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Welc e
Dear Reader
The question on everyone’s lips is ‘Who made it through to the second round
of the Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge 2021?’ You can nd out on
page 14, and read the winning stories again — PLUS nd out what this year’s
Technical Challenge is! (Maybe the winners will have second thoughts…
Also in this issue, other superb ction from Kelli J. Gavin, Kerri Jesmer, Gary
Bonn and one of the world’s story-telling greats, O. Henry! And you get to nd
out more about the incredible books of our special guest Pam Van Allen

Published by Clarendon House
Publication
76 Coal Pit Lane
Shef el
Email:
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
Website:
www.clarendonhousebooks.com

Also
•Beautiful poetry from Julie Eger in the Best of Clarendon House selection,
‘Free Falling Eagles’— plus more poetry from Elizabeth Brown
•How to Write a Simple Detective Story (very pertinent in this issue, as you
will see!) and an article about Colors in Literature by Eva Marie Cagley
• Big Bang Beginnings by C. L. Steele, and a special instalment of How Stories
Really Work looking at C. S. Lewis’s The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe
As usual, there’s even more, including a quiz, news from around the world and
gifts for subscribers
Enjoy it all

Grant P. Huds
CONTRIBUTORS
Gary Bonn

Peter
Astle

Pam Van
Allen

C.L.
Steele

O. Henry

Julie Eger

with Charlotte Langtree, Vaughn Roste, Sally Eberhardt, Eva Marie Cagley, Kelli J.
Gavin, and Kerri Jesmer.
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If you have any news that you would like to share with readers, please drop
me a line at grant@clarendonhousebooks.com.
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Ann Stolinsky at her writing desk.

—article by M. English For
MediaNews Group
The moon is getting its
share of headlines these
days — from Japanese
billionaire Yusaku Maezawa’s
recent invitation for eight
members of the public to
accompany him as his guest
on Elon Musk’s 2023 SpaceX
ight “dearMoon” to
scientists’ recent talk of
building a “lunar ark” (as in
Noah’s…), essentially a
storage vault that would carry
genetic material from millions
of Earth’s plants and animals
to the moon as a safeguard
against potential global
annihilation here

Locally, Abington writereditor Ann Stolinsky has
joined the eyes-on-the-moon
crowd. Speci cally, Stolinsky’s
“Voices in the Wind” is
contained in an anthology
called Klarissa Dreams Redux:
The Illuminated Anthology, set
to be part of the payload when
Pittsburgh-based space
robotics company Astrobotic
Technology, Inc., launches its
“Peregrine Mission One” this
fall
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The mission’s “moon
boxes” will be delivered via a
partnership between
Astrobotic and global couriershipper DHL. The Peregrine
lander spacecraft will carry
payloads from a number of
countries. The Klarissa
anthology is among the items
in a cache called “Writers on
the Moon.
The latter, led by writer Dr.
Susan Kaye Quinn, whose
husband belongs to
Astrobiotic’s Planetary
Mobility Team on lunar
rovers, is part of payload
space personally underwritten

by Canadian writer and
physicist Samuel Peralta and
large enough to accommodate
his work and that of some 1,200
artists and writers from around
the globe — all recorded on
digital data cards
Quinn hopes the cargo “will
reveal the humanity of today to
the readers of tomorrow.
“Our payload will ride on
the rst Astrobotic lander to
reach the Moon…,” she
continues. “It will remain there
permanently, a time capsule for
the future.
Stolinsky’s indirect
involvement in the project goes
back to her submission of
“Voices in the Wind” to Klarissa
Dreams Redux, a fundraiser for
the Peterborough Regional
Health Centre Foundation,
“probably about a year-and-ahalf ago.
Her reaction when she
learned her story was among

the literature slated to travel
some 238,900 miles through the
solar system? Admittedly
“trite,” Stolinsky laughs: “Over
the moon.
“I was speechless when I
found out about it, and I am not
typically speechless — as
anyone who knows me can tell
you,” she says. “The anthology
was a breast cancer fundraiser.
It was put together by Shebat
Legion, and her mother,
Klarissa (Kocsis), did the
illustrations. It’s a really
beautiful book, and getting to
be part of ‘Writers to the Moon’
just added another element to
the whole experience. I’ve been
writing for several years, so just
having my work chosen for an
anthology was wonderful.
As the heads of Gemini
Wordsmiths and Celestial Echo
Press, Stolinsky and business
partner Ruth Littner are no
strangers to the writing world.
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Klarissa Dreams Redux is an anthology of stories
and poetry by a myriad of authors, set against
the paintings of Klarissa Kocsis and produced by
her daughter, author, Shebat Legion.
Klarissa Kocsis has contributed to the Toronto,
Ontario, Canada art scene for over twenty years,
regularly exhibiting within the city where she
has won numerous juried competitions. She is a
painter who specialises in egg tempera, and has
earned a reputation for portraiture and nudes.
Shebat Legion is a breast cancer survivor and an
advocate for breast screening. She is a
consummate storyteller and has been printed
and reprinted in numerous anthologies
including her own anthology of short stories
called Hubris. Legion is also responsible for the
creation of Vampire Therapy, which includes a
full-length novel, Jackson and Eva, as well as an
illustrated collection of short stories set in the
Vampire Therapy universe called, The
Chronicles of The Cats Ass Boutique: Seasons
and Reasons.
Proceeds directed to the Peterborough Regional
Health Centre Foundation and af liated
charities.
7

Stolinsky’s professional resumé
also includes the publication of
three games: A board game
called Mind eld, essentially a
trivia-like Q and A focused on
the U.S. military— completed
during her 35 years as a
logistician for the Department
of Defense in Philadelphia — as
well as two children’s card
games
But the Northeast
Philadelphia native, a graduate
of Northeast High School and
LaSalle University, never
imagined her creative brand
would extend to the moon
“I’m so excited,” Stolinsky
says. “This is truly the biggest
thing that’s ever happened in
my writing career. I mean, how
many people can actually say
they’ve done something like
this. It’s an incredible feeling.”

All F An
Orange
Stick

Amazon’s many ways
to encourage writers
include the Top 100 charts.
At one time, getting into
one of these charts at all
was a triumph. Then came
the unexpected success of
my Lady Fan Mysteries
and after a while, I became
so used to having books in
the charts my focus
changed to watching them
rise up and down,
especially after a launch.
Not having any book in
there is now anathema.
Fortunately, with a
plethora of Lady Fans and
historical romances out

there, this is rare. At any
given moment at least one
of them will be in there
pitching

for orange sticker. To think
I might have missed it! I
was browsing the lists – as
you do – checking up on
the new book. Normally I
just check US and UK lists.
Was some sixth sense at
work on that day? Let’s
just have a little look
around the other English
speaking countries, I said
to myself. Bingo
There it was. Sitting at
Number One in the British
& Irish Drama Top 100 list
in good old Oz
Whoopdedoo! My turn
to crow. Which I did, in
spades. As you gnash your
teeth, bear in mind that it’s
taken me many a long
year to garner this level of
success. Persistence pays,
eh
—Elizabeth Baile

Yet one accolade still
eluded me. The coveted
orange bestseller sticker.
Happy for my fellow
authors I may be, but that
didn’t stop me gritting
envious teeth as I
congratulated those
fortunates crowing over
their orange sticker. When
it means your book has
made it to number one in
that list, who wouldn’t
want one
Well, hooray for
Australia! At last, one day
after the sixth Lady Fan,
The Dagger Dance,
launched, I got my longed

‘I can de nitely
recommend this fastpaced, well-written
historical mystery. The
characters are wonderful
and the mystery is
intriguing. I hope you
will enjoy it as much as I
did.’
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

BRUCE ROWE

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…

TheandChrysalis
the

Creatures of the Highlands
9

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe

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

Get

UNIQUE
FEEDBACK

on your work!
What you get from this

PROFESSIONAL BETA READING
SERVICE:
•Certainty and con dence on the
strengths and weaknesses in your
ction
•An understanding of the foundations
of successful storytelling
•Tailored advice on how to rapidly
make your work more attractive to
readers
•Boosted con dence in your power as
an author
•PLUS a free e-copy of
How Stories Really Work

50%
OFF
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WORRIED that your
writing isn’t good
enough?

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

Unique Tools
and
Methodolog

Fun

Beta
Reading

Writing
Advice
!"#$#%&'
()**+%#$,

LY
FREND
T
SUPPOR

Book
deals

Ideas
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…and much more!
SUPPORT INDEPENDENT PUBLISHING!
DONATE TO CLARENDON HOUSE PUBLICATIONS TODAY!

Donate

y
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Submission s
Opportunitie

Great
ction

FREE BOOKS and MAGAZINES
for every reader
Download the pilot
issue of the new
Beacon magazine!
A free e-magazine
exploring the elds of art,
culture, travel,
metaphysics, writing and
so on, with an emphasis on
positivity, and an aim to
uplift readers' spirits.

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

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

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

BEST SELLERS
GRANT P. HUDSON

How
Stories
Really
Work
Exploring
the Physics
of Fiction
'I'm reading through How Stories Really Work.
I've studied writing books for years but I've never
seen anything like this! This book is
REVOLUTIONARY. Everything is made so simple
and precise that other methods of writing seem
clumsy by comparison. It's not just a way of
writing, but a way of seeing.'
-A. P. (Author)
13

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work

The

It’s
Back!

Great
Cl end
H se
Writing
Challenge

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

HERE’S HOW IT WORKS:

2021
TEN CONTESTANTS were selected from all those who sent in submissions.
Their 500 word stories appeared in last month’s issue. Based on YOUR VOTES,
FIVE have been chosen to progress to the next round. Those ve selected
stories are reprinted in the following pages with attribution and illustration…
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.

fi

on

ar

ou

14

HERE ARE THE NAMES OF THE WRITERS WHO HAVE MADE IT
THROUGH TO THE SECOND ROUND,
ALONG WITH THE STORIES THEY PENNED:

Sally Eberhardt: SKIN DEEP
Vaughn Roste: THE FORGET PILL
Charlotte Langtree: GRANNY’S WISDOM
Peter Astle: THE RUNT WITH NO NAME
C.L. Steele: A DESERT GOODBYE
NOW THEY FACE THE NEXT CHALLENGE!

THE TECHNICAL
CHALLENGE 2021
is…

Write a
1,000 word
detective story
with a twist!
Due Date: JUNE 5th
Use your own detective or any
famous detective not under
copyright — but make sure that you
grab, grip and guide your readers!
Any questions? Email me at
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
(though obviously I can’t help you
too much! But I do provide some
guidance on page 28 coming up…)
I look forward to hearing from you —
and good luck!
15

A Desert Goodbye
by C. L. Steele

Alone in the vastness of the Mojave Desert
traveling 70 MPH through the darkness, Mariah
wondered if she’d reach Dad before he died. When
forced to stop for gas and food, her phone rang
“Where are you?” dad’s nurse asked
“I’m in a Truckstop—less than an hour away.”
“I see.” Mariah could hear the beeps of monitors.
“I’m afraid your dad’s oxygen level is dropping. He
doesn’t have that long.
“Oh, God.” Mariah’s panic sat her and her
provisions at the table beside the station’s door
“Let me hold his hand for you, and you two
video-chat. His voice is weak, but we can try.
Okay?
“Yes, please, put him on.” The nurse pointed the
phone at a man with a drawn face sucking a
popsicle
“Mr. Geck, it’s your daughter. Mr. Geck?”
“Dad, can you hear me?
“My girl, my girl. Come have dinner with me. I
can only handle a popsicle, but maybe you can eat
for me.” Dad coughed. Mariah cringed as the nurse
suctioned his throat. Mariah hadn’t thought about
what to say. She’d only thought about getting there.
And now, this. Was this really how they’d say
goodbye
“Dad, I love you.
“I love,” – coughing – “love you like water, you
know.”
“That’s a lot for us desert Geck-os; like mom
always said, right?
“I miss your mom. Her and those dang gecko
knickknacks and energy Vu-doo.” Dad laughed. “I
need,” – coughing – “some water.
Mariah slashed open the case of water next to
her and opened a bottle.
“Dad, look. Drink with me.
“Oh, that was good. What else you got?
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“Chips and…
“Your sour cream and onion ruf es, right?
Mariah nodded, the lump in her throat blocking the
word, yep. She held up the bag and bit into a chip
“Like tea par…
“Yes, our tea parties.
“Listen. I don’t have long. You’re my Moon Pie.
Precious beyond water. I want you to have everything.
The nurse has my nancials,”— Wheezing— “reach more,
push yourself. I know you’re struggling at Boulder. Ain’t
your place. Air too thin. Darling, if you don’t feel it—keep
looking until you do. Find your home, don’t settle,” –
Gasping— “be the bold wind we named you for. Okay?
Mariah nodded, begging her tears not to fall
Dad’s eyes closed.
“Dad, Dad! Look, I’ve got your favorite. Moon Pies.”
She ripped into the box and pulled out a chocolatecovered marshmallow cookie. Dad’s eyes opened. He
struggled to speak. He opened his mouth. She took a bite.
He chewed. He opened his mouth again and she touched
the Moon Pie to the phone, and he bit it. The sting of tears
burned. He inhaled then held his breath. “Don’t let go,
Dad. Don’t let go.” Her eyes closed and the solid machine
tone was replaced with her sobs.
“I’m sorry, dear,” his nurse said
“Show me Dad’s face.
Mariah leaned into the phone and kissed her dad.
They’d said goodbye with the sweet taste of Moon Pie on
their lips.
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THE RUNT
WITH NO
NAME

That afternoon, my father drove
me to the Folkstone farm. He put
the radio on, which I guessed was a
way to avoid conversation. I left my
white stick in the car and allowed
my father to guide me by the arm
over the rough terrain to the
farmhouse.
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Six years ago, when I was
seventeen, my father told me about
the blind runt born on the
Folkstone farm, just outside
Wirksworth. We were halfway
through Sunday lunch at the time.
“What will they do with it?” I
asked
My father touched the back of
my left hand. “They’ll take it to the
vet, Joshua. A quick injection and
it’ll be out of its misery. It’s for the
best.
“Does the puppy have a name?
“Stan Folkstone don’t bother
naming the pups, son.
“Everyone should have a name,”
I said. “Even runts.”
My mother reached over to
touch the back of my right hand.
My father said: “It’s the humane
thing to do, son.
“Just because it’s blind?
That cut hard and my mother
squeezed the back of my hand
“I want to meet the puppy
before it gets the needle,” I said
The silence around the dinner
table stretched until my mother
broke it. “Frank?
“I want to see the pup. Before it
gets the needle,” I repeated.
“Okay. If you insist, I’ll drive
you up to Stan’s place this
afternoon.
After dinner, I went straight to
my bedroom and emptied the entire
contents of my money box. The
pockets of my jeans bulged when I
left my bedroom.

by Peter Astle

Mary Folkstone was laying plates on the kitchen
table. “Good to see you, Josh. I swear you’ve shot
up another three inches since last time we saw
you.”
“Stop fussing, woman,” Stan said. “Fetch the
pup.
The tiny puppy was light as a feather. I could
feel her ribs through the silken coat. The place
where the eyes should have been were just smooth
fur over the two hollow sockets. The runt was not
just blind, she was eyeless.
“How much is the vet charging to kill her?” I
asked.
“A hundred pounds at least,” Stan said.
I handed the pup back to Mary, stood up and
emptied my pockets on the kitchen table. “I’m
buying this dog. Take what you want.
My father spoke in a whisper. “How much do
you want for her, Stan?
“How can he possibly look after a dog like that
when he’s . . .
Mary handed me the pup and gathered the
coins together.
“How much do you want for the dog?” my
father asked again.
“I insist on paying. She’s worth something,” I
said.
Stan huffed for a moment and then picked up a
single coin from the table. “I’ll take this if you
want,” he said. “It’s only a penny.
I held the puppy close to my neck and she
licked me just under my chin
“Hello Penny,” I said. “We’ll work this out
together.”
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GRANNY’S WISDOM
by Charlotte Langtree

