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Letter From the Editor 
 

Dear Reader, 

 

Thank you for picking up this month’s issue of Literary 

Lunes Magazine.  This month, we are very pleased to 

feature interviews from literary agent, Michael 

Kabongo from Onyx Hawke Literary Agency, and 

Karly Kirkpatrick from Darkside Publishing.  We are 

also happy to introduce to you author, Sarah Hoyt.  We 

are also pleased to feature a short story from Erin 

Danzer, as well as book reviews by Mind Fog Reviews 

and Alpha Reviews. 

 

Our next theme will be the 4
th

 of July in honor of our 

country, the United States of America. 

 

Enjoy and Happy Reading! 

 

Beth Ann Masarik 
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Different kinds of publishing 
By Beth Ann Masarik 
 
As we all know, there are many different types of publishing.  There’s “traditional” publishing, 
self-publishing, Indie publishing, and e-publishing.  Over the next couple of issues, I will go into 
detail about how to publish in each of those categories.  Since I am currently walking the 
traditional publishing path, this month I will talk about traditional publishing. 
 
First, let me tell you a little story.  When I finished the first draft of my soon to be debut novel, 
The World Among Us, Prince of Darkness (in stores on August 19), I had absolutely no idea of 
what to do with it. I vaguely knew what to do, but in reality, everything I did was guess work.  Of 
course, I did my research on what the next steps were, and let me tell you what I came across: 
 

1. Make sure that your draft is buffed, polished and at its best before you begin the 

painful process of writing query letters. 

2. Write your query letter.   

3. Research which agents you are going to send your manuscript to.  Remember, 

each agent has different requirements.  I found that Predators and Editors was 

helpful during this process. 

4. Set up your manuscript according to the agents’ needs.  Some may require just a 

synopsis, while others will require a portion of your work…again, make sure you 

do your research. 

5. Once you’ve chosen your agent, make sure you research everything you can about 

that agent.  You want to make sure that they have a good track record.  Google is 

best for this.  Trust me…Google will become your best friend (if it isn’t already.) 

6. Send off your query letter, and wait.  Honestly, the waiting process all depends on 

how busy the agent is.  Usually it takes 2-6 weeks on average, but, there are some 

agents that you may never hear from.  Don’t take it personally; it just means that 

your work wasn’t right for them.  If you are lucky enough to get a rejection letter, 

it means you’re doing something partially right.   

 

Now, I went about things slightly different here.  I somehow managed to get a publisher 

BEFORE I got an agent.  (which is VERY rare by the way).  I came across a small press 

publisher that had barely been open a year, called Otherworld Publications.  I decided to 

take a chance, and send them a query.  So, I sent it off, and within about two weeks, I 

received an e-mail from them asking me for my full manuscript.  Within a month, I was 

offered a contract. 

 

As I said, all publishers and agents are different.  Getting in with a smaller publisher, 

rather than Penguin, Simon & Schuster, etc., is going to be a lot more easier in the long 

run.  Don’t set the bar too high for yourself.  Yes, rejection is difficult to deal with 

sometimes, but alas, it is part of the publishing life.  The bottom line here is…never give 

up on your dream. 
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This month’s theme for wacky writers was inspired by my short story called Murderous 

Regrets.  In it, news reporter, Elise Stevenson, interviews murderer Leon Greene.  Leon 

kills his best friend out of greed and power, and is now paying the price. 

 

The Question: 

 

Have you ever done something that you regret, even just a little bit?  How did you cope 

with it? 

 

You can write your answer either in fable (or story) form, or from your own personal 

experience. 
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The Perfect Day 
 

I woke up to the sound and smell of bacon cooking that morning. I smiled as I lay 

in bed, my head nestled against the pillow as memories from my childhood ran through 

my mind. Every Saturday morning, I would wake up to the sound and smell of bacon 

cooking. Saturday mornings are still my favorite time of the week, even though I live 

alone in an apartment now. 

My eyes flew open and I scrambled to sit up. My heart pounded. Was there an 

intruder in my house? I strained to listen through the open door and heard someone 

humming as pots gently clanged downstairs. Wait a minute; downstairs? I blinked and 

looked around my room – which wasn’t my room. At least not my room in my apartment. 

I wondered what was going on – was I still dreaming? – as I recognized the light blue 

walls and blue carpet of the room from my childhood. 

“Emily, are you awake? Breakfast will get cold if you don’t come down to eat 

soon,” my mom called up the stairs and I gasped. My heart pounded and my eyes 

widened as I stared at the open door. I ran both of my hands through my shoulder length 

dark brown hair. I blinked several times as I tried not to panic. How was this possible? I 

was in my childhood home – in another state – and my mom was cooking breakfast. I 

threw back the blankets and stumbled towards the door. I had to find out what was going 

on. 

I made my way down the stairs into the living room. I blinked at the beige carpet, 

white walls and floral printed couch and loveseat. To my right were the kitchen and the 

stairs leading to the family room. Déjà vu crashed over me and I stumbled forward, 

reaching out for the partial wall that separated the kitchen and living room to support me. 

I took a deep breath, steadied my legs and headed into the kitchen. And there she was, 

standing at the kitchen with her back to me as she flipped pancakes. Her hair was short, 

dark brown with frosted tips. She wore a grey Tigger t-shirt I remember her buying from 

the local Disney store and khaki shorts. My mom. The woman who died five years ago. 

“Mom,” I whimpered as tears blurred my vision. She turned from the stove with a 

plate of steaming hot cakes in her one hand and the spatula still in the other. 

“Well, don’t just stand there; come to the table and eat before everything gets 

cold,” she told me and the tears cascaded down my cheeks. 

“Mom, what are you doing here?” 

She set the plate on the counter next to the stove and moved towards me. I stifled 

the impulse to cringe away from her. This was my mother. Whether I was dreaming or in 

some kind of hallucination, I needed the hug she was about to give me. Her arms slid 

around me and I buried my face in her shoulder. She held me as I sobbed, rubbing my 

back and smoothing my hair like she had done so many times before while I was growing 

up. 

“There, there, Em, it’s okay,” she crooned and I lifted my head to look at her. 

“How is this okay? Mom, you’re dead; you died five years ago,” I argued, my 

voice slightly shaking. She nodded, a worried frown on her lips. 

“Come sit down and eat and we will talk,” she replied as she steered me towards 

the table. With an arm still around me, she picked up the plate of steaming pancakes and 

we walked to the table together. Everything was already set out. The peanut butter we 



7 

 

both liked; mom’s sugar free syrup and my regular syrup, a glass of milk for me and Diet 

Pepsi for her, and the plate of bacon I’d woken up smelling. My stomach grumbled as I 

sat down and my mom sat down across from me. I smeared peanut butter on a stack of 

pancakes and drowned them in syrup. I snuck glances at my mom as I started to eat, 

munching on a piece of bacon and cutting into my hot cakes. I couldn’t believe she was 

here, that she was real – but that hug had felt very real. Her actions, her expressions, the 

sparkle in her hazel eyes; everything was real. 

“Mom, how is this possible?” I asked around a bite of pancakes. 

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” she automatically admonished and I choked on 

a laugh. I quickly chewed and swallowed and tried again. 

“Mom, why are you here? How can this be?” I asked. 

“It’s very simple. You’ve been given a gift, the gift of today with me. Now I have 

it all planned out so you need to hurry up and eat so we can get going.” 

“Where are we going?” 

She gave me a look that said I’d asked a stupid question. “Where do we go almost 

every Saturday morning? We’re going to the zoo.” 

I shook my head and looked down at my food. I sipped my milk. I was going to 

the zoo with my dead mother. Everything about this day was surreal. 

Half an hour later, my mom and I walked into the zoo. The prairie dogs were first 

up and we stood with a group of ten others to watch their antics. Another mother and 

daughter stood near us. The daughter was about my age when my mom first brought me 

here and the mom was making silly voices to go along with the animals’ antics. I smiled 

at my mom; it was the same thing my mom had done for me. The daughter giggled, my 

mom smiled and we moved on. 

“So, why was I given this gift?” I asked as we continued down the concrete path. I 

glanced at the water fountain shaped like a lion’s head as we passed it to see a brother 

and sister fighting over who got to drink first. It reminded me of myself and my brother 

when we were that age. 

“And why isn’t Mark here?” I added, referring to said brother. 

“This day is special only for you, Emmy,” she replied, using my nickname. I 

grinned as we veered off to the right, following the path to the African Safari part of the 

zoo. This was always one of my favorite parts; I loved watching the cheetahs and had 

been fortunate once to see them at feeding time. They amazed me. 

“Besides, Mark doesn’t need a day like this,” my mom added. “Mark has moved 

on from my death.” 

My mouth dropped open. What did that mean? I have moved on! I live my life! 

“Mom, I have moved on,” I argued and she shook her head, her expression gentle as she 

reached for my hand. 

“No, honey, you haven’t. You’re wasting your time wondering how to live as a 

woman without a mother. You’re afraid to find a husband because you don’t know how 

you’re going to raise your kids without their grandmother,” she pointed out and I hung 

my head. While all of that was true, I tried very hard every day to live a life she would be 

proud of, a life I could be proud of when my time came. 

“You need to stop living in the past, Emily. Forget trying to figure out what it 

means and reinvent what it means to be a woman without a mother. Make that person 
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you.” She sighed and shook her head. “Emily, you only get one life to live and I’m here 

to tell you that you’re not living. You’re barely existing and I’m disappointed in you.” 

I stopped walking. My chest hurt like she’d punched me – and she might as well 

have. The one thing I’d never wanted to do was disappoint her and I had failed. Tears 

burned my eyes as shame overwhelmed me. How could I let this happen? 

“But, Mom, you left me,” I feebly argued, my voice watered down by my tears. 

She shook her head. 

“No, Emily, it was my time to go. The Lord came to me and gave me a choice. I 

could either come with him now or my diabetes would get worse. I would have been in a 

wheelchair within a year. I was already starting to go blind. I didn’t want any of that so I 

chose to go with him.” 

“But you left me!” Anger overrode the shame and burst out from deep within me. 

“I cried for months, Mom! You were just gone! You didn’t tell me you were leaving me! 

I still need you!” 

Tears streamed down my face as I yelled at her. A part of me couldn’t believe I 

was yelling at my dead mother. And another part of me felt relieved that I was finally 

letting it out. For five years, I’d been storing this anger deep within me, ashamed of it. 

What kind of person was I for being angry at my mother because she died? It wasn’t like 

she’d picked that day to die. 

“I will always be here for you, Emily, whether you know I’m there or not. It’s 

okay that you’re angry with me. I understand.” 

Grief welled in my chest even as a weight was lifted from my shoulders. I realized 

this was what I really needed. I needed my mom to tell me everything would be okay. I 

threw my arms around her and hugged her tightly to me. Then, I stepped back and wiped 

my eyes with the backs of my hands. If this was the only day I got to spend with my mom 

I didn’t want to spend it crying and screaming at her. I wanted to enjoy it. 

“I’m sorry, Mom,” I apologized as I wrapped my arm through hers. “The last 

thing I should be doing is yelling at you about things you can’t change. I want to enjoy 

this day with you.” 

“Good because that’s what I want, too.” 

We walked through the tunnel leading to the African Safari. A group of kids with 

their moms walked through at the same time and I became temporarily deaf as the kids 

hooted and hollered, their voiced echoing off the concrete. I grinned at my mom, another 

hundred memories of my brother and I surfacing.  

