Writer's Beat Quarterly
ISSUE 36, FEBRUARY 2013

Table of Contents

Click on any title to go to it. When you're
done, you can always click the WBQ logo
( ) to come back.

THE PICK OF THE BEAT!
Members' Choice
4 “Service with a Smile,” prose by Scott Livingston
10 “Asshole who died in the middle of rush hour traffic,”
poetry by K. Foolish
WBQ 34 Flash Fiction
15 “The Good Student,” by E. Burns Dendy
16 “Blue Full Moon Reflections,” by M. K. Attard
Contest Winners (In the Mirror)
20 “Glance,” poetry by Olivia Sykes
21 “In the Mirror,” prose by Terrance Bramblett

OUR COMMUNITY
13
26

Member's Book Review – Red Gone Bad
In the Limelight – Beefheart, interviewed by Elzevera Koenderink

ARTICLES
11
17

Anonymity Anonymous, article by Elzevera Koenderink
Character Desire, article by Laura Graham

REGULAR FEATURES
3
14

Letter from the Editor, by Keely Christensen
Word Vault & the Flash Fiction Contest,
compiled by E.S. Hazelwood
Off the Shelf - Our editors recommend good reads for you!
22 “Running in Corridors”
23 “Gone”
24 Grammatical Snippets: Words often Confused, by Lucy Pireel
28 Competitions & Prizes
30 Credits

With so much to write about, I definitely had trouble picking a topic
for this issue’s Letter From the Editor. In the end, it came down to what
I’ve been reading.
Last year, I had a goal to read 52 new novels. I figured that a book a
week was a pretty hefty objective and wanted to push myself in exploring
new genres and authors. I ended up reading 117 books (more if you count
all the ones I read twice). This year, I’ve set my sights higher at 156.
Three a week. We’ll see.
With this, I have definitely expanded what I read. No longer just
picking up the latest Stephen King or horror novel, I’ve come to find that
I love so many different things I never thought I would. Never in a
million years did I actually think I would start on some Tolkien fantasy.
But here I am (at the time of writing this) halfway through The Hobbit. I
never thought I’d be one of those women reading a book with a halfnaked man on the cover, but after the 50 Shades phenomenon, here I am
reading about the naïve woman being “taken” by the over-experienced
man.
I’ve really found it amazing how many people are out there writing. It
is such a never-ending supply of authors and books and ideas, and the
more I think about it, the more fun it is. It makes me realize that there’s
a place for every writer. Now, granted, not every writer is going to be
liked by the majority, but that happens no matter where you are or what
you’re doing.
I’m hoping that with this new year, new authors can start finding their places in the writing world.
I want to end this with a special thanks to the staffers for working so hard on this issue of the Quarterly. Issues
compiled through the holidays are always tough, as there are many things to think about outside of Writer’s Beat,
but everyone always gives their full efforts! Thanks, guys!
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MEMBERS ' CHOICE
What a wonderful aspect of our forum Members' Choice is! Here are prose and
poetry plucked from the forum and nominated for inclusion in this e-zine. A brisk
voting, and the winners are presented here. This time, we have two different looks
at how humans can react to the tragedy of the death of our own kind.

