
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Featured in this 

issue: 

 What’s in a name: Pen 
names 

 Stop Researching, and 
start writing! 

 Quick tips for writing 
 Wacky Writer’s 
 Shopping Cart exercise 

responses 
 Advice Guru responses 
 Creation Station; let’s 

make some magic! 
 Behind the Scenes: 

Interviews with William 
H. Johnson and Mimi 
Barbour 

 Mind Fog Reviews 
 Poetry Palooza 
 Story Time; short 

stories 

New in this issue: 
 
*Alpha Reviews by 
Carrie Sund 



2 

 

Table of contents 

 

Letter from the Editor………………………………………………..Page 3 
Stop researching and start writing……………………………………..Page 4 
What is a blog, and why are they so important………………………... Page 5 
Storm Cellar Writing Exercise……………………………………….  Page 6 
Creation Station: Let‟s make some magic……………………………..  Page 7 
Quick Tips…………………………………………………………  Page 8 
A Slightly Skewed View…………………………………………….  Pages 9-13 
Poetry Palooza……………………………………………………..  Pages 14-15 
Wacky Writers…………………………………………………….  Pages 16-19 
Shopping Cart……………………………………………………..  Pages 20-21 
Story Time…………………………………………………………Pages 22-26 
Behind the Scenes………………………………………………….. Pages 27-34 
Mind Fog Reviews………………………………………………… Pages 35-46 
Alpha Reviews…………………………………………………….. Pages 47-48 
Poetry Reviews……………………………………………………. Page 49 
Important Announcements…………………………………………Page 50 
Our Partners……………………………………………………….Page 51 
The Staff…………………………………………………………..Page 52 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



3 

 

 

 

Letter from the Editor 

 

Dear Reader, 

 

Thank you for reading this month’s issue 

of Literary Lunes Magazine.  This 

month’s issue is jam packed with all 

sorts of helpful information for writers.  

In addition, we are introducing some 

new features such as Alpha Reviews, 

Wacky Writers, and our advice column. 

 

Let’s welcome our two new book 

reviewers, Carrie Sund and Tony 

Angelo.  Please be sure to check out 

their sections! 

 

I hope you guys participate in this 

month’s writing exercise by Sydney.  I 

think this one is genius, and I will 

definitely be participating in it! 

 

Please be sure to read the 

announcements at the end of the 

magazine, as we have some important 

ones.  And lastly, please don’t forget to 

visit our partners, without which this 

magazine would not be possible! 

 

Thanks for reading! 

 

Beth Ann Masarik 
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By Jen Whitten 
 
I‟m a big fan of research. It gives depth to 
plots. It gives credibility to authors. 
 
It‟s also a giant time-suck. 
 
We‟ve all been there. You go online to get one 
little piece of information about ancient 
weaponry or the chemical composition of 
oleanders and…BLAM-O! Next thing you 
know, it‟s 4am and you‟ve followed 
the white rabbit down so many holes that 
you‟re on a fringe conspiracy website talking to 
someone who claims to be a white hat with the 
CIA who has information on a secret alien 
military weapon. 
 
Oh…that hasn‟t happened to you? 
Well…hmm. I bet you‟ve still wasted hours 
researching things you found interesting 
instead of things you needed to know about 
for your story. 
 
The Trouble with Research 
 
I know what you‟re thinking. How can too 
much research be bad if you can use it all for 
your fiction? Well…how often does your 
research really stay on topic? How much 
research can you really cram into a 
short story or even a 100,000-word novel? 
 
Worse still, how much of your precious time 
ear-marked for writing has been spent on an 
Internet scavenger hunt? 
 
Recently, we were discussing the problem of 
wanting to learn everything on The Positive 
Piper. To combat it, we later created a personal 
mission statement that would help us put our 
learning to action instead of learning for the 
sake of learning. We could do that here as well, 
I suppose, but I have a better 
– and less long-winded – idea. 
 

Controlling Your Research Instead of Your 
Research Controlling You 
 
So, maybe you don‟t find yourself in a forum 
with crazy people in the wee hours of the 
morning after research goes awry, but I‟ll bet 
you‟ve gotten lost in your research at least 
once. To combat this problem, I offer two 
suggestions: 
 
1. Set a timer and get back to writing when it 
buzzes, or 
2. Skip the research and get to the writing. 
 
Think about it: Do you really need to know 
the official military term for an object in order 
to carry on with your dialogue and prose? No. 
Call it the McGuffin and replace it with the 
real name later on. Research, my friends, can 
add amazing depth or it can be the time bomb 
exploding your ability to put 
pen to paper…or fingers to keys, as the case 
may be. 
 
Best advice I ever got about this? If you want 
to be a writer…write and write often. 
 
Um, What‟s a Positive Piper 
 
The Positive Piper is my alter ego who‟s bent 
on leading people to a more positive tomorrow 
through a heavy dose of realism and common 
sense. And humor. Gotta have humor. 
 
If that sounds like something you need in your 
life, you can find food for thought on 
Thursdays and practical, actionable how-to‟s 
on Tuesdays. And if you‟re looking for that 
same no-nonsense advice about staying positive 
about your writing, you can catch my new 
Positive Piper column every 
Wednesday, right here on Literary Lunes 
starting this May. 
 
Follow me on the journey to a more positive 
tomorrow…if you dare! 
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By Beth Ann Masarik 

 

I was browsing through one of the 

Facebook groups I am in, and came 

across what I thought was a strange 

question.  The question was, “what is a 

blog?”  The question came as such a 

shock, that I had to do a double-take to 

make sure that I had read that right.  

Blogging has become such an important 

part in my everyday life, and I know so 

many people who do it, I guess that I 

assumed that everyone knew what a blog 

was. 

 

Boy, was I wrong!  

 

So, I took it upon myself to see what 

Dictionary.com had to say about blogs 

and what the actual definition was.  This 

is what they came up with: 

 

Noun: a website containing the writer‟s or 
group of writers‟ own experiences, 
observations, opinions, etc., and often having 
images or links to other sites. 
 
Seems pretty standard, and obvious, right?  

The next question I have also seen asked is, 

“how can it help me?” 

 

Blogs are an author‟s gateway to heaven so to 

speak.  They allow an author or writer to 

connect with their friends and fans on a 

more personal level.  There is no limit to 

how many blogs a person can have.  I have at 

least three blogs myself that I maintain. 

 

But be careful…while blogs are great, they 

can also lead to drama if one is not careful 

with what they post.  If you are going to 

blog, blog wisely.  If you are a writer, I don‟t 

recommend blogging about politics on your 

writer‟s blog.  I know for a fact that those 

kinds of posts never end well, and depending 

on how strongly you feel about a particular 

topic, say like President Obama‟s birth 

certificate, or the wars America is in, it could 

quite possibly lead to social suicide and ruin 

your reputation.  If you are a very outgoing 

person and enjoy those kinds of discussions 

and debates, then by all means…blog away.  

BUT, if you are as shy as I am online, I 

recommend having a separate blog for certain 

things. 

 

All in all…blogging should be fun, and done 

responsibly.  Remember the saying, “if you 

wouldn‟t do it in person, then you shouldn‟t 

do it online.” 
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By Sydney Katt 
 
Every spring, we get the resurgence of fresh life 
and spring showers, some of which are severe. If 
you live in a part of the world hit hard by hail 
and tornados – as I do – you‟re familiar with the 
awesome power of these kinds of storms. You‟re 
also familiar with the mind-numbing boredom 
that comes from sitting in a storm cellar or closet 
or interior bathroom for hours, in a blackout, 
listening for signs that the tornado train is 
heading your way. 
 
If you‟re not from my neck of the woods…you 
aren‟t missing oodles of fun… 
 
Then again, darkness coupled with danger, 
boredom and the inability to get away from 
someone; well…that‟s loads of fun in fiction, 
isn‟t it? 
 
A Storm is a ‟Brewin‟ 
 
This month, your challenge is to take your main 
character and lock them in a storm cellar with: 
 
 

 Your favorite character from something 
you didn‟t write 

 The most annoying character you didn‟t 
write 

 Your mom. 
 
Yes, I just told you to write your mom into this 
twisted tale. Why? Because most people have 
some kind of issues with their mother. If you‟d 
prefer, you could also add your dad. Whoever 
adds the most conflict on a dark and stormy 
night. 
 
Oh…did I mention that everyone must stay true 
to character? If your mom or favorite character 
wouldn‟t say or do it, it‟s off limits. The only 
character you truly get to control is your poor 
protagonist. 
 
Example, Anyone? 
 

Personally, I have a lot of protagonists because I 
have a lot of stories, but my steadfast Agent 
Caldwell is the one I know better than them all. 
So, we‟re going to put him in the dark storm 
cellar with my mother, Nick Caraway from The 
Great Gatsby and Rita Bennett from Dexter. 
 
I‟m not going to write the scene for you today, 
but let me set the stage. Agent Caldwell begins 
pumping Nick Caraway on information about 
Gatsby‟s illegal activities, while Rita jumps at 
every storm noise and whines about needing to 
get home to her kids. Meanwhile, my mother, 
totally unfazed by the raging storm, informs Rita 
how to raise her children and asks Nick when 
he‟s going to finally settle down, probably 
starting a fight over politics at some point. 
 