We walked straight to the cheetah exhibit, all the way out to the thatched lookout 

tower. The grass was long to imitate the grasslands of Africa and a few special trees and 

plants had been planted as well. I immediately noticed the spotted yellow hide of one of 

the cheetahs slinking through the grass as if stalking its prey. I gasped as it sprang into 

action, moving so fast it was just a blur as it ran after its food. I couldn’t even see what it 

was chasing until a moment later when the cheetah raised its head with the rabbit still 

struggling in its jaws. I was grossed out and awed at the same time. I couldn’t stop 

watching as the cheetah ripped into its meal. 

“That’s so gross,” I said laughing and my mom nodded. We turned away to go 

back down the boarded walkway into the rest of the African Safari adventure. 
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“It also shows how life has to go on. Even though that animal is in captivity, it 

still hones its skills as a hunter. One day, if it’s let back into the wild, the cheetah will be 

able to survive.” 

I nodded as I realized what my mom was getting at. I had to be more like that 

cheetah. My grief over her death had held me captive for five years. I needed to hone my 

skills in life so that when I was pushed back into the wild jungle of my world, I would 

know how to survive. I needed to remember how to live. I smiled as I also realized that 

this day with my mom was the first stepping stone in that journey back to life. 

We spent the next two hours touring the rest of the zoo. I couldn’t remember the 

last time I’d spend this much time here; in fact, I’d avoided going to any zoo since my 

mom’s death. Going to the zoo had been one of her favorite things to do with my dad, 

brother and me. I vowed that I would go to my local zoo once I was home again; I would 

take another step on the path of my life. 

After we’d seen everything at the zoo, my mom asked what I wanted to do for 

lunch. I was surprised to look at the clock on the dash and see that it was already after 

11:30. My stomach rumbled again and I giggled. Then I suggested my favorite place to 

go to eat with my mom. Ten minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot at Olive Garden. 

“I remember coming here after we’d go shopping. Those days were always my 

favorite,” I told my mom as we walked into the popular Italian restaurant. We told the 

hostess a table for two and she showed us to a table near a window. Sunlight streamed in 

and I swore my mom glowed in its life. My heart constricted. Was my day coming to a 

close so soon? 

“How much time do I have with you?” I asked in a panic. 

“You will know when our day is done.” She glanced at her watch, the hands of 

Mickey Mouse going round and round. “We still have time before your appointment this 

afternoon.” 

“What appointment?”  

“You’ll see.” She gave me a smile that I had to return. Curiosity made me dying 

to ask for more details but I knew from her expression that she wasn’t going to tell me 

anything. She picked up her menu and I did the same, even though I already knew what I 

wanted to eat. Breadsticks and salad with a raspberry lemonade to drink; it was my staple 

when I was growing up. 

“I’ve always wanted to say something to you and since this is the last chance I’ll 

get, I’m going to say it,” my mom began and I looked up from my menu. I’d been 

thinking about changing my mind. 

“What? You can tell me anything,” I told her. 

“I never really cared for that Aaron fellow you dated in high school,” she declared 

and I laughed. Gosh, high school had been so long ago. Aaron Remington had been my 

first boyfriend. We’d dated for three months my freshman year. He was a year older than 

me and had the experience to go with it. He also had a temper. 

“Yeah, he wasn’t a very good choice for a first boyfriend,” I agreed. 

The waitress came over to take our orders: breadsticks, salad and raspberry 

lemonade. We handed over our menus and the waitress scurried off to another table. 

“Now, Brett was a great choice,” my mom continued and my eyes widened. 
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“How do you know about him?” I blurted out, stumbling over my words. I’d 

dated Brett the last year of college, a full two years after my mom died. My mom 

laughed. 

“Just because I died and have been up there” she pointed to the ceiling “doesn’t 

mean I don’t know what’s been going on down here. I told you; I’m always here for you. 

I always wondered why you left Brett when you did. He was perfect for you.” 

My cheeks heated as I stared at my hands on the table. I grabbed my napkin, 

unwrapped the silverware and started twisting the paper between my fingers. Leaving 

Brett just before graduation was the one regret I had. I’d loved Brett wholeheartedly. He 

became my reason for getting out of bed at a time when all I wanted to do was keep the 

covers pulled over my head. We were talking about marriage and a life together, a life 

that included a house full of kids.  

“I panicked,” I admitted quietly. “I didn’t know what it meant to be a woman 

without a mom, how to live without you. When we first started talking about marriage, I 

thought it was just a fanciful dream, but when I realized he was serious and wanted to 

have this life with me that we’d talked about I knew I had to get out of there. I didn’t 

know how to live my life on my own; even with Brett by my side, how could I live a life 

with him?” 

“Do you feel that way now?” I looked up and my mom continued. “Sometimes 

we are fortunate enough to get a second chance in life. When you’re home again, you 

should look up Brett and give him a call. He might have the same regret as you.” 

I shook my head. “No. I’m sure he’s married by now. That was three years ago, 

Mom, and Brett was a great catch. I’m sure someone’s already snatched him up.” 

“Call him anyway.” 

I sighed and refrained from rolling my eyes. Arguing further would be pointless. 

Besides, a small voice in the back of my head spoke up, if your mom has been watching 

over you how do you know she hasn’t been watching over Brett as well? I shot the voice 

down. It was just ridiculous to hold onto things that couldn’t possibly be true. 

The waitress brought our drinks and my mom continued to tell me her opinions of 

every man and boy I’d ever dated. The list was just long enough to get us through the 

meal, both of us laughing and crying over some of the crazier things I’d done in life. I 

couldn’t believe my mom knew about all of it; most of it had happened after her passing, 

when I’d tried to reinvent myself and headed down a dark downward spiral. Brett had 

been my salvation at the time. I realized with surprise that I missed him and I wondered if 

maybe what my mom suggested could be possible. I shook my head. Surely not; he was 

too good a guy not to be snatched up by now. 

My mom glanced at her watch again just as the waitress brought out the check. 

“Oh my, we have to hurry. We don’t want to be late,” she exclaimed as she grabbed her 

purse. She put some bills in with the bill and stood up. I stared at her with wide eyes. It 

was time to find out about the appointment she’d mentioned earlier. 

“Well, don’t just sit there. Let’s get going; we can’t be late,” she told me and I 

also got to my feet. We hurried out to her car and I vaguely realized the scenery had 

changed again. Gone was the city I’d grown up in, to be replaced by the town I now lived 

in. I glanced at the mall where I’d worked throughout high school as we hurried to her 

car. 
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“Do I get to know where we are going?” I asked as she pulled out of the mall 

parking lot. 

“We’ll be there soon enough,” was her reply and I settled back to enjoy the ride. 

I was surprised when my mom pulled into the parking lot of the church we’d 

joined once moving to this town. I hadn't been back since my mom’s funeral, even 

though I came back to the city after college. I stared at her, trepidation making my heart 

race within my chest, as she got out and told me to follow. What was going on? Why 

were we here? I slowly opened the door and shuffled out of the car. This was the last 

place I wanted to be. 

“Come on, Emily, there’s something I want to show you,” she told me as she 

came around the car and took my arm. I led her lead me to the front doors of the church. I 

stopped at the top of the steps and turned to my mom. 

“What are we doing here?” I asked. 

“I want to show you what I want for you. This is my gift to you, Emily.” 

“Mom, we don’t have to be here. Being with you today is already a gift, one I will 

treasure for the rest of my life.” 

“Let me show you this. I know you haven’t been here since my funeral but you 

have nothing to fear today. This is supposed to be a happy occasion.” 

I looked at her for a long moment, trying to find the catch in her words and action. 

There was none. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what kind of happy occasion my mom 

could be talking about. This church would always be associated with her death in my 

mind. I sighed and nodded, hesitantly reaching out to open the large wooden door. 

I gasped as the door shut behind us a moment later. We stood in the vestibule 

looking out into the nave, where the congregation would sit. The pews were decorated 

with large white bows made of ribbon and tulle. Bouquets of dark purple and lilacs 

decorated the bows and were placed throughout the church. A priest stood at the altar in 

the sanctuary. I moved across the vestibule to stand at the end of the aisle leading to the 

altar. As if on some magical cue, the wedding march began to play on an organ in the loft 

overhead. Tears sprang to my eyes as I turned back to my mom. 

“What is this?” I croaked as she smiled up at me, her hands on my arms. 

“This is what I want for you. I want you to be happy, to get married and to fill 

your house with children. I want you to live, Emily.” 

Tears slid down my cheeks as I turned to look out at the church again. Everything 

was so beautiful. It was perfect. I nodded as a fierce possessiveness came over me. I 

wanted this. I wanted to live the life my mom wanted for me. I wanted to live again. 

“Yes, Mom, okay, I will,” I agreed as I swiped at the tears. I choked on a laugh 

when they wouldn’t stop falling. My mom laughed with me as she pulled me close to her. 

Sunlight streamed through the stained glass window overhead and I knew it was time for 

her to go. A new sense of grief, this one filled with gratitude, washed over me and I 

hugged her fiercely one last time. 

“I love you, Mom,” I whispered against her neck. “Thank you for today.” 

She stepped back and cupped my cheek with her hand. “I love you, too, Emmy. 

Make me proud.” 

I nodded as she stepped into the light. I watched as she faded into the light. And 

then I was alone, but I didn’t feel alone. I felt loved. I felt whole in a way I hadn't felt in 

more than three years. I remembered the promise I’d made my mom about Brett and 
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hurried out of the church. I pulled open the heavy door and stepped out into the blinding 

sunlight. I blinked and shielded my eyes as I stopped at the top of the steps. I looked up at 

the sky and sent a silent prayer of thanks for the perfect day with my mom. 

“Emily?” I suddenly heard and couldn’t suppress a smile as I looked towards the 

voice. Somehow I had known this would happen. Thanks, Mom, I thought as I descended 

the stone steps. 

“Hi, Brett,” I greeted him. I stopped in front of him and openly drank him in. He 

hadn't changed much in the three years since I left him. He was a good six inches taller 

than me, had broad shoulders, brown hair and blue eyes. Those eyes crinkled at the 

corners as he smiled at me. 

“Emily, what are you doing here?” he asked and ran a hand over his face. “I 

mean, it’s good to see you again.” 

I laughed. “I could ask you the same thing,” I replied. “And it’s very good to see 

you again. What brings you to my town?” 

“I’m here on business. I work as a consultant for a contracting firm out of Atlanta. 

They’re talking about building a boardwalk along the lake. When they asked if I wanted 

the job, I remembered you had said you were from here, so I thought I might run into 

you.” He grinned. “I guess today is my lucky day.” 

“No, today is my lucky day,” I corrected him and reached for his arm. I stopped 

short. “You don’t have a wife who’s going to come after me, do you?”  

He chuckled. “I’ve been too busy to find a wife,” he replied. “Or maybe I’ve just 

been waiting for the one who got away.” 

I grinned up at him as I wound my arm around his. We started down the sidewalk. 

I couldn’t believe I was walking with him. This was so reminiscent of all the walks we’d 

taken while we were together that I stopped walking and looked up at him. 

“Brett, I’m sorry for what happened when I left you,” I apologized. He sighed like 

he’d known we were going to have this conversation. 

“Emily, you broke my heart when you left. I wanted to marry you, spend the rest 

of my life with you. I couldn’t understand why you would make all those plans with me 

only to leave me. It took me a long time to see what was really going on. I should have 

seen it then but I was too blinded by love. You weren’t a complete person; it was like 

your mom’s death left a hole in your chest. I needed to fix you and I thought that I had. I 

never should have talked about marriage and the future until you were ready for it.” 