SERVICE WITH A SMILE

by Scott Livingston

Claude Adams had seen many years in his lifetime with
precious few remaining, though admittedly, the majority of
them were rather uneventful. Such couldn’t be said for those
most recent, however, since Claude was enjoying a whirlwind
of instant celebrity as of late.
Publication of the firsthand account of his one noteworthy
adventure was six weeks on the bestseller’s list, and his
newfound fame and fortune had brought him recognition and
admiration unseen in previous decades.
A modest man, he preferred the simple, familiar life at first imposed by necessity dictated through limited
resource and humble prospects. His generous new royalty checks afforded him the opportunity to purchase a
moderately sized apartment centrally located in an upscale neighborhood of San Francisco. This he shared with his
full-time living assistant, Caroline Baker.
Caroline readied the car for a very special appointment arranged weeks in advance by her employer. Claude was
rather secretive about the affair, leaking only the slightest of details to the curious aide. The location given wasn’t
particularly unique, though the well-known local eatery did feature a rather novel menu … anything you could
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imagine to order.
Obviously, the Omnivore was prohibited from
offering endangered game or inherently fatal cuisine,
but as long as the delicacy was free of legal as well as
lethal restriction, anything was possible.
Apart from the six-month ordeal that altered the
course of her employer’s unremarkable life, Claude
Adams was not a man given to extravagant exploits,
whether culinary or otherwise. Baker daily served meals
that could only be described as conventional and
commonplace… so why the sudden longing for the
exotic?
They pulled up to the converted Victorian facade just
as the hostess hurried from the restaurant steps to open
the passenger door. Leading with his red-tipped white
cane, Adams exited the auto reiterating final
instructions before his assistant departed.
“Caroline, I’ll see you in one hour, yes?”
“Of course, Mr. Adams, I’ll return in one hour.”
The hostess seated their new client at a small table
near an ornate oak-mantled fireplace in the center of the
room with a clear line of travel to the front entrance. He
folded his cane, setting it in the chair seat beside.
“No need for a menu, eh, Miss? Not that I could read
it anyway. Is your chef ready to serve?”
“I believe he’s plating right now. Would you like
something to drink?”
“Just water please, and maybe some bread to cleanse
the palette.”
“Right away, Mr. Adams.”
Claude organized his table for easy access, placing
the basket of hard rolls to the left and his glass of water
to the right at arm’s length. Within minutes, the chef
arrived with a steaming bowl.
“Mr. Adams, welcome to the Omnivore! I’m Chef
Paradiso and I wanted to personally thank you for giving
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me the opportunity to attempt this most interesting
challenge.”
“Well, thank you, sir, for your gracious indulgence. I
know my instructions might have seemed eccentric, but
they were absolutely necessary, I assure you.”
“I understand completely, though I must advise you
that we had to make a small substitution. Since you
couldn’t identify the grain in the recipe with certainty, I
had to select an alternate based on your description. We
chose barley, I hope that’s acceptable?”
Adams fanned the rising mist, drinking in its aroma.
“Of course, Chef, as long as the key ingredients are
there. I’m sorry that I can’t comment on your
presentation but I’m sure it’s wonderful.”
Paradiso nodded with a smile, “Please enjoy,” then
returned to his kitchen.
Adams sat for several minutes, reluctant to begin his
meal, lost in thoughts surrounding the circumstance
that brought him to this place.
The death of his younger brother in faraway
Singapore two years prior had necessitated a PanPacific flight with a brief stopover in Hawaii. Apart from
his recurrent bouts with grief, the journey was
essentially uneventful until the plane encountered
turbulence several hours out of Honolulu.
Claude remembered little detail after the pilot
frantically announced their dilemma, nor could he recall
the probable hours spent adrift in the open ocean. His
first recollection was of awakening with a mouth full of
sand and an insistent male voice beckoning him to
consciousness.
Alan Scott was his name, a fellow survivor of the
fallen aircraft. Though suffering from a deep gash to his
leg, he immediately rushed out from his makeshift
shelter to rescue the waterlogged Adams.
Regaining his bearings proved an overwhelming
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challenge given the abstract sensory assault of a tropical
shoreline fused with the traumatic events that led to his
situation. The breeze was warm and constant, and the
surf was repetitively persistent in its ebb and flow hiss,
echoing along the sandy beach. The noise seemed
deafening.
“Are you thirsty?” Scott asked. “We’ve got plenty of
water; I found a steady spring beyond the ridge. Looks
like we have an abundance of food, too, though not very
appetizing, the place is infested with seagulls… and not a
whole lot else.”
Claude gladly accepted water from the genial young
man, as well as a few shards of coconut meat.
Alan had managed quite a lot given his injury. He’d
scavenged articles from the wreckage whenever they
washed up on shore, building a hut roofed in metal
sheets from the fuselage, bound together by lengths of
shredded wiring harness. Unfortunately, none of the
foodstuffs survived though he made use of several
storage tins for stew pots and serving bowls.
Blind from birth, Claude was utterly dependent on
the wounded man to guide him through survival on
what might as well be another planet. His limping
companion managed to string cords of vine to key
locations like the latrine, the fire pit and the shelter,
denoted by numbered knots for easy identification.
Claude could “sound” his way to a certain degree, but
the persistent whisper of the breeze and whoosh of the
surf made it difficult at best to orient himself effectively.
The days became weeks and the weeks, months, but
still no sign of rescue. Alan’s leg would periodically
break out with infection, forcing him to soak it in
seawater for hours at a time until the redness and
discomfort mercifully subsided. The pattern of pain,
austerity and outright boredom weighed heavily on the
pair, exacerbated by the tedium of their daily fare at
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mealtime.
Scott’s limitations kept him from acquiring the
numerous fish in the deeper waters beyond the
shoreline, and crab, though numerous, were far too
small and evasive for him to bother with an attempt.
This left the two with seriously limited options:
coconuts, a wild seedy grain that Scott referred to as
“sea oats” and the numerous white and gray scavengers
populating the island.
Alan tried to diversify his offerings but the seagull
meat tended to dry up when roasted on a spit or baked
in a hot pan. He settled on a stew, the only palatable
solution. Every morning Adams was greeted with sea
oat porridge simmered in coconut milk and shavings
while sunset brought a salty seagull stew with crispy oat
tortillas, baked on a flat rock in the hearth.
Both men were grateful for their provision, mundane
as it was, but they couldn’t help dreaming of pasta,
steak, PIZZA! It was this longing that made Claude
begin to question the veracity of his senses.
Early on in their captivity of circumstance, Claude
thought for a moment that he detected the faint aroma
of roasting beef in the shifting winds. It lasted only a
moment but he was certain that he’d accurately
identified the scent. Weeks had passed before the
sensation recurred, but again, it was as fleeting as the
fickle breeze. As time went on, he occasionally started
when the delightful bouquet returned to assault his
nostrils.
Alan seemed oblivious to the phenomenon, citing
wishful thinking on Adams’ part, but Claude became
obsessed by the occurrence. He trusted his generous
companion implicitly, finding it inconceivable that he’d
withhold red meat if available but he couldn’t deny his
senses. Ultimately, he resigned himself that Alan must
have been right; it was only wishful thinking, a ghost
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limb of the mind taunting him with unachievable
temptation.
Midway in their fourth month, Claude thought he
detected another departure from the norm, though this
one was not nearly as pleasant. A considerably rancid
odor had been captured on the wind, and he could tell
by the uneven breaking of the waves that the source was
just ahead in the roiling surf. Something dead had
washed ashore!
Alan was preoccupied harvesting “oats” on the other
side of the dunes, so Claude took it upon himself to
investigate. He honed in on the distinctive sound as the
lapping waves splashed against the carcass, its pungent
reek giving confirmation that he was on target. Tapping
his gnarled walking stick, Adams edged closer and closer
until his feet became wet with the surf.
Suddenly from behind, he heard the voice of Alan,
breathless from hobbling frantically across the dune.
“Claude, Claude… don’t touch it! Walk back toward my
voice, I’ll take care of this.”
“What … what is it!?” he responded.
“Oh Claude …” he paused, kicking himself for not
spotting it first. “It’s another body … washed up from
the crash. I’m sorry, my friend, I’ve been trying to spare
you from having to concern yourself. I’ve been burning
them on the other side of the island since the beginning.”
Adams was visibly shaken. He took his comrade’s
arm as Alan escorted him back to the camp. Claude sat
brooding, alone in his thoughts, as Scott labored to roll
the former passenger onto a tarp with grunts and
disgusted groans. He heard the sound of the plastic
sheet grinding across the sand as well as Alan’s limping
barefoot gait retreating down the beach until all was
silent again.
The incident profoundly disturbed the sightless man,
his thoughts racked by the unseen tragedy and amplified
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by the internal torment of his own helpless dependence.
Adams began to wonder what else Alan may have
withheld about their situation, not to mention their
most fortuitous survival.
Even the familiar flavor of the evening meal inspired
questions. Scott used to joke that if you closed your
eyes, you’d swear it was chicken. Though Claude needn’t
do the former, the latter result, he’d noted, was far from
true. Surprisingly, the chunks of meat were unusually
dense and devoid of the expected gaminess common
with wild fowl. Alan attributed the texture and flavor to
the abundance of diluted salt water in the stewing
process, but now Claude began to wonder.
“I think I’ve had enough of seagull for a while, do you
have any more of those tortillas? Some coconut would
be nice if there’s any left.”
“Sure,” Alan said. He handed him the rest of the
crispy wafers in a bowl with the fruit on the side. “I
could take another shot at trapping crab, but I wouldn’t
hold my breath.”
“This’ll do for now … thanks.”
Claude became increasingly morose as evening
followed evening with his consumption of seagull
dwindling ultimately to nothing. Adams loaded up on
tortillas of sea oat with an abundance of coconut as the
primary entrée. As a result, he was frequently stricken
with fierce abdominal pains accompanied by bouts of
vicious diarrhea.
Adams didn’t want to voice his suspicions over
Alan’s claims as to the origin of his “stew” but by the
same token, his mind wouldn’t allow him to indulge in
the alternative.
“Claude … you need to eat some protein! Please …
have some stew, at least drink the broth. You’re wasting
away at this rate and frankly, I’m getting seriously
concerned for your health.”
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Adams bowed his head between his knees, searching
for a solution. His nutrient-deprived brain began
concocting images of his good-natured friend merrily
stringing passengers' bodies from the rafters of some
palm-covered smokehouse, shearing off portions of
flesh for the evening meal.
Claude shuddered.
The aging blind man shook his head to blot out the
sensory assault. His survival was truly on the line, he
could not deny that, but was it worth crossing a line to
achieve it? Adams wrestled with the conflict, personal
ethics versus survival. Was there really a choice?
The most frustrating aspect of his struggle, he
realized, was his own inability to be certain that there
was any conflict at all. Alan gave no indication that the
stew was anything more than what he claimed. He had
proven himself trustworthy from the very beginning, a
true friend in every sense of the word yet … he had
chosen to hide one pivotal truth. Why would he do that
if not to shield his disabled friend from unnecessary
strife?
Adams’ head was swimming. His companion had
never lied about the bodies, merely refraining from
announcing their existence. Was he lying now about
their pragmatic disposition? And was Claude only being
prudish, possibly even selfish, in his refusal to
transform their tragic deaths into an opportunity to
redeem his own life? He began to wonder that what may
have plagued him most was nothing more than the
maddeningly unavoidable ignorance borne of his
congenital affliction.
If he knew, then he could decide, but what if in
knowing, he chose abstinence? Would it be better to
simply believe Alan’s assertions and live, or have him
prove his claims and risk alienating the best friend
Claude would ever have?
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The troubled Adams settled on a compromise, he
would take Scott’s word but only after first hearing all
the tedious details of the process by which the stew
came into being. If Alan faltered in his delivery or
became reluctant to give disclosure on what should be a
simple conveyance of recipe, then Claude would
reassess his decision.
Adams was subtle in his approach, consistently
forming his questions, seeking information rather than
leveling accusation, and this kept Alan off of the
defensive and free to respond openly without
reservation.
Scott was a bit befuddled by Claude’s sudden
curiosity of Spartan survival cooking methods, but he
complied gladly if only to give comfort to his hesitant
friend. He spoke of ratios, saltwater to fresh, as well as
ingredients like palm dates and seaweed. Oats were
added to the mix in sequence then simmered for an
hour, at least by Alan’s estimate.
Adams listened intently to each detail but gave most
of his attention to the unwavering sincerity of Scott’s
verbal demeanor. Satisfied that he’d detected no evasive
guile or deception, Claude willingly and ravenously
devoured the bowl.
In the weeks that followed, Adam’s health quickly
rebounded, though the same could not be said for his
thoughtful partner. The incidents of infection had
increased in frequency and severity, often forcing Alan
to remain bedridden for most of the day.
Fortunately, providence delivered salvation in the
form of a cargo ship, rerouted in an effort to avoid a
deep sea tempest to the south. Due to a keenly
observant crew and captain, the campfire smoke was
spotted and a shuttle dispatched. Claude and Alan were
rescued!
Alan Scott had survived the voyage home but sadly
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passed away within a month due to complications with his
injuries. Claude Adams was once again left alone, the sole
surviving witness to what transpired those arduous months.
Claude treasured the memory of his fallen friend and never
doubted that he always had Adams’ best interest at heart. He
would never stoop to declaring him a liar even if time revealed
that he had been less than truthful. Claude preferred to think
only of Alan’s compassion, misguided or not, to spare him the
agony of an ethical conflict in the midst of the greater good of
survival.
He imagined that if Alan believed that withholding unpleasantness was the way to redeem his visually afflicted
companion then so be it, he would bear the burden alone.
Adams rose above the tragedy, even thriving, but he couldn’t live another moment in doubt. If he had done the
unthinkable, then he’d find a way to cope, but if not, he’d thank God for his incredible mercy in sparing the two of
them that terrible choice.
***
He took a deep breath as he held the spoon to his lips, wincing slightly at the bitter flavor of the salty broth.
With a promise and a prayer, he took the morsel into his mouth, chewing slowly with reverence and hope. In an
instant, the truth was known. He pushed the bowl away slowly, raising his sightless eyes heavenward as tears
streamed down his cheeks. The broadest of smiles crept across his face as he fulfilled his promise, uttering words
unheard by those who had ears.
His waiter approached as Claude wiped his eyes, reluctant to interrupt what was obviously a solemn moment.
He glanced at the full bowl, then back to the diner whose face reflected the epitome of fulfillment. The obvious
contradiction baffled the young waiter but failed to faze him. He’d seen the motivations of Omnivore clientele vary
widely over the years, often resulting in a mere taste of the forbidden.
Reading his charge, the waiter stoically asked, “So Mr. Adams … did you find your seagull to be… satisfactory?”
Claude leaned back almost giddy, “Oh yes, young man … more than you could imagine!”