Now, I haven‟t written the scene, but I imagine 
my poor FBI agent is trying his hardest not to 
shoot anyone or toss them out into the storm. If 
I really wanted to be cruel, I‟d also have him 
trying to listen to an emergency voicemail his 
girlfriend sent him before the storm hit and 
unable to hear it because of the bickering going 
on around him. 
 
Hmm…and since I am that cruel to my 
characters…You get the picture. 
 
Let the Fun Begin 
 
Your turn. Who are you locking in the storm 
cellar with your protagonist? What will this odd 
grouping teach you about your character that you 
didn‟t already know? 
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By Beth Ann Masarik 

 
Last month I talked about the basics of 
designing and creating your own world.  
This month, I am going to talk about 
creating magic.  If you write fantasy stories, 
chances are you are going to be using some 
type of magic in them.  The trick question 
here is, “what kind of magic are you going to 
use?”  Is it going to be the “Hocus Pocus” 
type of magic from spell books, or are you 
going to go all Harry Potter, and have your 
characters use wands for everything and 
shout, “Stupefy” at their enemies?  Of 
course, you can‟t copy spells and magic from 
books that are already out there.  Magic is 
what separates your book from something 
like say, Twilight. 
 
So, how do you create magic?  First and 
foremost, it is important to do your 
homework on this subject.  Know that there 
are two different kinds of magic.  There is 
Magick and then there is magic.  Magick, is 
what Wiccans and Pagans practice, and 
magic, is the stuff you find in books and 
movies.  I know I am entering tricky territory 
here, and I do not mean to offend anyone at 
all by this article. 
 
Now, I cannot stress this enough…research, 
research, research.  Is your magic based off of 
the Wiccan and Pagan ways, or is it based 
off of the “point your wand and make 
something appear out of thin air” ways?  
Once you have that answer, then you can 
continue creating spells and what not. 
Google, is a great place to research anything 
magic.  There are a ton of websites out there, 
and groups on Yahoo are also a great 
resource.  I have personally used both 
resources, and highly recommend them.  
However, if you choose to research online, 
make sure you check your sources; you don‟t 

want to make yourself look like an idiot for 
having false information in your book. 
Next, decide on what language or languages 
you want to write your spells in.  The most 
common languages are Latin and Gaelic, 
along with English.  Once you have decided 
that, then you can begin creating your spells, 
and the magic can begin! 
 
All in all, creating magic should be fun, 
though it is time consuming.  But, like I said, 
it is one of the many things that will separate 
your book from the rest of us. 
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By Ashlynn Monroe 
 

 Keep good records of your royalties 
and expenses. Keep track of your 
internet bill, 

paper, ink, software purchases, and other 
writing costs. Your new Kindle is even a 
deduction. Larger purchases like new 
computers can be depreciated over a number 
of years to stretch the deduction. Enjoy the 
fruits of your labor, but keep track so that 
you‟re not freaking out on April 15th. 
 

 3. Read books from prospective 
companies. When I started out, I 
just submitted 

everywhere. I‟m still willing to try new 
publishers and haven‟t been disappointed yet, 
but for my larger projects, I now read a book 
or two from each publisher before I decide 
to submit. If you see multiple formatting 
errors, or poor editing, give that publisher a 
few 
years to grow before considering them again. 
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By Jim Miller 
 
Thousands of people in the Qualicum Beach 
and Parksville area have asked me, "What 
does a Writer's group do?" to date, I have 
ignored them. After all, if they can't figure 
that out, we don't need them. 
 
But for the more enlightened questioners 
who ask enlightened questions such as, 
"What does the WIP writer's group do?" I 
have written this short piece (professionals 
call them 'pieces') to add to their 
enlightenment.  And I understand that they, 
like us in the group, must try to appease their 
private lusts of self-expression and creativity. 
That was why I went to Qualicum Beach; to 
join the WIP Writer‟s Group. So far the 
only creativity I‟d experienced had been what 
was written in the ad placed in the Parksville 
Public Library. It was now about fifteen 
months later; the end of February. 
 
I must admit that before writing this piece, I 
had sat down to write another story that was 
due the first of July. And to be honest, this 
one, as per my usual, has gone on a bit longer 
than a regular piece to where it is now 
looking like Five Easy Pieces. My good-
natured, evil-minded writer-comrades 
continuously tease me about turning out 
stories by sheer volume. 
 
Seems I had already generated twice the 
verbiage necessary for two sets of 
encyclopedias, the complete unabridged 
works of Shakespeare, and I still had enough 
words left over to re-do “War and Peace” in 
five translations. I was keeping a paper- 
recycling plant in operation twenty-four 
hours a day. It was nastily rumored that the 
tree cutting on Meares Island was being 
revived for my benefit. 
 
I had ideas coming out of my ears. But I 
couldn‟t get hold of what everyone else 

 
was doing. One of our group picked up an 
agent in the past year. Another had already 
published a book, while others had won 
writing contests, cash prizes and free pizzas. 
One of them, no names, but a golf pro, had 
even written a book on golf. Imagine, one of 
those hulking, loud-pants wearing, club-
swinging, pun-producing people had actually 
taken time off from whacking little white 
balls and written a book. Published the 
thing, too. 
 
Anyway, to get back to it, one of our first 
meetings had begun with a discussion about 
getting into the writing and letting the 
character take over. I sat there for over two 
hours waiting for something to happen. 
Nothing. I went home and tried sleeping 
with a pen taped to my hand and a sheet of 
paper stuck on my headboard. The next 
morning my wife found the bed sheets 
covered in ink and scribbles. 
 
“But Bev, writers are eccentric.” 
 
“Not eccentric, the word is crazy.” 
 
Nonetheless, I faithfully followed the dictum 
to, "Write, write, write. Other dictum-eses 
such as, “Begin with a bang!- get the reader‟s 
attention right away!”, gave birth to “It was a 
dark and stormy night”. 
 
One of the so-called literary-types recognized 
it and I was forced to admit I had borrowed 
the phrase from Snoopy in Peanuts. Just goes 
to show though, some of my colleagues 
weren‟t as cultured as they let on. 
 
My response to Sheila's training session of “I 
want to feel something, make me feel 
something!”, resulted in her barely legible 
scribble on the back of my paper- “I feel 
 
The other day we work shopped two stories. 
In the first we enthusiastically explored the 
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eternal triangle hidden in the mundane 
exploits of an accountant and her aerobic 
dance instructor husband and his 
relationship with the lifeguard at their local 
rec center. Buried amid the sordidness of 
locker room banter and the metaphysical 
ramblings of a one eyed beggar man 
discoursing from his perch on a bar stool 
outside the accountant‟s office were subtle 
details and a wealth of subtext not seen since 
the lost philosophies of ancient Greek 
mystery religions. 
 
After admiring the author for her skill in 
handling such lyrical fireworks we shifted to 
the second story. There we savaged, with 
exquisite delight a terribly trite tale of a boy 
and his dog. Yep, you guessed it -my story. 
 
I endured comments such as; 
 
“The opening sentence is not so much weak 
as blah.” 
“Not so much uninspiring as dull.” 
“Not so much unfocused as confused.” 
“This story lacks clarity, cohesion, and 
comprehension.” 
“Any resemblance to writing is purely a 
coincidence.” 
“Not interesting-less, but less interesting.” 
 
In the group, aside from Sheila, who has an 
agent, the Golf wiz and myself, we have a 
couple of cliques, the Avant Garde Bombasts, 
and the Eighth Grade hacks.  Imagine my 
consternation when both of them had a 
consensus. For the first time since September 
they actually agreed on something. 
Unanimously they consigned my life‟s work 
to oblivion in the guise of the recycle bin. 
 
Those and similar pronouncements force me 
to introduce my fellow hacks.  Lumping 
them under the term amateur writers does 
some an injustice. For others it elevates lower 
life forms beyond credibility. Early on the 
class had polarized into those two camps. 

Around each were peripheral hangers-on. I 
remained aloof from such clubbing. Was it 
my high integrity that let both groups know 
instantly that I would not tolerate either? Or 
did they just not want me? 
 
The Avant Garde contained a Marianne 
Faithful look-alike. She espoused Great 
Literature. Her interpretations of it were 
expelled in whispered undertones designed to 
give one the impression of her incredible 
intellectual sexiness. It had been said around 
the group that she had divorced her last three 
husbands for poor enunciation during 
climax. 
 
When we first met I thought she was 
suffering from terminal laryngitis. Her male 
counterpart in their section of the group was 
a self-styled Jack Kerouac atavist whose sole 
contribution, aside from depositing long 
straggly hair in everyone‟s coffee was, “ I‟m 
still paying my dues, man.” 
 
He proclaimed that life experiences needed 
to meld together in a gestation period from 
which the magical prose would then spring 
unbidden from his forehead. 
 
These leaders of the literary obnoxious 
clashed weekly with the Eighth Grade 
hackers. The hacks belonged back on the 
playground or in caves back about two 
million years ago. Arnie was their leader. He 
had trekked into class fresh from Outer 
Mongolia.  I‟m sure his uncle was a tribal 
leader in the Golden Horde and his aunt one 
of the nicer camp followers. Arnie wrote 
cloying stories about cute people and their 
animals. He wielded words with the dexterity 
of a jackhammer operator in an epileptic fit. 
 
