,  
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Diner
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Please refresh our readers' 
memories on your background as a 
writer - where you are from, and how 
did you come to write?  

Thank you for the opportunity 
to share a bit of myself with the 
Inner Circle Writers' Group! I am 
grateful.

I was born in Chicago, Illinois, 
but moved away at age six to 
Phoenix, Arizona. From there, we 
moved frequently. Every year I 
went to a different school.  I 
became a child of the highway, 
with roots shallow as a water lily.  
My childhood was challenging, 
mixed with happiness and 
magical moments, but also 
darkness. At times it was a lonely 
existence for a little girl, so I spent 
a great deal of time in my 
imagination. I invented stories in 
my head and drew pictures to 
match those tales. Possibly 
because we were so nomadic, I 
have very vivid memories of 
those formative years, and I 
believe those memories became 
valuable resources for my 
writing.

A constant in my younger life 
was a beautiful lake in Michigan, 
where I spent many an idyllic 
summer. No matter where we 
were in the country, we traveled 
back to our cottage on the serene 
shores of Birch Lake. I developed 
a deep appreciation for the 
outdoors, and found great 
comfort in the solace of the woods 
and water. I refer to the moon and 
stars in almost every story I write, 
as a nod to my childhood and the 
beauty of nature. 
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Looking back, I suppose I 
was a writer from the very 
start. When I was a little girl, 
my mother read books to 
me. I loved to put my head 
on her shoulder and hear the 
rumble of words in her chest 
as she turned the pages and 
took me on a magic carpet 
ride with stories about 
animals and children, castles 
and faraway places.  At age 
four, I made up stories and 
songs and "performed" them 
for my faithful companion, a 
dog named Freckles. I 
remember writing letters to 
the Universe when I was 
eight years old, and tossing 
them into the fireplace, 
thinking that perhaps 
somebody "out there" in the 
vast sky, or on another 
planet, might read the 
smoke signals from my 
notes. What were these 
about? I don't remember. 
Likely just the dreamy 
wishes of a little girl and the 
fervent hope they might 
come true. In my case, I was 
probably wishing for a 
horse!

By my teenage years, I 
had turned to music as my 
chief passion. I sang 
throughout high school, 
then well into my twenties 
as a folksinger and 
balladeer. Along with the 
music, there were always 
lyrics going through my 
mind. The lyrics seldom 
made their way on to paper, 
but tugged at me 
throughout the decades. 
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Over time, scraps of 
paper with poems, lyrics, 
and parts of short stories 
found their way into 
cardboard boxes and 
stuffed into the attic, never 
to see the light of day.  The 
bulk of my writing was 
poetry.  I suppose that was 
because I wrote in longhand 
back then before acquiring a 
computer, and the idea of a 
short story or novel seemed 
daunting.  However, in my 
imagination, I wrote entire 
books. I just didn't write 
them down. There is never 
a moment when I don't 
have a story or a song 
dancing through my head. 
Even as I write this, my 
mind is playing a Simon 
and Garfunkel song 
(‘Kathy's Song’) I am 
working on right now to 
record.

About ten years ago,  I 
took a class in creative 
writing at the local college. I 
discovered that writing was 
easy and enjoyable. At first, 
I was a little shy to read my 
stories in front of the other 
students, but with their 
support and encouragement 
I gained confidence. 

Then one day, a fellow 
student mentioned he had 
received an acceptance for a 
story he wrote, and told us 
it was with an online 
magazine named BioStories.  
I didn't even know such 
things existed on the 
internet. I was a late 
bloomer, I guess.
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That evening, I searched 
for BioStories on the web. 
Instructions were simple on 
how to submit a piece for 
their consideration, so I sent 
them a non-fiction essay I 
had written. A couple of 
weeks later, they sent me an 
email of acceptance. Wow, 
was I thrilled!  The rest is 
"history", as they say, and I 
soon began publishing 
regularly. 

 I write when the muse 
hits me, which is as elusive 
as a cat. I will write two or 
three stories within a 
month, and then have dry 
spells for weeks. Yet I still 
have had over one hundred 
and seventy stories 
published, as well as my 
two short story collections 
despite the stops and starts. 

I am a "pantster". I never 
have an outline for my 
stories. I'll sit down at the 
computer with a thought or 
a sentence that catches my 
imagination, and away I go. 
The bulk of my stories are 
written in one sitting. I 
usually write a short story 
in about an hour or so. 
Then it take days, 
sometimes weeks, to edit 
and tweak it until it is ready 
to submit. 

Sharon with daughter 

Jen 

Opposite: Author at 

leisure
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Nowadays, I often write 
short stories to fit within a 
particular call-out for 
submissions for an 
anthology or magazine. 
Sometimes I am solicited by 
a publisher to write a story 
for them. This changes my 
writing technique a bit, as 

now I have a specific genre 
or subject to write about 
instead of following more 
random thoughts. There's 
more discipline to my 
writing as I dovetail the 
piece with the needs of 
publishers. But I still try to 
let characters step into my 

thoughts , and then act as 
their scribe.

I am very grateful that I 
have found this outlet for 
my creativity, and I strive to 
write a good story each time 
I sit down at the computer 
and let the voices in my head 
carry me away.  

With daughter Jen, 
a few years later
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What have been some of the 
highlights of your writing life? 

 
A powerful highlight in my 

writing life was, of course, 
having a piece published for 
the first time. This was the 
non-fiction essay, ‘Kindness’, 
for BioStories Magazine.  I was 
thrilled to think that my words 
would be in an online literary 
magazine. I thought that was 
"it" for me, a  "one-and-done", 
and I was satisfied. I planned 
to move on from submitting 
stories, and continue to write 

for my own pleasure and to 
entertain the writing class. 

A few months after my first 
essay was published, I heard 
from BioStories that they had 
nominated ‘Kindness’ for a 
Pushcart Prize.  I didn't know 
what a Pushcart Prize was! I 
had to look it up on the 
internet. It sounded like a  
good thing, so I was excited 
and happy. After the honor of 
the Pushcart nomination, I 
decided it might be fun to 
become published again. From 
there, I wasn't sure where to 

go with my work, but  
continued to submit to other 
literary magazines and 
anthologies, just to see what 
might happen 

Over time, I won several 
writing contests, as well as 
four Pushcart Prize 
nominations and other 
awards. It was exciting to 
bring home a Will Rogers 
Medallion for excellence in 
Western writing in 2021 for my 
Western, ‘North Star’, which is 
in my newest book , The 
Nomad Diner.
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Of course, the biggest 
highlight of all has been 
compiling two collections 
of my short stories, Song Of 
The Highway and The 
Nomad Diner. Grant 
Hudson with Clarendon 
House published both 
books. These collections 
are a dream come true. The 
opportunity affords me not 
only the joy of holding the 
books in my hands, but 
hopefully they will 
entertain readers, as well 
as leave a legacy of my 
writing as a remembrance 
for family and friends. A 
huge highlight for me is 
belonging to the Inner 
Circle Writers' Group and 
getting to know many like-
minded people who enjoy 
writing and trading 
information and tips with 
each other. It's special. As I 
became acquainted with 
members of the group, I 
realized I had found my 
"tribe".  I've enjoyed 
getting to know  creative 
people who have enhanced 
my life, and selflessly 
shared their understanding 
of the craft. Some of these 
online friendships have 
evolved further into 
telephone calls and email 
correspondence with 
fellow writers. I hope to 
meet some of them in 
person someday.

https://www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup/
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How has it felt to have Song Of 
The Highway out there as a 
collection of your own stories? 
Any highlights from reviewers, 
etc?

When Song Of The Highway 
arrived at my door, it was a 
moment I will never forget. It 
filled me with joy and a sense 
of accomplishment. There was 
also a bit of trepidation, too, 
because now my "word babies" 
were out there in the world for 
folks to read and to judge. 
What if they didn't like my 
work? What if they did? How 
would I handle criticism, or 
praise? The praise part was 
much easier to receive! 
Everybody likes to think they 
have pleased others, and I love 
to think that I touched a reader 
in a positive way.  I am mindful 
of the fact that people pay 
money to read what I wrote, 
and hope they find my book 
pleasurable.  I am fortunate 
that twenty-four people took 
the time to leave five star 
reviews on Amazon about Song 
Of The Highway.  Here are some 
excerpts from those lovely 
reviews:

"It’s one thing for a writer to 
tell a great story, which Sharon 
Frame Gay certainly does in 
this profoundly moving 
collection, but it’s another 
thing altogether to be able to 
do so with heart and soul 
which she does time after time 
and in spades."
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"A great mixture of flavors! 
It's all there. I'm also impressed 
that she can write so believably 
as either a male or female (or in 
at least one case, an animal)!"

"From the opening story, 
which has a feeling of being 
semi-autobiographical to the last 
(also glimpsing the author) you 
will find yourself in worlds so 
realistic that to emerge into your 
own life after finishing one will 
be a disappointment."

"Sharon Frame Gay writes 
with her heart and experience to 
keep readers enthralled with her 
characters and amazing plot 
lines. We are with her all the 
way. Her creative talent covers a 
universal pull and a tug at the 
heart as her vision and 
sensitivity put us under her spell 
within many genres. She opens 
worlds and characters and ideas 
which enrich lives over and over 
again."
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Please tell us about The Nomad 
Diner. How did these stories come 
together?

The Nomad Diner is a 
continuance of my short stories, 
with echoes of my first 
collection, Song Of The Highway, 
within it. Although the stories 
vary in genre, the non-fiction 
prologues and epilogues of 
both books intone a personal 
journey of mine, whether a 
physical trip or a spiritual 
odyssey. As I wrote of my 
childhood in the beginning and 
end of The Nomad Diner, I saw 
the world through dual eyes:  
First, as a young girl who 
traveled the highways for most 
of her formative years. And 
then as a fiction piece,( 'The 
Nomad Diner’), featuring a 
waitress who perhaps served 
me in an old diner on the side 
of a weary highway. One of us 
passed through these 
experiences on her way to 
another town, while the other 
stayed behind and watched the 
world go by. Reality and fiction 
may have merged on Route 66 
many years ago.  It is through 
these tales, both fiction and 
non-fiction, that sets the 
cornerstone for my books. 
Throughout the additional  
short stories, other characters 
step forward and speak of their 
victories and defeats on life's 
stage. 
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The premise of The 
Nomad Diner is to tap into 
the emotions of those on 
their  journey. There's a 
young man who finds his 
way out west and falls in 
love with a movie actress 
amid the sagebrush and 
ranches of Texas in the 
1920's.  An old woman tells 
us her darkest secrets of 
how she suffered and 
survived during World War 
Two. Grace sings the same 
song for fifty years, missing 
her true love who died in 
Viet Nam. A boy facing 
physical limitations and 
emotional challenges turns 
to a young dog for comfort 
and companionship. To 
some characters, revenge is 
sweet, while others go softly 
into the night. Love remains 
as constant as the stars for 
Emily, lost in the forests of 
Oregon, far from her 
beloved husband. Other 
stories are dark. Some have 
happy endings and, I hope, 
lift the spirit.  It's my 
intention that each character 
brings a unique story that 
stirs feelings in my readers, 
and perhaps gives them 
something to take with 
them when they close the 
book. 
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What would you like to 
achieve as a writer?  

First and foremost, my 
primary goal is to touch 
others with my words. 
Emotion is universal, and it 
is always a thrill to hear 
from a reader in a faraway 
land who was moved by 
what I wrote. 

I doubt I will be traveling 
very often in my current life, 
so it is satisfying and an 
honor to be published in 
another country. I have been 
published in England, 
Canada, Pakistan, Ireland 
and Scotland, as well as 
India. Two of my stories 
were featured in a 
newspaper in Uzbekistan, 
and stories were also 
accepted in Iran.

I am not a competitive 
person, but do compete 
against myself, so it is 
always lovely to win an 
award or receive recognition 
for my work. I set writing 
standards for myself, and 
always strive to meet those 
standards or better. Song Of 
The Highway and The Nomad 
Diner are very special 
collections to me, as I hope 
someday my grandson or 
even great-grand children 
will crack the books open 
and read them. I always 
leave a bit of myself on the 
pages.
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What are your plans? Anything 
you're working on? 

A poet at heart, I am compiling 
a collection of my poems for my 
upcoming book, Whistling Up The 
Moon.  I am also working on a 
Western short story for a 
publishing company, as well as a 
Western novel.  

After editing The Nomad Diner 
for publication, I realized that as a 
writer, I am particularly proud of 
my non-fiction pieces. It gives me 
the opportunity to write in a 
prose-poetic way, which I consider 
the core of my personal creativity.  
I plan to write more non-fiction in 
the future.

My interest in music goes hand 
in hand with writing, as I often 
write song lyrics. My passion lies 
in singing, and it's always fun to 
marry music with writing and see 
what happens. Maybe someday I 
will publish a song or two.

Although I have many plans, 
it's best for me to just sit back, 
invite my muses in, and let them 
tell me what to write. It's always 
an adventure!

