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Dear Reader,

We made it to the fiftieth issue! Many thanks to all the loyal 
subscribers who have supported the magazine this far. The world’s 
most exciting writers’ magazine forms an ever-growing library of 
knowledge and beauty to which you can refer for years to come.

In this issue, apart from looking back and celebrating what has 
been achieved, there’s also fabulous fiction from Gary Bonn, 
Alexander Marshall —and H. G. Wells in the Master Author 
Showcase story ‘The Magic Shop’.

The Wonderful World of Marketing points us in the right 
direction to actually selling our books, while Myth & the ‘Now’ goes 
behind the scenes to explain some of the mysteries of storytelling — 
but the thing most of you are probably waiting for is the return of 
the fabled Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge! Take a look 
on page 10 and find out what you have to do to be a contender for a 
book contract with Clarendon House!

And there’s much more of course, including the chance for 
subscribers to download the amazing Story Creation Handbook, 
containing thousands of templates for potential stories using the 
secrets of master authors! Free to subscribers, old and new!

Enjoy this issue and here’s to the next fifty!

George 
MacDonald

with Alexander Marshall and others.

Annie 
NardoneGary Bonn H. G. Wells

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com
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‘The ultimate fiction-making machine…’

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/story-creation-handbook

•Want to write a story 
but are stuck for where 
to begin? 
  
•Been given a ‘brief’ by 
a publication or 
competition and need 
something that fits? 
  
•Written something 
which doesn’t quite 
‘work’? 
  
•Want to revitalise an 
existing piece? 
  
•Want to experiment 
with new angles and 
new forms? 
  
•Suffering from 
‘writer’s block’? 
  
•Just want to have fun 
writing? 

Get the 
Ultimate 
Fiction-
making 
Machine!

YOUR NEW GIFT FROM 
CLARENDON HOUSE: 

BUY NOW 

OR 

Get it for FREE by 
subscribing to the Inner 
Circle Writers’ Magazine!

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/story-creation-handbook
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/story-creation-handbook
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine


Thousands of stories 
have stood the test of 

time and there are 
contemporary films 
and plays which are 

huge commercial, 
literary and 

cinematic successes. 
Analysing them gives 

us a series of 
templates against 
which to measure 

what works and what 
doesn’t. 

Learn about the 

seven levels of 

successful 

storytelling:  

Ideas 

Characters 

Attractive Power  

Emotional 

Commitment  

Plot  

Quality  

Fulfilment  

and how they are all 

interlinked  

in this  

fantastic 60-page e-

book!  
(includes a Bonus Section on 

Revitalising Your Work)

Secrets of 
Successful 
Stories7

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop

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


Your Biggest Challenge as a Writer — and What You 
Can Do About It 
Haunted by your twin enemies, Lack of Time and Procrastination? 
This 25,000 word e-book shows you the pathway to freedom as a 
writer...and it's totally free.

INCREDIBLE FREE DOWNLOADS FROM

How to Blog Every Day Possibly Forever  
So you'd like to be able to generate volume blog content so that you can create a 

new blog post every day of the year — including weekends and holidays? 
This short e-booklet gives you an approach that will work. It tells you how to 
choose a topic, what routine you'll need to adopt to overcome obstacles and 

sustain your output for years, and how creating a daily blog has tremendous 
spin-off benefits that you probably haven't thought of.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items

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

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

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

The Sword Sundergost: An Illustrated Companion 
For lovers of J. R. R. Tolkien, C. S. Lewis, Ursula K. Le Guin and epic 
fantasy on a grand scale, The Sword Sundergost is available in one giant 
volume for the first time. And now, for free, comes this lavishly illustrated 
e-book to give you a glimpse into the wide world of Gandria — from the 
mighty mountains of the Penning to the deserts of Turgal; from the heroic 
and tragic Valkurn to the twisted and burned Dare-kor; from ancient and 
powerful gemstones to the Sword Sundergost itself, herein are many 
windows into the imagination of Alexander Marshall.

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

SUPPORT INDEPENDENT PUBLISHING!  
DONATE TO CLARENDON HOUSE PUBLICATIONS TODAY!

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

“Poetry is the spontaneous overflow 
of powerful feelings:  

it takes its origin from emotion 
recollected in tranquillity.”  

— William Wordsworth

Poetica 
Inner Circle Writers’ Group Poetry Anthologies

https://www.paypal.com/donate?hosted_button_id=VTMMUMZ62X86Y
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies
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Are you ready for one of the 
most exciting and 

challenging writers’ 
competitions in the world?

HERE’S HOW IT WORKS:

It’s 
Back!

The idea is to find TEN CONTESTANTS who then undertake a series of specialised tasks, 
month by month, in each issue of the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine. There is NO FEE to 
enter the challenge. As each month goes by, the number of contestants reduces, based on 
votes from the magazine’s readers who judge how each of them accomplishes each task. 

By the end of the competition, ONE CONTESTANT will be crowned the WINNER of the 
Great Clarendon House Writing Challenge. 

The winner will be entitled to: 

• the offer of a book publishing contract with Clarendon House Publications 
• a free webpage on the Clarendon House website through which to feature their works 

(whether published by Clarendon House or not) 
• a free full-page ad in the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine for a whole year 
• free marketing advice, including cover design, blurb, author platform tips and so on 
• a free Lifestyle Consultancy to address any issues that might be getting in the way of 

their success as a writer.

The  
Ret!n  
of the   
Great  

Cl"end# 
H$se 

Writing 
Challenge
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Winner 
2019

Peter’s collection Twists 
and Turns was 

published in 2020 by 
Clarendon House 

Publications!

Ruth’s 
collection The 
Whitworth 

Mysteries was published 
in 2021 by Clarendon 
House Publications!

Winner 
2020

RUTH MORGAN

Past Winn%s
PETER ASTLE

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
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Winner 
2021

CHARLOTTE 
LANGTREE

Charlotte’s 
collection Fractured: Tales of Flame and 

Fury is currently in its final editing 
stages with Clarendon House 

Publications —publication imminent!

Winner 
2022

E.J. NICKSON

EJ is currently working on her 
collection  for Clarendon House 

Publications —stay tuned! Check 
out her audiobook offer connected 

to her recently published book 
The Span on page 19.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/charlotte-langtree
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/charlotte-langtree
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May 2
Those ten flash fiction stories will then be 
judged by magazine readers, who will email 
me throughout the following month with their 
choices. 

Based on those choices, FIVE CONTESTANTS 
will be chosen to continue the competition.

YOU?

1
Write a flash fiction story, 500 words in length. Any genre, any 
style, any subject. I will select TEN CONTESTANTS from all the 
applicants, and the ten pieces of flash fiction will appear in the 
May magazine. DEADLINE: April 5th.

Why 500 words?  

To give writers a chance to show what they can do while allowing 
enough space in the magazine for ten pieces to appear. 

What am I looking for?  

The ability to grab, guide and move readers in a limited number of 
words. 

There won’t be any pictures or decorations or names accompanying the 
accepted pieces so as not to give anyone any kind of unfair advantage.

What should readers look for?  

Are they grabbed? Are they moved? Did the story leave a powerful 
overall impression? Did they feel in competent hands? 

The winning five pieces will then be re-printed with images and/or 
decorations.

The C#test
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3 June
The FIVE REMAINING CONTESTANTS will be 
set the same technical challenge, visible to all 
readers: a chance to develop a 1,000 word short 
story from a given set of parameters, to be 
published in the magazine.

July 4
Five short stories based on the technical 
challenge will be published 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.

YOU?

Why a technical challenge?  

While the first task gave writers free rein, this challenges them to produce 
an attractive piece of work within particular guidelines. Challenges are 
daunting! 

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.

What should readers look for?  

As before, are they grabbed? Are they moved? Did the story leave a powerful 
overall impression? Did they feel that the author had grasped the basics and 
perhaps even the nuances of an unusual sub-genre? 
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August5
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.

Septemb! 6
THREE FINAL STORIES, one from each of 
the remaining contestants, will be published. 

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

Octob!7 THE WINNER IS ANNOUNCED!

YOU?

YOU?

BE A WINNER!  
SEND IN YOUR 500 WORD FLASH FICTION STORY NOW TO 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com! 
Any questions? Please email me at grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

Why style?  

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

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

BRUCE ROWE

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

JIM BATES

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHORS

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe

The Chrysalis  
and       the  

Creatures of the Highlands

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jim-bates
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EMILY FLUKE

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke

PETER ASTLE

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHORS

Derbyshire Tales with a Twist

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


Cole Pateras is the fastidious 
and calculating firstborn son 
in the most powerful family 
left on a burned-out planet. 
When there is haunting news 
of someone from his past, 
Cole begins to question the 
character he plays and his 
role in the empire that reigns 
over the remnants of 
humanity. 

After a shocking act of 
violence, Cole is removed 
from the protection provided 
by his status and finds himself 
with nowhere left to turn. 
Desperate, Cole is forced to 
ask an old enemy for help and 
discovers they want what he 
needs – retribution.

Read for  
FREE on  
Kindle  

Unlimited

THE SPAN explores the wastelands between 
future civilizations, the space between people 
in relationships, and the distance some go to 
search for identity.  

GRAB YOUR COPY NOW

NEW DYSTOPIAN FICTION  
from  

EJ NICKSON

Audiobook 
available at 

Audible, Amazon 
and iTunes!

https://mybook.to/AMAZON_THESPAN


‘Holy frag!’ 
I was making an impression on her. I 

popped another orgasm tablet into her glass of 
vodka and watched it fizzle away. She was still 
trembling a bit from the last one. 

‘You’re serious aren’t you? You’re really 
going to break into the Tree?’ 

Drink up darling, I thought — I was dimly 
aware of the fact that I couldn’t remember a 
damn thing about the last three days, so I 
wanted to keep her talking to give me a chance 
to recollect. All that I could remember was that 
I’d seen Jessica with some blond German thug 
driving away in his Turbo Mercedes heading 
for Haiti, before I lost my mind. Well, that was 

last Tuesday, and Tuesday was our Frolic day 
when according to time-honoured custom, 
relationships didn’t matter and promises of 
fidelity took a back seat to pure lust, so I 
supposed I couldn’t complain. And now here I 
was at Frederick’s Bar, picking up this animated 
ball of fluff whose name escaped me in my 
drugged haze. I shrugged in response to her 
amazement. So what if it was a Wednesday. 

‘That is sooo momentous. That’s the most 
momentous thing anyone’s ever told me they 
were going to do,’ she blabbered on as she 
sipped her effervescent vodka and began 
making funny noises. 

Seed of Death

FICTION by ALEXANDER MARSHALL



Yeah, I thought, momentous and fragging 
stupid too. I still couldn’t figure out how I’d 
gotten involved. Dirk was the technician — he 
reckoned he could crack the code to the Time 
Bubbles, take a tour back to before the security 
perimeter went up around the Tree, actually 
step out of a Bubble into the early part of the 
Twenty-First Century and plant an undetectable 
hyper-explosive device right underneath it. 
Then he reckoned he could recreate the Bubble, 
bring us all back home and trigger off the bomb 
in the present, blowing the Tree up and thus 
crashing the whole World System. That was 
Dirk the Anarchist, Dirk the Druggie, Dirk the 

Fragging Maniac — but what the hell? There 
wasn’t anything better to do on a Saturday 
night and it was probably all a bunch of crap 
anyway. The Space tablets I’d been on for eight 
months — to get me off the Timers, you 
understand, ‘cos they were really screwing me 
around, making me think I’d been sitting 
around doing nothing for thousands of years 
and shug like that — these new tablets made me 
kind of not have to think about anything, so I 
could listen to Dirk, even when he was trying to 
explain something technical, and not want to 
slit his throat or put his head into a turbo shaft.  



It was the Time Bubble bit that worried me — 
whenever I was capable of being worried, I 
mean. Bubbles themselves had been around for 
ages, ever since McQuarrie had found out that 
quantum physics was a load of crap and that it 
was not only possible to travel back in time, it 
was easy. Since then, once the fragging 
government got a bit less rigid than a dead 
man’s dong about it all, there had been 
thousands of excursions back into the past. The 
only thing was that you had to be contained in 
an energy bubble, so that as far as the past was 
concerned you didn’t exist, otherwise the world 
could explode or something. The brains had 
since figured out that you could use the whole 
principle to generate more power in a second 
than the sun put out in a century, and so they 
solved the world’s energy problems, and that 
was the end of war and poverty and all that 
crap, blah blah blah. Trouble was they never 
predicted that life would become so fragging 
boring. It was all a big thwank really — there 
was nothing left to do. With all this power 
available, tons more research got done, millions 
of people could do whatever they wanted, and 
people were discovering and inventing and 
creating and travelling and you name it — but 
there’s only so much you can do, isn’t there? A 
century after McQuarrie, humanity started to 
frag itself — Time Bubbles really came into their 
own, so to speak, and if there was still a thing 
called money by then someone would have 
made a fortune running the Time Tourism 
industry. I guess people were hankering after 
the times before McQuarrie when things 
actually happened. 

I’d been on school trips, of course — the 
usual bullshug, Hastings, the Magna Carta, the 
American War of Independence, World Wars I to 
IV — but since then the whole thing had 
become much more sophisticated: when I was at 
school you had to sit still and watch everything 
out of a tiny window in the Time Bubble and 
not move, and most of us threw up on the way 
back home; nowadays you could walk around 
in a transparent envelope which moved 
organically with you, and actually go into shops 
and things and see things like dead bodies or 
naked women close up and then come back 
before you even had chance to feel queasy about 
it all — but woe betide you, brother, if you tried 
to burst the Bubble: not only would you fry like 
an egg, but the bottom-line non-particles which 

make up the fabric of what they call reality 
would disperse — multi-level dissolution I 
think Dirk and the other brains called it — and 
it would be as though you never existed, like 
Time itself chewed you up and spat you out into 
some kind of void. That’s what they told people, 
anyway — who the frag knows what would 
happen really? I mean, if they’d sent hamsters 
and stuff back there and burst their bubbles, did 
the hamsters cease to exist? How would you 
know? Some of the brains said you wouldn’t 
actually cease to exist, just spin off into a 
parallel universe. There was another school of 
thought that said you’d be caught in a time 
loop, forever repeating the same set of events, 
over and over for eternity. 



But who gives a frag anyway? 
The second orgasm tablet was starting to 

really work on this chick — she was all over 
me like a bursting Time Bubble, and I 
suddenly remembered I was supposed to be 
round at Dirk’s that night so he could go over 
his Master Plan. I thought to myself, why not 
take her and Jessica could go screw herself? So 
I grabbed her — her name was Jinky or Jocky 
or something like that, my brain was trying to 
tell me through the watery haze that sloshed 
around in my head — and we started down 
the street in the warm night air with her 
leaning on me and me leaning on her. 

We got halfway down the street and her 
bleeper went off. 

‘Oh frag!’ she said, after taking a few 
minutes to read the message through her own 
haze. ‘My audition!’ 

‘Audition?’ I muttered. I vaguely recalled 
that she had said that she was an actress. 
That’s right — she’d been a child celebrity, 
elected at the age of seven to the Kid’s 
Parliament, one of the first Kid Members to 
resign during the Sugar Scandals. Then she’d 
made a fortune in the movies, but now, at 
twenty-one, she’d been considered past it for 
about five years and hung around in bars 
hoping jerks like me would keep her in a 
permanent semi-narcotic daze so she 
wouldn’t have to handle life. The last thing 
she’d been in had been ‘We Were Seduced by 
Godzilla’, a B-grade classic holograph, two 
years ago. 

She had a great body. I couldn’t help 
noticing it more as she pulled out a phone disc 
and slurred some instructions into it and the 
street cameras rotated and lights came on and 
she started stripping off. 

‘Yeah, my audition,’ she said, remembering 
I was standing there when she was down to 
her underwear. ‘I’ve got an audition tonight. 
For the part of Ophelia in Jude Squinty’s 
'Hamlet'.’ 

‘Jude Squinty? I thought 'Hamlet' was by 
that Shakespeare guy,’ I said as she brushed 
her hair and patched the camera network 
through to London’s theatreland. 



‘Well, this is the sex version,’ she said, 
dropping her makeup bag and launching half-
naked into a speech from the play which I must 
admit seemed kind of surreal there even to me, 
on the pavement under the street lights in 
Mexico City: 

And will not come again? And will not come 
again? No, no he is dead, 
Go to thy deathbed, 

He will never come again. 
His beard was white as snow, All flaxen was his 

head, 
He is gone, he is gone, 
And we cast away moan, 

God have mercy on his soul! 
As she cavorted around under the harsh 

lights I couldn’t help feeling a bit sorry for her 
— you’d have to be pretty desperate to want to 
be in the sex version of ‘Hamlet’ enough to do 

an audition for it while in Mexico City, patched 
through in 3D to London on the Worldwide. 
But then I mellowed and went all fragging 
philosophical on myself, which I hate, and I 
started to wonder how desperate we all were 
and what would become of us all — humanity I 
meant — and I knew that the sooner I got this 
girl back to Dirk’s place and fragged the living 
shug out of her the better I’d feel about things. 
So I let her speak to the clowns who auditioned 
her on her Udisc as I piled her into the Turbo 
and took off. This is what Shakespeare does to 
my head, I thought. She wasn’t in good shape 
— some bastard down in the city got a faceful 
of her vomit as we clipped cloud level and 
veered south. It was never a good idea to mix 
alcohol and orgasm tablets. 



