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Letter From The Editor 

Dear Reader, 

Thank you for reading this month‘s 

issue of Literary Lunes Magazine.  

We have a lot of wonderful articles, 

stories, poetry, and interviews that 

will tickle your spines.  This month, 

we are featuring interviews from 

authors Greg McCarthy, Erin 

Danzer, Susanne Dunlap, Charity 

Gosling, and publisher, Inceptus 

Press.  I am very excited about this 

issue, and I think you all will enjoy 

it! 

 

Thank you to all who made our first 

issue such a success!  I will admit, I 

was nervous about how we would be 

received by the public, but the 

amount of wonderful feedback was 

overwhelming!  Thank you to 

everyone for your amazing support!  

Our first issue had 40 pages of 

literary information! 

 

If you have any questions, 

comments or concerns regarding the 

magazine, you may send us an 

email to literarylunes@gmail.com.  

We are always looking for 

submissions, especially articles, 

poetry, short stories (or chapters 

from novels), interviews with 

authors and publishers, and of 

course, book reviews. 

We hope you enjoy this issue of 

Literary Lunes Magazine, and as 

always, we encourage feedback 

when you finish reading it.  Thank 

you once again for your support and 

for making Literary Lunes a 

success! 

Sincerely, 

Beth Ann Masarik 

  

mailto:literarylunes@gmail.com
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Quickie tips from one newbie to 

another… 

By Ashlynn Monroe 

 

Hello Dear Wordsmiths: 

I felt so honored with Beth Ann 

asked me to contribute to this blog. 

I decided that I would, even if I still 

consider myself a babe in this wild 

world of e-publishing. I‘m going to 

contribute a monthly tip. Some gem 

of wisdom from one failing newbie to 

another. I‘ve a lot to learn but I‘m 

delighted to share what‘s new and 

useful in my brain so far. I‘m always 

striving to be better, and this is 

something I think most new writers 

aspire to do. 

Tip #1: 

Great, you‘ve written a brilliant 

moving masterpiece! Now what? 

Once you‘ve found the company that 

you feel is a good fit for your work 

read their submission formatting 

guidelines.  This sounds like a no 

brainer, but it‘s something I‘ve often 

heard my publisher friends 

comment on this topic. Don‘t 

tarnish your work with an 

unprofessional presentation. Just 

like you wouldn‘t put your baby in 

rags for their first birthday party, 

don‘t leave your manuscript poorly 

dressed. I‘ve never considered any of 

my works my ―babies‖ but I hear 

other authors use this analogy quite 

often. No matter how attached you 

get to your work you should take 

pride in it. 

Ashlynn Monroe 
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Where do you get your ideas? 

By Jim Miller 

 

As writers I‘m sure you all know 

that ideas float through the heavens 

and collide with our brains at a rate 

of thirty seven and a half a minute. 

If you didn't, you do now. And as a 

Creative Writer you must make a 

conscious effort to pluck one or two 

out of the air as they whiz past. 

They are kind of like neutrons, in 

that they are on the way to 

somewhere and once they have 

flashed through your grey matter, 

they don't come back. It's the old 

'carpe diem' concept, only now it's 

carpe de-idea.  

 

For example, this morning I was 

busy sluicing the body and I realized 

that I was running low on shaving 

cream. One thought was, get a 

batch of them at Costco and save a 

pile of money, but at the rate I use 

them, the bottoms of the cans would 

have rusted out before I had gotten 

through four of them. That led me to 

the idea of selling them, adding a 

quarter to the price so that I would 

get my money back or at least shave 

for free. But who would buy a can of 

shaving cream from some guy going 

door-to-door in a damp towel and a 

pair of grimy flip-flops?  

 

Yet there was a germ of an idea 

here. Us, or is it we, Creative Writers 

ain‘t quitters. If not shaving cream, 

what? If not me, who? That idea had 

been selected by my brain for some 

reason. So how could it be used? 

Perfect answer; Rabbi Hawkins. 

 

Private Donald, 'Rabbi' Hawkins, is 

the protagonist in my Canadian 

Army mystery series. What if Rabbi 

was stock piling cleaning materials 

and selling them? I tossed that aside 

quickly. Too much work for too little 

return. Rabbi may be a highly 

unprincipled rascal, but he plays for 

high stakes. 

 

Still the idea wouldn't go away. 

What could Rabbi sell on a black 

market/bootleg basis? Booze. He 

could start his own bootlegging 

business and set up a still. But 

Rabbi‘s not that kind of guy. The 

idea was getting restless. If it could 
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talk, I‘m sure it would be asking 

why it had bothered to flash through 

my bathroom when it did. 

 

Yet, it's such a good idea for a plot. 

Another idea, seeing that the 

shaving cream idea hadn‘t been a 

triumph, gave me a second chance. 

This one bashed into my head and 

piggy-backed onto the original.  

 

I came up with this - There is an 

illegal still operation going on and it 

has caused the death of a young 

soldier who bought bad booze. 

Without going into too much detail, 

Rabbi is a rogue. He‘s also an 

amateur sleuth who is always 

tangling with a Military Police Staff 

Sergeant, JR Pritchard-Ingalls. He is 

the Battalion‘s equivalent of the 

sheriff and runs the Battalion 

Military Police Section. Another 

worthy opponent of Rabbi's is his 

Sergeant Major, Patrick Garrett. 

 

When the news of the bad booze and 

the death of a private hit the 

Battalion, Pritchard-Ingalls and 

Garrett enlisted Rabbi's help in 

tracking down the killer/s. Now they 

don't do it because they think so 

highly of him, they do it because 

he's just caused some unrelated 

trouble and is about to get some 

extra duties. They trade off the 

duties with him in exchange for him 

going undercover and going into 

competition with the bootleggers 

and hopefully making them come 

after him.  

 

Pretty rough, right, but it all came 

up from me wondering about my 

shaving cream and led to a short 

story, or a novella to go in the Rabbi 

series.  

 

Would anything have become of it if 

I hadn't been aware of those 

runaway ideas? I don‘t think so. The 

lesson here is to keep an eye on 

your shaving cream. No, that‘s not 

it. The lesson is to keep your mind 

open and let ideas hit you right 

between the medulla oblongata and 

the cerebrum whatever.  

 

Jim Miller  
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Social Networking Etiquette 
By Beth Ann Masarik 

 
Who doesn‘t love social networking? 

 Better yet, who isn‘t addicted to it? 
 *Looks around the room at 
everyone*  Chances are, more than 

half of us are.  I only know of a 
small percentage of people that don‘t 
have either a Twitter or Facebook 

account, or even a LinkedIn 
account.  We are in the media age, 

and today‘s society seems to be all 
about the internet and who you 
know on it. 

 
Let‘s talk about proper internet and 

social networking etiquette, shall 
we?  The first, and most important 
thing to remember is, ―If you 

wouldn‘t do it in person, you 
shouldn‘t do it online.‖  I have to 
give Disney major props for that 

statement, because of how true it is. 
 From what I have been told, by 

both my parents AND Disney (yes, I 
am a Disney addict as well), is that 
once you post something on the 

internet, it NEVER GOES AWAY, 
even if you DO delete it.  It stays in 
cyberspace forever. 

 
Now, I am not here to be a cyper 

policeman, but I am here to give you 
a few pointers on how to use social 
networking websites to their fullest, 

while remaining protected and safe. 
 Below are some tips and pointers 

from my own experience: 
 

1. Don’t post something that 
you wouldn’t want others to 

know.  This is a given. 
 Believe it or not, if you are a 

writer seeking employment, 

there is a 99% chance that a 
prospective employer will type 

in your name into Google, and 
if you have a Facebook or 

Twitter page, IT WILL COME 
UP.  Remember the old 
saying, ―What you say can 

and will be used against you?‖ 
 Well, this is a VERY true fact, 
so make sure that you put up 

clean information that won‘t 
incriminate you and damage 

your reputation. 
2. Watch your language!  Don‘t 

use a ton of slang or ―text‖ 

and chat speak on the social 
networking sites.  For one 

thing, it makes you look 
incompetent, and just makes 
you look stupid.  You also 

don‘t want to use too many 
swear words, especially if you 
have younger family members 

on your friends list.  It looks 
disgusting, and no one wants 

to read and have to decipher 
your language. 

3. Photos.  Make sure there 

aren‘t any embarrassing 
photos of you online.  Such 
photos could include, but are 

not limited to the following; 
drunk or drinking photos, and 

photos of you half or fully 
naked, etc. etc.   

4. Tagging.  Tagging is big on 

places like Facebook.  If you 
put up a photo of you and 

someone else, BEFORE YOU 
TAG THEM, Ask the other 
person in the photo of you if 

you can tag them.  I know I 
HATE it when people tag me 
in photos without my 

permission, especially if I have 
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never spoken to the person 
tagging me before. 

 

 
While social networking can be fun, 

just make sure you don‘t embarrass 
yourself, and those that are around 
you.  Don‘t add someone just to add 

them to a group that you created, 
etc. etc.  Talk to them and get to 
know them first, especially if you‘ve 

lost contact with them over the 
years.  I recently had someone send 

me a friend request on Facebook, 
and I accepted it because I saw that 
we had a friend in common, and 

that we went to the same college. 
 They sent me a message, acting like 

we knew each other.  Truth be told, 
I honestly don‘t remember them. 
 The next thing I knew, they sent me 

an invitation to join some group of 
theirs.  That is not the way to go 
when meeting people or 

reconnecting with people.  Let them 
get to know you first, and after a 

while, if you guys hit it off as 
friends, ASK them if it‘s OK to invite 
them to join your group first.  It‘ll 

make everyone happy. 
 

A very wise woman once told me, 
that she has two Facebook 
accounts; one for professional use 

only, and the other one is to goof 
around on.  At first, I thought that it 
was a crazy idea, but then I realized 

that she made complete sense.  Yes, 
it is more work, but in the long run, 

It will keep the creepers away, 
especially if you make good use of 
your privacy settings.  It will also 

make your boss‘s happy especially if 
you keep your professional page 

nice and clean. 

 
In the world of writing, social 

networking is VERY important.  You 
don‘t want a social networking 

website to destroy your career (and 
trust me, they can!), and let all of 
your hard work go to waste!  Be very 

discrete with what you post online, 
and make sure it is related to your 
writing, and not something like, ―I 

have to go potty!‖  Because, 
honestly, who cares about that 

stuff?  We want to know how you 
are doing with your current work in 
progress, and how your sales are 

going, not that you did a number 
two or number one! 

 
I hope this article was helpful, 
especially to the new writers out 

there.  While the above guidelines 
are important, remember to have 
fun, but be safe at the same time. 

 
Happy Writing! 
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License to Steal 

By Amy Judd 

As a reader sooner or later you‘re going 

to come across something in literature 

that is going to make the horns peek 

out from underneath the halo‘s you 

buff into a high gleam. The devil in you 

is going to want to steal it for your own 

use. Maybe you think you can do it 

better or possibly you just really like 

the idea. Often we forget that 

everything has been done. What we 

have to do as wordsmiths is find new 

and compelling ways to tell the old 

news. 

So, here‘s the real dilemma…What can 

you steal? At some point, I‘m sure 

you‘ve all had similar fantasies to mine. 

If only we could run to Kinko‘s and 

zerox the New York Times bestseller list 

and put our names on it. 