Thanks  Sharon! You can  

visit Sharon’s webpage at 

Clarendon House 

publications here, and pick 

up her collections, Song of 

the Highway and The Nomad 

Diner, as paperbacks or 

Kindle editions.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay


52

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay

Sharon Frame Gay has been internationally published in many 
anthologies and literary magazines, including Chicken Soup 
For The Soul, Typehouse, Lowestoft Chronicle, Literary 
Orphans, and others. She has won awards at The Writing District, Wow-Women On 
Writing, Owl Hollow Press, and Rope and Wire and is a Pushcart Prize nominee. Her first 
collection of short stories, Song of the Highway, was published in 2020 by Clarendon 
House Publications. Her master storytelling continues in The Nomad Diner.

The Nomad Diner 
A Short Story Collection

SHARON FRAME GAY

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
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https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jim-bates

JIM BATES

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Overlapping memories, overlapping lives, wide open spaces and soft but 
sometimes heart-breaking reminiscences, with the mighty Mississippi 
running through it all — let Jim Bates take you on rich, human, 
intertwining journeys into a landscape of souls where you can glimpse 
beauty and peace, longing and contentment, the burden of past decisions 
and their forgiveness, and perhaps find yourself…

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jim-bates
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RIHAM ADLY

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/riham-adly

Princess, priestess, runaway, slave-girl, heiress, aquatic siren: women live 
thousands of lives in the flash fiction of Riham Adly, sometimes in the course of 

one story. A writer from modern Egypt, Adly reflects the complex reality of a 
world that can be both cosmopolitan and insular, a changing world where 

women risk new roles, but still struggle to push through family and cultural 
conditioning that tells them to “expect nothing, stay quiet, be smart.” The 

women in these stories ignore that advice. They expect everything, rebel, push 
boundaries, speak from the heart.

LOVE IS MAKE-BELIEVE

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/riham-adly
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RUTH MORGAN

THE  
WHITWORTH  
MYSTERIES

“So, Superintendent 
you’re the man who 
watched my daughter 
die?”  

The Whitworth Mysteries are a collection of 
short crime fiction stories set in and 
around a rural city located in outback New 
South Wales. Beneath the sunshine of 
Whitworth, lurk dark secrets, deceit and 
betrayal.  

“Never point a loaded gun 
at anyone, unless you 
mean to kill them.”  

Beyond the murky waters of the river, and a 
bank lined with ancient river red gums is a 
land of red dust, blue saltbush and vast 
empty spaces.  

The squeak of hemp rope…
as the suspended weight 
moved, caught by the 
breeze. 

In a small country town, police officers are 
reliant on each other, a band of blue. A 
rural posting is punishment for some, 
isolation from a vibrant city. For others an 
attempted escape. Some are forced to 
confront the decisions of the past, and pay 
the price. The harsh nature of the climate, 
floods, violent storms, and the almost 
limitless open spaces are as much a 
character as the humans themselves. 

“Let me kill him. Finish 
the story.”

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mark-scheel

MARK SCHEEL

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

The  
Potter’s  
Wheel 

a novel

“Having 
experienced 
the turbulent 
California 
sixties myself, 
I can vouch 
that Scheel’s 
portrayal of 
the people 
and the times 
is spot on.  
Once again, 
turn on, tune 
in, drop out!” 

—Paul Goldman, 
ecstatic poet, 
author of Silence 
Speaks and Upon 
Your Canvas.

AVAILABLE AS A  
PAPERBACK OR  

ON KINDLE

The year is 1967. Mel Steadman, a Midwestern farm youth recovering from a 
severe head injury, becomes dissatisfied living at home and hops a bus to 
California. He finds work in a low-rent hotel chain and mingles with the young 
drifters along Hollywood Boulevard.  Soon he bonds with an estranged night 
wanderer named Burch who clerks in a shop called The Potter’s Wheel and 
encounters a free-spirited femme fatale named Maureen. Adventure follows 
adventure, culminating, however, in abandonment and violence…

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mark-scheel
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jennifer-brookins

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

JENNIFER BROOKINS

‘In this extraordinary collection, Jennifer 
Brookins takes us on journeys into the past so 
vividly that we see and hear the sights and 
sounds of times long gone — but also we voyage 
inward, into the human condition, with humour, 
insight, poignancy and joy.’

AVAILABLE AS A  
PAPERBACK OR  

ON KINDLE

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jennifer-brookins
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With David Jack, outside The Eagle and 
Child, meeting place of the Inklings

At The Kilns

A LITERALLY LITERARY QUIZ 
Try to answer the following tricky questions 
without using Google! Answers next month.

Brave readers can email their non-Googled 
answers in to grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

1. In which novel is Stevens the narrator? The Remains 
of the Day by Sir Kazuo Ishiguro 

2. In which Dickens’ novel does this line appear: ‘It was 
one of those March days when the sun shines hot and 
the wind blows cold: when it is summer in the light, and 
winter in the shade.’ Great Expectations 

3. What is the name of the android in The Hitchhiker’s 
Guide to the Galaxy? Marvin 

4. In which country does most of Gavin Maxwell’s Ring 
of Bright Water take place? Scotland 

5. Who wrote A Wizard of Earthsea? Ursula K. Le Guin 

6. The Nomad Diner is a collection of short stories 
written by which Clarendon House author? Sharon 
Frame Gay 

7. What is the first name of the lead character in Edith 
Nesbit’s The Railway Children? Roberta (nickname 
‘Bobbie’) 

8. When was War and Peace first published? 1867 

9. Who wrote Captain Corelli’s Mandolin? Louis de 
Bernières 

10. What was the first name of the Emperor Palpatine in 
the Star Wars films? Sheev

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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Answers to last month’s questions:

1. In which novel is Nick Carraway the narrator? The 
Great Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald 

2. Who in Shakespeare says the lines ‘Out damned 
spot, out I say!’? Lady Macbeth in Macbeth 

3. What is the name of Tin Tin’s dog? Snowy 

4. In which city does James Joyce’s Ulysses take 
place? Dublin 

5. Who wrote Mrs Dalloway? Virginia Woolf 

6. The Chrysalis and the Creatures of the Highlands is 
a book written by which Clarendon House author? 
Bruce Rowe 

7. What is the name of Theoden’s sword in The Lord 
of the Rings? Herugrim 

8. When was Wuthering Heights first published? 1847 

9. Who played the character of Yossarian in the 1970 
film Catch-22? Alan Arkin 

10. Who wrote The Grapes of Wrath? John Steinbeck
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Welcome to Blekeleigh Court, nestled in the mythical countryside of England between the 
Wars, a setting in which P.G. Wodehouse would feel right at Stately Home. Here the sons and 
daughters of the Jazz Age face off against Crusty Uncles, Dotty Aunts, and Superhuman 
Butlers—and unexpected complications abound.  

Move over, Downton Abbey! The real action is at Blekeleigh Court. 

Samantha Hamilton started her career as a wordsmith right out of college, some misty time 
in the last century. This is her first book-length work.

SAMANTHA HAMILTON

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/samantha-hamilton

WELCOME TO  
BLEKELEIGH 
COURT

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/samantha-hamilton


‘This new book Surprised by Myth, a collaboration between Justin Wiggins and Grant Hudson,  is a 
remarkable piece of work. It stands apart from most other works of its kind, if indeed there are any, in that 
both Justin and Grant each take their own viewpoint about the complex writings and attitudes of my 
Stepfather C. S. Lewis, and write their feelings and ideas about the work and indeed the man himself 
accordingly. To our benefit,  this results in all of us being able to see differing angles on Lewis’s ways of 
writing, and why both these two men (and anyone else) can read his works from very different background 
ideologies.’ 

— Douglas Gresham, step-son of C. S. Lewis and author of Lenten Lands: My Childhood with Joy 
Davidman and C.S. Lewis. 

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins

Essays on the 
Inklings  
and their 
Friends

Surprised by  
Myth

as recommended by  
C. S. Lewis’s step-son  
Douglas Gresham 

JUSTIN WIGGINS 
and 

GRANT P. HUDSON

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins


Poe%y C&n$
Poetry this month from Kiesa Kay, Elizabeth Brown and David Painter

Cinnamon Blessing 
by Kiesa Kay 

Kiesa Kay, poet and playwright, writes and plays fiddle in her cabin in the 
Blue Ridge Mountains.  Her books of poetry include Lake Road 14, Lone Star 
Lake, and Rock Creek Road.

May you meet the magic cinnamon bear 
beside a black tupelo tree on the South Toe River, 
the one who holds in two great paws 
a sacred relic -- chosen only for you.  
You shall wear mica spangled slippers,  
woven warm from her softest fur. 
She blesses you, as I do.  
She will wrap you in comforts 
green as moss, tender as trillium, 
delicate as fiddle-head fern. 
She will breathe power into the red clay 
invisible and indelibly within you. 
All who look upon you will know 
forevermore you are beloved,  
beyond all boundaries of time and place. 
To you she bequeaths the shade of sheltering trees, 
the splash of sparkling waves in hot summer. 

She whispers the secret: 
Within you lives a cinnamon bear, 
bringing blessings everywhere.



Memories of June  

The sleepy drone of bumblebees,  
The cry of darting swifts, 
Sweet honeysuckle evening air,  
June’s constant summer gifts.  
A sky that’s brushed with feather clouds,  
White shining on the blue, 
Wind painted patterns drifting by, 
Our perfect evening view.  
Hot noonday sun that burns the earth,  
Tall trees that lend us shade, 
Warm June nights when the moon is full,  
These memories never fade.  

by Elizabeth Brown



Memories of a Red Brick Chimney  

There is a red brick for every day that I have been away a million 
memories have gone astray 
so now I stand in front of this old stone hearth 
as the sound of the wind sweeps the air away  
and all those memories come flooding in like rain between the 
overgrown weeds and bricks 
of the place that I once called home.  
Look there 
just to the right of those warming stones were the stairs to my room 
It was seven steps up and five to the right where I spent the night in 
that old iron bed huddled beneath the covers 
trying to keep the howling wind at bay.  
Now the roar of the past comes pouring in of breakfast smells 
hanging heavy in the air  
Of mom’s voice calling me down 
and a hurried kiss 
as the big yellow bus pulls away  
only to return at the end of the day.  
Later still as the night grows old and the eyes follow 
it’s through that magic portal that I would go  
rising seven steps up and five to the right  
As I stood there 
I pull those memories tight around me tight like skin  
and it felt like I always imagined it would. It feels like home.  

by David L Painter  
  



Café Avalon 

I sit in the courtyard of Café Avalon wanting nothing more than solitude. 
I want to sit awhile and be still, to listen, 
and to not say a word.  
Just watch as the people walk to and fro. 
I stare at their dark shapes as they make their way to some special rendezvous. 
I want to sit and be a part of this table, this chair. 

The only sound I make is perhaps the sipping  
of the coffee as it passes my lips. 
A woman in blue catches my eye. 
I wonder what it would be like to be with her,  
to be part of her, to make love. Then lay in silence only listing to our heartbeats. 
I empty myself as a mist of fog that obscures then swallows itself. 
But this city is never silent. 
The distant bells of St Paul’s chime 
calling all the believers to knee in silence, which there is none. 
A dichotomy of faith in a city of noise. 
I sit in the courtyard of the Café Avalon most days sipping my coffee 
waiting for the silence to make a sound. 

by David L Painter  



Heroes
 
The sails at sea carry our tears
as the purifying flame burn
our fallen heroes have returned
A song is offered up
for their brave deeds
a prayer to the gods so their names can live on.
 
A thousand valleys with a thousand trees 
the sea is red with blood 
red with their memory’s 
there is a sound in the forest 
a light in the great hall 
the trees now blow white in the wind 
a sudden chill after a warm sunrise 
our prayers are like water flowing uphill 
or there is blood against the gothic stone 
and the great hall has grown cold 
life for three hundred years 
peace forever more, our heroes have returned.

by David L. Painter



Eclipse of the King’s Death    
 
Dark clouds hang in the still darker sky 
no hue of blue can be found 
a thousand gates 
 a thousand doors are shut against winter’s roar.  
 
The wind gathers itself in a great cloud 
and wanders off carrying with it the dreams of spring 
leaving behind a cold like the grey light from an open grave. 
 
Over this land the howl of the wolves                   
like the cries of birthing pains is winter’s true song 
a light moves across the southern horizon 
for all joy is lodged there.  
 
The tears that flow have not been seen 
since Graywick the King fell at the frozen bay 
his spirit circling in the ebbing air; 
his body was borne home on his shield 
and the flowers smile across the ages 
as if to say, “We remember”. 
but that was long ago, for it is now spring and we dance.  

by David L Painter



Eclipse of the King’s Years 
 
Spring and then summer still 
warmth of days keeps away winter’s chill 
It was the fortieth year of our king’s reign 
peace and prosperity had been gained.
 
Was on the evening of shooting stars. 
Some say, “Pieces of heaven fall.” 
the full moon’s face shines down as if to announce 
“Hail, a new king has arrived.”



It was in the dead of night that the king’s son 
Graywick was born; come first light 
the age old rite of heir is performed.