I grinned up at him. “Well, I’m ready now,” I declared and the sun moved to 

shine down directly on us. I squinted into it as Brett wrapped his arms around me, 

pressing me close to his body. 

“Thank you,” he murmured before releasing me. 

“No, thank you. Thank you for waiting for me and for putting up with me when 

no one should have had to. You were the reason I got out of bed in those days. You’re 

also the one regret I’ve carried around since I left you. I want to make it right.” 

A boyish grin spread across his face, the same smile that made me fall in love 

with him four years ago. “Well, you can start by taking me out for coffee. I still haven’t 

found a place to get a decent cup around here,” he suggested and I laughed. 

“That sounds perfect.” We smiled at each other as we continued down the street. I 

sent another prayer of thanks up to my mom thanking her again for my perfect day. 
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THE ROGUE BEAR 

By Anastasia Cassella-Young 

 

Anna was living in an apartment at Bay Estates in Cherryfield, Maine. These were 

apartments that had a lot of elderly and disabled people living in them. They were 

formatted specifically for Anna’s needs. She lived alone with her son David. 

 

One day she met Bill. Bill was a very large man standing at 6’ 3” and weighing 

280 lbs. She started dating Bill after she met him in a grocery store at the deli while 

waiting on an order for roast beef for her favorite sandwiches. She noticed that his hazel 

eyes had a sparkle to them and instantly knew that they would hit it off. Possibly this was 

love at first sight. They got to talking and realized that they had several things in 

common. They liked hunting, fishing, hiking and canoeing just to mention a few. 

 

As they continued to talk Bill asked her out to dinner at the local Chinese 

restaurant; another thing they had in common was they liked the same foods. She and Bill 

started dating by seeing each other two to three times a week. Every Saturday night they 

would go dancing. This was another passion they had in common. As time went on Bill 

started spending some nights with her as well. He would cook a gourmet meal for her on 

the nights that he would come to stay over. 

 

Bill maintained his own apartment for nights when he would come home late and 

not wanting awaken Anna he would stay there instead, especially if he had to get up early 

the next morning. Anna was not a morning person without her first cup of coffee and 

waking up with Bill at 4:30 AM was simply out of the question because with her ADHD 

she couldn’t sleep once she had been woken up. Neither could she sleep in the daytime to 

catch up on her sleep unless she was ill with the flu or a bad cold. She just couldn’t 

handle not getting enough sleep. She would be grouchy until she caught up on her 

necessary sleep and Bill didn’t want to cause that at all. He endured most of her moods 

but the grouchy ones were hard to handle. 

 

After they had been dating for two years and Bill came over one night and they 

got into a discussion about marriage. 

 

Bill asked Anna “How do you feel about marriage?” 

 

Anna replied “Are you talking about you and me?” 

 

“Yes”, Bill replied. 

 

“I’d love to marry you Bill but as you know I have a lot of problems and I am not 

sure that you would want to deal with them.” 

 

Bill asked “What do you mean?” 
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Anna said “Well I’ve been thinking about you and I finally being married and I 

wrote out all of the problems I have. There will be the hospital stays that I endure as 

well.” 

 

Anna took out a list she had written because her intuition had told her that the 

time had come for marriage and handed it to Bill. The list contained all of her disabilities 

including physical and emotional issues. She wasn’t sure that Bill, although he had a 

wonderful, kind and sympathetic and empathetic disposition, could actually handle all of 

her disabilities. 

 

Bill read the list and asked “So, what is your point?” 

 

Anna replied “These are tough things to handle. Do you think you could handle 

my depression bouts? Sometimes I have to be hospitalized in order for them to get my 

medications straight. I usually stay a week at a time. Also, my physical disabilities 

prevent me from doing the things that I love. I can’t do much gardening. I just work go 

work my flower beds at the house I rent out which I can only attend to once or twice a 

week. I can’t lug wood either. My back just won’t allow me to do this. That’s why I 

rented out my house. There was too much physical labor to do that I couldn’t handle. 

Even sweeping and vacuuming are difficult for me. Standing at the kitchen sink for long 

periods of time also inhibits me from doing the dishes sometimes.” 

 

Bill said “I think that I can handle all of these with no problem. You are the 

woman I love.” 

 

Anna asked “What are your feelings about having kids? You know that I have had 

a hysterectomy and can’t have any children.” 

 

Bill said “Having children is not important to me. To tell you the truth I suspect 

that I am already a father as a woman I went out with had a child about nine months later. 

He looks like me but she says that I am not the father which keeps me from having to pay 

child support out of my meager wages. I’m surprised that with all of my trysts that I do 

not have more children out there somewhere.” 

 

Little did they know that a boy, Harold, would show up in their lives as his 

mother would tell him he was one of the men she thought was his father. 

 

They decided to continue the marriage conversation the next night after Bill got 

home and Ana would think about being married to Bill. 

 

Anna heard a knock at the door the next morning when Bill had already left for 

work. She answered the door and was surprisingly shocked because there stood a younger 

version of Bill. He was the spitting image of Bill when Bill was about 20 years old. She 

could tell this by the pictures she had seen from Bill’s mother when Bill was younger. 

 

Anna said “Hello, can I help you?” 
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Harold answered “Yes, does Bill live here? apartment.” 

 

Anna said “Yes, Bill lives here..” 

 

Harold replied “Well I believe that he is my father.” 

 

Anna looked at him in disbelief and wondered how this boy could believe that 

Bill was his father. She invited him in. 

 

Anna asked “Would you like a cup of coffee?” 

 

“Why yes, that would be nice.” Harold said. 

 

Anna set about making him a cup of coffee and asking him how he liked his 

coffee. 

 

His reply was “with lots of milk and two sugars.” 

 

Anna was again surprised as this was exactly the way that Bill took his coffee. It 

seemed this was another thing they had in common besides looks. 

 

Anna asked “How is it that you believe that Bill is your father?” 

 

“Well”, began Harold, “My mother, Tarra, said that she became pregnant after she 

had been seeing Bill for a few months. She didn’t tell him that she was pregnant but 

broke up their relationship. She just told him that she didn’t think they were right for each 

other. Bill didn’t know she was pregnant and never suspected. My mother said she didn’t 

know for sure that Bill was my father because she had been a little sick during their 

relationship and thought it was just the flu. When she discovered she was pregnant she 

thought it could have been Joe’s baby, the guy she had dated before my father.” 

 

“You call him your father but you don’t know for sure, do you?” asked Anna. 

 

“Well, my mother showed me a picture of him that they had taken when they 

went hiking on Someone told me that he lived in this Spring Falls Mountain. I think he 

looks like me. So I thought I’d look him up and see if he thought maybe I was his son.” 

 

He continued “I’d like to talk to him and see how he feels about this.” 

 

Anna told Harold that Bill would be home around 6:00 PM but that he would be 

ready for supper soon after that and head to bed but on Sunday he took the day off and 

that would be a good time to visit us. Harold agreed to come back on Sunday.  

 

That night Anna told Bill about the arrival of Harold and the conversation that 

they had. 
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Bill asked “Do you think he is my son?” 

 

Anna replied “Well there’s one thing for sure, he definitely looks like you did 

when you were 20 judging by the pictures that your mother has shown me. I think there is 

a good possibility that he is. Fortunately he is 20 years old and there is no reason for you 

to pay child support now, as if we would be able to afford that.” 

 

Bill and Ana went on to discuss the conversation that they had started the night 

before about getting married. With Harold in the picture they started to discuss their 

pasts. 

 

Anna said “Well our pasts are just that, our past. We don’t need to share stories of 

our past lives and romances as we have shared our experiences with each other so far.” 

 

“What about your parents?” asked Anna. 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

“Well how will they feel when you can’t have any grandchildren for them?” She 

asked. 

 

“It’s my life and they will understand that I love you.” He said. “Besides if indeed 

Harold is my son, which a DNA test would prove, then they would have a pre-made 

grandson.” 

 

Bill then got down on one knee and presented Anna with a gorgeous and large 

diamond and asked “Anna, will you marry me?” 

 

Anna started to cry and said “Of course I will marry you Bill, I love you very 

much.” 

 

During the two years that Bill and Anna had dated Anna had owned a house in the 

deep countryside of Cherryfield, Maine. She had rented it out when she decided to move 

into Bay Estates as living in an apartment alone was much easier than living in a two- 

story, 3 bedroom, 2 bath house by herself. With two wood stoves she could not handle 

the physical labor of stacking the wood in the basement and lugging it to the two wood 

boxes beside the stoves to keep up with the amount of wood she was burning. She also 

could not afford the upkeep of the various problems a house had on her meager disability 

check. Things such as the furnace, broken door frames, high electric bills (which were 

common with such a large house) and all the nice things that she wanted to furnish the 

house with. 

 

Anna knew that the renters were away on vacation and she was watching the 

house for them so Anna decided to take Bill out to see the ranch. It was then that they 

discovered that the renter’s had actually moved out and hadn’t had the oil drum filled. 

They arrived to find water spraying all over the downstairs as pipes had frozen and burst. 
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The water damage was so extensive Anna had to call the insurance company to file a 

claim. They decided they better have oil delivered first as that would probably be the first 

thing the adjuster would look at. They were able to have oil delivered that day. The 

adjuster came out the next day to survey the damage. The first thing he looked at was the 

fuel drum. He took a picture of the gauge to show that it had fuel in it when this 

happened. He wondered why the house looked so empty and Anna had to tell him that 

they didn’t have a lot of money so there weren’t many furnishings that she could afford at 

that time. Anna couldn’t tell him that the house had been vacated by the renter’s and that 

they had left the oil drum empty because they would not be able to get a claim and be 

able to afford the repairs that were necessary. 

 

Bill told the adjuster that he would do the labor part of the work at a reasonable 

rate with a helper which would be his father, Heman, as they both were in the handyman 

business together. The adjuster asked him to make out an estimate for the labor and the 

materials necessary to repair the damage. 

 

Once the estimate had been accepted by the adjuster; and Anna received a check, 

Anna, Bill nd Heman set about the hard task of repairing the pipes, walls and the furnace 

all which had been destroyed with the water damage. Heman had a very small build but 

was very strong. His receding hairline gave away his age. His hair was a mixture between 

dark brown and gray. His assistance was greatly needed as he too ran his own handyman 

business as well. Bill and he had worked on several jobs together and assisted each other 

all the time. 

 

This job would last them at least a week working every day from sun up to sun 

set. They kept plugging away at it until there was nothing left to do but paint the 

sheetrock and stain the tongue and groove boards that they had put up on the bottom half 

of the wall under a chair rail in the living room. Then Heman went back to his own work 

and left this for Bill and Anna to do. Bill also decided to remove the old, rusted metal 

housing over the hot water pipes which heated the living room with a wooden cover and 

stained that to match the tongue and groove boards and chair rail. 

 

Finally the living room and laundry rooms were complete and they could turn 

their full attention to the pipes and the welding that had to be done in the shop area. 

During this time, thankfully they had the apartment to live in because of course there was 

no water running until the pipes were finished. The only heat source at that time would be 

the wood stoves because the furnace heated the house by hot water piped to all the 

register. 

 

Harold showed up on the following Sunday as planned. He knocked at the door 

and Bill answered the door. He was shocked to see someone standing there that looked 

just like him. 

 

He said “You must be Harold.” 

 

Harold said “Yes, may I come in?” 
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Bill opened the door wide and made a sweeping motion with his right arm for 

Harold to enter the apartment. 

