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DROPS

A Big Thank You!

Another year!

And | have to share that this is the final issue of Books & Pieces Magazine. In this day and
age it is very difficult to generate enough ad revenue for a specialized publication, and frankly,
for the time it takes to gather material, edit, layout and publish, there is not enough revenue to
warrant that outlay of time. | wish | could do it for free, but like you, there are bills that will not
wait. You will still be able to access the website and stores and articles from past issues.

| have to take a moment to thank the many people who have helped make this magazine
work. Jill Hedgecock, for her friendship, many book reviews, and some articles. Lance Thomp-
son, for an excellent screenwriting column, ‘Tales from the Script.” Mickey Mikkelson of Creative
Edge Publicity for working with us and giving us access to many big name authors, and always
being supportive. Julio Carlos for some book reviews early in the year, also a very supportive
person. And Luc Thibaut, of Alt Publish, for publishing us. Alt Publish also publishes select au-
thors—if you are interested visit AltPublish.com and send him an email. It’s an honest company
that profit shares with no costs to you. My books are published through Alt Publish.

Also, a thank you to the many writers who have submitted short stories this year. Do not be
discouraged if we passed; writing is an evolution. Keep at it. And keep submitting.

And finally, to YOU, dear readers. You make it work. Many of you have sent email copies to
friends, writers you know, and we encourage you to do so. It helps us to grow. And to survive in
this crazy world, we need to reach more people. Thank you for your support.

If you are on our mailing list, you will receive one more email before the new year asking if
you are interested in staying up to date with new authors, books, etc. This will come from Alt
Publish. If not, simply unsubscribe and you won’t be emailed again.

Wishing you a Merry Christmas, Happy Holidays, or whatever you call this Season of Peace
and Goodwill. And my hopes for a better 2023, saner, kinder, safer and something we can all
enjoy.

Regard i/f f,-'/:'l /ﬂﬂ

William Gensburger
Author/Publisher

Books ‘N Pieces Writing Magazine is published monthly by Alt Publish and is available in print and digital formats,
distributed through opt-in email lists, subscribers, as well as placement on websites with high traffic, social media sites and
BooksNPieces.com with an estimated readership of 10,000/month. It is FREE to read the digital editions of Books ‘N Pieces
Magazine. Print copies are available through Issuu.com, independent of B&P Magazine. We are supported through advertising
revenue, affiliate links, as well as donations made by readers without obligation.

For ad and services rates, please contact William Gensburger William@BooksNPieces.com or through our website: www.
BooksNPieces.com. Ph: (208) 991-2626

Short story submissions should be made through our website, Submit, tab. Questions about author representation or author
services should be directed to lucthibault@altpublish.com or visit AltPublish.com
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EAR

by Jon Wesick

ENIGNO
IGHTS THE

spite the heat, Benigno Rivera was glad to practice judo every afternoon

T he window fans blew ninety-degree air around the basement gym. De-

at the umver51ty club. His opponent, Jim Cooper, was a blg guy whose

uniform smelled like gorgonzol

Leaving a sweaty, unwashed judo gi to fer-
ment in a locker for a week was lousy disci-
pline. Why couldn’t students wash them? Even
after taking a shower, Benigno’s hands would
stink of the big guy’s sweat. Cooper moved in
for a hip throw. Benigno blocked it with a tai
sabaki, stepped around, and executed a hip
throw of his own. He landed on top of Cooper
and moved into a scarf hold called kesa gat-
ame. The big man tapped out.

“I’'m going to take a break.” Cooper did a
standing bow.

“How are you going to compete with Wis-
consin State if you don’t train?” Benigno
asked.

Cooper walked away so Benigno sat cross-
legged at the edge of the mat, the back of
his sweaty gi sticking to the concrete wall. He
turned his attention from the randori to his
broken toe that buddy-taped to its neighbor.
The sticky wrestling mats were murder on bare
feet. Canvas or tatami would have been better,
but the judo club was lucky to have this space
at all. Benigno had no worthy opponents here.
Don Levine used to have a killer uchi mata
but he’d lost his fire after knee surgery. With
no one to replace Levine, Benigno couldn’t

see how they’d make it to the nationals. The
instructor, Arto Virtanen, a graduate student
in Eastern European languages, clapped his
hands to end class. The students knelt facing
the teacher and bowed out.

“Ever seen one of those wrestling bears at
the county fair?” Cooper asked Virtanen after
class. “How could judo win against an oppo-
nent like that?”

“I know!” Benigno jumped to his feet.
“When the bear rises up on his hind legs, I'd
turn into a shoulder throw just as he comes
down on top of me.” Benigno dropped to his
knees and demonstrated a seoi nage. “Yeah,
fight the bear! Fight the bear!”

No one else chanted so Benigno jumped up
and down in front of Levine while shouting,
“Fight the bear! Fight the bear!”

A few others joined the chant. Virtanen
shook his head and bowed out.
%k k

“Who is brave enough to challenge Harold
the Horrible, master of Greco-Roman wres-
tling?” Flatty Gaff pointed to a black bear who
looked like the cartoon character in Hamm's
Beer commercial. As for Harold’s trainer, Gaff
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wore a ballcap, denim jacket
and had a patchy beard shot
with gray. “It’s just ten dollars
to play for a chance to win
five hundred. Who will be
first?”

Benigno held up a ten and
walked to the stage.

“Fight the bear!” Cooper
shouted. He couldn’t wait to
see the guy who'd dominat-
ed him in every practice get
creamed. When he noticed
Levine hadn’t joined in the
chant, Cooper elbowed him
in the ribs. The two then
clapped and stomped to
their chant, and the audience
joined in. “Fight the bear!”

In martial arts, they say
a ten-pound weight advan-
tage is worth one degree of
black belt. Harold the Horri-
ble weighed three times as
much as Benigno. Even Kyuzu
Mifune wouldn’t have beaten
the black bear. Well, maybe
the judo master could have
won but Benigno’s strategy
went wrong from the start.
Instead of rearing up, Harold
stayed on four legs, forcing
Benigno into a referee’s posi-
tion. Benigno reached under
the bear’s chest for the oppo-
site foreleg, pressed his face
against the fur, and pushed
but he might as well have
tried to push over a bulldozer.
Harold rolled on top of him.
Benigno struggled to breathe.
He tried to lift his hips or
scoot his legs out from under
the animal but all he could
do was smell the vodka and
breath mints coming through
Harold’s leather muzzle. Then
he gambled on Harold being
a wrestler. Benigno shimmied

and twisted until he was face
down on the mat, a move that
would get him killed in a real
fight. However, wrestlers had
to pin an opponent’s shoul-
ders to win, and lying face
down prevented that. The
bear got off him.

“Let’s go, Benigno! You'll get
him this time.” Cooper sup-
pressed a snigger. “Fight the
bear! Fight the bear!”

On his feet again, Benig-
no heard laughter from the
spectators. When Harold
approached on four legs,
Benigno stepped to the side.
In the hot sun, the bear’s fur
smelled like a thousand of
Cooper’s rank judo gis. Be-
nigno side-stepped another
lunge and raised his arms in
an attempt to get Harold to
copy his motion. It worked.

“Earl!” Harold said as he
reared up on his back legs.
Benigno stepped in for a
shoulder throw but couldn’t
overcome the bear’s low
center of mass. Harold sim-
ply turned to take Benigno
down, and the judoka spent
the rest of the match pinned
under five-hundred pounds of
fur. After watching Benigno’s
defeat, neither Levine nor
Cooper tried.

%k k%

Beningo and Cooper handed
their tickets to the tattooed
man at the gate. He was wiry,
his skin aged from heavy
drinking, and he wore a grub-
by T-shirt with a pack of Marl-
boros rolled into the sleeve. In
other words, his appearance
did not inspire confidence
that he could maintain dan-

gerous equipment. Neverthe-
less, Cooper had insisted they
ride the Kamikaze. It consisted
of a pair of counterrotating
pendular that swung their oc-
cupants in three-hundred-six-
ty-degree arcs.

The two sat side-by-side
in the gondola. The motor
roared, and the pendular
began to swing, slowly at first
and then building up ampli-
tude. Near the top of the arc,
Benigno felt weightless as the
gondola paused.

“Next one is the big one!”
Cooper said.

The gondola swung back,
gained amplitude, and
climbed again.

“Woo!” Cooper pumped
both fists in the air.

Benigno saw the world spin
much like when someone
threw him for ippon. After
several more loops, the gon-
dola slowed and came to rest.

“You gave it a damn good
try.” Cooper slapped Benigno
on the shoulder. “Want to get
a beer?”

“Thanks. | think I'll stick
around for a while.” Benigno
had other plans.

“Okay. See you at the dojo.”

Benigno bought a barbe-
cued turkey leg and watermel-
on slushy. He wandered the
fair but didn’t play any games.
Eventually, he made his way
between the trucks and vans
to where the bear lived. Har-
old paced back and forth in
a space the size of a kitchen
that stank of urine. This was
no way to treat a champion.
Benigno slipped the turkey leg
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between the iron bars to his
former opponent. It was the
least he could do.

3k 3k sk

Harold ambled to the cage
door and took a French fry
from Benigno’s hand. Even
past midnight, the air was
warm and humid. The only
sounds were crickets’ love
songs and the distant bass of
reggae coming from a carny’s
trailer. Benigno cut the pad-
lock’s shackle with bolt cutters
and unchained the gate.

“Earl!” Harold greeted him
with a bear hug.

“Quiet.” Benigno held a fin-
ger to his lips. “This way.”

Harold followed Benigno
past the rides, cotton candy
tubs, milk bottle, and skeeball
stands, and into the parking
lot. It was a tight fit getting
him into the passenger seat
of Benigno’s MGB convertible.
The seatbelt was too short,
and the bear’s face stuck out
a foot above the windscreen.
A scally cap, muffler, and pair
of goggles made Harold look
jaunty on the ride back to the
dorm. Halfway there, Benigno
let the bear drive. Bad idea!
Harold couldn’t get the hang
of the stick shift.