Master craftsman fashioned a blade from the fallen pieces of sky; 
at sixteen years it was laid by the prince’s side 
no blade ever or since equaled the arm on which 
the blade was sent.



Foes from the north and sea all fell with aimless ease. 
a stout charger black as night and as swift as the wind 
now carries the mighty king 
the very earth trembles ere he rode.

 
For thirty and a score he kept us free. 
Then came the day at the frozen bay; 
Some say it was fifty, others a hundred or more 
but the king fell this day 
his body borne home on his shield and the blade to be wielded no more. 
A thousand tears were shed this day and the
gray light from the grave is the warmth of our days.

by David L Painter
 

David L Painter is a Northeast Ohio poet and photographer. Much of his poetry is 
inspired by photography; he is a member of many poetry groups including Allegory 
Alley, Scribbles Writing Organization, Poems and Un-poems, Writers 
Writing Poems, Out of Your Write Mind. Inner Circle Writers' Group and Penned 
in the City.



www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

I think that we’re beginning to remember that the first poets didn’t come 
out of a classroom, that poetry began when somebody walked off of a 

savanna or out of a cave and looked up at the sky with wonder and said, 
“Ahhh.” That was the first poem. -– Lucille Clifton 

Featuring, in order of appearance: Justin Wiggins, Catherine A. MacKenzie, 
Michal Reiben, Kelli J Gavin, Suranjit Gain, Dawn DeBraal, Lesley Mace, 
metaphysical poet Andrew Marvell, Gabriella Balcom, Lisa H. Owens, Linda 
Sparks, Ikechukwu Obiorah, Jim Bates, Bobbi Sinha-Morey, Tony Fyler, Thomas R. 
Bates, Dr Chanchal Sarin, Richard Rose, Linda M. Crate, The Birch Twins, DJ Elton, 
Sultana Raza, Mike Turner, Medha Godbole Singh, Tim Law, Trish Bailey, Festus 
Nwachukwu, Shawn M. Klimek, Aminath Neena, Michelle Chermaine Ramos, 
Craig Tickner and Kerri Jesmer, with a special essay about Philip Larkin.
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72

Satisfying Fiction from Clarendon House Publications  

The

Look out for the next instalment of

Free to download wherever you are

The next issue will be announced in the 

www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items

http://www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items


73

MEL LEE NEWMIN

Mel Lee Newmin presents 
a story destined to be a 
classic of the science 
fiction genre: a fast-paced, 
multilayered adventure 
which is also richly 
textured and thought-
provoking.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mel-lee-newmin

Noman’s 
Land

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Humanity’s worst nightmare: an intelligent alien race equipped with 
vast spacecraft is attacking the furthest outposts of Earth’s 
expansion — attacking ruthlessly, brutally and relentlessly, refusing 
to communicate. Their onslaught is so merciless that it is kept secret 
from the world’s population for fear of mass panic. 

When expert linguist and political rebel Daj Dimarco is press-ganged 
into the desperate diplomatic mission charged with ending the 
aggression, he has little hope of ever returning to his former life on 
Earth. But when an unexpected confrontation with a member of his 
own crew suddenly flings him into a world he could never have 
imagined, Daj becomes the only hope for humanity's continuing 
existence— if he can somehow stay alive himself…

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mel-lee-newmin
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CLASSIC MASTERPIECES
George MacDonald (1824 – 1905) a Scottish author, poet and 
Christian minister, was a pioneering figure in the field of 
modern fantasy literature. MacDonald also wrote several works 
of Christian theology, and his writings have been cited as a 
major literary influence by many notable authors including 
Lewis Carroll, W. H. Auden, J. M. Barrie, Lord Dunsany, Mark 
Twain, Robert E. Howard, L. Frank Baum, T. H. White, Richard 
Adams, Lloyd Alexander, Hilaire Belloc, G. K. Chesterton, C. S. 
Lewis, J. R. R. Tolkien, E. Nesbit, Peter S. Beagle, Neil Gaiman 
and Madeleine L’Engle. At the Back of the North Wind was 
serialised in the children's magazine Good Words for the Young 
beginning in 1868 and was published in book form in 1871.

WHEN one at the back of the north wind wanted to know how things were
going with any one he loved, he had to go to a certain tree, climb the
stem, and sit down in the branches. In a few minutes, if he kept very
still, he would see something at least of what was going on with the
people he loved.
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One day when Diamond was sitting in this tree, he began to long very
much to get home again, and no wonder, for he saw his mother crying.
Durante says that the people there may always follow their wishes,
because they never wish but what is good. Diamond's wish was to get
home, and he would fain follow his wish.

But how was he to set about it? If he could only see North Wind! But the
moment he had got to her back, she was gone altogether from his sight.
He had never seen her back. She might be sitting on her doorstep still,
looking southwards, and waiting, white and thin and blue-eyed, until she
was wanted. Or she might have again become a mighty creature, with
power to do that which was demanded of her, and gone far away upon many
missions. She must be somewhere, however. He could not go home without
her, and therefore he must find her. She could never have intended to
leave him always away from his mother. If there had been any danger of
that, she would have told him, and given him his choice about going. For
North Wind was right honest. How to find North Wind, therefore, occupied
all his thoughts.
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In his anxiety about his mother, he used to climb the tree every day,
and sit in its branches. However many of the dwellers there did so, they
never incommoded one another; for the moment one got into the tree, he
became invisible to every one else; and it was such a wide-spreading
tree that there was room for every one of the people of the country
in it, without the least interference with each other. Sometimes, on
getting down, two of them would meet at the root, and then they would
smile to each other more sweetly than at any other time, as much as to
say, “Ah, you've been up there too!”
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One day he was sitting on one of the outer branches of the tree, looking
southwards after his home. Far away was a blue shining sea, dotted with
gleaming and sparkling specks of white. Those were the icebergs. Nearer
he saw a great range of snow-capped mountains, and down below him the
lovely meadow-grass of the country, with the stream flowing and flowing
through it, away towards the sea. As he looked he began to wonder, for
the whole country lay beneath him like a map, and that which was near
him looked just as small as that which he knew to be miles away. The
ridge of ice which encircled it appeared but a few yards off, and no
larger than the row of pebbles with which a child will mark out the
boundaries of the kingdom he has appropriated on the sea-shore. He
thought he could distinguish the vapoury form of North Wind, seated as
he had left her, on the other side. Hastily he descended the tree, and
to his amazement found that the map or model of the country still lay at
his feet. He stood in it. With one stride he had crossed the river; with
another he had reached the ridge of ice; with the third he stepped over
its peaks, and sank wearily down at North Wind's knees. For there she
sat on her doorstep. The peaks of the great ridge of ice were as lofty
as ever behind her, and the country at her back had vanished from
Diamond's view.
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North Wind was as still as Diamond had left her. Her pale face was white
as the snow, and her motionless eyes were as blue as the caverns in the
ice. But the instant Diamond touched her, her face began to change like
that of one waking from sleep. Light began to glimmer from the blue of
her eyes.

A moment more, and she laid her hand on Diamond's head, and began
playing with his hair. Diamond took hold of her hand, and laid his face
to it. She gave a little start.

“How very alive you are, child!” she murmured. “Come nearer to me.”

By the help of the stones all around he clambered up beside her, and
laid himself against her bosom. She gave a great sigh, slowly lifted her
arms, and slowly folded them about him, until she clasped him close. Yet
a moment, and she roused herself, and came quite awake; and the cold of
her bosom, which had pierced Diamond's bones, vanished.
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“Have you been sitting here ever since I went through you, dear North
Wind?” asked Diamond, stroking her hand.

“Yes,” she answered, looking at him with her old kindness.

“Ain't you very tired?”

“No; I've often had to sit longer. Do you know how long you have been?”

“Oh! Years and years,” answered Diamond.

“You have just been seven days,” returned North Wind.

“I thought I had been a hundred years!” exclaimed Diamond.

“Yes, I daresay,” replied North Wind. “You've been away from here seven
days; but how long you may have been in there is quite another thing.
Behind my back and before my face things are so different! They don't go
at all by the same rule.”

“I'm very glad,” said Diamond, after thinking a while.
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“Why?” asked North Wind.

“Because I've been such a long time there, and such a little while away
from mother. Why, she won't be expecting me home from Sandwich yet!”

“No. But we mustn't talk any longer. I've got my orders now, and we must
be off in a few minutes.”

Next moment Diamond found himself sitting alone on the rock. North Wind
had vanished. A creature like a great humble-bee or cockchafer flew past
his face; but it could be neither, for there were no insects amongst the
ice. It passed him again and again, flying in circles around him, and he
concluded that it must be North Wind herself, no bigger than Tom Thumb
when his mother put him in the nutshell lined with flannel. But she was
no longer vapoury and thin. She was solid, although tiny. A moment more,
and she perched on his shoulder.
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“Come along, Diamond,” she said in his ear, in the smallest and highest
of treble voices; “it is time we were setting out for Sandwich.”

Diamond could just see her, by turning his head towards his shoulder as
far as he could, but only with one eye, for his nose came between her
and the other.

“Won't you take me in your arms and carry me?” he said in a whisper, for
he knew she did not like a loud voice when she was small.

“Ah! you ungrateful boy,” returned North Wind, smiling, “how dare you
make game of me? Yes, I will carry you, but you shall walk a bit for
your impertinence first. Come along.”
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She jumped from his shoulder, but when Diamond looked for her upon the
ground, he could see nothing but a little spider with long legs that
made its way over the ice towards the south. It ran very fast indeed for
a spider, but Diamond ran a long way before it, and then waited for
it. It was up with him sooner than he had expected, however, and it
had grown a good deal. And the spider grew and grew and went faster and
faster, till all at once Diamond discovered that it was not a spider,
but a weasel; and away glided the weasel, and away went Diamond after
it, and it took all the run there was in him to keep up with the weasel.
And the weasel grew, and grew, and grew, till all at once Diamond saw
that the weasel was not a weasel but a cat. And away went the cat, and
Diamond after it. And when he had run half a mile, he found the cat
waiting for him, sitting up and washing her face not to lose time. And
away went the cat again, and Diamond after it. But the next time he came
up with the cat, the cat was not a cat, but a hunting-leopard. And the
hunting-leopard grew to a jaguar, all covered with spots like eyes.
And the jaguar grew to a Bengal tiger. And at none of them was Diamond
afraid, for he had been at North Wind's back, and he could be afraid of
her no longer whatever she did or grew. And the tiger flew over the snow
in a straight line for the south, growing less and less to Diamond's
eyes till it was only a black speck upon the whiteness; and then it
vanished altogether.
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And now Diamond felt that he would rather not run any farther, and that the ice had got 
very rough. Besides, he was near the precipices that bounded the sea, so he slackened his 
pace to a walk, saying aloud to himself:

“When North Wind has punished me enough for making game of her, she will come back 
to me; I know she will, for I can't go much farther without her.”

“You dear boy! It was only in fun. Here I am!” said North Wind's voice behind him.

Diamond turned, and saw her as he liked best to see her, standing beside him, a tall lady.

“Where's the tiger?” he asked, for he knew all the creatures from a picture book that Miss 
Coleman had given him. “But, of course,” he added, “you were the tiger. I was puzzled 
and forgot. I saw it such a long way off before me, and there you were behind me. It's so 
odd, you know.”

“It must look very odd to you, Diamond: I see that. But it is no more odd to me than to 
break an old pine in two.”
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“Well, that's odd enough,” remarked Diamond.

“So it is! I forgot. Well, none of these things are odder to me than it
is to you to eat bread and butter.”

“Well, that's odd too, when I think of it,” persisted Diamond. “I should
just like a slice of bread and butter! I'm afraid to say how long it
is —how long it seems to me, that is— since I had anything to eat.”

“Come then,” said North Wind, stooping and holding out her arms. “You
shall have some bread and butter very soon. I am glad to find you want
some.”

Diamond held up his arms to meet hers, and was safe upon her bosom.
North Wind bounded into the air. Her tresses began to lift and rise and
spread and stream and flow and flutter; and with a roar from her hair
and an answering roar from one of the great glaciers beside them, whose
slow torrent tumbled two or three icebergs at once into the waves at
their feet, North Wind and Diamond went flying southwards.

SUBSCRIBE NOW 
 so that you don’t miss  

the next chapter of  
George Macdonald’s  
classic masterpiece!

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
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•Want to write a story but are stuck 
for where to begin? 
  
•Been given a ‘brief’ by a 
publication or competition and 
need something that fits? 
  
•Written something which doesn’t 
quite ‘work’? 
  
•Want to revitalise an existing 
piece? 

  
•Want to experiment with new 
angles and new forms? 
  
•Suffering from ‘writer’s block’? 
  
•Just want to have fun writing? 