Unfortunately, we can‘t. However I‘m 

still hopeful that I‘m going to get elves 

that edit while I‘m sleeping. They can 

make shoes why can‘t they edit? 

I digress, at the same point we as 

individuals want to be known by our 

own unique brilliance. You have an 

imagination; therefore you‘re unique no 

matter how many fairy princesses 

realize their the long lost crown 

princess to the unicorn kingdom or how 

many angst driven teen vampires get 

chased by fan girls carrying nets. What 

makes it different is how you put all the 

pieces of the puzzle together. 

Concepts are purely subjective with a 

generalization that leaves it open for the 

writer to include the details such as the 

individual characters with their 

personalities. Television tropes are an 

excellent source of concepts. Concepts 

can be easily stolen, because they lack 

the meat that makes the story a page 

turner, yet gives you the drama and 

plotline that drives the story to climax. 

The more abstract the idea, the better 

for the stealing. 

Characters are a difficult subject to 

cover. They aren‘t easily stolen, because 

you can easily take too much of a 

character and not put enough of 

yourself into them. It‘s really better to 

stick with general concepts. Possibly 

you really like a certain idea, and 

without it the whole thing falls to 

pieces. Okay, so can you take that idea 

and mutate it into something else? 

Don‘t be afraid to cut the character 

down to the bare bones. 

Supernatural powers so long as you 

stick to generalizations are usually easy 

to make your own, just don‘t try to copy 

well known supernatural beings and 

hope to get by scott free. Everyone 

knows who Superman and Batman are, 

kids. 

Even thieves have a code of honor; this 

means that you cannot use exact 

storylines, individual characters. You 

cannot paraphrase nor exact copy 

phrases without giving credit where 

credit is due. So go forth young thieves 

and steal, but steal wisely. 
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Creation Station: 

Creating your own world 

By Beth Ann Masarik 

I don‘t know about you, but creating 

my own world is one of the most 

fun, but time consuming parts 

about writing a novel.  While it 

tends to be tedious, and can be 

quite difficult for beginners, creating 

your own world is VERY important.  

But the important questions here 

are…how & where do you begin? 

The first step to creating your own 

world, is to write down your idea.  

Do your characters live in a big city, 

or a little town?  Once you have 

decided that, then you can begin to 

build the town/city your characters 

live in.  Some basic points you can 

start off with are: 

 How many characters are 

there in your story; that will 

determine how large your 

neighborhoods should be, 

and how big your towns are. 

 Are you starting your world 

from scratch?  If you are 

starting from scratch, then 

you will need to consider the 

following: 

 

1. Type of currency 

you are going to 

use. 

2. Your country‘s 

flag 

3. What languages 

will your 

characters speak? 

(this may require 

some research) 

4. What 

races/species will 

your characters 

be (this may also 

require research) 

5. How many 

schools/academy‘

s/university‘s (if 

any) will there be?  

What grades will 

be taught/what 

subjects will be 

taught? 

6. The 

demographics; 

how many states 

are there (if any), 

what are the 

capitols, 

currency, 

resources (I.E. 

food, dairy, water 

supplies, etc.) 

Creating your own world will take a 

lot of time, and I recommend storing 

all of your hard work in a notebook, 

so that you can go back to it later.  

Next month, I will go over the art of 

making up laws and creatures for 

your new world. I hope this helps, 

and remember, you can e-mail me 

at the magazine if there is 

something more specific that you 

would like me to go over. 
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Shopping Cart Writing Exercise 

By Sydney Katt 

While they say the eyes are the 

windows to the soul, you can learn a 

lot about a person by the things they 

buy. This is true not only in real life, 

but also of our fictional characters. 

For example, what might you learn 

from a character‘s shopping cart 

that‘s filled with frozen dinners? Well, 

it could tell you – and any other 

characters they encounter – your 

character: 

 Can‘t cook 

 Is lonely 

 Just moved and doesn‘t have a 

set up kitchen yet. 

While any of these reasons may be 

true, it‘s not enough to focus only on 

the superficial level. These are your 

characters, so you should know them 

like the back of your hand. Let‘s 

expand on this. 

Imagine you‘re looking into a male 

character‘s shopping cart and see all 

the frozen dinners. Let‘s also say he‘s 

an amazing cook, but is lonely. 

Okay…why is he lonely? We know, in 

fiction, it‘s never as simple as the 

poor guy just can‘t get a date. 

Now, it‘s up to you to look into your 

character‘s past. Perhaps this guy 

just went through a messy divorce 

and can‘t stomach the thought of 

preparing the same meals he used to 

make for his wife. Maybe he‘s a recent 

widower and barely has the strength 

to pop something in the microwave, 

much less shop for long lists of 

ingredients. 

Your Writing Assignment 

This month, your writing assignment 

is fairly simple…on the surface. Your 

primary character has 10 items in 

their shopping cart at the grocery 

store. Answer the following questions: 

1. What are the 10 items? 

2. Why does your character need 

each item in the cart? 

And just to clarify, you can‘t list out 

10 lasagna ingredients and say your 

character is making lasagna. Dig 

deeper and figure out why your 

character is making lasagna. 

Want bonus points? Throw in one 

item that doesn‘t make a lot of sense 

with the rest of the shopping list and 

explain why he or she is buying that 

item as well. (Think lasagna 

ingredients and a hunting knife…or 

something else totally absurd with the 

rest.) 

Happy Writing! 

Sydney Katt writes thrillers, romantic 

suspense and tales of the paranormal. 

You can learn more about her work by 

visiting http://authorsydneykatt.com 

or 

http://facebook.com/authorsydneykat

t.  

 

  

http://authorsydneykatt.com/
http://facebook.com/authorsydneykatt
http://facebook.com/authorsydneykatt
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Poetry Palooza 

The following are some outstanding poems that some of our readers have 

submitted.  I don‘t know about you, but I think that some of the imagery in 

these poems, is amazing. 

 

Where Are You 

By Carrie Sund 

God where are you? 

I believe in you, I know you are there, somewhere. 

I want you to be real, but where do you hide…. 

When I need you most? 

When I am lost so are you 

When I am sad I still feel alone 

Is this life a nasty prank? 

Yes, I think it is 

You created us to do you bidding 

And abandon us when don‘t know what to do 

God where are you? 

Today as I sit in pain, I call and hear no answer 

Lord just tell me one thing 

Why don‘t You care? 
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Kingdom 

by Jessica McHugh 

 

Last night, you were gone, 

Leaving behind a girl and a queen sized bed. 

The girl and the bed met at 10 o'clock 

Like old friends. 

Like sand and sea, it wasn't clear who enveloped who, 

But it was the girl who crashed. 

She started on her side 

And floated dreamily to the middle. 

Splayed. 

Legs apart, 

Arms open, 

And eyes wide. 

She tried for fun and failed. 

Bedsheet angels lose their luster without the laughter of the onlooker. 

The bed was the queen's, 

But there was no majesty in reigning alone. 

Somewhere, there was a king-sized bed she envied. 

She saw him lying in the same position as her: 

An ―X‖ wondering why. 

Wishing. 

Missing. 
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Listening for the whistle to blow 

And call him back to the kingdom. 

They had ruled apart for too long. 

Anticipation was the delicious lick before the bite 

But the bite was still sweet. 

―The king has come!‖ she cried. 

Fill his cup and crown with kisses, 

With gentle touches that give way to red tracks down his back. 

Precious room on a queen sized bed is not all he takes up. 

Beside Me 

By Stephanie Marsh 

 

I feel him beside me, yet I know he is gone; 

He whispers in my ear those sweet nothings of days past; 

Awakening still to a sweet kiss, his breath on me, so long; 

Reality today, reality of this earth, may well be cast, 

Forever with my love, singing me his many sweet songs. 

 

His humor, I hear, softly in my ear, laughing with me quietly; 

Only I hear, only me, his only true love, only as I feel; 

He gives to me, loves me, is beside me, giving encouragingly; 

Family feels the loss now, yet I know of his being here still, 

Keeping me, helping me, letting me know he‘s mine, eternally. 

 

In his lifetime here, stumbles, missteps I made, he made, both made; 

Erred judgment that helped us grow, helped us love, helped us be; 

We always knew of the love, we were soul mates as were bade; 

Purpose, we both had, together and apart, purpose we see; 

His purpose he lived, giving me mine, as he now will be laid. 

 

His voice, his friendship, his kindness, he filled making no fall; 

A lifetime of joy, of action, of understanding, fulfilling all dreams; 

His final dream, me, his final joy, children, abiding his dream‘s call; 
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I keep him in my heart now, knowing the light one day will beam, 

Calling me to share in his arms and God‘s care, giving us both all. 

 

Penuel 

Mike D‘Alto (M. Dalts) 

 

I am no Jacob. 

 

If you test me, I could not 

contend with a seraph 

 

or wrestle God Himself 

atop a hill. 

I can see Him tower over me, 

wasting little time 

impelling my body into the earth, 

my soul unable 

to hold the weight. 

As I lay on my back, 

eyes fixed at the sky, 

He lowers His head, 

turns His back and walks away 

without even telling me 

His name. 
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At dawn my body is limp. 

I am frozen 

as the ground begins to thaw. 

Listening carefully, I hear 

my thoughts echo 

like the sound of His footsteps 

banging against my core: 

 

I am not blessed 

nor am I fit to name this hill. 

 

HONEYMOON 

By Elizabeth Virdon 

 

Today 

you take great pleasure 

in introducing me 

as your wife, 

"Have you met my wife?" 

"I don't believe you know my wife." 

I've heard you introduce me 

as your girlfriend, 

as your fiancée, 

even as your bride, 

but none of those seemed  

to give you the pleasure  

that you find in  

'my wife.' 

 

I like that,  

husband. 

My husband, mine. 
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You wear my love 

encircling your finger 

for all the world to see. 

And I like 

keeping my left hand  

so visible, feeling the weight 

of the golden promise 

you placed there 

only yesterday. 

 

The rice has been swept away, now 

and the ceremonial clothes laid aside, 

and the evening sun falls upon 

the bottle we found  

our first night on the beach. 

Clearest aquamarine, it undoubtedly  

held a gallon of the cheapest wine,  

suitable only for summer beach parties. 

We use it for a different sort of sacrament, 

each night dropping in  

the shells and sea glass we find 

as we walk the water's edge, planning 

all our lives, the many years we will spend 

gathering shells, collecting memories, 

making a life together. 

 

Walk with me along the beach tonight, 

my love. The skies are black velvet 

and the water is alive with stars; surely 

we could hold them in our hands. 

Look at me just this way 

all our days, and nights, always, all ways, 

just as it says within our wedding bands. 

Be certain that I will choose you  

to be mine, only mine, forever 

just as I promised you only yesterday. 

Dance with me on the sand, and kiss me 

beneath the honey moon. 
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The Wicked Prince 

By Narek Avedyan 

 

What more do you desire? 

Your beauty does the world admire. 

What more do you need? 

Mankind is at your feet. 

For your heart, Ophelia falls. 

Your name, Venus calls. 

Inside your body there is no heart. 

What are you? Is misery your art? 

How many more will you drown? 

How many must be lost for your crown? 

No matter how young your skin, 

You are decayed from deep within. 

Lust will eat away your fair face, 

As you fade and shy away from grace. 