By the time we got to Dirk’s place in Buenos 
Aires he’d reached Phase III. Dirk had three 
phases: mad maniac, serious mad maniac, and 
psychotically serious mad maniac. He’d forgotten 
to tell me — though he insisted with his fist in 
my face several times that he hadn’t — that this 
was the Big Night, this was when we were 
supposed to Do the Deed and Save the World 
from Itself. I thought it was next week, but after I 
started to feel the pain of his punches even 
through the Space tablets, I concurred, and we 
tumbled into his cruiser with various large bits of 
equipment that I couldn’t make out through the 
blood trickling down my eyes. I pulled the 
almost-naked Jinky in with us while she was still 
screaming at Dirk to stop hitting me, and we 
were away. In less than half an hour we were at 
the Atlantis Time Bubble Departure Centre and 
Dirk was getting past the entrance machine. 

Time tourism was now so common that they 
hadn’t even bothered with real security staff — I 
mean, with every inch of the planet’s surface 
scrutinised by every man and his dog and cat 
through satellites or local and international 
camera networks, anything that anyone did 
could be on your lounge screens within minutes, 
so the live security trade took a dive. But then, in 
a world where anyone could do anything, who 
would choose to be a jerky security guard? 

So Dirk stuffed all his gear into his pants and a 
big bag he carried and moved off down the 
silvery passageways. He looked at me kind of 
funny as we walked along. I could barely see his 
eyes through his long straggly green hair. But 
that look signalled his descent back into Phase II. 
I chanced a communication. 

‘So tonight’s the night, hey Dirk? The night we 
blow up the world!’ I said conspiratorially. 

‘Shut up, you stupid fragger!’ he groaned, 
clamping a dirty hand over my mouth. ‘Do you 
want to screw it up now? Do you think this place 
isn’t miked? Come on, let’s get into the ramp 
before some bastard stops us!’ 



I dragged the dishevelled Jinky down a long 
gangway and into a little car on rails that took us 
deeper into the unmanned complex. After a few 
minutes we emerged into a foyer where we could 
choose our destination. The possibilities were 
almost endless: Prehistoric Times, Ancient Rome, 
the Dark Ages, Mediaeval Europe, all the usual 
tourist bullshug, plus a host of research and 
academic times and locations which looked about 
as interesting as a six-week-old fried egg. Dirk 
entered ‘Other’ and specified ‘Early Twenty-First 
Century’ where it said, ‘Please Specify’. When he 
tried to get ‘North Yorkshire Moors’ into the 
Location slot and it wouldn’t go, he pulled out a 
thing that looked like a musical instrument and 
plugged it into the console and began grunting 
and looking around. 

Dirk was a classic anarchist. He and I had 
spent our whole six months of school plotting 
ways of destroying the system. He had burned 
his house down at the age of ten and tried to 
blow up the Kid’s Parliament before he was 
sixteen. Then he got into this thing about the 
Tree. 

The Tree was, they said, the most important 
computer node in the world. From its banks, that 
sprawled across the Yorkshire Moors like some 
kind of weird organic growth, grey and silver 
and lit up at night like a crashed alien spacecraft, 
Dirk reckoned most of the world’s computer 
systems were coordinated. Its sheer size meant 
that, with molectronics having reduced computer 
circuitry to submolecular level, it had the 
capacity to outthink the human brain. This made 
it Dirk’s arch-enemy. And the fact that its 
destruction might plunge mankind into a new 
Dark Ages in which humanity would once again 
find some kind of meaning to life meant that I 
was behind Dirk all the way. At least, as long as I 
could keep taking Space tablets so that I didn’t 
really have to think about any of it. 

Dirk entered a few figures on his keyboard 
thing and the console obligingly gave in — we 
could specify our own location. He typed in the 
location of the very heart of the Tree, and a date 
just before the site of its construction was 
cordoned off. The circular doors ahead of us slid 
open obediently. We walked through into a white 
room, empty of anything but a white couch and, 
rather disconcertingly, a white hatstand. 

‘What’s a fragging hatstand doing here?’ said 
Jinky, and she started to shake. 



Dirk gave her a Phase II shut-the-frag-up look 
and brought out from under his jacket something 
that looked like a cross between a large spanner 
and a bazooka. He looked around — the chamber 
was hard to see, it was so bright. I couldn’t tell 
where the ceiling was and my head ached even 
more than it always did. We walked on, past the 
couch, looking for the opposite wall through the 
whiteness. Then suddenly I realised that we were 
walking through a white mist and all around us 
was a translucent bubble that walked with us. 
Ahead the mist parted and we were in open 
countryside. 

Jinky began shivering and making 
whimpering noises, either withdrawal symptoms 
from the orgasm tablets or just plain fear. It 
affected some people like that for some reason, 
time travelling. Like some people can’t handle 
heights. 

I thought it was probably both unsafe and 
inappropriate to give her another tablet at this 
point and I turned to Dirk, whose face shone 
with that same maniacal glee that I’d once seen 
on Emperor Nero’s face as Rome burned. 

‘So what now, oh great leader? How are you 
going to deprogramme the Bubble?’ I asked. 

‘Frag deprogramming it,’ he said, levelling the 
bazooka at it. ‘I’m going to blow the fragger 
away!’ 

‘No! How are we going to get...’ I began, but 
the last word was lost as he pulled the trigger 
and a molectronic enclosure occurred, the 
technical name for a bastard great explosion 
which blew me and Jinky back so hard that we 
hit the ground about thirty feet away. 

Well, I thought as I shook my brain back into 
gear, at least there’s some ground to hit. The 
eggheads were wrong — there was life after Time 
Bubbles. 

I dusted myself off and kicked Jinky to see if 
she was still alive. She groaned and got up, 
covered in mud like me. Dirk was some distance 
away digging a hole. Nearby there was a plain 
concrete structure, perhaps the construction site 
of the beginnings of the Tree. I looked around. 
The sky was a weird blue colour rather than the 
dull brown I was used to. It seemed a lot lighter 
generally and the air was like the stuff you get in 
a First Class apartment air bottle. I could hear 
things twittering, like tiny bleepers going off all 
around us. 



‘Listen,’ I said, coming up behind Dirk, 
‘what’s that noise? Maybe they’re onto us!’ 

‘That’s birds, you shughead! Haven’t you 
been on a Time Trip before? They had birds 
remember?’ 

I remembered. You can’t hear too much 
through a Time Bubble, and I’d never paid 
much attention at school, but now there was no 
bubble between me and the reality of it all and 
this wasn’t school. I looked back at Jinky — she 
was about twenty yards away throwing up. I 
could hear that fine too. And now something 
else — something that sounded familiar but 
out of place. 

‘What’s that?’ I said, and Dirk looked up 
with the look I’d once seen on Charles 
Manson’s face before he killed Sharon Tate — 
but then he heard it too. 

The three of us ran around the concrete 
structure and saw three figures drilling into a 
wall with molectronic drills, which might not 
have been so unusual except even my foggy 
brain told me that molectronics hadn’t been 
discovered until a hundred years from when 
we were supposed to be. 

‘Shug!’ Dirk exclaimed eloquently as the 
strangers turned and saw us. They wore face 
plates but looked strangely aggressive even 
through the black opaqueness. Dirk ran for an 
ancient machine that stood unattended nearby. 
To my horror, he looked even more scared than 
I was and I realised I’d been using his courage 
as a substitute for mine and that the sudden 
disappearance of his nerve exposed mine for 
the charlatan it always had been. I swallowed 
another Spacer to compensate, and ran so fast 
that I beat him to the vehicle, some kind of 
excavator, and clambered on. Looking back as 
Dirk started the thing up I saw Jinky stumbling 
after us. 

‘Quickly!’ I shouted, but Dirk had trouble 
with the old electric/diesel driven motor 
which gave Jinky time to catch up. She gave 
me a look like a bucket of shug and then we 
were jerked forward as the thing started to 
move. The three strangers with their 
anachronisms were nowhere to be seen as we 
trundled away. 

Dirk was fiddling with his bazooka. 
‘What do we do now? Who were those 

people?’ yelled Jinky above the noise of the 
motor. 



‘What we do is we come back — before now. 
Before they get here,’ he muttered, and fitted 
something into his weapon. 

‘But how do we get back?’ I asked the obvious 
question even though this, I knew, was always 
unwise with Dirk. 

To my surprise he didn’t smack me across the 
jaw with the barrel of the bazooka, he actually 
answered me. 

‘I didn’t blow the bubble,’ he said with a 
childlike grin on his hair-matted face, ‘I sucked 
it.’ And, as if that was somehow significant and 
highly amusing, he chuckled to himself, 
revealing a cavernous absence of teeth, and 
patted the cannon that he clutched so 
possessively to his chest. 

When we were about a mile from the original 
landing site Dirk switched off the excavator and 
we climbed down. He pointed the bazooka at a 
piece of ground about four feet in front of us and 
pulled the trigger. I flinched, expecting an 
explosion as before, but there was a very 
undramatic slurping sort of noise and a huge 
bubble appeared at the end of the cannon and 
slowly grew. It was kind of hypnotic — before I 
understood how or when, it was all around us 
and we were in a white space again, but this time 
Dirk was frantically at work on his keyboard and 
we didn’t appear back at the Departure Point but 
in his apartment. The man might be a complete 
psychotic, I thought to myself, but he was also a 
genius of magnitude. He’d basically built a 
portable Time Bubble Generator complete with 
guidance system. 

Dirk raced around his Hiroshima-like 
apartment in a frenzy of activity. While he did so, 
I approached Jinky. She shrank back. 

‘Keep away from me, you spineless jerk!’ she 
snapped. ‘If I had any clothes, I’d be out of here!’ 

‘Put these on!’ ordered Dirk at that moment 
and we climbed inside black uniforms and put 
tight-fitting helmets over our heads. Dirk then 
handed us molectronic drills, and before I could 
ask any questions he’d fired the gun again and 
we were away, travelling back in time from an 
apartment on the thirtieth floor of the San Marco-
Ramirez building in downtown Buenos Aires to 
the North Yorkshire Moors of a couple of 
centuries ago. We stepped out at exactly the same 
point we’d appeared at before, and everything 
looked exactly the same. Even the same birds 
were singing. 



So the brains must be wrong, I thought 
again. It must be possible to step out of Time 
Bubbles with no ill effects because we were 
doing it. 

‘I can’t handle much more of this,’ muttered 
Jinky, just managing to lift the black opaque 
headshield on her helmet in time to expel 
another stomach load of something she’d eaten 
earlier. 

Dirk and I walked off to the concrete 
structure and I tried to understand what he was 
saying. 

‘See, if we plant the bomb inside the concrete, 
they’ll never find it. They won’t be able to 
detect molectronic drill traces for another two 
hundred years and by then they won’t be 
looking here. It’s kind of majestic, isn’t it? They 
are going to build the whole Tree around this 
little bit of concrete, and inside that concrete is 
the seed of its destruction all the time!’ He 
laughed, a sound reminiscent of Jinky throwing 
up, and indicated to me where I should drill. 

Jinky caught up with us and followed my lead 
in a kind of brainless fog a bit like my own. 

Yeah, majestic, I thought. How things 
contain the seeds of their own death. Frag me, 
there was that Shakespeare crap again. I 
concentrated on dispelling the atoms of the 
wall in front of me. 

We’d been drilling away for about five 
minutes, a high-pitched whine like the sound of 
a descending V2 rocket in World War Two, 
when the strangest mind-frag of all happened. 
Round the corner of the building who should 
appear but a tall, thin guy in black jeans and a 
loose jacket, sort of good-looking in a rugged 
sort of way, followed by a shorter, dirty guy 
with straggly green hair and arms full of 
equipment, and then a young half-naked girl 
with frizzy hair. These three stood gawping at 
us for a few seconds and then ran off and 
climbed onto an excavator that was standing 
nearby. They started it up and drove off. 



It was like deja-vu or something — I 
couldn’t quite figure it out. It was Jinky who 
put it all into words. 

‘That was us, wasn’t it?’ she shouted above 
Dirk’s drill. ‘Those guys we saw when we went 
back into the past — they were us now, dressed 
in these outfits!’ 

Dirk shrugged his shoulders and kept 
drilling. I followed his directions and soon a 
large hole had been made in the ten-foot-thick 
wall. Dirk took out another device from his 
pocket, like a large, spiky egg, and placed it 
lovingly into the hole. Then we slammed the 
drills into reverse and filled the hole from a 
molecular level upwards, covering the egg and 
leaving no trace that we had even scratched the 
surface. 

Dirk began to laugh again, but I dragged 
him away. 

‘Let’s go,’ I said. For some reason I’d grown 
unaccountably nervous. This was all too easy. 
Stepping in and out of Time Bubbles, 
interfering with history, it was all supposed to 
be impossible. It was all building up in my 
head like a wave at a Hawaiian beach and I 

started to feel sick. I fumbled in my pocket for a 
couple of Spacers and swallowed them dry. 

‘Let’s go!’ I shouted again, clutching Dirk’s 
arm. 

Jinky was scared suddenly too — she 
grabbed my arm and hung into me tight as 
Dirk pointed the bazooka and created another 
bubble. We were soon in the white space again. 

Dirk sat on the floor of the bubble giggling 
to himself. I suppose he had succeeded. All that 
remained was to get back and trigger the bomb. 
The Tree would go up, Worldwide would crash, 
and human civilisation would never be the 
same again, all because of this hairy creep 
sitting sniggering at my feet. He started to 
fiddle with his control keyboard. 

‘They said it couldn’t be done,’ he kept 
muttering to himself. 

I looked at Jinky. She’d raised the faceplate 
of her helmet and she looked kind of sweet 
with that anxious little face peering out at me 
through those curls. Frag Jessica, I thought, I’ll 
spend some time with this chick instead. I 
made to step closer to her when Dirk said 
something that made me freeze. 



‘Something’s wrong, man,’ he said quietly as 
his fingers raced like madly dancing spiders 
across the keys. 

‘What do you mean, you green-haired little 
shug?’ I said, my untraceable fear mounting 
suddenly to a crescendo. 

‘I mean something is fragging wrong, dildo-
head! I’m gonna have to crash us.’ 

‘What’s happening? Can’t we get home?’ said 
Jinky, kneeling by Dirk. 

‘I don’t get it. I’ve lost control,’ Dirk said to 
her. 

‘You lost fragging control about twenty years 
ago, you charmless flurd. Get us back home or I’ll 
put that fragging bazooka...’ I couldn’t think 
where to put the bazooka that suitably reflected 
my fury, and just at that instant there was an 
explosion. I remember thinking about Jessica and 
the German, about Dirk and his smile, about this 
whole fragged-up, boring little world and 
Hamlet and his last line ‘The rest is silence’, and I 
reached out to Jinky and shouted ‘Let’s meet up!’ 
and then it all went blank. 

‘Holy frag!’ 
I was making an impression on her. I popped 

another orgasm tablet into her glass of vodka and 
watched it fizzle away. She was still trembling a 
bit from the last one...



‘From the fertile mind of Alexander Marshall comes a complex 
world of Gods, legends, dragons, ancient evil and unlikely 
heroes… I predict that in years to come, The Sword 
Sundergost will be hailed as a classic.’ 
 -David Bowmore, author of The Magic of Deben Market

The 

Sword 
SUNDERGOST

ALEXANDER MARSHALL

NOW IN ONE GIANT VOLUME

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall
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ALEXANDER MARSHALL

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall

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

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

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

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

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

people who might be real as 
well as people who are 

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

boundary between fact and 
fiction, stories and truth, 

reality and illusion.  
‘Metafiction’ is defined in 

the dictionary as ‘fiction in 
which the author self-

consciously alludes to the 
artificiality or literariness of 

a work by parodying or 
departing from novelistic 

conventions and traditional 
narrative techniques.’ But in 

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

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

back on the shelf and never 
know… 

—Grant P. Hudson, Editor

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/alexander-marshall
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Special Feature

Looking back 
over FOUR YEARS 
of the World’s 
Most Exciting 
Writers’ 
Magazine

The focus of the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine has always been on YOU, 
the writer! So let’s take a look at some of the famous faces we’ve featured 

over the last four years!
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The late, legendary STEVE CARR began by telling 
us about his life and career, which included 
successfully publishing hundreds of short stories. 
Steve went on to found Sweetycat Press and 
mentor hundreds of writers before leaving us in 
2022.

 KATE McCOID 
told us about her 
fabulous film 
success.

GARY BONN 
entertained us 
with the most 
anarchic 
interview ever, 
and later went 
on to compile 9 
volumes of short 
stories, with a 
tenth on the way 
very soon from 
Clarendon House.

We interviewed the Queen of Flash 
Fiction, RIHAM ADLY, who went on to 
write a unique and cutting-edge 
collection of short stories entitled Love is 
Make-Believe, published by Clarendon 
House.

BILL SWIGGS told us the behind-
the-scenes story of his book Blood 
in the Dust. Stay tuned for his 
upcoming tense thriller set in the 
Cambodian jungle, Mekong Sky, 
from Clarendon House.

Internationally 
acclaimed 
author 
MEHREEN 
AHMED talked 
to us about her 
life and work.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bill-swiggs
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gary-bonn
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/riham-adly
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/riham-adly
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Author and artist RIK TY took 
us on an inter-dimensional 
tour.  

Historical Mystery and 
Romance Author ELIZABETH 
BAILEY talked to us about 
her books and writing 
career.

CHRISTINE TABAKA 
described her career as an 
internationally known poet.

Rising star author R. A. GOLI 
talked to us about her life and 
work, including the short story 
collection Unfettered from 
Clarendon House.