They parked behind the
dorm, and Benigno smuggled
the bear in the back door.
While waiting for the elevator,
he worried that the students
in the lobby would notice that
Harold was a bear, but the
scally cap fooled them. The
elevator arrived. Benigno led
Harold inside and pushed the
button for the twelfth floor.

“Wait up.” The resident

assistant blocked the door. He
entered, pushed the button
for three, and looked at Har-
old. “No pets allowed.”

“He’s not a pet,” Benigno
said. “He’s my cousin from
Ulan Bator.”

“Cousin, huh? What'’s his
name?”

“Earl,” Harold said.

“Kind of hairy. Isn’t he?” The
RA asked Benigno.

“On a cold Mongolian night
when you’re alone in your
yurt with no woman around,
you might reach for a yeti,
too.”

“Damn!”

“How do you think Geng-
his Khan conquered half the
world?” Benigno asked.

“All right, Earl. Just keep the
noise down. You might be on
vacation but others need to
study.” The RA exited on the
third floor.

Benigno realized Harold
might be hungry. After turning
on the TV, he made marma-
lade sandwiches, but Harold
wouldn’t touch them.

“Earl.” Harold pointed at a
bag of cheese curls.

Benigno poured them into a
bowl, and soon Harold’s snout
was covered with orange
powder.

“Have you seen this bear?”
The announcer showed Har-
old’s picture on the TV. “A few
hours ago, Harold escaped
from the Monroe County
Fair. His owner is offering a
two-thousand-dollar reward
for his capture. Call 555-1975
if you have any information.”

* % %k

Benigno bowed before
stepping onto the mat. Harold
did the same. When Benigno
had searched the Goodwill
for disguises, he’d found a
size-9 judo gi and decided his
new friend should share his
hobby. Rit dye turned Har-
old’s belt brown, which gave
him enough rank to compete
without anyone asking him to
teach.

“Who’s our guest?” Vir-
tanen asked.

“My cousin from Ulan Ba-
tor,” Benigno replied.

“Arto Virtanen.” He bowed
and offered his hand.

“Earl.” Harold took Vir-
tanen’s hand in his paw.

“You played judo for a long
time, Earl?” Virtanen asked.

“Earl.”

“Sorry,” Benigno said. “He
doesn’t speak much English.”

“Maybe you can translate
for him,” Virtanen said. “Glad
you can join us, Earl.”

After bowing in, Benigno
partnered with Harold to
practice o-goshi. The bear
mimicked stepping in with a
one-hundred-eighty-degree
turn, reaching around Be-
nigno’s waist, and throwing
him over his hip. Harold kept
up as the class moved on to
taiotoshi and o soto gari until
it was time for randori, when
Harold tossed Benigno around
like a sack of Nerf balls.

“Dozo.” Virtanen bowed to
the bear when it was time to
change partners.

The two struggled for a
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dominant grip on each other’s
gis. Virtanen went for a simple
armbar, but Harold sensed the
trap. Virtanen then dropped
into a taiotoshi but Harold
stepped over his leg, pivoted,
and attempted a hiza guruma
knee wheel. Virtanen stepped
over Harold’s extended leg
and countered with his own
hiza guruma. Harold turned
his hips away to stop the
throw and swept Virtanen'’s
feet from behind.

III

“Hey, you're pretty good
Virtanen said as he got up
from the mat.

After more randori and
ending the class, Virtanen
approached Benigno.

“You know, if your cousin
registered for a continuing-ed-
ucation class, he could join
the judo team. Then we might
have a chance of showing up
Dan Hickenlooper at Wiscon-
sin State.” Virtanen’s rivalry
with that coach had gone on
for years.

“Damn it, senseil” Cooper
shouted. “Can’t you see he’s a
bear?”

“Oh, yeah.” Virtanen squint-
ed at Harold. “Well, the NCAA
has rules about athletes
accepting money but nothing
about them being bears.”

sk %k k

Harold stepped onto the
mat and bowed to his oppo-
nent, Darrell Hades, a judoka
from Faber College whose
three-hundred pounds com-
pensated for a total lack of
skill. To qualify as a student,
Harold had registered, under
the pseudonym Earl Oso, for
a music-appreciation class.
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The instructor assigned no
homework. An essay at the
end of the semester would
determine his grade. No one
on the judo team knew how a
bear would write an essay but
the national championships
would be over by then, so the
question was moot.

“Hajime!” yelled the referee
to start Harold’s first tour-
nament match in the state
semifinals.

Hades bellowed an earsplit-
ting kiai and rushed forward
like a Viking berserker on his
way to a Texas barbecue. Har-
old did the same, and the two
collided like two freight trains,
one leaving Pittsburgh at 6:12
AM traveling at fifty-nine
miles per hour, and the other
departing Kansas City at 8:04
AM traveling forty-three miles
per hour. Their clash was
enough to bring joy to over-
burdened algebra students
everywhere. Harold took
Darrell down and cleaned
the mat with him, literally.
Using Darrell as a gi-covered
washrag, Harold wiped him
back and forth over the mat
in a raster pattern. The judge
declared Harold the winner.

All was not salmon and
picnic baskets, though. Dis-
guised in a trilby hat and fake
mustache, Wisconsin State’s
coach, Dan Hickenlooper,
watched from the bleachers.
As a professor of wildlife biol-
ogy, Hickenlooper suspected
something about Virtanen’s
new judoka wasn’t right.

%k k

With a gold medal around
his neck, Benigno watched

Harold straighten his gi and
step onto the podium to wait
for Mr. Choi to present the
awards in the open-weight
category. An eighth dan who
wore a red-and-white belt,
Mr. Choi intimidated everyone
with his six-foot-nine-inch
height. Not only was he huge,
but he was aggressive with
flawless technique. When
discussing being thrown by
Mr. Choi, Levine had said, “He
made me one with the mat.”

After placing the silver med-
al on the second-place win-
ner’s neck, Mr. Choi stepped
in front of Harold and stared
as if remembering folktales
from his childhood on Cheju
Island. Bear and man bowed,
and Mr. Choi placed the
gold medal around Harold’s
neck. This clinched it. The
seven judoka that Virtanen
had molded into a team had
outperformed all the others.
Levine won gold, and Cooper
had even washed his gi. They
were going to the nationals.

%k %k k

Benigno took a seat in the
bleachers to watch. As the
odd man in his weight class,
he’d advanced automatical-
ly to the second round. The
eliminations took place on
four mats at once, so Benigno
had placed himself close to
the 160-pound competition
to study his opponents. The
crowd roared. Benigno looked
up to see Harold step onto
a far mat. Then the crowd
gasped. Harold’s opponent
was not a human but a rhino,
not a moderate Republican
but an actual member of
rhinocerotidae diceros. Wis-



consin State hadn’t even tried
to find a judo gi big enough
to cover the fifteen-hun-
dred-pound animal. Instead,
they’d wrapped his torso in
white cotton. A yellow tennis
ball covered his horn, and a
seeing-eye bird called an ox-
pecker sat on his shoulder.

“Time out!” Virtanen went
to argue with the referee.

Judges surrounded the pair
and, after much gesturing
and hushed voices, ruled that
while no rules forbade a rhino
from competing, the bird
could not join him on the mat.

“I'm going to sue under the
Americans with Disabilities
Act!” Hickenlooper shouted.

When the referee called
“Hajime!” the rhino pawed
the mat, lowered his head,
and charged. Lacking the ox-
pecker bird to give directions,
he set off the wrong way.
Momentum carried him into
the front row of the bleachers
occupied by Mrs. Tiergarten'’s
first-grade class. After para-
medics cleared the injured,
the referee called a penalty
against the rhino for stepping
off the mat.

When the match resumed,
Harold let out a roar to give
his nearsighted opponent a
direction. When the rhino
charged, Harold stepped aside
and stuck out a foot to trip
the horny beast. Keeping to
this strategy, Harold accumu-
lated yuko after yuko, but he
didn’t want to win by partial
points. As the timer ticked
down, Harold baited his op-
ponent into one more charge.
When the rhino got close,

Harold tricked him into a turn.
Harold stepped in with a hip
throw and added a leg sweep
to make it a harai goshi. No
throw against an opponent
that massive would be per-
fect but the referee called
“Wazari!” earning Harold a
respectable half-point and the
match. The crowd cheered
and then hushed as a grizzled
man in a ballcap and denim
jacket rose from the second
row and pointed at Harold.

“That’s my bear!” Flatty Gaff
yelled.

As the police led Harold
away in handcuffs, he gazed
at Benigno and whimpered,
“Earl”

%k %k %k

“Which of you is brave
enough to challenge the
amazing fighting bear, master
of Greco-Roman wrestling,
judo, taekwondo, and krav
maga? It’s just ten dollars for
a chance to win five hundred.
Who will be first?”

“1 willl” Benigno held up a
ten-dollar bill and rushed to
the stage.

He stepped onto the mat,
bowed, and the match began.
Harold rushed in on all fours
and reaped Benigno’s leg in
an o soto gari. Benigno kept
his legs between himself and
the bear to avoid a pin and
scrambled to his feet. He
danced around the bear with
ankle props and foot sweep
and then pulled his earlobe.
On the prearranged signal,
Harold reared up, and Benig-
no pivoted, dropped to his
knees, and tossed the bear
over his shoulder. It was most-

ly show. Harold didn’t take

a dive, but he didn’t resist
either. Benigno scrambled on
top for a kami shiho gatame
pin.

“Winner!” Flatty Gaff hand-
ed Benigno a roll of ones with
the twenties on the outside.
“See! Everyone’s got a chance.
Who's next?”

Of course, as the shill, Be-
nigno would give the money
back. That was the deal Flatty
Gaff had insisted on to drop
the chargers. Leaving college
to join the fair beat going to
prison. At least Benigno got
to spend time with his ursine
buddy and keep a third of the
take. Besides, with enough
practice, his shoulder throw
might get good enough to
take down a bear for real.