His opposite number gender-wise, was 
Angela. She was an author of 
“Unmentionable Crudity.” Her prose was 
highly salted with references to canine fecal 
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matter. A high-quality turn of phrase for this 
lady was “You‟re dogshit!”. To add strength 
to her work she underlined everything she 
considered important; just in case we had 
overlooked the depth of thought contained 
in her linguistic gymnastics. 
 
Between these two we ran the gamut from 
fringe loonies to comatose observers.  I liked 
to think that I was somewhere in the middle. 
Nothing need be said of those in their 
comas. One who personified the radical 
loonies was Natasha. American by birth, 
Russian by name and inclination, her work 
consisted solely of plagiarized passages from 
Dostoyevsky‟s “Bros. Karamazov” and 
Tolstoy‟s “Anna Karenina”. 
 
She asked me to read one of her stories at a 
session she was not going to be able to 
attend. 
 
“I‟m sorry, Natasha, but I don‟t read 
Russian.” 
“Whattya mean Russian? I write in English.” 
 
It began to look as if the founders of the 
group were stuck with the loathsome task of 
playing midwife to people who, if lucky, 
would eventually write ingredient labels on 
the back of cereal boxes. 
 
One of them, Jerry, older that the Dead Sea 
Scrolls and with typescripts about as legible, 
professed that he had been taught by Ernest 
Hemingway. 
 
“No wonder Ernie shot himself,” whispered 
through the air. What a disappointing mob 
of scribes. if I continue on about them, I'll be 
down in Canadian Tire looking at shotguns.” 
 
But I can go on about out techniques and 
writing concepts, such as subtext; even 
though I never knew what it was. My 
attempt at it resulted in a story about a 
submarine captain who wrote children‟s 

books while at sea. He was busy writing the 
night his sub ran into the side of an oil 
tanker. The sub sank with all hands. I had 
the same sinking feeling when it was pointed 
out that submerged and subtext were not 
interchangeable. 
 
I moved on, leaving subtext elsewhere. We 
learned about limited narration and I let it 
run rampant through a plotted story. The 
description of my protagonist made a lump 
of lead appear vivacious. But… surprisingly 
it was here that I made progress. 
 
Marianne Faithful breathed, “I felt at one 
with the major character.” 
Jack mumbled, “Yeah, he reminded me of 
me.” 
One of the hacks said that the title, “Red 
Dawn, Dirty Newspapers” was reminiscent 
of “The Sun Also Rises”. 
 
I had him. I told him that titles don‟t tell 
tales. I even offered to read the rest of the 
story to him if he found the opening 
sentence too hard. The group was astounded 
and after the meeting two or three… no it 
was just one, told me she thought I was 
improving.  She said that if she were to give 
me a grade it would be an „F plus‟. I went 
home elated.  If WIP gave out grades that 
would have been my highest grade to date. 
 
After that it looked as if I had finally gotten 
the hang of it. We had covered point of 
view, subtext, style, spontaneity, and the art 
of re-writing. I was really into it now. My 
next piece of work was a stunner. I liked to 
say it‟s what William Shakespeare would 
have produced if he‟d spent the weekend at 
Woody Allen‟s place. 
 
I wove a creation comparable to the Bayeux 
Tapestry. Then I breathed life into it with an 
animated touch of Robin Williams. 
Followed that through with the evangelical 
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fervor of Billy Graham. Then I topped it off 
with the simple sincerity of the Sermon on 
the Mount. 
 
I was so excited I ran to the next meeting. A 
new member, with a French accent phony 
enough to give him a shot at the next Pink 
Panther movie, had checked in, saying 
pompously that while yet unpublished, he 
was not unpublish-able. 
 
“I‟m here to see what there is all this fuss 
about this writing group and if it is worthy 
of me. I want to see it from a European 
perspective.” 
 
Called himself Professor Écrivain, his stance 
was, “Amateur writing is to Creative Writing 
as Military Justice is to Justice.” 
 
Taking on the role of a tyrannical teacher, he 
took over the meeting. He wasted no time in 
making us unanimously hate him. 
 
“Here‟s set of sample copies of each of your 
s-called works of art. I‟ve read them and now 
we will openly discuss each one.” He paused, 
a ferocious glare ran around he room and he 
went on, “I know you like the coddled 
anonymous approach in a workshop-- but 
that‟s not reality. I want us all to be tempered 
in the crucible of criticism. Has everyone 
read their copies?” ......., “Good, let us get on 
with it. Who wrote this trash? Yes, it is 
trash. Sentences are fragmented. Symbolism 
is non-existent. The focus is on people not 
thought.” And with a “So we are finished 
with this one”, he tossed someone‟s life 
toward the garbage can. 
 
Thank God for anonymity. No one ever did 
find out who wrote it. No one ever dared go 
and look. 
 
“Now I don‟t want any whining from the 
author. It was probably just some female 

member who reads “Erica Jong” on the 
beach.” 
 
No one spoke. I just made a quick note to 
make him the next victim in my mystery 
novel. 
 
He blathered on, “This next one shows 
promise, but its level of sophistication is low. 
Spelling within the dialogue is incorrect. Just 
because people in the outside world talk in 
slang is no reason to reproduce it in a story. 
That is just the perpetuation of sloppy 
grammar. If you lot were in my old Parisian 
writing seminar I would give this a “D” but I 
do not believe in giving anyone a free ride. In 
my classes you had to earn your grades.” 
 
Then he came to my magnum opus. “This is 
so heavy-handed it could only have been 
written with a steam shovel and revised in a 
food processor. Where is the symbolism? 
Where is the magic? What is the theme? 
Who wrote this?” 
 
No one uttered a word. I was too busy 
wanting to strangle who ever had invited this 
nitwit to our group. 
 
“Come on, don‟t let the fear of rejection 
silence you. Authors need to be thick 
skinned.” 
 
He looked around the room and I stood up. 
“I did” 
“Why?” 
“If I was in your stupid Parisian seminar I‟d 
say I needed the grade” 
“You are not in my class, thank god. Need 
the grade! Pardon me for asking, but...Just 
how bad does anyone need an “F”? 
 
I stunned him with my sparkling repartee, “I 
thought it was quite ...er... quite. He 
recovered quickly, “Quite good? Milton, 
even blind would not have used this to wipe 
himself. Do you think we have time to waste 
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on this? Who do you think we are? We meet 
to write. And here I am taking my time to 
help writers improve.” 
 
He stood up and we faced off with the table 
between us. The rest of the group engaged in 
writing notes, novel chapters, reviewing their 
own works and probably writing my obit. 
 
However, witty comebacks were my 
specialty. I was a writer. I was articulate. I 
was speechless. 
 
Then, thankfully, a line from Angela‟s last 
story popped into my head, “You‟re 
Dogshit.” 
 
Amid the Avant Garde applause and the 
Eight Grade Hacker‟s table pounding I 
walked out. We held a meeting the next day 
and unknown to the good Prof, we, in 
absentia, unanimously kicked him out. I 
wrote the letter. 
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SMOKE AND MIRRORS 
Elizabeth Virdon 
 
Telling her I am  
taking her to 
the circus tonight 
is meaningless, for 
she has never seen one. 
 
I speak to her  
of clowns, their 
sly sleight-of-hand 
masked behind mime's makeup. 
I do not tell her 
that, to them,  
she is but a  
faceless face in the shadows. 
 
I tell her, "there are animals!" 
She will see them 
walking, stalking,  
leaping, creeping, 
flying, trying 
to do thing they would never do 
in their 'natural' lives. 
I simply watch HER face,  
the only face (for me) in the shadows. 
 
I tell her about performers; 
she knows about  
silk and spangles 
(the Barbie doll, after all....) 
She will watch them, agape,  
never realizing the effort it takes 
to look so effortless. I will watch  
HER, knowing 
she believes she can do that, too, 
next time she urges me to  
"Swing higher!" 
 
But enough telling: time for showing. 
Time to suspend my own 
disbelief, and view it 
only as she does. 

We are not looking for 
trapdoors and hidden wires; 
we do not see tearaway seams,  
we do not see  
dropped batons and missed cues. 
 
We see 
balloons, bigger than her body 
in impossibly glossy candy colors; 
we see blue ices and 
the airy insouciance of 
spun pink sugar. 
Tonight,  
we have never heard of cavities! 
Tonight,  
we are not  
mother and child 
but two little girls 
dazzled 
'appearing one night only!' 
 
 
Little Girl  
by Brenda Jo Broadway 
 
She was just a little girl when she went out to 
play; 
Jumpin‟ ropes and jumpin‟ jacks and ridin‟ 
bikes all day; 
She played with other girls and boys but 
mostly Kathy Sue, 
„Cause Kathy Sue was twice her age and 
knew what big girls do. 
Little girl of my youth, playin‟ games; 
Little girl, grown too fast… where‟ve you 
gone? 
Big girls‟ games were twice as fun for little 
girls to play, 
Until the day a big boy came with Kathy Sue 
that day. 
“You hide, he said, I‟ll find you girls then 
you will have to do Everything that Jason 
says, „cause I know more than you.” 
Little girl of my youth, playin‟ games; 
Little girl, grown too fast… where‟ve you 
gone? 
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Well, she was just a little girl when she went 
out to play… 
 
"Haunting Eyes" 
By Jamie Danzer 
 
Haunting blue eyes steal glances 
From across the crowded room 
I notice him watching me 
Almost as if he is staring 
His eyes lock with mine 
It is as if the gaze can't be broken 
For that brief moment I wonder 
Just what exactly is he thinking 
With those beautifully haunting eyes 
Seeming to stare deep into my soul 
 
Once Upon A Shyness 
By Steve Bergeron 
 
For once I was content and shy 
loving my life.  Till you come along 
for you made me laugh at times you made 
me cry goodbye my shell, I have been here 
too long. 
 