We glimpsed the wonderful world of 
SAMANTHA HAMILTON and got the 
behind-the-scenes story of her 
Clarendon House comic masterpiece 
Welcome to Blekeleigh Court.

MICHAEL WILLIAMS talked to 
us about his life, his work and 
his influences, and how he 
writes to make people laugh.

J. L. CALLISON told us 
about his life, books, and 
success as an author.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/r-a-goli
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/samantha-hamilton
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Award-winning New Mexico author 
CARMEN BACA told us how she takes both 
human and phantasmagorical characters 
through life’s experiences and emotions in 
each story and makes their experiences 
truly credible, in a whole series of books 
from Clarendon House.

P. A. O’NEIL gave us the inside scoop on 
her short story collection Witness 
Testimony and Other Tales, which went 
on to become a bestseller for Clarendon 
House.

PINA LEYLAND revealed the story 
behind her amazing collection 
Pezzi Pazzi| Crazy Pieces, and then 
went on to release a unique recipe 
book and Pezzi Pazzi 2 through 
Clarendon House. 

We journeyed to the wonderful world 
of WARREN ALEXANDER, author of 
Cousins' Club.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/paoneil
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/paoneil
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/paoneil
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The marvellous 
MARLON HAYES 
told us about his life 
and career.

We went on a special 
journey with JUSTIN 
WIGGINS author of the 
best-selling Surprised by 
Agape from Clarendon 
House.

We delved into the domain of DAVID 
BOWMORE and welcomed his 
collection Tall Tales and Short 
Fiction, from Clarendon House. 

We met ELIZABETH MONTAGUE, 
author of the amazing short story 
collection from Clarendon House 
entitled Dust and Glitter. 

We interviewed the prolific DAVID BAILEY, 
author of The Confessional Killings and a whole 
series of other books, who has just released the 
first of a whole new series.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/david-bowmore
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/david-bowmore
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/elizabeth-montague
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We caught a glimpse of the life of 
author SHARON FRAME GAY, 
whose collection Song of the 
Highway was published by 
Clarendon House, followed last 
year by a second volume, The 
Nomad Diner.  

We did an in-depth interview with 
PETER ASTLE, author of the 
Clarendon House collection Twists 
and Turns. Read Peter’s story and 
you’ll see immediately that he was 
born to be a writer — and his 
collection proves it!

We got to meet EMILY FLUKE, author 
of the unique fantasy novel Eve of 
Anarchy, published by Clarendon 
House. 

We found out about the life and fabulous 
new fantasy of our special guest BRUCE 
ROWE, author of The Chrysalis and the 
Creatures of the Highlands, published by 
Clarendon House. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bruce-rowe
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/emily-fluke
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We did an interview with RLM 
COOPER about her writing life 
and extraordinary book Legacy 
627 (there’s been a sequel since!)

We found out more about the 
incredible books of author PAM 
VAN ALLEN.  

ASH GALLAGHER talked about her amazing 
life and work.  

We did a special 
interview with 
author SHERRY 
SHAHAN about 
her remarkable 
book Purple 
Daze. 

The marvellous MEL LEE 
NEWMIN gave us insights 
into her fascinating life and 
the development of her 
career as an author, including 
some behind-the-scenes 
glimpses of her science 
fiction blockbuster Noman’s 
Land, published by 
Clarendon House.

JILL KIESOW 
told us 
about her 
writing life 
and 
introduced 
us to her book 
Wet Wings. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mel-lee-newmin
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mel-lee-newmin


41

We got to meet P. C. DARKCLIFF, 
author of Celts and the Mad 
Goddess and much more. 

We got a glimpse of the epic 
life of  JENNIFER BROOKINS, 
author of Molly’s War and 
Other Short Stories, 
published by Clarendon 
House. 

We did an interview with MARK 
SCHEEL, the author of the new novel 
The Potter’s Wheel, hailed by many 
as a masterpiece, published by 
Clarendon House.a 

We got to meet Great 
Clarendon House Writing 
Challenge Winner RUTH 
MORGAN, the author of the 
Clarendon House collection 
The Whitworth Mysteries, set 
in outback Australia. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mark-scheel
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jennifer-brookins
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jennifer-brookins
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jennifer-brookins
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We did a special interview with SARAH 
BAILEY, who is not only the author of many 
different novels but who set up her own 
publishing imprint. 

We got to meet BRENT A. HARRIS and 
find out all about his fantastic books. 

We met author JAN 
MCCULLOCH and 
find out about her 
amazing life and her 
book A Little Dog’s 
Prayer. 

We interviewed author JIM 
BATES and found out about 
his life and his Clarendon 
House collection of short 
stories, Dreamers. 

We found out more 
about best-selling 
author ANTHONY 
WOOD and his 
series of books. 

We got to meet the 
multi-talented SAM 
PHILLIPS and learn 
about his burgeoning 
career as an author 
and publisher. 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/jim-bates
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We got to explore 
the fascinating 
world of L. JAGI 
LAMPLIGHTER. We got a glimpse into the 

world of author PETER 
TOEG and learn about the 
background to his 
Clarendon House 
collection Love & Fate.

We found out more about DAVID 
JACK’S work with the stories of 
George MacDonald. 

Since the Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine began in March 2019, Clarendon House Publications 
has produced over 100 books, many of them by the authors above or containing their work. 
We’d like to thank you for your ongoing support and for being part of the Clarendon House 

phenomenon! 
The Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine remains OPEN FOR SUBMISSIONS —fiction, articles, 

artwork, all are welcome. Contact me if you’d like to feature in a major interview. 

Here’s to many more years of supporting writers and creating marvellous publications!

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-toeg


44

Writ!s’ W"ld
News, views and snippets from around the globe.If you have any news that 

you would like to share with readers, please drop me a line at 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com.

Which of the following features seen throughout the 
history of the magazine are your favourites? Any you’d 

like to see return? Have I forgotten anything? 
Drop me a line indicating your preferences!  

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 
(You can say ‘All of the above’ if you wish!)

Grammar Ninja

A humorous study of some of the intricacies of the English language faced by writers.

A showcase of the art of G. P Hudson.

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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A Window into  
   Middle-earth
!"#$%&&%'(&)!*+*%'(

Unearthly  
Child

An occasional series featuring the BBC Television 
programme DOCTOR WHO -origins, viewpoints, 
analysis.

A PERSONAL HISTORY OF COMICS

GRANT P. HUDSON

A WRITER’S WORKSHOP with

Glimpses into the world of J. R. R. Tolkien

A round-up of open submissions.
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Desert Island 
Books

The  

Wonderful World of 

MARKETING

Poe#y C"n!
THE BEST OF CLARENDON HOUSE

An author interview with an opportunity to showcase 
meaningful or influential books in that author’s life.

Breakthrough lessons in how to run a writing career 
using a modern understanding of business and 

marketing concepts.

One of the world’s toughest writing contests with an opportunity to win a book 
contract from Clarendon House (see page 10 of this issue!)

A showcase for the best stories published by Clarendon House.

An opportunity for poets from all over the world to display their work.
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MASTER AUTHOR 
SHOWCASE

PRESENTS

A LITERALLY LITERARY QUIZ 
An often-tricky quiz for literary enthusiasts.

Learn from the masters through this selection of the 
world’s best short stories.

Going behind the scenes of the creative 
mind into the depths of what makes 

fiction work.

I will listen to feedback from readers! Write to 
me at grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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PETER TOEG

 Expect not only 
the unexpected  

but the 
transcendent  

in this collection 
of stories from a 

unique storyteller.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-toeg

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-toeg
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Galaxy  
Inner Circle Writers’ Group  
Science Fiction and Fantasy 

Anthologies

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies

visit another galaxy today!

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/anthologies
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The Boy on 
the Beach 

FICTION by GARY BONN
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Sunset. Everything blood red. There’s a little 
boy, maybe eight or nine years old, standing on 
the beach, right at the point where crescents of 
foam reach his toes. I don’t think my husband can 
see him; he hasn’t reacted, though the boy is only 
a few metres away. 

The boy, long-haired and dressed only in a 
loincloth of seaweed, stares towards the horizon, 
holding his arms out, snapping his fingers with 
both hands and talking in a susurrous voice, 
almost mimicking the sounds of the sea. His tone 
is lighthearted, even joyous. Switching to English 
he looks back and flashes a huge smile at me. 
'Hello, tell Ben to carry on down the beach. Say 
you want to sit on that rock and think for a while.' 

I look at my husband. He’s staring at me, 
confused. He says, 'What are you looking at? Why 
have you stopped?' 

The boy continues singing but interjects to 
speak to me, 'Please, you need to tell him to go on. 
It’s best that we’re alone for this.' His tone is both 
authoritative and beseeching. 'Give him a kiss 
first,' he adds, turns and darts towards the cliff, 
scrambles up impossibly steep rock and 
disappears among the trees. 'Back in a moment!' 
he shouts down. 

Ben, leaning on his walking poles, says, 'Are 
you all right, my dear?' The wind whips his 
thinning but pointy beard, grey and white hairs 
flicked in the gust. 

'Yes. I’m going to give you a hug and kiss and 
sit here for a minute. You get the ice creams. I’ll be 
along shortly.' 

His bushy eyebrows rise in mock horror. 'I’m 
not going to leave a pretty young lady alone on 
this wild beach. Anything could happen!' 

'Get the ice creams, you old fool.' I plant my 
walking stick on a stone, lean forward and peck 
him on the cheek. 'Mine’s wild ginger, raspberry if 
they haven’t got that. A cone...one of those with 
the bit of chocolate at the bottom. Quick now. I 
have thinking to do.' 

'And what would you be thinking about?' !157 
'How would I know? I haven’t had a chance 

yet. I’m having a thinking moment. Get on with 
you.' 
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He jerks his beard to point along the beach. 
'Ginger or raspberry. Message received and 
understood.' He totters away. Really, we’re too 
old to be walking on uneven surfaces but we 
have both aged without grace, kicking, fighting 
and screaming against the rebellion of our 
bodies. He’s unstable as I watch him 
disappearing into the dusk. We shouldn’t have 
come this far from the promenade but neither of 
us have ever been sensible. We’re so close, so 
similar; two aspects of the same person. I love 
that man so much. 

A sound makes me turn. The boy is back on 
the beach. In those insufficient moments he’s 
collected firewood, thin sticks, kindling and 
what looks like a nest of dry grass. He’s 
squatting down and talking to the grass in his 
hands. It’s like I’m hearing half a conversation 
in a foreign language, his voice, laughing, 
chiding, coaxing and chuckling in turns. A 
ghost of smoke rises from the nest like a 
pirouetting dancer, thickens and a tiny flame 
erupts followed by more. Within seconds the 
boy has a small cone of twigs alight on the sand 
and piles sticks over them. He turns, winks at 
me and dashes among the breaking waves. 
Reaching into the water he sings, laughs again 
and straightens up while lifting two lobsters. 
Returning to the fire, he kneels, places the 
lobsters on the sand and strokes them once on 
the head. They stop moving. Dismembering 
and cleaning them with his fingers, he places 
the tails on sticks over the fire and the rest 
around the base. All the time he’s busy singing, 
whistling, and talking to things or people I can’t 
see. 

I seat myself on the rock, and study him. 
He’s busy and doesn’t seem inclined to talk to 
me. I’m fascinated. He’s not human, that much 
is obvious. Everything I’ve ever seen has clearly 
recognisable states, but his is ... are ... 
ephemeral. One moment he’s so insubstantial I 
wonder how it is I can’t see through him, in 
another appearing beyond massive, as if he 
could walk through rocks and they would have 
to shatter around him. In the end I’m so 
mystified I ask, 'What are you?' 
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He sniggers. 'Oh humans! Humans! I 
remember now your need for names and 
categories and the illusion of knowledge and the 
even greater illusion of control. I have no 
category ... nothing has. I am me.' 

'If you are not ... OK ... how do you differ from 
a human?' 

'If I were to tell you that we’d be here for 
eternity. You’ll find out soon enough – in, 
hopefully, a nice way. That’s the plan.' He rocks 
back on his heels and hugs his knees. 'I used to be 
a human.' 

'What is this about?' I ask. 'I haven’t much 
time.' 

He leaps up and kneels before me, his hands 
on my knees. 'Time is not a problem. Just trust 
me. It’s not. Don’t worry about Ben for the 
moment, concentrate. I’ll take you through this, 
but I can only think of one way without tangling 
you up in confusion and distress.' He looks into 
my eyes. 'So I want to tell you something ... 
things ... but don’t be frightened: we’re nice. The 
first is that we prey on humans. All I, any of us, 
do is destroy humans.' 

'Why...?' I tense, fingers tightening on my 
stick. 'Are you preying now; are you going to 
destroy me?' 

'Only the human bit – what’s left of it. Gods, I 
wish I’d had someone to help me through it.' He 
strokes my knees. 

I ask, 'Are you going to kill me?' He may look 
like a child, but frankly there’s no way I could 
stop him. Just look at the way he scrambled up 
the cliff and carried a huge pile of wood. I could 
cry out but I feel so calm... 
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He winks at me, 'Yes, I look like a child but 
that’s not the whole story. The important bit now 
is that I’m in your mind, reading your thoughts 
and slowing them down, blocking others so you 
ask the right questions. I’m doing this with all the 
intelligence and love I can muster. Afterwards we 
can talk about it and see if there is a better way. 
You’re going to need to do this – what I’m doing 
now – very soon. This is my first time.' He sighs. 
'Yes, a child. I was a human child: I loved being a 
child. Then I grew into an adult and it all went 
wrong. I tried to be what everyone wanted, what 
society expected and encouraged me to be. Too 
many conflicting pressures all claiming to be the 
most important ... and somehow I failed to pick 
up sufficient wisdom and a thick enough skin to 
deal with them. The result was a malformed, 
twisted grotesque: a poisonous homunculus. I 
was revolted by the man I became. I didn’t 
admire or trust him ... and I had to be him!' He 
pats my knees, rises and turns back to the fire. He 
calls, 'If I remember rightly, I killed myself.' 

'You’re dead? You committed suicide?' 
'Yes ... yes. I only killed the adult. I kept the 

best bit. There are so few benefits to being 
human. Keeping the best bits is one, family ties 
another. There are friendships too, but you get all 
these things anywhere. It’s hard to find any point 
in being human at all.' He turns the sticks and 
other pieces of lobster. 'Do you like mackerel? 
There are some close. I can call them.' 

A thousand questions in my mind seem to 
evaporate. Yes, something is messing with my 
head. But for all that’s happening I remain 
tranquil and able to think clearly. 

He looks back to me, pulling hair into a 
ponytail to clear his face. He ties it with a strip of 
semi-dried seaweed, fragments tumbling from it. 
'I love you!' He lets those words hang for a 
moment. 'We go into people’s heads, hearts, 
bodies and destroy everything we can. It takes a 
lot of us and a lot of effort. Why do humans even 
exist? Is there any point to them?' He stands, 
pushing a lobster claw with his toes. 'Nothing 
suffers anything like humans do. Nothing is so 
ignorant and out of control ... and so removed 
from reality.' He looks at me, head tilted to one 
side. 'Tell me, what’s the point? Did you ever find 
a point?' 
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'Are you really going to kill me?' I close my 
eyes. Why did I close them; did he make me? 

'No ... I’m going to feed you. Look around.' 
Opening my eyes I see the beach has 

changed. This is a different place and the sun is 
just rising. The colours are unworldly. It all 
smells different, scents I can’t identify. The air 
feels thicker. I’ve been here before ... some 
fleeting memory. I stand, my stick falling away: 
I don’t need it. That’s a shock. I’m strong again, 
stable... 'I’m dead?' 

'No, you’re alive ... just, this moment, born 
again. It will take you some time to readjust but 
you’re free now. Incidentally, don’t worry about 
Ben. He’ll cope, and I have news of him.' He 
watches me for a while. 'What can you see?' 

My panic regarding Ben is suppressed along 
with more questions. 'A strange but familiar 
place ... another planet?' 

'Just that ... just one place? You’ve a long 
way to go yet then, but that will come.' He 
turns the lobster tails. 'These are nearly ready. 
How do you like them?' Walking over to me, he 
takes my hands. 'Maybe you’ll change into a 
child like me or stay as you are or become a ... 
oh, let’s go for stupid names and categories 
while you still think like that; siren, selkie, 
huldra, demon, angel, fairy ... anything so you 

can free humans from torment. Cancer, car 
accidents, ageing ... anything. You don’t realise 
it but without us you’d all be trapped in hell for 
ever.' He tips his head to one side. 'Did I do all 
right? Was the transition painless enough?' He 
stares into space. 'I think I got you through it all 
right. You’re free now and I love you. I’m also 
going to stop meddling with your thoughts. 
Brace yourself, you’re on your own now.' He 
grins. 

Momentarily my mind is swamped with 
released thoughts fighting for attention. I 
dismiss them – now I see his face clearly. 
'Arthur!' I choke out a sob, fists pressed against 
my mouth. 

He grins. 'Hello, Mum. Yes, I left hell. You’ve 
reminded me of how humans think, and my 
departure must have brought you great 
distress. For that I am so sorry, but it was all 
getting too ugly. However, at least it meant I am 
here for you now. Look, we need to work out if 
there’s a better way to do what I just did. You’re 
going to be the best one to field Ben. We’re 
working on him – he’s going to be freed soon.' 
He hugs me. 'Come and eat.' 
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Welcome to the worlds of a true weaver of wonders.  
Be prepared to view Life from completely new angles  
— and yours may never feel quite the same again…
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Sharon Frame Gay has been internationally published in many 
anthologies and literary magazines, including Chicken Soup 
For The Soul, Typehouse, Lowestoft Chronicle, Literary 
Orphans, and others. She has won awards at The Writing District, Wow-Women On 
Writing, Owl Hollow Press, and Rope and Wire and is a Pushcart Prize nominee. Her first 
collection of short stories, Song of the Highway, was published in 2020 by Clarendon 
House Publications. Her master storytelling continues in The Nomad Diner.