"

OVERHEARD ON THE BEAT
(In answer to the question "Is anyone else blovelling?")
Is b-logging when lumberjacks write short 500 word posts and tie them together?
- Lewdog, post # 545712, The Café
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A body lies about a
Three quarters of a mile
mile down the road
down the road there lies
but I can’t see it.
a body that is quickly
All I see is an endless
losing blood. Little
haze of taillights.
lungs heave in then
The bones splinter
out just barely and
and give way under
they won’t last
the magnificent
very much longer.
weight of wellThe other drivers are
engineered genius.
getting frustrated too,
But I can’t see it.
so they cut into the
I am fucking around
emergency lane, all
with the radio dial,
smirking at their
I am tapping my useless
cleverness.
fingers against the
steering wheel, I am
swearing about the
traffic.

Half a mile down the road
the body’s lungs have
finally ceased and it is
losing consciousness.
Its sight goes first but
it can still hear the
faintest sound of
honking. An ambulance
is far away behind me,
trying to get through,
but has phoned head
quarters and given up.

A quarter mile down the
road, the ambulance
arrives. They entered on
an off ramp and drove
against the traffic. But it’s
too late, the body is
dead. It is exhumed
by the firemen and
examined by the EMTs,
then taken away by the
coroner. The state trucks
come and clear up the
wreck. Traffic starts
to clear up too.

Driving past the scene
now, and there is
nothing left to see,
just glass and sand
scattered on the road
way. Everyone gets
to go home, finally.
On the news that
night they’ll briefly
mention the driver
who died on Route 8
and that’ll be the end
of that.