Get the Ultimate 
Fiction-making 
Machine!

genre

setting

character

plot

theme
scene

chapterpace
prose

‘The ultimate fiction-making machine…’

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/story-creation-handbook

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/story-creation-handbook
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A Story of 
Courage, Love and 

Redemption 
Available at  
Amazon.com

https://www.amazon.com/Raphael-Redcloak-Guardian-Jenean-McBrearty-ebook/dp/B08HRB612V/ref=sr_1_11?crid=39DSZVDZ0MZBY&keywords=jenean+mcbrearty&qid=1659369381&sprefix=jenean+mcbrearty,aps,157&sr=8-11
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A SPECIAL SERIALISATION

After How Stories Really Work, the investigation into stories went deeper… 
Myth & the ‘Now’ 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. In this new serialisation, we look beyond the edge of fiction’s universe to an even 
wider world…

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Myth-Now-Grant-P-Hudson-ebook/dp/B07P7D66L2
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Raw Creation 

It’s very easy to fall for 
the modern temptation to 
try to explain something 
from where we stand now, 
projecting backwards in 
time those concepts with 
which we are familiar in an 
effort to understand those 
things which came earlier 
or lie beneath the 
comfortable things that we 
think we know. But while 
that seems perfectly natural, 
and is certainly 
commonplace, it runs 

counter to the raw creative 
process itself, which 
appears to begin with 
nothing and draws forth 
from that void recognisable 
archetypes and images by 
degrees, eventually crafting 
something familiar. 

In the case of myth, for 
example, it would be a 
relatively simple matter to 
begin with character 
archetypes with which we 
are familiar from the world 
of contemporary stories, 
and which are given in 
great detail in my book How 

Stories Really Work, and to 
trace their origins by 
visiting them first in today’s 
blockbuster movies, then in 
the twentieth century’s 
ironic novels, then again in 
the rise of the novel in the 
preceding hundred years, 
and so on, going back 
through Shakespearian 
plays to the earliest known 
literature. That kind of 
study is common for 
understandable reasons, 
and it yields valuable 
insights. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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What we end up with, 
though, more often than not, is 
an understanding of certain 
kinds of stories on our terms, 
the terms set by the rational, 
intellectual thinking of the last 
few centuries and the most 
recent few decades in particular. 
This framework says, in a 
general way, that ‘things evolve 
from early, more primitive 
forms to later, more complex 
forms’. It asserts, knowingly or 
not, that the later and more 
complex forms have a 
superiority of some kind — 
even a moral superiority — over 
the earlier. Implicit within this 
approach — and, as I say, not 
without value — is the notion 
that rationality is senior to 
poetic emotivity, and that 
human beings ‘know better now 
than they used to’. 

This approach makes 
everything an allegory of things 
that we know. There are no 
genuine external Truths, 
according to this view, only 
projected extrapolations from 
familiar items, ideas and 
objects. In C. S. Lewis’s 
children’s book The Silver Chair, 
the Green Witch convinces her 
captives that the world of 
Narnia, the Sun and the Lion 
Aslan himself are all merely 
copies of the dark caves, the 
hanging lamps and the pet cat 
in the underworld in which she 
has entrapped them. And so we 
can begin to imagine that the 
world revealed to us most 
powerfully through myths is 
only a coloured-in facsimile of 
the mundane reality around us. 
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Endeavouring to explain 
anything any other way 
would seem counter-intuitive: 
of course one should start 
from things that we grasp, 
and work backwards. An 
earlier attempt to examine 
Norse mythology, for 
example, showed how much 
the modern mind struggles 
with the images it presents, 
constantly wanting to 
categories them as ‘primitive’ 
and even brutal or 
incomprehensible. But I want 
to try to take this counter-
intuitive route, as an 
experiment. Let’s see how far 
we can get by looking rawly 
into the darkness and seeing 
what emerges from it, rather 
than building a well-lighted 
bridge into it; let’s put aside 
allegory, and look into the 
void. 

If we stare into 
Gunningagap, for example, 
that primal abyss from Norse 
mythology about which we 
know little other than brief 
references in Icelandic 
literature, or into the 
Beginning of Things as 
alluded to in Genesis in the 
Bible, the first thing that we 
meet is indeed a cardinal 
blackness or emptiness, an 
immense vacuum which 
contains the ultimate in 
nothings, the chaotic void 
before there was anything 
else. From that empty chasm 
comes a duality: two poles 
appear. 

Let’s see how far we 
can get by looking 
rawly into the 
darkness and seeing 
what emerges from 
it…
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In Norse myth, they are 
represented by the regions of 
Muspelheim and Niflheim; in Genesis 
we see ‘waters above and waters 
below’ even before we see the light 
and dark of Day and Night. It is 
between these poles that everything 
else grows — and I want to suggest 
that that is where we should begin: 
two poles, two separated regions, and 
an area of potential between them. 

Without getting too scientific or 
electronic, it is these two poles, 
common in myth, that create the 
immense and absolute difference that 
in turn engenders the world between 
them. From the gap between 
Muspelheim and Niflheim comes the 
ice giant, Ymir; from the world of Day 
and Night, with the agency of God, 
comes all the rest of Nature. From 
Ymir, and from Nature, in some 
unfathomable way, come human 
beings, scarcely recognisable but 
familiar enough to anchor us in the 
created universe. Then, Story proper 
begins and the tale of everything that 
is becomes the story of a progression 
either away from or towards those 
original poles. 

Let’s lay it out like this: 
In the Great Void (or whatever you 

want to call it) are two poles: 
Pole # 1 
Pole # 2 
Between them manifests 

everything that is. But that created 
zone is in flux: what lies in it moves 
either toward Pole # 1 or Pole # 2 - 
there is a progression closer to or 
further away from either Pole. 

So we have: 
Pole # 1 
Close to Pole # 1 
Equidistant from either Pole 
Close to Pole # 2
Pole # 2 

Close to Pole 
# 1

Pole # 1
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Pole # 2Close to Pole 
# 2

Equidistant  
from either  

Pole

In the Great Void there are 
two poles…between them 

is everything there is.
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Already this looks too 
scientific, but you probably get 
the concept. In mythic terms, we 
have the cold darkness of 
Niflheim, occupied by Frost 
Giants and the like, then the rest 
of the Nine Worlds, edging up 
towards Pole # 1 and the fiery 
regions of Muspelheim. 
Christianity has its Hell and 
Heaven; and every other religion 
has a similar layout, of one kind 
or another. This isn’t a study of 
religions, though, but of stories, 
and of myths in particular. And 
the interesting thing that emerges 
from this, I think, is that we have 
the beginning of the precise 
universal archetypes that 
underlie all fiction. 

Starting from Northrop Frye’s 
division of literature into the 
modes of myth, romance (by 
which he meant mediaeval-style 
epic stories), high mimetic (grand 
stories about kings and leaders), 
low mimetic (more ‘ordinary’ 
stories about more ‘ordinary’ 
people) and ironic (stories about 
the less-than- human), we have 
looked at how seeing these 
modes as a progression of 
storytelling through time, while 
interesting, channelled us away 
from another powerful point — 
and that is that there might be 
another kind of progression, from 
the deep and mysterious truths 
of myth, moving outward by 
concentric circles to the more 
recognisable truths of everyday 
existence. This fundamental 
progression echoes the creative 
process itself, making a story (or 
any kind of artefact) from 
nothing. 
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We also examined the 
difficulty that modern 
readers often face when they 
try to look at all of this 
freshly: the mental and 
spiritual frame of reference 
has changed so much in the 
last hundred years that it 
becomes a struggle to 
appreciate the way in which 
earlier stories reflected the 
world of their creators. Prior 
to the Reformation and the 
so-called scientific 
revolution, we have argued, 
the relationship between 
people and their 
environments was different: 
there was a primal 
engagement with and 
participation in the universe 
back then which we have 
more or less succeeded in 
splitting up into ‘external’ 
and ‘psychological’ halves. 
Our education leads us to 
look for ‘reasonable’ and 
‘verifiable’ evidence for 
things, while categorising 
emotional and spiritual 
experiences as ‘merely’ 
mental phenomena. 

This leads us to make 
everything allegorical. 

For the earlier storytellers, 
no such division existed or 
could have been imagined: 
the world was perceived as a 
cohesive whole. Our 
destinies were truly written 
in the stars. Allegory wasn't 
the connecting together of 
two things: it was perceiving 
the unity that was already in 
both. 



96

(About the only vestige we 
have of this world view today, 
by the way, is the daily 
horoscope in the newspaper — 
a set of ‘star signs’ which have 
been trivialised and used to 
manipulate the superstitious. 
We sneer scornfully at them, 
treating them as a joke or a ‘bit 
of fun’ — but they are all that is 
left of a grand and honourable 
philosophy in which human 
beings were part of a linked 
cosmos, guided by universal 
principles: the same laws 
applied to the stars as applied to 
moral behaviour on earth; the 
whole of existence was 
connected, participating in an 
infinite dance around a central 
and loving Truth.) 

Central universal principles 
are glimpsed in myth, that 
mode of storytelling in which 
truth is most raw and 
unrecognisable: dark abysses, 
immense, inhuman giants, 
strange, deep and unfathomable 
shapes move ‘over the waters’ 
in these stories, as we saw in 
our brief inspection of Norse 
and Christian mythologies. If 
we are right, though, and if 
another layer of truth emerges 
from these formless beginnings 
as we move outward from them, 
we should be able to glimpse 
the first seeds of universal story 
archetypes — if we look 
carefully. 
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These archetypes appear 
throughout fiction, from myth all 
the way to modern detective 
thrillers, from ancient plays 
through to contemporary movies, 
from mediaeval ballads through to 
today’s mass-produced novels. 
They’ve been discussed many 
times elsewhere, particularly in my 
book How Stories Really Work, but 
here’s a summary: 

The Protagonist 
In most stories with which we 

are familiar, protagonists are 
almost identical: 

• Frodo the halfling protagonist 
in The Lord of the Rings, is an 
orphan who is stabbed, stung and 
loses a finger in the course of his 
journey 

•Paul Atreides in the science-
fiction classic Dune, by Frank 
Herbert, loses his father and is later 
struck blind in his adventures 

• Will, the child protagonist, 
loses his mother and then some of 
his fingers in the second of the His 
Dark Materials trilogy by Philip 
Pullman 

• Jem, one of the child 
protagonists of To Kill a 
Mockingbird, by Harper Lee, having 
already lost his mother, has his arm 
broken as part of his journey. 

Jane, the eponymous heroine of 
Jane Eyre, by Charlotte Brontë, 
Heathcliff, the wayward 
protagonist of Wuthering Heights by 
Emily Brontë, Pip, the child hero of 
Great Expectations by Charles 
Dickens, Anne in Anne Of Green 
Gables by L.M. Montgomery, and 
Harry in Harry Potter And The 
Philosopher's Stone by J.K. Rowling 
are all orphans and are all 
wounded either physically or 
emotionally on their journeys. 
Harry receives his scar while still a 
baby. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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In the film world, examples are 
again too numerous to mention: 
George Bailey in Frank Capra’s classic 
It's a Wonderful Life, loses his father 
and is afflicted with deafness in one 
ear; Luke Skywalker thinks that he is 
an orphan and even loses the relatives 
who were raising him in Star Wars: A 
New Hope. 

Fiction is quite a brutal world. 
That heroes of tales are often 

orphans is nothing new, strange 
though it may seem to look at it rawly 
like this. But the question that few 
seem to ask is 'Why are so many of 
these protagonists orphans? Why are 
so many of them savagely wounded in 
some way in their stories?' 

One obvious answer is 'to gain 
sympathy from the reader.' Orphans 
are immediately sympathetic figures 
for most readers. Wounds and scars 
increase that sense of sympathy and 
wanting to help, increasing the 
identification with the star of the story. 

But as we have seen in How Stories 
Really Work, it is actually even simpler 
than that. 

For our present purposes, let’s 
simply recognise that there is an 
archetype called the Protagonist. He or 
she is the channel through which we, 
the reader or listener or viewer, 
participate in the fiction as a whole. 

What about the other six 
archetypes? 

The Shadow Protagonist 
This figure also appears across the 

whole range of fiction: he or she is like 
the protagonist, but with different 
choices made. 

Think Bentley Drummle and Orlick 
in Great Expectations; Darth Vader in 
Star Wars; Gollum in The Lord of the 
Rings; Mordred in the tales of Arthur. 
These are often the assistants of 
antagonists, lurking in the darkness 
like brutal versions of the hero or 
heroine. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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The Antagonist 
These go almost without saying as 

one of the major archetypes in fiction. 
You will have thought of several 
before I can finish this sentence: 
Sauron, Voldemort, Morgana Le Fay, 
Emperor Palpatine, Steerpike, and a 
thousand more. 

The Comic Companion 
There’s also a comic companion, 

virtually the same figure from tale to 
tale, or fulfilling the same function. 

Sam Gamgee in The Lord of the 
Rings, has remarkable similarities to 
Dill in To Kill a Mockingbird, or Piglet 
in Winnie the Pooh, or Herbert in Great 
Expectations, or Ron in Harry Potter 
And The Philosopher's Stone, or R2-D2 
and C-Threepio in Star Wars, or the 
porter in Macbeth. Why are these 
figures there? Why are they so alike? 