“You look like there’s a thundercloud
following you around.
I lifted my hands from the dirty water and
dried them on a hand towel. Granny always
saw too much. My smile was fragile, but I
offered it anyway
She sighed, laying an age-spotted hand on
my shoulder. “Put kettle on, love. We’ll talk.
Granny’s answer to everything
My brother barrelled into the room,
knocking a spoon from Granny’s hand as she
brewed the tea
“Lewis, tha’s war’n ‘ossmuck!” she cursed
I chuckled as his eyes widened. He’d never
been able to understand Granny’s broad
Yorkshire accent like I had
“You’re worse than horse muck,” I
translated. “Always under the feet.
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Lewis scowled, grabbed a biscuit, and returned
to the television in the other room. Granny ashed
her dentures at me, the wide grin adding folds to
her creases until she resembled an unironed
bedsheet. We sat at the table, silent until we’d both
enjoyed the rst hit of hot tea, strong and full of
sugar
“Who needs hexing, then?” she asked
I shrugged. “Just some girls making fun of my
hair again.
Granny grabbed my chin and turned my face
until I looked her in the eye. “You’re putting up
with that?
I looked away
“Anya, love, you’ve as much re in your heart
as you have in your hair. Don’t let those girls be
mithering you. Do they know you’re a Thorne?
I shrugged, ashamed to admit I was scared of
teenage bullies. “Maybe.
A small bird landed on the windowsill. It was a
robin, its red breast puffed out as it looked at me
through the glass. I tightened my hands on my
mug
“Looks like your mum has a few words to say
on the matter,” Granny commented, nodding at the
robin. “You come from a strong line of women,
love, and we’re all behind you.
Watching the robin, I remembered my mum’s
forest-green eyes smiling at me as her soft hand
stroked my hair. I looked at Granny; the same eyes
watched me. I knew I’d see them re ected back if I
stared into the mirror in my bedroom. My throat
constricted
“They call me a witch,” I admitted, tucking a
strand of hair behind my ear
Granny’s bark of laughter lled the room. It
rained on me, washing away the small, dark stain
that had settled over my soul. It was contagious,
pulling at the corners of my mouth until my lips
stretched into a wide smile
“Now, lass,” Granny said, “there are worse
things to be called. Don’t worry, love; it’ll all come
out in the wash.
I nodded at Granny’s familiar wisdom
“Besides,” she added with a wicked smile,
“maybe you should show them how true that is. I
doubt they’d peck at you again.
She leaned in to press a warm kiss against my
brow, and for a moment re ashed in her eyes. I
wrapped my arms around her neck
“I love you, you old witch,” I said.

”


fl

.


.


fl

.


”


”


fi

.


fl

.


fi

”


fi

”


.


fi

.


”


”


.


.


21

“Are you sure you want to do this?” asked my
best friend Cassandra
“I’m sure.
“OK.
We sat in a swanky medical waiting room.
Neurochems were the boom industry of the 30s,
and they were about to get a tidy sum of my
money too. I was desperate to forget.
*
“You have to concentrate on what you want to
forget,” explained Menalam , the physician
representative. “Even if that memory is painful.
You don’t have to talk about it, but while in the
machine, it should be the one thing you focus on.
If other thoughts creep in, just admit it and we
can try again. Doesn’t take long.” Her face was
soft and reassuring. “Ready to begin?”
I smiled and laid back. She adjusted the
headpiece. “OK. Start remembering what you
want to forget now. I’ll take a snapshot of your
brain in about fteen seconds.” The machine
slowly descended over my head. A tear escaped
my eye.
It was over before I knew it. “All done!”
Menalam was too chipper. “Now be honest —
did we get it right? We can re-do it if you want...”
“No, that was it.” I dabbed the tear from my
eye with a tissue. “It’s good.
“Your pill will be ready tomorrow,” she said
consolingly. “May it bring you peace.”

THE FORGET PILL
by Vaughn Roste
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*


*


I sit alone in my windowsill, clutching my
favorite pillow, staring out but seeing nothing. I
am so betrayed — I gave him everything. John
just took what he wanted and moved on.
I will never love again.

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

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

by Sally Eberhard

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

Do you have any idea what that means to me
For three weeks I live at the lab, under constant
observation … just in case. It’s invasive treatment —
needles, scrapings, transfusions. Staff assure me it’s
normal to feel even itchier at rst. Mittens prevent me
from scratching during the day, and at night sleeping
pills bring sweet oblivion
The trial ends tomorrow and the technicians say
my results are very promising. Dare I hope for a
miracle? I long for people to see the real ME instead
of trying to hide their disgust as they look away.
At last, it’s Day Twenty-one. I lie with eyes closed,
feeling weightless yet powerful, like quicksilver on
steroids. My skin doesn’t itch. I touch my forearm – it
feels silky, cool, and supple. I run my hands over my
face, marvelling at the softness. It’s like peaches and
horse muzzles.
For the rst time in my life, I feel beautiful.
I open my eyes, jump out of bed and run to the
bathroom seeking my new and improved re ection,
heart singing. All I see is my favourite purple
nightdress … what’s that doing in here? Where’d the
mirror go? I shake my head in confusion … and the
nightdress moves with me. I push a strap off one
shoulder … and stare in disbelief. I’m looking in the
mirror but …. I can’t see myself
Well, they did say I would have perfectly clear
skin
And it’s okay
I’m used to being invisible.
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1

The FIVE CONTESTANTS have now been set
the same technical challenge, visible to all
readers: a chance to develop a 1,000 word
detective story with a twist, to be published
ANONYMOUSLY in the next magazine.

June

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

July

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

2

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

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

3

August

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

Septemb

5

THREE FINAL STORIES, one from each of
the remaining contestants, will be published,
again anonymously.

4

Magazine readers will get to vote over the
following month for the WINNER of the
Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge!

THE WINNER IS ANNOUNCED!

Octob

?
GOOD LUCK, CHALLENGERS!

e

e
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How to Write a Simple Detective Story

Detective stories are
amongst the most popular
genres of tale in the modern
age, and it’s not hard to see
why. Set in a recognisably
Ironic era, in which systems of
belief in an ordered world have
broken down, and in which the
trusted paradigm is that the
universe is empty of meaning
and slowly dying, the modern
detective story gives readers a
shadow of a suggestion that it
is still possible for order to
triumph: a detective, usually
very much an older and wiser
gure, is somehow able to
piece together from minutiae
— the signi cance of which has
totally eluded us — the trail to
nd the villain. That villain is
the only real villain, the source
of all evil and disorder. Once
found, tranquility returns
As part of a lesson, I once
put together a series of
relatively simple steps which,

if written out by a group of
students, results in a
reasonable detective story. This
is probably the way Agatha
Christie worked in devising
her tales, most of which sold
millions of copies

1. Work out a crime
Don’t make this in any way
mysterious. You, the author,
must know every detail about
this crime. You must devise
who did it, how they did it
when they did it, where they
did it — everything. This isn’t
the time to add in unknowns,
that comes later. Write it all out
in elaborate detail. It can be a
murder, a robbery, whatever
you wish, but leave nothing
out of this initial account
Here’s an additional thing
to work into the framework at
this stage: devise a clash
between a protagonist and an

.
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In view of the just-announced Technical Round in the Great Clarendon House Writing
Challenge, I thought you might like to take a look at this article from a while back, which
outlines how a detective story is constructed. This is just a basic outline, of course, and you
can add as much complexity, colour and atmosphere as you wish, but the framework will
probably be the same:

antagonist which takes place in
the past. In other words, a hero
and a villain have had some
sort of titanic contest years
before, and the crime,
whatever it may be, is a kind of
revenge or follow-up action to
that original con ict. You are
laying the groundwork here
for the motivation of whoever
commits the crime. A simple
bank robbery, for example,
might work as a ‘crime’, but it
will not attract readers unless
there is an emotional
undertow: perhaps the bank is
being robbed as an act of
vengeance or in order to obtain
something which the
antagonist needs to attack the
protagonist
Time spent on this rst step
is worth it: a well-worked-out
foundation here is where your
story gains its strength from
later.

What does your culprit do
to hide his over her tracks?
How is the crime itself
concealed? What attempts
are made to de ect
attention? Be convincing, but
make sure you leave enough
for step 3

3. Leave three de nite
and accurate clues
Work out for yourself
which exact pieces of
evidence are going to be left
scattered around in various
ways to lead your detective
to the real criminal. These
clues have to be real and
accurate, not tricks

4. Develop at least
three ‘red herrings’ or
false clues.
Scatter these around in
the same way that you do
the real clues. These are the
things which distract and
mislead the readers’
attention, the tricks and
misdirections which engage
readers but to a false end

5. Now invent your
detective
You can be entirely
original about this, but you
will notice some patterns in
the most famous detectives
of ction: the most wellknown have some ‘defect’ in
their make-up, something
which sets them apart.
Sherlock Holmes has his
genius, but the aw in his
character is his predilection
for cocaine; Poirot is
meticulously vain; Miss
Marple is ancient, and so on.
They are not just your

average ‘man or woman in
the street’. This is on
purpose. They have to
command reader attention in
some way; they have to be
some kind of authority
gure either physically or
mentally

6. Invent some other
potential culprits
Of course you know
‘whodunnit’, but the reader
doesn’t. You need to have
enough false villains on the
scene to hook a reader’s
interest. Your actual villain
can be around too, and
should be, but he or she
shouldn’t stand out. These
extra culprits have to have
dark secrets in their past,
each one, secrets that entice
the reader into thinking that
they could be ‘the one’

7. Create a scenario
Your actual story can
open some time after the
crime has been committed or
just before. Your detective
usually fortuitously arrives
on the scene or is present by
accident or coincidence. A
group of people has gathered
- on a train, on a boat, in a
village, at a dinner, and so
forth. The crime is revealed
and the detective sets about
piecing things together. The
reader, tracking along and
observing the same things as
the detective, tries to
‘second-guess’ who the
villain is. Everything is
obscured and muddled by
the red herrings.

.
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2. Now begin to cover
it up

Sometimes, things are
made even more confusing
by additional crimes, which
take place in an effort by the
real culprit to hide the initial
crime. In the end, only the
detective has been able to see
through the fog and spot the
real bad guy.
Work this back and forth
until you have mastered the
sequence. It has laid and will
lay the groundwork for
many an entertaining tale
Good luck!

MISSING MISTAKES
in your own work?

Urgently need help
making your writing technically awless?

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

What you get:

ce of work,
A corrected pie
ighlighted
with changes h
y common
Feedback on an
rors so that
or recurring er
em in
you can avoid th
future
the next
Suggestions for
achieve
steps to take to
publication
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50%
OFF

Interested?
Go here for more details
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/exclusiveservices
30
or drop me a line:
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

Recognised internationally as the
world’s most exciting writers’
magazine!
Subscribe now (if you haven’t already)
31
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine

ANTHOLOGIES 2021

Galaxy 2
The Inner Circle Writers’ Group
Sci-Fi and Fantasy
Flash Fiction Anthology 2021
edited by Grant P. Hudson

Come on a set of journeys — sometimes to starscapes far away,
sometimes to magical other worlds, and sometimes right next
door, all super-compressed into 500 words or less — and
experience the wonder of these special genres in ways you
couldn’t have imagined.…’

32
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

ANTHOLOGIES 2021

Poetica 3

The Inner Circle Writers’ Group
Second Poetry Antholog 2021
Edited by Grant P. Hudson

The power of poetry to trans x, enchant, persuade and delight
comes to life in this special selection of modern poems from
talented poets all over the world. Prepare to be moved,
mesmerised, motivated and amazed!

33
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THE BEST OF CLARENDON HOUSE
Since 2018, Clarendon House has published high quality ction and poetry and many
of its authors have won the opportunity to publish collections of their own work. ‘Free
Falling Eagles’ was Julie Eger’s submitted poem. It appeared in Cadence by
Clarendon House in 2018, where it won the most readers’ votes. Julie is a therapist and
creative who writes ction and poetry in her spare time. She has self-published six
books that are available at Amazon.

Free Falling Eagles

It isn’t the wind that brings them to now.
It isn’t the question if either knows how.
There is no curtsy, no handshake, no bow.
They circle high in the sky with the greatest nesse.
A clash of talons as they cling breast to breast,
plummeting, consummately, oblivious.
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A tangle of feathers, white heads, yellow beaks.
A whoosh of the wind, but never a screech.
They fall faster, pump harder, a promise beseeched.
The ground races near but they do not see
past the flash of their wings, past the height of their
need with so little time to pass her his seed.
Milliseconds before they plunge to their death she
lifts off to the east and he to the west, while I stand
alone, in awe, and impressed.

35

SUBSCRIBE NOW so
that you don’t miss
the next Best of
Clarendon House.

Colors in uence
emotions. Having a
meaning in religion and
various cultures, they
show up in events that
symbolize meanings. A
literary symbol is
something that has
greater meaning than its
mere literal signi cance
in a story or poem. The
actions and events
within the plot can be
looked at on one level,
while literary symbols
within the writing can be
considered on another
level. Example: Red is a
symbol of Love. Black is
a symbol of death

Colors in
Literature

We already compare
colors with concepts and
feelings. It only makes
sense for authors to use
them to convey their
own ideas
Many poets/writers do
not realize that the
ability to identify
symbols is important
beyond the con nes of
their knowledge. The
awareness improves
speech and writing and
aids not only in with
interpretation of
literature, but with
interpretation of the
world at large. Learn
how to understand when
an author is using a
symbol, and how that
symbol exempli es the
theme of the piece.

…
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ARTICLE by EVA MARIE CAGLEY

It helps readers achieve better
understanding of ideas, places, characters, and
events. It creates more of a memorable
experience. As early as the 12th century, French
writers and poets used only 7 colors to depict
romance, characters, and emotions. These were:
White, Red, Yellow, Blue, Green, Black, and
Brown
The tale of Snow White is a great example of
color symbolism. It uses White, Black and Red.
White represents Heaven, Red the spilling of
blood, (the poisoned apple) and black sexual
desire.
For a better understanding of the uses of
color in writing and understanding colors refer
to “COLOR MEANINGS” by Jacob Olesen
Olesen is an expert on colors
His Quote
Color doesn’t exis
Without light, so i
Order to see color, w
Need to see the light.
Color Symbolism Chart:
Red
Excitement, energy, passion, desire, speed,
strength, power, heat, love, aggression, danger,
re, blood, war, violence, aggression, all things
intense and passionate.
Yellow
Joy, happiness, optimism, idealism,
imagination, hope, sunshine, summer, gold,
philosophy, dishonesty, cowardice, betrayal,
jealousy, covetousness, deceit, illness, hazard,
and energy
Blue
Peace, tranquility, calm, stability, harmony,
unity, trust, truth, con dence, conservatism,
security, cleanliness, order, loyalty, sky, water,
cold, technology, depression, loneliness,
appetite suppressant and melancholy
Orange
Energy, balance, warmth, enthusiasm,
vibrant, expansive, amboyant, demanding of
attention, lust.