About the Author

Jon Wesick
is a region-
al editor
of the San
Diego Poetry
Annual. He’s
published
hundreds
of poems
and stories in journals such as
the Atlanta Review, Berkeley
Fiction Review, New Verse
News, Paterson Literary Re-
view, Pearl, Pirene’s Fountain,
Slipstream, Space and Time,
and Tales of the Talisman. His
most recent books are The
Shaman in the Library and The
Prague Deception. http://jon-
wesick.com
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A CONVERSATION WITH..

Freddy Cruz.is a Houston area author and host of Freddy's Huge ASK Podcast.
Hes obsessed with music, books, running, and coffee, and not necessarily in that
order.

B&P: You’ve had 20 years in pop radio and B&P: ‘Allow Me To Ruin Your Christmas’ is a
decided that becoming an author was a great  great title and works for our December issue.
idea. What brought that about, and how did How did that come about, and what’s the

you make that happen? story about?

FC: I've always been a storyteller. The gift of FC: During episode #43 of Freddy’s Huge
copywriting and sharing stories on the radio ASK Podcast, | spoke with bestselling author
gave me longevity in an industry where many  Tui T. Sutherland. She asked me about my
only last a few years. The decision to leave work, and | revealed to her that the working

was more about reading the proverbial room. title (at the time) was Allow Me to Ruin Your
And just like our favorite books, all good things Christmas. She loved it. So | promoted it from
must come to an end. a working title to an official title.
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B&P: What'’s the best and worst part of
writing?

FC: Being a creator means being consistent.
This means quality and quantity. There’s a
reason why names

like King and Balda-
cci are always top
of mind. It’s be-
cause they deliver
both quality and
quantity. And the
same applies to any
type of creative. Do
you want to be a
successful podcast-
er? Release three
episodes per week
instead of one. Do
you want to grow
your social media
audience so they
can buy your stuff
or listen to your
show? Post multi-

FC: | love getting into a flow state. There’s
no other feeling on earth. At least to me,
there isn’t. That’s the best part. The worst
part comes when | can’t access the flow state.
That’s when the demon of self-doubt starts
chipping away at my creativity with his pick
axe.

B&P: How does being an author compare to
being a radio personality, and do you find that
the latter benefits from your built-in audience
in terms of readership?

FC: The creativity required of both always
happens in solitude, before an audience of
one. Me. Just like writing, creating a radio
show—or, in my current situation, a pod-
cast—-is done alone. Not everyone writes
alone, and there are shows with multiple char-
acters, but | work alone. The success I've had
as an author has come from advertising and
PR (thanks, Mickey!).

B&P: What makes success for either an
author or radio personality and how important
is content or substance versus presence and
popularity?

ple times per day
per platform. Creativity is a muscle. Use it or
lose it. Do bodybuilders end up with twenty-
four-inch biceps because they only lift once a
week? Nope. So get to work!

B&P: Several books in, what are your future
plans?

FC: A fifth-anniversary edition of my debut
novel When America Fell Silent. It’ll have a
new cover and bonus material. I'm in the early
stages of development and look forward to
seeing what some of my favorite characters
have been up to.

B&P: Any advice for new authors?

FC: Write. The. Book. If you really want to
have a story to your name, you must stop pro-
crastinating and get it done. You owe it to your
future self to do it. And you owe it to future
readers who will be impacted by your story.
They’re waiting for you.

B&P: Anything you’d like to include not men-
tioned?

FC: Reading a book is a time commitment,
the only thing we never get back. So I'd like to
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extend a huge thank you to anyone who decides to read any
of my books. And I'd be remiss if | didn’t mention Freddy’s
Huge ASK Podcast. Fans of TEDx and Masterclass can listen
to over 1,500 minutes of interviews with people like former
Navy SEAL Jack Carr and Auschwitz survivor Tova Friedman,
among others.

Find Freddy at the following locations:
Amazon: https://amzn.to/3AZprKj

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/freddyvoncruzing-
ton/

Twitter: @radiofreddycruz

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/thefreddycruz/
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BLONDE NOIR

by DC Diamondopolous

Kit Covinegton sat on the sofa in her Pacific Palisades mansion with
a cigarette lodged in the side of her mouth. A cloud of smoke float-

ed around her head. She adjusted the oxygen tube in her nose, then
brushed ash from her dog Muttin's chamlpzifgne—colored curls. The
e

miniature poodle dozing in Kits lap start
Ereat Morning Talk Show banged equipment into Kits

from The

antique furniture.

“Watch it! You scratch anything, you'll pay
for the restoration.” Since her left lung had
been removed, Kit’s husky voice had a rattle
that lingered between words chaining them
together like loose ball bearings.

“Sorry,” the stocky, tattooed, sound woman
said.

Kit wondered if the all-female crew was a
set-up—some kind of knife-twisting in the gut.
She’d been anxious about the interview and
now regretted it.

Her son, Robin, urged her to confront the
nonsense. The 1950s blonde bombshell be-
came notorious because of some damn you-
tube video a pop singer made by superimpos-
ing Kit’s dance sequence from the 1956 movie,
| Was a Teenage SheWolf From Mars, while
he sang to her. It went viral. Paramount cap-
italized on it with a box set of her films. The
Screen Actors Guild sent her checks she hadn’t
seen in sixty years.

Kit would have laughed at the male juve-
nile obsession with her big breasts, platinum
blonde hair, and erotic gyrations in her bullet
bra and tight sequined space suit. But it hap-
pened at the time actresses came forward and
named producers, directors, and actors who
raped and assaulted them. The video ignited a

when the camera crew

firestorm of criticism from young women, who
blamed her for their being sexualized. She
became the poster girl, Adam’s Eve, the an-
ti-feminist, the target for all the ills cast upon
womanhood—making her name Kit into a verb
synonymous with “fucks for favors.”

What a load of shit!

Kit had had enough after months of head-
lines, CNN pestering her old studio for her
telephone number, and the tabloids offering
money to anyone who had a recent picture of
her.

Centerfolds, headshots, movie-posters, her
sexy blonde images from the 50s were every-
where.

She chose The Great Morning Talk Show
because Bridget Lundgren, the lawyer turned
TV host, defended her on the show.

Muffin jumped from Kit’s lap and wolfed a
piece of jelly donut the beefy, spiked- haired,
lighting woman had dropped.

“This isn’t a barn! Use a napkin. That’s a
three-hundred-year-old Persian rug,” Kit said.

“Sorry, Miss Covington.”

Kit watched Lundgren scrutinize the pictures
on the wall. She was a real fashion plate in
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a navy pantsuit, with her short blonde hair
tucked behind her ears. Kit tensed when the
woman took a photograph from her carnival
days off the wall and examined it, revealing a
yellow nicotine outline. How dare she!

“Is this from the Gerling Carnival?” Lundgren
asked.

“Could be,” Kit said surprised that Lundgren
knew about her carny days.

Lundgren replaced it and moved to the
photo of Kit riding bareback in The Barnum
and Bailey Greatest Show on Earth, where she
performed flips until she fell from the horse
and broke her ankle.

Above the walk-in fireplace, Lundgren gazed
at the huge painting of Kit by Willem deKoon-
ing. It was Kit’s favorite, by the artist who
inspired her to take up painting. Completed in
1958 when she was twenty-five, the painting
recalled the memory of sitting for hours, her
back arched, her tits pointing to the North
Star, pouty full lips, a halo of platinum blonde
hair, and the moist come-hither look women
still use to lure men into the bedroom.

“This is one of the few deKoonings I've seen
that isn’t an abstract,” Lundgren said.

“He did others.”

“My favorite was the Woman series. | love
how he broke rules.”

Kit puffed on her cigarette and flicked ash
into a large serving dish sitting next to her. She
wondered how much of the art world Lund-
gren knew. In person, Kit judged her as a cool
and calculating woman, the way she inspected
the pictures as if they hid the da Vinci code.
Why not ask how all the hullabaloo affected
her, how it made her irritable, critical, bitchy.
She wondered if Lundgren had gone so far as
to play nice-nice on TV—knowing Kit would be
watching.

Outside the sliding screen door, she saw
Robin watering the rose bushes. Since the
operation, he’d been pestering her to stop
smoking. She cut back from a four packs a
day, to two and a half. What the hell did he

want? She’d been smoking since she was ten.
When he tried to scare her with images on
his phone of how the cancer could spread to
the liver and kidneys, she grabbed the phone
and threw it at him. She made him swear that
when she died, he’d put her in a box, stick a
cigarette in her mouth—preferably lit—and
prod a lighter in her right hand.

“I can go without oxygen for four minutes,”
Kit said. “So break. | don’t want these damn
tubes on camera. I'll need a cigarette—."

“Your son told us.”

Miffed by Lundgren’s rudeness, Kit said,
“When do we start?”

“In five minutes. Do you need to use the
restroom?”

“My legs are cramping.” Kit struggled to rise,
shooing Lundgren away when she tried to
help. She stood and rolled the oxygen tank she
called Sherman across the living room floor
while pulling a pack of Winstons and a light-
er from the pocket of her long flowing gypsy
skirt.

“Aren’t you afraid of the tank exploding?”
the sound woman asked as Kit wobbled by.

“No, I'm not. If | could walk a tightrope while
on my period, | can roll a damn dolly while
smoking a ciggie.”

The girl raised her eyebrows and turned
away.

Robin saw her and slid open the screen.

“l don’t want to do this,” Kit said. “That
woman’s going to ambush me.”

“C’'mon mom, you liked her.”

“Not anymore. She snapped at me, ‘Your son
told us,”” she mimicked.

Kit pushed past Robin and stood above her
tiered English garden. Even with her fading
sense of smell, she caught fragrances of her
lemon and peach trees. Below the garden was
a view overlooking Highway 1, Malibu, and
the Pacific Ocean. She had bought the house
in the fifties while pregnant with Robin and
married his father Daniel soon after.
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The April morning glistened as Catalina
Island sat like a treasured cast-off from the
mainland. Cast-off. When Kit hit her late twen-
ties, it was over. No producer wanted to hire
an old hag at thirty. Her agent got her jobs on
TV, as a panel member on To Tell the Truth,
I've Got a Secret, and her big whoop-de-doo,
the center box on Hollywood Squares. In the
1970s, her agent dropped her.