The Nomad Diner 
A Short Story Collection

SHARON FRAME GAY
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Fractured:  
Tales of Flame and Fury

A Fantasy Collection by  
Charlotte Langtree

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/charlotte-langtree

Darkness shadows all worlds. Gods war, queens fall, and trust is 
broken. A frightened mother beseeches an uncaring god. Rebel Sisters 
dance on the wind, and doors open to long-forgotten realms. In the 
depths of the ocean, an ancient dragon stirs. When all hope is lost, who 
will rise? Who will resist? And who will rain ruin on a fractured land?  

Lose yourself in eight tales of courage and chaos, powerful magic, and 
the women who hold their worlds together.

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/charlotte-langtree


Exclusive Services from 
CLARENDON HOUSE PUBLICATIONS 

Feedback! Proofreading!  
Marketing! 

See below for details of unique services 
 offered by Clarendon House  

with full prices AND discounts  
available to magazine subscribers  

and course students

Beta Reading Feedback 
How it’s delivered: 

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

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

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

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

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

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

STUDENT PRICE: £25.00 per 1,000 words 

Highlighted Proofreading 
How it’s delivered: 

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

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

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

recurring errors so that you can avoid 
them in the future 

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

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

STUDENT PRICE: £20.00 per 1,000 words

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

Marketing Consultancy 
How it’s delivered: 

•A short online mini-course in 
marketing basics 

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

availability 
•Guidance on how to get started and 

how to maintain a successful 
approach to marketing your work 

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

MAGAZINE SUBSCRIBER/COURSE 
STUDENT PRICE: £300.00

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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Pezzi Pazzi 2 is a sister anthology to  
‘Pezzi Pazzi/Crazy Pieces’ published in 2019,  
another mixed genre collection of poetry, prose, fiction, non-fiction 
and experimental writing. Quirky, eclectic and infused with an 
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references and coarse language. For Mature Readers Only.
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RIHAM ADLY

Princess, priestess, runaway, slave-girl, heiress, 
aquatic siren: women live thousands of lives in the 

flash fiction of Riham Adly, sometimes in the 
course of one story. A writer from modern Egypt, 
Adly reflects the complex reality of a world that 

can be both cosmopolitan and insular, a changing 
world where women risk new roles, but still 
struggle to push through family and cultural 

conditioning that tells them to “expect nothing, 
stay quiet, be smart.” The women in these stories 
ignore that advice. They expect everything, rebel, 

push boundaries, speak from the heart.

LOVE IS MAKE-BELIEVE

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHORS

RUTH MORGAN

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/riham-adly

THE  
WHITWORTH  
MYSTERIES

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan

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

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

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

“Let me kill him. Finish 
the story.”

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/ruth-morgan
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In post-Khmer Rouge 

Cambodia there are many 

wounds still open and the 

ghosts of the past are far from 

forgotten. Into this world 

stumble Scott and Nancy 

Morris, on a holiday of 

healing following a deadly 

helicopter crash that leaves 

Scott psychologically scarred 

and addicted to his 

medication. Their peaceful 

voyage down the Mekong 

River becomes a living 

nightmare when terrorists 

board the boat, kill the 

officers and ransom the 

passengers’ lives. 

Hidden away in the remote 

swamps of Boeng Tonle 

Chhma the passengers learn 

that their governments have 

refused to negotiate with the 

terrorists. Their only hope 

lays with Sinh Ang, a 

Cambodian police officer 

who works tirelessly to 

unravel the flimsy thread of 

clues that will lead him to the 

Mekong Sky. 

As the trail unfolds, the 

passengers have only each 

other to turn to in a 

desperate race to ensure 

their survival, a race in 

which Scott must face the 

demons of his past if he is to 

save Nancy and give Ang a 

chance to settle a score 

originating in the Killing 

Fields of Cambodia’s bloody 

past.

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/bill-swiggs

From the author of BLOOD IN THE DUST 
comes a thrilling new adventure
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With David Jack, outside The Eagle and 
Child, meeting place of the Inklings

At The Kilns

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

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

1. What was the name of the queen of the witches in 
Macbeth? Hecate 

2. Who wrote The Once and Future King? T. H. White 

3. Which actor took over the role of James T. Kirk from 
William Shatner in the modern Star Trek films? Chris 
Pine 
4. Who wrote the book Jonathan Strange and Mr. 
Norrell?  Susanna Clarke 

5. Name the creators of the Daleks -both the author 
who came up with them and the fictional character 
who created the race in Doctor Who). Terry Nation; 
Davros 
6. What book written by Bill Swiggs is set in the 
Australian outback in the 19th century? Blood in the 
Dust 
7. What is the name of Tin Tin’s dog? Snowy 

8. On what planet do the events of Frank Herbert’s 
Dune mainly take place? Arrakis 

9. Which English poet wrote Kubla Khan? Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge 
10. Samuel Taylor Coleridge and playwright J. B. 
Priestley lived in the same house at different times in 
its history in what part of London? Highgate

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

1. What was the real name of fictional vet James 
Herriot? Alf Wight 

2. Who wrote the fantasy Phantastes? George 
MacDonald 

3. Which Clarendon House author has a 
collection of flash fiction called Love Is Make-
Believe? Riham Adly 

4. Who says ‘Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and 
tomorrow,/Creeps in this petty pace from day to 
day,/To the last syllable of recorded time;/And 
all our yesterdays have lighted fools/The way to 
dusty death’ in Shakespeare’s Macbeth?  
Macbeth 

5. Name the character who commits suicide in J. 
B. Priestley’s play An Inspector Calls.Eva Smith 

6. Of which realm was the city of Annúminas the 
capital in Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings? Arnor 

7. What was the name of Dan Dare’s spaceship? 
Anastasia 

8. Where do the events of Captain Corelli's 
Mandolin by Louis de Bernières take place? 
Cephalonia 

9. Which English poet wrote Piers Plowman? 
William Langland 

10. What was the hometown of the Brontë 
sisters? Haworth

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Louis_de_Berni%C3%A8res
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Welcome to Blekeleigh Court, nestled in the mythical countryside of England between the 
Wars, a setting in which P.G. Wodehouse would feel right at Stately Home. Here the sons and 
daughters of the Jazz Age face off against Crusty Uncles, Dotty Aunts, and Superhuman 
Butlers—and unexpected complications abound.  

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

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

SAMANTHA HAMILTON

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR
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BLEKELEIGH 
COURT
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ARTICLE by ANNIE NARDONE

A Sojourner in Oxford 
Annie's Oxford Travel Blog Part Four 

July 2022
The mellow bells, soaring and 

singing in tower and steeple, told of 
time's flight through an eternity of 
peace; and Great Tom, tolling his 
nightly hundred-and-one, called home 
only the rooks from off Christ Church 
Meadow.

— Dorothy L. Sayers, Gaudy 
Night

After a late night at King's 
Arms, a visit next day to Christ 
Church was in order. I awoke to a 
sunny morning ripe with the 
promise of adventure. I was 
informed that Christ Church 
Cathedral and University was a 
must-visit place, filled with 
medieval history, the beautiful 
Tom Quad, gardens, and of course, 
the rooms where a portion of the 
Harry Potter films were taped. But 
there were little delights in store 
for me that I did not expect!

Gathering my camera and 
messenger bag, I made my way 
down High Street toward St. 
Aldates. Since my arrival in 
Oxford, tea quickly replaced coffee 
as my go-to refresher and the tea 
shops in Oxford offered so many 
wonderful options, usually paired 
with a scone, of course! I popped 
in at Bird and Blend for a hot 
cuppa to go. The first Oxford 
lesson I learned was that cream 
was for coffee, milk was for tea, so 
I ordered Earl Grey with a splash 
of milk and was on my way.
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I reached St. Aldates 
and turned left to cross the 
street. A small corner 
grocer with open doors 
hinted at breakfast options. 
I found racks of warm 
pastries and croissants 
scenting the air with a 
buttery, spicy, chocolatey 
fragrance, so I chose one 
croissant for now, one more 
for later, and continued 
down the street. That's 
when I saw a lovely 
wooden cutout of Alice in 
Wonderland characters 
posted on the sidewalk. I 
had no idea there was a 
connection to Lewis 
Carroll, the real Alice of his 
books, this shop on St. 
Aldates, and Christ 
Church. The officially 
name "Lewis Carroll's 
Alice's Shop - The Old 
Sheep Shop" is the actual 
store that young Alice 
Liddell, inspiration for 
Carroll's books, would visit 
over 150 years ago. She 
lived across from the store 
and would visit to 
purchase sweets. The 
reference to The Old Sheep 
Shop comes from Carroll's 
novel Through the Looking-
Glass, published in 1872, 
that includes a scene that 
happens inside a dark but 
magical little shop with an 
elderly lady shopkeeper 
who spoke in a bleating 
voice. 
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Alice's Shop is a tiny 
oasis of enchantment. 
The shelves, floor, and 
cases are stuffed with all 
manner of Wonderland 
items for purchase, from 
themed teacups and 
teapots (not suitcase 
appropriate, but I know 
that they ship), books, 
and candies. There is a 
certain charm to an old 
shop with one aisle to be 
shared with other 
patrons visiting to soak 
in the Victorian 
ambiance and choose the 
perfect remembrance. I 
chose the grinning 
Cheshire Cat tea cozy, a 
handful of bookmarks, 
and several packets of 
tea, then made my way 
back toward the door 
with a renewed 
determination to read 
the rest of the Alice 
books.

One of my favorite 
destinations in any city is 
the local secondhand 
bookshop. I ask around 
for opinions on the best 
book niches tucked in 
alleys or down 
unexpected streets. The 
repeated suggestion I 
received from friends 
and scholars familiar 
with my specific list of 
authors was St. Philip's 
Books on St. Aldates. 
Happily, St. Philip's is 
conveniently located 
next door to Alice's Shop 
and across the street 
from Christ Church, 
which was my ultimate 
destination for the day.
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What are the markers of an 
outstanding bookshop? In my 
view, the essentials start with 
shelves organized by author 
and topic and filled with truly 
old books - nothing "hot off the 
press." A small table to hold my 
selections while I browse 
nearby is a nice touch. I do love 
a shop with winding aisles and 
so many books that they are 
stacked on top of cases and 
extra shelving is built into the 
entryway to accommodate 
extra books. A slightly cluttered 
shop owner's office is a delight 
to me, because the piles of 
books-in-process means that 
this is a repository for earnest 
bibliophiles. (I also relate to 
clutter and stacks.). Finally, the 
shop should surround your 
senses with beauty and a bit of 
mystery. I love old book 
bindings, especially the slightly 
imperfect leather bound or a 
paper dust jacket that shows 
use, deckled edges on 
letterpress paper are a lovely 
tactile extravagance, as well as 
French flaps that can be used to 
mark a page in a pinch. Finally, 
the atmosphere should hold the 
ambiance of age — old, creaky, 
wooden floors and the 
fragrance of paper and ink. Pull 
a book off the shelf, open it, and 
breath in its history. Do you 
catch the notes of tobacco, dust, 
stone walls, or fireplace smoke? 
This is the story of the 
storybook, of whose shelf it sat 
on and where they lived. St. 
Philip's is just such a place. I 
lost track of time and quite a bit 
of my traveling budget on 
books by C.S. Lewis, 
Chesterton, Tolkien, and 
MacDonald, as well as a couple 
of philosophical texts, but what 
a magical hour or so.
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Finding my way back 
through the book maze, I 
stepped out to St. Aldates 
and continued on my 
journey to Christ Church 
College, Cathedral, and 
Meadow and decided to 
start where every good 
tourist starts — the front 
gate. I was greeted by a very 
helpful docent who 
informed me about paid 
tours of all sorts, unpaid 
wanderings, high points of 
the area, and times of the 
church services, which are 
open to all. After collecting 
the necessary pamphlets 
and maps, I followed the 
path through the gate and 
toward Tom Quad, the 
largest quadrangle in the 
University. This was clearly 
set to be a wonderfully 
overwhelming adventure, 
which would need more 
than one afternoon of 
exploration. The Quad alone 
was breathtaking, with a 
center fountain that held 
blooming water lilies inside 
of its stone pool. 
Surrounding Toms Quad 
were centuries-old stone 
walls and windows, narrow 
doorways, and enticing 
archways leading to the 
cathedral and university 
facilities, including the 
dining room that played a 
part in the Harry Potter 
films. 

Where to begin? I will 
share my suggestions and 
experiences in the next blog, 
but for now, I offer this 
poem about Christ Church 
and written by Lewis 
Carroll.
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"The New Belfry of Christ Church, Oxford"
by Lewis Carroll

East view of the new Belfry, Ch. Ch., as seen 
from the Meadow. 
 
If thou wouldst view the Belfry aright, 
Go visit it at the mirk midnight — 
For the least hint of open day 
Scares the beholder quite away. 
When wall and window are black as pitch, 
And there's no deciding which is which; 
When the dark Hall's uncertain roof 
In horror seems to stand aloof; 
When corner and corner, alternately, 
Is wrought to an odious symmetry: 
When distant Thames is heard to sigh 
And shudder as he hurries by; 
Then go, if it be worth the while, 
Then view the Belfry's monstrous pile, 
And, home returning, soothly swear, 
" 'Tis more than Job himself could bear! " 
 
On the feelings with which resident Ch. Ch. men 
regard the new Belfry. 
 
Is it the glow of conscious pride — 
Of pure ambition gratified — 
That seeks to read in other eye 
Something of its own ecstasy? 
Or wrath, that worldlings should make fun 
Of anything " the House " has done? 
Or puzzlement, that seeks in vain 
The rigid mystery to explain? 
Or is it shame that, knowing not 
How to defend or cloak the blot — 
The foulest blot on fairest face 
That ever marred a noble place — 
Burns with the pangs it will not own, 
Pangs felt by loyal sons alone?
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Song and Chorus. 
 
Five fathom square the Belfry frowns; 
All its sides of timber made; 
Painted all in grays and browns; 
Nothing of it that will fade. 
Christ Church may admire the change — 
Oxford thinks it sad and strange. 
Beauty's dead! Let's ring her knell. 
Hark! now I hear them — ding-dong, bell. 
 
On the moral of the new Belfry. 
 
"Look on the Quadrangle of Christ, squarely, for is it not a Square? 
And a Square recalleth a Cube; and a Cube recalleth the Belfry; 
And the Belfry recalleth a Die, shaken by the hand of the gambler; 
Yet, once thrown, it may not be recalled, being, so to speak, irrevocable. 
There it shall endure for ages, treading hard on the heels of the Sublime — 
For it is but a step, saith the wise man, from the Sublime unto the Ridiculous: 
And the Simple dwelleth midway between, and shareth the qualities of either. "



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

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins

Essays on the 
Inklings  
and their 
Friends

Surprised by  
Myth

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

JUSTIN WIGGINS 
and 

GRANT P. HUDSON

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

Stories of feuds and 
ghosts deep beneath 
the snow; of tragedies 
and wonder on the seas 
of a half-frozen world; 
of adventurers and 
curses, vendettas and 
blood-bonds, love and 
revenge, and mysteries 
which defy logic 
haunting the Great Ice. 
Meet ice-hardened 
ancient Genetians like 
Rilik, mighty snow-
bears and white 
wolves, strange allies 
and supernatural 
rituals; meet weapons 
forged from 
snowcrystal, shrines 
carved out of stone, 
wondrous white birds 
that carry women far 
across the wastes, and 
the hint of yet deeper 
mysteries hidden in the 
immeasurable, 
cavernous abysses of 
this distant sphere.  
For lovers of fiction like 
that of Ursula K. Le 
Guin, or the Icelandic 
Sagas, or J. R. R. 
Tolkien, or mediaeval 
epics.

Tobias Green  
&  

Alexander Marshall
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Satisfying Fiction from Clarendon House Publications  

The

Look out for the next instalment of

Free to download wherever you are

The next issue will be announced in the 

www.facebook.com/groups/innercirclewritersgroup

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/free-items

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

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/mel-lee-newmin

Noman’s 
Land

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

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

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

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

One day when old Diamond was standing 
with his nose in his bag between Pall Mall 
and Cockspur Street, and his master was 
reading the newspaper on the box of his cab, 
which was the last of a good many in the 
row, little Diamond got down for a run, for 
his legs were getting cramped with sitting. 
And first of all he strolled with his hands in 
his pockets up to the crossing, where the girl 
and her broom were to be found in all 
weathers. Just as he was going to speak to 
her, a tall gentleman stepped upon the 
crossing. He was pleased to find it so clean, 
for the streets were muddy, and he had nice 
boots on; so he put his hand in his pocket, 
and gave the girl a penny. But when she gave 
him a sweet smile in return, and made him a 
pretty courtesy, he looked at her again, and 
said:

“Where do you live, my child?”

“Paradise Row,” she answered; “next door to 
the Adam and Eve— down the
area.”
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“Whom do you live with?” he asked.

“My wicked old grannie,” she replied.

“You shouldn't call your grannie wicked,” said the gentleman.

“But she is,” said the girl, looking up confidently in his face. “If you
don't believe me, you can come and take a look at her.”

The words sounded rude, but the girl's face looked so simple that
the gentleman saw she did not mean to be rude, and became still more
interested in her.