ASSHOLE WHO DIED

IN THE MIDDLE OF RUSH HOUR TRAFFIC
by K. Foolish
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Anonymity
by Elzevera Koenderink
How much the world has grown since I was a
little kid . . . I’m still not very tall, and I’m not
very old either, but that is beside the point. The
internet has opened up a whole new world, to
speak in Disney terms, and allowed for many,
many new possibilities in every way you can
imagine. I remember the times I could use the
internet for about thirty minutes every weekend, and hardly knew what to do with it. It was new, it was exciting, it
was an extra. And now I cannot go without it. Not just because I have gotten so used to it, but also because the
world today hardly allows for people without internet anymore.
One of the pros of this wide-open universe is the social life it offers. From personal experience, I can say that social
contacts via the internet have helped me a great deal in difficult periods of my life. It has gotten me in contact with
people I would not have met otherwise, some of whom are now among the closest real-life friends I have. Others I
have never met in my life and I only know from pictures. Or even avatars, as with most members of Writer’s Beat.
These avatars are a way of presenting yourself when you enter a new community, such as WB. You’re a writer, or at
least interested in writing, and you enter a community filled with people who have the same interests: Reading,
writing, and getting better at what they’re doing by giving and taking advice. This would not be possible without the
internet. Not on the scale it happens now. The diversity would be impossible to recreate, especially on such a
regular basis as on a forum.
The downside of this is, people sometimes forget there are actual living beings behind those avatars. You meet a
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member, start chatting with him or her, and you might become friends. You might also get irritated because of their
posts because you disagree with them. In real life, a situation like the latter would likely result in one of the two
walking away and not wanting anything to do with the other person. On the internet, with its anonymity, it seems
easier to make the decision of not walking away, and saying something nasty. This can very quickly heat up and turn
into a full-on verbal fight.
‘But it’s just words, I don’t really mean anything by them,’ is an argument that flies about frequently. Words can
represent one’s actions. A promise is nothing more than words, yet if someone promises you something and doesn’t
keep it, you feel like that person has done you wrong. Like he has not completed the action he was supposed to.
Even though you might not actually know the person in virtual space, does not mean you can treat him or her any
less than you would treat any random person in the street.
The inability to walk away from an argument or a heated discussion seems to be heightened by the anonymity the
internet brings with its avatar-mask. But why? Is it the power anonymity brings? The fact that your ‘opponent’
cannot physically get back at you the way a stranger in a pub might? One of the things that I love about having
discussions on forums instead of in real life, is the fact that I can think through what I’m going to say before actually
saying it. In real life that would be possible too, of course, but I suspect it would cause some very uncomfortable
silences. I frequently type something in a reply-box when I’m feeling irritated or plain angry at someone. I type it,
but I don’t send it. The typing allows for cooling down. Re-reading it allows for assessing the situation with a more
rational mind.
The same anonymity leading to insulting posts can also lead to the very opposite. It might be easier to compliment
someone through a forum-post than it might be doing so face to face to the very same person. When someone on the
other end of the world takes the time to read your work, to leave advice and encouragement, it can mean much more
than positive words from a close friend: there is no question of bias. With your friends you’re not sure whether they
really like your writing or if they just like you as a person and want to be nice. That person you only know through
an avatar does not know you as a person, but knows you by your writing, which is a great opportunity for writers all
around.
So next time you come across someone irritating you with their beliefs or their wording in a certain post, take a
moment to realise that there is an actual person on the other end. Take a moment to breathe. A moment you would
not have in real life. A moment of contemplation and realisation, before you hit that ‘send’ button.
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013
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MEMBER'S BOOK REVIEW
by Keely Christensen
We are always excited when a member is able to complete and publish a
book. I was especially excited to learn that my first Member’s Book Review
would be on a staff member’s book. Red Gone Bad by Lucy Pireel is a collection
of short stories available on Amazon here. An advanced reading copy was
provided by the author.
There are four short stories in this assemblage, and one short bonus story.
Each book is a different, twisted spin on a classic fairy tale—Little Red Riding
Hood, Cinderella, Snow White, and Rumpelstiltskin.
The first story, Red Gone Bad, follows Rosie. Compared to her two
beautiful and privileged friends, Rosie has always been the shadow on the
wall. Only after the two of them get engaged does Rosie decide to take her
own love life into her hands, no matter how dangerous it might get. Red
Gone Bad is filled with twists and turns, leaving the reader in suspense on
how it will all come to a head.
Cinderella, my favorite story in the group, switches up the dynamic of
the classic story’s household. Though Cinderella is in the same
predicament of cleaning, cooking, and doing all the household’s chores
without appreciation, she definitely doesn’t have a fairy godmother to help
her find her prince. This story takes karma to a whole new level.
The third piece is Snow White Black as Night. The “black” sheep of the
family, Snow finds herself shacked up with a group of men who will do anything she asks of them.
Perhaps too much . . .
And finally, Rumpelstiltskin. When a miller and his daughter, Marie, comes into hard times after the death of her mother, they
need a miracle . . . or perhaps a little man who can spin straw into gold. This time, though, he’s not looking for a first born. He’s
looking to even things up. But, unbeknownst to him, so is Marie.
I found myself able to dive into each of these stories with ease. Lucy’s writing flowed wonderfully, and having personally read
very little of her writing beforehand, I was quite impressed with her characterizations, descriptions, and dialogue. I found the
endings of the stories to be somewhat abrupt, but that didn’t take away from her ability to create and unfold the story. Once on my
Nook, the collection was around 45 pages, and I definitely wanted to see more.
Next time you’re browsing through something new for your e-reader, be sure to check this out!
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WORD VAULT
BY

E.S. HAZELWOOD

tenebrous (adj.): Dark and gloomy.
From the Latin tenebrōsus from tenebrae (darkness
or shadow).
Example: Gillian wished he had brought a torch to
banish the tenebrous atmosphere.
solipsism (n.): An unawareness of the views or
needs of others, self-absorption.
From the Latin solus (alone) and ipse (self).

With the New Year, our word miners bring forth
new treasures from the depth of the abyss where
unused words decay. Honour their bravery and give
these words a new breath of life.
***
skein (n.): 1. Collective term for geese and other
fowl while in flight.
2. Collective term for thread or yarn after it has been
removed from a reel.
3. Derived from the above, a weave or web.
From the Old English skeyne, probably of Celtic
origin
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013

declivity (n.): A downward bend or slope in a hill or
in the path on a hill.
Example: The declivity of the road surprised Carter;
it had looked straight and flat when he set out.
patina (n.): 1. A green/grey colour of rusted or
encrusted metal objects made from bronze or copper.
2. A superficial layer.
3. A paten, a flat type of dish used for mass by
several branches of Christianity.
From the Latin patina (pan or dish).
carrel (n.) A partially partitioned area in a library
used for studying or reading.
Example: Johnny was trapped, as the carrel had no
second exit, and Chase would find him now.
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The Word Vault Contest
Now that you have expanded your vocabulary with several new words, we would like you to put them into action
by writing a piece of flash fiction. Your story can be in any genre or on any theme, but it must contain at least one
of the words appearing in The Word Vault.
Maximum word limit is 250.
Deadline for entries: 30 March 2013.
Entries should be posted in the relevant thread in the Current Contest section of the forum. After the closing
date, we will select a winner, who will be contacted prior to publication. The winning entry will then be
published in the next issue of Writer’s Beat Quarterly. Runners-up may be showcased on the forum or in the
WBQ.

This issue we showcasing the two winners from our last contest. The words were aboon, abodement, jazel, rive, sike, and
wizened. The winners are E. Burns Dendy and M. K. Attard, both fans of the word wizened. Congratulations, everyone!