So here we are at our first meet  
coffee and a walk till the sun went down 
As I went home I realized how you were so 
sweet 
you are my beauty queen, tiara and a crown. 
 
Then came our first xmas present 

you were a little skeptic , for I was no longer 
shy 
opening it not quite knowing what it meant 
as I want on my knees ,you started to cry 
 
now here we are among our family and 
friend. 
By the alter we shared each others vows 
we‟d be together for now and till the end. 
Un unusual honeymoon landed us here 
among the cows. 
 
Year upon years have now gone 
we started our family right here on the farm 
with so much we want through. Me and you 
no longer be alone 
I was bless I have found my lucky charm. 
 
So when we are here or when we are gone 
nothing will matter ,once we are old and our 
time has come 
for now that all the shyness work is done 
no matter where we are we will always have a 
place we call our home. 
 
The angels up above are calling 
our time on earth has come and gone 
to the heavenly skies we are ascending 
so long our friends do not be alone 
 
shyness is a curse 
don‟t fret it could be worse 
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Wacky Writers 

 
Last month, I introduced a new section called Wacky Writers.  Wacky Writers, offers writing 
prompts for those of us who might be suffering from writer‟s block.  I asked you to send in your 
responses to be published in the next issue of the magazine.   
 
Last month‟s writing prompt was: 
 
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? 
 
This month‟s Writing prompt is: 
 
You only have one night to spend with someone you love. What do you do? Where do you go? 
Why are you parting in the morning? How do you spend your final moments together? 
 
The next couple of pages are some responses to last month‟s writing prompt.  I hope to receive 
more in the future! 
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Dear Author, 

 

Hi! This is your friendly neighborhood heroine here, Ronnie Lambert. Remember me? 

Yeah, the one you left stranded on another PLANET.  Oh wait. They say you’re supposed 

to start off with something good and then go into the bad stuff. So, something good… 

Okay. I like Gavin. He’s hot. He’s pretty much perfect – even if he is kind of like an alien 

because he’s not from Earth. 

 

Now, onto the bad stuff. Why haven’t you worked on my story lately? Do you think I like 

crying all over Gavin – FOR A MONTH? Please! Let’s get on with this! We haven’t 

even kissed yet – and I know you have that first kiss in your head. I know it’s there; I just 

can’t see it. You’re very sneaky. I’m starting to wonder if we’re ever going to kiss. I want 

to kiss him. Yes, I know you realize this, but come on! Again, let’s get on with it! 

 

Secondly, why did Gavin get to have his own short story? Why don’t I get a short story to 

introduce the series? You know, I’m the heroine of the series – one of the MAIN 

characters. I realize his life before coming to Earth was a lot more exciting than mine was 

before I got the tattoo, but still. Maybe there’s something you can throw together for 

another time? Like maybe after my initiation?? Or is that something else that I’m going 

to know is there but I’ll never know if it’s going to happen? I want to be important, too, 

you know; that’s kind of why I had you write the story. Remember: my mind, my body, 

my life. 

 

That’s another thing. You have all these great ideas for my life. When do I get to make 

those decisions? I realize you writers try to say the characters write the stories for you. 

Well, if that was the case, I would’ve done a whole lot of things different. Like me and 

Shawn; I totally would’ve been with him long before you hooked us up. Yeah, I was shy 

but he knew this was my year to be with him; I just know he did. It would’ve happened. 

 

Okay, I might be done now. I think. I don’t know for sure. But I’m going to let you reply 

now. Just remember, if you want me to write the story I’ll gladly do it – once you let me 

stop crying all over Gavin. I’m really not THAT emotional. Sheesh. 

 

Ronnie Lambert 

Heroine, INTO THE SPIRAL 

 

_______________________________________________________ 
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Dear Ronnie, 

 

I think I liked you better before you got a backbone. You were much more compliant. 

Things are going along the way I want them to. Remember, as you pointed out, I’m the 

author. I plan to get back to your story soon. 

 

As for why you don’t have your own introductory short story, I thought I would give you 

this letter format instead. I figured you would want to vent and as I can see, I was right. 

Score one for the author. 

 

Lastly, if you want to write the story, be my guest. Quite frankly, I like sleeping through 

the night instead of being woken up at 2- 3- 4AM to make notes or write out paragraphs 

about what happens next. 

 

Erin Danzer 

The Author 
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Love Always 

By Beth Ann Masarik  

 

Damien sat down in his study to write a letter to his beloved, Selene.  Their relationship 

was extremely complicated, as he was a demon prince, and she was a goddess.  He’d 

done some awful things to her in the past, and he regretted every single moment of it.  

Damien had been tossing around the idea of coming clean and explaining everything to 

her, but every time he got the courage to tell her in person, he choked up and froze.  

Some prince he was, right? 

 

Dearest Selene, 

 

I regret to say, that I have some very bad news to tell you.  You will think that I am crazy, 

and maybe I am, but you need to know the truth, so here it goes… 

 

You aren’t who you think you are, and I am in love with you.  I know, I sound crazy, and 

don’t make any sense, but if you look back on your past, you will know that I am telling 

you the truth.  I was there the night you had the car accident and lost your mother and 

boyfriend Blake.  I am the reason you are even still alive.  I kissed you when you were in 

the hospital room, at the suggestion of Emily.   

 

I have so much to tell you, but every time I try to, I freeze up.  Maybe it’s not time for me 

to tell you all that I want to say, but I need to tell you soon. 

 

Just know that I love you so much, and am waiting for you to be mine. 

 

Love Always, 

 

Damien 
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Shopping Cart 
 
Last month, Sydney gave us the shopping cart exercise, where you were supposed to list 

the items in your character‟s cart, and make a little story out of it.  Erin Danzer took it upon 
herself, to dig a little bit further into her character, Ronnie Lambert‟s world, and tell us what she 
likes. 

 

 

Ronnie Lambert threw a can of seasoned bread crumbs into her shopping cart, 

counted her items and decided she was done shopping. A glance at her watch told her it 

was a good decision; she only had another twenty minutes before she had a training 

session with Gavin in Kalearnia and she wanted to get these things to the kitchen at the 

castle before meeting up with him. She sighed and headed towards the checkout lanes. 

Every lane open had at least three people in line. Ronnie chose the one closest to the door 

and prepared to wait, hoping the time would go by fast. 

“Oh my god!” Andi screamed just moments before throwing her arms around 

Ronnie’s waist. Ronnie gasped and then grinned as she embraced her best friend. 

“What are you doing here?” Andi asked as she squeezed Ronnie again before 

finally stepping back. Ronnie couldn’t stop grinning as she stared at her best friend. It 

had been three months since they last saw each other and she couldn’t help notice the 

changes in her friend. Andi’s blond hair was longer, almost reaching her shoulders now 

and her face glowed with the tell tale signs of first love, telling Ronnie that Andi and 

Shawn were still happily together. 

“Shopping,” Ronnie told Andi, who stuck out her tongue before they both 

laughed. Yeah, it was a silly answer, but it had been a silly question. Andi looked down 

into the metal basket and pulled out a meat grinder. 

“What’s this for?” she asked holding up the box. 

“They don’t grind meat in Kalearnia, so I’m going to show them how,” Ronnie 

replied and Andi replaced it in the basket. 

“Okay, bread crumbs and hamburger I get; you’re going to make meatloaf. 

Bananas?” 

“They don’t have bananas; just apples, oranges, pears and berries.” 

“Okay. Hair ties, a new brush.” She reached into the basket and moved a couple 

things out of the way. “A romance novel? You and Gavin looking for some hot tips?” 

Ronnie’s cheeks flamed to life as she guiltily glanced away, wishing she’d left her 

raven hair flowing down her back so she could hide behind it. She hadn't meant for 

anyone but the checkout clerk to see that. “We don’t really need any tips,” she murmured 

and Andi giggled. 

“Do you have time to dish some details?” she asked, her blue eyes sparkling. 

Ronnie shook her head as she pushed her cart forward. Only one more person to go 

before it was her turn. 

“Not really,” Ronnie admitted. “I actually need to get this stuff to the kitchen 

before I meet Gavin for a training lesson.” 

“Ooh, a training lesson. What’s he teaching you; how to be hands on?” 
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Ronnie rolled her brown eyes even as her cheeks burned hotter. Admittedly, more 

than one training session had led to what Andi was talking about, but now that they were 

working on weapons, Ronnie enjoyed her lessons much more than just making out. 

“Shut up,” she finally muttered, sending Andi into a fit of giggles. The person 

ahead of her finished putting his items on the conveyor belt and moved forward enough 

so Ronnie could do the same. Ronnie gently bumped Andi out of the way and started 

loading her ten items onto the belt. Hamburger, bread crumbs, hair ties, a new brush, the 

silly romance novel, the meat grinder, bananas, a box of herbal tea packets (something 

she had always wanted to try but never had the guts to), brownie mix, and a hand mixer. 