“Still you shouldn't say so,” he insisted.
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“Shouldn't I? Everybody calls her wicked old grannie —even them that's
as wicked as her. You should hear her swear. There's nothing like it in
the Row. Indeed, I assure you, sir, there's ne'er a one of them can shut
my grannie up once she begins and gets right a-going. You must put her
in a passion first, you know. It's no good till you do that —she’s so
old now. How she do make them laugh, to be sure!”

Although she called her wicked, the child spoke so as plainly to
indicate pride in her grannie's pre-eminence in swearing.

The gentleman looked very grave to hear her, for he was sorry that such
a nice little girl should be in such bad keeping. But he did not know
what to say next, and stood for a moment with his eyes on the ground.
When he lifted them, he saw the face of Diamond looking up in his.

“Please, sir,” said Diamond, “her grannie's very cruel to her sometimes,
and shuts her out in the streets at night, if she happens to be late.”
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“Is this your brother?” asked the gentleman of the girl.

“No, sir.”

“How does he know your grandmother, then? He does not look like one of
her sort.”

“Oh no, sir! He's a good boy —quite.”

Here she tapped her forehead with her finger in a significant manner.

“What do you mean by that?” asked the gentleman, while Diamond looked on
smiling.

“The cabbies call him God's baby,” she whispered. “He's not right in the
head, you know. A tile loose.”

Still Diamond, though he heard every word, and understood it too, kept
on smiling. What could it matter what people called him, so long as he
did nothing he ought not to do? And, besides, God's baby was surely the
best of names!
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“Well, my little man, and what can you do?” asked 
the gentleman, turning towards him —just for the 
sake of saying something.

“Drive a cab,” said Diamond.

“Good; and what else?” he continued; for, 
accepting what the girl had said, he regarded the 
still sweetness of Diamond's face as a sign of
silliness, and wished to be kind to the poor little 
fellow.

“Nurse a baby,” said Diamond.

“Well —and what else?”

“Clean father's boots, and make him a bit of toast 
for his tea.”

“You're a useful little man,” said the gentleman. 
“What else can you do?”

“Not much that I know of,” said Diamond. “I can't 
curry a horse, except somebody puts me on his 
back. So I don't count that.”
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“Can you read?”

“No. But mother can and father 
can, and they're going to teach 
me some day soon.”

“Well, here's a penny for you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“And when you have learned to 
read, come to me, and I'll give 
you sixpence and a book with 
fine pictures in it.”

“Please, sir, where am I to 
come?” asked Diamond, who 
was too much a man of the 
world not to know that he must 
have the gentleman's address 
before he could go and see him.

“You're no such silly!” thought 
he, as he put his hand in his 
pocket, and brought out a card. 
“There,” he said, “your father 
will be able to read that, and tell 
you where to go.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” said 
Diamond, and put the card in 
his pocket.
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The gentleman walked away, but turning round a few 
paces off, saw Diamond give his penny to the girl, and, 
walking slower heard him say:

“I've got a father, and mother, and little brother, and 
you've got nothing but a wicked old grannie. You may 
have my penny.”

The girl put it beside the other in her pocket, the only 
trustworthy article of dress she wore. Her grandmother 
always took care that she had a stout pocket.

“Is she as cruel as ever?” asked Diamond.

“Much the same. But I gets more coppers now than I used 
to, and I can get summats to eat, and take browns enough 
home besides to keep her from grumbling. It's a good 
thing she's so blind, though.”

“Why?” asked Diamond.

“'Cause if she was as sharp in the eyes as she used to be, 
she would find out I never eats her broken wittles, and 
then she'd know as I must get something somewheres.”
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“Doesn't she watch you, then?”

“O' course she do. Don't she just! But I make 
believe and drop it in my lap, and then hitch 
it into my pocket.”

“What would she do if she found you out?”

“She never give me no more.”

“But you don't want it!”

“Yes, I do want it.”

“What do you do with it, then?”

“Give it to cripple Jim.”

“Who's cripple Jim?”

“A boy in the Row. His mother broke his leg 
when he wur a kid, so he’s never come to 
much; but he's a good boy, is Jim, and I love 
Jim dearly. I always keeps off a penny for Jim 
—leastways as often as I can. But there I 
must sweep again, for them busses makes no 
end o' dirt.”

“Diamond! Diamond!” cried his father, who 
was afraid he might get no good by talking 
to the girl; and Diamond obeyed, and got up 
again upon the box. He told his father about 
the gentleman, and what he had promised 
him if he would learn to read, and showed 
him the gentleman’s card.

“Why, it's not many doors from the Mews!” 
said his father, giving him back the card. 
“Take care of it, my boy, for it may lead to 
something. God knows, in these hard times a 
man wants as many friends as he's ever 
likely to get.”
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“Haven't you got friends enough, 
father?” asked Diamond.

“Well, I have no right to complain; but 
the more the better, you know.”

“Just let me count,” said Diamond.

And he took his hands from his pockets, 
and spreading out the fingers of his left 
hand, began to count, beginning at the 
thumb.

“There's mother, first, and then baby, 
and then me. Next there's old Diamond 
—and the cab— no, I won't count the 
cab, for it never looks at you, and when 
Diamond's out of the shafts, it's nobody. 
Then there's the man that drinks next 
door, and his wife, and his baby.”

“They're no friends of mine,” said his 
father.

“Well, they're friends of mine,” said 
Diamond.

His father laughed.

“Much good they'll do you!” he said.

“How do you know they won't?” 
returned Diamond.
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“Well, go on,” said his father.

“Then there's Jack and Mr. Stonecrop, 
and, deary me! not to have mentioned 
Mr. Coleman and Mrs. Coleman, and 
Miss Coleman, and Mrs. Crump. And 
then there's the clergyman that spoke 
to me in the garden that day the tree 
was blown down.”

“What's his name!”

“I don't know his name.”

“Where does he live?”

“I don't know.”

“How can you count him, then?”

“He did talk to me, and very kindlike 
too.”

His father laughed again.

“Why, child, you're just counting 
everybody you know. That don't 
make ‘em friends.”
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“Don't it? I thought it did. Well, but they shall be 
my friends. I shall make 'em.”

“How will you do that?”

“They can't help themselves then, if they would. 
If I choose to be their friend, you know, they 
can't prevent me. Then there's that girl at the
crossing.”

“A fine set of friends you do have, to be sure, 
Diamond!”

“Surely she's a friend anyhow, father. If it hadn't 
been for her, you would never have got Mrs. 
Coleman and Miss Coleman to carry home.”

His father was silent, for he saw that Diamond 
was right, and was ashamed to find himself 
more ungrateful than he had thought.

“Then there's the new gentleman,” Diamond 
went on.

“If he do as he say,” interposed his father.

“And why shouldn't he? I daresay sixpence ain't 
too much for him to spare. But I don't quite 
understand, father: is nobody your friend but
the one that does something for you?”
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 so that you don’t miss  

the next chapter of  
George Macdonald’s  
classic masterpiece!

“No, I won't say that, my boy. You 
would have to leave out baby then.”

“Oh no, I shouldn't. Baby can laugh 
in your face, and crow in your ears, 
and make you feel so happy. Call 
you that nothing, father?”

The father's heart was fairly touched 
now. He made no answer to this last 
appeal, and Diamond ended off with 
saying:

“And there's the best of mine to 
come yet--and that's you, daddy—
except it be mother, you know. 
You're my friend, daddy, ain't you? 
And I'm your friend, ain't I?”

“And God for us all,” said his father, 
and then they were both silent for 
that was very solemn.

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

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Viajes con 
Fantasmas

La Quinceañera

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca

Cuentos Del 
Cañón

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/carmen-baca


https://miblart.com/?ref=granthudson13&fbclid=IwAR1YKJHDsBPu9gXeizWmOuYMjBByA5Rs94kKzTwL1INtBwLQSndSHLeGQeY


Down with the Sickness and Other Chilling Tales

What readers say:

“… this is a thrilling ride …”


“Best plot twist …”

“… great job putting unique twists … highly 

recommended …”

“Wow, just freaking wow!” 


“I was deeply disturbed … loved every minute …! 
Bravo!”


“Heartbreaking and devastating.” 

“Holy shit … that was so creepy. I loved it!” 


“I want more, more, more, more, dang it!” 

“I got chills reading this story.” 


“Exciting and horrific.” 

“Multifacetedly disturbing..."

Dive into these macabre horror stories, but 
be careful not to close your eyes. Evil lurks 
unseen. Supernatural beings keep watch 
and monsters lie in wait. Some plot 
vengeance, while others  crave human flesh. 

*Crystal idolizes rock stars and longs to be one. 
What would she do to make her dream come 
true? Lie? Steal? Would she go as far as to kill?    
*Elaiyne goes to extremes to be like Sonora. But 
Elaiyne isn’t the only one wanting to be 
someone else.     
*Bettie struggles to breathe after Rodney blows 
smoke in her face. Soon he does worse. But The 
Watchers have something special in mind for 
him. 
*Wahasi stalks through the swamp in cocodrie 
— crocodile — form, infuriated at her lack of 
food. However, she has a plan involving the 
sorcerer, Kula, and the townspeople better 
watch out.    
*A brat, Brad tries to hurt his sister and defies 
his parents, but he’s not the only bully around. 
*Abner is delighted to visit Aokigahara Forest, 
which is rumored to be haunted. Sharyn 
isn’t.         
*Shane dares Angeline to spend the night in The 
Devil’s Hand, which is supposedly cursed... 
*Tricia is prideful about her looks, loves bullying, 
and makes a younger girl feel worthless. But she 
has a surprise visitor.  
*Life post-COVID included increasing deaths 
and nuclear bombs. Cole, Vera, and Marianne 
survived, but have little left to eat. Rovers are 
out and about, and must be avoided at all costs.  
*Dean likes pushing people around. When he 
damages his grandfather, Charlie’s, Venus Fly 
Traps, Charlie isn’t the only one who’s upset.

Grab your print copy here or your Amazon e-book here.

https://www.mythmart.com/product-page/down-with-the-sickness-and-other-chilling-tales-by-gabriella-balcom
https://www.amazon.com/Down-Sickness-Other-Chilling-Tales-ebook/dp/B0BN27P1DK/ref=mp_s_a_1_1?crid=2POYSYIWYQRQD&keywords=Gabriella+Balcom&qid=1672251848&sprefix=gabriella+balcom+,aps,305&sr=8-1
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Grant P. Hudson

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

The Myth 
Makers

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

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop
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A SPECIAL SERIALISATION

After How Stories Really Work, the investigation into stories went deeper… 
Myth & the ‘Now’ takes the reader on a journey into the heart of myth and attempts to bring it 
into view in new ways. It’s a voyage which will visit unusual places, from Asgard and the 
world of the Norse Gods, to Navajo plains and Finnish lakes; along the way, be prepared to 
glimpse not only the evolution of human civilisation but the human soul and how it grows in 
individuals. In this new serialisation, we look beyond the edge of fiction’s universe to an even 
wider world…

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

Northrop Frye’s division of 
fiction into several modes has 
in his work Anatomy of 
Criticism and elsewhere been 
most usually associated with 
time periods. I have taken the 
additional step of correlating 
them with stages of human 
growth, then these in turn 
broadly relate (I’m asserting) 
to the progression outlined by 

Owen Barfield in his book 
Saving the Appearances from a 
state of ‘original participation’ 
in which the relationship of 
human beings to the world 
around them was more 
intimate and unified, to a 
condition in which everything 
has been divided up and the 
struggle is to restore it to 
coherence and unity. 

One of the points I’m 
making is that pushing Myth 
into the past (along with other 
modes) or placing Barfield’s 
‘original participation’ in the 
past can prevent us from 
perceiving a greater truth: the 
state of Myth and that of 
original participation can be 
much closer to the ‘Now’ of 
our lives, if we connect them 
to our growth as individual 
human beings. 
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In the last chapter we looked at the 
Low Mimetic mode through the example 
of Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice, and 
found that, as we expected, it is carried 
by the skeleton of Myth in the same way 
that all the other modes are: there is the 
same polarity, there are the same 
archetypes, there is the pattern of motion 
towards light or dark and so on. But the 
last of Frye’s modes, Irony, is a little 
harder to deal with. That’s because we 
are living it - it is the mode of our current 
culture, for one thing, having developed 
historically in the 19th century and come 
into its own in all fields of culture in the 
20th and 21st centuries, but looking at it 
less historically and more psychically, it 
is the mode of the ‘adult’, that version of 
us which has progressed furthest from 
the ‘original participation’ of childhood. 
Most of us are at that stage of our lives in 
which things are normally highly 
compartmented and structured, where 
we have supposedly ‘matured’. That 
means that we have entered a certain 
order into things, but in doing so may 
have lost our innocent appreciation of, 
and ability to contribute to, the world 
around us. 
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Furthermore, for the adult 
there has usually not only been 
this compartmentation but a 
deconstruction: closely held 
values and beliefs, once 
cherished, have been broken up 
and broken down, undermined, 
challenged and often suppressed. 
These are the characteristics of 
Irony as a genre and also go some 
way to describing Irony as a 
mode. 

Irony deals with the sub-
human. In Anatomy of Criticism, 
Frye defines Irony as ‘a mode of 
literature in which the characters 
exhibit a power of action inferior 
to the one assumed to be normal 
in the reader or audience, or in 
which the poet's attitude is one of 
detached objectivity’ and ‘the 
mythos of the literature 
concerned primarily with a 
"realistic" level of experience, 
usually taking the form of a 
parody or contrasting analogue to 
romance. Such irony may be 
tragic or comic in its main 
emphasis’. In my book How 
Stories Really Work, I elaborate on 
this, looking at Irony as one 
fourth of a circle of four basic 
genres: Epic, Comedy, Tragedy 
and Irony. 

Irony is the quarter of the 
horror story, the dark detective 
thriller, the unsolved mystery, the 
twisted and unending nightmare. 
It is the quarter where things 
which would be neatly resolved 
in the Epic or even Tragic 
quarters are left unresolved, 
usually explicitly. Whereas the 
Epic apex is one of enlightenment 
and release, here at the nadir of 
the circle waits only despair and 
eternal captivity. 

One of the key features of 
Ironies is that things get a little 
'mixed up': time is often out of 
sequence (as in Pulp Fiction), 
characters have split personalities 
(as in Fight Club) and reality can 
take on the colour of nightmares 
(as in Terry Gilliam’s film Brazil).

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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But does Irony betray the 
presence of Myth, as all the other 
modes do? Its emergence as a 
distinct genre or mode can probably 
be traced to the latter part of the 19th 
century, and one of its early 
examples is Charles Dickens' Great 
Expectations. 

In examining Great Expectations, 
what exactly should our thesis lead 
us to look for? 

The same kind of things that we 
have been finding all along: two 
poles, a set of archetypes, and a 
motion toward one of the poles. In 
Myth, the image presented is usually 
either of an eternal battle or balance 
between Light and Dark; in 
Romance, the forces of each are 
arrayed in terms of supernatural 
virtues and vices; in the High 
Mimetic, the same forces struggle 
with each other, often resulting in an 
overturning and the death of the 
protagonist; in Low Mimetic fiction, 
the poles are normally cleverly 
disguised but can still be detected, as 
we have seen. Following the logic of 
all this, in an Irony, the motion 
would be towards the darker pole 
and away from the light, probably in 
the form of some kind of subversion 
of the bright pole. In other words, 
whereas in another kind of story the 
protagonist might die but no one 
questions the value system or 
background order of the story world, 
in an Irony the story world itself is 
undermined as well. 

Instead of a pull upwards, as we 
saw in Pride and Prejudice and as is 
common to 90% of the tales with 
which we are familiar, which show a 
general trend for things to go into 
orbit around a bright outcome (‘and 
they lived happily ever after’), as we 
enter the Ironic world the pull is 
downwards: the archetype of the 
Emerging Warrior King, whose 
destiny in another mode might have 
been to take up his crown, is in an 
Irony doomed to lose; the 
Submerged Companion, who 
otherwise might have been ‘rescued’ 

and end her days happily married, is 
here doomed to live a phantom life 
and eventually die horribly; Shadow 
Protagonists abound and get their 
way; and the Protagonist drifts 
towards orbiting the dark. 

Protagonists in 
Ironies n!ver have a 
happy time of it.



9

Protagonists in Ironies never 
have a happy time of it, even from 
the start, and Pip is no exception: 

My first most vivid and broad 
impression of the identity of things 
seems to me to have been gained on a 
memorable raw afternoon towards 
evening. At such a time I found out for 
certain that this bleak place overgrown 
with nettles was the churchyard; and 
that Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, 
and also Georgiana wife of the above, 
were dead and buried; and that 
Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, 
Tobias, and Roger, infant children of the 
aforesaid, were also dead and buried; 
and that the dark flat wilderness beyond 
the churchyard, intersected with dikes 
and mounds and gates, with scattered 
cattle feeding on it, was the marshes; 
and that the low leaden line beyond was 
the river; and that the distant savage 
lair from which the wind was rushing 
was the sea; and that the small bundle of 
shivers growing afraid of it all and 
beginning to cry, was Pip. 