 

“So,” Bill started “Tarra told you that I might be your father? I wonder why she 

thinks Harold said “Well at the time you two were dating she was sick with what she 

thought was the flu.” 

 

Bill said “I remember that, it was soon after that that we broke up.” 

 

Harold said “Yes, and it was about that time that she realized she didn’t have the 

flu but was indeed pregnant. She didn’t want to tell you because she thought the baby 

was the man’s that she dated before you and she didn’t want to worry you without 

knowing.” 

 

“Well,” Bill said “There’s only one way to know for sure. We can have a DNA 

test done to establish paternity.” 

 

Bill then said “Well, I don’t make a lot of money so we would have to wait until I 

could save enough for the DNA testing as it is very expensive. My insurance won’t cover 

such a thing.” 

Harold said “That is fine. I make a good living and I could also help pay for the 

testing as well.” 

 

It was agreed that in a year’s time they would be able to save enough for the DNA 

testing. In the meantime they agreed to get to know each other. Bill really did believe that 

Harold was his son. 

 

During the time that Heman and Bill had been working on the house to repair the 

damage Anna had set about planning the wedding. Talking to Bill about it every night 

and keeping him well informed as to the plans being made. It was decided that they 

would have a church wedding and invite all their friends and relatives to join them in 

their happy day. Relatives came from as far as Connecticut. During this time she had help 

from Bill’s mother Josephine. Josephine was a thin, wiry woman and very helpful. She 

has a short haircut. Her hair color was that of salt and pepper meaning she had grey hair 

mixed amongst her natural dark color, a dark brown, almost black color. 

 

She had the most gorgeous green eyes with beautiful eyebrows to match. She had 

divorced Heman quite some years ago and had remarried a wonderful man. Heman too 

had remarried since the divorce to a beautiful woman who was tall, had a healthy build 

and shock white hair. She never dyed her hair as she loved the clean, white look of her 

own natural color. Her eyes were the color of chocolate. Bessie, Herman’s wife, asked if 

she could help with the wedding too and of course the answer was yes as Josephine and 

Anna could use all the help they could get as it was decided to have a big wedding. 
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The women were very helpful in assisting Anna in ordering the flowers and 

picking out her dress. They had a ladies’ road trip to Ellsworth and made a day of it. They 

had lunch together at The Garden Restaurant which served Italian food. 

The dress they helped her pick out was one of white, with a lace front upper half, 

and a high collar. It had long flowing pleats around the bottom and a beautiful train. It 

was beaded around the high collar and at the end of the long, slender sleeves. The women 

just loved picking out this gown. They found a store that sold wedding dressed, brand 

new, for ninety-nine dollars and couldn’t’ believe that they found such a wonderful gown 

for so little of a price. They also arranged for the fitting of the tuxedos for the men for the 

next day. The men had to leave their job at hand for the day in order to travel to Ellsworth 

which was an hour away and the only closest city that rented tuxedos. It was in the same 

shop where the ladies found the wedding dress and the tuxedo rental prices were very 

affordable. They had their fittings and then came home to continue to work on the re-

construction of the downstairs level of the ranch. 

 

They had purchased sheetrock, tape, plaster, wall paint, and wood to put around 

the bottom of the walls. They first had to remove all the damaged sheetrock and wet 

insulation which went into contractor bags to go to the town dump as that was the only 

means by which to get rid of household and other garbage in these small towns. 

 

The town dump was a landfill project going on and as the garbage went into the 

landfill they would cover it up with dirt. Sometimes they would burn some of the garbage 

and wooden construction materials to create more room before being able to backfill the 

piles of garbage. 

 

Bill and Heman had done their best to re-create a living room downstairs and 

repair the damage before the wedding so that Bill and Anna might be able to rent the 

house out again. Anna had decided to have their living room downstairs in what used to 

be a spare bedroom but as it had a woodstove in it its use would be better as a living 

room. The living room upstairs would become a sitting room as it was a much smaller 

room. 

 

Anna and Bill had a large lavish wedding in the Catholic Church in their town. It 

was then that they decided they could afford the house together on their monies that they 

would move into the ranch house instead of renting it out. It was situated on 4 acres, and 

the double story ranch house would give them more than enough room to do the things 

that they wanted to do. So it was decided that they would give their landlord a thirty day 

notice that they were moving out and set about the task of packing up Anna’s apartment 

and then they would go pack up Bill’s apartment and move their things into the ranch. 

 

They packed each room of their apartments as Bill had to keep his apartment until 

the wedding because he couldn’t “live” with Anna in her apartment so he kept his 

apartment to stay in when he couldn’t stay at Anna’s. They packed their boxes and 

marked which rooms the boxes belonged in so that they could put the boxes into the 

appropriate rooms in the house to make unpacking easier. This took them several days as 

they were very meticulous about their packing. 
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Joining two households was going to be a chore. They both had full kitchens, 

bedrooms, living rooms and Bill had enough tools to fill the basement area for his 

woodshop. Ana and he had enough furniture in their living room and bedrooms to fill the 

living room which they set up downstairs, a sitting room they had prepared upstairs, a 

spare bedroom, an office and a dining room. There was enough extra so that they decided 

to have a yard sale with all the duplicate furnishings that they didn’t need. Anna wanted 

an individual office in one of the spare bedrooms. Bill wanted the basement for all of his 

tools and various machines that he used for woodworking and his construction jobs. He 

started his own handyman business without his father soon after they moved in. 

 

They had to use the town dump to get rid of their garbage and so when the 

garbage cans were full they would bag up the garbage and set it out on the large, wooden 

deck that surrounded the back of the house from the side door to the sliders in the dining 

room. It had a bench that ran along the all the sides of the deck which was L shaped, the 

bottom of the L was along the side door of the house and the longer part was along the 

back of the house to just past the sliders. It was made of pressure treated wood and 

stained to prevent rotting and to match the house which was a dark red stain with white 

trim around the doors and windows. 

 

The previous owner and builder of the home had driven a car through the garage 

doors in the basement during a very heavy snowstorm, by accident of course, and then 

replaced the garage doors with sliders into what was now known as the shop. The area 

around the doors needed to be stained as there were just bare shingles surrounding the 

sliders. Bill and Anna went to the hardware store and purchased the matching stain and 

stained the shingles around the new doors. This made the house all one color now. 

 

The winter season was coming upon them quickly. It was decided that it was time 

to lay in some wood for the winter season. They had purchased three cords of wood and 

now took on the task of splitting the wood and stacking it in the basement in large tiers 

from floor to ceiling. Heman had no jobs except for a couple of small things to do for a 

friend once or twice a week. When he wasn’t doing this he assisted Bill. Anna helped as 

best as she could as her disabilities stemming from her back and neck would allow her to 

only work for short periods of time. This was a time consuming task that they worked at 

most of each day for a week. Bill and Heman did most of the work. 

 

Every now and again Harold would show up and assist them. He was a strong 

strapping boy, well a young man, but Anna called him a boy even at his age of 20. 

 

Every once in awhile Bill’s dad, Heman, would not be able to come over and help 

on because he had a few miscellaneous jobs at his long time friend’s camp that he was 

hired to do once or twice a week. So on his day’s off from work at the camp he’d come 

and spend the day with Bill assisting him where Anna could not help much. Anna, Bill 

and Heman would work side by side running the wood splitter and lugging the wood into 

the basement as long as Anna could stand the work then she would go inside and clean 

the house a little and kept the men supplied with cold beer throughout the days. 
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During the fall season Anna would tend to her flower gardens surrounding the left 

corner of the house that ran from beside the front door all the way around the corner to 

the steps that ran up to the edge of the L shaped deck when she was unable to assist Bill 

and Heman any more. She also had several bird feeders in the front and back yards as 

there were always finches, sparrows, blue jays, and humming birds looking for food. 

There had to be a special feeder for the finches as they ate thistle seeds. The humming 

birds had to have humming bird food which was sweet, sugary water that gave them 

energy for their high energetic lives. They were also storing up their food sources for 

their migration south. Soon it would be time to take down the feeders. If the feeders were 

left out the hummingbirds would stay too long and not make their migratory runs on time. 

 

One day Anna went out to put a bag of garbage onto the deck when she saw that 

something had gotten into the garbage. Later that night, when Bill returned from one of 

his jobs, she told him that she thought the neighborhood cats had been into the garbage as 

it had ripped open a bag and she had to re-bag it to keep the mess from blowing around 

the yard. It soon became apparent that this was happening on a nightly basis and they 

now began to think it was probably a raccoon. It seemed that the neighbor’s cats always 

were in their yard probably to catch the squirrels, chipmunks or birds that came to the 

various feeders so that is why they first thought it was a cat or cats. 

 

They could not figure out who was the culprit in making these messes and 

decided that they would need to purchase some garbage cans but their money was tight 

and they decided they would have to wait. 

 

In the early mornings Anna would go out and sit on the deck with her coffee. She 

watched as the male humming birds would protect the different feeders from other males. 

Then she would watch as the females approached them to feed. The chipmunks and 

squirrels were always getting into her feeders that were on the Shepherd pole out front so 

she had had to grease the pole to keep them from climbing up and destroying the plastic 

on the feeders. She would put out two trays full of bird seed every morning to allow them 

to be able to eat and so that they would leave the bird feeders alone. Sometimes they 

would come almost up to her as if to say thank you. Anna even talked to a particular 

chipmunk and tried to feed him peanuts. He would come close enough to take one out of 

her hands but never quite dared to reach out and take it so Anna would set it on the 

railing of the deck and he would come very close to her to get it while she talked to it. 

The chipmunk didn’t seem to mind her talking to him. 

 

The humming birds often buzzed around her head as if also saying thank you. 

One day this one particular humming bird was hovering just outside her office window 

looking in. She loved this and wondered what was up. She went outside to see what was 

going on and realized that the humming bird feeders were all empty. This now became a 

tradition when the feeders were empty. She would know because they would come to her 

office window and hover outside as if to say they are empty again. She began to love the 

humming birds very much and would talk to them outside and they would seem to listen 

as they stayed near and didn’t fly away as if frightened. This was a beautiful thing for 

Anna. 
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On several occasions when Bill did not have to go to work early he would sit out 

on the deck with Anna and they would have their morning coffee together. They enjoyed 

the view of the oak, maple and birch trees which were all over the property from their 

seats on the deck. The deck had benches to sit on running around the entire length of it 

making it easy to sit and enjoy the woods surrounding the property. 

 

One day Anna and Bill were hiking on the property behind their house when they 

came upon a man cutting wood. He was not clear cutting but cutting down the trees that 

were damaged and clearing away the undergrowth which prevented hikers and animals 

from being able to pass through his acreage. He was also making brush piles that were 

conducive to wild birds for nesting. Anna and Bill talked to him for a while and 

discovered that he was the son of the man who purchased the property from the mother of 

the man that Anna had purchased the house from.  

 

His name was Dale. He was a very muscular, tall man weighing about 180 lbs. He 

had brown hair and brown eyes. He had been working up back for quite sometime as 

Anna and Bill had heard his chainsaw running every day. They discovered that he had 

had the acreage surveyed and marked out the edge of his property adjacent to their own. 

They returned home to see what the markers looked like. 

 

Anna and Bill decided that they would cut a clear path around the property just 

inside the markers for a good walking trail and began that day. They laid the logs cut 

from the various trees they cleared onto the edge of each side of the path. This made the 

path a clear way to walk around the property. Four acres is a lot to walk around. They cut 

out the trees that were broken and dying. They didn’t want to clear cut as they enjoyed 

having the trees around them. They cleared just enough to be able to see the wildlife that 

walked around the property during the day. Every now and again they would see a deer 

walking through the trees to get to higher ground feeding as it went along. They were 

proud to have kept it so beautiful for the wildlife. They never suspected that they might 

have opened their home up to anything more than deer and birds. 