One standard answer is 'to provide 
comic relief'. But the real answer, the 
universal answer, is that there is an 
archetypal function to fulfil here. 

The Submerged Companion 
There is a further archetype, a 

controversial one because of the 
connection to gender. This is best seen 
through examples: 

Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen is 
a prototype of the romantic novel. 
Here, Lizzy, potentially a tragic figure, 
ends up overcoming her inner need 
and is fulfilled, marrying Darcy at the 
end. 

Jane in Jane Eyre, on the other hand, 
walks around the novel much like a 
living vacuum for most of the story, 
but there’s a deeper female ‘gap’ or 
vacuum lurking upstairs in the mad 
wife, and (though it almost sounds 
like a lewd joke) Jane’s vacuum is 
eventually filled by Rochester. 

Cathy in Wuthering Heights, ends 
up unwell, dead and then a ghost - 
haunting the moors as a phantom. 



100

In Macbeth, Lady Macbeth ends up 
walking, empty of soul, in her sleep 
and then committing suicide; in 
Hamlet, Ophelia loses her mind and 
also throws her own life away; in 
Great Expectations, Miss Havisham is 
a hollow ghost and Estella an 
emotionless shell. 

Are you beginning to see a pattern 
here? It’s elaborated upon in How 
Stories Really Work. 

To grasp what is going on here, we 
have to put aside the idea that a 
character in a work of fiction is a 
creature designed to reflect reality in 
terms of appearing lifelike and 'real' 
to readers, and instead think of 
characters as constructions made of 
vacuums. 

The Emerging Companion 
Obvious as Aragorn in The Lord of 

the Rings, or Hans Solo in Star Wars, 
less obvious as Fielding in A Passage 
to India or Sirius Black in Harry Potter, 
the warrior figure has some common 
traits too across the world of fiction. 
Warrior figures tend to start off as 
duplicitous - they are presented to 
the reader as potentially villainous, 
not quite to be trusted, shadowy. This 
ambiguity is their characteristic 
quality. 

That uncertainty about them is of 
course a vacuum, a gap, an 
unknown. 

In Comedies and Epics they often 
emerge as the love interests for the 
female figures — examples abound, 
including Darcy and Captain 
Wentworth in Austen’s novels, who 
begin somewhat overshadowed but 
who are redeemed by their heroines 
later. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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In Tragedies and Ironies, 
these warrior types are often the 
'heroic' counterparts to the anti-
heroic protagonists: Laertes to 
Hamlet, Malcolm to Macbeth, Boo 
Radley to Bob Ewell in To Kill a 
Mockingbird, Samuel L. Jackson’s 
Jules Winnfield to John 
Travolta’s Vincent Vega in 
Quentin Tarantino’s Pulp Fiction. 

They eventually shake off the 
suggestions of duality, though. 
Their vacuums are filled and 
they become kings, generals or 
leaders, doers, men of action and 
command. 

It is Aragorn who wins the 
military side of the War of the 
Ring, Hans Solo who rescues 
Luke, Fielding who stands up 
against British injustice in the 
trial of Adela, Sirius Black who 
commands power in Harry 
Potter. 

Darcy loses his pride and 
becomes a mover of events; Boo 
Radley comes out of hiding to 
save the children; Jules 
Winnfield rejects his criminal 
background and decides to 'walk 
the earth'. 

So these characters we have 
become accustomed to call 
warrior figures are figures in 
transition and move out of their 
vacuums in the course of a wide 
variety of fiction. 

As is further described in How 
Stories Really Work, the whole 
world of 'character-driven 
fiction' is here: reader attention 
pulled along by vacuums within 
archetypal figures. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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SUBSCRIBE NOW 
 so that you don’t miss  

the next chapter of  
this unique 

exploration of fiction!

The Wise Old Figure with 
the Stick 

The old man (or woman) 
with a stick is a major 
archetype. This figure ranges 
from Gandalf in The Lord of 
the Rings, Dumbledore in 
Harry Potter, Obi Wan Kenobi 
in Star Wars, the Doctor in 
Doctor Who, and so on, right 
the way through to their 
Tragic, Ironic or Comedic 
reflections, like Jaggers in 
Great Expectations, Jacob 
Marley in A Christmas Carol, 
Clarence in It's a Wonderful 
Life, or Doc Smith in Back to 
the Future. 

All of them play the role of 
outlining the story of which 
they are a part, and guiding 
the protagonist onward: 

• Gandalf reveals the 
history of the One Ring which 
sets the story in motion 

• Dumbledore outlines the 
tasks that Harry must 
accomplish 

• Obi Wan sets out the 
nature of the quest for Luke 
and his companions 

• the Doctor in Doctor Who 
always sees the main issue 
and a way through to the 
conclusion of each episode’s 
plot 

• Jaggers in Great 
Expectations lays out the law, 
literally, which moves Pip 
forward 

• Jacob Marley in A 
Christmas Carol, outlines the 
challenge faced by Scrooge 

• Clarence in It's a 
Wonderful Life creates the 
‘vacuum’ of George’s 
vanishment which is the 
central core of the plot 

• Doc Smith in Back to the 
Future similarly points out 
goals and drives the story 
into action plot-wise. 

They are the main 
expositors; we turn to them 
for an idea of what the plot is 
going to be about. 

All right, so we’ve met 
these figures in one way or 
another in almost every major 
story that we have ever read 
or heard of. But there is so 

much more to them. I’ve 
presented them here in a 
rather random way. If I 
rearrange that order slightly, 
you will begin to see the 
beginnings of that 
‘conceptual flow’ that I 
mentioned earlier: 

Wise Old Man
Comic Companion
Emerging Companion
Protagonist
Submerged Companion
Shadow Protagonist
Antagonist

This is their ‘correct’ 
sequence. What do I mean? 
Well, let’s reduce them to our 
earlier little chart: 

Pole # 1 
Close to Pole # 1
Equidistant from either 

Pole 
Close to Pole # 2 
Pole # 2 
Now we are starting to get 

somewhere...though perhaps 
you may not think so, just 
yet…

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
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MASTERPIECES 2022

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 fiction’s universe to an even wider 
world.

Learn more

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop


GARY BONN

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn

Welcome to the worlds of a true weaver of wonders.  
Be prepared to view Life from completely new angles  
— and yours may never feel quite the same again…

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn
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It's 2027 with numerous 
scientific 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… 

Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci-fi, literary fiction, 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 
author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor

The world doesn't know about the 
compound hidden underground, and the 
wealthy investors funding it want things to 
stay that way…

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom
https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor
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For your convenience, here are 
the submission guidelines for the 
new Galaxy series of science 
fiction and fantasy anthologies. 
For details about each individual 
anthology, or if you have any 
questions, please contact me by 
email: 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.co
m  

The Intention of Galaxy 
Anthologies 
The intention of this series of 
Galaxy anthologies is to provide 
a regular, published venue for 
science fiction and fantasy from 
all over the world. 
For an individual author, this 
potentially provides an ongoing 
marketplace for their science 
fiction and/or fantasy. The 
benefits for an author of 
appearing in a Galaxy anthology 
include 
• the credibility that comes from 
being independently published, 
as opposed to self- published 
• the higher production 
standards associated with 
independent publishing 
• a wider reading audience 
• the building of a ‘track record’ 
as a published author to help 
with future submissions 
elsewhere 
• the boosting of personal 

confidence and strength of voice 
which comes from being 
recognised as a publishable 
author. 
As described below, some 
classic sci-fi and fantasy stories 
will be part of the 
anthologies. 
The plan is to publish one 
anthology every two months or 
so. This may pick up speed 
depending on how well the 
anthologies are received. 
The first edition will be called 
‘Galaxy # 3’ as it is in the 
sequence of Galaxy books, all 
of which have been trial 
publications building up to this 
project.  
What I’m Looking For In 
General 
I’m looking for well-crafted tales. 
That means stories which have 
been designed to appeal to 
readers through the use of 
accepted forms, archetypes and 
structures — ideally using the 
universal storytelling methods 
outlined in How Stories Really 
Work. 
Read science fiction and fantasy 
widely before submitting. 
Submit only your BEST work. 
Each Galaxy anthology, in 
addition to including accepted 
stories, will contain several 
classic, publicly available 

science fiction and fantasy tales 
by world famous authors. So an 
author accepted into a Galaxy 
anthology will be ‘rubbing 
shoulders’ with the greats. Try to 
live up to that association. Great 
stories can be engendered in the 
company of great authors— or 
that’s the idea, anyway. 

How To Submit 
I accept submissions through 
Clarendon House Publications 
and its email address: 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.co
m 
Please don't post me anything, 
as I work through email only. 
I need stories sent to me as Word 
documents. Anything more 
exotic will be refused. PLEASE 
ALSO INCLUDE IN THE SAME 
(NOT SEPARATE) 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 authors all 
over the world, as long as they 
are in the correct format outlined 
above.  

Guidelines for  

Galaxy 

Submission Opportunities
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No submission fee is required. 
Please submit ONLY ONE 
STORY to each anthology. This 
is to ensure that there is 
enough space for other 
authors. (Please note: Galaxy 
anthologies will NOT be 
included in the Clarendon 
House competitions of the past 
in which the best poem 
selected by readers earned its 
author a book contract.) 
I understand if you want to 
submit to more than one 
publisher at a time, but 
obviously I must know 
IMMEDIATELY if a story you've 
submitted to me has been 
accepted elsewhere. 

Editing Submissions 
It is a condition of submission 
that the author 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 authors make it, and all 
suggestions will be made with 
that in mind. If, after receiving 
feedback, the author does not 
wish to proceed, that is fine 
and will not bar future 
consideration for publication. 
It is obviously in the author’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 fix, it is likely to be 
rejected. It also follows from 
this that submissions must be 
the FINAL version as far as the 
authors are concerned — I will 
not be able to entertain any 
adjustments to documents 
(other than proofreading fixes 
as above) once they have been 
received. 

Anthology Format 
Anthologies will be available 
in paperback and ebook 
formats from Amazon. There 

may also be a full-colour 
illustrated version available 
later, downloadable as a pdf 
from the Clarendon House 
website. 
Please note that I cannot 
consider anything with 
illustrations or photographs. 

Deadlines  
 
Galaxy #6 August 31st 
Galaxy # 7 October 31st 
Galaxy # 8 December 31st  

Rights 
When I publish a story, 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 story after the exclusivity 
period. This is to encourage 
sales of a particular anthology. 

Copyright 

Copyright remains with you at 
all times. 

Word Count 

Maximum word count for each 
story will be 3,000 words. No 
minimum. 

Censorship 

Nothing sexually or violently 
graphic or gratuitous will be 
accepted. 

Payment 

Each accepted author receives 
a free e-copy of the complete 
anthology publication by 
email. As you can imagine, in 
an anthology with possibly 50 
or more authors, monetary 
payments to each author are 
not feasible or viable. 

Marketing 

I strongly recommend (but do 
not insist) that each accepted 
author ideally purchase 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 author); one for a 
family member, friend, or 
influencer; and one for their 
local library. If this is done, the 
marketplace grows for every 
author included in each 
volume. But purchases will 
depend upon each author's 
budget and intentions, I 
understand that. 

Other marketing advice 
includes using social media to 
spread the word, contacting 
friends and family, and so on. 
More about effective marketing 
(as opposed to time- wasting 
and expensive marketing) is 
contained in my ebook Crack 
Your Marketing. 

Response Times 

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 at 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.c
om 

Contract 

Submitting work constitutes 
acceptance of these guidelines 
as a contractual arrangement. 

Please let me know if you have 
any questions. 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 
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For your convenience, here 
are the submission guidelines 
for the new Poetica series of 
poetry anthologies. For details 
about each individual 
anthology, or if you have any 
questions, please contact me 
by email: 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 

The Intention of Poetica 
Anthologies 

There is a common 
assumption among poets and 
readers generally that ‘There is 
no market for poetry.’ I hear 
this regularly. 

This idea arises because, in 
the big world of publishing, 
poetry is seen to be a private, 
highly subjective affair which 
correspondingly does not sell 
well. Personal tastes, obscurity 
of form, and lack of poetic craft 
all add up to poetry being 
‘shoved into the corner’ and 
usually only self-published or 
produced as a vanity piece. 

This is a shame. There are a 
great many good poets out 
there: thousands of voices 
whose passionate visions of 
reality are not finding a proper 
outlet. Without channels to 
transmit these visions to 
readers, they can eventually 
fall silent. 

The effort of this series of 
Poetica anthologies is to 
contribute to the creation of a 
market for poetry throughout 
the calendar year. The idea is 
that, by providing a regular, 
published venue for poetry 
from all over the world, poems 
as media for the 
communication of important 
and heartfelt ideas and 

reflections will gain in respect 
and become more widely 
acknowledged. Voices will be 
heard; channels will be 
opened. 

For an individual poet, this 
potentially provides an 
ongoing marketplace for 
poetry. The benefits for a poet 
of appearing in a Poetica 
anthology include  

• the credibility that comes 
from being independently 
published, as opposed to self-
published 

• the higher production 
standards associated with 
independent publishing 

• a wider reading audience 
• the building of a ‘track 

record’ as a published poet to 
help with future submissions 
elsewhere 

• the boosting of personal 
confidence and strength of 
voice which comes from being 
recognised as a publishable 
poet. 