.
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Color symbolism in literature imparts a
deeper meaning to the words

Green
Nature, environment, healthy, good
luck, renewal, youth, vigor, spring,
generosity, fertility, jealousy,
inexperience, envy, misfortune, and
peace
Purple
Royalty, wealth, spirituality, nobility,
spirituality, ceremony, mysterious,
transformation, wisdom, enlightenment,
cruelty, arrogance, mourning.
Gray
Security, reliability, intelligence, staid,
modesty, dignity, maturity, solid,
conservative, practical, old age, sadness,
boring
Brown
Earth, hearth, home, outdoors,
reliability, comfort, endurance, stability,
simplicity, and comfort, poverty
White
Reverence, purity, simplicity,
cleanliness, peace, humility, precision,
innocence, youth, birth, winter, snow,
good, sterility, marriage (Western
cultures), death (Eastern cultures), cold,
clinical, sterile.
Black
Power, sexuality, sophistication,
formality, elegance, wealth, mystery, fear,
evil, anonymity, unhappiness, depth,
style, evil, sadness, despair, remorse,
anger, underground, good technical color,
mourning, death (Western cultures).
Pink
A shade of Red is used to capture
Romance, love and femininity,
friendship.
Turquoise
Calmness, Clarity, empathy, and
compassion. Positive energy. Healing
color.
With imagery and color, we can make
an impact on the reader and appeal to
their emotions. This can make all the
difference in a great poem or story. I do
hope this sheds some light onto the
colors of literature and their meaning.
Pen On!

 


.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


.


 


38

FICTION by KELLI J GAVIN
Kelli J Gavin of Carver, Minnesota is a writer, editor, blogger and professional
organizer. Her work can be found with Clarendon House Publishing, Sweetycat
Press, The Ugly Writers, Sweatpants & Coffee, Zombie Pirates Publishing, Setu, 300
South Media Group, Cut 19, Otherwise Engaged, Flora Fiction, Love What Matters,
Printed Words and Southwest Media among others. Kelli’s rst two books were
released in 2019 (I Regret Nothing- A Collection of Poetry and Prose and My Name is
Zach- A Teenage Perspective on Autism). She has also co-authored 18 anthology
books. With two more books to be released in 2021, she is also working on a
collection of ction short stories. Her blog can be found at
www.kellijgavin.blogspot.com. @KelliJGavin on Twitter, Instagram and Facebook
My husband asked if I wanted to take one last look.
One last look at the house, the remaining contents,
everything I was leaving behind. I wasn’t sure I could.
Could I walk back into the home where I grew up and
not be blasted by every beautiful, every breathtaking,
every heartbreaking occurrence that took place within
those walls?
The trailer was packed, so was the car. Only enough
room left for the two of us in the front seat. I sifted
through everything in the house as quickly as I could.
Leaving donated piles, garbage piles and clear
instructions of what furniture should be sold and what
should be loaded onto the trailer that would return to
my home. I carefully packed keepsakes and treasures
myself. I located the wooden crate in the back closet next
to the replace in the living room which contained my
grandmother’s journals which she had begun keeping at
the age of 10. That crate would be loaded into the car
along with the numerous photo albums and sentimental
family memorabilia. I found her beautiful costume
jewelry and scarves and handbags and pulled a special
few to be packed away for me. Treasures of which I had
used as a child when I liked to play dress up. Such a
simple time. When all that mattered was that my
diamond earrings sparkled and that my handbag
matched my shoes
My mother and I moved in with my grandmother
when I was 7. Mom said cancer in her bones would take
her within the year and she wanted to make sure that I
was well taken care of. Where would this cancer in her
bones take her? I didn’t understand but also didn’t ask
any questions. I had never met my grandmother before.
She lived in Maine. What was Maine? I was told it was a
state very far away from Chicago where we lived. My
mother never spoke of my grandmother and only
mentioned her name when I asked her if she had a
mother. She smirked at me, “Vera, everyone has a
mother. Some are just better than others.”

The
House
In
Maine
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We arrived at the worn down
home in this odd place called Maine
that smelled of sh and mold.
Everything seemed dirty and boots
were needed just to walk outside as
the rains had turned the ground to
thick mud that you would sink into if
you didn’t keep putting one foot in
front of the other. Grandma, or Gran
as she requested to be called, was
short and thin with beautiful white
hair. She wore sweater sets with
matching shoes and brooches and
pearls. Gran looked exactly like what
my 7 year old mind thought a
grandmother should look like.
Welcomed quickly, we were
ushered in swiftly and tucked into our
quarters immediately. I do not believe
that Gran was slow at anything.
Everything was done in haste as if
there were bigger and better things to
do next. Always something to be
done. Something to be accomplished.
Gran never sat still. She polished
silver, she organized the china hutch,
she folded and re-folded linen
napkins. All of the beautiful items that
lled her home were evidence that the
home was once quite grand. She
applied lipstick and smoothed her
skirt that didn’t need smoothing. She
smiled larger than necessary and
poured more tea even when it wasn’t
requested or had already been
refused. Gran was a nervous force to
be reckoned with
My mother slowed down quickly
after we moved in. She began to
request meals on a tray be brought to
room two weeks after we arrived in
Maine. Gran and I were happy to
oblige. Constance, the housekeeper
arrived every Monday, Wednesday
and Friday morning at 8 a.m. sharp.
She cleaned and cooked and did the
laundry and often left me Butter Rum
LifeSavers if I helped hang the
laundry on the lines. She was kind
and sweet to my mother and hummed
hymns as she worked.
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Mom died 6 weeks after we arrived in
Maine. She passed quietly in her sleep. I laid
next to her for half a day before going with
Gran to the kitchen. My grandmother arranged
everything with her local church and funeral
home. The funeral would be in a couple days. I
sat with tears in my eyes looking at Gran as
Constance poured us both a cup of tea. “What
happened with you and my mother? Why
didn’t I know about you until now? Why have I
never met you?
“Vera. I loved your mother very much. She
was my only daughter. I hurt your mother a
number of years ago and she was never able to
forgive me. I told her last night that I loved her
and how sorry I am that we wasted all of these
years away. I told her how enchanting you are
and how I was learning to quite enjoy being a
Gran. Vera, I am sorry. I will love you like you
are my own daughter. You can live here as long
as you like. When it is time to go to college,
everything will be taken care of. This is where
you can call home.” Gran leaned over and gave
me an awkward kiss on my forehead.
My young mind couldn’t gure out how
Gran had hurt mom years ago. I thought about
it for a number of years but then I eventually
stopped caring. Gran and I developed a great
relationship. She enrolled me in school, helped
with my homework and encouraged me to get
involved with extracurricular activities. She
had Constance drop me off at church on
Wednesday nights for Youth Group, and a local
mom brought me home. I made friends, I
enjoyed school, and I learned to like living in
Maine.
I always missed my mother. Nothing could
ll that void in my heart. When I started
writing, I found that stories of my mother and
Gran were what I enjoyed the most. I went to
the local college and majored in Creative
Writing. I received my Masters in English with
a focus in Literature. Gran couldn’t have been
more proud. She began to decline in her later
years and Constance had passed away when I
was an undergrad. Lucille came to clean our
home and take care of Gran. I would go home
on weekends. To visit and smile and read to
Gran. Our time together was nothing short of
magical.

When Gran passed, I found it
dif cult to return home. I should
have rented the home out. But
couldn’t stand the thought of
anyone else living there. I married
the love of my life and we enjoyed
living in New York City. My
husband told me it was time to sell
the home as it had fallen into ill
repair. We hired a team and it took
us three days. The project was
complete. And the nal clear out
enabled the home to be put on the
market as is. I prayed for some
amazing home improvement lover
of broken homes to come along and
restore the home to its original
glory.
After walking the perimeter of
the home, I went in for one last
look. “Are you leaving that chair
ma’am?” One of the movers asked
as I was startled.
“Oh yes, just for a few minutes
please.” I approached the chair next
to the replace and gently sat down
in Gran’s chair. Gran had always
liked this chair. It wasn't
particularly comfortable. But I have
come to nd out it had been her
father’s chair. Gran said she felt
close to him when she sat in it. I
closed my eyes and breathed
deeply. I could swear that the house
still smelled like Gran’s perfume
and Constance’s chocolate chip
cookies. I savored these smells,
these memories and wasn’t sure I
was going to be able to remove
myself from the chair anytime soon.
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I heard a heavy shuf e of feet behind me and
a gentle placement of hands on my shoulders. “I
have made a mistake. I need this chair to come
with us, honey. Can you nd some rope and
gure out a way to strap it to the top of the car?
This chair can’t be left behind.”
My dear husband. After I nished making
my rounds of each room of the house, I found
him outside with rope in hand securing Gran’s
chair in place on top of our car. I smiled as tears
poked the corners of my eyes. Yes. Now I had
everything I needed from the house in Maine.

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR
ELIZABETH MONTAGUE

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

Dust and Glitter
A Short Story Collection
44

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/elizabeth-montague

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

DAVID BOWMORE

TALL TALES & SHORT FICTION
A MULTI-GENRE COLLECTION

A collection of David Bowmore’s best loved pieces
brought together for the first time.
From 100 word drabbles to 10,000 word micro-novels
you will be spoilt for choice, no matter your preferred
genre.
45

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

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

DAVID BOWMORE

“… breathtakingly suspenseful and
supremely thrilling.”

David Bowmore’s collection:

The Magic of
DEBEN MARKET
46

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/david-bowmore
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Special Feature

The Incredible
Books of

PAM VAN
ALLEN
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Where are you from? Tell us a bit
about your life and background.
I was born in Houston, Texas,
but the family moved to
Cleveland, Tennessee, when I was
two, where my earliest memories
are of snow. Then we moved to
Maracaibo, Venezuela where I
started school. My father was a
petroleum engineer who designed
oil platforms in the lake
We moved back to Houston for
a few years, and he designed air
conditioning systems for large
buildings, including the
Astrodome. In high school, we
relocated to Arkansas so my
parents could start a pressure
vessels company. I never knew
what those were
I moved three times for three
university degrees: B.A., M.A., and
Ph.D., nally settling in Memphis,
Tennessee where I earned the last
one. After twenty years, I decided
I’d had enough in-my-face racism
toward people of color and moved
to Stockton, California, where I’ve
been for twenty-two years, the
longest stable period of my life
The Ph.D. is in clinical
psychology. I worked in outpatient
clinics most of my career. After
moving to California, I became
interested in psychopharmacology
and earned a Master of Science in
Clinical Psychopharmacology
from Alliant University in a nearby
city. My knowledge and practice in
both elds have informed my
writing. Usually, my protagonists
deal with emotional dif culties
and nd resolution through
psychological means. Drugs and
their effect on brain chemistry are
featured prominently in my
current trilogy.

.
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My mother acquired American
comic books when we were in
Venezuela. Superman, Green Lantern,
and Wonder Woman. She read them
to me. At three years old, I pestered
her to read to me all the time so she
taught me to read the comic books
myself
I was six when we moved back to
Houston, and my mother took me to
the library. The librarian foisted
children’s books on me. After a few
weeks, I spoke to her rather
impertinently. “These books are
stupid. Don’t you have anything with
fewer pictures?
The librarian directed me to the
ction section and told me to have at
it. I ended up with H.G. Wells, Edgar
Allen Poe, and Arthur Conan Doyle.
These writers told the kinds of stories
I wanted to read! I didn’t know all the
words, but with my dictionary handy,
I expanded my vocabulary
Did you want to be a writer from an
early age? Tell us about your rst
attempts.
The only writing I did for the rst
sixty-four years of my life was for
professional purposes. The demands
of journal articles and progress notes
are quite different than that of ction.
I didn’t think of writing ction until I
noticed a book that needed to be
written and realized I had to write it
myself. Then I couldn’t stop
What kept you hooked on ction as
you grew older?
As long as people tell stories that
are creative and different, my
voracious reading will continue.
Books are portals to worlds beyond
our day-to-day realities.

Early influences
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What's your earliest memory of
ction

What do you consider to be a
‘good book’ and why?
Keeping the reader
engaged is the foremost task
of the ction writer. Unless
the story, characters, and
arrangement of words re
the imagination, the book
isn’t good. A good book
makes you look forward to
the next time you pick it up,
and you’re a little sorry
when it ends
World culture has
produced “good books” and
“great books.” Truly great
books not only re the
imagination but motivate us
to think deeply about our
lives, our world, and our
relationships to other people.
Books like The Lord of the
Rings and 1984 return to
mind again and again at
signi cant times in our lives
to inform us and guide us.
Great books help us live
better and understand the
people around us at a deeper
level
Was there ever a point where
you said to yourself 'I'm a
writer'? Tell us about that

Horace, trapped in a boring, mundane life, escapes into his
exciting lucid dreams. Within them, he becomes a heroic
knight, a Native American shaman and a Merry Man. His
real life disintegrating, Horace seeks help. Will he choose
the Alchemical path of Mr. Kingdom with his magic herbs
and promise of self-mastery, or will he follow the
mysterious seductress who points the way to Eldorado?
Horace’s story is a loving adaptation of Electric Light
Orchestra’s 1975 concept album, Eldorado. How can a man
live forever in his dreams? You’ll nd out in this compelling
story of a hapless loser who becomes an enlightened soul.
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I said “I’m a writer” out
loud the rst time I held a
paperback copy of my rst
novel, Midnight on the Water.
It’s a transformative
experience. My head spun a
little
I couldn’t wait to take a
sel e of me holding my book
and post it to Facebook. The
caption was “My rst
published book!”

Tell us about your adventures on
your way to being published, and
what it was like seeing your name in a
proper print book.
Seeking a traditional publisher
never crossed my mind. Being
well into my sixties, and knowing
how long it took others to nd an
agent and nd a publisher, I had
no desire to start down that road.
Kindle Direct Publishing and a
couple of other platforms seemed
to have the widest distribution
and to be the most accessible to
my target audience, rock music
fans, so I went straight to selfpublishing
I found a cover designer, editor,
and proofreader, scraping together
enough money to pay them. I did
the formatting and uploading
myself, although it was pretty
rough for the rst book. The books
I format now are much prettier
For short stories, I found the
Inner Circle Writers’ Group, Grant
Hudson, and his Clarendon House
on Facebook. Grant’s teaching and
encouragement was so helpful in
constructing short ction, and he
accepted my early efforts as well
as my later, better submissions
Has being published changed what
you do as a writer? i.e. habits, types of
thing you write, expectations etc.
I don’t think being published
has changed what I do as a writer.
Writing has changed what I do as
a writer. The old adage of “The
more you write, the better you
get” is true, although I had to do
more than just write to get better. I
joined a critique group, studied
writing, and learned editing.

One of Pam’s
early stories
appeared in
Flashpoint in
2018.
It was the
beginning of
more success
with
Clarendon
House.
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What's a really profound thing
that has happened to you (related to
writing or not)?
The most profound thing
seems mundane when I recount
it, but at the time, it was life or
death. A friend and I were
driving on the Paci c Coast
Highway near Mendocino,
California. It’s very twisty in
that area, and there’s a rapid
drop-off into the ocean. The
speed limit is 35 miles per hour,
but on that particular day,
although it was sunny and clear,
35 seemed a little fast to me. I
came to a tight hairpin curve
around the mountain and
slowed to ten miles an hour. As I
rounded the curve, there was a
cow standing in the middle of
the lane! A car was coming from
the other direction and showing
no sign of slowing
If I’d been going any faster,
my car would have smacked
that cow and the cow and both
cars would have been all over
the road and possibly in the
ocean
I think that’s profound
because what in the world told
me to slow down
Who or what has helped you the
most as a writer?
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Taking editing courses from
the Editorial Freelancers
Association and becoming an
editor myself was the best thing
I did for my writing career. Now
that I am able to analyze the
structure of a story on several
levels, revisions are so much
easier. Whether I am working on
improving my own story or
editing a client’s story, the words
rearrange themselves much
more painlessly on the page
than they once did.

Describe your writing space
and routines.
My new laptop is equipped
with an external touch screen,
and a wireless mouse and
keyboard. The big monitor
was a necessary indulgence so
I could see what I was writing.
In the autumn of my life, I
have learned to touch type
I’m not a neat freak, so
papers are stacked willy-nilly.
My work investment this year
was a nice velvet, rolling chair
that swivels and tips back
Tell us about the books you’ve
written so far. How did they
evolve, what did you enjoy/not
enjoy, etc.?
After I retired in late 2014,
the prospect of reading the
books I had accumulated was
exciting. One book, Yours
Truly, 2095 by Brian Paone was
a novelization of one of my
favorite albums, Time by
Electric Light Orchestra. This
is a concept album, telling the
story of a man who is thrown
forward in time and tries to
return to 1981, when he is
from
ELO have another concept
album, Eldorado: A Symphony
by the Electric Light Orchestra.
For months, I searched for a
novelization of this album, but
couldn’t nd one. A book
based on the ELO album A
New World Record had been
written by Randy Blazak, a
sociologist at Portland State
University. So, there were not
one, but two novels about ELO
albums.