 

Bill’s sister, Ramona came in from Boston and needed a place for her and her 

boyfriend, Mark, to stay so he invited them to stay with Bill and Anna. They all had a 

few drinks together as they stayed up long into the night talking and catching up. 

 

The next morning they all joined each other out on the deck in the sun to enjoy 

their morning coffee. Bill’s sister Ramona couldn’t help but remark how wonderful the 

property was and was overjoyed to see the hummingbirds buzzing about them as if they 

didn’t mind them being out on the deck while they were feeding. They stayed two days 

before returning to Boston. Bill and Anna had enjoyed their visit very much so and 

invited them back to stay anytime. 

 

Anna’s sister Angela, who had the wildest, naturally curly dark brown hair with 

brown eyes to match was suddenly getting a divorce from her husband after 20 years. She 

asked if she could stay with them until she found a place to live. Anna and Bill discussed 
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it and thought they had enough room for her to stay and offered her the downstairs living 

room for her as a bedroom as it had a futon that she could sleep on and pull up into a 

couch by day. Angela started moving her stuff in. Day by day her boxes grew in number. 

Although Angela enjoyed being there she grew tired of being out in the country away 

from the city of Ellsworth which she had lived in most of her adult life. 

 

Angela began staying away for long periods of time. She would stay with other 

people, her best friend Victoria and boyfriends as she called them. When she did come 

home to Bill and Anna’s house she only stayed for a short time. She basically was using 

them for a storage unit is the way Bill and Anna felt. Angela’s boxes soon started 

invading Bill’s workshop. Bill didn’t like this at all and Anna agreed with him. Anna said 

she would have a discussion with Angela when she next came home. 

 

One day Anna came home from her doctors’ appointments when she discovered 

Angela was home. She went down and knocked on the door and entered when Angela 

invited her in. To Anna’s chagrin there was dope out on the table. She was unsure of 

what kind it was. She didn’t like this very much at all and told Angela that she didn’t 

allow that kind of happenings going on in her home and if Angela didn’t like it she could 

take her things and get out. Angela left in a hurry and disgruntled. 

 

Angela called a few days later and said she had decided to move in with one of 

her boyfriends and that she would be around to collect her stuff and put it into storage in 

his garage. Weeks came and went while Bill’s shop was still being invaded and he and 

Anna decided that they would let Angela know that this was unacceptable. They told her 

to come get her stuff as she had promised or they would have a yard sale with it to pay 

storage fees for them storing her stuff. 

 

Angela arrived one week later with two pick up trucks and went downstairs with 

her daughter and her boyfriend to pack up her belongings. She didn’t say a word to Anna 

the entire time. When Anna asked for her keys to the house, Angela handed them to her 

daughter to give to Anna. She left without speaking any words to Anna. 

 

Anna found out that Angela had been drugging and drinking very heavily even 

before her divorce. She didn’t hear anything from Angela again. She only heard from 

Angela’s son that she kept getting into trouble and was barely keeping her head above 

water. 

 

One day the phone rang and it was the Sheriff’s Department of Ellsworth looking 

for Angela. 

 

“This is Deputy Harris from the Hancock County Sheriff’s Office and I am 

looking for Angela, is she there?” he asked. 

 

Anna told him “Angela doesn’t live her any more. We had a falling out because of 

her drugging and drinking and I haven’t seen or heard from her for six weeks now.” 
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Anna continued by asking “Is she all right? Did something happen to her?” 

 

Deputy Harris said “This call isn’t to inform you that anything has happened to 

her, we just need to serve some papers on her.” 

 

Anna said “I wish I could be of more help. Maybe you can call her ex-husband 

Bob and see if he has more information on her whereabouts than I do.” Anna gave him 

the number with a saddened heart. She knew that Angela had gotten into trouble before 

about drugs and had come up on some charges so she wondered if Angela had been 

busted again. 

 

She knew that Angela still had some of her stuff in storage at her ex-husband’s 

house and would pop in every now and again to retrieve something she had packed away. 

 

Thus life went on without any communications with Angela which saddened 

Anna very much. She missed her sister so much. So Anna continued her life as though 

nothing had happened in hopes to hear from Angela when she had cooled off a bit. 

 

One particular morning Anna had gone out onto the deck to refill her bird feeders. 

Bill had not yet gone to work and was pouring himself a cup of coffee from the coffee pot 

on the counter to the right of the sink. After Anna went into the house and went 

downstairs to the living room to watch the morning news and drink her coffee, her 

husband who was still standing at the kitchen sink hollered “Baby, you need to come see 

this!” 

 

She questioned “What?” 

 

He said, “You are not going to believe this but there is a bear out there and he had 

to have been just below the deck when you were outside. 

 

Anna came running up the stairs. Sure enough just below where she had been 

standing was a black bear. He wasn’t extremely huge but large enough to put a worry in 

you. They judged him to be about three years old by his size. 

 

Anna said, “Yes, he must’ve been standing just below me when I was refilling the 

feeders. Look at him, he’s about to come up the steps!” 

 

The glass slider door was open and there was only the screen door between them 

and the wild bear. Anna ran to get her digital camera. She took a picture through the 

screen which did not come out very clearly. Her husband slid the sliding screen door 

open. Anna had no idea why they opened the screen door but for the excitement of the 

moment. 

 

The bear looked up and thankfully, lucky for Anna and Bill, he started to walk 

away. At this time Anna took a few more pictures of the bear sauntering up the path he 

had worn in the woods. 



25 

 

They figured they probably scared it so it wouldn’t be back any time soon. It 

became quite evident that he had visited them before judging by the wear on the trail. 

Evidently he had been the one in the garbage bags before; when they thought the 

neighbor’s cats or the raccoons had gotten into it because the garbage was torn open 

again on the deck. The garbage had kept being continually strewn about the deck. The 

bear had a well worn path through the small evergreens to the larger path that Bill and 

Anna used to go up to the mountain to hike and hunt. There was evidence he had been in 

the garbage that night. Fortunately he had not ripped through the screen door which had 

been opened all night to keep fresh air flowing throughout the warm house. 

 

Bill and Anna took the garbage into the cellar to prevent the bear from being 

drawn to the house to see what food he could rustle up. 

 

The next night Anna insisted that they close the screen door and the glass slider. 

But they had left the slider unlocked. Come morning they discovered they had a visitor 

again when Tom had come to take Bill out on his boat. 

 

Tom asked, “What the hell happened to your deck?” Where Bill and Anna had not 

gone out on the deck yet that morning they had no clue as to what Tom meant. 

 

Upon further inspection they found that the screen door had been ripped off of its 

housing and the barbecue grill had been pulled over onto the deck spilling out the charred 

remains of barbecue sauce. Again the evidence proved that the bear was the villain. Bill 

took the screen door, bent it back into shape the best way that he could and placed it back 

into its housing. Anna pulled the grill up off of the deck and rearranged things back to 

where they had been when they went to bed last evening. She realized then that she had 

left the aluminum foil on the grill from the previous night; covered with barbecue sauce. 

That was Anna’s big mistake as these are the types of things attracted bears to all the 

various properties in our small country neighborhood. 

 

Anna then cleaned up the messy grill. Taking off the barbecue sauce covered 

aluminum foil. When she went out to refill her bird feeders she had hanging and the trays 

on the railing she discovered that the bear had gotten into them as well. He had chewed 

and clawed out several of the openings with their perches on two of the tall, cylinder 

feeders. Anna also noticed that the suet cage which had been hanging in the near vicinity 

was missing. She couldn’t find it in the lawn so she and Bill assumed that the bear had 

lugged it off into the woods. 

 

Bill and Anna became frightened of this new guest. He was now considered a 

rogue bear. Usually they became rogue bears after they threatened a human being or tried 

to get into a home or camp. Bill and Anna called the Wildlife Game Warden. They were 

told that state funds had been cut so they would have to call a trapper. The trapper would 

probably have a live trap to catch the bear in and relocate him 30-40 miles away to 

natural surroundings, but also away from homes and camps. The trapper was happy to 

bring out a live trap. A live trap was so that you could attract the bear into the trap and 
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the door would slam shut and keep it alive. The trap would be baited with sweets like old 

donuts and chocolate and strawberry syrups to draw the bear in. 

 

The trap sat there for four days while the smaller animals cleaned out the bait. 

There was no evidence of the bear being in the trap nor had he gotten trapped in it. 

 

Then a few days later they got a call from their neighbor’s Joan and Scott. The 

bear had attacked one of their dogs and killed it. Bill and Anna were on the extensions 

together while they listened to the whole horrible story. Then they told Joan and Scott 

about the incidents that had been happening around their house. Joan and Scott told Bill 

and Anna to shoot it if they could, because they were concerned about human safety now 

since the bear had killed their precious family pet. They admitted that they had not 

actually seen the bear just the aftermath of the attack as they were not home at the time 

and that was enough. 

 

Now it seemed to Bill and Anna that they were discovering a pattern in the bear’s 

visits. It seemed that he always showed up at their house or near it on Sundays or 

Mondays. 

 

The night they received the call from Joan and Scott Bill and Anna shut the 

sliding glass door and the screen door. They were heavy sleepers and had not heard the 

bear any other night. They were frightened that he would get into the house. The Warden 

had informed them that if they had a gun they should load it and keep it handy. Having a 

rogue bear gave them justice to shoot him out of bear hunting season. So they loaded the 

12 gauge and stood it against the wall next to the bed. They figured if the bear got in the 

house they would be able to reach the gun before he got to the bedroom. In a small town 

in Downeast Maine where in the woods the forest of Maine grows wild, there are many 

animals that can visit you. 

 

On one particular Sunday morning Joe and his wife, Belle, and Anna and Bill 

were all sitting on the deck and their dog was sitting quietly beside them. All of a sudden 

the dog jumped up, barking. They all looked up to see a bear coming through the woods, 

charging them. It was definitely a mother bear as there was a cub at her side until she 

charged them. All this time they were thinking it was a male bear until they saw the cub. 

 

Anna grabbed the dog and brought him into the master bedroom and closed the 

door. Anna started to run back to the kitchen and realized she had forgotten the gun. She 

ran back to the master bedroom for the 12 gauge shotgun. As she opened the bedroom 

door, the dog ran past her down the hall; heading for the deck because he knew the bear 

was outside. Meanwhile Joe and Belle, the couple with them, ran into the house. Bill ran 

to get the dog without thinking. 

 

Within seconds Anna was out on the deck and aimed the gun at the bear and fired. 

The bear went down and got back up. It started up through the mountain trail at the back 

of the property with her cub following close behind. At the same time an ATV (all terrain 

vehicle or four wheeler as they are called) came riding down through the mountain path. 
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The bear ran past the ATV and Anna ran up the trail after the bear. Her cub was 

still close behind her. The cub was confused and didn’t know what to do so it followed its 

mom. Now everyone was chasing the bear through the woods after she charged them. 

The people on the ATV had been out hunting and decided to turn around and chase the 

bear with them. They were all hot on her trail. 

 

They had all ignored the cub because they were after the mother who had been 

terrorizing the ranch. She had come to the house on four separate occasions that they 

knew of. Each time she had visited she caused some sort of destruction to their garbage 

or to their home. Those nights that she was out there the dog had barked but Bill and 

Anna didn’t pay attention to it because they figured it was a cat or a raccoon getting into 

the garbage. 