THE GOOD STUDENT by E. Burns Dendy
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The classroom was cold; New York City winter winds
were coming through the large windows of the old school
house.
Vasily finished packing everything into his backpack and
looked at the last book, a worn out copy of "English as a
Second Language." A tear came into his eye. This was such a
good country, the land of opportunities.
He walked to his small railroad flat on the lower
Eastside, snowflakes starting to fall. He struck out his
tongue and let a few flakes land on it, he realized the
importance of enjoying life's every little pleasure.
After he opened the door of his apartment, the first thing
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he did was to put the oven on, to warm the place up.
On the kitchen table was a brown envelope, just where he had left it before going to school.
He opened it and studied the photograph closely: dark brown eyes, cunning, alert, plotting. The face was very old,
wrinkles upon wrinkles, the skin like thin, gray parchment.
"This man is wizened," Vasily stated proudly; it was a word he had just learned in school that day.
He looked at the address on the back of the photo, took out his glock pistol and put it into the waistband of his trousers.
Smiling as he prepared to leave the house once more, he knew deep in his heart that this was indeed the land of
opportunities.

BLUE FULL MOON REFLECTIONS

by M. K. Attard

A little girl was walking through the border between
reality and a mirror. Her legs were trembling and her steps
were unstable, and part of her was awfully scared, but her
brave side insisted on going on until the end.
Not a long moment passed until she reached it – a huge,
weathered wizened tree. The little girl watched it carefully
and, distressed, started to cry.
“Calm down, child. Why are you crying?” said the wizened
tree in a soothing voice.
“I… *sob* I’m growing up, and I want to be a kid forever!”
said the little girl, pointing at reality.
“But you are still a child, there is nothing to worry about,” the wizened tree said, looking at itself and its badly shaped
body, and then turning around to see the image of reality the girl was pointing at.
“B-but I’ll grow up, a-a-and I’ll continue to grow up until I’m a withered-weathered-wizened old cat lady woman!”
“The full moon’s the same, you know? Its glow is duller from time to time, but the full moon never changes from the
inside --and still it’s as beautiful as she was since the beginning.”
The little girl turned her head to see the full moon in its entire splendor. Then she turned her head to the other side and
saw it reflected on a lake, still bright, still beautiful. She suddenly stopped crying.
The girl hugged the tree as hard as she could, and proceeded to run to reality.
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013
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Paul Abbot said, “writing is rewriting.” Well, twelve rewrites into my novel and there is still something that is not quite right.
Why was it that my minor characters with their dastardly plotting had so much more influence than the protagonist who
faced a new challenge at every turn? Sure, copious rewrites have improved my prose, yes, but they have not guaranteed the
reader's interest. So how can we, as writers, be expected to captivate an audience of such varied tastes and individual
backgrounds, and keep them turning the pages long enough to experience the twists and turns we have so carefully planned
out?
According to Linda Cowgill, “the principles of drama rely on two important rules: 1. A character (protagonist) who will take
action to achieve something. 2. This character will meet with conflict.”
Sounds simple enough, but how do we ensure these principles are met? I noticed in my story a pattern amongst the minor
characters to whom I was pulled: They had desire – the notion of actively wanting or trying to achieve something. They did
not merely have a goal in mind, but they had a sense of desire behind it that drove them forwards whatever the cost. My
main character, however, who was a recipient of desire, fell flat; so I started to wonder, in what ways could I cultivate my
character's desire, and in doing so, would it strengthen my plot and create traction?
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013
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But where to begin?
Brooker, in his description of a quest, explains that the
journey must start with the first acknowledgement of desire:
“Far away, we learn, there is some priceless goal, worth any
effort to achieve: a treasure; a promised land; something of
infinite value.”
Then, “From the moment the hero learns of this prize,
the need to set out on the long hazardous journey to reach it
becomes the most important thing to him in the world.”
As the quest continues it becomes clear that when desire
takes the driving wheel we are pre-provided with an ending
– when the character obtains their goal, not before or after.
As Brooker states, “Whatever perils and diversions lie in wait
on the way, the story is shaped by that one overriding
imperative; and the story remains unresolved until the
objective has been finally, triumphantly secured.”
Though, whether triumph or failure, the map is there to
guide us, and we begin to see a plot of desire that is common
amongst bestsellers. Take Dean Koontz's The Bad Place for
example: Husband-and-wife detective team Bobby and Julie
Dakota help Frank Pollard to uncover his memory and the
reasons for his blackouts when he awakens covered in blood.
Not only do they discover where Frank has been
disappearing to, but the satisfactory ending comes from the
resolution of stopping the evil that pursues him.
Alternatively, in the crime novel Bloodstream the main
character Dr. Claire Elliot wants nothing more than to give
her son a fresh start away from city crime in a rural location.
But with an outbreak of teenage violence, which is spread by
infection, and her son being prosecuted for a hit-and-run,
Elliot's goal is not accomplished until her son is finally and
truly safe, and proven innocent.
On the other hand, to allow for desire to be achieved after
three simple steps is much too simplistic to engage the
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013