Looking at the items, she realized one thing she’d forgotten. 

“Oh crap,” she exclaimed as Andi finally regained herself. 

“What?” Andi asked, instantly alarmed. 

“I forgot the ice cream.” 

“Say no more; I’ll be right back.” 

Ronnie watched her friend dash off towards the frozen foods items as her turn in 

line came up. She greeted the clerk with a smile and couldn’t help noticing the way his 

cheeks pinked in response. Her heart lightened and she suppressed a giggle as she 

wondered just how pretty she had become since learning of her true heritage and living in 

Kalearnia. She barely had time to think about it before Andi returned with a five gallon 

tub of New York Vanilla ice cream, dropping it with a thud onto the moving belt. 

“I don’t need that much,” Ronnie protested as the clerk scanned the container. 

“You say that now,” Andi chided with a grin.  

Ronnie paid her total and Andi stepped up to push the cart towards the exit doors. 

Both girls grabbed two bags, Ronnie picked up the ice cream, and they headed out into 

the late November afternoon. Already the sun was disappearing behind the bare trees, 

setting the city awash is rays of orange and red. Ronnie sighed. Checking out had taken 

more than twenty minutes; she was going to be late meeting Gavin. Ronnie and Andi 

speed walked to the alley next to the grocery store and Ronnie quickly glanced around to 

make sure no one was watching them. 

“Okay, I have to go. I’m sorry I can’t stay longer,” Ronnie apologized and Andi 

handed over her bags. 

“I know. You’ll be back.” Andi gave Ronnie a quick hug and Ronnie said the 

words that opened the portal into the In Between. With a final goodbye, Ronnie stepped 

into the shimmering inky darkness and headed towards what was now considered home. 
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Story Time 
 
This month, we are blessed with a short story by Steven Bergeron titled, An Angel Among Us.  I 
hope you enjoy it! 
 
 

AN ANGEL AMONG US 

By  

Steven Bergeron 

 

Port Lewis was full of manger scenes. The stores were all lit up in red and green. 

The night seemed magical. But down the road a short a short ways from town more 

magic would soon be found.  Up on the mountain top stood a lonely cabin on the hill 

range of Colorado. There in the cabin was the only place were I found complete solace in 

my times of need. To everyone around the cabin was no more then a mirage, to me it was 

where we met. 

 The Vietnam War was in full swing. A loving father of a 12 year old became its 

latest victim. It was only mom and I left on Christmas Eve; I want to town to pick up 

some last minute presents. I was running a little late so I took a little short cut through the 

woods, I lost my way. I was cold and scared until an old man took my hand and led me 

home. Mother couldn’t see him but he was standing there till that day he became my 

saviour in my time of needs.  

 It was now Christmas Eve 2008 the town mill was ready to make the ultimate 

sacrifice. Word of hard times had been lingering in the air for some time now. Low 

economy and higher produce cost and the ability to manufacture cheaper in Mexico 

became a reality. Unless some kind of miracle occurred, they would be shutting their 

doors in the New Year. 

  So there I found myself back in the cabin in the woods my place of solace. A 

roaring fire from within kept me cozy but unfortunately my friend was no were to be 
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found. I looked out the back window and saw a figure kneeling by a cross in the distance. 

I was warming myself up thinking it was time to call it quits. It was then that he finally 

appeared. 

 “Hello there I thought I saw someone in here. I hope you’re not planning on doing 

whatever I think you are. It's not your time yet.” 

“Ah there you are. I though my luck finally ran out.  Besides I don’t see I have a choice.” 

“Now my friend you know I’m always there for you. You do have choices as long as you 

believe.” 

“Well I’m here for answers or an end. No job, just enough money to make it past the 

holidays. Then tell me what will be of me and my family. I will tell you what. The bank 

will come in and take over all my finances leaving us out on the streets. What type of life 

will that be I ask you?” 

“Yes, I heard of  the news in town but it is not that bleak. As long as you believe it will 

work out in the end.”   

“Believe what is that these days. I mentioned you and this place to the town people and 

simply get laugh in my face. They say that this cabin has been deserted ever since the 

accident.” 

“Yes that is true but I was sent down for people who believe.” 

“Sent down, for those who believe? Do you mind telling me who you really are?” 

“That all depends on who you think I am.” 

“At this point of my life I’m not sure what to believe. Are you real or simply a figment of 

my imagination?” 
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“All I can say is the lord shall provide to those who believe, but more importantly haven’t 

seen. He sent me down on missions. You are my mission. If it pleases you simply call me 

Gabriel.” 

 Once he finished my mind took me back in time to the bright light that led me 

here in the first place. Then it all started to become clear to me we had all heard about 

them but it appears I met my guardian angel. As I came back to reality he was gone 

again. 

 I left the cabin and headed to the far yonder in search of the cross for a time of 

prayer. As I arrived to the other side of the hill my eyes grew wide with wonder. For 

there it was the glowing cross   a top a manger. As I got closer to the manger from within 

laid three tombs on the far wall of the manger was a plaque. 

Here lays the Adams 

Joseph 1918-1978 

Mary 1920-1978 

Jesus 1972-1978 

A tragic accident took there lives from us. 

They gave there lives in order that we believe. 

In our times of need we are never alone. 

For guidance, determination and perseverance we shall concur all.  

  
Gabriel 
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 I just stayed there in the cold looking for answers. It must have been a few hours I 

guess I tried to move but it was useless my whole body was numb. The next thing I 

remembered I heard voices. 

“He’s over hear.” A strong mans voice had proclaimed. 

 “Where is he.” was all I remembered saying. 

“Where is who sir?” Was all I remembered hearing. 

“The man, he was here? Gabriel.”  

“Sorry sir you are alone. Now stay quiet till we get you warmed up a bit.” 

“I cant I have to do something to save the town mill. Imagine all those people out of 

work.” 

“Now I know you must be hallucinating. Haven’t you heard everything is fine? They got 

a new deal.” 

“What it’s him Gabrielle came through.” 

“Come on sir we are all tired and want to go home. We’ve been searching for you for 

about a month.” 

“What which day is it?” 

“It’s January 15. We’ve been looking for you since December 2.” 

  
That was it my mission here was now complete. This secluded cabin out in the 

woods once again became my place of solace for answered prayers. I’m now a true 

believer in this place. Some people may talk about all my wild accusations about this 

place in the past.  
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 Three months now has passed since my rescue and I can begin to see fellow co 

workers starting to believe. Once my ordeal was told as only I could people are starting to 

doubt there previous belief and are starting to believe their image as crystal clear. Some 

say they go there in there own time of need and they made contact with someone with a 

vague resemblance of Gabrielle. 

 So there we go in a quiet town like port Lewis miracles are to be had. I did my 

mission making a town into believers. To the words Gabrielle proclaimed to me. On this 

joyous Easter season. 

LORD SHALL PROVIDE TO THOSE WHO HAS BELIVE BUT YET HAVENT 

SEEN 
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Behind The Scenes 

This month, I am pleased to introduce to you authors William H. Johnson and Mimi Barbour.  
Mr. Johnson is a friend of mine through Twitter, and Ms. Barbour is a subscriber to Literary 
Lunes, who expressed interest in being interviewed. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
What is your name? 
 
Mimi Barbour 
 
How long have you been writing? 
 
I started writing in the 3nd grade (I was a child prodigy!) Okay…I‟m kidding. I 
guess I got serious about writing when I moved to Africa for two years and didn‟t 
want to waste a lot of time on frivolous pastimes. First, I took a creative writing 
course and soon followed that up with four years of Children‟s Literature classes, 
then finally decided to concentrate on writing what I love to read – Romance. 
 
How did you know that writing was going to be your profession? 
 
It really isn‟t – not yet! To me a professional earns money, and at this point in my 
career, I can‟t say with a perfectly straight face that I make enough of the filthy 
lucre to even call it a wage. 
 
Do I spend every free moment I have working as hard as possible to make the 
dream come true? You bet! 
 
How many books have you written and published? 
 
I wrote the first three in my series „The Vicarage Bench‟ as novellas, and they 
were only available as e-books. But once the three, „She‟s Me‟, „He‟s‟ Her‟ 
and „We‟re One‟ were released, my publishers decided to put them into an 
anthology, and to my everlasting joy, they produced a paperback and called it 
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appropriately „The Vicarage Bench‟. Soon after, I decided that if the goal was 
65,000 words in order to produce both an e-book and a print edition, then I 
needed to plot in more conflicts and write full-length manuscripts. Not so easy for 
someone who‟d previously had to wrap up her story within 20,000. It took some 
time, but finally I produced work I could send in and got a contract for the fourth 
in the same series, which is called „Together Again‟. (Decided - enough with the 
pronouns already!!) This book is available now on Amazon and Wild Rose Press. 
 
Who is your publisher? 
 
The Wild Rose Press. They only publish romance as it says on their submission 
guidelines. I can‟t say enough about how wonderfully supportive and friendly they 
are. My experience with every aspect of the E-publishing process has been both 
positive and enlightening. 
 
Have you won any awards? 
 