 

Now the bear and her cub disappeared into the deep woods of the forest. Not to be 

found by any of them. However, they knew the bear would be back as it tracked a trail 

around the various neighbor’s yards as well. Bill and Anna had heard there was a bear 

bothering another neighbor down their quiet country road. 

 

Rest is out of the question for them, as they knew she would be back with or 

without her cub. After all she had come to the ranch on at least four separate occasions 

that they knew of. Getting into the garbage was the first of the visits that Bill and Anna 

became aware of. 

 

On the second visit she destroyed a bird feeder and licked the bird seed trays 

clean. Bill and Anna had left the slider open with the screen door pulled shut. It was a 

wonder that she didn’t try to get into the house. Anna’s was in its cage right there by the 

door and the bear didn’t smell it. Bill and Anna had decided where we were heavy 

sleepers they had better lock the slider door for their own protection. On the third visit 

she had come up onto the deck and tried to get into the grill. Anna had forgotten to clean 

it from the night before. The bear ended up tipping over the grill when she couldn’t get 

into it. Then she grabbed the screen door and pulled it off the frame. She had put three 

claw marks in the screen and bent it out of shape. The next morning Bill and Anna had 

company, it was Tom, he asked what the heck happened to the deck? It was a mess. Bill 

and Anna hadn’t heard a thing. 

 

On the fourth visit the bear had attacked a bird feeder out on the clothesline. It 

was just above Anna’s small garden of tomatoes and peas. She ended up smashing the 

tomato cages as he was trying to get the bird feeder. Once the bear got the bird feeder 

down it landed in her garden. She crashed through the tomato cages to get to the feeder 

which had fallen between the tomatoes and the peas. She ended up squishing some of her 

peas. That was the time that Bill had heard the bear out there and went to get the gun. It 

was around 2:00 AM when he heard some rustling and grunting going on outside the 

open bedroom window. 
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He had jacked a shell into the chamber before he left the bedroom. By the time he 

got out onto the deck the bear was gone. Bill and Anna guessed the bear had heard the 

jacking of the shell into the gun as it started to run up the path into the dark of the night. 

Bill was unable to get a shot off. They also knew that this bear must’ve been shot at 

before if it realized what the sound was when Bill jacked the shell into the chamber of the 

gun. 

 

Bill and Anna decided that we would leave the birdseed out and wait for her to 

come back. They would be prepared for her and would shoot her on site even if she was 

on the deck. Then they would try to trap the cub in the live trap as the cub would be 

looking for food as the mother had taught it. It would be relocated 30-40 miles away and 

they were certain that the cub was old enough to survive on its own. They will probably 

see the mother bear again this coming Sunday or Monday, which were the days that she 

usually ended up coming on as it was probably one of her stops on her trail that she 

followed. 

 

Bill and Anna would wait for the next visit from the bear until she returns on her 

regular run through our long, quiet country lane and neighbor’s yards. Maybe they will 

get her this time so she doesn’t try to get into their home again. 

 

A week later on Sunday, just like clockwork, Anna was awakened by the sound of 

shuffling and snorting sounds but this time they were within the house. She grabbed the 

gun and hid in the master bedroom’s bathroom. All of a sudden she realized she had 

forgotten to wake up Bill. The sounds got closer and closer. They had not heard the bear 

smashing the glass in the sliding door and now he was coming down the hallway. Bill 

was still asleep on the bed and was snoring like a bear. Anna wondered if that was what 

was attracting the bear to the bedroom. 

 

In came the bear and started snuffling around Bill. Bill wasn’t moving just 

snoring. The bear got up onto the king size bed and lay down beside Bill. Anna was 

petrified as she stood inside the master bedroom bathroom behind the closed door. She 

could barely breathe. She waited what seemed an awfully long time and quietly opened 

the bathroom door. 

 

She spied the bear on the bed beside Bill as if this was a natural thing for the bear 

to do. She raised the gun and fired it. BANG! Straight into the body of the bear it went. 

Bill jumped high out of the bed right onto his feet. The bear rose up and Anna fired again. 

BANG! This time she hit him behind the shoulder near the heart. He dropped on to the 

bed like a rock. There was blood everywhere. Bill, still half asleep, wondering what the 

heck was going on and why he was wet with blood. The television was the only noise in 

the room. Anna just stood there frozen in place in disbelief at what had just happened. 

 

Bill finally woke up enough to realize what had happened. He went over to Anna 

and grabbed a blanket off the foot of the bed and wrapped her in it; gently prying the gun 

out of her hand taking it away from her. He walked Anna to the kitchen table and sat her 

down in a chair to go make her a cup of tea. While the water was getting hot he called the 
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trapper and told him that Anna had shot the bear after it had gotten into the house. This 

was when he noticed the slider had been smashed and he hadn’t even heard it. He told the 

trapper that Anna had shot the bear in the house while he was sleeping because the bear 

had smashed the glass out of the slider, came in and had gotten into their bedroom. 

 

In about half an hour the trapper arrived with a couple of men to remove the 

carcass. They also loaded up the live trap. Anna still seemed to be in shock until they 

came through the kitchen with the bear’s carcass. She suddenly fell apart. She started 

crying and shaking. She could not believe that this had actually happened. Maybe she 

thought she was dreaming 

 

After Bill went into the bedroom to get extra blankets from the blanket chest he 

put Anna to bed in the spare room. He then started to clean up the broken glass. He was 

thankful that the bear was dead but now his concern turned to the fact that all they had no 

way to keep out the night and wild life as the bear had destroyed both the glass slider and 

screen door. 

 

Bill finished cleaning the mess and made himself a cup of tea and sat at the 

kitchen table. He heard Anna rolling around in the bed making whimpering sounds. He 

believed she was having nightmares about the night. 

 

The next day Bill ordered new sliding glass and screen doors and installed them. 

Anna would not leave the house. She was petrified because of what had happened with 

the bear and didn’t want to run into another bear outside. 

 

Anna wouldn’t even work in her garden. She had gone to visit her therapist and 

the therapist told her it is called Post Traumatic Stress and if she couldn’t get out into her 

garden she should at least try to sit on the deck and relax. It took Anna three visits with 

the therapist before she could go outside and sit on the deck and then it was only in the 

heat of the day when Bill had said the bear would not come out during the heat because it 

would be too hot for it with its heavy fur. Anna would also have the dog beside her 

because a dog’s sense of smell would allow him to warn her if something was coming 

long before she would see it. 

 

A year later Anna still would not sit outside in the fresh air on the deck in the 

cooler days. Anna and Bill had purchased a screen tent and Anna was afraid to go out and 

sit in it alone without Bill being there with her. Anna had become afraid of the wildlife 

she so desperately wanted to preserve the acreage for. The dog continues to bark 

occasionally at night but to Bill and Anna’s knowledge there has never been another bear 

at the ranch since the incident of the rogue bear. 
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Kitty and the Midnight Hour 
By Carrie Vaughn 
 
 
Kitty is a DJ at a radio station in Denver who accidentally 
opens up her phone lines for hurting and misguided 
supernatural beings. Kitty is also a werewolf who knows 
more than a little about her callers issues. I absolutely loved 
her as a human and a DJ but the wolf side of her I hated, 
at least for more than half the book. 
 
She willingly took the submissive wolf role and allowed 
even the alpha wolf to use her body like she was a sex toy 
because that was the way it was her pack. She spend a lot 
of time cowering in the presence of other wolves and it 
made me rather sick. 
 
As the book progresses she grows a backbone which leads 
me to believe the series will be great. The writing style is 

great and the book is packed full of action. I especially love the way she changes perspective when 
Kitty turns wolf. Kitty’s wolf form is in the third person and near the end of the book her wolf is 
awesome. 
 
After Kitty’s show becomes a great success she starts to deal with contracts to kill her, disorder in 
her pack and a serial murder. She actually becomes friends with the man hired to kill her and even 
teams up with some vampires to deal with a cult that is believed to heal supernatural conditions. 
 
I really liked this book despite not liking Kitty’s wolf side the first half of the book. In the end it 
was obvious that was not going to be the case in the next books. I give this book four stars out of 
five.  
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Marked  
By P.C Cast and Kristin Cast 
 

This was one of those dark novels that I couldn’t put down. The 
story is a about a human turned vampire with a strange twist making 
her one of a kind. Humans are marked as teenagers and sent to 
Hours of Night schools where they spend their time studying and 
changing into full fledged vampires. I actually enjoyed the story a lot 
despite the fact I did not find that the characters very likable. They 
felt like snotty teenagers to me the whole time except maybe Stevie 
Ray the best friend of the main character. 
 
 

The story follows Zoey through her change from fledgling into a vampire. Zoey is thrust into a 
new life after being marked. She has to leave her family and friends to move into the House of 
Night or die. When she arrives Stevie Ray and her friends accept her into their group. 
 
She also makes enemies as quickly as she makes friends. Zoey and her friends are appalled by the 
actions of Aphrodite the leader of the Dark Daughters, an extremely important school club. Zoey 
and Aphrodite become enemies for a variety of reasons you will have to read to find out. 
 
Zoey also struggles with love issues, her human ex-boyfriend won’t leave her alone, and she begins 
to fall for a fledgling. She also struggles with being different than all other fledglings. There is so 
much thought put into the story that it just keeps drawing you in and you can’t wait to see what 
happens next. 
 
I would highly recommend this book with 4 out of 5 stars. Over all I thought it had a great 
storyline that is what captivated me and made me feel like I just couldn't stop reading. This book 
holds plenty of twists and turns in the plot and it moves quickly, and never leaves you feeling like 
it is getting old. 
 
There are, however a lot of things in the book that might be offensive to many people especially 
considering it is marketed to young adults. There was foul language, some mild sexual situations, 
many things that people relate to witchcraft, and a serious disdain for religious people.  
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AUTHOR:  Terry Ledwell    
Publisher: MLR Publishers in association with The dream of our children ebook 
TITLE:  Emerse 

Terry Ledwell’s Poetry book shows that once you can touch another 
human being with words, there is nothing deeper but the love that 
accompanies it. Words can penetrate places that even darkness can't. 
 Tony Angelo 
 
REVIEW:   

 
 
4 bookmarks 

Tony Angelo, Reviewer 
Interview of Terry Ledwell 
Terry was born in the Philadelphia to a hardworking, southern bread mother of four.  He believes 
words are one of the most beautiful tools at our disposal. Being a paternal twin and having no 
brothers in his immediate family, Terrence grew up with three sisters and fatherless. Early on he 
had to figure life out for himself through the eyes of caring women who helped raise him. They 
did the best they could, there was no man around to help express what a man should be.  
 
Although he lacked a father, he had plenty of father figures throughout his life. The different point 
of views, personalities and teachings, helped in the way he approached a lot of situations with 
feeling instead of just action. Terrence's dream is to one day give back something to the world that 
actually means something more than some monetary gesture. He believes words are one of the 
most beautiful tools at our disposal to communicate, if one knows how to portray in words, what 
they feel in their heart.  
 
Once you can touch another human being with words, there is nothing deeper but the love that  
accompanies it. Words can penetrate places that even darkness can't.  
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TITLE: New Self  New World Recovering Our Senses in the 
Twenty-first Century 
AUTHOR: Philip Shepard 
REVIEW:   
 
Mr. Philip Shepherd's book, which I will abbreviate as “New Self  
New World”, is a refreshingly encompassing look at the human 
sense of self  and how that self-connects with the universe.  His 
central thesis has been touted by a diverse pool of  philosophical 
and religious ideas, but Shepherd is one of  few individuals who have 
drawn upon all facets of  human experience to help others get out 
of  their heads and in touch with the universe.  Far from the usual 

New Age work, this opus takes the tenants of  everything from anthropology to quantum physics to 
trace humanity's journey as we went from gut-driven children of the universe to prisoners of  
analysis attempting to assert dominance over the universe's harmony.  We, according to the author, 
over analyze everything in an effort to essentially create a series of  reference labels instead of 
experiencing our world. 
 