reader's intelligence. We need challenges to create traction;
as Carol Edgarian states, “Drama lies in the frustration of
desires.”
Christopher Vogler, however, overcomes simplicity with
his expansion of the three act structure to include twelve
valid, yet optional, stages of a journey which work hand-inhand with character desire. For example, in the opening
scenes to the Indonesian martial arts film The Raid, we
witness the ordinary world of a police officer and his wife,
who is pregnant. Then, we are plunged into the new world,
trapped in a building and surrounded by gangsters. The
character's desire is what first took him into the building,
that of the raid, to capture a dangerous gangster; yet, as the
story progresses we also uncover a hidden desire that further
propels the original – to bring his brother home; a brother
who works for the bad guys.
These contrasting worlds of the ordinary and the new
compliment each other. The new world provides the
opportunity to progress the plot into unfamiliar territory
with enemies and obstacles to both intensify and challenge
the main character's original desire, whereas the ordinary
world gives the hero a reason to return, a reason to win, but
most importantly a reason to want to win.
Tests, allies, and enemies are a vital part of either novel
or film as it offers the opportunity to introduce opposition.
In the script 187, we watch protagonist Trevor Garfield as he
faces constant obstacles. His desire is simply to teach a class,
and make a difference, but after being stabbed for flunking a
student he is plunged into a world of fear. When he transfers
to a new school, and the cycle threatens to repeat itself in the
form of arrogant Cesar Chavez, Garfield snaps. In his
attempt to overcome this obstacle, Garfield cuts off Cesar's
finger and posts it to him in a bag. Thus, here, we see
Vogler's steps evolve: Cesar Chavez represents “The Ordeal,”
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which driven by desire, Garfield overcomes to receive “The
Reward” – Cesar's good behaviour in Garfield's next class.
Only the reward is rarely what a character needs, a false
hope perhaps, or a danger. For example, as Cesar slowly
simmers, he plots his revenge, and the story is thus escalated
into “The Road Back.”
As we progress through Vogler's twelve steps it becomes
apparent that achieving desire always comes at a cost. The
journey is no longer as simple as one, two, three. It requires
sacrifice, which, on top of frustration, creates doubt and
introduces the question – is desire really worth it? For
example, in 187 (1996) Garfield's students finally wake up
and pay attention, but it cost him his life – he had to shoot
himself before they would listen. In The Raid, nearly an
entire team of police are slaughtered in an attempt to catch
the bad guy. Was so much death worth it? The outcome is
that we, as readers, invest more and more emotion on the
journey. We root for our character because not only does
their desire captivate and relate to us, but after the trials and
tests they have been through, they also deserve to get what
they want.
This notion of cost is also present in desire-led plots
where a goal is not obtained. For example, in the short story
Dark They Were and Golden-Eyed, Bittering refuses to eat
Martian food, growing weaker by the minute as he sacrifices
so much time and energy building a rocket. It is interesting
to note that the moment he decides to rest and take it easy, is
the moment he loses.
However, following this 'Map of Desire' as Sam North
calls it is not compulsory. Desire is just a stepping stone.
Following a rigid structure does not guarantee success.
Vogler himself states, “Your beliefs and priorities, along with
the character's, themes, styles, tone, and mood you are
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trying to access, will determine the shape and design of your
plot.” There is no sense in fighting a story's natural
structure. Novels are often described as the writer's baby,
but would we force a child into a suit much too small, or
expect it to run in trousers too long? No, because that would
cause injury, much like the bumps a reader would feel upon
reading a forced story. If you are writing a traditional horror
then you will often start with the new and dangerous world,
so as to foreshadow the dangers ahead. The script to Timber
Falls opens in a torture room, where we witness the brutal
torture of a young man, and the failed escape of captive
Sarah who plunges from a cliff to her death. Then, when we
are next brought back to the ordinary world – Mike and
Sheryl's camping trip – the characters' desire for the ideal
hiking expedition becomes the exact opposite to what we, as
viewers, want them to do. We are stuck to the edge of our
seats, nonetheless, to see if they survive.
Alternatively, in the novel Me Before You, we encounter
the main character Lou's complete lack of desire, which as
the story develops, eventually comes into fruition as Lou is
inspired by a man – a quadriplegic who has everything
except the ability to walk and the will to live. Here, however,
desire has been substituted with need – Lou must earn
money to support her family. We, as readers, are also
manipulated by dramatic irony; we know more than the
character; we know that Will Traynor is planning to kill
himself, and we know that this will break Lou's heart. As a
result, desire is transposed onto the reader, and in turn we
assume the soon-to-be emotions and desires of our heroine.
Or perhaps you are a reader who prefers to be captivated
by the artistic works of writers such as Angela Carter. In The
Erl-King, the main character's desire is in a more traditional
sense of love and lust; there is no journey, no struggle to
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achieve a goal. However Carter hooks her readers with captivating descriptions, specificity of language, and a subtext which
hints at hidden dangers within the heart. There is also a change of perspective at the end of the story, so strong it leaves the
reader with a twisting in their gut, not easily forgotten.
No, character desire is not a necessity, but by considering the positive results of aforementioned examples, which range
from bestselling novels, to short story, to film, it is apparent that desire, when used effectively and manipulated for
emphasis, will cultivate traction. So when we, as writers, begin the personal and lengthy journey of rewrites, it helps not only
to ask ourselves what we want from our story, but also to ask our characters what they want too. Using their answer we will
propel the story forwards and pull our audience along too.

GLANCE
CONTEST
WINNERS!
We challenged you to write
on the theme "In the Mirror"
this quarter. And here,
voted best of all the
responses, are Olivia Sykes
(poetry) and Terrance
Bramblett (prose)!
Congratulations, and thank
you to all participants
and voters.

by Olivia Sykes
in the fair
and cruel
looking glass
vivid dreams
are shattered
hideous waste
one's appearance
is the deadly killer
of smiles
self hate is
a glance in the mirror
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IN THE MIRROR

by Terrance Bramblett

I have not been introspective for many years. Selfexamination is a flaw in my line of work. I only contemplate
my physical and mental self to the degree needed to assure
that I am a cipher. I want all survivors to tell the authorities,
‘It was a normal-looking, medium tall, medium weight male.’
Before a job I always check myself to make sure I have the
image right. In my ‘office’ I have a sealed room, concealed by
a large bookcase that moves aside. Behind the case is a large
area with racks of clothes, a makeup desk, and the mirror. The mirror is one of those three panel rigs they have in
department stores, the ones that show you from all views except directly behind.
The racks of clothing are as varied as can be: Everything from tuxedos to overalls, sneakers to cowboy boots, slacker to
formal wear. It allows me to fit into any environment. Preparing for one of my jobs is like dressing for any other work. You
have to make sure the uniform and appearance match the surroundings. Sort of like camouflage, hidden in plain sight.
This particular job is to take place on a subway platform, so the other people in the field will be a range of types from
aging hippies to businessmen to youngsters. Because of the time of day, the majority of them will be businessmen on lunch
break. That is what I have chosen for my uniform today.
The mirror shows a man of medium height, 5’9” average weight, 160 pounds—although I may have to take on some
weight if the obesity epidemic continues—plain colored hair of medium length in a conservative cut, brown eyes, no facial
hair, thin unremarkable face. I had gotten too much sun on a recent stay in the Caribbean so I used makeup to gray my
appearance a little. It would not do to have someone say, ‘ . . .and he had a marvelous tan.‘ January in Boston and tanned
skin do not mix.
I wear a medium-weight gray wool suit, pants and coat, with a white spread collar shirt and dark blue tie. The shoes are
black loafers, not too polished. They are not the perfect shoes – wingtips would be better–but I need to wear these same
shoes with my backup outfit, and wingtips with jeans are quite funny looking.
No hat, no pocket square, no jewelry. The uniform is perfect. Even I could not describe myself in a way that would
identify me.
CONT'D on page 29
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OFF THE SHELF

Fellow members recommend
some books and authors they enjoy.