“You signed a contract, Mom. Let people
hear your story.” He peered into the living
room. “They’re ready for your close-up.”

Kit rolled her eyes. Robin was always quot-
ing from Sunset Blvd., The Wizard of Oz, or
All About Eve. On occasion he’d dress in drag
and perform dance numbers from Cabaret, A
Chorus Line, and musicals she never heard of.
Her boy knew how to make her laugh.

Kit counted five strangers in her house, eat-
ing, drinking coffee, moving her furniture, and
using her bathroom. Well, at least they were
women and wouldn’t be pissing on the floor.

“We’re ready, Miss Covington,” the sound
woman yelled.

“C’'mon, Mom. It’ll be fun.”
“l look like an old beatnik.”
“You are an old beatnik.”

Kit’s chuckle rumbled like a truck bouncing
over potholes. She smoothed her long white
hair with her ciggie hand. She hadn’t worn lip-
stick or make-up in years. She lived in sandals
and, before the operation, went barefoot.

Robin waited for Kit to enter, then slid the
door behind him. Kit rolled Sherman to the
couch and settled in. Muffin jumped in her lap
and Jezebel the cat slinked around the sofa
and nestled beside Kit.

“We'll open with the video,” Lundgren said.
“then cutaway for the interview.”

“Why show that again?”

“It’s the reason for the interview, Miss Cov-
ington.”

How sucky, Kit thought. She wasn’t
ashamed. She just didn’t like having to defend

herself.
“Everyone in the world has seen it.”
“It’s a lead in,” Lundgren said.

Kit scowled at Robin. He came over and
straightened the string of turquoise and silver
beads that dangled from her neck.

“Quit fussing.”

“Come out, come out, wherever you are and
meet the young lady, who fell from a star,”
Robin whispered.

“Glinda the Good Witch,” Kit mumbled.
Robin winked at her.

“Ready when you are, Bridget,” the camera-
woman said.

“Good morning. Today, we have a very spe-
cial guest. Kit Covington. In case you’'ve been
living under a rock the last several months,”
Lundgren smiled, “we’re going to play the vid-
eo that’s caused a sensation. Here’s the Gram-
my-winning pop star, Walker, singing from the
hit video, “You’re My Dream Girl in the Night”
along with Kit Covington from her movie, |
Was a Teenage SheWolf from Mars.”

The video played on a small monitor. Kit
watched herself from the 1956 horror movie,
dancing, spinning, cleavage bouncing, her gen-
erous ass stretching the satin on her sequined
spacesuit. It was hard to imagine her wrinkled
and shriveled body once had so much oomph
and had been so sexy.

She took off the tube and laid it beside her.

The camerawoman pointed her finger, and
Lundgren began.

“We’re sitting in the home of Kit Covington,
a movie actress known as the Queen of the Bs
from the 1950s, who has become infamous for
being the poster-girl for the sexualization of
generations of women.”

“That’s a load of shit!” Kit said. “Why blame
me? Women have always used their bodies to
get what they want. As if women didn’t fuck
before 1956.”

Lundgren’s jaw dropped. Seconds went by
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before she made the throat-slash sign with her
hand.

Kit coughed and hacked. Muffin jumped on
the floor. Jezebel leaped from the sofa and
ran around the couch. Kit took the tube and
fastened the nasal cannula inside her nostrils,
then lighted up a Winston. She inhaled and
glanced at the stunned crew and Lundgren.
Robin, with his eyes popping and mouth
opened, reminded her of Joan Crawford in
Whatever Happened to Baby Jane.

“You can’t swear on TV,” Lundgren said.

Kit glanced at her, looked away, and flicked
ash into the dish. It was a knee-jerk reaction,
a build-up from the last several months. Also,
she wasn’t convinced Lundgren was on her
side.

“You can’t go off the rails like that, Miss Cov-
ington. It won’t help you.”

“Infamous. Sexualization. Men sexualize
women. Who's head of advertising? They use
sex to sell hamburgers, anything. Look at films!
Who runs the networks?”

“It’s a lead-in,” Lundgren said.

“I've been assaulted and harassed like all
those women. | don’t blame anyone but the
shits who hurt me.” Kit blew smoke at the side
of Lundgren’s face. “How dare you judge me.”

Lundgren waved away the smoke. “I'm not,
Miss Covington. Not at all.” Jezebel arched her
back and rubbed against Lundgren’s leg.

Kit crushed the cigarette into the plate. She
narrowed her gaze at the blonde, who with
her furrowed brow and the gentle way she
stroked and caressed Jezebel, didn’t fool Kit.
Behind Lundgren’s look of compassion was a
frozen dish of ambition.

“Would you like to try it again?” Lundgren
said.

Kit caught the rapport—the way Lundgren
and Robin shot glances at each other— and
now her cat had turned traitor.

She took off the oxygen tube. “Muffin.” The
poodle ran to her and leaped in her lap. Robin

sat at the far end of the couch.
“We’'re ready,” the camerawoman said.
Lundgren looked into the camera.

“We’re here with Kit Covington. Known in
the 1950s as Queen of the Bs, she has made a
scandalizing comeback—."

“Scandalizing! That’s nothing compared to
the shit | see on HBO.”

Lundgren made the throat-slash sign and
stood from the sofa.

“We need to take a break.”

“We sure as hell do.” Kit attached the oxygen
tube and rose from the couch. Muffin bound-
ed to the floor. Kit wheeled Sherman to the
screen door, shooing Robin away, opened it,
and went outside.

IlMom?”

Kit ignored him. She wheeled Sherman down
the ramp while lighting a cigarette.

She and her boy had been snookered into
believing Lundgren was on her side. “Scandal-
izing,” she mumbled. What did Lundgren know
about the life of a girl in the 1940s? Those
young punks don’t know a damn thing about
what life was like before they were born.

She clamped the ciggie in the corner of her
mouth and steered the wheels over the yellow
bricks Robin had laid that led down to her
studio. She’d shut the door, pick up her pallet
and brush, and lose herself as she disappeared
into her painting.

The white stucco building, with red bougain-
villea blooming against the side of the wall,
inspired the artist in Kit. She painted color
in splashes and dashes, mix-matching paint,
blending oil, watercolor, and charcoal onto the
canvases. Entering her studio was the closest
thing to going to church. It was a place where
her creativity transported and elated her.

She mashed the cigarette into the standing
ashtray outside. The galleries complained of
having to clean her canvas’. To show her how
the smoke diminished her work, Robin took a
moist cloth and gently wiped a painting. The
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rag turned yellow. Without the cover of nic-
otine, the colors burst with vitality. It was a
huge sacrifice not to smoke while she painted,
but for her art, she would do anything.

Kit went into her sanctuary, the studio over-
looking her cactus garden. Rows of tall win-
dows allowed light to stream in. And where
there weren’t windows, her imagination deco-
rated the walls. Robin had constructed built-
ins for stacking paintings, nooks for brushes
and paints, a worktable with drawers. Her boy
built the studio exactly how she insisted.

In the late 1980s, Robin went behind her
back and entered her work in contests. Furi-
ous by Robin’s betrayal, even when she won,
she wouldn’t talk to him for days. He adored
being the son of a movie star, but being her art
agent satisfied both his nurturing and dramatic
nature. He arranged her exhibits at MoMA,
the Whitney, and others, with as much flare as
his once movie star mother. He made deals so
her work hung in The Metropolitan Museum
of Art and the Prado.

From the beginning she signed her work D.
L. Hawkins, after Robin’s father, leaving off
his last name, Sutton. He lived his forty-four
years as an art form, free and spontaneous, he
danced when other men walked. My God how
she missed him.

Kit made a fortune from her paintings, do-
nating millions of dollars to art institutes. Who
would take her seriously if they knew the es-
teemed D. L. Hawkins was once a second-rate
sex-kitten?

Kit shut the door against the world. It hurt
having those young women wrongly judge her.
She knew what women went through, espe-
cially young women. Mad at herself for being
so sensitive, she hated to admit that she cared
what others thought of her.

“I knocked but you didn’t answer.”

Kit turned so fast the oxygen cannula pulled
at her nostrils.

The blonde talk show host stood in the door-
way, holding Muffin. Lundgren wore the same
expression—open mouth, wide eyes—as when

Kit dropped the f-bomb.
“Oh my God. | don’t believe it.”
“I’'m not doing the interview,” Kit said.

Lundgren gazed at the art on the walls. “Nei-
ther am I, Miss Covington.”

“Then why are you here? And why are you
holding my dog?”

“I followed Muffin,” Lundgren said, releasing
the poodle. “She brought me here.”

“Fink,” Kit said, glaring at the dog.

“] wanted to let you know | cancelled.”
Lundgren continued to stare at the art and
the unfinished oil painting on the easel. “And
to say goodbye.” Lundgren shook her head. “I
can’t believe it,” she said, looking at a pastel
that leaned against the wall. “I'm standing in
D.L. Hawkins’s studio.”

Kit hacked, “Th—This is,” she stuttered,
“private.”

“I'm sorry. | swear—swear, | won’t mention
a word to anyone. Are you and Hawkins an
item?” she said, glancing at Muffin’s bed and
water dish in the corner.

Shaking, startled by the intrusion into her
secret life, Kit watched dumbfounded as Lund-
gren made a b-line to the easel.

“You, you’re not supposed—.” Kit stam-
mered.

“A merry-go-round, where the horses are
riding the people.”

Didn’t Lundgren hear her? Just barged her
way into D. L.s studio as if Kit didn’t exist. She
shuffled across the wooden floor, shoving
Sherman over to the easel.

Lundgren angled her head. “Animal cruel-
ty. It’s amazing to me how Hawkins takes an
idea and turns it on its head. | saw his exhibit
at MoMA when | did my post-graduate work.
Blew me away.”

“You know his work?”

“I majored in art. Didn’t have the talent, so
| changed to law.” Lundgren leaned into the
unfinished painting. “He tells a story with
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brush strokes. What a genius.” She looked at
Kit. “I know he’s a recluse, but I'd be honored
to meet him.”