As described below, classic 
poems as well as essays on 
those poems will be part of the 
anthologies. 

The plan is to publish one 
anthology every two months or 
so. This may pick up speed 
depending on how well the 
anthologies are received. 

The first edition will be 
called ‘Poetica # 4’ as it is in 
the sequence of previously 
published Poetica books, all of 
which have been trial 
publications building up to this 
project. 

What I’m Looking For In 
General 

 I’m looking for well-crafted 
poems. That means poems 

which have been designed to 
appeal to readers through the 
use of accepted forms, rhythms 
and methods — not long, 
formless, rambling first drafts 
or shapeless, incomplete 
collections of words which 
don’t make internal 
sense. ‘Free verse’, as we can 
discover, is not entirely free. 

From Wikipedia:  

Free verse contains some 
elements of form, including the 
poetic line, which may vary 
freely; rhythm; strophes or 
strophic rhythms; stanzaic 
patterns and rhythmic units or 
cadences. It is said that verse is 
free 'when it is not primarily 
obtained by the metered line.’ 
Donald Hall goes as far as to say 
that ‘the form of free verse is as 
binding and as liberating as the 
form of a rondeau,' and T. S. 
Eliot wrote, ‘No verse is free for 
the man who wants to do a good 
job.’ 

Read poetry widely before 
submitting. Submit only your 
BEST work. 

Each Poetica anthology, in 
addition to including accepted 
poems, will contain several 
classic, publicly available 
poems by world famous poets, 
along with some essays about 
these. So a poet accepted into 
a Poetica anthology will be 
‘rubbing shoulders’ with the 
greats. Try to live up to that 
association. Great poetry can 
be engendered in the 
company of great poets — or 
that’s the idea, anyway.

Submission Guidelines for  

Poetica 

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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How To Submit 
I accept submissions through 

the Clarendon House 
Publications email address: 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.
com 

Please don't post anything via 
mail, as I work through email 
only. 

I need poems sent to me as 
Word documents. Anything 
more exotic will be refused.  

PLEASE ALSO INCLUDE IN 
THE SAME DOCUMENT (NOT 
SEPARATELY) 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 
authors all over the world, as 
long as they are in the correct 
format outlined above. 

No submission fee is 
required. 

Please submit ONLY ONE 
POEM to each anthology. This is 
to ensure that there is enough 
space for other poets. (Please 
note: Poetica anthologies will 
NOT be included in the 
Clarendon House competitions 
of the past in which the best 
poem selected by readers 
earned its author a book 
contract.) 

I understand if you want to 
submit to more than one 
publisher at a time, but 
obviously I must know 
IMMEDIATELY if a poem you've 
submitted to me has been 
accepted elsewhere.  

Editing Submissions 
It is a condition of submission 

that the author must be open to 
me correcting punctuation, 
spelling, grammar or any other 
technical basics without always 
contacting him or her. This is 
occasionally tricky with poems, 
as what may seem to be an error 
may be intentional on the poet’s 
part. If your poem contains any 
such deliberate ‘errors’, please 
let me know by annotating it. 

If I have suggestions on how 
to improve a poem in order to 
get it published, I will write back 
to the poet and discuss things. 
As an editor, I am here to help 
poets make it, and all 

suggestions will be made with 
that in mind. If, after receiving 
feedback, the poet does not wish 
to proceed, that is fine and will 
not bar future consideration for 
publication. 

It is obviously in the 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 fix, it is likely to 
be rejected. It also follows from 
this that submissions must be 
the FINAL version as far as the 
poets are concerned — I will not 
be able to entertain any 
adjustments to documents (other 
than proofreading fixes as 
above) once they have 
been received. 

Anthology Format 
 Anthologies will be available 

in paperback and ebook formats 
from Amazon. There may also be 
a full-colour illustrated version 
available later, downloadable as 
a pdf from the Clarendon House 
website. 

Please note that I cannot 
consider anything with 
illustrations or photographs. 

Deadlines 
Poetica # 8 September 30th 
Poetica # 9 November 30th 
Rights 
When I publish a poem, 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 
poem after the exclusivity 
period. This is to encourage 
sales of a particular anthology. 

Copyright 
Copyright remains with you at 

all times. 
Word Count 
Maximum word count for 

each poem will be 500 words. 
No minimum. 

Censorship 
Nothing sexually or violently 

graphic or gratuitous will be 
accepted. 

Payment 
Each accepted poet receives 

a free e-copy of the complete 
anthology publication by email. 
As you can imagine, in an 

anthology with possibly 100 or 
more poets, monetary payments 
to each poet are not feasible or 
viable at this stage.  

Marketing 
I strongly recommend (but do 

not insist) that each accepted 
author ideally purchase 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 influencer; 
and one for their local library. If 
this is done, the marketplace 
grows for every poet included in 
each volume. But purchases will 
depend upon each poet’s 
budget and intentions, I 
understand that. 

Other marketing advice 
includes using social media to 
spread the word, contacting 
friends and family, and so on. 
More about effective marketing 
(as opposed to time-wasting and 
expensive marketing) is 
contained in my ebook Crack 
Your Marketing. 

Response Times 
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 at 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.
com 

Contract 
Submitting work constitutes 

acceptance of these guidelines 
as a contractual arrangement. 

Please let me know if you 
have any questions. 

Here’s to a new market for 
poetry! 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

Please don’t  
miss out!  

Submit now!

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/crackyourmarketing
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/crackyourmarketing
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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The  

Wonderful World of 

MARKETING

If you’re a writer, and you’re aiming for 
commercial success, you need to realise that you 

are in business — and the more you know about 
how to establish a successful business, the better 

you will do. 

In this series we examine the underlying 
principles of business…

So, as we have seen, any 
prospect who has a desperate 
need is motivated by a 
vacuum which is clearly 
visible and active and now 
just needs to be filled. 
Marketing equals sales in this 
case and it’s a case of 
standing back and getting out 
of the way of the motion 
which is closing the gap. 

Aren’t most potential 
prospects walking around 
with a casual or disinterested 
need? 

Chapter Eleven: 
Bringing the 
Prospect and 
Product 
Together 
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Think of the internet 
browser, the person who is 
looking for a present for 
someone but it doesn’t matter if 
they don’t find it, the person 
who is chilling by casting their 
eye over items on Amazon.com. 
If you try the method for 
boosting the vacuum that you 
would use for the inarticulate 
need prospect — engaging 
energies and motion from the 
environment to capture 
attention and get a movement 
going — this isn’t necessarily 
going to work in the same way. 
The prospect’s motion is already 
going, but it is subdued, not in 
control.

Without getting too technical, 
all that you need to get this 
prospect also working towards 
your product or service is a few 
more tools. When it comes to 
engaging energies and motion 
from the environment to 
capture attention and get things 
going, there are specific things 
that can be done:

1. Use humour. Modern 
advertising and marketing 
campaigns use laughter as a 
way of bypassing or subduing 
the suspicion evoked by 
traditional selling methods in a 
sophisticated prospect. Jokes or 
amusing scenarios work by 
filling vacuums in unexpected 
ways to create laughter. There’s 
a lot more to this, but for the 
purposes of this chapter, 
laughter is a friend you can use 
to get the prospect closer to the 
product.

Laughter is a friend 
you can use to g!" the 
prospe#" closer to the 
produ#".
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2. Use sex. The basic 
needs of sex are built 
around the urge to find 
and fill vacuums, if you 
think about it. This is why 
sex works in marketing 
and advertising — and 
everywhere else too.

With a casual prospect, 
the vacuum is real and it’s 
there, but it isn’t in 
control. Persuasion and 
other distinct tools need to 
come into play to turn this 
into a sale. Here we have 
a motion which is active, 
present and alive, but 'off 
to the side'. The prospect 
is interested, aware, but 
not actively looking. It 
will take tools like 
humour and images with 
their own inherent 
movement to encourage 
this type of prospect to 
abandon himself or 
herself to the flow and 
obtain the product or 
service.

Creating a vacuum 
from nothing using 
Authority, activating it to 
full life using narrative, 
removing barriers and 
allowing the flow to pull 
the prospect and the 
product or service 
together is a kind of 
sequence or spectrum. 
Managing the vacuum 
and flow using tools like 
humour and images is 
fine-tuning a process 
which is waiting to be 
teased into full activity.
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The Sequence

The ideal thing is to find 
or create a vacuum which is 
strong enough to overcome 
any obstacles, pulling the 
prospect and the product or 
service together.

If motion balks, work on 
vacuums.

If you don't have enough 
customers, work on vacuums.

If you don't have enough 
money, work on vacuums.

If you don't have enough 
profits, work on vacuums.

If you don't have enough 
of anything, work on 
vacuums.

Working on vacuums 
creates motion. Motion pulls 

prospect and product or 
service together.

Start by imagining an 
average person, not even a 
potential prospect at this 
point as he or she has no 
awareness of any vacuums, 
walking around completely 
oblivious of your product or 
service, immune to sales or 
marketing of any usual 
variety as he or she simply 
isn’t aware of any need.

If motion 
balks…

Not enough 
customers…

Not enough 
money…

Not enough 
profits…

Not enough of 
anything…

Not enough 
prospects…

Work  
on 

vacuums
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Step 1: Create a vacuum 
from nothing using Authority.

Use a celebrity or opinion 
leader or famous face from 
perhaps some entirely 
disrelated field to state clearly 
and loudly that there is a 
product here and therefore a 
need.

Result: A potential prospect 
who is to some degree aware 
that there is a vacuum there 
where before there was 
nothing.

PROSPECTAUTHORITY

ATTENTION

VACUUM
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Step 2: Intensify vacuums 
by association and ramification

This is a long-winded way of 
saying 'Make the prospect more 
aware of his or her vacuums by 
pointing out their full 
implications or what would 
happen if they got bigger'. You 

can simply ask 'What would 
happen if that got bigger?'

Result: a prospect whose 
vacuums are gaining in power 
and is almost motivated by 
them to take action.

PROSPECT

VACUUMVACUUMVACUUM
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Step 3: Bring it to full life 
using goals and associated 
absences

By entering into a 
dialogue with the prospect 
about goals and needs, the 
prospect becomes more 
aware of the gap between 
where he or she is now and 

the goal. This is using 
narrative to encourage the 
prospect to recognise that 
there is a distance between 
him or her and what he or 
she wants.

Result: a prospect who is 
orientated towards action 

relating to a product or 
service.

Note that at this point the 
product or service has not 
been mentioned. All the 
conversation has been about 
so far is the prospect and his 
or her needs, wants and 
goals.

GOAL or 
NEED

VACUUM 
between  
prospect  
and goal

PROSPECT
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Step 4: Closely match 
product or service features 
with needs.

Now you get to mention 
the product or service you 
are offering —but only 
insofar as it has anything to 
do with the specific needs of 
the prospect in front of you. 
This is a process of Fine 
Tuning, connecting the 
features of your product or 
service with the exact 
vacuums of the person you 
are talking to.

At some point, the 
prospect will become an 
actual customer and money 
will change hands. This, you 

may think, deserves a Step of 
its own, but that would be a 
mistake. 

The moment when money 
changes hands always and 
simply should signify that 
moment when a prospect’s 
vacuums have generated enough 
power for him to commit to the 
product or service.

That point is not the end 
of the process and shouldn’t 
even be highlighted 
particularly in the procedure 
you are putting the person 
through. 'Prospect' to 
'customer' should be a 
seamless and almost 
invisible line.

Why?

Because it really has very 
little to do with the motion 
you are creating and 
managing which brings the 
prospect and the product or 
service together. It’s only a 
part, and a small part, of 
what it is that your business 
should be doing. Make a big 
deal of it, call it the end of 
the job, draw the prospect’s 
attention towards it, and you 
risk disrupting the motion 
which you have worked so 
hard to create.

There is still at least one 
step to go yet.

PRODUCT

GOAL or 
NEED

PROSPECT
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Step 5: Remove 
barriers and allow 
the motion to pull 
the product and 
prospect together.

This is where 
the attention 
should be — 
getting the product 
or service directly 
to the customer.

The union of 
product or service 
and customer is your 
goal, your aim, your 
quest. 

Anything less 
betrays that 
customer and 
begins to ruin your 
business.

PRODUCT

CUSTOMER
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How does it ruin the 
business?

Let’s have a look at how 
this often goes wrong.

If you want to lose 
business most assuredly 
and effectively, place 
barriers between the 
customer and the product 
or service and fail to 
deliver it. If this is bad 
enough, your organisation 
will be labelled criminal 
and you will be pursued 
by the forces of the law.

The next most effective 
way of losing customers is 
to engage in a barrage of 
communication with 
prospects about your 
product or service 
irrespective of their needs. 
This ignores any vacuums 
and negates any flows that 
might have arisen. 
Goodbye, prospects — in 
droves.