Pam with Jeff
Lynne from the
Electric Light
Orchestra.
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With mother

With daughter
Jennifer

Jai and Floyd

Pam’s workspace
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I decided the novel for
Eldorado had to be written, and
I could write it as well as
anyone. The music blasted in
my living room for the next
eight months as I studied the
patterns of the chords
integrated with the classical
instruments. The lyrics told the
tale of a loser who couldn’t win
a girlfriend and lost himself in
dreams. I wanted the poor loser
to nd redemption in my
telling. I have a background in
esoterica and Buddhism, and I
included wisdom from those
traditions in the book. In the
end, the dreamer becomes a
Buddhist monk who follows
dream yoga. The legend is that
those who master dream yoga
can dwell on the spiritual plane
forever in their dreams while
their body remains on the brink
of death
My second book was also
ELO-related, in that Jeff Lynne
became a Traveling Wilbury
after he disbanded ELO. The
Traveling Wilburys was a rock
supergroup at the end of the
1980s formed by Jeff, George
Harrison, Bob Dylan, Tom
Petty, and Roy Orbison. My
novel is a magical realism
retelling of the recording of
their rst album, except as it
played out in an alternative
reality. The members of the
group have superpowers—get
it? Supergroup—but they have
the same personal histories as
the people we know of in our
reality

In 1988, ve music legends wrote and recorded an
album in ten days. How? They used their superpowers
from an alternate universe, of course.
In this blend of fact and ction, learn how Lucky had
become the world’s greatest songwriter and why Otis
was the go-to music producer of the 1980s and 1990s.
See Lefty redeem his gift just before his early, tragic
death. Nelson and Charlie T. Jnr. kept the rest on track
with their psychic powers.
These musical heroes bear a striking resemblance to
The Traveling Wilburys: George Harrison, Bob Dylan,
Tom Petty, Roy Orbison, and Jeff Lynne in our universe,
but they aren’t the same people. Or are they?

Remember Brian Paone who
wrote Yours Truly, 2095 that
inspired me to write in the rst
place? He edited both my
books.
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What are you working on?
What are your plans?
I’m writing a trilogy based
on a double album by some
rock group you’ve never heard
of. Okay, okay, it’s ELO. In
1983, the Secret Messages
album was planned as a
double album, but the record
company only issued a single
album. At long last, in 2017,
the full double album, minus
one song that Jeff Lynne
doesn’t like, was re-issued
When I heard the album in
all its glory, I was inspired to
make a story out of it, despite
the fact that it wasn’t intended
to be a concept album
Do you have favourite
characters of your own? A
favourite story that you've
written? Anything you'd love to
see made into a movie/Net ix
series?
Of all the characters to
choose from, I’d have to say
Tolkien’s Gandalf is my
favorite of all. Grant Hudson
calls him “the old man with a
stick” who imparts hidden
wisdom and moves the story
forward. When I read
Tolkien’s trilogy at sixteen,
Gandalf stirred my
imagination more than any
other ctional character, and
has continued to hold me
spellbound to this day. I could
say the same for the characters
who play the same role as
Gandalf in other ction, like
Obi-wan Kenobi, and
Dumbledore, all my favorite
from their respective ctional
works. I don’t have a thing for
old men. My fascination is for
hidden power.
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Pam at home

Out of characters who I’ve written, I’m
pretty fond of Bargitta, the daughter of
immigrants from India who was born in
Birmingham in the U.K. She’s in the
current trilogy I’m writing. The book is
set in the 1980s, so Bargitta has both
racism and sexism to contend with. She’s
the love interest of the main character, the
crown prince of the planet Midnight
I think this trilogy I’m writing would
be a pretty good television series. Net ix,
are you listening
Describe your ideal life from your point of
view
I’m thrilled beyond words to say that I
am living my ideal life. I have a lovely,
one-story home with a garden and a
swimming pool. I keep my own hours.
My editing business has taken off, and
exactly the right number of referrals are
coming in. All the hard work of being
single and working to support myself
alone throughout my career has paid off,
and my retirement income is comfortable.
I’m grateful for my additional income
from writing and editing, but thankfully, I
don’t need it to get by

Rock ction is a young genre. These
stories are inspired by songs and those
who sing them. The concepts presented
are from the author, not the composers
of the songs, although there may be
some overlap.

I can’t say I’m lucky because looking
back, it was work and judicious saving
that brought me to a happy retirement.
Moving to California brought many
rewards as well as some hardships. It’s
expensive here, and working for an
enormous healthcare corporation took its
toll. But the juggernaut had better
retirement bene ts than the small clinics
where I’d been working in Memphis, so
it’s another lesson in taking the bitter
with the sweet

Put on some music, relax, and allow
yourself to be transported to a world of
musical imagination.

Now the only bitterness is the absence
of youth, but everyone knows that’s
coming, right

Thanks Pam! You can nd out
more about Pam’s books here.
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Success in the garden

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

EMILY FLUKE

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

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

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

Derbyshire Tales with a Twist
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

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

SONG OF THE

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

1. Who is the author of Kidnapped? Robert
Louis Stevenson.
2. The character of Mustardseed is found in
which Shakespearean play? A Midsummer
Night’s Dream.
3. “Lipstick on Your Collar” is a musical
drama written for TV. Who is the writer?
Dennis Potter.
4. What is the name the novel by George
Orwell where we nd the character
‘Napoleon’? Animal Farm.
5. Who is the author of The White Company?
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.
6. Bedknobs And Broomsticks is a book for
children. Who wrote it? Mary Norton
7. Name the British dramatist who wrote The
Norman Conquests – a trilogy? Alan
Ayckbourn
8. Satanic Verses is a controversial work.
Who wrote it? Salman Rushdie.
9. Name the play with which Shakespeare’s
started his career as a playwright. Titus
Andronicus.
10. Who ended his writing career with The
Last Tycoon? F Scott Fitzgerald.

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

At The Kilns
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Answers to last month’s questions:

1. Which English word denotes the act of smelling
books? Bibliosmia
2. Beatrix Potter’s most famous work Peter Rabbit was
rejected how many times by publishers (before starting
out as a self-published book which went on to sell 45
million copies when picked up by a traditional
publisher)? 27
3. Which famous author of detective stories wrote six
romance novels using the pen name ‘Mary
Westmacott’? Agatha Christie
4. Ray Bradbury’s famous dystopian novel Fahrenheit
451 was originally called what slightly less enticing
name? The Fireman
5. Why did China ban Alice in Wonderland? Because of
“its portrayal of anthropomorphized animals acting
on the same level of complexity as human beings.”
6. Jane Austen’s novel First Impressions was rejected
when the author was 21, but went on to nd success 14
years later under what title? Pride and Prejudice
7. What nationality was the rst recipient of the Nobel
Prize for Literature? The rst Nobel Prize in Literature
was awarded in 1901 to Sully Prudhomme of France.
8. Which 1939 novel by Ernest Vincent Wright does not
use any words beginning with the letter E in the entire
novel? Gadsby
9. Who is the most adapted author of all time? William
Shakespeare
10. Designer of the submarine, Simon Lake and Alberto
Santos-Dumont, a pioneer in aviation, were inspired by
which early science ction author? Jules Verne
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

G. MARINO LEYLAND

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

Pezzi Pazzi |
Crazy Pieces
65

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland

C. S. Lewis’s step-son
Douglas Gresham
See what

says about Justin Wiggins’ book

Surprised by Agape
in this video:

66

Get your copy today.

NEW RELEASE
JUSTIN WIGGINS

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
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A WRITER’S WORKSHOP with

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

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

The Lion, the Witch and
the Wardrobe — A Case Study
Here’s Part Twelve:

Plot Vacuums and the Four
Genres
These patterns apply across
the four broad genres: Epic,
Tragic, Ironic and Comic.
In Tragedies, our
commitment to the cause of the
protagonist is largely obtained
through the working of the
central gure's internal
character vacuum. This attracts
and absorbs reader attention
until we feel pity for him or
her. Once that commitment is
achieved, the reader or
audience can feel nothing but
sadness as that protagonist,
irrevocably taking on the
characteristics of an antagonist,
works through the core

vacuum to his or her inevitable
demise. Examples include
Shakespeare’s King Lear and
Macbeth, as well as the tale of
Darth Vader in Star Wars or
Severus Snape in the Harry
Potter series.
In Ironies, the increase in
vacuum power continues
exponentially past the point of
commitment until we as
readers or viewers are caught
in a hellish downward spiral
leading only to a nightmare or
a perpetual emptiness
resembling insanity. Think of
Fight Club or Brazil in lm
terms, or 1984 as a novel.
In Comedies and Romances,
after the point of commitment
is reached we can look forward
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to the core vacuum being lled,
usually with marriage or social
reconciliation. The true
antagonist is revealed and
expunged and all becomes
well. This is obvious in Pride
and Prejudice, for example.

1995’s Pride and Prejudice
by the BBC

Captain America: The
Winter Soldier has some
other features of interest
too.
During the lm, for
example, Rogers recognises
the Winter Soldier as Bucky
Barnes, his friend who was
captured and experimented
upon during WWII. Barnes
is the shadow protagonist,
outlined earlier: as his
name suggests, he is the
'Winter' soldier to Rogers'
'super' soldier. This
'shadow' gure appears in
other stories in various
genres: Gollum in The Lord
of the Rings; Malfoy in
Harry Potter; Anakin
Skywalker in the Star Wars
lm series; Bentley
Drummle and Orlick in
Great Expectations;
Wickham in Pride and
Prejudice; and so on.
'Shadow protagonists'
serve the same purpose as
almost any gure in any
successful work of ction:
they increase vacuum
power. By painting a
picture of a character
similar to the protagonist
but emptier and darker, the
writer suggests even more
losses or threats of loss.
Could the protagonist
become his or her darker
self? Does the destiny of
the hero depend on knifeedge decisions? These are
linear vacuums of the
'What could happen next?'
variety. They also serve to
hook in readers and glue
them to the page.

Could the
protagonist
become his or her
darker self?
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Shadow
Protagonists

Shadow Protagonists

Summary
Fiction writers are usually of a
mindset to 'have original ideas'
and then to pump them out onto
the page: images, ideas, 'real'
characters, lots of con ict, and a
three-act structure are said to be
the winning ingredients, along
with the 'journey' of the
protagonist through a sequence of
events.
These are big mistakes.
They are mistakes made by
almost every writer on the planet.
Following that advice on its own
creates an uphill struggle and
countless texts and millions of

words of ction-writing advice.
Most of it is not entirely true, and
is wasteful, exhausting and
boring.
The answer to getting, holding
and keeping readers is much
simpler:
Only powerful enough vacuums
will motivate the reader to overcome
his or her own inertia so that he or
she makes an emotional commitment
to the story.
The writer should only
address those things that attract
the reader: needs, emptinesses,
vacuums, missing things.
Talk about wounds, scars,
missing parents, dangers,

mysteries, risks and everincreasing stakes and the reader
will become more and more
committed to the story. Plug
lesser vacuums in to common
vacuums about loss of
companionship or education and
then plug those into basic
vacuums such as threats to
shelter, health and life.
In other words, write about
anything that makes vacuums
bigger and needs greater. What
about writing about ideas,
images, things you want to write
about? That's all very well, but if
you want to attract readers, you'll
need vacuums.

Only powerful enough
vacuums will motivate the reader
to overcome his or her own
inertia so that he or she makes
an emotional commitment to the
story.
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The Lion, the Witch and
the Wardrob
Let’s look at another
example to see how character,
linear, mystery, moral and core
vacuums work together to
produce a successful story.
In C. S. Lewis's worldfamous children's book, The
Lion, the Witch and the
Wardrobe, we begin with four
children whose initial
character vacuum is the same:
they have lost their homes and
(at least temporarily) their
parents due to the Second
World War, taking place 'off-

stage' when the story begins.
The opening sentence
establishes the extent of the
initial vacuum:
Once there were four children
whose names were Peter, Susan,
Edmund and Lucy. This story is
about something that happened to
them when they were sent away
from London during the war
because of the air-raids.
After Lucy discovers a
magical portal, our attention is
hooked by a strong mystery
vacuum: what is really going
on with a wardrobe that leads
to another world? Fantasy
vacuums play on the mystery

of magic: what if the world as
the reader normally knows it
is not all that there is?
'This must be a simply
enormous wardrobe!' thought
Lucy, going still further in and
pushing the soft folds of the coats
aside to make room for her. Then
she noticed that there was
something crunching under her
feet. 'I wonder is that more
mothballs?' she thought, stooping
down to feel it with her hand. But
instead of feeling the hard,
smooth wood of the oor of the
wardrobe, she felt something soft
and powdery and extremely cold.

2005’s The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe lm
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This kind of mystery vacuum
carries a great deal of power if
managed correctly. It underlies
much of the success of the
fantasy and science ction
genres and plays a large role in
children's literature precisely
because, for children, the
'normal' world isn't yet as totally
settled as it is for most adults.
The mystery vacuum is broad
and taps into such questions as
‘What is the true nature of
reality?’
In Lewis's work, before long,
character vacuums kick in: Lucy,
her visit to Narnia challenged,
loses the trust of her older
brothers and sister. Once all the

children are in Narnia, Lucy
then loses her new friend Mr.
Tumnus and, in an escalating
series of vacuums, the children
soon afterwards lose their
brother Edmund.
Before long, it's clear that
Edmund is more deeply lacking
the empathic qualities of the
others. He takes on some of the
characteristics of an antagonist:
a character construct who is
busy lling vacuums incorrectly
or falsely.
The silence and the loneliness
were dreadful. In fact I really think
he might have given up the whole
plan and gone back and owned up

and made friends with the others, if
he hadn't happened to say to
himself, 'When I'm King of Narnia
the rst thing I shall do will be to
make some decent roads.' And of
course that set him off thinking
about being a King and all the other
things he would do and this cheered
him up a good deal. He had just
settled in his mind what sort of
palace he would have and how
many cars and all about his private
cinema and where the principal
railways would run and what laws
he would make against beavers and
dams and was putting the nishing
touches to some schemes for keeping
Peter in his place, when the weather
changed.
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The Winter Soldier and
Alexander Pierce — Shadow
72
Protagonist
and Antagonist

'But that isn't what she'll do
rst,' said Mrs Beaver, 'not if I
know her. The moment that
Edmund tells her that we're all

here she'll set out to catch us this
very night, and if he's been gone
about half an hour, she'll be here
in about another twenty
minutes.'
'You're right, Mrs Beaver,'
said her husband, 'we must all
get away from here. There's not a
moment to lose.’
As we have pointed out,
linear vacuums are the bare
bones of any story, since storytelling began: one event after
another, prompted by the
question ‘What will happen
next?’ Unfortunately, for many
writers linear vacuums are all
the vacuums that are
employed. Alone, they are not

enough. Apart from being
driven through a story, we need
to have our attention glued to
the story. While we are
moving through the chase
sequence, our attention is
attracted by the character
vacuums of poor Edmund,
upon whom it gradually
dawns that he has chosen the
wrong side, and by the
mystery vacuum of Aslan the
Lion
When the children meet
Aslan, the supreme ally, (in
effect the old man with a stick
representing as he does the
Emperor-Over-Sea) it seems at
rst that all the vacuums will
be imminently lled,
equilibrium restored and the
tale concluded — and this may
very well have been the case in
the hands of a lesser storyteller. Lewis has other ideas.
He intends to create an even
bigger loss, need, desire,
through Aslan's sacri ce, thus
manufacturing the big
character and plot vacuum
needed to draw the reader into
maximum emotional
commitment.
With Aslan gone, we
apparently lose everything just
when we thought that the
battle and the story might be
over. This moment is also
tangled up with a big moral
vacuum: ‘What is the right
thing to do?’ Aslan makes the
supreme sacri ce because it is
the right thing to do, and the
moral vacuum grips us even
further.
Susan and Lucy are
witnesses to the sacri ce and
experience a huge loss:

A poster from 2005’s The Lion, the
Witch and the Wardrobe lm
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The real antagonist of the
story is the White Witch, of
course. She is the one seeking
to enforce her own vacuumlling ‘solutions’ onto the
world. The bulk of the story is
a chase sequence as she
pursues the children across
Narnia. This is a classic linear
vacuum mechanism: ‘What
will happen next?’ is the
ongoing question in a chase or
hunt which moves the reader
through the tale, event by
event.