The tale of Pip is the story of an 
orphan (no surprises there for a 
Protagonist) and his apparent rise 
from the borderline of poverty and 
abuse into the realms of London life 
as a gentleman. But the emphasis is 
on apparent. His infatuation with 
Estella, and his consequent 
misunderstanding about the sources 
of his sudden fortune, underpin the 
whole book. They lead Pip to 
construct a world in which present 
wealth and future love are going to 
haul him slowly to the top of the 
scale, towards the Light. But this 
turns out to be illusory, a fabrication 
which comes crashing down and 
winds up with him having nothing 
except the ghost of a hope in the 
final line of the novel (a line Dickens 
revised to make it less grim than in 
his original draft). In other words, 
Great Expectations follows the arc of 
an Irony perfectly - it is the fall 
towards the lower pole, disguised as 
a progression to the upper. 
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As for the archetypes, you 
may have spotted them 
already, keeping in mind that 
they are ironically disguised 
and subverted. Jaggers the 
lawyer, who outlines the plot to 
the protagonist and who turns 
out to have had a remarkable 
influence behind the scenes of 
most of the events of the novel, 
is a darker version of the Wise 
Old Figure: 

'Now you are to understand, 
secondly, Mr. Pip, that the name of 
the person who is your liberal 
benefactor remains a profound 
secret, until the person chooses to 
reveal it. I am empowered to 
mention that it is the intention of 
the person to reveal it at first hand 
by word of mouth to yourself. 
When or where that intention may 
be carried out, I cannot say; no one 
can say. It may be years hence. 
Now, you are distinctly to 

understand that you are most 
positively prohibited from making 
any inquiry on this head, or any 
allusion or reference, however 
distant, to any individual 
whomsoever as the individual, in 
all the communications you may 
have with me. If you have a 
suspicion in your own breast, keep 
that suspicion in your own breast.’ 

Great 
Expectations:  

an Irony, so the 
Seven 

Archetypes are 
twisted towards 

darkness

Emerging  
Companion: 

Magwitch the 
convict

Comic  
Companion: 

Herbert 
Pocket

Wise Old Figure: 
Jaggers the 

lawyer
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Antagonist: 
Compeyson

Shadow 
Protagonist: 

Bentley 
Drummle  

(also Orlick)

Submerged 
Companion: 

Miss Havisham 
(and her protegé, 

Estella)

Protagonist: 
Pip
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Herbert Pocket performs his 
role as the Comic Companion 
perfectly, assisting the 
Protagonist to the last. The 
Emerging Companion is a 
degraded convict, returning 
from transportation to Australia; 
the Submerged Companion is 
the phantom-like Miss 
Havisham, stuck in the past in a 
decaying wedding dress, who 
ends up burning to death. Her 
protégé is the cold and aloof 
Estella: 

Estella was always about, and 
always let me in and out, but never 
told me I might kiss her again. 
Sometimes, she would coldly 
tolerate me; sometimes, she would 
condescend to me; sometimes, she 
would be quite familiar with me; 
sometimes, she would tell me 
energetically that she hated me. 
Miss Havisham would often ask me 
in a whisper, or when we were 
alone, 'Does she grow prettier and 
prettier, Pip?' And when I said yes 
(for indeed she did), would seem to 
enjoy it greedily. Also, when we 
played at cards Miss Havisham 
would look on, with a miserly relish 
of Estella's moods, whatever they 
were. And sometimes, when her 
moods were so many and so 
contradictory of one another that I 
was puzzled what to say or do, Miss 
Havisham would embrace her with 
lavish fondness, murmuring 
something in her ear that sounded 
like 'Break their hearts my pride 
and hope, break their hearts and 
have no mercy!’ 
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SUBSCRIBE NOW 
 so that you don’t miss  

the next chapter of  
this unique 

exploration of fiction!

As we might expect, there is 
more than one Shadow 
Protagonist: first, as a kind of 
Hyde to Pip’s Jekyll, comes 
Orlick, the smith’s apprentice 
who violently maims Pip’s 
older sister and places Pip’s life 
in danger; then, as a 
counterpart to Pip’s 
gentlemanly life, there’s Bentley 
Drummle, who arrogantly takes 
Estella as his wife then beats 
her. 

The mysterious Compeyson, 
whose machinations have 
resulted in almost every drama 
in the plot, fulfils the role of 
Antagonist. 

Everything goes wrong for 
Pip: his mentor, not whom he 
expected it to be, perishes; his 

fortune is seized by the courts; 
even his Comic Companion 
goes overseas, though he does 
provide Pip with paying work. 
As the Irony plummets towards 
the darkness and emptiness 
which is its wont, we have only 
that brief glimmer of hope at 
the end, and even that is 
subjective, from Pip’s point of 
view: 

‘We are friends,' said I, rising 
and bending over her, as she rose 
from the bench. 

'And will continue friends 
apart,' said Estella. 

I took her hand in mine, and we 
went out of the ruined place; and, 
as the morning mists had risen 
long ago when I first left the forge, 

so the evening mists were rising 
now, and in all the broad expanse 
of tranquil light they showed to 
me, I saw no shadow of another 
parting from her. 

In Great Expectations, the 
emphasis is on emptinesses, 
losses, gaps, mysteries, 
unknowns. They are left for the 
most part unfulfilled. But in 
leaving them empty, Dickens 
allows the bones of Myth to 
show through. We have again 
witnessed the play of 
archetypes across the bi-polar 
field of primal Story. 

This became even clearer in 
the 20th and 21st centuries. 

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

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

Learn more

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/library-shop
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Cancer took her while he served in the Army overseas, 
devastating him and their five young children. He left the 
military to care for them, days stretching into months and 
years. By the time they left home, his routines were set in 
stone—work, hobbies, work... Coworkers had tried to set him 
up on dates, but he'd resisted. He'd stayed busy, found life 
rewarding, and being alone was normal. Comfortable. 

Eventually, Wilfred moves to a different place, and a sweet 
lady named Sadie welcomes him to the neighborhood. He has 
no idea he's lonely, or that his life's about to change…

Wilfred has always been a loner, 
though less of one with his late 
wife, Beth. She's been gone over 
thirty years, but he still misses 
her…

It's 2027 with numerous scientific advances having been 
made, but most of the facility's research is illegal. If 
animal rights' activists had an inkling of what went on, 
they'd clamor for justice. Human rights' activists would 
scream from the rooftops.

By the time 2030 arrives, researchers have worked for 
awhile with feline service units and Human Replicas —
HRs—virtual prisoners with no rights. More and more of 
them are dying, and they long for freedom. One of the 
top scientists isn't happy with the status quo either. 
Tensions are mounting, and things are not as they 
appear… 

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

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

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/gabriella-balcom
https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor
https://m.facebook.com/GabriellaBalcom.lonestarauthor


Course Discount 

Students of the 
Become a 
Professional 
Author Course 
get 50% off the 
Shaping Stories 
Around Your 
Message  
Workshop, which 
is valued at 
£500.00 — as a 
course student, 
you get it for 
£250.00. 

Contact me now 
at 

grant@clarendon
housebooks.com

Shaping 
Stories 
Around 

Your 
Message 

Workshop 
Having established what it is that you are 

saying with your stories, you may need help 
taking any existing work — or beginning from 
scratch — and ‘carving out’ the piece which 
truly communicates your message to an 
audience. 

This workshop is tailor-made — the 
intention is to have at the end of it at least one 
piece with which you as an author are happy is 
a ‘signature work’ — i.e. it truly represents you 
well and conveys what you want to tell your 
audience. 

The product is at least one completed 
piece of fiction which encapsulates 
everything you want to say through 
storytelling. 

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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ONGOING SUBMISSION 
OPPORTUNITIES  

with  
CLARENDON HOUSE 

PUBLICATIONS  
and  

LINDEN BOOKS 
Please take advantage of these varied and prestigious opportunities to 

present your work to the reading public. 
CLARENDON HOUSE ANTHOLOGIES 

Ongoing anthologies include 
Poetica: An Inner Circle Writers’ Group Poetry Anthology, published 

every second month. 
Galaxy: An Inner Circle Writers’ Group Science Fiction and Fantasy 

Anthology, published every second month. 
For all submission guidelines, go here and scroll to the bottom of the page: 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com 
CLARENDON HOUSE and LINDEN BOOKS MAGAZINES 

Magazines include 
The Inner Circle Writers’ Magazine, a quality, downloadable pdf, 

available internationally. It is unique, is designed to service your needs as 
writers and also to entertain you in ways that right now you probably can’t 

imagine, including with specially commissioned short stories, expert 
columns, interesting articles and much, much more. 

For submission guidelines, go here and scroll to the bottom of the page: 
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com 

The Pilgrim, a free magazine of Christian culture from Linden Books. 
For submission guidelines, go here: 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/linden-books

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/?fbclid=IwAR0lngMU_6xCdraDZBGRKVzmLSxWLq33so7XqULdE_DOqYQul7U4mGnYeU8
https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.clarendonhousebooks.com%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR2vUKJZLJz8HM3hNbNAglL3d0ZIXj_zeYzkF5AlsInh6vfGi2pfW8NSFnk&h=AT1-TKH0XbgJ9PTmMCwIkoHLDjKnBSu5neoQz9DN4qbLMS5BMvitdBi3kvTdoHgpt2xT8TEdKE5dtGNNYe8MeE9CgpTvasyI11X2VbbdiSoEdLyvWCLPbH2h6nzysp0q1fneDV8&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5B0%5D=AT2U8TbVzR8uPsOilY5MCSBeTHZlZqUqaQoIuC5lg1J5AoWQRvaaJZvVxQPUovp_FqGO_GfgPBysRoXee54yBbl3xKU6ZgnfG8uLMtTL2PPyxJBORb8jDu7pfCrvJScbC4bqfQ0O2BRf6bS8ouJURPv9AC-dOBUvBJc
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/linden-books?fbclid=IwAR0e4wNRxA4aeQFR8fLcxz1s_Jng_ESju03HMocD4DWburkZ7Tqe__dCSvo
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Poetica:  An Inner Circle Writers’ 
Group Poetry Anthology 
published every second 
month.

Galaxy: 
An Inner Circle 
Writers’ Group 
Science Fiction 
and Fantasy 
Anthology 

published every second 
month. 

The Inner Circle 
Writers’ Magazine 

a quality, downloadable pdf, 
available internationally. It is 
unique, is designed to service your 
needs as writers and also to 
entertain you in ways that right 
now you probably can’t imagine, 
including with specially 
commissioned short stories, expert 
columns, interesting articles and 
much, much more, published 
monthly. 

Submission guidelines

Submission guidelines

Submission guidelines

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/_files/ugd/065e6b_91dd6f8ff2c0411580a3fb11c859dd88.pdf
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/_files/ugd/065e6b_9cc6c1bdd41d463bbef689c6e4f3d6db.pdf
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/_files/ugd/065e6b_a07315e6ff35404783d61da0557c02a3.pdf
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We are looking for writers 
who are passionate about 

their work and message, 
who are willing to work hard 
to engage with readers, who 

have a unique voice and a 
great attitude. 

What We Publish 
We publish material which strives to  

•inspire hearts  
•promote Christian spiritual 

principles  
•honour a creator God  

•reach a high technical quality  
•communicate with readers with 

vigour and determination  
•convey positive spiritual themes 

•transmit a unique voice

Go here to find out more and to download submission guidelines

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/linden-books
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First issue out now

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/linden-books
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The  

Wonderful World of 

MARKETING

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

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

you will do. 

In this series we examine the underlying 
principles of business…

Chapter Eighteen:  
Some Case Studies

In the early 1990s in the City 
of London a unique telesales 
company was failing to meet 
targets, suffered from a high 
staff turnover, and had such a 
variable income that the whole 
operation’s stability was 
threatened.

The owner-manager was 
something of an administrative 
genius. In the days before the 
internet or the advent of 
commonplace desktop 
computers, he had devised a 
paperwork system to track and 
control complex commercial 
dealings which was both 
simple and inexorable in its 

efficiency. The company’s 
product was a portfolio of 
financial assistance, tailor-
made to suit a client’s needs. 
An effective sales patter had 
been developed and was being 
employed, and, when it was 
used correctly, it had 
remarkable success. The whole 
business could potentially have 
run like a well-oiled machine.

But income was shaky; staff 
were dispersed and in some 
cases out of control; volume of 
production was puzzlingly 
low, despite a healthy 
commission system. The 
owner-manager was frantic - 

he realised that something 
needed to be done, but had no 
real idea as to how to proceed. 
Bills were coming in - rent in 
the City of London was high 
and other expenses difficult to 
maintain. Unless something 
fundamental happened fast, he 
felt that the business was 
doomed.

Sagging from an Autumn to 
a Winter position, with a 
potentially powerful product 
but a failing delivery structure, 
things were looking grim.

It was turned around in two 
days.
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How?

• emphasis was firmly placed on 
the Familiarity aspect of the 
business. The small workforce were 
rapidly and intensively trained on 
communicating effectively with the 
potential clients. Since the product 
was heavily dependent upon a 
client’s real needs, it was crucial 
that those needs be swiftly 
understood and acted upon.

 • the communication training 
concentrated on the one skill that 
was absolutely vital to the entire 
process: listening. It was found that 
- in common with many business 
workforces, even those specialising 
in sales - the individual staff 
possessed a completely insufficient 
understanding of what it took to 
really listen to a client.

• over a two-day residential 
workshop, staff drilled listening to 
each other and appropriately 
acknowledging and noting down 
prepared responses. Group morale 
sky-rocketed on drilling alone. 
When this translated into 
workplace action the following day, 
successful sales closures increased 
by 1,000%!

Within a week, the business 
workload had more than 
quadrupled as a vastly more 
confident workforce was able to 
communicate with clients with 
relative ease. Satisfied customer 
testimonials added strength to the 
marketing machine and sales 
steadily rose. Client invoices were 
paid and so money was banked 
and bills soon became no problem. 
Income hit highest ever targets and 
staff morale (and commissions) 
rocketed to new levels.
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Improving the line between 
Familiarity (marketing and 
sales) and Fine Tuning (the 
quality function) would have 
increased customer Fulfilment 
and pushed this operation over 
the edge of Spring into 
Summer. In this case that 
would mean translating more 
accurately the information 
being gleaned from the 
telesales front liners into the 
actual portfolios being sent out 
to clients. Nevertheless, the 
business had flourished after 
an intervention of only two 
days, which had pinpointed the 
business’s central weakness 
and remedied it efficiently.

All of these examples have a 
few things in common:

a) in each case, the actual 
product or service being 
offered wasn’t the central 
problem. In the case of the 
camera shop, the cameras 
themselves were fine and 
customers were happy - it was 
just that their other needs 
weren’t being found or acted 
upon: the Familiarity function 
was failing. In the furniture 
designers case, no one had 
complained about the quality 
of the kitchens being installed 
at all - it was a blockage in the 
Foresight function which was 
the source of the difficulty. In 
the case of the telesales outfit, 
the completed portfolios were 
unique and useful, but 
Familiarity had not properly 
kicked in at all, resulting in a 
completely inadequate closure 
rate.
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b) in all cases, Finances were a 
looming threat because a 
breakdown in the generation of 
money, that thing which 
customers hand over when they 
see the promise of a vacuum 
being filled. Cameras were being 
delivered, but nothing else; 
kitchens were being fitted, but 
not fast enough; portfolios were 
being produced, but without 
sufficient accuracy or in enough 
volume.

Unless the customer and the 
product or service are being brought 
together with sufficient accuracy, 
speed and in enough quantity, 
finances will suffer.

That can break down 
anywhere along the Business 
Cycle: in Foresight, if executives 
are distracted or worried; in 
Formation, if staff are not stable; 
in Familiarity, if marketing and 
sales don’t understand 
customers’ needs; in Formulation 
and Fine Tuning, if the product or 

service isn’t accurate enough; or 
in Fulfilment, if, with everything 
else in place, the product or 
service doesn’t arrive in the 
customer’s hands.

In our last example for this 
chapter, let’s take a look at a more 
complex situation in which the 
product itself was in question 
over a longer period of time. This 
case study shows how things can 
be made to happen to turn a 
business around, and how other 
factors can creep in to undermine 
all that good work. It outlines 
how it is important to stay on the 
ball. It also shows some classic 
errors in application, based on 
very common but completely 
incorrect assumptions.

It takes a constant alertness to the 
aspects of business, the Business 
Cycle and the use of vacuums to keep 
a business in a Summer position.

How could this datum apply to you as a writer? 

Unless the customer and the product or service are being 
brought together with sufficient accuracy, speed and in 
enough quantity, finances will suffer. 

For example, do you have a functioning website and 
correct links which will guide prospects for your book 
directly to a page where they can purchase it?
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We’ve briefly glimpsed this 
example before, but now our 
analysis will go deeper: it is to do 
with a small private school in the 
UK which was struggling in the 
years of the so-called Great 
Recession, roughly 2008 to 2012. 
Students aged 2 to 18 received an 
all-round education at this school 
based on the UK National 
Curriculum which also had an 
English as a Foreign Language unit 
delivering to international students. 

But, in 2008 as the recession hit, 
the school found itself below a level 
of viability in terms of student 
numbers and therefore income, 
going into the red to the tune of 
£17,000 per month, which was 
entirely unworkable and dangerous. 

Two other private schools in its 
area succumbed to economic 
pressures, collapsed and closed. 

Times were grim.

But this was not all about 
external economic forces. On closer 
examination, in 2003, student 
numbers had climbed to 200, - since 
then, numbers had been falling each 
year to around 130.

Lower School (ages 2 to 11) 
enrolments fell most drastically with 
local public exiting the school at a 
rapid rate. 

A Business Analysis would have 
shown the following:

The school was on the edge of a 
Winter position: public were leaking 
and finances were dire. It was only 
the word-of-mouth generated by 
some degree of Fulfilment in 
students that was keeping the place 
alive.
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Clearly, the recession in 
itself was not the source of the 
problem. It was decided that 
the best thing to do was to 
look at what had caused the 
school’s climb to 200 students 
in earlier years and see if that 
could be replicated.