It reminded Kit of when Robin told her how
critics and docents praised her work at exhib-
its. But to have someone stand in her studio
and express how her art touched them, well, it
made her—happy.

“He uses horses a lot,” Lundgren said. “My
favorite is the Equine Series. You can feel the
movement, hear the hooves beating against
the ground.”

Kit was impressed by the woman'’s knowl-
edge, her trained eye.

“Where did you meet? In the carnival, or
circus? It must have been a hard life”

“Not as bad as home. Carnival came to town,
and | ran away. Fourteen years old, a hooch-
ie-coochie girl. It was roughest on the animals
and freaks. In 1948, no jobs for women, but |
survived.” Kit hadn’t talked about her life with
the carny for years. But like Lundgren said,
it showed up in her work, often with horses.
“The circus. Then the pin-ups and movies. |
survived that too. Not like the other blonde
bombshells. So many died— suicides, over
doses. Jayne Mansfield was killed in a car
crash.” Kit felt fatigued. “Yes,” she nodded, “I
survived that life, too.”

Lundgren listened, but Kit observed her inch-
ing her way toward the collage series on the
worktable.

“This is an incredible studio. The lighting.
High ceilings. Skylights. Everything an art-
ist could dream of. Makes me want to paint
again.” Lundgren glanced at Muffin lapping
water from her bowl| and then settle into her
bed.

Kit flinched when Lundgren spotted her pink
paw-patterned smock draped over the back of
a chair and the unopened pack of Winstons on
the work table.

Lundgren turned slowly. She didn’t look at
her, just stared off. Kit experienced a shock of
her own. She saw Lundgren putting it all to-

gether— amazement, then the revelation. Oh
shit! What could Kit do about it? Kill her?

Lundgren tidied her short blonde hair behind
her ears.

“I need a cigarette.” Kit wheeled Sherman
toward the door. “C’'mon Lundgren. D. L.
wouldn’t want anyone but me alone with his
work,” she said, making light of a moment that
changed both their lives.

Muffin ran out the door. Kit looked over her
shoulder. “You coming?”

Their eyes met. Lundgren’s were filled with
tears.

“I'm tired. | need to sit down. Coming?”

Kit and Muffin walked down the path to
the cactus garden. She figured Lundgren was
somewhere behind. Tears. She knew them
well. But when others cried, it put her at a
disadvantage, made her feel mushy. And the
young woman looked so beautiful standing
in her studio with the sunlight catching every
nuance of understanding that passed over her
face.

Kit sat on a wrought iron bench, pulled
Sherman close, lighted up, and surveyed her
garden.

On a lookout, atop the Palisades, her nearest
neighbor somewhere below, she really was a
recluse. At eighty-five, with death a kiss away,
she’d been angry for decades, for her stepfa-
ther’s abuse, Daniel’s death, even the small
slights, building on top of one another making
her view of life a vista of loneliness.

Muffin whined. Kit looked up and saw
Lundgren. Muffin jumped up on her hind legs
begging Lundgren to pick her up. The woman
crouched down, petted Muffin, and looked at
Kit.

She nodded.

“l have two silkies, | bet she smells them.”

“It’s more than that.” Kit’s voice had the
tired monotony of a flat tire. It wasn’t even
noon and she needed a nap. She coughed,
hacked, and spit out a glob of phlegm. “Excuse
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me.” Kit took out her handkerchief and wiped
her mouth. “I’'m not used to company,” she
said and continued to smoke.

“Hey, Mom,” Robin yelled from the top of
the garden path, “is everything okay?”

“Yes,” Lundgren answered for her. “Tell the
crew I'll be up in a few minutes.”

Lundgren handed Muffin to Kit and walked
around the garden. Her hair was tousled by
the breeze.

Kit preferred her like this—mussed. She
wondered what the woman looked like at
home, in jeans and a T-shirt. Lundgren walked
through the narrow aisles, inspecting the
plants.

“They’re beautiful how they bloom,” she
said. “Like a miracle. | love the subtlety of the
color, the shape, how the sunlight captures
the unexposed side of the petals.”

Kit remembered how Lundgren studied the
photos on the wall. She was sensitive, with an
artist’s eye. Maybe she wasn’t going to exploit
her after all. The pretty blonde with the slen-
der build must have put up with a lot of sexual
harassment. If so, Kit doubted she’d share any
of it with her. She thought of Lundgren as qui-
et, low-key, except when she talked about D. L.
Hawkins, then she herself bloomed.

“l understand why you had to choose a
pseudonym,” Lundgren said with her back
still to Kit. She turned. “l can’t imagine what
you went through.” Lundgren walked over
and sat next to her. “Not just your generation.
My mother had me young. My father ran off
and the only way she could keep me and get
an education was to dance in strip clubs. She
made a good living. That was the 1980s. It’s
still hard.”

The two women gazed at the garden with
the Pacific as a backdrop.

“There’s a way to make everyone forget
about your video,” Lundgren said.

Kit took a deep inhalation of oxygen, closed
her eyes, and savored her last moments as D.
L. Hawkins. It was her little champagne-col-

ored poodle who had pulled back the curtain
and revealed her identity—Muffin, leading
Lundgren down the path to her door, giving
her away.

Kit could see it now. Robin would take off
her oxygen tube and dance her around the
living room, overjoyed that his mom would be
coming out of the closet. The thought of his
endless euphoria exhausted her, but Lundgren
was right. It would wipe that stupid video off
the networks and change her name from a
verb back to a noun.

She stubbed out her Winston. Leaning on
Lundgren, she struggled to her feet.

“I'm going to lie down. Run this by Robin.
You guys work out the details. But tell him not
to wake me until three. And I'll want my marti-
ni extra dry.”

Kit shuffled along. She pulled Sherman as
the wheels made clap-clap sounds over the
yellow brick path, with Lundgren beside her
and Muffin running ahead.
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A CONVERSATION WITH..

SCOTT OVERTON

As the host of a radio morning show for most of
his 30 years in broadcasting, Scott Overton has
turned his skills to writing compelling near-future
visions full of human potential and a sense of

wonder.

B&P: You were a morning
radio personality for 30 years.
What made you decide to
switch careers and why did you
choose being an author?

SO: All my life there was nev-
er any question that | wanted
to be an author. | tried to do it
full-time for a year right after
graduating university, but |
couldn’t stick it out financially
long enough to become any
good. | turned to radio because
it fit my skills and interests
and at least offered a steady
paycheck. But there came a time when | just
had to write, even while working full-time at a
demanding job,
which is why my
first novel, Dead
Air (set in the
radio business),
took five years
to write. During
that time, our
radio station
was sold, | was
let go, and my
severance pack-
age provided
the opportunity
to take a leap
of faith and try
making a go of

SCOTT OVERTON

writing again.

A By then I'd

8 experienced

¥ a lot more

i of life, read

S a lot, had some great mentors and
e taken many, many opportunities to

learn my craft.

B&P: What was that transition like?

SO: It was a huge, scary risk, but my
wife was, and is, incredibly support-
ive. Then, just before Dead Air was to
be published, another local radio sta-
tion hired me and restored my financial safety
net for about 2 % years. But again, it set me up
for walking the tightrope of being a full-time
author. Mind you, the author’s ever-present
fear of failure is all the deeper when you don’t
have any money coming in. It’s a pervasive
feeling of, “What the hell am | doing? | need a
steady paycheck!” For all that self-help gurus
tell us to follow our bliss and find a job we
love, our society really pushes against that.
There’s a strong attitude that it can’t be a
real job if you don’t dread going back to it on
Monday. So a writer just starting out can have
a lot of guilt, feeling as if you're playing hooky
from school.

B&P: How many books have you written?
(I know that you have 15 short stores in an
anthology).

SO: | wrote quite a number of science fiction
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and fan-
tasy short
stories

to build

a track
record
and was
able to
get most
of them
pub-
lished.
Later, |
turned
fifteen
stories
into mini-
e-book

“Astorytellerof
boundless skill...a)
writer to wate

Mark Leslie,

» . author of I, Dea ]
SCOTT OUERTON | corec
tions to
have something inexpensive for readers to
buy, and eventually collected them into a print
book. As for novels, after Dead Air | turned to
science fiction, which was always my first love,
and I've now published four SF novels. The
Primus Labyrinth takes the reader through the
human bloodstream, Naida involves an alien
symbiote, The Dispossession of Dylan Knox
weaves together time, space, multiple per-
sonalities, and political intrigue, and Augment
Nation is about computerized brain augments
giving a direct mind-to-internet connection.

B&P: Your novels covers wide range of topics
with both a contemporary twist and an eclec-
tic focus (ie: romance-sci-fi). Is there an un-
derlying theme that connects these or is it just
areas that interest you, or ideas that seemed
to be strong enough to write about?

SO: All four of my novels so far are connect-
ed in that their themes strongly involve human
consciousness in one way or another, but that
wasn’t deliberate. It’s just a topic that fasci-
nates me—it’s so wide-ranging and no one
understands it, no matter what they say. But
each novel was also written around its own
specific theme and concept. | always start with

an intriguing concept and an important theme
and create the novel from there. For instance,
Dead Air is about the vulnerability of media
personalities, The Primus Labyrinth explores
the sanctity of the human body, Naida asks
how much a person can be changed and still
be human, and Augment Nation questions
consumerism, privacy issues, and the unprec-
edented access into our lives that we now
give to companies in return for convenience.
[We discuss The Dispossession of Dylan Knox
below.]

B&P: You also narrate audiobooks. Do you
find it more exacting to record your own books
as opposed to another author?

SO: I'm a perfectionist in both cases, soit’s a
big commitment of time and effort. So much
so that | haven’t produced audio versions of
much of my own work, though I've promised
myself to tackle that this winter. We’ll see.

B&P: Please describe your typical writing
day. Any habits or routines?

SO: Lately, far too much of my time is taken
up with publishing and marketing tasks, but
my ideal writing day sees me at the keyboard
all morning, | take a break in the afternoon,
and then go to it again for a couple of hours
in the evening. Evenings used to be the only
times | could write while working full-time, but
sometimes your energy levels are low by then,
and the internet becomes a strong temptation.