And it was all more lonely and
hopeless and horrid than I know
how to describe. 'I wonder could
we untie him as well?' said Susan
presently. But the enemies, out of
pure spitefulness, had drawn the
cords so tight that the girls could
make nothing of the knots. I hope
no one who reads this book has
been quite as miserable as Susan
and Lucy were that night; but if
you have been - if you've been up
all night and cried till you have no
more tears left in you - you will
know that there comes in the end a
sort of quietness. You feel as if
nothing was ever going to happen
again. At any rate that was how it
felt to these two.
Hours and hours seemed to go
by in this dead calm, and they
hardly noticed that they were
getting colder and colder
It takes a giant vacuum to
get a giant emotional
commitment.

It takes a giant
vacuum to g a giant
emotional commitment.
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But Lewis isn’t writing a
Tragedy or an Irony — he
wants to produce Joy. Aslan’s
resurrection lls this core
vacuum and removes the nal
mystery vacuum:
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'But what does it all mean?'
asked Susan when they were
somewhat calmer.
'It means,' said Aslan, 'that
though the Witch knew the Deep
Magic, there is a magic deeper still
which she did not know: Her
knowledge goes back only to the
dawn of time. But if she could
have looked a little further back,
into the stillness and the darkness
before Time dawned, she would
have read there a different
incantation. She would have
known that when a willing victim
who had committed no treachery
was killed in a traitor's stead, the
Table would crack and Death itself
would start working backwards.
And now -'

'Oh yes. Now?' said Lucy,
jumping up and clapping her
hands.
'Oh, children,' said the Lion, 'I
feel my strength coming back to
me. Oh, children, catch me if you
can!'
Once the reader is
emotionally committed on this
scale, the battle that takes place
afterwards has meaning;
without the commitment, it's
just words on a page, a hollow
scenario, like a scene from a
video game.
It's all the more powerful
when the children take up the
empty thrones in Cair Paravel
because their character
vacuums are also lled:
Edmund matures into a
rounded human being and all
the children grow into adult
kings and queens:
75

These two Kings and two
Queens governed Narnia well,
and long and happy was their
reign. At rst much of their time
was spent in seeking out the
remnants of the White Witch's
army and destroying them, and
indeed for a long time there would
be news of evil things lurking in
the wilder parts of the forest — a
haunting here and a killing there,
a glimpse of a werewolf one month
and a rumour of a hag the next.
But in the end all that foul brood
was stamped out. And they made
good laws and kept the peace and
saved good trees from being
unnecessarily cut down, and
liberated young dwarfs and young
satyrs from being sent to school,
and generally stopped busybodies
and interferers and encouraged
ordinary people who wanted to
live and let live.

As you can see, in an ideal
work of ction, character
vacuums (missing parents,
wounds, scars and so on)
attract readers, but should then
unite with simple linear
vacuums ('What will happen
next?’) to produce momentum.
Mystery vacuums ('What's
really going on?’) glue our
attention, along with moral
vacuums (‘What’s the right
thing to do?’) Core vacuums
(tapping into basic vacuums
and carrying the reader
through to the nale) then
produce what the reader wants:
ful lment.
The more vacuums, the
better, is the usual rule. In
Comedies and Epics, we expect
vacuums to be lled; in
Tragedies and Ironies, vacuums
tend to remain un lled and
others are only partially lled
or lled in unexpected ways.
Get the reader more
worried, more anxious,
increase the need. 'Is it
unethical to worry a reader by
apparently increasing his or her

needs?' you ask. The purpose is
to achieve emotional
commitment — without
emotional commitment, the
tale is hollow.
Your job as a ction writer is
to create and then ll vacuums
(or leave them empty, if you
want to produce a tragic or
ironic mood).
'If I’m spending all this time
encouraging talk about the
vacuums of the reader, don’t I
ever get to speak about what I
want to write about?' is another
common question at this point.
If ction doesn’t generate
vacuums that resonate with the
needs of readers, it is never
going to succeed. It will always
ght an uphill battle to get
published. Strangely, the truth
is that, if this is done right,
imaginative ideas will ow
more easily and be lled with
new meaning. That’s because
meaning shines out in contrast
with all the gaps, emptinesses,
needs, desires and losses that
are created.
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The meaningfulness of ction
deepens as more vacuums are
added.
Readers aren’t attracted to
meaning in any context. They
are only attracted to meaning
by the vacuums around it.
Attempts to convey meaning
without vacuums will cause
reader attention to drift. This
gives us one of the chief axioms
of vacuum power:
Loss of interest in readers
always always always indicates a
weakening of vacuums in the work
being read.
The job of a vacuumgenerating writer is to boost
the vacuums until the reader
emotionally commits, not rave
on about ideas or something
else while the reader slows to a
standstill or slides backwards.
Those things that appear to
us to be 'dramatic' or 'actionpacked' or full of energy in
stories are precisely those
things that contain vacuums.
And vacuums are contagious.

How
Stories
Really
Work

vacuums and eventually core
vacuums.
If this sequence is followed,
readers emotionally commit
with almost no effort
whatsoever.
Keep talking about ideas,
'character background',
exposition, description, or any
other attempt to show off
'style', and so on, and a work
of ction risks losing readers.
Epics, then, conclude with
social and individual vacuums
being lled satisfactorily.

Often, though, as we have
pointed out, the protagonist’s
vacuums grow so large within
the tale that they are dif cult to
ll within the constructed
stagework of the story and so
the protagonist must move to
some kind of higher plane:
Frodo goes to Valinor; Harry
becomes an adult wizard; Luke
Skywalker becomes a Jedi;
Arthur goes to Avalon to
become the 'Once and Future
King’, and so on.

SUBSCRIBE NOW so that you don’t miss how to apply
this to YOUR writing— or get How Stories Really Work
here as a paperback or Kindle edition

Exploring
the Physics
of Fiction

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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In successful ction,
universal vacuums lead to
common vacuums which in
turn lead to basic vacuums.
When a reader arrives at a
piece of ction, they
experience, through the
mechanism of character
vacuums, a universally
recognisable loss or need; then
those losses or needs grow into
emptinesses, desires, mysteries
and unknowns through linear
vacuums, mystery vacuums,
character vacuums, moral

FICTION by GARY BONN
Gary Bonn has lived all his life as an artist, rebel and writer, on the margin of life,
and is the author of over 100 short stories covering a variety of genres. He’s also
written books, self-published and otherwise, some of which you can nd here. His
writing is a crusade, words are his lance. Gary lives in Scotland with his wife and
family. NOTE: This episode contains adult material.

“Dad, it was like... There just aren’t words... It’s
like the design was uid and coming from God
knows where … Dick’s mind or something. The
stylus had nothing to do with it, or maybe a bit
because by pointing, changing the angle or twisting
it, the design altered and moved as he wanted. I’m
certain the stylus didn’t make it initially. Sometimes
he would tug at the design’s edge to shift it and it
would spring back a bit, like a tted sheet on a bed
when you pull to straighten it. But Dick was able to
predict how far it would recoil so it fell into a
straight edge or whatever he was aiming to
achieve.
“I must see this for myself. Go on.
“Yes, yes you must see it. Everything glitters or
goes white and layers of design move behind each
other when you change the light – just like when
turning the one he brought. You know, the surface
of the water and the dazzle on the sand below. He
can make it glitzy and bold but always tones it right
down so you have to really look and discover – that
there-but-not-there effect. Oh dear, I could go on
and on about this.
“Keep going. Did you try it yourself?
“Yes and no. I couldn’t do it without his hand on
mine. He went and got a huge slab of glass, really
thick, took my hand, and looked away saying, ‘This
is your work. I don’t want to in uence it in any
way’.” Roy stays silent. She sighs and bites a lip.
“You still there?
“Of course. You’re psyching up to say the
important bit, aren’t you?
“Right, when it’s happening …. what happens is
impossible, impossible here, that is. It’s like, when
he held my hand we went to a place, or to the edge
of it, where it was possible to do it, did it there and
came back with the glass – though we didn’t move
at all.” Esther groans. “That didn’t make any sense,
did it?
“It reminds me of something someone once
said...
“This is not the time for epigrams.”

Cutting it
Fine
Part Four
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“No, I agree. It is a bit of an
aphorism though. Hear me out. It’s
about the older a person becomes the
more they realise they don’t know
anything and never did. I think it’s
more like the stronger you grow, the
more you’re able to cope with the fact
that you’re completely ignorant. Every
time I think I understand reality it
does something to prove me wrong. I
must see Dick at work. I really must.
And something else I must ask, are
you implying that he can do magic?
“Don’t be silly.
“I’m quite serious. Do you really
think you know everything about
everything?
“I told you not to be silly but you’re
not listening.
“So if you don’t know everything
and don’t know what you don’t know,
how can you tell what’s real and what
isn’t?
“Well done for your dogged
persistence in the face of my
commands.
Roy laughs. “Tell me about this
non-magical place you went to the
edge of without magically moving.
Ester stutters at this, “I … oh …
well … ah … what are you doing in
Leicester?
“Following leads but every time we
do it’s dead ends or generates more
possibilities than we can handle. I’m
off to look at a diary in a museum in
Carlisle tomorrow. I think your
mother is inspecting shops and
commercial properties in London. I
think that’s smoke and mirror
language for shopping and getting her
hair done.
“What are you actually doing and
how’s this connected to Gran?
“That was a wild goose chase on a
vague hunch. We got nowhere. We’re
trying to nd out who owns the estate
… the house Dick lives in. Someone
must. Every square millimetre of the
UK is owned by someone.
~
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“I think being a phone pixie must be a
rotten job. One day I’ll nd a way to free
you and bring you eternal happiness.
Incidentally, you really do sound like
Esther. Well done, I say.
“Dick, my dear friend, that’s twice
you’ve successfully answered your
phone. Where are you? I just stopped at
your house and you failed to be there. It’s
no way to treat me.
“I’ve been running along the
riverbank, bathed in starlight of course.
Currently I’ve paused to summon
suf cient strength to sprint past what I
discovered earlier to be a hen party,
barbecue, drunken orgy. No man is safe.
Someone pulled my shorts down last
time I passed.
“What does she look like? I’ll kill her
for you.
“She’s not moving a lot at the moment.
She may be dead already. Tall, coquettish,
golden hair, incomprehensible, vomits
over nettles and footpaths then passes
out. Anyone you know?
“Avoid them all. Swim across the
river.
“Are you sure? Won’t that damage this
phone?
“Dear God … you actually read
manuals? I’ll buy you fty bloody
phones. Don’t go near those women if
you value your virginity.
“Should I? Am I really a virgin?
Sometimes I...
“Stop there – but good: sperm has a
short shelf life. Swim. Now.
“I thought you wanted to visit a
cousin?
“I did but her waters broke two days
early. Some people are downright
inconsiderate.
“I’d better go; the women have seen
me. Where are you?
“I’ll meet you at the end of the bridge.
I had to park away from the house
because of bloody roadworks.
“Wish me luck. I hope to have enough
time to free my pixie so he doesn’t
drown. Do you have any tips on how to
swim? It can’t be too dif cult.”
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“Dick, forget I said that! I was
joking.
“Don’t you worry: I’ll be ne.
Esther waits in growing tension,
with elements of panic introducing
themselves to her heart and breathing
rates. Far away, on the opposite bank
and upstream, is a source of light and
noise she believes to be the party. She
takes a few steps down a treacherous
zig-zag path, and hugs herself against
the night’s chilly breezes. Deciding
there’s no good reason for both of
them to break their ankles in the dark,
Esther waits for the sound of Dick
running and the snap of bones
“Boo!
“Shit!” Esther ails her arms in a
futile attempt to stop plummeting
down the slope in a popular dogwalking area famous for its repulsive
odours. Strong arms forestall disaster
and Dick sniggers into her neck
Growling and batting his hands
away, Esther turns. “You bastard, you
total bastard.
“Well, I was about to swim but
then I remembered this bridge. You
can walk right across the river and
not get wet. It’s a really clever idea. I
also discovered hen parties
progressively reduce the speed,
thinking capabilities and coordination
of those who attend them. A quick
dash was all it took. I must apologise
if creeping up silently and shouting in
your ear caused you to suddenly
require new underwear.
“If you go two paces back and take
a running jump in that direction, you
can land on spiked railings.
Dick hauls her back up the slope.
“Here, pavement. You can’t fall over
so easily.” He looks at Esther in
confusion, studying every part until
he sees her shoes. “Is that … are you
wearing scaffolding?
“They’re called high heels. You
wear them when visiting girlfriends.
“Why?”
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Esther shrugs his hand from her
arm. “Because … because...” She
wails. “I don’t know!
They walk back towards
Windhover, Dick says, “Hurry, I
want to show you something.
“I’m going as fast as I can. Don’t
say a word.
He stops and whispers, “Look,
bats. I love the way they y. We’d
better be quiet so as not to scare
them off.
“Keep going, I’m cold.
“Ssh. Here, you can have my Tshirt.
Esther whispers, “I don’t want
your smelly shirt. How on earth are
you not cold? and how do you live in
your unheated mausoleum of a
house all winter?
“I love crisp, cold mornings.
When I get up I put my hands on the
windows. Before long I’ve melted
two hand shapes through the ice and
can see out to check the weather.
“Dear God... Look, one day – my
birthday perhaps – can you speak
without scrambling my head?
“I love the cool water and slivers
of ice trickling to my elbows and
splashing down my bare legs.
“I’ve decided my birthday starts
right now. Begin by leaving out the
word bare from every sentence.”
Esther lifts the latch and pushes. The
gate swings. “Why is it so quiet all of
a sudden?
“I greased the hinges. I don’t like
scaring bats. We need them right
now.” He takes her arm. “This way.
“Keep your bloody hands to
yourself. What’s this about bats?
Nobody really needs them.
“Shh. Through here. This is it.
There’s a stone bench and you can
see most of the garden.
“Thank you for telling me about
the bit of garden I designed several
years ago when I was a child, and
come to nearly every day. I almost
forgot about it.”
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“Alright, sit here and look into that
blackness where the pond is. Right into
the centre where the owerpot is on the
stone.
“It’s not on the stone. Someone’s
moved it. It’s right beside me.
“I slightly know that already. Now
pretend you are looking at something on
the stone.
“Have you noticed my clever design?
People can’t see this area from the house.
It’s totally immune to parental snooping
and those bushes mean no one can hear
you.
“No, I didn’t but that’s very clever
indeed. Stop looking at stars – or
anything but where the owerpot was.
Don’t blink.
“I’m cold, you... Oh! Oh … what was
that?” Esther’s last words are muf ed by
her ngers
“Keep looking. You can only see it if
you’re looking directly. It didn’t work so
well underground in my workshop.
Esther’s right hand fumbles in the
dark until she squeezes his. “Is … is … is
that really...? And again!” She gasps. “It
goes into the water! What’s happening?
Dick lays a hand over hers,
sandwiching it. “I don’t know. I just
don’t know. I was hoping you’d explain.
That is your work after all.
Esther gasps again. “Oh, Dick, that’s
so beautiful. I’ve never...” Her words
fade until she murmurs, “Oosh.
“Oosh?
“It’s what I say when something, or
everything, is perfect, beyond imagining.
Oh, Dick, did we really do that? There!
You can see some of the lighthouse
mirrors. But … but surely I didn’t draw
them that well.
Dick strokes her ngers. “Very very
occasionally, when I feel things are
absolutely right, the design actually does
what my mind wants rather than
anything I’m capable of. You did it rst
time. I’m in awe. That was amazing.” He
releases her hands and strips his top off.
“Here, put this over your jacket. You’re
starting to shiver.”
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“You’re an ace. Do you know that?
I want to sit and look. Squeeze up
beside me. You’ll be warmer.” Esther
watches the sculpture while allowing
Dick to rub her ngers and the tip of
her nose warm. She says, “It makes
the bats glitter when they get close,
like glowing bres. I don’t know
anything about this but the glass is
reacting to something. I know there
are particles zooming through space,
even right through planets. I wonder...
Oh! Did you see that?” She lays her
head on Dick’s shoulder and nuzzles
it. “Oh God. I give in.
“Is it happening to you now?
“Ages ago but I fought like hell. It
was all so quick.
“I just gave in … saved a lot of time
and effort.
Esther sniffs, lays her head on
Dick’s chest, and gasps. Tears,
running down his chest, glitter in the
strange luminescence of the sculpture.
A storm of emotion engulfs her and
cascades in juddering sobs. The
tumult subsides, emptying her, with
every stroke of Dick’s hand on her
hair. She gasps again. “Look... Did we
really do that … really?
“It was mainly you. Hey, wow, if
your beauty comes out in what you
create, think how beautiful our
children will be.
“Back off, mister. You’ve already
trapped me. No need to screw the lid
down and weld it. Hey, have you
noticed the ashes happen so fast, like
hundreds or thousandths of a second?
I... Oh, that’s just weird. That means
we don’t actually see them. Nerves
just aren’t that fast – not if you ask my
biology teacher Smithy.
“You’ve lost me.
“I need to get my head round this.
We don’t see the lights … we only see
a memory of them.” Esther chuckles.
“That’s too weird. I think I’m going
mad.
“Let’s get you inside and make lots
of hot chocolate.”
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“Tempting, but I want to call Dad
and send him a vid.” She grips her
phone, spilling clutter from the
handbag. A hiss of frustrations
precedes, “No, nothing. Everything’s
too dark and faint. Wait.” She puts the
phone to her ear. “What-ho, Dad.
Luckily for you you’ve actually picked
up your voicemail and, as a result,
saved your life. I was going to boil you
in ants for not listening to this, so you’re
spared. It’s a bit of a disappointment
but I’ll save my ant army, very hungry
ant army, for another time. Hope you’ve
both found a nice posh hotel in Carl …
whatever, or are you sleeping under
newspapers in the bus station? This
glass thingy. It’s weird and I reckon
reacting to particles and quarks and
neutrinos and other cosmic blobs which
make waves of greens and blues on
impact. You know, exactly like a cloud
chamber but completely different.
Sometimes it ashes a bit the same as
opals or mother of pearl and even gold.
Then you see big chunks of my
lighthouse lens design. It’s dead cool
and doesn’t need batteries. There is
de nitely some sciency thing going
down. You know anything about
patents? Go ahead: tomorrow will do.
Thanks for listening. I love you and
won’t kill you in the near future. Sleep
well and don’t think of ants...
Dick covers his mouth, suppressing
an explosion of mirth. “Wonderful! But
I’m a bit concerned you think the lights
are caused by zooming things. I thought
it was the magic kangaroos stampeding
in the garden.
“What are you going on about now?
“They’re all over the place. I’ll grab
one for you.” He wraps her in a hug
and they both fall
“Ow! Get off me, you creep! Piss off!
My hair’s in the bloody pond.
“Ah, you make a lovely soft landing.
But is that actually you? I thought...
That’s an impressive disguise – though
a bit ugly, even for a roo. Do you like
my Australian hunting dive? I just
invented it.”
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Esther turns into a ailing frenzy
of snarls and vicious limbs. “Death!”
But Dick ees into the night. She
wrings out the ends of her hair while
watching a curve of green and gold
ow like a cataract through the glass
and down into the water – not as a
re ection but a continuation. “That’s
… that’s impossible,” she whispers,
and shakes from an enchanted trance
as shivers rattle down her spine
Esther remains enraptured until,
from the front door, Dick shouts,
“Hot chocolate all steamy and so
thick you’ll have to chew it. I used the
cooker. Don’t know about you but I’m
impressed. Does everyone make
smoke and ames or do I possess
unique talents?
Esther abandons her stilettos and
weaves between owerbeds until the
front light switches on. Dick stands,
bare-chested, with tangled curls lying
on gleaming skin. She stops. Oh,
gods, she thinks, he’s wearing far too
much. “Put the mugs down. You’re in
serious trouble.
“Really? What have I done?
“Not enough: not nearly enough.
Mugs, down: now.
“I feel safer holding them. You
look … predatory.
She stands on tiptoes and growls
in his ear, “Put them down or
chocolate will go everywhere. I don’t
want our bodies sticking together
afterwards.” She takes the mugs and
turns to place them on a cabinet
“You mean … what? Oh!” Dick
dashes into the living room, leaps a
sofa and ees up the stairs, laughing.
“I’m too young!” Esther is ve paces
behind and closing fast
Dick attempts to hide in a
bedroom but only gets as far as
opening the door. Legs pinioned by
Esther’s strong arms, he crashes to
the oor. “Ow! Do you play rugby or
something?
“No. It’s called ‘Give me back my
satchel, bitch’. It was a school
activity.” Esther sits on his heaving
chest while she gets her own breath
back. “Now you’re for it.”