Actually, the first contest I did enter got me the contract for „She‟s Me‟. They‟d 
asked for a short story, which had to be about a woman who would walk through 
a garden gate in a small town in England called Bury. Once she walked through, 
she had to go back in time to one of four eras. I chose the Vintage era. (Since I 
can still remember the sixties, it seemed the most sensible choice to me.) 
 
So…being a person who never fully reads or follows rules, I had my heroine go 
through the gate, sit on a vicarage bench and prick her finger on a rose. This 
made her body fall into a coma, and had her spirit go back in time to invade the 
body of another woman sitting on the same bench, but forty-three years earlier. 
It‟s quite humorous what our heroine, a top model from 2006 can get into with a 
shy, chubby librarian of 1963. 
 
All the reviews I got on each individual story were very positive, but my favourite 
was one for the paperback edition and it was with an esteemed romance industry 
magazine called Romance Times or RT and they gave The Vicarage Bench a 4 
out of a possible 41/2 star rating. (I‟m still beaming!) 
 
“These three enchanting novellas entertain with 
tales of time travel and body sharing. The stories of 
growth, transformation and sweet love are inventive, 
the characters unforgettable, and the dialogue well 
written.” 
 
~Gail Pruszkowski, R.T. Review (4 Stars) 
 
What genre do you generally write in? 
 
So far, I‟ve stuck to paranormal. My very first manuscript (wayyy back) was a 
contemporary and it –well it sorta sucked. Maybe it‟s time to haul it out of the 
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bowels of my closet, polish it up and add an angel or something. Haven‟t done it 
yet cause I figure I‟ll be horrified at the lack of skill. My face burns to think of how 
many agents and publishers I sent it to. 
 
What are your stories/novels usually about? 
 
My favourite part of writing is about building special characters. I literally visualize 
them as real people crowding around in my head with their emotions tearing 
me apart – sometimes with laughter and often with tears. So I guess to answer 
your question; I‟d have to have say my stories are about individuals who‟ve hit 
roadblocks in their lives, which leads them to find the one person they‟ll come to 
love and who‟ll love them back. I try to put a lot of obstacles in their way, but in 
the romance genre, we all know a happy ending is a foregone conclusion. 
 
What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 
 
They offered me a contract. 
 
Trust me, when a new author gets an e-mail that a publisher wants to contract 
them, there are very few of us willing to weigh the answer for longer than the few 
minutes it takes for him/her to land back on the ground. 
 
What is your favourite food to eat while writing? 
 
Anything I feel guilty eating. 
 
What is your favourite drink to have while writing? 
 
Canadian club and coke with lots of ice!! Humm – I can taste it now. But the rule 
in our house is that no alcohol until after 5:30…. So, during the day I drink lots of 
herbal tea. (Stupid stomach can‟t take caffeine nowadays - arrgghh!) 
 
Do you listen to music or watch tv while writing? If so, what do you listen to/ 
watch? 
 
The ole brain can‟t multi-task so well anymore, except for when there‟s a hockey 
game on and the Canucks are playing. Then I seem to be able to handle the 
pressure. 
 
What is your muse? 
 
Don‟t have one. Just little-ole-me, and my old-fashioned work ethics. 
 
Let me put it this way – writing is my job. 
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Where is your favourite place to write? 
 
Most of the time in my office, but I can do so with my laptop on my knee while 
travelling on a bus, car, or aeroplane. If I can‟t use my laptop, I always have a 
pad and pencil with me. What can I say? I‟m hooked! 
 
Do you have anything else you might find useful to add? 
 
I‟d say to anyone who is serious about becoming an author to find some like- 
minded friends. Join some groups, find a good critique partner, interact with like- 
minded people so you get more of the scuttlebutt about the industry than you 
could ever hope to find yourself. 
 
Do you have any advice for aspiring writers who are trying to get into the world of 
publishing? 
 
Writing a book is only the first step into the world of a published author. It‟s the 
big one, the most fun one, granted, but not the only one. Once that book has 
been produced and released, the hard work starts. All of us write because it‟s a 
part of who we are, but for many of us, our talent stops there. 
 
Unfortunately, in today‟s world, we also have to take on a lot of other mantles. 
Ones such as publicist and promoter. And forgive me if I sound a bit depressing, 
but the reality is that those jobs aren‟t much fun - just a lot of hard work. If you 
can‟t afford to hire someone else to do it for you, the extra burden falls to you. 
Chances are even if you can farm it out; you‟ll never get enough return with 
the first few books to cover the expense. But then if no-one knows about your 
book, who other than a few best friends will buy it (even those BFF aren‟t so 
reliable!) So here you are with this wonderful creation facing untold hours of 
slogging through innumerable sites and looking for all the help you can get in 
understanding technical jargon you‟ve never ever heard before. 
 
The bright side is, if I can do it…anyone can. It‟s taken a few years, but I now 
know how to set myself up on different writer sites. My website is running 
smoothly (that resource I did pay to have done for me) and I‟m gathering lots of 
new friend on Facebook, Twitter, Goodreads, Book Rix, Romance All, Romance 
 
Reviews, Savvy Author, on and on and.. 
 
For example today as I was checking out some e-mails on one of the many loops 
I‟m on, I found a link to a new site called Writer‟s Marketing Group that offers 
support to authors with Blogs who need guests. And here‟s me desperate to get 
the word out to as many people as I can about my new release „Together Again‟. 
What a perfect match. I quickly joined, as it‟s free (thank you Lord!) 
 
If you‟re still enthusiastic about producing a book, then my heartfelt wishes go 
with you. And my very best advice now would be to get busy and start writing 
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your second. From what I‟ve heard, the best way to make any money, whether 
being e-pubbed or by the old standard, is by having a big backlist. Eventually that 
will be your best form of promo…and will be a huge point in your favour should 
you ever get looked at by a mainstream publisher. 
 
So good luck everyone, and if I can ever be of help, please write me and I‟ll do 
my best. mimi@mimibarbour.com 
 
Please visit me at my website http://mimibarbour.com/index.html and join my 
newsletter for a chance to win a free copy of my new release as we pick a winner 
each month. 
 
Join me on facebook http://www.facebook.com/pages/Mimi-Barbour-Fan-Page/ 
203964072966134 
 
Or follow me on twitter https://twitter.com/#!/Mimibarb 
 
Hugs…Mimi 
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What is your name? 

William H. Johnson 

How long have you been writing? 

I have been writing since High School. My first short story was somewhat of a 

dark “Job” tale called Brenda about a mother who lost everything in her life only to 

have it all returned to her in heaven. 

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

I‟m an independent artist. I have known since I realized the power of the written 

word to express complex emotional experiences in a profound way that my life at 

least in part would be dedicated to these kinds of works. 

How many books have you written and published? 

THE DARK PROVINCE: SON OF DUPRIN is my debut novel it was released in 

March 2010. I am currently working on my second book. 

Who is your publisher? 

I published this book independently with the help of publishing tools and services 

provided by iUniverse. 

How long did it take you to find your publicist? 

I actually don‟t have a publicist at this stage. I am engaging my reader base directly 
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through online social media and local events. 

Have you won any awards? 

Not yet! I have gotten some very nice reviews from a variety of angles from pure sci- 

fi fantasy to a site dedicated to the voice of women to general literary fiction. 

 

What genre do you generally write in? 

Generally I don‟t write any specific genre, however my debut novel and my current 

work is of the fantasy genre. The DARK PROVINCE is actually the first book in 

a series. These are all fantasy. I am also working on a small town love story with 

a spiritual (I hesitate to say paranormal but that probably fits too) element and a 

memoir tribute to a friend who passed away in 2002 who profoundly inspired me 

and support my work as an artist. 

What are your stories/novels usually about? 

I love to write about relationships and issues that I am passionate about. Unique 

love stories that deal with prejudice, religion/spirituality, and family relationships 

are of particular interest to me. 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 

I suppose the more applicable question is why I chose to self-publish or go 

independent. The two primary reasons were timing and creative voice. I wanted to 

be the CEO in charge of both. 

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

Self publishing isn‟t necessarily for everyone. The author who self publishes takes 

on a producer hat and has to oversee every aspect of the book‟s production as 

well as its editing. If you are considering doing so be sure to do your homework. 
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Understand that it is not about trying to produce a work cheaply to put the work 

out there. Attempting to cut corners can negatively affect a writer‟s future and the 

indie publishing community at large. If you‟re going to go indie, get your business 

person hat on and be ready to spend some time in “the board room” as well as “the 

writer‟s room”. 

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

publishing? 

Hone your craft. The strongest work has the largest field of options regardless of the 

method of publishing. If publishing is your goal then you want to put the best work 

out there that will engage, compel, and inspire your readers. Regardless of whether 

it was produced independently or by a traditional publisher – to a reader, a good 

book is a good book.  
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TITLE:  Quantum Angel Healing 
AUTHOR: Eva-Maria Mora  
 
REVIEW:  In “Quantum Angel Healing, Energy Therapy and 
Communication with Angels” by Eva-Maria Mora is a book about 
how someone can train to be a Quantum Angel Healer. The author 
shows us that using the Quantum Angel Healing can help with 
numerous heath problems whether it be emotionally, physically, or 
psycologically.  She explains everything step-by-step through the 
whole process. Ms. Mora even tells you which angels will help with 
what problems. 
 