A wreckage your flesh will become. 

All the glory will be gone. 

The earth yearns for your body. 

No soul can survive mortality. 

You already know my handsome friend. 

You already know how this will all end. 

The path to eternity always fades. 

The gift of life, Time degrades. 

You shall never escape tomorrow. 

Time is and shall remain your fearsome foe. 

The trees and the sun, they will linger here. 

But not you. No, not you my dear. 

You will feast with the dead and the history gaunt. 

The forests of time you shall forever haunt. 

From man to ashes. From ashes to dust. 

Death is the companion of the lustful lost. 

 

Note: You can find more of Narek‘s poems at his official page. Cheers! 

http://www.facebook.com/bookofshades 
   

http://www.facebook.com/bookofshades
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Story Time 

These are not your average bedtime stories.  Featured this month, are short 

stories written by authors Erin Danzer, Jessica McHugh, and our graphics 

designer, Amy Judd.  Enjoy! 

 

Paul and Samantha 

By Erin Danzer 

It was an age of propriety and decorum. Though the turn of the century 

had come and gone, the small village of Saulk, England lived in the past. The 

women were taught to be ladies with no independent thought and that men 

were the fighters, protectors and lovers of their species. 

Raymond Arnold was a banker by day and a gambler by night. His luck 

ran out when he got caught stealing money from the vault at work to take to 

the gambling houses that night. He lost his job and spent time in jail, but 

instead of losing his life, he traded it for his oldest daughter‘s. 

Samantha Arnold was a spirited young woman of almost eighteen years. 

She had flowing red hair she usually let fall down her back and green eyes that 

shone whenever she laughed or smiled. She was friends with most of the young 

women in the village and sought after by most of the men – young and old. The 

duke, their neighbor and overseer of the village, was one of those men and took 

the opportunity that arose to obtain her. 

Samantha was sitting by the fire cutting her fingers on her needlework, a 

past time she despised, when Lord Robert Ravensclaw came to call. She yelped 

when her mother pulled her off her stool and shoved her in the direction of the 

stairs. 

―Lord Ravensclaw is here!‖ the woman shrieked as she rushed around 

the room to pick up the few things they had laying around. ―Go upstairs and 

change your dress – and fix that hair!‖ 

―I don‘t see why I have to get prettied up for that old oaf; it‘s not like he‘s 

here for my hand anyway,‖ she grumbled as she climbed the stairs. Samantha 

walked into the room she shared with her eleven-year-old twin sisters, Tara 

and Tamara, and continued to grumble as she changed into a blue satin gown 

with matching slippers and then brushed her auburn mane, using silver combs 
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to pin some of it above her ears. She pinched her cheeks for color and turned 

to her sister for approval. 

―Of course he‘s here for your hand!‖ Tara, always the romantic, declared 

with her bright green eyes shining with hope. ―And if not, then he will after he 

sees you.‖ 

―Only you would find something romantic to pull from this situation,‖ 

Samantha replied and kissed both the twins before exiting the room. 

She reached the stairs and hurried down as fast as she could when she 

heard her father‘s voice. He was home! Her heart swelled with love as she threw 

her arms around his neck. 

―Samantha, we have company,‖ her father told her and she turned to see 

the duke standing by the fire with a young man about her age. Both men had 

dark wavy hair and blue eyes, though where the duke was cold and menacing 

the young man was warm and inviting. She curtsied as she wondered what was 

going on. 

―Miss Arnold, I would like you to meet my nephew, Mr. Paul 

McCoullough. He comes to me from my sister in Ireland and will be staying 

until next month‘s festivities for St. Patrick have passed,‖ the duke told her and 

the young people inclined their heads to one another. She found him attractive, 

though she couldn‘t imagine his manner being any better than his overbearing 

uncle. Lord Ravensclaw stepped away from the hearth and leaned closer to her. 

―I trust he‘ll be good company for my fiancée and keep her out of 

trouble,‖ the older man added and straightened, motioning for his nephew to 

follow him out. 

―Good day, Mr. and Mrs. Arnold; I trust I‘ll be seeing a lot of you now,‖ 

the duke stated and left the house. 

Samantha stared after him as she tried to comprehend what just 

happened. His nephew would keep his fiancée out of trouble? She looked to her 

father for an explanation and that‘s when she knew. Shock turned to anger as 

she realized she was the fiancée he spoke of. 

―How could you, Father? He‘s a foul old man,‖ she screamed. ―And now I 

have to be guarded by that vile look-alike of his. As if I don‘t have enough 

trouble finding a husband – though that doesn‘t matter now since you‘ve found 

one for me. He‘s as old as you!‖ 



21 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 

―There was no other way; he was going to kill your father if we didn‘t 

agree to it,‖ her mother spoke up and Samantha stopped. It was her life for her 

father‘s; there was no choice. She squared her shoulders as she coldly regarded 

her father. 

―Welcome home, Father, thank you for the gift,‖ she grimly told him 

before going upstairs to change out of her dress. 

* * * 

Two days after the announcement of her engagement, Mr. McCoullough 

caught up to Samantha while she was out picking berries along the river bank 

near their shared property line. It was a beautiful day, the sunlight filtering 

through the new leaves on the trees and the river gurgling softly, though she 

hardly noticed for as dark as her thoughts were. Her parents said the wedding 

was planned for the day after her eighteenth birthday. She hated arranged 

marriages – marriage was supposed to be for love, not convenience – and the 

fact that her fiancé felt she needed to be watched upset her further. Anger 

swelled in her chest at the sight of her appointed guardian. She spun so fast to 

run away, she almost spilled her basket. 

―Miss Arnold,‖ he called after her and she stopped to turn and curtsy as 

she glared at him. 

―Mr. McCoullough, I know you mean well and are only doing as you were 

told, but I don‘t need a keeper,‖ she informed him and inclined her head before 

continuing her retreat. He easily caught up to her and walked next to her, 

keeping up with her fast pace. 

―Please, Miss Arnold, do not think I am happy with this arrangement; 

babysitting a girl who is almost a woman is not my idea of fun – unless of 

course that girl is already mine.‖ He grinned mischievously as she gaped at 

him, appalled. 

―Beg your pardon, sir, but that was rude.‖ 

―It was honest.‖ He placed a hand on her arm. ―Do you think we could 

slow down and I could properly walk you home instead of chasing after you?‖ 

She slowed to a normal pace when she saw he wore riding boots. 

―Do you ride often?‖ she asked and he grinned. 
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―Every chance I can. My parents raise horses and I usually break them 

for riding,‖ he explained. ―Would you like to ride with me?‖ 

―I thought you were walking me home.‖ 

―Another time then. My uncle has half a dozen horses; I‘m sure one of 

them would suit you.‖ 

―I have my own horse, thank you.‖ 

―Take advantage where you can, lass. You‘re engaged now; your husband 

would want you to use his horses for your pleasure. His property is soon to be 

yours.‖ 

She grinned as she realized the potential of the situation; though it 

wasn‘t much, the use of his horses could be her freedom. 

―Very well, I shall; were you busy before you pursued me?‖ she asked 

and he shook his head. She looked down at the basket in her hands and 

realized their ride would have to wait as she remembered her mother wanted 

the berries for a pie. She frowned as a pang of disappointment swept through 

her. 

―It will have to wait; my mother is expecting me home soon,‖ she told 

him. 

―We will go whenever you wish.‖ 

She smiled and they walked in amicable silence until they reached the 

end of her drive. 

―Do you really despise having to babysit me for your uncle?‖ she blurted 

out and he smiled. She found that she liked his smile; she felt like it was only 

for her. 

―There have been worse things I have had to do,‖ he replied and she 

grinned. ―Just promise you won‘t run away next time you see me.‖ 

―I‘m afraid I have no other choice than to follow you.‖ 

―You always have a choice, Samantha.‖ He glanced over her shoulder 

towards her house. ―Now go inside before you mother becomes suspicious of 

my intentions.‖ 

―Why would she? You are only following orders from your uncle.‖ 
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―I‘m afraid she may not see it that way. Now go; I‘ll call on you in the 

morning.‖ 

―Until then.‖ She prettily smiled as he inclined his head, his dark waves 

falling over his forehead. She thanked him for the walk before running up to 

the house, being careful not to spill any berries. As she walked in the door she 

realized that despite the situation, she was looking forward to seeing him 

again. 

* * * 

Her mother surprised her the next day by waking her just after dawn to 

say she had a visitor. Samantha was as upset as she was curious about who 

could be calling and pulled herself out of bed to see who it was. 

―It‘s your fiancé; you must dress quickly, he doesn‘t have all day,‖ her 

mother announced as she threw a dress at her. Samantha pulled on the dress 

and brushed her hair, braiding it before finally descending the stairs. 

She found him by the hearth again and had to admit he made an 

impressive vision: tall, dark and handsome against the red brick. But then he 

turned and she saw the coldness in his eyes before he forced a smile on his 

face. A chill ran through her as she stood before him. 

―I‘ve come to ask you to escort me to the opera tonight,‖ he told her and 

she smiled. ―I will be here at eight. I‘m spending the day in London, but my 

nephew is waiting outside with two horses; he said something about teaching 

you to ride. I hope he treats you well in my absence.‖ 

He bid her good day and walked out of the house. She turned toward her 

mother, who knew she could ride and didn‘t look keen on the idea of Samantha 

spending the day with her fiancé‘s nephew. But how could she refuse when Mr. 

McCoullough was supposed to be her keeper in her fiancé‘s absence? 

―Mother, may I go?‖ she asked. 

―He said the boy is waiting,‖ the older woman sighed and Samantha 

raced out of the house. 

―Just remember you are engaged now,‖ her mother called after her as she 

ran down the drive. 

―You are supposed to remember you are engaged?‖ Mr. McCoullough 

smirked and she waved the comment away. 
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―My mother worries too much,‖ she declared and mounted the horse he‘d 

brought for her. It was a tall brown beauty with white markings. She knew this 

would be her horse once she married Lord Ravensclaw. ―Shall we race to the 

river bank?‖ 

She dug in her heels without waiting for a response and laughed when 

she won the race. They slowed the horses to a walk as they started down river 

away from their homes. It was another glorious morning, signs of spring 

evident in the budding trees and the rush of the thawing river. 

―What brought you to stay with your uncle?‖ she asked. 

―My mother will tell you I don‘t want to settle down and my father would 

say I have no ambition; they‘re hoping a stay here will rectify both those 

concerns.‖ 

―They expect you to marry and gain ambition in a month? Shouldn‘t you 

be in London with your uncle if they have such high hopes for you?‖ 

―My uncle sees the situation differently. He feels that spending time with 

a beautiful woman who is already spoken for will calm my soul and teach me 

propriety.‖ 

―You have none?‖ 

―I have plenty when it is warranted, but my uncle only knows the stories 

of my loose ways.‖ 

―Loose with women?‖ 

―With women, money, my time; whatever I fancy at the time.‖ 

―And you are used to getting what you want?‖ 

―Aye, every time.‖ He watched as she read the message in his eyes and 

then looked away as color rose to her cheeks.  

―I‘m spoken for, Mr. McCoullough,‖ she murmured. 