“But, but, neither of us know what to
do!
“It can’t be that hard. Mum and Dad
sussed it … well, once at least.
“Can’t we nd a book …
instructions?
“Idiot, it isn’t like assembling atpack furniture.” She slides back and
kisses his chest hair. “Oh, maybe it is.
‘Remove all packaging’. Here, get my top
off. Oh, for goodness sake, you’ll be ages
like that. Try this.” A blouse ies across
the corridor. “And this.” Her bra follows
it. “Stand up and take everything off.
“What makes you think you can boss
me about?” Dick says, stumbling to his
feet and slipping his shorts down
“Just do everything I say and no one
will be injured too much, OK? Lesson
one: this is a naked woman. Right,
‘Check you have all the parts listed
below’.” Pushing him back a pace, she
adds, “So far so good. Now ‘Take part B’
– that’s B for boy.” She pulls him closer.
“That’s this bit. Wow, that’s hot! ‘And
insert into slot G’. That’s this bit. Give me
your hand. This bit. right, that’s... Oh, my
God... Yes, just like you did with my feet.
A bit longer, much, much longer. Shit, my
legs are giving way.” Her voice is
faltering to a low murmur
Dick lowers her to the oor. “Stop
playing with part B. Now what?
“Oh, the instructions go something
like, ‘Apply long or short screw as
required’.
“Look, I’m not making you feel
obliged to do this am...?
“No, hurry up.
“Are you being pressurised by social
expectations? or...
“I don’t believe this. Lie on your back:
I’ll do it.
“Are you sure this is the right time for
you?
“F*ck me for f*ck’s sake! But keep
doing that for a while.
“You know I use my tongue when
doing massages?
“Arg! Yes, no, oh... I want all of it –
everything: right now.”
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“What can I do that will give you...?
“Stop talking! That’s it, I’m taking
command of the situation.
Their communication simpli es to
cries, gasps and murmurs – the meaning
of which is faultless language without
words. Soon, not only does their sweat
mingle but, if they had a moment to
re ect, they’ve lost their boundaries and
become one entity. They are entirely
unaware of other noises such as
splintering furniture or carpet tacks
pinging against windows
Esther sighs, relaxes and bumps her
head on a wall. “We’ve travelled halfway
down the landing. What happened?
What was that?
“You felt it too? Of course, I felt you
feeling it. We felt us... Us … I think that
sums it up.
“Yes, a word isn’t needed if you’re
actually being it. However, I have to
congratulate you on gaining free access
to all of my freckles forever.” They lie
tangled together. The only sounds are
the soft susurrations of strokes and
kisses
“Do you think our chocolate is cold?”
Esther asks
“Fossilised. Anyway, I doubt if I can
crawl that far. I think we should just lie
on the carpet for a week and eat,” he
looks around, “carpet. I don’t have the
energy for the endless trek to our mugs.
Did it say in the instructions to take a
break sometimes? Like, you know, as
they do in some sporting events?
“Like a marathon with lunch breaks
and time for the odd snooze?
Dick sits up. “Oh … you know what
we forgot?
“Yes … now you’ve reminded me.
Don’t worry, we can use two next time to
make up for it.
“Good plan. How many screws are
left with your instructions?
“We used at least half a dozen.
There’s about a thousand left. Don’t
worry, the shops open at nine.
“I’m still a little concerned. If you do
become pregnant, you know I’ll...”
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“No! Stop! You’re wearing your
speech face and I’m about to scratch it
off. Go back to all romantic – drippy
but it’s less exasperating.” Esther curls
up, rests her head on his chest and
plays with the springy hair. “That was
like a baptism. Your soul emerges
washed clean and ready for a new
life.
“Which begins with cold chocolate.
I’ll help you up. Ah, I seem to have
aged seventy years.” He struggles to
rise. “Make that eighty – disastrous if
you are pregnant with a number of
little Esthers.
“I want Dicks.
“What are we talking about and
how many? I’m running out.
From behind the door Dick opened
in his ight from Esther, comes
Ingrid’s voice calling, “Have you two
quite nished? I could make us all
fresh cocoa.
Esther screams and leaps to her
feet, racing to the door and putting her
head round. “Mum! Dad! … you
bastards! You utter, utter bastards!” she
screeches
Dick cringes, covers his ears and
decides never to upset Esther unless
he wears ear defenders
Ingrid replies, “Calm yourself, dear.
We didn’t want to disturb you. It was
all so spontaneous and beautiful.
“You could at least have covered
your ears.
“We did – well, Roy did …
sometimes. Is Dick still naked? I want
to see his...
“Mother! Anyway, it’s not his now:
it’s mine.
“Relax. Anyway, it’s a fabulous
opportunity for us all to jump into the
jacuzzi and discuss our situation –
with the convenient opportunity to
drown each other. We have amazing
news. Maybe Roy and I will become
sleuths. Get up, you lump. Esther, take
Dick and shower yourselves; you’ll
both be sticky. I’ll make cocoa.”
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Esther slams the door shut and
leans against it. Watching Dick
hopping around and pulling
shorts on, she says, “I’m so sorry,”
and bangs the door with her head.
“I can’t believe they’re in such a
hurry to be strangled. Not to
mention that Mum’s shrugged it
off and gone into organising
mode. The problem with old
people is they think they’re in
charge.”
He walks over and hugs her
“You are an adult and
wonderfully in charge of you.
“More than either of them, yes,
but, I dunno... Jacuzzi … all of us
at once? Maybe they regressed to
about two and a half while I
wasn’t looking.
“Or maybe they know
something we don’t.
“What?
“Something … haven’t you
noticed? Let’s just see where this
leads.” He kisses her. “Take a risk
with me. Something good may
happen. I’ve read about Jacuzzis, I
think. Is it rum, ice and fruit – and
sometimes zzy water?
“Don’t give the maniacs any
ideas.” She grabs his hand. “I’m
taking you to my shower. Right
now.

SUBSCRIBE NOW SO THAT YOU DON’T MISS THE NEXT EPISODE!
And nd out more about Gary Bonn’s books on the next page…
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CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

GARY BONN
Through
Another’s
Eyes: A
Short Story
Collection

The
Tethered
Goat: A
Collection of
Short Stories

‘If there is a cutting edge of
storytelling, Bonn is ahead of it,
sharpening the blade…’
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn

Poe y C n
Poetry this month from ELIZABETH BROWN

Bluebells
A fresh April breeze blows across the field as we make our way to
the wood, Bright stars of golden dandelions mark the way,
Pausing at the wooden stile we climb with practised ease,
To see the nodding bluebells dance and sway.
A haze of blue delights our eyes as far as we can see,
Ten thousand fragrant bluebells, maybe more,
With careful tread we make our way between the trees and flowers,
Our footsteps soft upon the woodland floor.
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Early spring sun peeps through the trees to warm the soft still
air,
Tree shadows painted on the ground,
The bluebells shine and glisten with the touch of springtime
sun Each year we say these are the best we’ve found.
© Elizabeth Brown
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Visit the artistic world of Grant P. Hudson —
original art, now on over 5,000 items of
merchandise internationally.
Available for commissions.
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/studio-world

The Clarendon House
Submissions Process
Want to submit a novel?
Novella? Collection? Play?
Some other substantial work?
Writers want to get
published. Ideally, they want to
receive monetary reward for
their work too
I’ve been contemplating for
some time how best to serve
those needs.
Right now, Clarendon House
anthologies accept submissions
without cash payment to
authors, but in return offer the
opportunity for such
submissions to be voted as ‘best
in the anthology’ by readers —
and a winning vote gets the
author a book contract, a chance
to publish their own book upon
which royalties are paid.
Having a limited budget as
an independent publisher, and
no resources other than myself,
some expertise and a laptop,

that was the best I could come
up with at the time to help
writers get established and start
a paying career. As far as I know,
no other publisher in the world
offers such an arrangement. And
it’s been successful, with eight
authors so far having received
royalties on their own books
after following this route
But that pathway is still too
narrow, I think. There needs to
be a wider gateway to
commercial returns, especially
for new authors
Over the last three years,
since I started publishing
anthologies and personal
collections, I’ve received almost
two thousand submissions of
one kind or another, and I’ve
been able to make observations

.
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about them ranging from their
format to their subject matter to
their overall shape. I have also
observed what works and what
doesn’t work in the world of
marketing (and summarised
those ndings in an e-book). All
of those observations add up to
being able to make certain
judgements about whether or
not individual pieces of work
are viable as publications.
Viability is based on questions
like
‘Does this work have an
audience?’
‘What is the likely
commercial size of that
audience?’ and
‘Is there enough potential
here to warrant the time and
effort involved in publishing it?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A Startling New
Look at the
Meaning of the
Universe,

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

BONUS:
FREE Tarot Readings
101

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/new-tarot

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

And Still I Had These Dreams

ANN CHRISTINE TABAKA

‘And still, I had these dreams.
Dreams of grandeur, iced in white frosting.
Waking to the truth…’
A collection of beautiful poems from an award-winning poet
102

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ann-christine-tabaka

ARTICLE by C. L. STEELE
C. L. Steele, an internationally published speculative ction author
enjoys creating new and future worlds. In addition to numerous
publications, Steele has been a contributor to three literary journals/
magazines and nished fth in the Great Clarendon House Writing
Challenge 2019. Poetry continues to call, earning a few published
pieces and a daily practice Facebook page. New this year is a blog for
both ction and non- ction writing. And a proud new journey of selfpublishing as founder of Say It Publishing. C. L. Steele writes many
hours a day as the cats, Magic and Eclipse, watch, play, and distract.
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I’m grateful to have been
invited to a New York writing
group. One of the good things
to come from Co-vid was Zoom
which allowed me to travel to
this meeting every month
through 2020. Last month we
were challenged to write a 1k

Beginnings

story focusing on a great
opening. Here are some things I
learned about short stories and
the crucial make or break
opening.
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“The primary duty of
literature is to tell us the truth
about ourselves by telling us
lies about people who never
existed.”
~ Stephen King (Freedom With
Writing)