               I believe in God and his angels so I was interested in what 

she had written about.  I even did a few of her exercises that she talked about. I will say I felt better 
when I did the Angel Breath.  But I am not sure how biblically correct this book is.   I don‟t see 
anywhere in the Bible where it gives us all the names of some of the angels so as a Christian I am 
not sure if I believe everything she talked about in her book. Also I don‟t think you can become a 
“healer” and be able to help people just through a book. I think you should spend time with 
another “healer”. Like I said these are my beliefs and I may be wrong. 
 
              I will also say that Mrs. Mora did an excellent job with her bibliography. With every 
citation she said where she got it from and gave the credit to the author. Too many times in todays 
world authors forget to cite their work. 
 
               

I did find this book an interesting read and I hope it will help people who are seeking this 
information as an answer. 
        
3 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  The Dying Times: Nadene‟s Story 
AUTHOR: Brian Kittrell  
 
REVIEW:  “The Dying Times: Nadene‟s Story” was a bit of a 
disappointment. Author Brian Kittrell did many things right. 
The action was intense, the dialogue was vivid, and the overall 
premise was intriguing. Many times I‟ve seen a post-apocalyptic 
story, but few tackle it in the early stages. I felt like what this 
book really needed was a strong handed editor. Often during the 
book we were tossed between the POVs of various characters 
and from third person to first person. It made the entire story 
hard to follow and kept me from really investing in any of the 
characters however, the character of John was much better 
written and overall more three dimensional than either Nadene 
or Pamela. He was the only character real enough to me that I 
felt I could understand. But being Nadene‟s story, I would have 
preferred for her to be less two dimensional, more flushed out. I 

needed to connect with her, and I didn‟t. 
 
I think this story would do well in a different format, perhaps as a screenplay. But for a novel, I felt 
too much like I was being told rather than shown the plot. I believe that Kittrell has great 
potential, but, as is, I don‟t believe I would be interested enough to pick up the next book of the 
Survivor Chronicles. I rate this book 2 bookmarks. 
 
2 bookmarks 
Carol A. Langstroth,  Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: 29 Days...to Becoming a Great Listener and 
Communicator 
AUTHOR: Richard Fast  
REVIEWER: Sara Messina 
 
REVIEW: 
 
Richard Fast's “29 Days...to Becoming a Great Listener and 
Communicator” tries to show readers how to open their 
minds and listen, not hear, the people around them. Fast goes 
through the most basic mistakes people make, not paying 
attention, to some they do out of  habit or poor sense of  
manners, like giving 'me too' stories. 
While his 29 day structure could help others bolster their 
abilities, it is unfortunately encumbered with a few too many 
anecdotes and studies with incomplete citations. 

I started to doubt the value of  the data after the first few with vague references to 
sources. Furthermore, the main quiz in the book has an awkward format for filling it 
out. 
 
I recommend this book for its main content, but I would recommend supplementing it with 
stronger works for a real test to those bad communication and listening habits. 
 
 
3 Bookmarks 
Sara Messina, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: 29 Days...to Your Perfect Weight 
AUTHOR: Richard Fast and Michele Bertolin 
REVIEWER: Sara Messina 
REVIEW:   
 
Richard Fast has compiled a unique approach to weight 
management in “29 Days...to Your Perfect Weight”. Fast provides a 
psychological approach to 
breaking down the mental blocks which thwart would-be dieters. 
Instead of  seeing a list of arduous tasks, Fast tries to help a dieter 
create a list of small, sustainable changes which lead to an overall 
healthy lifestyle.  His process could work while trying to form any 
good habit, and his wife, Michele Bertolin, takes readers through 
more specific changes geared toward weight-loss. 
 
Any one of  Fast's “29 Days to...” books start with him explaining 
the 
psychology behind bad habits and why they are so hard to break. 
 

Unfortunately, you have to take most of this information on his word.  While he does reference many 
modern authorities respected for their words on wisdom itself, or healthy eating, Fast does not properly cite 
any of  his sources. With few exceptions, Fast's academic support relies on name dropping quotes, and when 
he does tie a work to the author, you'll find no information on where the bit of  wisdom lies in the alluded 
pages. Moreover, the advice to speak to a medical professional comes late within the chapters; a scary thing 
seeing as how Fast never sets a guide for when to stop cutting calories. 
 
Since his references are far too incomplete, I suppose it serves Fast well that his book also physically 
demonstrates his points. All the chapters are noticeably short and repetitive in their subjects. It gives a reader 
the feeling that they've divulged much more than they actually have. Moreover, readers spend more time on 
psychological reprogramming in the “29 days” than anything else, so the book ends in about your second 
week of initiating the small changes. Need more support? Just rinse and repeat the instructions in the last 
couple of  weeks, or go to the online coach that will 
be there to help for a few months at the start of  the rest of your life. 
 
Overall, if  you know someone who needs to get rid of a mental block to break a bad habit, “29 days” is a 
good start, but don't count on its directions to provide a comprehensive guide. 
 
2 Bookmarks 
Sara Messina, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  The Pawn 
AUTHOR: Nancy Minnis Damato   
REVIEW:  “The Pawn” by Nancy Minnis Damato is a story 
about a young girl named Josefina who trusted Francois 
DucLafevre‟s word that if she would give him an heir then she 
would be free to marry her true love Jacob. Three months into her 
being pregnant she realizes that Francois has no plans to honor his 
side of the agreement. 
When she tells her father, he throws her out. She must now protect 
and provide for her child as her brother wants her dead and she 
doesn‟t want Francois to know about the child‟s whereabouts. Will 
she be able to avoid the powerful men that seek her? 
                Although Ms. Damato gives a lot of detail to her 
characters, I felt the story was very slow in the beginning and 
middle, but toward the end of the book it took off like a rocket. 

Since this is a part of a series I look forward to reading the next one that will hopefully tell us what 
happens when she tries to reconnect with her estranged daughter.   Overall I thought this was a 
decent book to read as I love reading period romances. 
 
3 bookmarks 
Carol A. Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Military Brats: After Burn 
AUTHOR:  Sherry D. Ficklin 
REVIEW:  
 
 “In Military Brats: After Burn” by Sherry D. Ficklin we see Reece 
who is a military brat and whose father just got re-stationed at 
Cherry Point Air Station.  Reece, just after a few days at school, has 
two boys interested in her.  As she gets to know them there is a bomb 
scare at the Base and she doesn‟t think the MP‟s are taking it 
seriously enough so she starts her on investigation.  After an 
explosion there her father was hurt. Now she must find the person 

who did this before more people are hurt. The only problem is all the evidence is pointing to Greg, 
one of the boys she likes. Is Greg the culprit or is someone else framing him?  
 
                  Sherry D. Ficklin‟s book is a wonderful young adult book that isn‟t just about romance 
but also has a mystery that needs to be solved. It intrigued me to the point where I had to keep 
reading to find out who was causing the trouble on the Base. Reece‟s character was well written and 
I could picture the characters and the scenes in my mind.  I personally think this would be a good 
book for everyone to read, not just young adults.  I look forward to reading the next installment of 
this series.  
  
 4 bookmarks 
Carol A. Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: My One True Love 
AUTHOR: Stephanie Taylor 
REVIEW: In “My One True Love” by Stephanie Taylor, we find Jason 
who can see and feel an avalanche heading for him. He climbs up a tree 
where he thinks he will be safe. As he is watching the avalanche he notices 
that there is a person who is stuck in the avalanche, so he goes to help the 
person and get them to safety. The problem is he saved his ex, Liz, who 
came into town to be married to another man. 
Can she marry another man knowing in her heart that she may still love 
Jason? And how does Jason feel about this turn of events? You will have 
to read to find out. 

 
I thought this was a cute little book for those that need a little romance in their lives. It has 
chemistry, friction between the characters and a lesson in it. I love romances that show romance 
and not a lot of hot heavy sex scenes because these books are more about the characters than sex 
which, in my opinion, is the way a book should be written. I give this book 4 bookmarks and can‟t 
wait to read Ms. Taylor‟s next book. 
 
4 bookmarks 
 
Carol Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: The Map Across Time 
AUTHOR: C.S. Lakin 
REVIEW: In The Map Across Time we have a wonderful story 
about a Prince named Adin who goes back in time to save his 
kingdom from a curse that was placed on it. He begins his 
journey talking to a hermit who gives him the map to go back in 
time.  His sister, seeing how much trouble the people of her 
kingdom are in, decides to follow her brother back into the past. 
Together they try to save their kingdom. Did they succeed? You 
must read the book to find out. 
 
I found this book to be a wonderful combination of fantasy with 

a biblical background. As the story progresses Ms. Lakin writes biblical verses into her book 
showing us a moral story. In all of my reviewing I haven‟t come across a book like this and wish 
there were more like it as I think our country needs them. I give kudos to Ms. Lakin for writing 
The Map Across Time as a Christian Fastasy. 
 
5 bookmarks 
 
Carol A. Langstroth, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Second-Rate Groupies 
AUTHOR: Brieanna Robertson 
REVIEW: Second-Rate Groupies by Brieanna Robertson is a book about 
three women who decide to take a week off and hit the road to attend five 
concerts by their favorite band the Escape. During this crazy week Robyn 
does a lot of soul searching when she meets Ethan…a security guard for the 
shows. He shows Robyn things and teaches her that its time to start taking 
some chances in her life.  
 