―My uncle would have it no other way.‖ He kicked his horse and galloped 

down river. She followed suit, unsure of what just happened. He looked up and 

met her gaze when she caught up to him and she saw a heat in his eyes that 

had nothing to do with the early morning sun. She opened and closed her 

mouth, unable to speak or form a single thought. All she could think was to 
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ask if he was sure, but she didn‘t know what she would be asking about. 

Instead of pursuing it, she changed the subject. 

―Are you excited about the St. Patrick‘s Day festival?‖ she asked and he 

nodded. 

―Aye, it‘ll be nice to have a bit of home while I‘m here.‖ 

―You must be terribly homesick.‖ 

―Only when the company I keep is less than thrilling.‖ 

―Will you tell me about Ireland?‖ 

He told her stories about his family and the people of the village where he 

lived. She laughed at his jokes and loved his Irish brogue, especially when he 

sang. He was charming and enchanting and Samantha was disappointed when 

he took her home while the sun was still high in the sky. 

―I have errands to run before my uncle returns from London,‖ he 

explained after helping her down from her horse and she frowned. 

―You should be free.‖ 

―Shouldn‘t we all.‖ He inclined his head before mounting his horse again. 

―Good day, Miss Arnold. I‘m sure I‘ll be seeing you again.‖ 

* * * 

―St. Patrick‘s Day is a Christian holiday, a time for prayer and silent 

celebration not gallivanting all over town drinking cheap ale,‖ Samantha stated 

and Paul nodded. They were walking along the river, one of their favorite past 

times. Samantha found she really enjoyed his company: his stories from 

Ireland, the jokes and banter, and of course his smile that was just for her. 

They flirted and played; they‘d become inseparable since the first morning he 

called on her for that ride he‘d promised her more than two weeks ago. She 

found herself thinking about him often, especially when she was in the 

company of his uncle, and she missed him terribly when they were apart. She 

told him about the shows and dinner parties his uncle brought her to and even 

managed to dance with him once when they ended up at the same party. She 

looked forward to seeing him, something that scared her more than anything. 

―On that I couldn‘t agree more; besides, cheap ale is absolutely 

wretched.‖ He made a sour face and she giggled. 
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―But seriously, St. Patrick was said to be a pagan before he became a 

Christian; shouldn‘t we also celebrate the old ways?‖ he added. 

―What; dance naked under the moonlight? I believe you would enjoy that 

rather well.‖ 

―Only if you were dancing next to me.‖ He gave her a meaningful look, his 

eyes never leaving hers, and she was sure her heart stopped as her knees 

weakened. She recovered as a grin spread across his face and she punched 

him hard in the shoulder. 

―You‘re despicable,‖ she declared. ―I‘m engaged, you know.‖ 

―To an old lout that knows nothing of passion.‖ 

―Need I remind you that old lout is your uncle and a well respected 

member of this society?‖ 

―You‘re too young for him; he‘s old enough to be your father. Could you 

really go to bed with him?‖ 

Samantha gasped and punched him again. He grabbed her fist before 

she could pull it back and held it with both his hands. He looked deep into her 

eyes and she saw something there that made her breath catch in her throat 

and her pulse quicken. 

―You deserve better,‖ he hoarsely declared. 

―There is no one better.‖ 

―There‘s me.‖ 

She scoffed. ―How are you better? You‘re out of work and completely 

dependent on your uncle. You have no idea what to do with your life. You 

spend most nights in taverns or gambling houses and more than once you‘ve 

brought a less than reputable woman to your bed. So please tell me, how are 

you better for me?‖ 

Instead of answering, he grabbed her shoulders and pulled her close as 

his mouth crushed hers, his tongue assaulting hers. Shock quickly gave way to 

something sweeter and she wrapped her arms around his neck, holding on as 

her knees gave out. As she kissed him back, she knew this was what she‘d 

wanted since meeting him outside his uncle‘s manor. He was what she wanted; 

young and passionate, not old and lame. But her family needed the money; 
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they would lose everything if she didn‘t go through with this union. She pushed 

him away as she wanted even more of what she couldn‘t have. 

―I can‘t,‖ she gasped as she wiped her swollen lips with the back of her 

hand. 

―You already have,‖ he countered and she wanted to scream. Yes, she 

had. Her eyes widened as she realized what this could mean – what would 

happen if anyone found out – and she lifted her skirt as she ran away from 

him. She ran as far as her legs would carry her and then pressed further until 

she was safe within her home. The only problem was that she couldn‘t run 

from her feelings. Her fingertips touched her lips as she remembered their 

embrace and tears welled in her eyes because she knew it wasn‘t meant to be. 

―You‘re home early; I wasn‘t expecting you before dinner,‖ her mother 

commented when she found Samantha leaning against the closed front door. 

Samantha hastily wiped away her tears as she looked up at her mother, whose 

expression softened at her daughter‘s despair. 

―What happened?‖ the woman asked, stepping forward to wrap an arm 

around her daughter. 

―Everything that shouldn‘t have,‖ Samantha admitted and ran to her 

room before more tears could fall. 

* * * 

 

Samantha avoided Mr. McCoullough for the next week. Every time he 

started her way, she went the other. And when he stopped, she found herself 

watching him, waiting for the next time he would pursue her – the next time he 

would kiss her. For though she knew it was improper for a young lady to kiss a 

man she was not publicly with, she longed for it to happen again. She sighed; 

she didn‘t know what she was going to do. 

Mr. McCoullough finally caught up to her in her parents‘ library. She was 

curled into a chair reading her favorite book when a shadow fell over her. She 

looked up, annoyed with the interruption, and gasped when she found him not 

outside looking in through the window as she‘d expected but standing before 

her, casually leaning a hip against the window sill with his arms crossed. She 

closed her book around her finger as she jumped to her feet, intending to 

escape. 
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―Do not try, I locked the door,‖ he informed her and she glared at him. 

―It‘s the only way I could get you to stay put. That is, other than kissing you 

again.‖ 

She threw her book at him as she let out an aggravated growl. ―You‘re 

insufferable!‖ she screamed. ―Immoral! And what you did was improper! I could 

have you hung for that, you know!‖ 

He chuckled, an amused smile stretching across his face. ―If showing 

affection to a beautiful woman in punishable by death, then this world would 

lose many a good man.‖ 

Her eyes widened as he pushed himself away from the window and 

closed the distance between them. She took a step back and found herself 

cornered between him and a bookshelf. Her heart beat so loudly she was sure 

he could hear it. She involuntarily lifted her chin as he stopped and raised a 

hand to brush a piece of hair away from her eyes. She braced herself for what 

she knew was going to happen. 

―You‘re so beautiful,‖ he whispered, his eyes searching hers as though 

asking for something she couldn‘t understand. 

―What do you want, Mr. McCoullough?‖ she asked. 

―What every lovesick fool wants – the one thing he can‘t have.‖ He turned 

away and she stared at him, dumbstruck by what hadn‘t happened. She‘d been 

within his reach; what was wrong with him? She cleared her throat, trying not 

to be disappointed with the turn of events. 

―Again I must ask; what do you want, Mr. McCoullough?‖ she repeated 

and he raked a hand through his hair as he stared out the window. 

―I want you to meet me on St. Patrick‘s Day,‖ he finally told her without 

turning to face her. ―Meet me on top of the hill at dusk. That is the time of the 

rite.‖ 

He headed for the door and unlocked it. Finally, he turned toward her, 

his eyes so tormented that her heart ached at the sight of him. She wanted to 

go to him, to beg him not to leave without touching her again, but found she 

was unable to move. 

―I‘m sorry for the interruption. I hope you enjoy your book,‖ he said and 

was gone. She stood staring after him, wondering why she felt lost without him. 
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* * * 

St. Patrick‘s Day dawned bright and warm two days later. Morning mass 

was mandatory in the Arnold household and she spent most of the morning 

helping her twin sisters into their dresses and brushing their hair. Samantha 

forced herself to focus on the twins, refusing any thoughts about Mr. 

McCoullough. She hadn‘t seen him since his interruption in the library, but 

she‘d thought about him every moment since then. His behavior puzzled her; 

for a man who always pursued what he wanted until he obtained it, his 

absence was disconcerting. He‘d kissed her, touched her, and now left her; she 

didn‘t know whether to be relieved or sick. She thought about him all the time, 

an obsession that interrupted her daily life. She couldn‘t even read her favorite 

book without remembering how she‘d thrown it at him. She missed the banter, 

the long discussions, and the walks along the river; most importantly, she 

missed him desperately. 

She was brushing her hair when her mother came into the room and 

shooed the twins away. She put the brush down, surprised to find her mother 

standing so uncomfortably just inside the door. 

―Your father pursued me for two years and I nearly lost him before I 

begged him to marry me,‖ her mother admitted and Samantha was taken back 

by the statement. Her mother never begged for anything; either she had it or 

she learned to go without. 

―Mr. McCoullough is a decent man; don‘t make him wait until you have 

to beg him,‖ the woman added and Samantha stood there with her mouth 

hanging open, speechless. Her mother approved of Mr. McCoullough? But he 

had nothing to offer her, no money or status aside from what he received from 

his uncle. 

―But he has nothing,‖ she blurted out and her mother frowned. 

―I learned the hard way that money and status do not make the world go 

round. Don‘t make the same mistake I almost did,‖ she stated and left the 

room before Samantha could respond. She stood staring after her mother, 

shocked by the turn of events, and then laughter bubbled up inside her as she 

realized her mother had said she could have what she wanted – she could 

marry for love! 

She finished her hair and ran downstairs as her dad said it was time to 

leave. She‘d never been so anxious to go to church; surely Mr. McCoullough 
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wouldn‘t miss mass on such an important day. She would have to wait until 

after the service, but she would tell him how she felt. She craned her neck and 

scanned the crowd once they were seated in a pew and was surprised when she 

didn‘t spot him anywhere. As the pastor took his place behind the pulpit, she 

realized he had indeed missed this morning‘s service. She sulked in her seat, 

afraid she was already too late. 

 

The festival had come to town the night before and set up during 

morning mass. The kids were excited to go and Samantha offered to take her 

sisters to eat sweets and enjoy the shows. Their parents walked with them for a 

while and she watched as they disappeared into the crowd, jealous of their 

entwined fingers and the love in their eyes. She was in love so why was she 

alone? It wasn‘t fair! 

She spent the afternoon searching the faces milling around her for the 

one she loved. Some of her friends asked her to join them, but she refused, 

using the twins as an excuse. She was acutely aware of Paul‘s absence as she 

watched her friends play games and laugh together; just a month ago, she and 

Paul had been part of that group and now she was alone and he was nowhere 

to be found. Why had he abandoned her? She had to find out. 

Samantha rounded up the twins as the sun began to sink below the 

horizon and took them home. She knew what she had to do. She left the girls 

at the door and told her mother she was going for a walk. Her mother just 

nodded and knowingly smiled as she walked away from the house. 

She trudged through the field and up to the top of the hill. She was 

surprised when she didn‘t find Paul there. It was like he‘d vanished. Had he 

gone back to Ireland without saying goodbye or giving her an explanation for 

what had happened in her library? She couldn‘t bear the thought and blinked 

back tears as she turned towards his uncle‘s manor. If anyone would know 

where Paul was, it would be her fiancé. She swallowed hard as she approached 

the stately manor; she needed to see the old man anyway. 