PRODUCTBARRIERS

PROSPECT

PROSPECT SALESPERSON
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Even a person who might, under di$erent 
circumstances, have bought !verything you 
had on o$er, will walk right past your door 

and remain unaware of any need.
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SUBSCRIBE 
NOW so that 

you don’t miss 
the next 

chapter of this 
vital series.

Next, fail to discuss 
anything to do with the 
prospect’s goals or to 
engage him or her in any 
way in anything to do with 
his or her individual life. A 
prospect isn’t a purchasing 
machine but a live person 
with goals and dreams. 
Failing to engage in any 
kind of dialogue about him 
or her further negates any 
vacuums that might by 
accident be active in the 
vicinity.

You can drive people 
further away by continuing 
to disassociate them from 
vacuums of any kind.

And you will finish your 
business off completely if 
you fail to create any kind of 
vacuums to begin with. 
Even a person who might, 
under different 
circumstances, have bought 
everything you had on offer, 
will walk right past your 
door and remain unaware of 
any need.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
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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!
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Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci-fi, literary fiction, 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 
author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor

Cancer took her while he 
served in the Army 
overseas, devastating 
him and their five 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…

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…

https://www.amazon.com/Worth-Waiting-Gabriella-Balcom-ebook/dp/B08NXYGPDD/
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom
https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor
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'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)

GRANT P. HUDSON

How 
Stories 
Really 
Work 

Exploring 
the Physics 
of Fiction

BEST SELLERS

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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Among the few features of agricultural 
England which retain an appearance but little 
modified by the lapse of centuries, may be 
reckoned the high, grassy and furzy downs, 
coombs, or ewe-leases, as they are 
indifferently called, that fill a large area of 
certain counties in the south and southwest. If 
any mark of human occupation is met with 
hereon, it usually takes the form of the 
solitary cottage of some shepherd.

Fifty years ago such a lonely cottage stood 
on such a down, and may possibly be 
standing there now. In spite of its loneliness, 
however, the spot, by actual measurement, 
was not more than five miles from a county-
town. Yet that affected it little. Five miles of 
irregular upland, during the long inimical 
seasons, with their sleets, snows, rains, and 
mists, afford withdrawing space enough to 
isolate a Timon or a Nebuchadnezzar; much 
less, in fair weather, to please that less 
repellent tribe, the poets, philosophers, 
artists, and others who "conceive and 
meditate of pleasant things."

Some old earthen camp or barrow, some 
clump of trees, at least some starved fragment 

of ancient hedge is usually taken advantage 
of in the erection of these forlorn dwellings. 
But, in the present case, such a kind of shelter 
had been disregarded. Higher Crowstairs, as 
the house was called, stood quite detached 
and undefended. The only reason for its 
precise situation seemed to be the crossing of 
two footpaths at right angles hard by, which 
may have crossed there and thus for a good 
five hundred years. Hence the house was 
exposed to the elements on all sides. But, 
though the wind up here blew unmistakably 
when it did blow, and the rain hit hard 
whenever it fell, the various weathers of the 
winter season were not quite so formidable 
on the coomb as they were imagined to be by 
dwellers on low ground. The raw rimes were 
not so pernicious as in the hollows, and the 
frosts were scarcely so severe. When the 
shepherd and his family who tenanted the 
house were pitied for their sufferings from 
the exposure, they said that upon the whole 
they were less inconvenienced by "wuzzes 
and flames" (hoarses and phlegms) than 
when they had lived by the stream of a snug 
neighbouring valley.

Thomas Hardy is known as an 
English author of the naturalist 
movement, even though some his 
poetry contains elements of the 
previous romantic and 
enlightenment periods of 
literature. He also had a 
fascination with the supernatural, 
as can be seen in this story. 
Though he thought of himself 
primarily as a poet, he is perhaps 
better known for his novels, the 
bulk of which are set mainly in the 
semi-fictional land of Wessex, 
telling tales of characters 
struggling against passions and 
circumstances. ‘The Three 
Strangers’ first appeared in 
Wessex Tales, 1888.
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The night of March 28, 182-, was precisely 
one of the nights that were wont to call forth 
these expressions of commiseration. The level 
rainstorm smote walls, slopes, and hedges 
like the clothyard shafts of Senlac and Crecy. 
Such sheep and outdoor animals as had no 
shelter stood with their buttocks to the winds; 
while the tails of little birds trying to roost on 
some scraggy thorn were blown inside-out 
like umbrellas. The gable-end of the cottage 
was stained with wet, and the eavesdroppings 
flapped against the wall. Yet never was 
commiseration for the shepherd more 
misplaced. For that cheerful rustic was 
entertaining a large party in glorification of 
the christening of his second girl.

The guests had arrived before the rain 
began to fall, and they were all now 
assembled in the chief or living room of the 
dwelling. A glance into the apartment at eight 
o'clock on this eventful evening would have 
resulted in the opinion that it was as cosy and 
comfortable a nook as could be wished for in 
boisterous weather. The calling of its 
inhabitant was proclaimed by a number of 
highly-polished sheep crooks without stems 
that were hung ornamentally over the 
fireplace, the curl of each shining crook 
varying from the antiquated type engraved in 
the patriarchal pictures of old family Bibles to 
the most approved fashion of the last local 
sheep-fair. The room was lighted by half-a-
dozen candles, having wicks only a trifle 
smaller than the grease which enveloped 
them, in candlesticks that were never used but 
at high-days, holy-days, and family feasts. 
The lights were scattered about the room, two 
of them standing on the chimney-piece. This 
position of candles was in itself significant. 
Candles on the chimney-piece always meant a 
party.
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On the hearth, in front of a back-brand to 
give substance, blazed a fire of thorns, that 
crackled "like the laughter of the fool."

Nineteen persons were gathered here. Of 
these, five women, wearing gowns of various 
bright hues, sat in chairs along the wall; girls 
shy and not shy filled the window-bench; four 
men, including Charley Jake the hedge-
carpenter, Elijah New the parish-clerk, and 
John Pitcher, a neighbouring dairyman, the 
shepherd's father-in-law, lolled in the settle; a 
young man and maid, who were blushing over 
tentative pourparlers on a life-companionship, 
sat beneath the corner-cupboard; and an 
elderly engaged man of fifty or upward 
moved restlessly about from spots where his 
betrothed was not to the spot where she was. 
Enjoyment was pretty general, and so much 
the more prevailed in being unhampered by 
conventional restrictions. Absolute confidence 
in each other's good opinion begat perfect 
ease, while the finishing stroke of manner, 
amounting to a truly princely serenity, was 
lent to the majority by the absence of any 
expression or trait denoting that they wished 
to get on in the world, enlarge their minds, or 
do any eclipsing thing whatever—which 
nowadays so generally nips the bloom and 

bonhomie of all except the two extremes of the 
social scale.

Shepherd Fennel had married well, his wife 
being a dairyman's daughter from a vale at a 
distance, who brought fifty guineas in her 
pocket—and kept them there, till they should 
be required for ministering to the needs of a 
coming family. This frugal woman had been 
somewhat exercised as to the character that 
should be given to the gathering. A sit-still 
party had its advantages; but an undisturbed 
position of ease in chairs and settles was apt to 
lead on the men to such an unconscionable 
deal of toping that they would sometimes 
fairly drink the house dry. A dancing-party 
was the alternative; but this, while avoiding 
the foregoing objection on the score of good 
drink, had a counterbalancing disadvantage in 
the matter of good victuals, the ravenous 
appetites engendered by the exercise causing 
immense havoc in the buttery. Shepherdess 
Fennel fell back upon the intermediate plan of 
mingling short dances with short periods of 
talk and singing, so as to hinder any 
ungovernable rage in either. But this scheme 
was entirely confined to her own gentle mind: 
the shepherd himself was in the mood to 
exhibit the most reckless phases of hospitality.
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The fiddler was a boy of those parts, 
about twelve years of age, who had a 
wonderful dexterity in jigs and reels, 
though his fingers were so small and short 
as to necessitate a constant shifting for the 
high notes, from which he scrambled back 
to the first position with sounds not of 
unmixed purity of tone. At seven the shrill 
tweedle-dee of this youngster had begun, 
accompanied by a booming ground-bass 
from Elijah New, the parish-clerk, who had 
thoughtfully brought with him his favorite 
musical instrument, the serpent. Dancing 
was instantaneous, Mrs. Fennel privately 
enjoining the players on no account to let 
the dance exceed the length of a quarter of 
an hour.

But Elijah and the boy, in the excitement 
of their position, quite forgot the 
injunction. Moreover, Oliver Giles, a man 
of seventeen, one of the dancers, who was 
enamoured of his partner, a fair girl of 
thirty-three rolling years, had recklessly 
handed a new crown-piece to the 
musicians, as a bribe to keep going as long 
as they had muscle and wind. Mrs. Fennel, 
seeing the steam begin to generate on the 
countenances of her guests, crossed over 
and touched the fiddler's elbow and put 
her hand on the serpent's mouth. But they 
took no notice, and fearing she might lose 
her character of genial hostess if she were 
to interfere too markedly, she retired and 
sat down helpless. And so the dance 
whizzed on with cumulative fury, the 
performers moving in their planet-like 
courses, direct and retrograde, from apogee 
to perigee, till the hand of the well-kicked 
clock at the bottom of the room had 
travelled over the circumference of an hour.
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While these cheerful events were in course 
of enactment within Fennel's pastoral 
dwelling, an incident having considerable 
bearing on the party had occurred in the 
gloomy night without. Mrs. Fennel's concern 
about the growing fierceness of the dance 
corresponded in point of time with the ascent 
of a human figure to the solitary hill of Higher 
Crowstairs from the direction of the distant 
town. This personage strode on through the 
rain without a pause, following the little-worn 
path which, further on in its course, skirted 
the shepherd's cottage.

It was nearly the time of full moon, and on 
this account, though the sky was lined with a 
uniform sheet of dripping cloud, ordinary 
objects out of doors were readily visible. The 
sad wan light revealed the lonely pedestrian 
to be a man of supple frame; his gait 
suggested that he had somewhat passed the 
period of perfect and instinctive agility, 
though not so far as to be otherwise than 
rapid of motion when occasion required. At a 
rough guess, he might have been about forty 
years of age. He appeared tall, but a recruiting 
sergeant, or other person accustomed to the 
judging of men's heights by the eye, would 
have discerned that this was chiefly owing to 
his gauntness, and that he was not more than 
five-feet-eight or nine.

Notwithstanding the regularity of his 
tread, there was caution in it, as in that of one 
who mentally feels his way; and despite the 
fact that it was not a black coat nor a dark 
garment of any sort that he wore, there was 
something about him which suggested that he 
naturally belonged to the black-coated tribes 
of men. His clothes were of fustian, and his 
boots hobnailed, yet in his progress he 
showed not the mud-accustomed bearing of 
hobnailed and fustianed peasantry.
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By the time that he had arrived abreast of 
the shepherd's premises the rain came 
down, or rather came along, with yet more 
determined violence. The outskirts of the 
little settlement partially broke the force of 
wind and rain, and this induced him to 
stand still. The most salient of the 
shepherd's domestic erections was an empty 
sty at the forward corner of his hedgeless 
garden, for in these latitudes the principle of 
masking the homelier features of your 
establishment by a conventional frontage 
was unknown. The traveller's eye was 
attracted to this small building by the pallid 
shine of the wet slates that covered it. He 
turned aside, and, finding it empty, stood 
under the pent-roof for shelter.

While he stood, the boom of the serpent 
within the adjacent house, and the lesser 
strains of the fiddler, reached the spot as an 
accompaniment to the surging hiss of the 
flying rain on the sod, its louder beating on 
the cabbage-leaves of the garden, on the 
eight or ten beehives just discernible by the 
path, and its dripping from the eaves into a 
row of buckets and pans that had been 
placed under the walls of the cottage. For at 
Higher Crowstairs, as at all such elevated 
domiciles, the grand difficulty of 
housekeeping was an insufficiency of water; 
and a casual rainfall was utilized by turning 
out, as catchers, every utensil that the house 
contained. Some queer stories might be told 
of the contrivances for economy in suds and 
dishwaters that are absolutely necessitated 
in upland habitations during the droughts 
of summer. But at this season there were no 
such exigencies; a mere acceptance of what 
the skies bestowed was sufficient for an 
abundant store.
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At last the notes of the serpent ceased and the 
house was silent. This cessation of activity 
aroused the solitary pedestrian from the reverie 
into which he had elapsed, and, emerging from 
the shed, with an apparently new intention, he 
walked up the path to the house-door. Arrived 
here, his first act was to kneel down on a large 
stone beside the row of vessels, and to drink a 
copious draught from one of them. Having 
quenched his thirst, he rose and lifted his hand to 
knock, but paused with his eye upon the panel. 
Since the dark surface of the wood revealed 
absolutely nothing, it was evident that he must 
be mentally looking through the door, as if he 
wished to measure thereby all the possibilities 
that a house of this sort might include, and how 
they might bear upon the question of his entry.