Will Heather, Dee Dee, and Robyn make all 5 shows and get to meet the 

band, and will she start to realize that life is just passing her by? 
 
 I have to say I thought this was a really cute romance. It was about two people getting to know 
one another and didn‟t have a lot of heavy sex scenes found in other romances. 
 
Dee Dee‟s character was a hoot to read and I love the fact that it also taught people a lesson. (To 
find out what the lesson is…you have to read the book). I also like that it was mostly based on 
fact. I hope Mrs. Robertson does more writing and that a lot of women will read Second-Rate 
Groupies. 
 
4 bookmarks 
 
Carol A. Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: 29 Days…to Your Life Without Cigarettes 
AUTHOR: Richard Fast 
REVIEW: Richard Fast's “29 Days...to Your Life Without Cigarettes” is 
the best book in his 29 Days series. While still a bit overburdened with 
poor citations and anecdotes, Fast's personal experience with addiction 
adds to the effectiveness of the program. The program, overall, seems 
more effective in its structure and approach than many self-help books. 
Best of all, it doesn't require a reader to engage in any other programs or 
strategies which may add prohibitively to cost. I would definitely 
recommend this to anyone wishing to break free of their addiction. 
 

4 Bookmarks 
Sara Messina, Reviewer 
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TITLE: The Charlie Factor 
AUTHOR: Diana DeRicci 
REVIEW: In The Charlie Factor we have a M/M romance 
that involves two men who are fighting their attraction for 
one another. Charlie is a former fireman who was hurt when 
his own house was on fire. He suffered servere injuries not 
just to his body but to his mind. Enter one Gregory who just 
wanted to be Charlie‟s friend as he is straight. But as time 
goes on Gregory isn‟t sure about anything other than he feels 
attracted to Charlie? Will these two get over both of their 
issues? 
 
I read the book and found it nice that they just started out 
being friends as that‟s the way relationships are supposed to 
work. And the sex scenes were defiantly hot (you will need a 
hose to cool you down) and the difficultly in which Greg 
had to tell his parents was as honest as you can get. It has 

shown us almost the whole lifestyle of being gay, the good and the bad parts. I give Ms. DeRicci 
kudos for writing such honest book about a gay relationship. 
 
3 bookmarks 
 
Carol Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Jonathan‟s Cross 
AUTHOR: M.L. Gardner 
REVIEW: Jonathan‟s Cross by M.L. Gardner is a one of a kind historical 
fiction that one doesn‟t see every day. Set to what I believe is 1929 when the 
big Wall Street crash happened. Jonathan is a broker who lost everything 
after the crash. His wife and his three friends‟ families are forced to rent 
from an enemy of Jonathan‟s. They take a job on the docks that they are not 
prepared for. Meanwhile Jonathan‟s enemy, Victor, is doing anything to 
make Jonathan‟s life a living hell. Will Jonathan and his friends survive their 
new life? Will they find a way out? And just what does Victor have up his 

sleeve? 
 
I have been a huge fan of historical fiction since I was a teenager and Jonathan‟s Cross has fed my 
addiction thankfully. It has action, and suspense, and you can feel the love that all three husbands 
have for their wives. Ms. Gardner brings all of her characters to life and brings wonderful details 
when she introduces more characters. I cannot wait to read the sequel to this book and I hope that 
that Ms. Gardner allows me the honor of reviewing the next one. 
 
4.5 bookmarks 
 
Carol Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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ALPHA REVIEWS 
By Carrie Sund 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The Denver Cereal 
 
By Claudia Hall Christian 
 
The Denver Cereal begins with Jill having a little fun at her ex-
husband‟s engagement party. When I say fun I actually mean she has 
a great sense of humor and an even better sense of revenge. What 
happens at this party makes the book worth the read. 
 
Jill‟s life quickly becomes a story of fated love and unbreakable 
family bonds after she dances with a handsome stranger. Trevor, the 
ex-husband, was abusive and controlling but it is the only life Jill has 
known. As she spends time with Jacob (the handsome stranger) she 

discovers a new life and reconnects with her family and 
friends. Thorough the novel she begins to realize how truly unhappy she was in her marriage. 
 
As Jill watches her daughter interact with Jacob she realizes the real cost of her years with Trevor. 
She sees a child that has become scared to speak because it might make someone angry. She was 
fooled into believing that Trevor was her soul mate so she married young and worked hard to 
support her family and put him 
through school. 
 
Jill was very devoted to her family and was rewarded with a man who used and abused her. Trevor 
exploited her desire to keep her family together using her to supply his every need and desire. He 
was such a scumbag that even as he married another woman he was still trying to control her and 
their child. 
 
This book is full of surprises that just keep you begging for more. Just when you think you have it 
figured out everything changes. I was instantly captivated by the depth that Christian brings to her 
characters. I felt like giving Jill a big hug more than once and I could almost feel her pain in the 
midst of her new found joy. I love a story with so many conflicting emotions. 
 
This book is worth the read there is not a dull moment. Happy reading! I give this book 5 out of 5 
stars. 
Claudia publishes a chapter a week on The Denver Cereal Website. 
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On the Edge by Ilona Andrews 
 
WARNING this book is highly addictive and you may have to 
ignore your friends and family to get through it as quickly as 
possible. You may want to clear you schedule for this one. 
 
Rose and her two brothers live in the Edge a world between worlds. 
The Broken is the world we live in, a world where technology rules 
and magic is useless. The Weird is a world where quite the opposite 
is true and powerful old magic dominates. The husband and wife 
writing team weave together all the aspects of a great fantasy world 
without boring you for a moment. The characters are rich and full 
and the world building is amazing. 
 
Rose is the primary caregiver for her two brothers because her 
mother is dead and her dad took off. She has a crappy cleaning job 

in the Broken but she has to take what she can or the boys don‟t eat. She is a very strong self reliant 
woman. 
 
Rose and her brothers are gifted with magical powers. One brother can raise the dead and the 
other can change into a cat. Rose is very special and very powerful and because of that she has 
suitors coming out of the woodwork from the Weird. They really don't want her they just want 
her to make them some special and powerful babies. 
 
Now might be a good time to mention Declan who shows up from the Weird and gives Rose the 
chance to win her freedom in a game. She is to give him three challenges to complete and if he 
does he wins her if he loses he promises to leave her alone. An increasing amount of disturbing 
events begin to play out in the Edge after Declan arrives 
 
Strange creatures stalking people in the Edge with magical powers are appearing everywhere. In an 
effort to protect the Edge and her family Rose and Declan put their differences aside to solve the 
problems. The tension between them is often thick it makes for such fun reading. Each and every 
relationship in this book was rich and full of emotion. From the sexual tension between Rose and 
Declan to the enjoyable antics of Jack and his cat like behavior. 
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Title: Coffee House Window 
Author: T.R. Woodruff 
 
Review 
T.R. Woodruff‟s Poetry book has you overlooking the Missouri 
River through a coffee house window.  There are observations to be 
consumed; they float along the cobblestones and come on occasion - 
each with their own aroma. It is there, among the brick and 
trees, that poetry curls its steam.  
 
 
 

4 bookmarks 
Tony Angelo 
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I'd like to put out two anthologies a year and I was thinking of donating the funds we do make to 
a charity that has to do with writing and educating children. I haven't decided on the charity yet, so 
if anyone has any suggestions, I am all ears.  
 
There are no themes for the anthologies, at least none that I have been able to come up with, so 
this first one will be a free for all. The word limit for short stories is Min. word count: 1,500 
words and Max word count 10,000 words. For poetry, you can submit up to ten poems, all must 
be complete and at your best. You must supply me with titles for every poem you submit (same 
goes for short stories and essays), and you must come up with a title for the entire collection of 
poetry that you are sending me.  The word limit for essays is the same as the short stories. 
 
I will NOT be accepting poetry, essays, or short stories that have been published already, nor will I 
be accepting fanfiction.  
 
I'd like to publish this by October of this year, so the sooner you guys have your 
stories/poetry/essays ready, the quicker we can get it out. if you know of anyone who might be 
interested in participating in the anthology, please let me know and have them sign up for Literary 
Lunes.   



51 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
Literary Lunes would not be made possible without the extra support and efforts 
of the following people: 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  



 

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 proofreader 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. 

One of her true passions is helping people break 
free of the Negativity Beast to reach a more 
positive tomorrow. You can read about her quest 
to slay the Beast at http://positivepiper.com and 
right here in her Positive Piper column every 
Wednesday. Learn more about her work 
at http://writerjenwhitten.com or read her 

paranormal ramblings 
at http://yourdarkpassenger.com.  
 
 

Ashley Laura Smith 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).  
 

Sydney Katt is a 
fiction writer in love 
with romantic 
suspense, thrillers and 
the paranormal. More 
accurately, she‟s in love 
with trying to combine 
all three genres into a 
single story. When she 
isn‟t dreaming up 
strange new ways to 

kill people, she loves helping spark the creativity 
of others and polishing their work until it shines 
like a new penny. You‟ll find information about 
upcoming releases at 
http://authorsydneykatt.com and can read her 
efiction at http://yourlittlestsin.com. 

 
 

http://www.bethannmasarik.webs.com/
http://positivepiper.com/
http://writerjenwhitten.com/
http://yourdarkpassenger.com/
http://authorsydneykatt.com/
http://yourlittlestsin.com/