The door opened just before she reached it and the housekeeper allowed 

her inside. The uniformed woman led her to the drawing room and made sure 

she was comfortable before disappearing to find Lord Ravensclaw. A small book 

shelf and desk sat against the wall next to the door. Two plush chairs in rich 

burgundy velvet faced the window. She perched on the edge of a chair, 

captivated by the glorious sunset outside the window. 
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―My darling, I wondered when you would call on me,‖ her fiancé said 

after entering the room and she jumped to her feet. ―It seems my nephew has 

been keeping you quite amused.‖ 

She puzzled at his choice of words. She shook her head. She had to get 

this over with before she lost her nerve. She took a deep breath. 

―I can‘t marry you unless you wish to enter into a union where there will 

never be love,‖ she told him and he raised his eyebrows, apparently amused by 

her declaration. 

―Is that so? And how is it that you think our union will never have love?‖ 

he asked. 

―Because I‘m in love with your nephew.‖ There, she‘d said it. She waited 

for him to say something – anything – whether in anger or in jest. 

―He has nothing to offer you, no job to support you and not a penny to 

his name,‖ he finally told her and she raised her head a little higher. 

―I don‘t care; I would rather be poor and happy than rich and miserable. I 

know our arrangement was meant to clear my father‘s debts with you, but I‘m 

sure something could be arranged. I could work for you if you wish until his 

debts have been paid in full.‖ 

―That won‘t be necessary. Your father and I settled our debt this 

afternoon after mass.‖ 

She gaped at him. She couldn‘t believe what she was hearing. ―But how? 

Why?‖ 

―It seems, Miss Arnold, that my nephew is as smitten with you as you are 

with him. He wrote to his mother to plead his case and his father secured him 

a position at his bank. I received the letter this morning shortly after Paul came 

to me and confessed his feelings for you.‖ He sighed. ―I admit I should have 

known it would happen considering how alike you two are. I know I can‘t stop 

you; I can only give you my blessing.‖ 

―Thank you, Uncle,‖ Paul spoke up from the doorway and she gasped. He 

was here! How much had he heard? She was as nervous to see him as she was 

excited. Lord Ravensclaw turned to his nephew as he entered the room and she 

looked out the window as she tried to gather her thoughts. He was here; he 



32 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 

hadn‘t left her! He had some explaining to do once his uncle left them. She 

tensed as the door closed and she knew they were alone. 

―What did you hear?‖ she nervously asked. 

―Nothing I didn‘t already know,‖ he replied. She turned as he put a hand 

on her shoulder and instead of speaking, she kissed him. 

―What was that for?‖ he asked when she pulled away. 

―It‘s what I should have done in the library. I didn‘t understand what 

happened that day until I realized what I needed to do. I‘ve looked for you all 

day; where were you?‖ 

―I had something I had to do.‖ He took her hand. ―Will you come with 

me?‖ 

She grinned. ―I‘ll follow you anywhere.‖ 

He kissed her one more time before leading her out of the house. They 

walked to the top of the hill where they found her parents and his uncle 

waiting for them with the pastor from the church. 

―What is all this?‖ she asked turning to Paul. ―What‘s going on?‖ 

He took her hands in his and nervously licked his lips as he gazed into 

her eyes.  

―I know it‘s not much and I promise we‘ll have a traditional wedding once 

we land in Ireland, but I can‘t wait that long to pledge my love to you.‖ He 

lowered himself to one knee. ―Will you love me tonight?‖ 

She looked at him and then at the people surrounding them. Tears slid 

from her eyes as her mother nodded and her father grinned. Even his uncle 

smiled. 

―I will love you always,‖ she promised and kissed him. 
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Becoming Death: Chapter 2 

By Amy Judd 

The house on the hill was a black silhouette on the horizon. It was a 

monument to a by-gone era, an era that had left its mark in architecture. 

Gravel crunched beneath the footfalls, as the lone figure approached the 

residence.  A manicured lawn sprawled on either side of the walkway.  The 

home seemed to grow the closer you grew to it. Until it was evident that it was 

no meager accommodation at all, but a sprawling Victorian mansion.   

 A pale hand reached forward, the snake eating onyx ring glowing with an 

eerie light. Expelling a breath, Viktoria tested the door. The knob turned and 

the door swung into the pallor. Shutting the door behind her, in silence she 

moved into the main salon.  

 The silence was broken by a cultured voice, ―It‘s been a long time. I‘ve 

been expecting you.‖  

 Viktoria paused in the doorframe as the rich baritone utterance cascaded 

through the air. Moving forward she walked around the winged arm chair. ―Has 

it been long?‖ Sitting back down in the twin of his chair, her breath left her lips 

in a sigh.  Her head lifted slowly and she gazed at the gentleman gazing 

intently at her.   

 Eyes haunted by secrets, yet cast in a young woman‘s face gazed steadily 

into the man‘s azure depths. ―Too long, it has been fifty years to the day.‖ The 

gentleman tug at his suit sleeve twisting the garnet cufflinks before gesturing 

to the table set between them.  Viktoria lifted the lid to the kettle and inhaled 

deeply, a trace of a smile turned up her lips. ―Jasmine is your favorite tea, 

correct?‖ 

 ―It is.‖ Viktoria poured herself a cup of tea, adding both sugar and cream 

before settling back in her chair.  Her lanky black hair dropped around her face 

like a veil. The liquid was soothing to her throat and the smell filled her with 

nostalgia. ―The house looks good. Did you hire a new gardener?‖  Viktoria 

folded one arm over her middle.  

 ―Yes. Peter retired when his daughter delivered her third child.‖ One 

hand rubbed over the wrinkled skin of the other. ―It is the 20th century, and 

with it came companies that make a living off of lawn artistry. I am a wistful 

old man, these modern day marvels are unwanted alien trinkets.‖  

 The smile was affixed to Viktoria‘s face. Lifting the cup she took a sip of 

the tea, her pinky lifted into the air. ―They can‘t be alien if they are the glory of 

civilization.‖ Eyes roamed over the man that even though he appeared in 

advanced aging still contained virility. His back was straight despite the 
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tremble in his hands. Hair that had once shown gold in sunlight was now 

silver. His face was heavily lined, but the man was still the same. Age had 

burned away the flippancy of youth and in its place was a cultured gentleman 

in the sunset part of his life.  

 In dismissal of the argument his long fingers swatted the air. ―You think 

cell phones and television sets that turn on by themselves and record shows 

that are so beyond reality that they might as well call them science fiction?‖  

 Viktoria paused over the pastry on her plate, and lifted it to bite into the 

scone. ―You need to get out more. You‘re becoming a captive of your own 

making.‖ She sipped the tea, pausing to swallow the sweet and creamy floral 

beverage. ―Anyhow, people don‘t watch reality shows for the authenticity. They 

watch it for the drama, for the excitement outside their own lives.‖ The scone 

dissolved on her tongue in a swirl of spice and sugar. She jumped slightly at 

the sound of the grandfather clock chiming the hour.  

 Velvet blue eyes quickly glance at the clock, ―The hour of midnight has 

arrived.‖  His hands trembled as they grasped the arm of his chair. 

Viktoria set the empty cup and saucer on the table. Her fingers idly 

flicked the crumbs from her black attire. ―I have to leave. I‘ve been here long 

enough.‖ Her onyx ring with the snake devouring the snow caught the light and 

reflected it on the old man. It illuminated the skeleton beneath the senior 

gentleman‘s face, and a clock spun first in one direction and then the other. 

The countdown was a jumble of numbers that constantly changed, never 

growing closer to zero.   

 The chair creaked with the new distribution of weight.  Viktoria gazed up 

at the elder gentleman, her head now reaching his chest. ―Too few are these 

visits, and far too much time passes between them.‖ He extended his arm, 

offering it to Viktoria. His arm stayed strong as Viktoria laid her hand onto the 

top of his wrinkled hand. Beneath her fingers she could feel the fineness of the 

material of his suit.  Side by side, they walked out of the room, until they stood 

in front of the door.  

 ―I come when I can.‖ Viktoria‘s words came out hesitant, her eyes drifting 

to the door. ―If I could, I would stay here. But, I can‘t. Every minute in here is a 

moment I leave my responsibilities.‖ 

 ―Responsibilities be damned.‖  Long graceful fingers grasped Viktoria by 

the shoulders. One arm slipped around her waist and the dipped her 

backwards. His mouth pressed against hers in a passionate kiss that left 

Viktoria breathless. Fingers gripped his jacket tightly, while his free hand 

tangled into her hair pressing against her skull. Reluctantly he pulled her to 

her feet, and withdrew his mouth from hers. He pressed his forehead against 

hers, and held tightly to her. ―Fate is a cruel mistress.‖  
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 Viktoria‘s arms wrapped around him, she rubbed her face first against 

his shoulder and then pressed her nose into his doublet. With Viktoria‘s face 

pressed into his chest her words sounded muffled, ―I‘m sorry.‖ A fingertip lifted 

her gaze to meet with his. Tears streamed down her face, and her voice broke 

into a sob.  ―They were just words; I was so scared that you were dying. I didn‘t 

know that when I asked that your life be spared if they would take me. That we 

would end up in this bizarre circumstance, you aging but ever living.‖ 

 The man‘s face creased and his eyes shimmered with unshed tears. ―I 

suppose that‘s what they mean by be careful what you wish for or it might 

come true.‖ 

 Sniffling she rolled her fist into his chest, ―That‘s not funny.‖ 

 ―Eh. I suppose not.‖ He rubbed his hand against his chest, and slid his 
fingers through her hair. ―We‘re in this together. So long as I live, you will be 

Death and I will be undying.‖ He drew her away from him and lifted her hand 
to his lips kissing the onyx ring. ―I love you, from this life into the next.  Even if 
we never reach the ever after, I love you Viktoria. I pray that you never cease 

loving me.‖  
 Standing up on her toes, she threw her arms around his neck, and 

pressed kisses to his lips. ―Even if I should grow cold and everything loses 
meaning. You in whatever form you take will be the fire that melts my heart.‖ 
His arms wrapped around the small of her back holding her close. The ancient 

clock chimed once again, earning it a glare from another room. ―I have to go.‖ 
He released her, and opened the door for her.  
 Viktoria blew him a kiss once she was on the stairs. She stared into his 

azure eyes, for a few moments before turning and stepping down the stairs. 
The moment her feet touched the soil of the walkway she became death. 
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The Last Circus 

By Jessica McHugh 

 

Samantha Depaul considered herself quite the aficionado of carnivals. In 

her nine years of life, she had attended every exhibition in a twenty mile 

radius, over fifteen all told. When she heard that the famous Master Marvel‘s 

Midway had dropped anchor in Béziers, she was halfway out the door before 

her mother could even agree. After five years of being dragged to ever circus 

that passed through town, her mother were hoping for the new one to be the 

last.  

After seeing so many midways, it was hard for Samantha not to compare 

Master Marvel‘s to the rest. She was pointing out shortcomings from as far 

back as the lot, but when she reached the ticket gate and saw Master Marvel 

himself, she clamped her mouth shut. Magnus Marvel was a spindly man with 

a long black coat that made him look more so, and his bulgy eyes were so 

widely set, he resembled an exotic lizard from one of Samantha‘s picture books. 