B&P: You've been compared to Dan Brown
and Michael Crichton in your style. DO you
agree and if so why?

SO: I’'m not as sure about the Dan Brown
comparison—I think it’s because my books
have action but also unknown elements to
bring to light. Michael Crichton? Yes, definite-
ly. Crichton used science-related present-day
or near-future concepts and then took readers
on exciting journeys. | call my novels science
fiction thrillers, and although I've never tried
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to imitate
Crichton,
or any oth-
er writer,
I’'m very
flattered by
the com-
parison
because |
admire him
greatly.

B&P:
What's the
worst part
of writing a
novel, and
how do you
overcome
that?

SO: It
doesn’t matter how many you’ve written, or
how much readers praise them, you always
have serious doubts about whether they’re
any good, especially each work-in-progress.

To make each book as good as it can be, | ask
beta readers to give feedback, and | work with
a freelance editor whose opinions | trust. That
still doesn’t remove the doubts entirely—you
just have to trust your instincts. I've always
been a voracious reader and | know what | like
to read, so | try to meet those same standards.

THE DISPOSSESSION OF

DYLAMLKNOX

SCOTT OVERTON

B&P: Your latest is a romance science fiction
book. How did that come about and do you
see a strong audience pull for that category?

SO: (Actually, Augment Nation is my latest,
but you’re probably thinking of the one before
that, The Dispossession of Dylan Knox.) | al-
ways include a love story in my novels because
| like them. But The Dispossession of Dylan
Knox brings that front and center. | wondered
what would happen if, through an accident,

a human body really came to have multiple
personalities in it—actual different individu-
als, not divisions of the original person’s own
mind. And | saw that it would be a perfect way
to explore the age-old question: who do we

really fall in love with? The person we see, or
who they are inside?

| think readers could absolutely take this
book into their hearts, once word gets around,
but it hasn’t been discovered much yet be-
cause the premise is a little tougher to explain.

B&P: Any advice for new authors?

SO: So many people think they want to
write a book someday, but those who are
truly meant to be authors will know because
they won’t be able to not write. It’ll be a labor
of love that will persist no matter the obsta-
cles, sacrifices, doomsayers, and sheer effort
required. It is hard. You can’t count on making
any money. And the self-doubts can be brutal.
But there’s nothing like holding that book in
your hands and having a reader tell you how
much they loved it.

B&P: Any question | have not asked you
would like addressed?

SO: No, we should stop. Otherwise | could fill
the whole magazine! But readers can learn ev-
erything about me and my books, and how to
buy them, by checking out my website www.
scottoverton.ca .

Scott Overton, author of Augment Nation,
The Dispossession of Dylan Knox, Naida, and
The Primus Labyrinth

Webiste: www.scottoverton.ca

Email: scott@scottoverton.ca

Buy the Books:
https://books2read.com/ScottOverton

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/Scot-
tOverton.author

Twitter: @SFtruenorth

Goodreads: www.goodreads.com/ScottOver-
ton

Amazon: amazon.com/author/scottoverton
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SHORT STORY

Mlagic Palm

by Kevin Brown

An angel, Grandmother Wou Id

our story suicide jump the year
afp she told me how she toed the e
al

sa C\/Bsaved her lite during a

ina went Red. Me©on her
e, stared out at the network

leyways smothered in smoke and screams and men tearing

t rough men and manmade.

How she leaned forward, and the landscape
fell up, toward and past her. How Kuan Shih
Yin, the Goddess of Mercy, appeared and
placed a palm beneath her. Whispered, “The
Earth shall keep spinning. Spin with it,” and
eased her to the ground. “l broke a leg and
both arms,” she said, raising two gnarled fin-
gers, “but it was magical.”

I'd cry when she told me about Grand-
father, whom she hadn’t seen since the day he
was taken away. He’d been a politician in the
Nationalist Government and so was impris-
oned for life. “They took my possessions,” she
said, “then my husband. Forced me to bow
and confess against him to avoid his immedi-
ate execution.” She’d stare ahead. “Last time
| heard his voice, he was screaming mine and
your mother’s names as they drug him away.”
She’d blink several times, and | could see the
image dissipating, melting into the now. “We
were helpless in a country that needed help,”
she said. “Unable to save those who needed
saving.”

Years later, we returned to the location
of her old house, but it was gone, replaced by
an office building. Grandmother only smiled
and said, “Prettier than it used to be.”

She died shortly after. As she was
lowered into the ground, | asked Mother if she
believed a Deva really saved her.

“l don’t not believe it,” Mother said.

| was married later that year, and
each time | looked at my husband, I’d think
of Grandmother’s story. How hard it must’ve
been to have everything one second and be
bowing as it is dragged away the next. How
easy it'd be to jump. How hard to climb
down?

So | mentally recorded my husband’s
voice, and his smells. Behind my eyes, | im-
printed his shape and face. Then, on June 4th,
1989, he was killed in Tiananmen Square when
a tank rolled between us and has never moved
since.

A week later, | stood on my four-story
ledge with a bottle of prescription

pills. Toed the edge and looked out at my
mental vision of the world, a network of

alleyways that all led to the same dead end.
At everyone helpless in a country that

needed help. | missed my husband. Wanted
to see Grandmother arm-in-arm with

Grandfather, the memories of forced bows
and screams erased forever. So | jumped by

swallowing every pill. Felt the landscape fall
up, toward and past me, until my angel, my

Goddess of Mercy, my grandmother ap-
peared and placed a withered palm beneath
me.

Books & Pieces WRITING MAGAZINE — NOVEMBER 2022 — www.BooksNPieces.com 23



Whispered: “The world shall keep spinning.
Spin with it,” and eased me to the ground,
where | vomited, and it was magical.

About the Author:

i

Kevin Brown has had
fiction and poetry pub-
lished in multiple Literary
Journals, Magazines and
Anthologies. He won nu-

SHORT STORY

merous writing competitions, fellowships, and
grants, and was nominated for three Pushcart
Prizes, and twice for The Best American Short
Stories. He co-wrote the film Living Dark
which won a Moondance Film Festival Award
and was sold to New Films International and
collaborated on a television pilot with Linda
Bloodworth (Designing Women Creator).

The lwgest Way Home

by Brandon Barrows

Mina stood on the bridge, looking down at the river. Mist swirled

around the banks, making it seem like the shore was moving rather than

the water. During the day; it was muddy brown, but now; it was blacker

than the night. It remincizd her of a curtain, }i\uﬂed after the final act of a
S

Flay. ‘All the world’s a stage, she whispered.
1

ne when she was a little girl.

The whoop of a siren made her jump. She
turned on her heel, pressing her back against
the railing. The police cruiser’s passenger win-
dow rolled down. “Everything okay, ma’am?”

The officer’s face was blank as his eyes
scanned her, trying to fit her into some famil-
iar box.

A light drizzle started to fall as she said, “Yes,
I’'m fine, thanks,” and began walking towards
the near side of the bridge.

“You should get home,” the officer called
after her. “It’s a nasty night.” He rolled up the
window but the cruiser didn’t start moving
until Mina was safely off the bridge.

Home, Mina thought bitterly. “Home” was a
town in Vermont called Sharon, not the three
paint-peeling rooms where she slept.

e loved the sound of that

At the next corner, Mina pulled the envelope
from her coat pocket and dropped it into the
mailbox. It was so old-fashioned it seemed
almost foreign. Writing so much by hand was
awkward and left her fingers cramped, but an
email or a text was too impersonal for some-
thing like this. Cramps were nothing, though.
She put up with a lot worse over the last four
years — the drunken rages, the slaps that
became beatings. Besides, she had to let mom
and dad know about Ben, the grandson they’d
never even met. When everything was said
and done, he would end up with them. She
walked on through the night.

The next cross-street was busy, even close to
midnight. Cars and trucks and the occasional
bus zoomed past, sending up dirty spray that
splashed the sidewalk. The movement, the
red and gold lights through the rain and mist,
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was mesmerizing. She stood a
moment watching, wondering
how many cars there were in
the city. Unlike her, they were
all going somewhere, every
day, every hour.

“Miss,” a soft voice near her
elbow said. “It isn’t safe to
stand so close to the edge.”

Mina looked down and
met the eyes of an elderly
woman not even five feet tall.
She reminded Mina of her
great-grandmother, who was
so tiny Mina called her “Little
Grammy” when she was a
child. A lump formed in her
throat and her eyes burned.

“You’re right. Thank you,
ma’am,” she said. At the light,
the two of them crossed
together.

The drugstore on the next
block was still open. Mina
blinked as she passed into the
brightly lit store. “Can
| help you, ma’am?” a
clerk called out.

Mina went to the
counter and asked for
the strongest sleep-
ing pills they sold
without a prescrip-
tion. “And a bottle of
vodka, please.”

The man gave her
a strange look for a
moment, but only
asked to see her ID.
She presented it,
paid, and put both
box and bottle into
her pocket.

“Have a nice night,
ma’am,” the clerk
told her, but got no

Books & Pieces W

answer.

Mina unlocked the faded
green door of her own build-
ing, and climbed creaking
stairs to the third floor. Inside
the apartment, she shed her
coat, and went into the kitch-
en. Opening the box of pills,
she popped each one from its
foil pocket, making a pile on
the scarred plastic table. With
the base of the vodka bottle,
she ground the pile into a fine
powder. She cracked the seal
on the bottle, took a deep
swig, set it down. Scooping
the white powder into her
hand, she slowly poured it
into the neck of the bottle,
careful not to lose any, then
recapped and shook it. The
liquid was a little cloudy now,
but it didn’t matter.

Mina moved through the liv-
ing room quietly, careful not
to disturb the little boy asleep

on the sofa. In the bedroom,
she shook the sleeping man
awake. “Here, | got your bot-
tle, just like you asked.”