In his indecision he turned and surveyed the 
scene around. Not a soul was anywhere visible. 
The garden-path stretched downward from his 
feet, gleaming like the track of a snail; the roof of 
the little well (mostly dry), the well-cover, the top 
rail of the garden-gate, were varnished with the 
same dull liquid glaze; while, far away in the 
vale, a faint whiteness of more than usual extent 
showed that the rivers were high in the meads. 
Beyond all this winked a few bleared lamplights 
through the beating drops—lights that denoted 
the situation of the county-town from which he 
had appeared to come. The absence of all notes of 
life in that direction seemed to clinch his 
intentions, and he knocked at the door.

Within, a desultory chat had taken the place of 
movement and musical sound. The hedge-
carpenter was suggesting a song to the company, 
which nobody just then was inclined to 
undertake, so that the knock afforded a not 
unwelcome diversion.

"Walk in!" said the shepherd, promptly.
The latch clicked upward, and out of the night 

our pedestrian appeared upon the door-mat. The 
shepherd arose, snuffed two of the nearest 
candles, and turned to look at him.
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Their light disclosed that the stranger 
was dark in complexion and not 
unprepossessing as to feature. His hat, 
which for a moment he did not remove, 
hung low over his eyes, without concealing 
that they were large, open, and determined, 
moving with a flash rather than a glance 
round the room. He seemed pleased with 
his survey, and, baring his shaggy head, 
said, in a rich, deep voice: "The rain is so 
heavy, friends, that I ask leave to come in 
and rest awhile."

"To be sure, stranger," said the shepherd. 
"And faith, you've been lucky in choosing 
your time, for we are having a bit of a fling 
for a glad cause—though, to be sure, a man 
could hardly wish that glad cause to happen 
more than once a year."

"Nor less," spoke up a woman. "For 'tis 
best to get your family over and done with, 
as soon as you can, so as to be all the earlier 
out of the fag o't."

"And what may be this glad cause?" 
asked the stranger.

"A birth and christening," said the 
shepherd.

The stranger hoped his host might not be 
made unhappy either by too many or two 
few of such episodes, and being invited by a 
gesture to a pull at the mug, he readily 
acquiesced. His manner, which, before 
entering, had been so dubious, was now 
altogether that of a careless and candid man.

"Late to be traipsing athwart this coomb
—hey?" said the engaged man of fifty.

"Late it is, master, as you say.—I'll take a 
seat in the chimney-corner, if you have 
nothing to urge against it, ma'am; for I am a 
little moist on the side that was next the 
rain."

Mrs. Shepherd Fennel assented, and 
made room for the self-invited comer, who, 
having got completely inside the chimney-
corner, stretched out his legs and arms with 
the expansiveness of a person quite at home.
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"Yes, I am rather cracked in the vamp," he 
said freely, seeing that the eyes of the 
shepherd's wife fell upon his boots, "and I am 
not well fitted either. I have had some rough 
times lately, and have been forced to pick up 
what I can get in the way of wearing, but I 
must find a suit better fit for working-days 
when I reach home."

"One of hereabouts?" she inquired.
"Not quite that—further up the country."
"I thought so. And so be I; and by your 

tongue you come from my neighbourhood."
"But you would hardly have heard of me," 

he said quickly. "My time would be long before 
yours, ma'am, you see."

This testimony to the youthfulness of his 
hostess had the effect of stopping her cross-
examination.

"There is only one thing more wanted to 
make me happy," continued the new-comer, 
"and that is a little baccy, which I am sorry to 
say I am out of."

"I'll fill your pipe," said the shepherd.
"I must ask you to lend me a pipe likewise."
"A smoker, and no pipe about 'ee?"
"I have dropped it somewhere on the road."
The shepherd filled and handed him a new 

clay pipe, saying, as he did so, "Hand me your 
baccy-box—I'll fill that too, now I am about it."

The man went through the movement of 
searching his pockets.

"Lost that too?" said his entertainer, with 
some surprise.

"I am afraid so," said the man with some 
confusion. "Give it to me in a screw of paper." 
Lighting his pipe at the candle with a suction 
that drew the whole flame into the bowl, he 
resettled himself in the corner and bent his 
looks upon the faint steam from his damp legs, 
as if he wished to say no more.

Meanwhile the general body of guests had 
been taking little notice of this visitor by 
reason of an absorbing discussion in which 
they were engaged with the band about a tune 
for the next dance. The matter being settled, 
they were about to stand up when an 
interruption came in the shape of another 
knock at the door.
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At sound of the same the man in the 
chimney-corner took up the poker and 
began stirring the brands as if doing it 
thoroughly were the one aim of his 
existence; and a second time the 
shepherd said, "Walk in!" In a moment 
another man stood upon the straw-
woven door-mat. He too was a stranger.

This individual was one of a type 
radically different from the first. There 
was more of the commonplace in his 
manner, and a certain jovial 
cosmopolitanism sat upon his features. 
He was several years older than the first 
arrival, his hair being slightly frosted, 
his eyebrows bristly, and his whiskers 
cut back from his cheeks. His face was 
rather full and flabby, and yet it was not 
altogether a face without power. A few 
grog-blossoms marked the 
neighbourhood of his nose. He flung 
back his long drab greatcoat, revealing 
that beneath it he wore a suit of cinder-
gray shade throughout, large heavy 
seals, of some metal or other that would 
take a polish, dangling from his fob as 
his only personal ornament. Shaking the 
water-drops from his low-crowned 
glazed hat, he said, "I must ask for a few 
minutes' shelter, comrades, or I shall be 
wetted to my skin before I get to 
Casterbridge."

"Make yourself at home, master," 
said the shepherd, perhaps a trifle less 
heartily than on the first occasion. Not 
that Fennel had the least tinge of 
niggardliness in his composition; but 
the room was far from large, spare 
chairs were not numerous, and damp 
companions were not altogether 
desirable at close quarters for the 
women and girls in their bright-colored 
gowns.
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However, the second comer, after taking 
off his greatcoat, and hanging his hat on a 
nail in one of the ceiling-beams as if he had 
been specially invited to put it there, 
advanced and sat down at the table. This had 
been pushed so closely into the chimney-
corner, to give all available room to the 
dancers, that its inner edge grazed the elbow 
of the man who had ensconced himself by the 
fire; and thus the two strangers were brought 
into close companionship. They nodded to 
each other by way of breaking the ice of 
unacquaintance, and the first stranger 
handed his neighbour the family mug—a 
huge vessel of brown ware, having its upper 
edge worn away like a threshold by the rub 
of whole generations of thirsty lips that had 
gone the way of all flesh, and bearing the 
following inscription burnt upon its rotund 
side in yellow letters:

THERE IS NO FUN UNTILL I CUM.
The other man, nothing loth, raised the 

mug to his lips, and drank on, and on, and on
—till a curious blueness overspread the 
countenance of the shepherd's wife, who had 
regarded with no little surprise the first 
stranger's free offer to the second of what did 
not belong to him to dispense.

"I knew it!" said the toper to the shepherd 
with much satisfaction. "When I walked up 
your garden before coming in, and saw the 
hives all of a row, I said to myself, 'Where 
there's bees there's honey, and where there's 
honey there's mead.’ But mead of such a truly 
comfortable sort as this I really didn't expect 
to meet in my older days." He took yet 
another pull at the mug, till it assumed an 
ominous elevation.

"Glad you enjoy it!" said the shepherd 
warmly.

"It is goodish mead," assented Mrs. Fennel, 
with an absence of enthusiasm which seemed 
to say that it was possible to buy praise for 
one's cellar at too heavy a price. "It is trouble 
enough to make—and really I hardly think 
we shall make any more. For honey sells well, 
and we ourselves can make shift with a drop 
o' small mead and metheglin for common use 
from the comb-washings."
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"O, but you'll never have the 
heart!" reproachfully cried the 
stranger in cinder-gray, after 
taking up the mug a third time 
and setting it down empty. "I love 
mead, when 'tis old like this, as I 
love to go to church o' Sundays, 
or to relieve the needy any day of 
the week."

"Ha, ha, ha!" said the man in 
the chimney-corner, who, in spite 
of the taciturnity induced by the 
pipe of tobacco, could not or 
would not refrain from this slight 
testimony to his comrade's 
humour.

Now the old mead of those 
days, brewed of the purest first-
year or maiden honey, four 
pounds to the gallon—with its 
due complement of white of eggs, 
cinnamon, ginger, cloves, mace, 
rosemary, yeast, and processes of 
working, bottling, and cellaring—
tasted remarkably strong; but it 
did not taste so strong as it 
actually was. Hence, presently, 
the stranger in cinder-gray at the 
table, moved by its creeping 
influence, unbuttoned his 
waistcoat, threw himself back in 
his chair, spread his legs, and 
made his presence felt in various 
ways.

"Well, well, as I say," he 
resumed, "I am going to 
Casterbridge, and to Casterbridge 
I must go. I should have been 
almost there by this time; but the 
rain drove me into your dwelling, 
and I'm not sorry for it."

"You don't live in 
Casterbridge?" said the shepherd.



141

"Not as yet; though I shortly mean to move 
there."

"Going to set up in trade, perhaps?"
"No, no," said the shepherd's wife. "It is easy 

to see that the gentleman is rich, and don't want 
to work at anything."

The cinder-gray stranger paused, as if to 
consider whether he would accept that 
definition of himself. He presently rejected it by 
answering, "Rich is not quite the word for me, 
dame. I do work, and I must work. And even if I 
only get to Casterbridge by midnight I must 
begin work there at eight to-morrow morning. 
Yes, het or wet, blow or snow, famine or sword, 
my day's work to-morrow must be done."

"Poor man! Then, in spite o' seeming, you be 
off than we,” replied the shepherd's wife.

"'Tis the nature of my trade, men and 
maidens. Tis the nature of my trade more than 
my poverty…. But really and truly I must up 
and off, or I shan't get a lodging in the town." 
However, the speaker did not move, and 
directly added, "There's time for one more 
draught of friendship before I go; and I'd 
perform it at once if the mug were not dry."

"Here's a mug o' small," said Mrs. Fennel. 
"Small, we call it, though to be sure 'tis only the 
first wash o' the combs."

"No," said the stranger, disdainfully. "I won't 
spoil your first kindness by partaking o' your 
second."

"Certainly not," broke in Fennel. "We don't 
increase and multiply every day, and I'll fill the 
mug again." He went away to the dark place 
under the stairs where the barrel stood. The 
shepherdess followed him.

"Why should you do this?" she said, 
reproachfully, as soon as they were alone. "He's 
emptied it once, though it held enough for ten 
people; and now he's not contented wi' the 
small, but must needs call for more o' the 
strong! And a stranger unbeknown to any of us. 
For my part, I don't like the look o' the man at 
all."
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"But he's in the house, my honey; and 'tis a wet 
night, and a christening. Daze it, what's a cup of 
mead more or less? There'll be plenty more next 
bee-burning."

"Very well—this time, then," she answered, 
looking wistfully at the barrel. "But what is the 
man's calling, and where is he one of, that he 
should come in and join us like this?"

"I don't know. I'll ask him again."
The catastrophe of having the mug drained 

dry at one pull by the stranger in cinder-gray was 
effectually guarded against this time by Mrs. 
Fennel. She poured out his allowance in a small 
cup, keeping the large one at a discreet distance 
from him. When he had tossed off his portion the 
shepherd renewed his inquiry about the 
stranger's occupation.

The latter did not immediately reply, and the 
man in the chimney-corner, with sudden 
demonstrativeness, said, "Anybody may know 
my trade—I'm a wheelwright."

"A very good trade for these parts," said the 
shepherd.

"And anybody may know mine—if they've the 
sense to find it out," said the stranger in cinder-
gray.

"You may generally tell what a man is by his 
claws," observed the hedge-carpenter, looking at 
his own hands. "My fingers be as full of thorns as 
an old pin-cushion is of pins."

The hands of the man in the chimney-corner 
instinctively sought the shade, and he gazed into 
the fire as he resumed his pipe. The man at the 
table took up the hedge-carpenter's remark, and 
added smartly, "True; but the oddity of my trade 
is that, instead of setting a mark upon me, it sets a 
mark upon my customers.”

No observation being offered by anybody in 
elucidation of this enigma, the shepherd's wife 
once more called for a song. The same obstacles 
presented themselves as at the former time—one 
had no voice, another had forgotten the first 
verse. The stranger at the table, whose soul had 
now risen to a good working temperature, 
relieved the difficulty by exclaiming that, to start 
the company, he would sing himself. Thrusting 
one thumb into the arm-hole of his waistcoat, he 
waved the other hand in the air, and, with an 
extemporizing gaze at the shining sheep-crooks 
above the mantelpiece, began:
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 "O my trade it is the rarest one,
Simple shepherds all—
My trade is a sight to see;
For my customers I tie, and take them up on 

high, 
    And waft 'em to a far countree!"

The room was silent when he had finished 
the verse—with one exception, that of the man 
in the chimney-corner, who, at the singer's word, 
"Chorus!" joined him in a deep bass voice of 
musical relish:

"And waft 'em to a far countree!”
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