He certainly didn‘t have the warmest demeanor either. In fact, every gesture 

was slow and cold, as if he were trying to slither despite being frozen solid.  It 

was no wonder he was also known as ―Le Serpent de Glace.‖  

Magnus' grin grew wider with each customer that he waved through, but 

once inside, the patrons were more than a little perplexed. The tents encircling 

the big top were lit, but the flaps were tied closed. The rides were stationery 

and corroded from neglect, and while the big top was illuminated, the lights 

were disappointingly dull and flickered in malfunction. Samantha ambled 

disoriented through the midway, wondering how easy it would be to get a 

refund when the big top‘s effulgence dramatically increased and a boisterous 

music began. 

"Right this way," Magnus Marvel purred as he appeared in the big top‘s 

entrance. 

Samantha couldn't help but look back at the gates. The lanky silhouette 

of a man in a long black coat was still there, but Magnus clapped his hands 

loudly and drew her attention back to the grin consuming his gaunt face. 

Once inside, however, her trepidation was blasted away by color and 

song. Capuchin monkeys swung from the tent's framework with perfectly 

choreographed undulations. Samantha stood amazed as the monkeys soared 
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overhead and the elephants lumbered leisurely into the ring. They trumpeted 

as they broke into weaving lines and the monkeys used their backs as 

springboards. The audience took their seats in wide-eyed awe that only 

increased when the monkeys began to filter through the crowd. Magnus Marvel 

oozed toward the center of the ring and when he cracked his whip, the 

elephants parted to allow the cavalcade of cats to saunter in. Tigers, lions, and 

a jaguar strolled forward, and though most of their heads were lowly hung, the 

jaguar growled at Marvel as it passed. Even when he cracked his whip again, 

the jaguar kept its fangs viciously bared. Despite the threat, he reached out to 

the animal and the audience gasped when the jaguar violently chomped for his 

fingers. As Magnus reached out again, several children buried their faces in 

their parents' arms, but Samantha leaned forward in morbid fascination. The 

jaguar snarled again, but when Magnus boldly grabbed it by the throat, its 

snarl became a squeak. 

 ―Don‘t hurt him!" Samantha bellowed from the crowd and Magnus 

flashed a simpering smile as he released the jaguar and pushed it back into 

formation. 

"You must excuse my pets. They can be as ornery as us sometimes," 

Magnus crooned as he picked up a large jug and glided forward. "Please accept 

this cider as an apology." 

The monkeys hopped through the crowd, distributing glasses, but 

instead of filling their cups, Marvel reeled the jug back and hurled the contents 

onto the audience. Sparkling confetti rained down on their heads and 

Samantha clapped raucously, but Marvel wasn't finished. He raised his hand 

for silence and then waved it over the jug with his lips moving soundlessly. 

When he was finished, he filled their glasses with golden cider, and though the 

amusing monkeys were still among the audience, the cider was too delicious 

for Samantha to notice. 

"Don't drink it," a voice said so quietly that she was scarcely sure she 

heard it. 

But Magnus Marvel did. He glared at the monkey cowering behind 

Samantha's shoulder and grabbed for its tail, but when he tugged, Samantha 

shrieked instead of the capuchin. Magnus released the tail and began to laugh 

so heartily that the entire big top shuddered. Samantha screamed when she 

realized that the tail he‘d tugged was her own, and her terror grew louder when 

she saw her mother lapping from her cup with a large, feline tongue. 
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―Mom?‖ Samantha squeaked and yanked on her mother‘s sleeve, only 

then noticing dark tufts of hair sprouting over her hands as quickly as black 

stripes raced through her mother‘s skin.  

―This is the last circus, Samantha. The last,‖ her mother growled through 

budding fangs, but by the time Master Marvel gave her a banana, Samantha no 

longer cared the midways she would miss. 

Marvel knew, however, that the girl wouldn‘t miss a thing. Her time in 

the circus was just beginning. 
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TITLE:  Over Night, Over Day, Over You 

AUTHOR:  Tony Angelo and Bethany Halle 

 

REVIEW:   

 

Although grammatically rough Tony Angelo‘s ―Over 

Night, Over Day, Over You‖ is a true Angelo style story. 

This short story involves yet another way that author 

Angelo uses to teach a life lesson and it teaches the 

young adult audience to stay away from prejudice and 

not become a prejudiced person.  The storyline follows true to Angelo‘s way of a moral 

learning read. 

 

Young adults everywhere can read this story easily and can understand the morals to 

be learned. Angelo writes in this genre very well and continues to strive for a good 

moral learning story again and again.  

  

 

3 bookmarks 

Anastasia Cassella-Young, Reviewer 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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REVIEW:  

 

In Call Me Duchess by Maggie Dove, young Marguerite 

and her sisters are suddenly found destitute because of her 

father’s gambling habit. The three sisters embark on a journey to 

London at the height of the “London Season”. They have four 

months to find husbands or they will become governesses. 

Marguerite has her heart on becoming the Duchess of Wallingford. 

Will she marry for money or will some other man hold the key to 

her heart. 

I have been reading romances since I was thirteen years old, and I have seen a lot of 

historical romances where the woman would be destitute if she didn’t marry a wealthy man. 

However, Ms. Dove writes one very different and it is like a fresh breeze. I give her kudos for 

writing such an enjoyable book. 

 

3.5 bookmarks 

Carol A. Langstroth, Manager 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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REVIEW: 

Carl Donald Blue is the main character in 

―Cordon Bleu‖ and he learns a few life lessons 

along his trip in the tween stages of his 

life/schooling. The lessons come from his father 

and then his Aunt. The use of the father‘s toolbox 

to show Carl some of his life lessons is very poetic 

and spot on! 

This story, I believe, is aimed at youngsters 

and tweens. There are lessons to be learned 

within the realm of Carl‘s life that other children 

do not have the benefit of. 

The connection of badness and ill-will 

toward the people that live in the trailer park 

teaches Carl and his Aunt not to judge a book by 

its cover or, in this case, by where they live. Not all people are bad that live in a 

specific part of town that is infamous for trouble and drugs. 

 

3 bookmarks 

Anastasia Cassella-Young, Reviewer 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Too Face 

AUTHOR:  Tony Angelo 

 

REVIEW:   

 

In ―Too Face‖ author Tony Angelo sets out a good storyline 

about two friends who travel through life together 

including high school, college and their afterlives.  The 

situational story is a fine one but clumsy at times.  I find 

Tony‘s ―teaching‖ stories very much on fact about the 

various lives of his characters, while they spell out a lesson. 

 

Had this short story been edited properly and the other errors fixed, I could find it in 

my heart to make this a 2.5 bookmark story.  I am also concerned that the title is 

probably mis-spelled.  ―Too‖ is a marker of ―and also‖ in writing.  I don‘t see the ―Too‖ 

in the title to be correct. 

 

2 bookmarks 

Anastasia Cassella-Young 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Too Much Ado 

AUTHOR:  Tony Angelo 

 

REVIEW:  

 

Tony Angelo describes Too much ‘Ado’ ―as a poetry book 

that tackles some of the major prejudices…‖  and he is 

spot on about them introducing thoughts to the reader 

that provokes some thoughts about said ―prejudices‖.  It is a very interested style of 

poetry and it can hold a reader‘s attention.  Each poem speaks to us, the readers, to 

take to heart the author‘s ideas and thoughts about the subject to which it is written. 

 

Thought compelling reads tend to mark the author‘s stories within the poems.  I prefer 

poetry that tells a story instead of a poem with rhythm and rhyme that can make no 

sense at all.  We see the ―storylines‖ as life experiences and lessons learned in this 

reviewer/author‘s opinion. 

 

3 bookmarks 

Anastasia Cassella-Young, Reviewer 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Shortcomings 

AUTHOR: Ginger Simpson 

  

 

REVIEW:  Shortcomings by Ginger Simpson is about 

teenager Cindy Johnson who  walks with a limp 

because of her leg being 2 inches longer than the other. 

Because of the teasing she gets from school, she has 

low self-esteem. 

  

Things start changing for her when Cory Neil asks her 

to tutor him in Math. Cory notices her and not the limp. Now how can Cory prove to 

Cindy that he likes her for herself? 

 

Ms. Simpson shows the result of someone being teased for something that they have 

no control over. As someone that had been teased all her formative years, I too know 

how it feels and give kudos to Ms. Simpson for writing about this sensitive subject.  

            

5 bookmarks 

Carol A. Langstroth, Manager  

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Map of a Distorted Mind 

AUTHOR: Joseph R. McNulty   

REVIEW:   

 

In ―Map of a Distorted Mind‖ by Joseph R. McNulty it tells us of 

a man expressing the grief of lost love. It talks about the day he 

fell in love with her and the day she died. I felt every emotion this man felt in every 

poem in this book. Mr. McNulty showed the world exactly how he felt. I applaud him 

in being so open honest. 

 

Every poem had a flow and consistency to it. At parts, I thought it would make a great 

song because the way the words formed so well. I must admit my personal favorite is 

―The Great Sardine Ride‖ where he moves to be closer to the one he loves. I have done 

that, and know firsthand how the pull of love will make you do anything.   Those of us 

that love poetry that comes straight from the heart will love this poetry tome.           

 

4.5 bookmarks 

Carol A. Langstroth, Manager  

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Beside Myself  

AUTHOR: Ginger Simpson 

 

REVIEW:  Beside Myself by Ginger Simpson is a 

cute little story about a woman named Cynthia 

Freitas.  She meets cop Alex Carlyle and sparks fly 

in more than one way. Together they try to catch a 

kidnapper/murderer. Will they find the perps that 

are killing the women that look like Cynthia? 

 

At first I thought this was going to be a ―normal‖ 

romance. But it was definitely out of the ordinary. 

I don‘t want to give it away but believe me when I say sparks fly in more than one way. 

The way that Mrs. Simpson brings the characters together with a sense of humor is 

done very well. I also like that there were no sex scenes as she made Cynthia a woman 

who had morals which you do not find in most romances.  Beside Myself would make 

a good read on a rainy day.     

 

3.5 bookmarks 

Carol A. Langstroth, Manager  

Mind Fog Reviews 
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Callum Meet Bo 

Meet Bo. The last girl on Earth. The last unknown girl on Earth. Living 

underground. With a dinosaur robot for a best friend. A dinosaur robot who will 

protect her at all costs; but failed to do so with  his creator, Bo‘s father, who was 

recently killed during an ambush of outlaws known as the Outstationers.  

Smart, confident, and alone, in a dystopian world ruled and destroyed by 

the heavy hand of men, Bo was now a one girl show. Or so she thought.  

Battered and on the brink of death, body covered in scars, Bo questioned 

her decision to bring this strange boy into her home. Who was he, and what was 

he doing in the middle of the desert, exposed to any number of life threatening 

elements?  

Impossible. They didn‘t exist. This was all to strange, and Callum knew 

strange. Having been kidnapped from his fathers, sold into a traveling circus with 

owners who took disturbing pleasure in seeing Callum suffer, all that he had lived 

through these last few weeks were strange. But this! This was impossible. She was 

impossible, and wrong. This was all wrong. Women were extinct. The new world 

had no living females. The new world had no need for females. Instantly Callum 

knew he needed to get away from her, and fast.  