About the Author:

Brandon
Barrows is
the author
of sever-
al nov-
els, most
recently
3rd LAW:
MIXED MAGICAL ARTS, a
YA urban fantasy, and over
one-hundred published sto-
ries, mostly crime, mystery,
and westerns. He is a two-
time Mustang Award finalist
and a 2022 Derringer Award
nominee. Find more at http://
www.brandonbarrowscomics.
com and on Twitter @Bran-
donBarrows
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TALES FROM THE SCRIPT

Observations and Opinions on Screenwriting by

script doctor LANCE THOMPSON

Pitch Perfect

The pitch is something that many
writers fear because it seems difficult
and mysterious. But it can be one of
the writer’s greatest aids.

Director Alfred Hitchcock always
worked closely with his writers, meeting
day after day to write and rewrite and
polish the scripts for his movies. At the
beginning of each session, Hitchcock
wouldn’t say, “Let’s look at the outline,”
or “Let’s read the pages from yesterday,”
or “Let’s go over scene 16 again.” He
would settle in for the meeting with the

Synopsis

Al Bundy is a misanthropic women's shoe salesman with a miserable life.
He hatea his job, his wife ia lary, his son i dyafunctional [eapecially with
Log Line women), and hia daughter 2 dim-witted and promiscuous

Brief summary of your idea not mone than 3 sentences.

Ml Bundy is a usucoessful middle aged shoe salesman with a miserable life
and an egually dysfunctional family. He has a very atiractive but lazy wife
named Pepgy wha constantly nags him to death while throwing the little
maney ha aama away on hemealf. He alaa has a very promiacuous teen aged
daughter namad Kally who makes up In attrctivenass what aha lacks in IQ
points, and a not 5o attractive bt bright teen aged son named Bud who
seams to think he is a ladies man. To add to Al's misery is his yuppie next
door neighbors Marcy and Steve. Marcy and Steve eventually split up with
Marey kaeping the house next deor 1o the Bundy's and Steve maving away to
b a foreat rmnger. Later Marey gots remariod to a gigels named JoHoman
nabe vorsion of Peggy. The ves arcund Al's mever

- Describe your idea. (Approximately 3 paragrapha)

writer, sit back in his chair, and say, “Te|| Sample pitch for TV show: Courtesy https://www.moviepitcher.com/
7 ’ 7

me the story so far.” Because stories are
meant to be told. That is exactly what a pitch
is.

A pitch is storytelling at its finest. As a
producer told me after one of my first and
certainly least inspiring pitches, “A pitch is a
performance.” It is conceived, practiced and
honed over time so that it becomes effortless
and intriguing. The writer in a pitch must
weave a story so compelling that the person
hearing the pitch can’t wait to tell it to some-
body else. That’s how the idea moves from
the first development person up the ladder to
someone who can make the project happen.

A screenwriter, if he or she is lucky, will have
countless opportunities to pitch a story before,
during, and after writing it. Whether it’s thirty
seconds in an elevator, a couple of minutes
on an airport shuttle, or a leisurely ten min-
utes in an office, every chance to pitch is an
opportunity to test the story. Pitching face to
face is the best way to test drive a tale. By the
listener’s reaction you can see where the story
works and where it doesn’t. If the listener is

on the edge of his seat, anxious to hear what
happens next, that part should stay in the
story. If she’s glancing at her phone or seeing
who else is at the party, get rid of that element
of the script. Everybody who listens to your
pitch is a one-person focus group.

With each successive pitch, you will improve
your story, taking out what doesn’t hold an
audience’s interest and accentuating what
intrigues, entertains or excites. Sometimes
minor adjustments are necessary. Other times
you tear out an entire act, get rid of a major
character, or start over from page one. Either
way, you are learning how to beguile an audi-
ence with your story.

Practice telling your story and perfect your
pitch. It is one of the greatest tools a writer
has. So get in there and pitch.

Lance Thompson is a script doctor, ghost
writer and actor. He can be reached at script-
doc88@gmail.com.
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TOOLS OF TE

Here are some useful tools for screenwriters. Learn how to properly write a

script, troubleshoot problems, and more. And read the script for “Star Wars”

to teach you how it’s done.

Are you a new writer, eager
to figure out why some of your
manuscripts are getting rejected
or why you’re having trouble at-
tracting an agent? Do you wish
you could quickly and efficiently
diagnose what’s not working
in your projects, improve all
aspects of your writing and
advance your career to the next
stage?

In The Screenwriter’s
Troubleshooter, screenwriter and
screenwriting expert Oberg offers a
unique and indispensable survival
kit for Film and TV creatives

Emmanuel Oberg

THE SCREENWRITER'S
TROUBLESHOOTER

The Most Common
Screenwriting Problems
and How to Solve Them

Building on his groundbreak-
ing approach, Oberg identifies
forty of the most common
screenwriting problems and
helps anyone involved in the
script development process
to resolve them. He explains
in a clear, conversational style
the possible causes leading
to each problem and offers
no-nonsense, actionable advice
towards an organic, effective
and creative solution.

>>>BUY IT TODAY<<<

The Screenplay Outline Workbook: A step-by-step
guide to brainstorm ideas, structure your story, and
prepare to write your best screenplay

Do you have a movie idea (or
several) you’re excited to write, but
— for one reason or another — you’re
stuck?

One thing that can help you
quickly go from idea to finished
screenplay draft is a strong plan. A
map of the story. In other words, an
outline.

But where do you start?

The Screenplay Outline Work-
book is designed to give you a clear
and manageable set of tools, steps,
and exercises so you can turn your
ideas and inspiration into an outline
and write your best screenplay —
whether it’s your first or your tenth.

>>>BUY IT TODAY<<<
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! Screenpla
W= Out[inep Y
' Workbook

NAOMI BEATY

A stop-by-itep
guide I3
Brainstorm ideat,
ptrus b your
grory, and prepars
to write your bast
goroenplay

i, TRADE

MEWLY REVISED AND UPDATED

SYD FIELD

FOUNDATIONS
e (SR
SCREENWRITING

A STEP-EY-STEP GUIDE FROM CONCEPT
TD FINISHED SCRIPT

Hollywood’s script guru teaches you
how to write a screenplay in “the
‘bible’ of screenwriting” (The New
York Times)—now celebrating forty
years of screenwriting success!

>>>>>>>BUY [T HERE<<<KL<<LL

One of a hand-picked se-
lection of some of the most
popular and cult-worthy
titles on Faber and Faber’s
extensive list of film scripts.

>>>>BUY IT HERE<<<<
https://amzn.to/3{8ktmG
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PRODUCTS FOR

WRITERS

These are products that have been tried by Books & Pieces Magazine, or
friends of the magazine, and seem interesting to share with you. This is not an
endorsement of any product and offered as information only. We advise that
you do your own research before buying anything.

Samsill Vintage Hardback 3 Ring Zipper Binder,
Professional Binder Organizer, Planner Binder, 1 Inch
3 Ring Leather Binder with Zipper, Letter Size 8.5 x 11,
Faux Brown Leather

Zippered binder features a vintage style for a unique and upscale
appearance. Concealed rivet construction maintains its sleek design
for a professional look. Wraparound zipper keeps files contained

to prevent any chance of losing your important documents. Two
interior pockets provide extra storage for your loose or unpunched
materials. Binder with 1” round rings is perfect for organizing
presentations, manuals, projects and more. $26.99

Click HERE https://amzn.to/3PHI4Zj

Black Vintage Typewriter for a
Nostalgic Flow - Manual Typewriter
Portable Model for Remote Writing
Locations: Write literally anywhere with your
new portable typewriter. No WiFi, no problem!
Set down a novel in the depths of the jungle,

or type out letters from the mountains. Let the
typewriter take you to the location that inspires
a masterpiece $249.99 CLICK HERE for more

information or to buy.

Vintage Leather Journal - Lock
Closure, Book of Shadows Journal,
Grimoire Journal, Witch Journal,
Vintage Journal 240 pages Antique
Deckle Edge Paper USE ANY KIND OF
PEN - Sketch, Doodle, Write on your Leather
Bound Journal with a Calligraphy Pen Foun-
tain Pen, Brush Pen, Ball Pen, Acrylic Colours,
Watercolor and many more. We guarantee
no bleed through. $34.95 Click HERE to
BUY or more information.

Go Away, I’'m Writing Writer Vacuum
Insulated Tumbler. 20 oz Sarcastic Funny
Author Novelist Novel Poet Scriptwriter Jour-
nalist Drinkware 304 Stainless Steel Travel
Tumblers With Removable Lid And Straw.
$24.95 CLICK HERE TO BUY of learn more.
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Brass Ink Blotter with Wood-
en Handle - Antique Vintage
Style Writing Accessories.

For those who still appreciate
communicating via pen and ink, this
solid brass ink blotter is an elegant
accessory for your writing needs.
Beautiful desk decor for history
lovers.

- Antique vintage styling - Made
of solid brass with a mango wood
handle

- Lined with felt paper -4-1/2”1x 2-1/2”w x 2”h $17.75 CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn more.

Planet Pens RPG Rocket Grenade Novelty Pen - Fun, Unique Teens & Adults
Office Supplies Ballpoint Pen Colorful Combat Writing Pen Instrument. This
military weapon pen is perfect for pen lovers who like to get more than just ink from their

writing supplies.$8.90 CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn more.

3D Dragon Embossed Journal Writing Notebook with Pen Set,Hardcover

DND Journal Handmade Daily Notepad Travel Diary,RPG Accessories Gift
Doodle, Write on your Leather Bound Journal $19.99 CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn more.