A short story describes an
event, as opposed to expressing a
writer's opinion (essay) or
describing a feeling or memory
(slice of life). Short stories have a
single event. It seems simple, but
understanding the intent of the
short story is essential. Short
stories are unlike novels which
can span many events and can
explore many sub-themes. The
short story is about a speci c
moment in time. You can’t cover
World War I well in a short story,
but you can capture those ve
minutes as soldiers awaited their
fate in the WWI bunker. In other
words, keep your story succinct
and purposeful. The smaller the
word count, the smaller the event
and often the bigger the impact.
We all can connect to small
things. The key is to take that
small thing and show how it is a
big thing. That small thing is the
universal pull to the reader. It is
what calls to the reader and
engages the reader in our writing,
in our thoughts and themes
which we want to put out there in
the world to entertain or
in uence others. Here is an
example of an engaging rst
paragraph

“The last time I saw my
father was at Grand Central
Station. I was going from my
grandmother’s in the
Adirondacks to a cottage on the
Cape that my mother had
rented, and I wrote my father
that I would be in New York
between trains for an hour and
a half and asked if we could
have lunch together…”
— Reunion by John Cheever
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In these few lines of this story, we see
exceedingly small mundane but
universal acts. We see a severed
relationship and a simple act of contact to
reconnect. Who hasn’t done that?
Because of this, we are curious about
how his relationship with his father will
turn out and what that meeting might be
like. So we keep reading, wondering and
engaged about what happens next. By
the end of this small act of inviting father
to lunch, we learn how the smallest of
actions cause the biggest impact on the
lives in this family. We see his father use
words and be horrible to strangers and
waste the entire time trying to impress
his son. In the end, the impression he
leaves will haunt you about your small
actions, as well. Powerful SMALL events
make great short stories. But the event is
limited by time and place and deals with
only one event: the meeting.
Hemingway wrote, “For sale: baby
shoes, never worn.” A small thing, a big
impact. Who hasn’t sold something? Why
were they never worn? Impact happens
through inference. That requires the
reader to be engaged—working with us
to understand the story. Every part of a
story is right there in six words. Intro: For
sale, Rising action: Baby shoes, Climax:
Never worn, Resolution: Selling shoes is
caused by the loss of a baby, Falling
action and Denouement are also implied
as we feel them and ll in the details as
the reader in this tragedy. Now, could we
turn that into a short story? Absolutely.
The point is to consider the number of
words you have if working within a
word limit. And more important, think
about if your words are making an
impact with each sentence. Look at your
entire story and think how can I go
smaller? What authors do best is to make
the reader feel the story
All short stories from the 6-word story
to novels consist of the same things,
although the shorter the story the more
implied some of the story points must be.
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makes ash writing and short
story writing fun
The major key is to have an
intriguing rst paragraph is to
make the opening big with a
point of con ict that will draw
your reader into the story. You
want to drop your reader right
into the action of the story.
Other keys are
1. Give the reader a sense of
what the story is going to be
about.
2. Set the voice and tone of
the story.
3. This rst paragraph or
rst few sentences will point
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Short stories consist of
•A strong opening (Hook
•Con ict or point of
intrigue (Exposition
•Ramping up of tension
(Rising Action
•A resolution of the con ict
(Climax
•Tying up of open issues
(Falling Action
•A gentle landing
(Denouement)
The Freytag’s Pyramid will
be in every short story and
novel. The challenge of getting
it all in with few words is what

out the con ict or interesting
character
4. Ground the story in time
and place. Establish your
setting.
5. Minimize the use of
internal thought and big voice
narrator
6. Dramatize! Show don’t
tell. Can you see the action?
Feel the emotion without
telling the emotion
7. Put your characters in
motion and allow them to
reveal themselves to the reader.

We were somewhere around
Barstow on the edge of the desert
when the drugs began to take
hold. I remember saying
something like “I feel a bit
lightheaded; maybe you should
drive…” and suddenly there

was this terrible roar all around
us and the sky was full of what
looked like huge bats, all
swooping and screeching and
diving around the car, which
was going about a hundred
miles an hour with the top down
to Las Vegas. And a voice was
screaming: “Holy Jesus! What
are these goddamn animals?”
— Fear and Loathing in Las
Vegas, Hunter S. Thompso
Engaged? Were you dropped
in the middle of the action? Is
there voice and tone? Do we
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That is a lot to do. But it will
also set up the promise that you
will deliver on in the end all
within the rst few sentences.
So you must choose your words
well (not in the rough draft but
in re ning the drafts to come).
Here is an example of an
opening that has it all:

have interesting characters or a
con ict? Do we know where we
are and have a sense of when?
Is the setting established? Are
the characters the main point
not the narrator? Can you see in
your head like a movie? Are the
characters revealing facts about
themselves? I’d say yes to all of
these and that would make it a
great opening. But even if it had
only 4 or 5 of these it would be
good. Though why not go for
all.
Now that said, it doesn’t
have to be high suspense or
high action. Action can be done
with two teens sitting on the
pier of a Midwest lake swinging
their legs until his leg brushes
hers and hers catches his leg
and holds it out captive as they
smile shyly at each other. He
says, “I never held feet before.”
She laughs and pushes him into
the water to discover he can’t
swim, and she can’t either. That
has you dropped in the action
learning about the characters,
and it determines the setting
and creates con ict. I’d read it
In general, (all rules can be
broken) it is suggested you
don’t start a story with the
following
•Weather – It was a dark and
stormy night may set the
atmosphere but unless your
character is reacting to that in
some powerful way it isn’t all
that interesting. That said my
favorite children’s book A
Wrinkle in Time which is a
classic start with It was a dark
and stormy night. But I often
wonder if it would be better as
Meg shook with every lightning
ash cutting through the
darkness of her small attic
bedroom.

It’s not that you can’t start with
the weather, it's that just talking
about the weather isn’t a grabber.
Show how the weather is affecting
your character and why it is
important to the story
•Navel-gazing – Now, I will
confess, I like stories that start
slow. I like the style of she stared
out the window into the darkness
thinking or the roses that lined the
front of the house described in
detail, or the man on the beach
staring out at the vastness of the
sea, but I love literary literature. I
especially like it when those
details come full circle to some
powerful meaning. However, I am
weird. Most literary genre does
not sell well, and today’s world
has evolved from the openings of
the classics. Our markets our
readers demand action right away
more than not. But if you like the
literary genre, write it and ignore
this. If your writing any other
genre heed this advice. Don’t start
with introspection, start with
action. But here is an example of
what is no longer popular

He lay at on the brown, pineneedled oor of the forest, his chin
on his folded arms, and high
overhead the wind blew in the tops
of the pine trees. The mountainside
sloped gently where he lay; but
below it was steep, and he could
see the dark of the oiled road
winding through the grass. There
was a stream alongside the road
and far down the pass he saw a
mill beside the stream and the
falling water of the dam, white in
the summer sunlight
— the rst paragraph of For
Whom the Bell Tolls, Ernest
Hemingwa
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•Description of
setting or telling of the
theme is also frowned
upon. Often these
become telling not
showing and put a veil
between the reader and
the character. We want
readers involved and
engaged in the story
because they are pageturners and book
nishers.
Dialogue is
contentious. Some
editors hate starting
with dialogue as you
don’t even know the
characters or the
problem yet. Others say
that dialogue is action
and the only way to get
to know the character
and since the character
is interacting with
someone it is moving
the story forward.
You’re the author. You
decide.
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Literature is a living
piece of history that
re ects society. It is art
captured in time. Our
time accepts action over
introspection or
description. Remember
Hemingway is known
for his economic and
understated style. And
sometimes, we break
the rules for good
reasons

Here is an interesting
writing exercise for you. Take
one of your longer stories and
cut it in half. Then in half
again. Can you get it down to
Six words? I did this with the
story I wrote for my New
York writing group. It taught

me more about the essence of
my story than anything I had
done before. Some say to start
with that six-word story and
call it your premise and build
the story. Others say write
then cut until you nd the
story. Each to their own.
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Deductive or inductive
thinker or pantser or plotter,
or discovery writer or
structure writer however you
do it, do it with the reader in
mind and start with a big
beginning!

Two great series. One Author
D.R. BAILEY present

The DI Gallway Serie
Crime in the Catholic Church. DI Gallway and his team are on the case, escalating
crimes, dark deeds. Murder, sex, humour, romance, great characters you will grow
to love, all in one great package

The Bernadette Mackenna Serie
Protecting the innocent. That's her job. Bernadette Mackenna, top Criminal
barrister in Dublin. ghting for justice, gripping courtroom drama, romance, sex and
a sizzling hot read
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Available from Amazon, eBook, KU and paperback

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

Reuben
Bean
Part Two
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Five days later, as the sun came up, Cole no
longer felt the need to say his morning prayer
for the girl of his dreams. Reuben Bean had
answered it for him. But he still had a farm to
run and set about feeding and watering the
animals. He had to get into the elds to check on
the wheat, too. He set the watering system. It
was Wednesday, the day he and Ellen had set to
have lunch together. He thought he’d better
grab a hot shower and some clean clothes before
a trip into town. He’d already spend most of the
previous evening giving Reuben Bean a bath
and brushing him out so he’d be clean and silky.
Baths were, by no means, Reuben Bean’s
favorite thing, but he seemed to understand
why this was so important to Cole and
cooperated completely. Now, brushing was
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another matter. That he greatly enjoyed and
would bring his brush to Cole every couple of
days if he hadn’t gotten around to it on his own
Cole dressed in a nice pair of slacks, his
Sunday shoes, and his best white shirt and tie
for the planned lunch. When he’d combed his
hair and slapped on a little cologne, he looked at
his watch
“Holy cow, Reuben Bean! We’ve got to go. It’s
almost 1:00. I sure hope we don’t run late.” He
and his loyal friend had made it into the truck
before he’d even nished talking. He’d cleaned
it up the day before, too
Arriving at the saw mill, Cole watched Ellen
walk out the door with a man old enough to be
her father.
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“I am not ready to meet her daddy if that’s the
man,” Cole said to Reuben Bean, who responded
with one loud bark. Both Ellen and the man
looked at the truck and Cole watched her face light
up. She touched the arm of the man and started
walking toward the truck. Cole jumped out and
went to the passenger side to open the door for
her
“Hi!” she said, brightly. “Oh, and there’s my
boy,” she said, reaching out to pet Reuben Bean.
“I think I’m running just a little late. I’m sorry, I
was taking care of some stuff before I could leave,”
Cole said as she got into the cab. When Cole got
back in, he looked at her for a response to his
apology
“My watch says it’s just 1:01 right now, so I’d
say you must be right on time.” She snuggled

Reuben Bean and then reached over and put her
hand on Cole’s arm. Her touch was intoxicating to
him and he nally started to relax
“Are you still up for Cookie’s Café?
“Yes!” she answered. She’d been excited since
they’d met on the previous Friday. She’d been
there before, of course, but this time it was with
someone whose company she would truly enjoy.
She looked forward to getting to know him better
The town was small, so it wasn’t a very long
drive to Cookie’s. There was little time for small
talk before they arrived. When they did, Cole
indicated Ellen wait while he came around to her
side and opened the door for her. She was
charmed by him as much as by Reuben Bean, she
realized.
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“Reuben Bean, you have to stay until we get
our table outside,” Cole told him. The dog sat
back down and Cole rolled the windows all the
way down for him. Inside, he asked for an
outdoor table and they were seated quickly.
There was a gate on the little fenced area where
Cole was able to easily bring Reuben Bean in
with them and no other patrons were outside at
the time. Most of the lunch crowd was gone by
then, with just a few stragglers lingering over
coffee and chit chat
“It’s a beautiful day to eat outside, Cole,” she
said. Reuben Bean, who usual sat directly by
Cole’s side, moved over to sit by Ellen. She
patted his head. The waitress brought their
drinks and asked if they’d decided what they
wanted. When they ordered, Reuben Bean got a
plate of roast beef, too.

The lunch lasted longer than either of them
realized. Reuben Bean had settled into a spot
near the table in the sun for a nap while the
couple continued to talk. It was the dinner
crowd beginning to arrive that made them
realize the time
“I’ve got to head out pretty quick here to feed
the animals. Can I drop you home?” Cole asked.
“I was kind of hoping I could come out to see
your place, actually,” Ellen said. A smile of
delight spread across Cole’s face.
“I would absolutely love that,” he said.
“I don’t want you to have to make the trip
back into town, so let’s stop by the mill and I’ll
grab my car,” Ellen offered. Though he told her
it was no problem either way, he could
understand she should have her car with her so
she could leave when she was ready. She
followed him out to his farm.
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“I’m going to round up and get everyone into
their pens for the night but I need to change my
clothes rst,” he told her. When he came out of
his bedroom, she had changed into jeans, a tee
shirt, and work boots. Cole stopped in his tracks
and looked at her while she was pulling her hair
back in a ponytail. She laughed when she saw his
face
“Remember, I told you I grew up on a farm. I
know how to work. I really do want to help,” she
said. Cole took her hand and they headed out the
door with Reuben Bean trailing right behind
them. Ellen did pitch right in. She knew how to
get the animals into their pens. She knew how to
feed and water them. She knew how to work the
irrigation in the elds. And he could see the joy
on her face as she worked. She really did love this
kind of life. For Cole, that meant the world to him
because his farm meant the world to him

Six months later, Cole and Ellen married with
Reuben Bean as part of the ceremony. After all,
he’d been the one to bring them together. The two
wrote their own vows
“It was our sweet Reuben Bean that brought
us together. He knew we were meant to be. I was
surprised by him and then lled with excitement
to see his handsome, kind owner come up the
steps of the gazebo. I knew at that very moment
we would be together forever. And now I
promise to always be your friend, as well as your
wife. I promise to love you and work by your
side to make our farm and our life together a
beautiful and happy one. I will make you laugh,
be with you through the hard times, and build
happy memories that I know will be the biggest
part of our lives together,” Ellen said, tears
streaming down her face.