It was found that, back in 
2001/02, though figures were 
higher, viability and 
expansion had still been 
major concerns. Enrolments 
had been more or less static 
for several years, with no 
clear cut and agreed-upon 
strategy for expansion. 
Relatively high staff turnover 
was due in part to low wages, 
and the level of wages for a 
private school was governed 
by student levels. Overheads 
had been cut to more or less 
their lowest possible level. 
The obvious conclusion was 
that more income was 
urgently needed to invest in 
wages and facilities - but how 
was this to be obtained 
against the tide of people 
leaving? 

Was there a time when you were more successful as a 
writer? Have sales declined since then? Investigate what 
happened at that time. What changes did you make? 

It’s tempting to look for explanations in the external 
environment, but these will never help you to get on top of 
things.
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Correctly, an emphasis was 
put on the products and 
services of the school. An 
investigation done into 
reading competence across 
the school revealed that it was 
below par. Further 
investigation revealed that 
testing procedures at that 
time were inadequate and 
were giving a false picture. 
Low literacy, it was 
concluded, was a primary 
reason for the school’s lower 
than expected exam results. 
Exam results during this 
period were indeed mediocre. 

During this same period, 
promotional materials were 
pouring out of the school to 

little effect. It didn’t seem to 
matter how much the place 
was being promoted - people 
seemingly weren’t interested.

And that gives us another 
key datum for your business:

It is always difficult for 
marketing (Familiarity) to work 
over the top of bad products or 
services (Formulation).

Programmes were 
instigated to improve 
academic results and these 
did indeed dramatically 
improve over the next few 
months. The quality division 
(Fine Tuning) was 
restructured with new people 

appointed  and more 
attention was placed on 
correction and quality of 
delivery rather than 
discipline. 

Better and more varied 
tests were brought in. There 
was also an investment in a 
workable reading programme 
in the Lower School. 
Successes soon came through 
from the new books on this 
programme, with good 
results in reading and maths. 
Lots of new curriculum to 
complement the books was 
put together, including 
upgraded materials on 
grammar and punctuation.
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During 2002, the personnel 
department (Formation) 
started qualifying staff more 
rigorously with the intention 
of hiring better staff. A huge 
overhaul of the teaching area 
brought in a trained teacher 
trainer to administer testing 
and train other teachers on it. 

It was noted that the 
Lower School enrolled 
statistics were at this point 

downtrending for three years, 
and that the viability of 
school was being seriously 
affected.

Within months, 95% of 
senior students were on 
target; exam results were 
good, high grades had been 
achieved across the boards. 
Figures went up from 168 to 
over 200.  

Conclusions were reached: 

• an emphasis had been 
placed on quality of delivery 
(Fine Tuning) before marketing 
and promotion. This meant 
that marketing people had 
some confidence that, when 
addressing the needs of the 
public, they could fulfil those 
needs.

What lessons can you learn from this as a writer? 

The lessons may be hard ones to confront: perhaps the 
quality of your writing needs to be improved. 

When you have total confidence in a product, it’s much 
easier to market. That applies to fiction as well as anything 
else.
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• students and staff who 
had held onto negative or 
defeatist ideas or attitudes 
had been dealt with either 
with training or by leaving 
the school. 

• there had been lots of 
training for staff and 
retraining if needed, with 
attention placed on the 
products obtainable in every 
lesson and discussion about 
this every day, demanding 
real results.

• putting in a system of 
Progress Boards to track 
students across the whole 
school and insisting that all 
students made their annual 
graduation requirements 
with regular testing also 
made a difference. This was 
again focusing on Fine 
Tuning.

Promotional leaflets in 
local papers and getting 
school magazines out to local 
public with a lot more Open 
Days came later, and was 
effective only on the back of 
improved results.

During this whole period, 
finances had had to be run 
tightly, with an emphasis on 
putting money into areas 
which were booming and 
needed more service. In 2003, 
though, wages were 
increased twice, linked to 
student number increases.

A new Business Analysis 
would have looked like this:

The weather had changed: 
the school was now heading 
towards a Summer position, 
provided that the Fine 

Tuning continued to lift 
standards of delivery and 
that the Familiarity function 
marketed it all correctly to 
the potential customers of the 
school. A lot of right things 
had been done and it seemed 
like the worst was over.

Or so it was thought.

By 2008, the school had in 
fact declined to an even 
worse position than before, 
as outlined above.

What had gone wrong?

Let’s look first at what 
happened and then at how 
these things violated some of 
the principles we’ve learned 
so far.

Do you need to invest in training as an author? 

If you’re serious about making writing as a career, then author 
training should be considered as much a necessity as training for 
any other job.
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Looking closely at each 
area of the school, it became 
clear that the 'leakage' of 
students was occurring again 
in the Lower School, with 
students ranging in age from 
2 to 11. A survey of unhappy 
parents revealed that there 
were two broad issues: the 
quality of delivery in that part 
of the school was perceived to 
be a problem still; and the 
school fees were placing the 
services of the school behind 
the reach of several parents as 

the recession bit into finances 
for many.

But here’s where the 
'obvious' solution isn’t always 
the right one and where some 
classic 'solutions' actually 
worsen the problem.

School leaders thought to 
themselves: 'Quality of 
delivery had already been 
addressed extensively in the 
years just prior to the decline 
— surely this couldn’t be the 
reason behind the falling 
numbers?'

They also made another 
Dangerous Assumption:

'Let’s push the fantastic 
features of the services we 
have to offer! If we do that in 
enough volume, people will 
be compelled to sign up for 
the school!'

This is such a common 
assumption and it’s usually 
so wrong that it bears closer 
examination.

The 'obvious' solution isn’ t 
always the right one and 
some clas"ic 'solutions'  can 
a#$ually worsen the 
problem.
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Executive decisions were 
made to promote the Lower 
School like mad – push great 
results, not just academic but 
in results and products in the 
arts and other areas; push 
positive points internally and 
externally. Special 
promotional pieces were 
produced and issued via e-
mail to reach more publics 
than ever before. A specially 
designed school magazine 
costing a small fortune, was 
distributed broadly. A great 
deal of thought and 
brainstorming took place to 

do with contacting new 
public with campaigns, action 
plans, programmes and so on, 
written and issued and 
revised and re-issued ad 
infinitum. The school’s new 
website was continuously 
updated with fresh material 
especially about the Lower 
School and designed to use all 
the tricks of the web to get 
more visits and more 
enquiries from it. 

All that effort got zero 
results.

Zero.

No new student 
enrolments. None 
whatsoever.

Almost all the attention 
had gone on pushing the 
features of the product onto 
any passing public that could 
be found. Several principles 
had been forgotten (or never 
known):

The job of a successful 
marketer is to find or create 
vacuums.

Have you poured a lot 
of effort into marketing 
your book or books by 
pushing their features 
onto a broad public? 

Have you achieved any 
results?
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No one knew anything 
about vacuums; no mention 
had been made of customer 
needs; no one had bothered to 
survey anyone. It was just 
assumed - as it often is - that 
if enough promotional 
materials were pumped into 
the environment, people 
would eventually respond 
and come in.

But, as we have found:

Anything other than working 
on vacuums can be counter-
productive.

All these marketing efforts 
were taking their toll. After a 
year of advertising 
campaigns, revised marketing 
materials, a new and 
upgraded 'look' for the school 
and various bright ideas 
being issued as leaflets 
through doors and 
newspapers, there had been 
zero response. 

Zero.

Meanwhile student 
numbers descended to their 
lowest point since the school 
had been established. 

Executives were 
heartbroken - and desperate. 
The school was dropping 
back down the scale to where 
it had been years prior, and 
nothing seemed to be turning 
it around.

A new Head of Lower 
School took over at the 
beginning of February 2012, 
but the school continued to 
decline. Local public were 
still struggling to pay their 
school fees and handing in 
their notices. The school was 
not retaining its public.

Anything other than 
working on vacuums 

can be counter-
produ#$ive.
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What was going on?

Another Business Analysis 
would have revealed a worsening 
scene:

A continuing line of graduates 
who gave glowing testimonials 
about the school led to some 
Fulfilment at least, but everything 
else was terrible. Marketing had 
dropped even from its weak prior 
position; executives were 
introverted by all the pressure of 
trying to keep the school 
functioning with hardly any money.

 
Imagine your own business 

surrounded by a number of other 
businesses offering more or less the 
same product as you offer - but for 
free. This was the situation facing the 
school in the face of a free education 
offered by the state: how could it 
make itself different and worthwhile 
in the face of such an obstacle?

The Lower School became the 
focus of attention because there 
were far fewer legitimate reasons for 
leaving that part of the school. 
Technically speaking, no student 
should have left the Lower School 
except into the Upper School. The 
Upper School could graduate 
students as they finished their 
education; but this shouldn’t have 
been happening lower down.

It was a complex scene. But in 
that complexity were some key 
points, which are worth noting for 
possible application in your 
business:

• the person in charge of 
marketing didn’t understand 
vacuums - he didn’t even believe they 
existed. With no vacuums being 
recognised, looked for or created, no 
motion was occurring.
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• no one was thinking 
about the public’s needs at all - 
it was assumed (another 
classic Dangerous 
Assumption) that people 
would flock to the school 'if 
they only knew about it’. So a 
small fortune was being 
wasted on marketing which 
pushed features rather than 
sought to get into 
communication with potential 
customers.

• the school had not really 
worked out its own goals and 
so was completely absorbed in 
reacting to vacuums in the 
environment and the world, 
rather than generating a 
vacuum powerful enough to 
pull it forward.

• in addition, the school 
was still 'playing an old game' 
of trying to be like other 
private schools in its area - 
even though two of them had 
been forced to close.

Then someone had a bright 
idea: perhaps those public 
who had been withdrawing 
their children from the school 
because of finances might 
have a point. 

What if the school was in 
fact too expensive for the local 
public?
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What if the prices were too 
high?

Of course the last thing 
anyone wanted to 
contemplate was the idea that 
the school’s services were too 
expensive. That would mean 
price cuts. How could that 
work?

Executives were forced to 
re-assess their own goals. Did 
they want to keep the school 
going? If so, why? What were 
the real goals and dreams that 
would be strong enough to 
motivate the place into 
action?

This was all worked out. It 
was decided to stop playing 
the 'private school game' and 
to re-establish communication 

with the original core 
community who had formed 
the school in the first place. 
This meant recognising their 
needs — and their needs were 
mainly financial.

This is what was done:

A young 'vacuum-hungry' 
person was appointed to be in 
charge of marketing.

Some figures were worked 
out and a survey was put 
together. A list of likely 
prospects was contacted 
intensively and asked what 
they would do if the school 
made a drastic reduction in its 
fees.

The response was an 
instance of what can happen 

when a hidden vacuum is 
suddenly contacted.

It was explosive.

Contacted public, upon 
hearing of even the faintest 
possibility that the school’s 
fees might be reduced, 
insisted that their own 
children be signed up 'just in 
case it happens'. Within a few 
weeks, signed up customers 
had doubled! The demand for 
reduced fees as so great that 
there wasn’t even time to 
properly evaluate the survey 
results — it transmuted into 
actual sales, even before the 
final figures had been worked 
out. In the end, the school cut 
its prices for the Lower School 
by almost 50% - but more than 
doubled its student numbers. 

Suggested actions for writers to parallel the above: 

1. Work out who your CORE COMMUNITY is. 

2. Make what you have to offer AS ACCESSIBLE AS POSSIBLE 
including financially.
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SUBSCRIBE 
NOW so that 

you don’t 
miss the 

next chapter 
of this vital 

series.

Enrolled students for the 
new 2012/13 school year shot 
up, almost tripling later in the 
year.

Word-of-mouth spread 
through the local area; a 
cheap, simple leaflet was 
devised which highlighted 
the new fees scheme, and this 
was distributed door-to-door 
and through local papers. 
Numbers kept climbing. 
Though the Finance aspect 
hadn’t particularly improved 
due to the fee reduction 
(halve the fees but double the 
number of students equals the 
same amount of money) 
money was still more 
plentiful than it had been for 
years and new buildings were 
planned for to cope with the 
increased demand.

The school had been saved.

How exactly?

A real and powerful 
underlying vacuum had been 
found. 

Core customers had been 
found, taken seriously and 
their needs recognised and 
acted upon.

And that was about it, 
really.

Using vacuum-power 
means that solutions to 
complex business problems 
and intricate multi-layered 
situations are often 
devastatingly simple.

Yes, in this case the quality 
of the product had to be 

improved. This had been 
done in earlier years and 
wasn’t the main issue by the 
time the key changes were 
made. It was contacting 
existing customer vacuums 
which saved the day. 

So you have the broad idea 
now: you can appreciate the 
principles behind vacuum-
power and you have had 
some guidance as to how it all 
might work.

How can you actually 
make it work for you and 
your business though? 

How can all of this be fine-
tuned for you?

Stay tuned.

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


www.clarendonhousebooks.com/course

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/course
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'I'm reading through How Stories Really Work. 
I've studied writing books for years but I've never 
seen anything like this! This book is 
REVOLUTIONARY. Everything is made so simple 
and precise that other methods of writing seem 
clumsy by comparison. It's not just a way of 
writing, but a way of seeing.' 

-A. P. (Author)

GRANT P. HUDSON

How 
Stories 
Really 
Work 

Exploring 
the Physics 
of Fiction

BEST SELLERS

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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MASTER AUTHOR 
SHOWCASE

PRESENTS

The Magic Shop 
by H. G. Wells 
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I had seen the Magic Shop from afar several 
times; I had passed it once or twice, a shop 
window of alluring little objects, magic balls, 
magic hens, wonderful cones, ventriloquist 
dolls, the material of the basket trick, packs of 
cards that looked all right, and all that sort of 
thing, but never had I thought of going in until 
one day, almost without warning, Gip hauled 
me by my finger right up to the window, and so 
conducted himself that there was nothing for it 
but to take him in. I had not thought the place 
was there, to tell the truth--a modest-sized 
frontage in Regent Street, between the picture 
shop and the place where the chicks run about 
just out of patent incubators, but there it was 
sure enough. I had fancied it was down nearer 
the Circus, or round the corner in Oxford Street, 
or even in Holborn; always over the way and a 
little inaccessible it had been, with something of 
the mirage in its position; but here it was now 
quite indisputably, and the fat end of Gip's 
pointing finger made a noise upon the glass.

"If I was rich," said Gip, dabbing a finger at 
the Disappearing Egg, "I'd buy myself that. And 
that” —which was The Crying Baby, Very 
Human —“and that," which was a mystery, and 
called, so a neat card asserted, "Buy One and 
Astonish Your Friends."

"Anything," said Gip, "will disappear under 
one of those cones. I have read about it in a 
book.

"And there, dadda, is the Vanishing 
Halfpenny, only they've put it this way up so's 
we can't see how it's done."

Gip, dear boy, inherits his mother's breeding, 
and he did not propose to enter the shop or 
worry in any way; only, you know, quite 
unconsciously he lugged my finger doorward, 
and he made his interest clear.

"That," he said, and pointed to the Magic 
Bottle.

"If you had that?" I said; at which promising 
inquiry he looked up with a sudden radiance.

"I could show it to Jessie," he said, 
thoughtful as ever of others.

"It's less than a hundred days to your 
birthday, Gibbles," I said, and laid my hand on 
the door-handle.

Gip made no answer, but his grip tightened 
on my finger, and so we came into the shop.

It was no common shop this; it was a magic 
shop, and all the prancing precedence Gip 
would have taken in the matter of mere toys 
was wanting. He left the burthen of the 
conversation to me.

H. G. Wells (1866 – 1946) an English 
writer who wrote dozens of novels, short 
stories, and works of social commentary, 
biography and autobiography, history 
and satire, is now best remembered for 
his science fiction novels and is often 
called the "father of science fiction", 
along with Jules Verne and the publisher 
Hugo Gernsback. 
During his own lifetime, however, he 
was most prominent as a forward-
looking, even prophetic social critic who 
devoted his literary talents to the 
development of a progressive vision on 
a global scale.
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It was a little, narrow shop, not very well 
lit, and the door-bell pinged again with a 
plaintive note as we closed it behind us. For a 
moment or so we were alone and could glance 
about us. There was a tiger in papier-mache on 
the glass case that covered the low counter —a 
grave, kind-eyed tiger that waggled his head 
in a methodical manner; there were several 
crystal spheres, a china hand holding magic 
cards, a stock of magic fish-bowls in various 
sizes, and an immodest magic hat that 
shamelessly displayed its springs. On the floor 
were magic mirrors; one to draw you out long 
and thin, one to swell your head and vanish 
your legs, and one to make you short and fat 
like a draught; and while we were laughing at 
these the shopman, as I suppose, came in.

At any rate, there he was behind the 
counter —a curious, sallow, dark man, with 
one ear larger than the other and a chin like 
the toe-cap of a boot.

"What can we have the pleasure?" he said, 
spreading his long, magic fingers on the glass 
case; and so with a start we were aware of him.

"I want," I said, "to buy my little boy a few 
simple tricks."

"Legerdemain?" he asked. "Mechanical? 
Domestic?"

"Anything amusing?" said I.
"Um!" said the shopman, and scratched his 

head for a moment as if thinking. Then, quite 
distinctly, he drew from his head a glass ball. 
"Something in this way?" he said, and held it 
out.