In this YA dystopian novel VULTURE‘S WAKE (Holiday House) by Kirsty 

Murray, we follow the story of two unlikely characters who meet up and head out 

on a trying journey across the country in hopes of finding Callum‗s fathers. But 

what they find instead is enough to alter their course forever. A world built on lies 

and hidden truths, Bo and Callum struggle to stay alive as the strategically built 

walls of this dystopian society comes crumbling down.  
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Behind the Scenes 

Welcome to Behind the Scenes, the inside scoop on some awesome authors 

that I have come to know and love.  This month‘s interviews include Inceptus 

Press, Erin Danzer, Greg McCarthy, award winning historical author, Susanne 

Dunlap, and Charity Gosling.  Enjoy! 

 

What is your name? 

Greg McCarthy 

How long have you been writing? 

That depends on the context.  I have been an 
attorney for 25 years, and attended law school 

for three years before that.  During that time, I 
wrote quite a lot, but never creatively.  I started 
trying to write a novel about 15 years ago, but it 

never went  anywhere.  My first writing that 
resulted in a completed project began November 

1, 2007.  

How did you know that writing was going to 

be your profession? 

I still don‘t know that it will be, but I‘ll keep 

writing anyway. 

How many books have you written and published? 

Written one, published one. 

Who is your publisher? 

Otherworld Publications, Louisville, KY 

Have you won any awards? 

Jury awards--a couple.  Writing awards--not yet. 

What genre do you generally write in? 

Fiction. Legal thrillers, to be more precise.  They say you should write what you 
know. 
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What are your stories/novels usually about? 

The first novel, The Price of Life, is about a family who finds out that tort 
reform efforts will hinder their efforts to recover in a lawsuit for the death of 
their young daughter. In a broader sense, it‘s about the unintended possible 

consequences of limiting recoveries in the civil justice system. 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 

She offered me a publishing contract. Nobody else did, so she won the contest. 

What is your favorite food to eat while writing? 

I usually don‘t eat when I write. I find I don‘t even think about food or eating 
for awhile after I‘ve finished a writing session. 

 

 

What is your favorite drink to have while writing? 

Usually just water.  I know it‘s boring, but I don‘t seem to write well after 
drinking alcohol, and I‘m usually too distracted by the writing to notice being 

thirsty.  

Do you listen to music or watch tv while writing? If so, what do you listen 

to/watch? 

I sometimes listen to music, but TV distracts me. Most often, it needs to be 
mellow music, unless I‘m writing an action sequence, in which case something 
more upbeat is needed. 

What is your muse? 

HMMMM. Can‘t think of a thing that would be a muse.   

Where is your favorite place to write? 

I like to shake it up and write in different places.  If I ever have a great run 

where I  hammer out a hundred or so great pages, I might latch onto that 
place, but it hasn‘t happened like that yet. 

Do you have anything else you might find useful to add? 

See below. 

Do you have any advice for aspiring writers who are trying to get into the 
world of publishing? 
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Lots of it, actually, although the advice is free and probably worth every penny. 
I don‘t claim to be a great success in the literary world, but I believe I have 

worked hard on both the craft of writing (I still have much more hard work to 
do and vast opportunity for improvement) and on familiarizing myself with the 

nuances of the business of publishing. 

Write your manuscript, then get to work figuring out how the business works.  

Most aspiring authors I‘ve spoken with remain incredibly naive in this area; 
they seem to think they need only to write a great story and send the stack of 
paper to a publisher in New York, who will ultimately come to understand its 

genius. They don‘t know to research agents for their areas of interest, which 
means they waste time--both their own and the agents‘--querying the wrong 

agents. Publishing is a business, and getting to know the details of that 
business is the only way to improve your chances of success. 

Be patient but persistent.  

Don‘t be afraid of small or start-up publishing. The traditional publishers still 

get books out in greater numbers and wider distribution, but that part of the 
business has shrunk radically in the last few years.  Small publishers give 

authors, particularly debut authors and those in funky and quirky genres, the 
chance to get their work out in the public eye. All authors, even those with the 
larger and more traditional publishers, are finding that the marketing of their 

work is falling ever more to them.  Those authors who are most comfortable 
and savvy in the marketing side of the business are likely to have the greatest 
success in their careers. 

On the writing side, you must write.  Many writers have shared with me that a 

page-per-day minimum is a great idea to impose on yourself. It sounds like 
such an easy goal, and perhaps there are some whose daily minimum should 
be five or ten pages. For most, however, a single page will sometimes be the 

ultimate torment on certain days, and the self-discipline and determination 
needed to get through those days will be a huge asset as a writing career 
continues. 

If you write something worth reading and get it published, have fun with it.  

Soak up the feeling of your first book launch party, and don‘t forget how 
thankful you are to your friends and family who supported you through the 
writing part and are now showing up to buy your book. And if you do have 

lightning strike and sign a major book deal, remember to enjoy having a total 
stranger tell you how much they liked reading your work. That should never 
get old. 
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What is your name?  

Erin Danzer 

How long have you been writing?  

Since I was about 10. My entire class entered a 

Young Author‘s competition in 3rd grade. I wrote a 

book about a tooth having to go to the dentist. I 

only got an Honorable Mention for the competition 

but it sparked the love of writing within me. 

How did you know that writing was going to be 

your profession?  

That‘s actually a much more recent decision. I‘ve 

been writing for most of my life, but this January I 

decided I wanted it to be more than a hobby and I‘m at a place in my life where 

I believe I can make that possible. I‘ve been saying I wanted to be a writer since 

I was in middle school; I think it‘s about time I actually became one. 

How many books have you written and published?  

I have written, or at least started, several books, possibly close to a hundred. I 

only have published 5 books. 

Who is your publisher?  

I chose to publish through Createspace.com, a free self-publisher.  Because of 

everything I‘ve had to go through with formatting the books and designing 

covers, plus the lack of monetary return on the books (and only having word of 

mouth advertising), I‘ve decided the next book I publish will be through a 

different channel. 

Have you won any awards?  

In middle school, I won first place out of 300 kids in a city-wide essay contest 

about why kids run away from home. Also, the story, Samantha and Paul, won 

its contest on Writing.com a couple years ago. I haven‘t tried to win many 

awards, but I think that‘s going to change, too. 

What genre do you generally write in?  



 

52 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 
 

Teen. Lately, I seem to write Young Adult/Teen novels, mostly of the 

paranormal persuasion. My first few books were more about real-life situations, 

mostly romantic. 

What are your stories/novels usually about?  

Again, lately it seems to be werewolves, vampires and fairies. I love magic, too; 

I‘m working on a short story involving magic and fighting a demon. But no 

matter what I write about, there‘s always some romantic component, usually 

central to the plot. I guess that‘s because I‘ve always been a romantic. 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 

 The free proof copy code I got when I ―won‖ NaNoWriMo 2008 (the same year I 

wrote Losing Control). I liked the freedom it gave me at the time, and the fact 

that it was free. 

What is your favorite food to eat while writing? 

 During November (NaNo), it‘s candy corn. I discovered a new caramel candy 

corn that‘s awesome! Otherwise, it has to be something small and not messy. 

Or when I‘m really into a story, I forget to eat altogether. 

What is your favorite drink to have while writing?  

Diet Pepsi. It‘s my drink of choice anytime. Sometimes I‘ll have a glass of wine, 

but that‘s usually at the end of the day. 

Do you listen to music or watch TV while writing?  

If so, what do you listen to/watch? I don‘t watch TV because I find it too 

distracting. Having said that, the TV is always on in my house so I‘ve gotten 

used to tuning it out when I‘m in the zone. As for music, sometimes I will play 

something; for this past November, I made a playlist of Irish music on MySpace 

because my story involved Irish fairies. Most of the time, I don‘t do either of 

these things, except whatever‘s in the background. 

What is your muse?  

I have no idea. No seriously, I guess I would have to say life. I get ideas from 

everywhere – things I‘ve read, things I‘ve written in the past, things my kids do, 

what happens to me at work or even at home. Ideas are literally everywhere; it‘s 

the reason I keep pen and paper with me always. 



 

53 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 
 

 

Where is your favorite place to write? 

 Wherever I can take my computer. Right now my desk is set up in a corner of 

the living room and it has to be plugged in so I‘m not really mobile. In my 

perfect world, I would have an office with one wall covered in book shelves and 

a big window overlooking a beautiful yard full of trees and a pond. Until I find 

that place, I have to be flexible. 

Do you have anything else you might find useful to add?  

Just thank you for asking me to do this interview. 

Do you have any advice for aspiring writers who are trying to get into the 

world of publishing?  

Just keep writing and keep putting your manuscripts out there. The world of 

publishing is so diverse that there‘s an outlet for anyone who wants to be 

published, whether they want to get into the big time publishers, do a small 

press format, e-publish or even self-publish. Just don‘t pay someone to publish 

your book. I did that with my first book and the monetary return was not what 

I expected. And if you‘re going to self-publish, make sure you have plenty of 

ways to self-advertise as well. 
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What is your name? 

Susanne Dunlap 

How long have you been writing? 

I‘ve been writing all my life, in one way or another. But I 

didn‘t decide to take the leap and write novels until 

around 2001 or 2002. It was when I realized I wasn‘t going 

to get a job teaching music history at college level, after 

spending 11 years in graduate school. I had so much knowledge, and such a 

passion for music history, that I had to use it for something. That‘s where my 

first historical novel, EMILIE‘S VOICE, came from. 

How did you know that writing was going to be your profession? 

I didn‘t know, really. I thought I was going to be a pianist, and spent years 

trying to do that. Then I was in advertising for even more years, writing copy 

(very fun way to earn a living). When I started writing novels, I hoped they 

might be published, but like everyone, I wasn‘t sure. I doubted my ability, and I 

knew that it was very, very difficult to get an agent—let alone a publishing 

contract! 

How many books have you written and published? 

My fifth book is about to be published, and I‘ve completed another one that will 

be published a year from now. Of course, there are three or four completed 

books on my hard drive that will probably never see the light of day! 

Who is your publisher? 

Right now, my publisher is Bloomsbury USA Children‘s. They publish 

everything from picture books through quite mature teen novels. I love them 

(heart). They do photo shoots for my fabulous covers. 

My first two books were published by Simon & Schuster, and were adult 

historicals. They were great too. 

Have you won any awards? 

THE MUSICIAN‘S DAUGHTER has been nominated for the Utah Beehive award 

and the Missouri Gateway Reader‘s Prize, as well as being chosen for the Texas 



 

55 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 
 

Public Schools, Junior Library Guild, and Capitol Choices. It‘s also featured in 

the Scholastic school list. 

 

What genre do you generally write in? 

For me, it‘s always historical. Right now I‘m doing YA, which isn‘t really all that 

different from adult. Plenty of adults read my books still! 

What are your stories/novels usually about? 

There‘s no overarching time period or particular theme, except I tend to have 

strong, resourceful female heroines. My books have ranged from taking place in 

the court of Louis XIV to the Russian Revolution, with lots of stops in between. 

I‘m interested in the points of transition, particularly. 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 

Um, they offered me a contract? (Is that a trick question? ) 

What is your favorite food to eat while writing? 

When I‘m writing I generally am too absorbed to eat, but I drink lots and lots of 

tea. 

What is your favorite drink to have while writing? 

What I said! Tea! 

Do you listen to music or watch tv while writing? If so, what do you listen 

to/watch? 