Shepherd takes a unique approach to releasing the reader from her habit of  over scrutiny by 
introducing Being.  It is from Being, feeling yourself  and the world in the present, which should 
direct humanity and the brain which should do the work.  As it stands, in Shepherd's mind, 
humanity has cut its head off  to operate independently from Being centered in the gut, as in gut-
feeling, making it operate as both decider and doer. 
 
I feel it would spoil the effect should I elaborate any more, and Shepherd does so much more 
eloquently than I could ever hope.  If  there were ever an example of  why humanity should be 
encompassing in both learning and feeling it is outlined exquisitely in this work. 
 
5 Bookmarks 
Sara Messina, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: White Sleeper  
AUTHOR:  Dr. David R. Fett and Stephen Langford 
REVIEW:  The novel White Sleeper by Dr. David R. Fett and Stephen 
Langford is interesting idea on how a son of a supremacist tries to seek 
revenge on the government that killed his parents.  Dr. Dave Richards is 
told to investigate a series of unexplained fatal diseases, he finds more than 
he thought. He and FBI agent Paula Mushari seek to find the answers before 
time runs out. 
                  This novel was an interesting read for me because I love what 
“if” stories. The story that Dr. David R. Fett and Stephen Langford spin in 

White Sleeper is something that can actually happen in our world today. I love how the plot slowly 
develops and the characters are very in-depth, they show Dr. Dave Richards as a intelligent doctor 
with a past, desperately seeking to reclaim his life and job.  I really enjoyed this book and sincerely 
hope this duo of writers write another one as they make a fantastic team. I suspect that the readers 
that love thrillers will want to read this novel and expect to see another! The duo succeeds in 
catching you quickly and keeps your attention to the details making it a wonderful read!   
 

4 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager and Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Vengeance 
AUTHOR: J.E. Taylor 
REVIEW:   J.E. Taylor’s book “Vengeance” is a gripping novel 
about Steve Williams…an undercover FBI agent who is working as 
a lawyer working for Charlie Wisnowski…a drug dealer that no one 
has been able to catch. Charlie tries to get Steve hooked on cocaine 
and have him indebted to him for helping him protect his wife from 
a serial rapist/killer. Does he succeed or does Steve’s wife and 
Steve’s desire to catch him win? 

It was fast paced but J.E. Taylor took the time to make sure 
the characters came alive and the plot was well thought out. For 
instance, she made Steve struggle with his doing his job and 

protecting his family just like any man would do in his circumstance.  “Vengeance” had me by the 
first chapter and I almost had the book read by one night.  This is the perfect book to read on the 
beach or near a pool this summer.  I was amazed at this novel and know that others will react the 
same way.  You just can’t ignore the events that captivate you from the beginning. This author has  
produced a genuine thriller! 
 
5 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager and Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Day 94 
AUTHOR: D.M. Slate    
REVIEW: In “Day 94” by D.M. Slate a meteor landed in the city of 
Greely and Joslin didn’t know it would change her life forever.  The crash 
of the meteor caused an illness that turned people into zombies.  How will 
Joslin and her family prevent nnot just getting the illness but surviving 
without power and food?  
               In my profession I read all different genres in short story and 
novel formats. This includes the genre of Sci-fi ones such as this which is 
about people turning into zombies. While I enjoyed the fact that this 

short story was a fast paced book, it was similar to another story that I reviewed a short time ago 
where an illness turned people into zombies.  This makes me wonder how many ways a person can 
turn into a zombie. The only difference with this one is that a meteor caused this illness.  In my 
eyes surely there are other ways that people can turn into zombies other than getting an illness?  
                 However, for the Sci-fi fan who wants a quick read while on the beach  drinking a cold 
beer, this would be the perfect story because like I said its fast paced  and the plot keeps moving 
the entire time you’re reading it. 

 

 3 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth , Manager and Reviewer 

Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Isolated  
AUTHOR: D.M. Slate 
REVIEW:  A honeymoon goes horribly wrong in the short story entitled 
“Isolated” by D.M. Slate.   While on his honeymoon Anthony’s wife is 
kidnapped and he doesn’t remember how or what happened while they were 
honeymooning in Mexico. As the FBI gets information regarding the case 
Anthony struggles to remember the events that led up to Jazmine’s 
kidnapping. Will Anthony remember things in time to save Jazmine? 
  I found this story to be gripping and I think that this story could be 

made into a full lenth novel if not a novella. It has everything a reader could ask for including, but 
not limited to, mystery, suspense, and a little romance thrown in for good measure.  Isolated by D. 
M. Slate should be on everyone’s reading list for the summer!!!  
 

4.5 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager and  Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE:  Appalachian Justice  
AUTHOR:  Melinda Clayton 
REVIEW:  Appalachian Justice by Melinda Clayton tells the story 
of a Wilhelmina Platte a/k/a Billy May from the time when her dad 
died in the mines to her death and everything in between. It shows 
the ugly side of people as well as the compassionate side. It also has 
the lesson that people will help if you let them in. 
 
I have to confess I love the format that this story is written in. It’s 
told from Billy May’s memories as she is dying. Sifting through her 
memoires is like reading a diary. The characters are well rounded and 
they jump at you throughout the story.   When she is remembering 
the mountain itself you can picture it in your mind very easily. There 
were times (especially toward the end) that I felt I was there. 
 

Melinda Clayton did a wonderful job and I hope to read more of her work.     
 
4.5 bookmarks 
Carol Langstroth, Manager 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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TITLE: Sha'Daa: Last Call 
AUTHOR: Compilation edited by Edward F. McKeown 
REVIEW:  “Sha'Daa: Last Call” is a shared world collection of  stories 
centering on the concept of  a salesman.  He offers the protagonist of  each 
story a trade that will allow them to survive and/or defeat the horror they will 
soon encounter.  Each protagonist must rise to the challenge to prevent the 
unleashing of  horrific C'thulian beings.  I enjoyed the writing and the 
characters but a few of the characters choices seemed outside the range of 
their suggested intelligence for better or worse.  I'm not sure about the military 

response to a non-combatant in “Deathstalk” by Bruce Durham.  I like that the authors did not 
put a lot of  effort into trying to make all the traded items match up but left the story open to 
many more trades but seeing them come up was a good way to remind the reader of  prior trades 
and leaves them wondering who is going to need the item that is being traded for and what the 
current hero will need their “new” item for. 
 
 
 
4 Bookmarks 
Paul Cherry II, Reviewer 
Mind Fog Reviews 
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Happy 

By Terra Kelly 

I look at the ring you gave me 
And think about all the promises you made 

I remember that you broke each one 
And each time broke a little bit more of my heart 

I think back to all the happy times 
And realize that the bad ones vastly out number them 

I imagine you and her 
And it makes my skin crawl 

So I hope your happy where ever you are 
Because you deserve all the happiness you gave me 

Few and far between 

I hope one day you love someone the way I loved you 
And I hope they love you like you loved me 

I pray that one day you learn how much it hurts 
And how it breaks you inside and out 

I wish that when your looks are gone, theres nothing else 
And everyone can see just how dark your soul really is 

But most of all I hope that one day I have the strength 
The strength to look you in the eye and realize you mean nothing to me now 

The strength to see that words mean nothing 
The strength to realize that not all men are blind 

The strength to look at you and know that I am happy 
Happy that I am me 

So I hope your happy where ever you are 
Because you deserve all the happiness you gave me 

Few and far between 

So I hope your happy where ever you are 
Because you taught me that it's ok to be me 

That I am beautiful, without you 

So I hope your happy where ever you are 
Because you deserve all the happiness you gave me 

Few and far between 
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Calm Before the Storm 
By Jamie Danzer 

 
Rain falling  

From up high  
Dark clouds  

Blacken the sky  
Heavy winds  

Whipping around  
Lightning above  

Not touching the ground  
Seconds later  

There is no more  
Like a piece  

Of forgotten lore  
Quiet the thunder  

Ceases to grow  
As the rain  

Begins to slow  
Clouds in the sky  

Taking form  
This is the calm  
Before the storm 
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ESSENTIAL 
By Elizabeth Virdon 

 

It truly seems 
there was never a time 
when books were not 

a part of my being. The 
bones, sinews, fibers, 

irreversibly intertwined with  
nouns, verbs, and adjectives. 

 
We learn to speak, 

but must be taught to read 
and write. Right! 

Words...written words... 
Whether they be mine, or 

the work of another,  
they hold such power. 

Passion, poignancy, pain; 
strength, sorrow, salvation-- 
love, laughter, life and light; 

madness and magic, 
healing and hope. 

 
I have buried myself in books; 

searching for treasure, 
a phrase of particular pleasure. 

I have transcribed incised words 
into poems, 

into letters never sent 
or sent 

or even wished unsent. 
 

Words locked  
in my throat 

flow freely through my pen; 
my hand glides across  

the page, creating 
a book of my own. 
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What do you like to be called by? 

Mike works great, unless you owe me money. If that’s the case 

Mr. Kabongo.  

 

What literary agency do you work for? 

I am my own agency, the OnyxHawke Agency. I can be found on 

the web at www.onyxhawke.com, my blog is 

http://OnyxHawke.LiveJournal.com , I occasionally tweet 

@onyxhawke and am of course on Facebook. 

 

What made you decide to pursue the career of being a literary agent? 

A very good friend and better writer, Dave Freer was looking for an agent, I was looking 

to take my sales career in a new direction the rest is history.  

 

What are the responsibilities of a literary agent? 

Minor career advice, securing deals from reputable publishers, keeping up with changes 

in the industry, reminding even the best of their clients that they too are mortal, although 

more often its reminding them how talented they are and that the rejections will be made 

meaningless with a sale soon. There’s also occasionally kicking the publishers in which 

ever part will motivate them best to secure the deal. And occasionally acting as a buffer 

for the author and various persons.  

 

 

Is there any special training required to be a literary agent? 

A lot of agents come into the position as assistants at an agency, or from other places in 

publishing and I have seen a formalized program for training agents but have never had 

any direct training myself. Instead I rely on my sales instincts, strong knowledge of the 

product various publishers put out and heavily lean on the wisdom of various folks and 

good friends in the industry.  

 

 

Why are agents so picky when choosing authors they represent? 

Lots of reasons. Money, time, energy, market and genre preferences and knowledge,  

how well the personalities will mesh and a host of reasons peculiar to each agent. 

 

What makes an agent decide to represent an author? 

They really not only like the book they see but expect it to sell, and do not expect the 

writer to be a problem to work with.  

 

 

 

 

http://www.onyxhawke.com/
http://onyxhawke.livejournal.com/
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How do most agents get paid? 

When a title or right is sold the check goes to the agent, the agent subtracts their 

commission and sends the rest to their client. 

 

What kind of work do you represent? 

Science fiction and fantasy. 

 

How long have you been an agent? 

Since 2007.  

 

Do you have any advice for writers seeking an agent? 

First: Write well. 

Second: Revise and proof carefully, with extra sets of eyes. 