The action was unexpected. I had seen the 
trick done at entertainments endless times 
before —it’s part of the common stock of 
conjurers— but I had not expected it here.
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"That's good," I said, with a laugh.
"Isn't it?" said the shopman.
Gip stretched out his disengaged hand to take 

this object and found merely a blank palm.
"It's in your pocket," said the shopman, and 

there it was!
"How much will that be?" I asked.
"We make no charge for glass balls," said the 

shopman politely. "We get them,” —he picked 
one out of his elbow as he spoke— “free." He 
produced another from the back of his neck, and 
laid it beside its predecessor on the counter. Gip 
regarded his glass ball sagely, then directed a 
look of inquiry at the two on the counter, and 
finally brought his round-eyed scrutiny to the 
shopman, who smiled.

"You may have those too," said the shopman, 
"and, if you don't mind, one from my mouth. So!"

Gip counselled me mutely for a moment, and 
then in a profound silence put away the four 
balls, resumed my reassuring finger, and nerved 
himself for the next event.

"We get all our smaller tricks in that way," the 
shopman remarked.

I laughed in the manner of one who subscribes 
to a jest. "Instead of going to the wholesale shop," 
I said. "Of course, it's cheaper."

"In a way," the shopman said. "Though we pay 
in the end. But not so heavily —as people 
suppose… Our larger tricks, and our daily 
provisions and all the other things we want, we 
get out of that hat… And you know, sir, if you'll 
excuse my saying it, there isn't a wholesale shop, 
not for Genuine Magic goods, sir. I don't know if 
you noticed our inscription —the Genuine Magic 
shop." He drew a business-card from his cheek 
and handed it to me. "Genuine," he said, with his 
finger on the word, and added, "There is 
absolutely no deception, sir."
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He seemed to be carrying out the joke pretty 
thoroughly, I thought.

He turned to Gip with a smile of remarkable 
affability. "You, you know, are the Right Sort of 
Boy."

I was surprised at his knowing that, because, 
in the interests of discipline, we keep it rather a 
secret even at home; but Gip received it in 
unflinching silence, keeping a steadfast eye on 
him.

"It's only the Right Sort of Boy gets through 
that doorway."

And, as if by way of illustration, there came a 
rattling at the door, and a squeaking little voice 
could be faintly heard. "Nyar! I warn 'a go in 
there, dadda, I warn 'a go in there. Ny-a-a-ah!" 
and then the accents of a down-trodden parent, 
urging consolations and propitiations. "It's 
locked, Edward," he said.

"But it isn't," said I.
"It is, sir," said the shopman, "always--for that 

sort of child," and as he spoke we had a glimpse 
of the other youngster, a little, white face, pallid 
from sweet-eating and over-sapid food, and 
distorted by evil passions, a ruthless little egotist, 
pawing at the enchanted pane. "It's no good, sir," 
said the shopman, as I moved, with my natural 
helpfulness, doorward, and presently the spoilt 
child was carried off howling.

"How do you manage that?" I said, breathing a 
little more freely.

"Magic!" said the shopman, with a careless 
wave of the hand, and behold! sparks of coloured 
fire flew out of his fingers and vanished into the 
shadows of the shop.

"You were saying," he said, addressing himself 
to Gip, "before you came in, that you would like 
one of our 'Buy One and Astonish your Friends' 
boxes?"

Gip, after a gallant effort, said "Yes."
"It's in your pocket."
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And leaning over the counter--he really had an 
extraordinarily long body--this amazing person 
produced the article in the customary conjurer's 
manner. "Paper," he said, and took a sheet out of the 
empty hat with the springs; "string," and behold his 
mouth was a string-box, from which he drew an 
unending thread, which when he had tied his parcel 
he bit off —and, it seemed to me, swallowed the 
ball of string. And then he lit a candle at the nose of 
one of the ventriloquist's dummies, stuck one of his 
fingers (which had become sealing-wax red) into 
the flame, and so sealed the parcel. "Then there was 
the Disappearing Egg," he remarked, and produced 
one from within my coat-breast and packed it, and 
also The Crying Baby, Very Human. I handed each 
parcel to Gip as it was ready, and he clasped them 
to his chest.

He said very little, but his eyes were eloquent; 
the clutch of his arms was eloquent. He was the 
playground of unspeakable emotions. These, you 
know, were real Magics. Then, with a start, I 
discovered something moving about in my hat—
something soft and jumpy. I whipped it off, and a 
ruffled pigeon —no doubt a confederate— dropped 
out and ran on the counter, and went, I fancy, into a 
cardboard box behind the papier-mache tiger.

"Tut, tut!" said the shopman, dexterously 
relieving me of my headdress; "careless bird, and—
as I live— nesting!”

He shook my hat, and shook out into his 
extended hand two or three eggs, a large marble, a 
watch, about half-a-dozen of the inevitable glass 
balls, and then crumpled, crinkled paper, more and 
more and more, talking all the time of the way in 
which people neglect to brush their hats inside as 
well as out, politely, of course, but with a certain 
personal application. "All sorts of things 
accumulate, sir… Not you, of course, in particular… 
Nearly every customer… Astonishing what they 
carry about with them…” The crumpled paper rose 
and billowed on the counter more and more and 
more, until he was nearly hidden from us, until he 
was altogether hidden, and still his voice went on 
and on. "We none of us know what the fair 
semblance of a human being may conceal, sir. Are 
we all then no better than brushed exteriors, whited 
sepulchres—“

His voice stopped —exactly like when you hit a 
neighbour's gramophone with a well-aimed brick, 
the same instant silence, and the rustle of the paper 
stopped, and everything was still…

"Have you done with my hat?" I said, after an 
interval.



30

There was no answer.
I stared at Gip, and Gip stared at me, and 

there were our distortions in the magic mirrors, 
looking very rum, and grave, and quiet…

"I think we'll go now," I said. "Will you tell me 
how much all this comes to?

"I say," I said, on a rather louder note, "I want 
the bill; and my hat, please."

It might have been a sniff from behind the 
paper pile…

"Let's look behind the counter, Gip," I said. 
"He's making fun of us."

I led Gip round the head-wagging tiger, and 
what do you think there was behind the counter? 
No one at all! Only my hat on the floor, and a 
common conjurer's lop-eared white rabbit lost in 
meditation, and looking as stupid and crumpled 
as only a conjurer's rabbit can do. I resumed my 
hat, and the rabbit lolloped a lollop or so out of 
my way.

"Dadda!" said Gip, in a guilty whisper.
"What is it, Gip?" said I.
"I do like this shop, dadda."
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"So should I," I said to myself, "if 
the counter wouldn't suddenly 
extend itself to shut one off from the 
door." But I didn't call Gip's attention 
to that. "Pussy!" he said, with a hand 
out to the rabbit as it came lolloping 
past us; "Pussy, do Gip a magic!" and 
his eyes followed it as it squeezed 
through a door I had certainly not 
remarked a moment before. Then 
this door opened wider, and the man 
with one ear larger than the other 
appeared again. He was smiling still, 
but his eye met mine with something 
between amusement and defiance. 
"You'd like to see our show-room, 
sir," he said, with an innocent 
suavity. Gip tugged my finger 
forward. I glanced at the counter and 
met the shopman's eye again. I was 
beginning to think the magic just a 
little too genuine. "We haven't VERY 
much time," I said. But somehow we 
were inside the show-room before I 
could finish that.

"All goods of the same quality," 
said the shopman, rubbing his 
flexible hands together, "and that is 
the Best. Nothing in the place that 
isn't genuine Magic, and warranted 
thoroughly rum. Excuse me, sir!"

I felt him pull at something that 
clung to my coat-sleeve, and then I 
saw he held a little, wriggling red 
demon by the tail —the little 
creature bit and fought and tried to 
get at his hand— and in a moment 
he tossed it carelessly behind a 
counter. No doubt the thing was 
only an image of twisted 
indiarubber, but for the moment— ! 
And his gesture was exactly that of a 
man who handles some petty biting 
bit of vermin. I glanced at Gip, but 
Gip was looking at a magic rocking-
horse. I was glad he hadn't seen the 
thing. "I say," I said, in an undertone, 
and indicating Gip and the red 
demon with my eyes, "you haven't 
many things like that about, have 
you?"



32

"None of ours! Probably 
brought it with you," said the 
shopman— also in an undertone, 
and with a more dazzling smile 
than ever. "Astonishing what 
people will carry about with them 
unawares!" And then to Gip, "Do 
you see anything you fancy here?"

There were many things that 
Gip fancied there.

He turned to this astonishing 
tradesman with mingled 
confidence and respect. "Is that a 
Magic Sword?" he said.

"A Magic Toy Sword. It neither 
bends, breaks, nor cuts the fingers. 
It renders the bearer invincible in 
battle against any one under 
eighteen. Half-a-crown to seven 
and sixpence, according to size. 
These panoplies on cards are for 
juvenile knights-errant and very 
useful— shield of safety, sandals of 
swiftness, helmet of invisibility."

"Oh, daddy!" gasped Gip.
I tried to find out what they 

cost, but the shopman did not heed 
me. He had got Gip now; he had 
got him away from my finger; he 
had embarked upon the exposition 
of all his confounded stock, and 
nothing was going to stop him. 
Presently I saw with a qualm of 
distrust and something very like 
jealousy that Gip had hold of this 
person's finger as usually he has 
hold of mine. No doubt the fellow 
was interesting, I thought, and had 
an interestingly faked lot of stuff, 
really good faked stuff, still—-

I wandered after them, saying 
very little, but keeping an eye on 
this prestidigital fellow. After all, 
Gip was enjoying it. And no doubt 
when the time came to go we 
should be able to go quite easily.
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It was a long, rambling place, that show-
room, a gallery broken up by stands and stalls 
and pillars, with archways leading off to other 
departments, in which the queerest-looking 
assistants loafed and stared at one, and with 
perplexing mirrors and curtains. So perplexing, 
indeed, were these that I was presently unable 
to make out the door by which we had come.

The shopman showed Gip magic trains that 
ran without steam or clockwork, just as you set 
the signals, and then some very, very valuable 
boxes of soldiers that all came alive directly you 
took off the lid and said—. I myself haven't a 
very quick ear and it was a tongue-twisting 
sound, but Gip —he has his mother's ear— got 
it in no time. "Bravo!" said the shopman, 
putting the men back into the box 

unceremoniously and handing it to Gip. "Now," 
said the shopman, and in a moment Gip had 
made them all alive again.

"You'll take that box?" asked the shopman.
"We'll take that box," said I, "unless you 

charge its full value. In which case it would 
need a Trust Magnate—“

"Dear heart! No!" and the shopman swept the 
little men back again, shut the lid, waved the 
box in the air, and there it was, in brown paper, 
tied up and— with Gip's full name and address on 
the paper!

The shopman laughed at my amazement.
"This is the genuine magic," he said. "The 

real thing."
"It's a little too genuine for my taste," I said 

again.
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After that he fell to showing Gip tricks, odd 
tricks, and still odder the way they were done. 
He explained them, he turned them inside out, 
and there was the dear little chap nodding his 
busy bit of a head in the sagest manner.

I did not attend as well as I might. "Hey, 
presto!" said the Magic Shopman, and then 
would come the clear, small "Hey, presto!" of 
the boy. But I was distracted by other things. It 
was being borne in upon me just how 
tremendously rum this place was; it was, so to 
speak, inundated by a sense of rumness. There 
was something a little rum about the fixtures 
even, about the ceiling, about the floor, about 
the casually distributed chairs. I had a queer 
feeling that whenever I wasn't looking at them 
straight they went askew, and moved about, 
and played a noiseless puss-in-the-corner 
behind my back. And the cornice had a 
serpentine design with masks— masks 
altogether too expressive for proper plaster.

Then abruptly my attention was caught by 
one of the odd-looking assistants. He was 
some way off and evidently unaware of my 
presence— I saw a sort of three-quarter length 
of him over a pile of toys and through an arch
— and, you know, he was leaning against a 
pillar in an idle sort of way doing the most 
horrid things with his features! The particular 
horrid thing he did was with his nose. He did 
it just as though he was idle and wanted to 
amuse himself. First of all it was a short, 
blobby nose, and then suddenly he shot it out 
like a telescope, and then out it flew and 
became thinner and thinner until it was like a 
long, red, flexible whip. Like a thing in a 
nightmare it was! He flourished it about and 
flung it forth as a fly-fisher flings his line.
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My instant thought was that Gip mustn't see 
him. I turned about, and there was Gip quite 
preoccupied with the shopman, and thinking no 
evil. They were whispering together and looking 
at me. Gip was standing on a little stool, and the 
shopman was holding a sort of big drum in his 
hand.

"Hide and seek, dadda!" cried Gip. "You're 
He!"

And before I could do anything to prevent it, 
the shopman had clapped the big drum over 
him. I saw what was up directly. "Take that off," I 
cried, "this instant! You'll frighten the boy. Take it 
off!"

The shopman with the unequal ears did so 
without a word, and held the big cylinder 
towards me to show its emptiness. And the little 
stool was vacant! In that instant my boy had 
utterly disappeared? 

You know, perhaps, that sinister something 
that comes like a hand out of the unseen and 
grips your heart about. You know it takes your 
common self away and leaves you tense and 
deliberate, neither slow nor hasty, neither angry 
nor afraid. So it was with me.

I came up to this grinning shopman and 
kicked his stool aside.

"Stop this folly!" I said. "Where is my boy?"
"You see," he said, still displaying the drum's 

interior, "there is no deception---"
I put out my hand to grip him, and he eluded 

me by a dexterous movement. I snatched again, 
and he turned from me and pushed open a door 
to escape. "Stop!" I said, and he laughed, 
receding. I leapt after him— into utter darkness.

THUD!
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"Lor' bless my 'eart! I didn't see you coming, 
sir!"

I was in Regent Street, and I had collided with 
a decent-looking working man; and a yard away, 
perhaps, and looking a little perplexed with 
himself, was Gip. There was some sort of 
apology, and then Gip had turned and come to 
me with a bright little smile, as though for a 
moment he had missed me.

And he was carrying four parcels in his arm!
He secured immediate possession of my 

finger.
For the second I was rather at a loss. I stared 

round to see the door of the magic shop, and, 
behold, it was not there! There was no door, no 
shop, nothing, only the common pilaster between 
the shop where they sell pictures and the 
window with the chicks!

I did the only thing possible in that mental 
tumult; I walked straight to the kerbstone and 
held up my umbrella for a cab.

"'Ansoms," said Gip, in a note of culminating 
exultation.

I helped him in, recalled my address with an 
effort, and got in also. Something unusual 
proclaimed itself in my tail-coat pocket, and I felt 
and discovered a glass ball. With a petulant 
expression I flung it into the street.

Gip said nothing.
For a space neither of us spoke.
"Dadda!" said Gip, at last, "that was a proper 

shop!"
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I came round with that to the problem of just 
how the whole thing had seemed to him. He 
looked completely undamaged— so far, good; 
he was neither scared nor unhinged, he was 
simply tremendously satisfied with the 
afternoon's entertainment, and there in his arms 
were the four parcels.

Confound it! what could be in them?
"Um!" I said. "Little boys can't go to shops 

like that every day."
He received this with his usual stoicism, and 

for a moment I was sorry I was his father and 
not his mother, and so couldn't suddenly there, 
coram publico, in our hansom, kiss him. After 
all, I thought, the thing wasn't so very bad.

But it was only when we opened the parcels 
that I really began to be reassured. Three of 

them contained boxes of soldiers, quite 
ordinary lead soldiers, but of so good a quality 
as to make Gip altogether forget that originally 
these parcels had been Magic Tricks of the only 
genuine sort, and the fourth contained a kitten, 
a little living white kitten, in excellent health 
and appetite and temper.

I saw this unpacking with a sort of 
provisional relief. I hung about in the nursery 
for quite an unconscionable time…

That happened six months ago. And now I 
am beginning to believe it is all right. The kitten 
had only the magic natural to all kittens, and 
the soldiers seem as steady a company as any 
colonel could desire. And Gip— ?

The intelligent parent will understand that I 
have to go cautiously with Gip.
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But I went so far as this one day. I said, "How 
would you like your soldiers to come alive, Gip, 
and march about by themselves?"

"Mine do," said Gip. "I just have to say a word 
I know before I open the lid."

"Then they march about alone?"
"Oh, quite, dadda. I shouldn't like them if they 

didn't do that."
I displayed no unbecoming surprise, and 

since then I have taken occasion to drop in upon 
him once or twice, unannounced, when the 
soldiers were about, but so far I have never 
discovered them performing in anything like a 
magical manner.

It's so difficult to tell.

There's also a question of finance. I have an 
incurable habit of paying bills. I have been up 
and down Regent Street several times, looking 
for that shop. I am inclined to think, indeed, that 
in that matter honour is satisfied, and that, since 
Gip's name and address are known to them, I 
may very well leave it to these people, whoever 
they may be, to send in their bill in their own 
time.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/inner-circle-magazine-subscribe-pag
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•launch into the next half-century of the 
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interview with Great Clarendon House 
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CHARLOTTE LANGTREE on the release of 
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•examine the difference between science 
fiction and fantasy! 
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•vote on the first entries of 2023’s Great 
Clarendon House Writing Challenge! 

•CLASSIC MASTERPIECES continues with 
the great Christmas writer George 
MacDonald’s At the Back of the North Wind 

• Master Author Showcase brings us 
another classic tale from yesteryear 

…and of course, much, much more! 

Look out for the next edition of the Inner 
Circle Writers’ Magazine, coming soon to a 
screen near you!

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/magazine


40

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!

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/new-tarot

NOW COMPLETELY FREE TO DOWNLOAD 
and with  

FREE Special Tarot Readings

What will 2023 
bring?

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/new-tarot