Running in Corridors by CH Edwards
reviewed by Lucy Pireel
Where to begin? Let me start by saying this author has a knack to not only tell a great story of love, deceit,
excitement and resolve, but he then takes you right smack into the middle of it. Leaving you to guess how much of it is
real and what is made up.
Frankie, the main character, is an adorable guy who seems to always find a woman to rescue or have swooning over
him. In his efforts to find a solution to a predicament one of his ladies is in--her husband is teaming up with thugs to
cash in on a life insurance--he comes across good people who unknowingly aid the bad ones. In the end the
unsuspecting respectable people help Frankie to put things right. Then he finds out that the ones he thought he knew
are quite different from what he expected, and he takes his life into a direction different from what he hoped it would
be.
The book is loaded with details of the gypsy life but never once do those details block out the story or halt the flow.
And then there are those references to music, all fitting the moment and the scene. They not only help set the time, but
paint a clear picture of who this lively Frankie character really is. It actually made me hear those songs, see the scenes
and remember those days. When a book does that to me,
it’s a done deal. I’m swept into that world and happily
travel the paths on which our Frankie stumbles, falls, but
always manages to get up from again. A world painted in
such striking pictures it’s easy to lose yourself in.
From the first page through to the last, the author,
Mister Edwards, has you running with his main character
Frankie, and not once does it feel contrived or fake. Real,
or make believe? It doesn’t matter, either way it is
cleverly written, full of wit, charm and the occasional
breathtaking moment. Where needed there is a serious
note to bring you back down to earth and forces you to
realise these are matters of life and death Frankie has to
deal with.
To whom I would recommend this? To everybody who
enjoys reading a slice of life and to those wondering
about how real people live real lives out of the ordinary.
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Gone by Michael Grant
reviewed by Laura Graham
If you are fan of the young adult genre, then I strongly recommend you grab a copy of Gone. I first
stumbled across this little gem on my office floor--some sneaky scoundrel had left me a gift--and my first
impression upon spotting the cover was “Well, this looks like a pile of crud.” So of course I had to pick it up
and start reading, just to see how right I was--or wrong, as it turned out.
Immediately I was transported to sunny California, where, in the blink of an eye, everyone over the age of
fifteen disappears--nope, this is not quite as fun as you might think: When adults no longer rule, the bullies
step up.
In the early stages, fear spreads from class to class, while outside, vehicles crash over cliffs, fires start,
toddlers need caring for, and it is up to the youngsters to step up to the plate. But the children,
inexperienced in these matters, have no idea how to help, and soon enough what might be a challenge for
an adult, becomes death for the under fifteens. Then, when you think life can’t get any worse, it does:
Certain survivors have inherited special, dangerous powers, and a new, even scarier order of power is
emerging.
It is up to the main character, Sam, and his friends to save the day. But Sam has just a few days until his
fifteenth birthday. The clock is ticking; he’s going to disappear, and although he is afraid, his best friend
still envies him. Thrust into a life of death and betrayal, can Sam can accept himself as the champion he’s
supposed to be?
I had expected little from this book, and yet I found myself snuggled up on the sofa, unable to put it down.
There’s a wide choice of characters who are lovable, inspiring, but realistic, too. Plus each chapter pushes
you deeper into chaos, but at the same time it is not too heavy. Fun is a word I would use to sum up Gone.
It won’t challenge you too greatly, but if you rather fancy an apocalyptic-mutant-powers-themed story,
then this is for you. So sit back, relax, and enjoy!
Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013
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GRAMMATICAL SNIPPETS

Words often Confused, by Lucy Pireel

There are words that are simple--or sometimes obscure--and yet we sometimes have trouble using
them properly. When writing, we make mistakes and only find them after proofreading, or not, which
leaves us embarrassed. To prevent this from happening in future, I’d like to take a stroll down a wordy
lane with you.
A or An?
That one’s easy. At least that’s what you would think. When the first letter of the word following has the
sound of a consonant, we should use “a” and when that following word starts with a letter that sounds like a
vowel, we use “an.”
Difficulties arise when using abbreviations. Let’s look at “FAQ.” Pronounced as a word, “fak” would become “a
FAQ,” because the first letter of FAQ is not only a consonant, but also sounds like one. Spelled out, the first letter
transforms from a consonant to a vowel, leaving us with “an eff-a-q.”
The difference a letter makes.
Swap an “s” for a “c” in advice and you get advise. Now, that’s one easily made mistake that changes everything
about the word.
Advice is a noun meaning recommendation, while advise (verb) is the giving of a recommendation.
What if you substitute the ‘e’ for an ‘i’ in ‘complement’? That would turn the addition which serves to form a whole
into a compliment, i.e. praise (verb or noun when it’s used as an expression of admiration).
To separate or stick together?
Then we have those words people are inclined to glue together, or not when they should.
“All together now,” said the conductor to the choir as one singer was out of tune.
“It wasn’t all together his fault.” But this is a fault, because he was alone, so he couldn’t be “all together.” Here it
should read: “It wasn’t entirely his fault,” or rather: “It wasn’t altogether his fault.”
And what to think of “any more” versus “anymore”? Remember not to make any more (additional) mistakes after
reading this, because you don’t need to anymore (nowadays).

Writer's Beat Quarterly, Issue 36, February 2013

24

Oh, those look-a-likes!
What to think of those words that sound the same, but
mean completely different things? They are even written
almost the same.
Allude, elude and illude, what to use when? If you refer
indirectly to something, you allude, but if you avoid being
captured, you elude, and when you mislead, you illude.
Not so difficult after all, just a thing to remember.
And what about ‘effect’ and ‘affect,’ which to use when?
Put the pair in one sentence and their difference shows
immediately. “The effect of her actions affected me.” Or in
other words, “Her actions caused an emotional response,”
i.e. influenced me. That just about sums up the big
difference between those two small words.
But then there is that elusive trio: lie, lay, and lie. Who
doesn’t mistake one for the other at times?
“I will not lie, not down and not to you.” As you can see
that one word—lie—has two meanings in this one sentence.
They sound the same, are written the same, and only
context reveals the meaning of the word. First one, to
recline, and the second one, to tell a falsehood. Laying
something down changes how the word is written, because a
thing is inherently inert and cannot recline on its own
volition. It needs to be laid.
"I like to lie about when I lie down for a nap, while I lay a
book over my eyes." All three possibilities of the trio in
Present Tense. As you can hear—and see—the two things
done by a human are written the same, while the one

"

concerning an object is once again written differently. A
good clue to keep in mind: When in doubt, if an object is in
play, use lay. But remember that goes for Present Tense.
"I laid a book over my eyes as I lay down for a nap, but I
lied about it." All in Past Tense. As you can see the ‘rule’
given one paragraph up doesn’t work in past tense.
Basically with the verbs lie and lay, you just need to
memorise their proper use. Just remember “to lie” is a thing
humans do with their body, while “to lay” is something a
person does with a thing.
Often, or rather mostly, we rely on the spellchecker to
find our typos. What if we scramble our word into another
also existing one and the spellchecker doesn’t catch it
because it’s switched off, or the word just isn’t in its
dictionary? “The tied came rolling in.” All perfectly proper
English words, but one is wrong. Not the word itself, just
which word is used. It should read: “The tide came rolling
in.”
And that’s why I can’t stress it enough: Do not rely on the
machine to check for typos, but read and re-read and then
proofread and have it proofread, before you send something
off into the world and to your readers.
This is certainly not a complete list; there’s much to be
mistaken about and you wouldn’t be the first to make such
mistakes, or the last. Keep in mind to proofread and don’t
wail like a whale when you’ve fallen for the wile of words
while you weren’t paying attention.

OVERHEARD ON THE BEAT

"

Watching your child come into the world is pretty mind-blowing, but I was totally shocked when she
didn’t come out fully clothed. Right away I knew the whole thing was going to be really expensive.
- JoeMatt, post # 536099, The Intellectual Table
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In the Limelight!
Writer's Beat member
Beefheart is
interviewed by
Elzevera Koenderink.