Third: Put together a list of agents who represent books similar to what you write, submit 

to them first. As a backup write another list of agents who are looking for new clients in 

the genre(s) you write in but aren’t your top choices. 

Fourth: BE PATIENT! Submissions are the lowest priority for any agent. 

Fifth: Go write something else while you wait. 
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What is your name? 

 

I am a woman of EASILLY half a dozen names, and 

that’s without counting the fact I legally changed my 

name at twenty eight*. 

 

My legal name and the name most of my books are 

written under is Sarah A. Hoyt. I write science fiction 

and fantasy under that name. I also write Mystery 

under Sarah 

D’Almeida and Elise Hyatt and I have just sold an 

historical vampire series under Sarah Marques. I also wrote one book – Plain Jane – 

under house name Laurien Gardner (there are other novels under that name, it’s owned 

by Jove. My only one is Plain Jane.) 

 

*I changed my name at citizenship. My birth name was Alice Maria da Silva Marques 

de Almeida. 

 

How long have you been writing? 

 

I think I started at four, on wrapping paper, with crayon. But if you mean “writing 

seriously and with realistic intent of working towards publication” – that would be about 

twenty six years. It took me sixteen of those just to break in, mostly because I didn’t 

know anyone and wasn’t sure what the process should be. It took me a long time to 

even figure out how to submit and what proper etiquette was. People breaking in in the 

internet age don’t know how good they have it. 

 

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

 

It could be argued I still don’t know. I first decided I wanted to be a writer when I grew 

up when I was six, but this field is not known for a smooth ride or a straightforward 

career path. Personally, I’ve met enough obstacles to give up on writing every so 

often and vow to do something easier (Anything, though I’m a little old to train for brain 

surgery.) Mind you, the longest I’ve managed to last away from the field was two 

weeks. Most years I do manage to make a “living wage” on this, but with the changes 

in publishing, we’re about to enter bumpy years. So, is writing my profession for life? 

Who knows? 

 

I hear Stephen King keeps his teaching certificate in order… 

 

How many books have you written and published? 

 

Um… If today is Tuesday… No, seriously, let me count – it’s not something I do often. 

Nineteen, I think, unless I’m forgetting something, which I might be. If you count in the 

collections, then twenty one. 
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Who is your publisher? 

 

Baen, Berkley, Bantam and Naked Reader Press. I also recently sold to Prime Books. 

 

Have you won any awards? 

 

Um… perhaps because there’s a social component to this and I spend most of my time 

alone at the keyboard, I don’t tend to do well in awards, though I was nominated for two 

very prestigious ones – the Mythopoeic Aaward for my first book, and the Prometheus 

Award for my latest (this last one hasn’t been announced yet, so I might yet win. Who 

knows? Unlikely but hope springs eternal.) 

 

What genre do you generally write in? 

 

Um… uh. I supposed it would be a bad time to answer “All I’ve been able to find”? 

 

I swear I started out to write science fiction. I did. But when I broke into the field I was 

told that fantasy did better and publishers weren’t interested in science fiction. So I 

wrote fantasy, until a publisher heard I also wrote mystery (correction, I’d written ONE 

mystery, which had placed in a national contest – I wrote the mystery on a dare from 

my husband. Though I do read mystery, because I read EVERYTHING including lab 

manuals from the nineteenth century, if they happen to fall into my clutches.) So she 

invited me to submit mysteries, and thus the Musketeer Mysteries started. 

 

Finally, last year, I published Darkships Thieves, which IS Science Fiction. Despite the 

naysaying that kept me from SF for so long, it seems to be my most successful book so 

far. 

 

What are your stories/novels usually about? 

 

There have been people who claim that all my stories have an underlying theme. 

Mostly they worry me. My favorite was the person who, based on my very first book, 

said my themes were weather and emotions. (uh?) 

 

If there is an underlying theme to all my writing, it would be the quote from Heinlein’s 

Stranger In A Strange Land about Rodin’s The Fallen Caryatid: 

 

This poor little caryatid has fallen under the load. She's a good girl---look at her face. 

Serious, 

unhappy at her failure, not blaming anyone, not even the gods...and still trying to 

shoulder her load, after she's crumpled under it. 

 

But she's more than just good art denouncing bad art; she's a symbol for every woman 

who ever shouldered a load too heavy. But not alone women---this symbol means every 

man and woman 
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who ever sweated out life in uncomplaining fortitude until they crumpled under their 

loads. It's courage...and victory. 

 

Victory in defeat, there is none higher. She didn't give up...she's still trying to lift that 

stone after it has crushed her...she's all the unsung heroes who couldn't make it but never 

quit. 

 

Robert A. Heinlein, 

Stranger in a Strange Land 

 

That is the type of character that attracts me, and therefore the type of character I tend to 

write about. Sometimes they win, mind you, at least in my stories, but when they win it’s 

by shouldering a burden no sane person would manage and acquiring from 

SOMEWHERE the strength to lift it – magic, the gods or bio engineering. But even when 

they “lose” they win, because they go on fighting. 

 

What prompted you to sign with your current publisher? 

 

They wanted my books, I wanted to sell to them. Perhaps different is Naked Reader 

Press which is a small epress started by a cabal of friends, to see how we make our 

way in this brave new world of publishing. We’re trying our theories of how publishers 

should work. We’ll see. 

 

What is your favorite food to eat while writing? 

 

It used to be pizza, but I’m on this low carb kick which has lost me something like 45lbs 

(depending on day.) Almonds, usually. 

 

What is your favorite drink to have while writing? 

 

Tea. I love coffee but it does NOT love my stomach lining. 

 

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

 

I can’t watch TV and write. The exception was right after 9/11 – if you remember, we 

were convinced we’d get hit again soon – where I could only work while in front of the 

news. I do listen to music, but what I listen to varies, depending on what I’m writing. 

The book dictates the music. My refinishing mysteries will ONLY come out to Evita 

(Madonna’s version) which is beyond annoying. The sf seems to like Buddy Holly who 

didn’t live long enough for me not to get bored by repeating his songs over and over 

again. The historical vampires I just sold to Prime Books insisted on Gregorian Chants. 

 

There’s a space opera that likes eighties music… My kids usually know what I’m writing 

by the music emanating from my room. 
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What is your muse? 

 

I don’t think I have one? At least I hope I don’t, because if I do, then she’s probably 

some creature in a white toga holding a clothes iron aloft. You see, I do most of my 

plotting and thinking while doing repetitive, mindless work, like ironing or hand washing 

dishes or painting the fence. 

 

Where is your favorite place to write? 

 

In my office, which is actually half of my bedroom. My bedroom runs the entire front of 

the house, some forty feet long and maybe twelve wide. I have no idea what the people 

who converted this Victorian were thinking, but since I use my bedroom, mostly, to 

sleep in, this was a waste of space. So I’ve divided it with curtains (so I can close them 

at night and not disturb my husband with the light) and lined the walls in bookcases. My 

huge oak roll top is in the center of the room. I spend so much time here, it tends to 

accumulate very odd stuff – my mp3 player, various empty cups, piles of books for odd 

research not necessarily related to the current project, a bunch of hair clips, as I decide 

I need to clip my hair, no I don’t, yes I do. The kids have learned that handing me a 

paper while I’m at my desk is foolhardy because I’ll set it down and it won’t be seen 

again till the next century or the great end of book cleaning, whichever comes first. 

 

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

 

Drop by my site at http://sarahahoyt.com If you look on the right, you’ll find 

links to all sorts of samples. You’ll also find stuff to download here http:// 

cornerbooth.sarahahoyt.com/ and you can read my more or less daily thoughts at http:// 

accordingtohoyt.com 

 

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

publishing? 

 

Yes. 

 

1- Remember publishing is changing very fast. If the person giving you advice broke in 

more than five years ago, they broke into a completely different field. They can’t help 

you. 

2- Hit the internet and research the heck out of what people in the field are saying and 

experiencing now. Agents, editors, publishers and other writers. Don’t take anyone’s 

opinion in isolation. Trust but verify. 

3- Money flows to the writer – THIS IS VERY IMPORTANT – in this field, money 

flows to the writer. Anyone wanting you to pay them to publish you is a scammer. Run 

away fast. 

4- Keep working at getting better at your craft. Yes, writing is an art, but it is also craft. 

Study constantly, not only grammar and the market, but also other authors. Don’t be 

afraid they’ll “taint” your style. If only it were that easy to acquire the voice of the 

masters! But if you study them, you might be able to “steal” some of the tricks of the 
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trade. By all means, read the classics: Shakespeare, Austen, etc. But read the recent 

publications in your field. Language has changed as have a bunch of other conventions. 

5- Persist. For as long as I’ve been in publishing, it’s resembled a series of kicks in the 

teeth, but you learn to – metaphorically – wear a mouth guard. If you want it badly 

enough to endure the pain, you can do it. But you have to stay in the game. I have a 

framed Heinlein quote next to my desk “Certainly the game is rigged, but don’t let that 

stop you. If you don’t bet, you can’t win.” The other two quotes are an anonymous one 

“If you must walk on thin ice, you might as well dance.” And one by General Patton 

“Success is how high you bounce when you hit the bottom.” Keep those in mind and 

you’ll be all right. 

6- Remember to leave your desk sometimes and go outside and consort with those 

strange people who DON’T live inside your head. It’s easy to forget they exist and to get 

confused. Don’t let it happen to you. 

  



50 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How long has Darkside Publishing been around? 

 

DarkSide Publishing started in January of 2011. 

 

What is the mission or goal of Darkside Publishing? 

 

Our mission is in our motto: "Authors working together to provide quality literature for 

ebook readers."  Putting out great quality work that we believe readers will appreciate is 

our main goal. 

 

What type of literature do you accept? 

 

Currently we are interested in YA (young adult) literature of varying genres, including 

paranormal, fantasy, contemporary, etc. 

 

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

Publishing feel about that? 

 

An agent would be a great resource. Being that we are mainly focused on epublishing, we 

don't need one to publish our books, but an agent who could find international book deals 

or TV and film rights deals would be helpful. 

 

Why should someone submit their work to Darkside Publishing, as opposed to someone 

like Penguin Teen?  What do you have to offer? 

 

We're looking for authors that are eager to jump into epublishing with us. We aren't like 

the publishing houses in New York. We work together to get the books ready, which 

means the author will have the ultimate say in how the book comes out, but will also have 

to be ready to put in the work to make that happen. We are a very driven bunch and 

DarkSide and work very hard. It's not for everyone! Also with DarkSide, the author keeps 

all rights and profits. We are more of an authors' collective than a traditional publishing 

house. 
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What is the one thing that Darkside Publishing can promise their clients? 

 

A nurturing environment where authors learn the epublishing process. 

We work really well together and really help each other out. 

 

How did you get started in the publishing business? 

 

After I epublished my first YA novel, I thought it made so much more sense to work in a 

group with others who were interested in the same goals I was. I joined up with writing 

friends Megg Jensen and G.P. Ching and after a million or so emails, DarkSide 

Publishing was born. 

 

Where are you located? 

 

We are based out of Illinois. 

 

What is the easiest way for a prospective client to get in touch with you regarding 

submitting their work? 

 

Check the DarkSide website www.darksidepublishing.com. We will have 

submission info posted on the site. 

 

What kind of work do you enjoy reading? 

I'm a huge fan of YA paranormal! 

 

Do you have any advice for writers that want to publish with your company? 

 

Make sure no matter where you are submitting that your book is the 

very best it can be! 

 

  

http://www.darksidepublishing.com/
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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).  
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://www.bethannmasarik.webs.com/
http://writerjenwhitten.com/
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