.
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Cole was smiling at her and reached out to
wipe her tears, holding her cheek in his hand for a
moment.
“I will always remember the rst time we met.
You were so beautiful sitting there with the sun
shining around you. Reuben Bean was the one
who found you, really. I’d planned to look in the
other direction,” he chuckled. “But Reuben Bean
knew where you were.” At the sound of his name,
Rueben Bean had raised his head and wagged his
tail, causing of ripple of giggles to ow through
the guest’s seats. “I want to share with you the
prayer I spoke every morning since the rst day I
saw you until the day we met. My heart was
looking for you every day, so I sent the prayer out
in hopes it would bring you to me.
“Come to me when the sun shines brightly in
the sky so that I can see every detail. The softness
of your skin, the tiny wrinkles just beginning to
show at the corners of your beautiful brown eyes.
Come to me before the night takes the beauty from
in front of us and shrouds it in darkness and
uncertainty
“Here we are. Right where I prayed we would
be. I promise to always love you with that same
yearning and walk side by side with you forever,”
he nished, tears now falling on both their faces.
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Reuben Bean stayed with them for ve more
years, seeing them add two babies to the family
and being there for them every day. But seventeen
was old for any dog, even for a special dog like
Reuben Bean. One evening, while laying his head
in Ellen’s lap, he fell asleep for the last time. It
broke their hearts.
As they nished his grave, wrapping him in his
favorite blanket with his tennis ball beside him,
Ellen spoke
“This is the hardest part about loving a pet.
They are so good and so perfect, they don’t have
to stay on this earth for a long time. They come to
teach us, not the other way around. We learn from
them what goodness is all about.” They petted
him one last time and covered him in the dirt
Anytime someone drove out to the farm after
that day, there was a beautiful grave covered in
white rock with a headstone that said
Reuben Bea
Best frien
One ne do
Always remembere
And there were always fresh owers on it
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CARMEN BACA

Viajes con Fantasmas
‘…benevolent ghosts battle with
venomous dark spirits in a life and
death, winner-take-all contest that
could result in a whole family going to
Hell.’
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MASTERPIECES 2021

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

Learn more
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The world doesn't know about the
compound hidden underground, and the
wealthy investors funding it want things to
stay that way…
It's 2027 with numerous
scienti c advances having
been made, but most of the
facility's research is illegal. If
animal rights' activists had
an inkling of what went on,
they'd clamor for justice.
Human rights' activists
would scream from the
rooftops
By the time 2030 arrives,
researchers have worked
for awhile with feline service
units and Human Replicas
—HRs—virtual prisoners
with no rights. More and
more of them are dying, and
they long for freedom. One
of the top scientists isn't
happy with the status quo
either. Tensions are
mounting, and things are
not as they appear…

fi

fi

 


.


fi

Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci- , literary ction, and more,
and was nominated for the 2020 Washington Science Fiction Association’s Small
Press Award. She won second place in JayZoMon/Dark Myth Company’s Open
Contract Challenge, and her novelette, Worth Waiting For, was published. Her book,
On the Wings of Ideas, came out recently, while another is pending publication. Her
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author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor

BEST SELLERS
Getting Your
Short Stories
Published:
A Guidebook by
Steve Carr
SECOND EDITION
• practical advice on the
ins and outs of getting a
short story published
• full organising system
• methodology for
approaching publishers
• full of top tips to get your
work in print
• a must-have for any
aspiring short story writer
• available in paperback
and on Kindle

STEVE CARR
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SECOND
EDITION!
FULLY REVISED
AND UPDATED!
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Witness
Testimony
and Other Tales

‘Some authors paint such vivid
pictures with their words that
the reader feels as though he
or she is actually present, a
silent observer or phantom,
almost participating in the
events of a tale…’
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Some
Scenarios

From the pages
of Crack Your
Marketing, some
hot tips to truly
help you get
book sales!
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Regency
Romance

Regency Romance

Regency Romance

with her group, she poses the question ‘What part
of Regency romance novels excites you the most
right now?’
Many members answer. Some describe key
moments in their favourite books; others comment
on news about upcoming lms; several remark
that the thing that they are most excited about as a
trend within the genre is the growth of stronger
heroines with a sense of humour
Jayne picks up on that last point, as her own
novels feature strong heroines and the sense of
humour point is something she has particularly
worked on. She lightly mentions her own book
series starring Florence McGilwraith, whose
adventures at McGilwraith Manor are full of
romance, comedy and adventure
Note that Jayne does NOT try to ‘sell’ the
participating members her book — she is merely
echoing what they have already said they like
about developments within the genre

To give you more of an idea on how this all ts
together, let’s take a look at a series of hypothetical
examples of how the Focusing Protocol might
work in a number of different scenarios.
Prerequisite: remember, this will only work if you
have gathered an audience of warm prospects in a social
media group related to the kind of ction you write.
This becomes ‘your’ audience, better than having an
email list in many ways because the audience is much
more interactive on their own determinism: they have
chosen to be there of their own free will, and choose
whether or not to communicate in the group of their
own volition — this is a much more ‘alive’ bunch of
people than a faceless demographic set or a cipher-like
list of email addresses
So taking it as a given that you have a set-up as
described earlier, here are some possible
conversations and outcomes
Jayne Butterby writes historical ction set in the
regency era and runs a social media group called
‘Regency Romance’. In the course of interacting
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By the time the
conversation
has ended,
about a dozen
members have
r ramed
Jayne’s work
into their
appreciation of
the genre .

Several members ask questions about her
books and her heroine and Jayne is happy to
give tiny extracts in response. By the time
the conversation has ended, about a dozen
members have reframed Jayne’s work into
their appreciation of the genre — she is now
inside the frame as opposed to being a
newcomer outside
Three of those members later go on to
purchase Jayne’s rst book in the Florence
McGilwraith series The Crimson Prince; one
of them then becomes a superfan and buys
the whole series. Jayne’s ction has done the
work of deepening the engagement of
readers
All from a light and interesting
conversation which perhaps lasted 45
minutes. Furthermore, the conversation is
open to any group member coming across it
later and following up by investigating
Jayne’s books
This is far more productive and
satisfying use of 45 minutes than spamming
book groups with various versions of ‘Buy
my book!’ ads or worrying over key words
and SEO variables on a website.
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Roger Gilvray writes dark contemporary
ction and runs a social media group called
‘Writers in the Night’. In the group, he asks
‘Did you notice how Hubert Selby Jr
achieves a feeling of visceral horror in Last
Exit to Brooklyn without overtly being gory?
Answers and opinions pour in. Many
agree and give examples; several disagree
and dislike Hubert. What Roger gleans from
the conversation, though, is that there are
many members of his group who are sick of
the presentation of gore in dark ction and
yearn for something a little more subtle and
clever. He is able to interject that his own
book, Bridge to Blood City, featuring Sabina
— a protagonist who has blackouts and who
is presented as an unreliable narrator in a
series of interconnected short stories with
many twists and turns —contains new ways
of hinting at the presence of gore without
openly displaying it. Without attempting to
‘close’ any of the members to buy his book,
Roger leaves a trail of interesting snippets
that are directly pertinent to the thread of
the discussion, echoing the leanings of his
listeners.
The whole conversation takes about an
hour of his time and at the end he nds that
six people have downloaded the Kindle
version of his book. Roger’s work is now in
the frame.

On the other hand, James Goldsmith writes
children’s ction, set in a magical world behind a
sofa called Gibbleton. He runs a social media group
called ‘Light Children’s Fiction’, where he asks
‘What part of the work of Karen Inglis do you think
is different from other authors?
Answers ood in. Many comment on the fact
that Inglis’s books tend to be shorter and divided
into condensed chunks for reading ease. James is
able to subtly mention that his books are the same,
and that one of the things that his own readers have
said is that it seems to help children’s morale,
especially if they are reluctant readers, if they can
get through whole books in a relatively short
amount of time. Loads of members express an
interest in James’s books and afterwards he sells 20
copies after about two hours of back and forth in the
group, during which he refrains from trying to sell
anyone anything.
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Terence Gol is literary author whose massive tome
Grendel’s Arm is longer than War and Peace. He runs a
social media group called ‘Rich Writing’ and asks ‘What
are you looking for in literary ction right now?
All kinds of answers materialise quickly over the next
hour. Terence picks out those which pertain most closely
to what he is offering in his book, and engages in
lengthy discussions about the merits of this or that
approach to storytelling, with examples from Grendel’s
Arm and other works. Two hours later, three people buy
his book. He was suf ciently open, echoed enough of
what they were saying and managed to reframe their
perceptions of his work that those readers decided that
they were looking for his book — he was now part of the
literary community. Three books sold may not seem like
a lot, until you put the sales in context: Terence hadn’t
sold a single copy in two years using conventional
marketing methods
Do you see how this works
Social media gives even the most introverted and
shiest authors the chance to draw readers closer, to
engage in almost intimate conversations, and to bring
the whole task of marketing to life in a way that is
bene cial intellectually, emotionally and commercially.
All without 'selling' anyone anything
What genre do you write in? What’s your social
media group called? How can you use questions like
these to involve, intrigue and enchant your prospects so
that they become readers and fans?
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Actually Selling
Your Book

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

Implement a
Marketing Strategy
That Works!
What you get:

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

50%
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Interested?

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

Wilfred has always been a loner,
though less of one with his late wife,
Beth. She's been gone over thirty
years, but he still misses her…
Cancer took her while he
served in the Army
overseas, devastating
him and their ve young
children. He left the
military to care for them,
days stretching into
months and years. By the
time they left home, his
routines were set in stone
—work, hobbies, work...
Coworkers had tried to
set him up on dates, but
he'd resisted. He'd stayed
busy, found life
rewarding, and being
alone was normal.
Comfortable.
Eventually, Wilfred
moves to a different
place, and a sweet lady
named Sadie welcomes
him to the neighborhood.
He has no idea he's
lonely, or that his life's
about to change…
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Gabriella Balcom writes fantasy, horror, romance, sci- , literary ction, and more,
and was nominated for the 2020 Washington Science Fiction Association’s Small
Press Award. She won second place in JayZoMon/Dark Myth Company’s Open
Contract Challenge, and her novelette, Worth Waiting For, was published. Her book,
On the Wings of Ideas, came out recently,132while another is pending publication. Her
author’s page: https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor
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Grab, guide and
move readers

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

Unfettered:
A Short Story Collection
‘A bird succubus that comes in a storm; a bed-andbreakfast from Hell; secret histories from before
fairy tales and myths; an asylum from beyond your
darkest nightmares…’
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The Gift Of The Magi
By O. Henry
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One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was
all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies
saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the
grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher
until one’s cheeks burned with the silent
imputation of parsimony that such close dealing
implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar
and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would
be Christmas
There was clearly nothing to do but op down
on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did
it. Which instigates the moral re ection that life is
made up of sobs, snif es, and smiles, with snif es
predominating
While the mistress of the home is gradually
subsiding from the rst stage to the second, take a
look at the home. A furnished at at $8 per week.
It did not exactly beggar description, but it
certainly had that word on the lookout for the
mendicancy squad
In the vestibule below was a letter-box into
which no letter would go, and an electric button
from which no mortal nger could coax a ring.
Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing
the name “Mr. James Dillingham Young.

The “Dillingham” had been ung to the breeze
during a former period of prosperity when its
possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now,
when the income was shrunk to $20, though, they
were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest
and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James
Dillingham Young came home and reached his
at above he was called “Jim” and greatly hugged
by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already
introduced to you as Della. Which is all very
good
Della nished her cry and attended to her
cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the
window and looked out dully at a gray cat
walking a gray fence in a gray backyard.
Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had
only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She
had been saving every penny she could for
months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week
doesn’t go far. Expenses had been greater than she
had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to
buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy
hour she had spent planning for something nice
for him. Something ne and rare and sterling—
something just a little bit near to being worthy of
the honor of being owned by Jim.
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William Sydney Porter (1862 – 1910),
better known by his pen name O. Henry,
an American short story writer, was born
in Greensboro, North Carolina but moved
to Texas in 1882, where he met his wife,
Athol Estes. After her death in 1902, he
moved to New York, commencing an
intensive writing period, writing 381 short
stories, including ‘The Duplicity of
Hargraves’, and ‘The Ransom of Red
Chief’. Known for their surprise endings
and witty narration, O. Henry’s stories
became a benchmark of modern short
story telling. His legacy includes the O.
Henry Award, an annual prize awarded to
outstanding short stories. ‘The Gift of the
Magi’ is perhaps his most well-known
tale.

There was a pier glass between the windows
of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier glass
in an $8 at. A very thin and very agile person
may, by observing his re ection in a rapid
sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly
accurate conception of his looks. Della, being
slender, had mastered the art
Suddenly she whirled from the window and
stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining
brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within
twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her
hair and let it fall to its full length
Now, there were two possessions of the James
Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a
mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that
had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The
other was Della’s hair. Had the queen of Sheba
lived in the at across the airshaft, Della would
have let her hair hang out the window some day
to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels
and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor,
with all his treasures piled up in the basement,
Jim would have pulled out his watch every time
he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard
from envy
So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her
rippling and shining like a cascade of brown
waters. It reached below her knee and made
itself almost a garment for her. And then she did
it up again nervously and quickly. Once she
faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear
or two splashed on the worn red carpet
On went her old brown jacket; on went her
old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with
the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she uttered
out the door and down the stairs to the street
Where she stopped the sign read: “Mme.
Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One ight
up Della ran, and collected herself, panting.
Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked
the “Sofronie.
“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della
“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off
and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.
Down rippled the brown cascade
“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the
mass with a practised hand
“Give it to me quick,” said Della
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on
rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She
was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.
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She found it at last. It surely had been
made for Jim and no one else. There was
no other like it in any of the stores, and she
had turned all of them inside out. It was a
platinum fob chain simple and chaste in
design, properly proclaiming its value by
substance alone and not by meretricious
ornamentation—as all good things should
do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As
soon as she saw it she knew that it must be
Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value
—the description applied to both. Twentyone dollars they took from her for it, and
she hurried home with the 87 cents. With
that chain on his watch Jim might be
properly anxious about the time in any
company. Grand as the watch was, he
sometimes looked at it on the sly on
account of the old leather strap that he
used in place of a chain
When Della reached home her
intoxication gave way a little to prudence
and reason. She got out her curling irons
and lighted the gas and went to work
repairing the ravages made by generosity
added to love. Which is always a
tremendous task, dear friends—a
mammoth task
Within forty minutes her head was
covered with tiny, close-lying curls that
made her look wonderfully like a truant
schoolboy. She looked at her re ection in
the mirror long, carefully, and critically
“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to
herself, “before he takes a second look at
me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island
chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! what
could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven
cents?
At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and
the frying-pan was on the back of the stove
hot and ready to cook the chops
Jim was never late. Della doubled the
fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner
of the table near the door that he always
entered. Then she heard his step on the
stair away down on the rst ight, and she
turned white for just a moment. She had a
habit of saying a little silent prayer about
the simplest everyday things, and now she
whispered: “Please God, make him think I
am still pretty.”
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The door opened and Jim stepped in and
closed it. He looked thin and very serious.
Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two—and to
be burdened with a family! He needed a new
overcoat and he was without gloves
Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable
as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were
xed upon Della, and there was an expression
in them that she could not read, and it terri ed
her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor
disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the
sentiments that she had been prepared for. He
simply stared at her xedly with that peculiar
expression on his face
Della wriggled off the table and went for
him
“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me
that way. I had my hair cut off and sold
because I couldn’t have lived through
Christmas without giving you a present. It’ll
grow out again—you won’t mind, will you? I
just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast.
Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy.
You don’t know what a nice—what a
beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.
“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim,
laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that
patent fact yet even after the hardest mental
labor
“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t
you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me
without my hair, ain’t I?”

Jim looked about the room curiously
“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an
air almost of idiocy
“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s
sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It’s
Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went
for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were
numbered,” she went on with sudden serious
sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my
love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?
Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake.
He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us
regard with discreet scrutiny some
inconsequential object in the other direction.
Eight dollars a week or a million a year—what is
the difference? A mathematician or a wit would
give you the wrong answer. The magi brought
valuable gifts, but that was not among them.
This dark assertion will be illuminated later on
Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket
and threw it upon the table
“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said,
“about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the
way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that
could make me like my girl any less. But if
you’ll unwrap that package you may see why
you had me going a while at rst.
White ngers and nimble tore at the string
and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy;
and then, alas! a quick feminine change to
hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the
immediate employment of all the comforting
powers of the lord of the at.

.
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For there lay The Combs—the set of
combs, side and back, that Della had
worshipped long in a Broadway window.
Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with
jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the
beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive
combs, she knew, and her heart had simply
craved and yearned over them without the
least hope of possession. And now, they were
hers, but the tresses that should have
adorned the coveted adornments were gone
But she hugged them to her bosom, and at
length she was able to look up with dim eyes
and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast,
Jim!
And then Della leaped up like a little
singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present.
She held it out to him eagerly upon her open
palm. The dull precious metal seemed to
ash with a re ection of her bright and
ardent spirit
“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over
town to nd it. You’ll have to look at the time
a hundred times a day now. Give me your
watch. I want to see how it looks on it.
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on
the couch and put his hands under the back
of his head and smiled
“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas
presents away and keep ’em a while. They’re
too nice to use just at present. I sold the
watch to get the money to buy your combs.
And now suppose you put the chops on.
The magi, as you know, were wise men—
wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to
the Babe in the manger. They invented the art
of giving Christmas presents. Being wise,
their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly
bearing the privilege of exchange in case of
duplication. And here I have lamely related
to you the uneventful chronicle of two
foolish children in a at who most unwisely
sacri ced for each other the greatest treasures
of their house. But in a last word to the wise
of these days let it be said that of all who give
gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who
give and receive gifts, such as they are
wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are
the magi.
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