I need silence or undifferentiated ambient noise. Having been a musician and 

studied music history and theory, any kind of music distracts me, because I 

start thinking about it. As for watching something—I‘ve got the movie in my 

head that‘s turning into the book on the page! 

What is your muse? 

History. 

Where is your favorite place to write? 
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I like my chaise with my laptop on a lapdesk, my window to my left with a view 

of the next block and the belltower of St. Gregory‘s in the distance (it chimes at 

8am, 12 noon, and 6pm). But I can work just about anywhere, really! 

 

Do you have anything else you might find useful to add? 

Just that writing is a magical process. I don‘t know where the ideas come from, 

or how I manage to create whole books. I‘m grateful for the muse. 

Do you have any advice for aspiring writers who are trying to get into the 

world of publishing? 

Persevere! I know rejection is hard and soul-crunching. But if you have the 

dream, are willing to devote yourself to it, don‘t give up. 

Also, here‘s one of the best quotes I‘ve ever heard, from an SCBWI conference. I 

think it was Jane Yolen who said it, when asked if she had any advice for 

aspiring writers: First, believe in yourself; then, get over yourself. What that 

means to me is that you‘ve got to have faith in what you‘re doing, but you‘ve 

also got to be prepared to accept criticism, realize that you don‘t enter the 

world fully formed as a writer, and be humble. 

And thanks so much for interviewing me! 
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How long has Inceptus Press been around? 

We‘ve only been around a couple of months. We are a fledgling company. 

What is the mission or goal of Inceptus Press? 

We want to publish high quality fiction that isn‘t dependent on what ―the 

industry‖ dictates should be available and is instead what readers want to 

read. 

What type of literature do you accept? 

We are looking for science fiction, fantasy, romance, horror, literary fiction and 

thrillers. 

Most publishers want their clients to have agents. How does Inceptus 

Press feel about that? 

An agent is the first barrier between writers and readers. An agent‘s first 

thought on reading a manuscript will be ―can I sell this to a publisher?‖ Our 

first thought on reading a manuscript is ―would people want to read this?‖ 

Why should someone submit their work to Inceptus Press, as opposed to 

someone like Penguin Teen? What do you have to offer? 

Penguin Teen isn‘t the same type of publisher we are. We are producing works 

for readers of all ages. What we offer our authors is a close working 

relationship, high quality covers, editing and honesty. We don‘t look at 

potential books from the point of view of the industry and what the industry 

says should sell; instead we look at what books would be popular with readers. 

We are driven by demand not dollars. 

What is the one thing that Inceptus Press can promise their clients? 

Dedication to making the author‘s work the best it can be before it hits the 

market. 

How did you get started in the publishing business? 
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We first got the idea because we wanted to publish an anthology (which we are 

doing with ―Beneath A Violet Moon‖). When we realized we had the skills to 

produce something of high quality, we decided to take it a step further and 

carve out our own niche in the industry. 

 

Where are you located? 

We are located in Derbyshire, England but our business is global and authors 

from anywhere in the world can submit to us. 

What is the easiest way for a prospective client to get in touch with you 

regarding submitting their work? 

Send us a query email at inceptuspress@gmail.com 

Also, check out our blog at http://inceptuspress.blogspot.com where there are 

more details about what we are looking for. 

What kind of work do you enjoy reading? 

We enjoy reading all kinds of fiction as long as it is well-written and 

entertaining. 

Do you have any advice for writers that want to publish with your 

company? 

Make sure your work is the best you can get it before you send it to us. On a 

basic level, spell-check your manuscript and make sure there aren‘t any 

glaring errors. 

 

You can follow Inceptus Press on twitter: http://twitter.com/Inceptus_Press 

Our website is: http://inceptuspress.blogspot.com 
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What is your name? 

 CJ Gosling 

How long have you been writing?  

Professionally, about two years. But I've been telling and 

writing stories my entire life. 

How did you know that writing was going to be your 

profession? 

I only decided to write professionally after my husband 

strongly encouraged me to do so. But I remember being in 

grade three and knowing that I wanted to be a "story teller" when I grew up. 

How many books have you written and published? 

My first book, "Shadowlands: The Guardian" was just released this February. 

What genre/sub genres do you write in?  

I write Young Adult adventure fantasy. 

Who is your publisher?  

Brighter Books 

How long did it take you to find your publicist? 

Publicist? As opposed to publisher? I connected with my publicist, Kim 

Plumley, about five months ago. She was recommended to me through another 

author. It took me about half a year to connect with my publisher, Angela 

Souza of Brighter Books, after meeting her at a publishing/writing conference. 

Have you won any awards?  

Not yet! 

What are your stories/novels usually about?  

Fantastic eerie worlds, romping adventure. I love a good sword fight. 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher?  
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Her genuine enthusiasm for my manuscript won me over. I really believe that I 

found someone who loves my story as much as I do. 

Do you have anything else you might find useful to add? 

Make sure you never give up. writing is a hard industry that will test your 

passion and resolve.  Many beginning writers loose heart way to early in the 

game. The craft of writing is a skill that like anything else can be learned and 

improved on. It is your passion that will set you apart. 

Do you have any advice for aspiring writers who are trying to get into the 

world of publishing? 

Personal relationships are key. You need to attend writing conferences and 

plug into a local writer's group. A good critique only makes your writing 

stinger. Pitching a book face to face to an editor or publisher is the best way to 

sell your manuscript. 

Where can our readers find more information about you and your book? 

cjgosling.com (this website includes links to my blog, twitter, and facebook 

pages, as well as a link to amazon.com, where you can purchase my book in 

hardcopy, paperback or on kindle. My book is also available on amazon.ca) 
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Wacky Writers 

I originally started Wacky Writers on my Writer’s Advocate blog, but I think you 

guys might benefit from it here.  What is Wacky Writers you ask?  Wacky 

Writers, are monthly writing prompts, that can be inspired by anything!  This will 

be especially useful if you are suffering from writer’s block.  If you use any of our 

prompts, feel free to send in your responses to our magazine, and we will be more 

than happy to display them in the next several issues.  To submit your responses to 

Wacky  Writers, send it to literarylunes@gmail.com with the subject line Wacky 

Writers.  The first prompt is: 

 

Write a letter to your characters or have your characters write a letter or letters to 

you. What would they say? How do you respond? 

 

 

  

mailto:literarylunes@gmail.com
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Ask a Guru 

I have been noticing that there are a lot of young, inexperienced writers out there who 

have no idea what they are doing.  I have also noticed that even the seasoned and 

experienced writers have questions still.  I have always wanted to write an advice 

column, and here it is!  I will be answering your questions, though if there is something 

that I am unsure of, I have access to a few literary agents and authors who have agreed 

to help me answer your questions to the best of our ability! 

In addition to answering your questions via e-mail, I will post your questions and 

answers in each issue of the magazine, because chances are, that if you have a question, 

someone else will have the same one!  You can e-mail your questions to 

theliteraryguru@gmail.com or literarylunes@gmail.com and someone will get back to 

you with in a day or so.  In addition, you can also be a fan of Literary Guru on facebook 

by going to http://www.facebook.com/pages/Literary-Guru/199413223424236. 

Remember…there is no such thing as a stupid question! 

  

mailto:theliteraryguru@gmail.com
mailto:literarylunes@gmail.com
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Literary-Guru/199413223424236


 

63 
Volume 1, issue 2 April 2011 
 

 
The Staff  
 

Beth Ann Masarik, is 
the founder and 
C.E.O. of Literary 
Lunes. She created 
this magazine, 
because people are 
always coming to her 
for literary advice, 
and she wanted to 
be there for all 
aspiring writers. She 
is the author of her 
debut novel, The 

World Among Us, a young adult, urban 
fantasy novel. Her book will be released on 
August 19, 2011. In addition to running 
Literary Lunes, Beth also runs her blogs, 
Writer’s Advocate, and Hallowed Writers. 
For more information about Beth, you can 
visit her full website at 
www.bethannmasarik.webs.com  
 

Amy Judd, is the graphic 
designer for Literary 
Lunes. She currently 
lives on her families 
working ranch in 
Oklahoma with her pet 
Pekingese Kikyo. As an 
artist, she spends hours 
painting the roses red 
and reading idyllic prose 

and old novels nobody bothers to 
remember. She is currently working on 
publishing her first novel after receiving 
various awards in art, literature and poetry.  
 

 
Jen Whitten, is the editor 
and proof reader here at 
Literary Lunes 
Magazine. She is a 
professional writer, 
editor, consultant and 
positive living ninja. She 

also creates the most darkly delighting 
cookie recipes known to man. Learn more 
about her work at http://writerjenwhitten.com  

 
Ashley Laura is dedicated to 
giving writers a voice outside 
of their work. For Literary 
Lunes, she assists with the 
accepting of article 
submissions and the 
formatting of the magazine. 
Outside of Literary Lunes, 
she is also the Muncipal 

Liason for Memphis National Novel Writing 
Month (NANOWRIMO).  

 
Esra Roberts, is our 
book reviewer for 
Literary Lunes. Writing 
from a very young 
age, Esra originally 
started out on her path 
down the literary road 
composing intricate 
multi-act plays, before 
moving on to short 
stories and poetry. A 
contributor to her high 

school literary magazine, Esra continued to 
pursue her passion for writing upon entering 
Stony Brook University, whilst double 
majoring in Biology/Psychology. Currently 
working on her first YA Paranormal/Mystery 
Novel, Esra resides in SC with her husband 
and two dogs, where she is a teacher by 
day and a writer by night. For further info, 
inquiry or glimpses of her work, stay tuned 
to Esra’s personal website 
(www.wix.com/EsraRoberts/home) and 
blog. Esra will be taking a long hiatus from 
the magazine while she works hard on 
finishing up her novel.  Good luck Esra and 
come back soon! 

 
 

  

http://www.bethannmasarik.webs.com/
http://writerjenwhitten.com/
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An Old Irish Blessing 

By Beth Ann Masarik 

Since this is the month of St. Patrick, I decided to include a little column 

on him and Irish folklore.  I am half Irish, and upon doing some research, I 

found a website called Island Ireland, and it had this blessing that I would like 

to share with you.   

May love and laughter light your days, 

and warm your heart and home. 

May good and faithful friends be yours, 

wherever you may roam. 

May peace and plenty bless your world 

with joy that long endures. 

May all life's passing seasons 

bring the best to you and yours! 

 

 I don‘t know about you, but I always enjoy reading Irish blessings and prayers, 

especially because there are so many.  I tried to find something that fit all races, 

religions and peoples.  I hope you all enjoyed reading it as much as I did! 
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Literary Lunes would not be made possible without the extra support and efforts of the 

following people: 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

A special announcement from Author Meeting Place: 

Book Cover of the Month Contest at Author Meeting Place 

 

There is a $1.00 entry fee for your book cover.  You must send that 

to authoranastasia@aol.com and please use the "personal" button and "other" 

button so that the entire $1.00 reaches AMP.  The CASH PRIZE is all of the fees 

collected unless there are less than 10 participants then the default CASH PRIZE is 

$10.  Please check out the site athttp://www.authormeetingplace.com and go to 

the Book Cover Contest page for more details.  Please share this with all the 

authors that you know.  The contest starts on the first of every month. Get your 

entrance fee in quickly so that you can refer the voting link to your friends and 

family. 

 

mailto:authoranastasia@aol.com
http://www.authormeetingplace.com/