1. Cookies, lollipops, crunchy tea . . . ? In
the meantime, tell us something about
your username.

Coffee -- light, no sugar. As for the name,
Captain Beefheart was a psychedelic musician
in the 1960s. You might see me elsewhere on
the internets as beef art, bee fart or beer fart. I
get banned a lot.
2. We’re going on a holiday, whoohooo! But
as with everything, there is a nasty surprise
to accompany this wave of pleasantness – you
can only take three books. Which ones?
Three bibles!
3. What makes you decide whether or not to
critique someone's work?
If I love a piece I'm inclined to comment. If I hate a piece I'm
more inclined to comment. But if I'm bored within the first few
lines I won't even bother to finish reading it.

4. What did you want to be when you were little? Does it correspond in
any way with your current situation?
I still chalk myself up to my 5th grade accomplishments. I went to Catholic school, got straight A's and was
President of my class -- popular and vaguely athletic, too. And of all things, I wanted to be a lawyer. Jesus!
I pulled a total 180. Puberty will do that to you. I got pretty reckless as a teenager and had to get a lawyer of my
own. (Thanks, Dad!) She was criminal defense, so she essentially got paid to lose. It was a long and painful
process. But I did learn that lawyers are snakes and I never wanted to set foot in a courthouse again!
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5. Describe a typical writing session.
Sometimes late at night when I can't sleep but usually
in the early afternoon when I wake up. Half a pot of
coffee, a few cigarettes, a spiral notebook and pen. And
if I can be totally candid, a joint or two.
6. Pick a sentence from your own writing that
you're especially proud of.
Those Africans-- they don't know the half of it...
7. If you could pick one of your own pieces of
writing and have it adapted in the form of a movie
or a play, which of the two would you prefer?
Hmmmm. Play. I think "The People Pound" would make
a very interesting avant-garde piece.
8. What is the first thing you remember writing?
I wrote a short story when I was little. It was a Dr.
Jekyll/Mr. Hyde rip off. That was one of my favorite
books as a kid. The story had a plot as well as a
romantic sub-plot. When I gave it to my mother she
went around and made everyone read it.
9. Do you think Writer's Beat has played a role in
your development as a writer? What/Who are
other influences to you?
Definitely. Ever since I've started posting here, I write
more frequently, on a pretty steady basis. It's good
practice.
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I'm still amazed people even bother to read my poems,
let alone comment. I get a fair amount of good
feedback and a fair amount of bad. You can't make love
to everyone.
I'm a 20-year-old girl. It never occurred to me that a 60year-old man from Florida would like my work. That
man is Nick Pierce, by the way, who has been endlessly
helpful to me. He sends me motivational messages and
occasionally a thread of inspiration.
I am a huge fan of WilliamS. You should be interviewing
him, not me.
10. What do you like best about other people’s
writing?
If the author can make me laugh out loud, I'm sold.
Like Kurt Vonnegut, I'm laughing every 5 pages. I like
sad things too, like Dostoyevsky. I tend to be bitchy and
brooding and sarcastic. That reflects in the authors I
read. I think writing is most effective when the reader
can relate personally.
11. Which well-known piece of writing do you
wish you had been the author of?
The poem "Bluebird" by Charles Bukowski.
12. And finally, a word of advice on life, the
universe and everything?
The water is more refreshing when the glass is seen
half-empty.
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COMPETITIONS AND PRIZES

Compiled by Lucy Pireel

Prizes:
Comments:
Word count:
Closing date:
Entry fee:

Prizes:

Comments:

Complete novel
February 22, 2013
$75 for the first category
entered, $50 for each
additional category
$1,500, $750, $500, $250,
$100, plus a year exposure,
and trophies and medals
visit website for more
details

Website:
http://www.indiebookawards.com/entryguidelines.php

Word count: 3,000 or less
Closing date: February 28th, 2013
Entry fee:
$10 per submission
Prizes:
1st $500; 2nd $250; 3rd $100
Comments: visit website for details
Website:
http://www.pearcepublications.com/Contest_Guidelines_2.html

Word count: 1,500 - 3,000
Closing date: February 28th
Entry fee:
none
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1st £300; 2nd £100; and two runners up £50
For UK residents age 18 and over,
visit website for further details
Website:
http://playingbingo.co.uk/competitions-prizes/shortstory/index.php

Word count: various for different categories
Closing date: March 15th
Entry fee:
$3 - $20
Prizes:
$100; $75; $50
Comments: visit website for further details
Website:
http://www.writerseditors.com/Writers/Contests/Contest_Guidelines/contest_guidelines.htm

Word count:
Closing date:
Entry fee:
Prizes:
Comments:
Website:

between 4,000 - 8,000
March 29th
none
1st $2,000; 2nd $1,000; 3rd $500
visit website for further details
http://thesimonscenter.org/competition/

Word count: under 50 pages
Closing date: March 14th
Entry fee:
$15
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Prizes:
$2,000
Comments: visit website for further details
Website:
http://coloradoreview.colostate.edu/nelliganprize/submission-guidelines/

Word count:
Closing date:
Entry fee:
Prizes:
Comments:
Website:

complete and published book
April 30th
none
1st £1,000; 2nd £200; 3rd £75
visit website for further details
http://www.ruberybookaward.com/information.html

Word count:
Closing date:
Entry fee:
Prizes:
Comments:
Website:

4,000
April 30th
£8 for each story submitted
1st £1,000; 2nd £700; 3rd £400
visit website for further details
http://www.bristolprize.co.uk/rules.html

Word count: 3,000
Closing date: April 30th
Entry fee:
£8
Prizes:
1st $200; 2nd $100; 3rd $50
Comments: visit website for further details
Website:
http://momayapress.com/momaya-short-storycompetition/competition-guidelines

"In the Mirror" CONT'D from page 21

Even better, the visible outfit is the second layer. I have underneath the pants and shirt, lightweight blue jeans,
and a T-shirt. A frameless backpack is collapsed and wrapped around my waist. As soon as I leave the scene, I will
go into a restroom at the station and remove the suit and shirt, stuffing them and my weapon in the backpack,
ruffle my hair so it stands all awry, and casually stroll out to mingle with the crowds and exit the station.
If I had my way, this would not be the way the job was done. I much prefer darkness and stealth with the death
being seen as the result of an accident. But I am just a contractor, and the principal decides how the job is done. In
this case, a flashy, visible demise was mandated.
I check the mirror one last time to make sure the lightweight shoulder rig that holds the silenced .22 pistol does
not show, or ‘print’ as the gun carriers say. It is undetectable.
I always allow myself extra time for unforeseen circumstances. Telling my client that I was unable to do the job
because I was caught in traffic is not acceptable.
I rotate in front of the mirror one last time for a final review. I am the gray man, the ghost. Being unseen and
invisible serves me well in my work. My only problem is that I can hardly get waited on at a bar or restaurant. I
disappear into the background. In any case, I see no one in the mirror now. Perfect.
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