OURNAL DRAGON

HANDMADE EMBOSSED

30 Pack Kraft Notebooks, A5 Feela
60 Lined Pages Notebooks and
Journals for Women Girls Students
Making Plans Writing Memos Office
School Supplies, 8.3 X 5.5 in. Each
notebook has a study cover and tight stitch-
ing, which help it lay wide open on the desk.
The paper is thick enough to write and not
easy to fall apart. $48.00 Click HERE TO
BUY or learn more.
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Hemingway Pencil Cup $24.93
CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn

more.
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Samsill Vintage Hardback 3 Ring Zipper Binder,
PRODUCTS FOR Professional Binder Organizer, Planner Binder, 1 Inch

3 Ring Leather Binder with Zipper, Letter Size 8.5 x 11,

Faux Brown Leather

Zippered binder features a vintage style for a unique and upscale
= 7 AP NS - - . appearance. Concealed rivet construction maintains its sleek design
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interior pockets provide extra storage for your loose or unpunched

you do your own research before buying anything.
materials. Binder with 1” round rings is perfect for organizing
presentations, manuals, projects and more. $26.99

Click HERE https://amzn.to/3PHI4Zj

Black Vintage Typewriter for a Vintage Leather Journal - Lock
Nostalgic Flow - Manual Typewriter Closure, Book of Shadows Journal,
Portable Model for Remote Writing Grimoire Journal, Witch Journal,
Locations: Write literally anywhere with your Vintage Journal 240 pages Antique
new portable typewriter. No WiFi, no problem! Deckle Edge Paper USE ANY KIND OF
Set down a novel in the depths of the jungle, PEN - Sketch, Doodle, Write on your Leather
or type out letters from the mountains. Let the Bound Journal with a Calligraphy Pen Foun-
typewriter take you to the location that inspires tain Pen, Brush Pen, Ball Pen, Acrylic Colours,
a masterpiece $249.99 CLICK HERE for more Watercolor and many more. We guarantee
information or to buy. no bleed through. $34.95 Click HERE to

b BUY or more information.

Go Away, I’'m Writing Writer Vacuum
Insulated Tumbler. 20 oz Sarcastic Funny
Author Novelist Novel Poet Scriptwriter Jour-
nalist Drinkware 304 Stainless Steel Travel
Tumblers With Removable Lid And Straw.
$24.95 CLICK HERE TO BUY of learn more.

GO AWAY

I'M WRITING

Double wall
vacuum Insulafec

®

& Hours hot
# Howrs cold
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Brass Ink Blotter with Wood-
en Handle - Antique Vintage
Style Writing Accessories.

For those who still appreciate
communicating via pen and ink, this
solid brass ink blotter is an elegant
accessory for your writing needs.
Beautiful desk decor for history
lovers.

- Antique vintage styling - Made
of solid brass with a mango wood
handle

- Lined with felt paper - 4-1/2"1x 2-1/2”w x 2”h $17.75 CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn more.

Planet Pens RPG Rocket Grenade Novelty Pen - Fun, Unique Teens & Adults
Office Supplies Ballpoint Pen Colorful Combat Writing Pen Instrument. This
military weapon pen is perfect for pen lovers who like to get more than just ink from their

writing supplies.$8.90 CLICK HERE TO _BUY or learn more.

3D Dragon Embossed Journal Writing Notebook with Pen Set,Hardcover

DND Journal Handmade Daily Notepad Travel Diary,RPG Accessories Gift
Doodle, Write on your Leather Bound Journal $19.99 CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn more.

OURNAL DRAGON

HANDMADE EMBOSSED

30 Pack Kraft Notebooks, A5 Feela
60 Lined Pages Notebooks and
Journals for Women Girls Students
Making Plans Writing Memos Office

School Supplies, 8.3 X 5.5 in. Each
notebook has a study cover and tight stitch-
ing, which help it lay wide open on the desk.
The paper is thick enough to write and not
easy to fall apart. $48.00 Click HERE TO

BUY or learn more.
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Hemingway Pencil Cup $24.93
CLICK HERE TO BUY or learn

more.
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You wake up in the morning
to discover that you have been
sealed into your home.The doors
are locked, the windows are
barred. THERE'S NO WAY OUT.

A madman is playing a deadly
game with you and your family.
A game with no rules, only conse-
quences.

So what do you do2 Grab your
copy...and get ready for the
ultimate lockdown!

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3PoyRUU

For Britain’s counterintelligence
operations, this meant finding the
unlikeliest agent imaginable—a
history professor named Alfred
Vicary, handpicked by Churchill
himself to expose a highly dan-
gerous, but unknown, traitor. The
Nazis, however, have also chosen
an unlikely agent. Catherine Blake
a beautiful widow of a war hero, a
hospital volunteer—and a Nazi spy
under direct orders from Hitler: un-
cover the Allied plans for D-Day...

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3aZr5l|

Now a major ITV series, Grace,
starring John Simm.

It was meant to be a harmless
*| stag-night prank. But a few hours
later, the groom has disappeared
and his friends are dead.

With only three days to the
wedding, Roy Grace is contacted
by the man’s distraught fiancée to
unearth what happened on that
fateful night.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3zluk02

Todos Santos is thousand-foot-
high arcology; a single-structured
city that rises above the festering
skyscrapers to offer its privileged
residents the perfect blend of tech-
nology and security in exchange
for their oath of allegiance and
vigilance.

But is this orderly city elevating
humanity, or shackling it2 There
are those who feel the constant
video surveillance oppressive,
rather than inclusive.

CLICK HERE.

| https://amzn.to/3BcBkhb
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HAVEYOUREADTHESEEXCELLENTBOOKS

By a USA Today bestselling
author:

Michael, a professor of particle
physics, has discovered a way to
pierce the veil of time and space,
but in so doing, he’s unwittingly
opened Pandora’s box. Is it possi-
ble to undo what a future version
of yourself has done, or is the

1 world doomed to the chaos that’s

been loosed on the world?

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3JaEowh

Wheat Belly introduced the world
to the hidden dangers of modern
wheat and gluten, revolutionizing
the conversation around health
and weight loss forever. Nearly a
decade later, Dr. William Davis’s
provocative indictment of the dom-
inant staple in our diet continues
to inspire countless people to “lose
the wheat.”

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3PpeE1b

This unforgettable saga of crime
and corruption, passion and loy-
alty continues to stand the test of
time, as the definitive novel of the
Mafia underworld.

This #1 New York Times best-
seller in 1969, Mario Puzo's epic
was turned into the incomparable
film of the same name, directed
by Francis Ford Coppola, which
won the Academy Award for Best
Picture.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3B9kRKu

== ALL THAT
REMAINS

s il 11l b s
Dkt 3 8 Trus Gdory

ROBIN MELHUISH

READ THIS BOOK TODAY! Click the cover for more information

ALL THAT REMAINS

by Robin Melhuish

A tale of circumstance, a chance
find in a junk shop and an old war
vet’s tale that leads to the love of
Alastair’s life and uncovers a trail
of lies and deceit that goes back
decades. The devious connivance
of the unscrupulous, on all sides, in
WWII to defraud their nations of
millions before the war ends.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3cxfnis
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SUPER
GUT

A FOUR-WEER FLAR
"

AWE LOW

Super Gut shows readers how to
eliminate bad bacteria and bring
back the missing “good” bacteria
with a four-week plan to reprogram
your microbiome.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3KYXWbG

John Perry did two things on his
75th birthday. First he visited his
wife’s grave. Then he joined the

| army.

The good news is that humanity
finally made it into interstellar

| space. The bad news is that

planets fit to live on are scarce-and

| aliens willing to fight for them are
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MY TEACHER
TOLD ME

Everythiag Your American
History Textheok Got Wroag

JAMES*.L“EWEN : ] https://amzn.to/3R7xf1L

common. The universe, it turns out,
is a hostile place.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3R36Hz1

James W. Loewen brings history
alive in all its complexity and
ambiguity. Beginning with pre-Co-
lumbian history and ranging over
characters and events as diverse
as Reconstruction, Helen Keller,

| the first Thanksgiving, the My Lai
¢| massacre, 9/11, and the Iraq War.

CLICK HERE.

It is a golden age. Intrepid hyper-
space scouts expand the reach of
the Republic to the furthest stars,
worlds flourish under the benevo-
lent leadership of the Senate, and
peace reigns, enforced by the wis-
dom and strength of the renowned
order of Force users known as the
Jedi. When a shocking catastrophe
in hyperspace tears a ship to piec-
es, the flurry of shrapnel emerging
from the disaster threatens an

'| entire system.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3LEHCt6

2019 was the last great year for
THE END|OF the world economy.
For generations, everything has
I H E wo Ln been getting faster, better, and
cheaper. Billions of people have
been fed and educated as the

] American-led trade system spread
B E E I N N N G across the globe.

y All of this was artificial. All this
MAPPIND a1 was temporary. All this is ending.

COLLAPEE oF
GLODALITATION

PETER
ZEIHAN

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3R2IvOw

For decades, we’ve been told
that positive thinking is the key to a
happy, rich life. “F**k positivity,”
Mark Manson says. “Let’s be hon-
est, shit is f* *ked and we have to
live with it.” In his wildly popular
Internet blog, Manson doesn’t
sugarcoat or equivocate. He tells it
like it is—a dose of raw, refreshing,
honest truth that is sorely lacking
today.

A COUNTERINTUINTIVE APPROACH
TO LIVING A SOO0 LIFE

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3bdrSPy

; ' Signs from beloved pets are seen
i+ o | by thousand day. S
p y thousands every day. Some
* v communications are received in

ways that do require an acute
awareness as well as more
interpretation. From the Heavens
above, Signs are shared by de-
ceased pets to connect with their
families they left behind.

" GH8 ERCM PETS I THE
AFTER
A

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3gUP7SX

The death of Queen Elizabeth II
on 8 September 2022 was more
than just @ moment of profound
sadness; her passing marked the
end of an era in our national
life - and the final closing of the
Elizabethan Age. For millions of
people, both in Britain and across
the world, Elizabeth Il was the
embodiment of monarchy.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3LuC8kx
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Seventy-five years from today,
the human race has been cast from
a dying Earth to wander the stars
in a vast fleet of arks—each shaped
by its inhabitants into a diverse
and fascinating new environment,
with its own rules and eccentrici-
ties. When her sister disappears
while responding to a mysterious
alien distress call, Eryn insists on
being part of the crew sent to look
for her, and may just hold the key
to humanity’s survival..

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3N6IKER

GARETH L.
POWELL

At an exclusive private school in
Switzerland, mystery surrounds
the identity of the beautiful
raven-haired girl who arrives each
morning in a motorcade fit for a
head of state. Her father is Khalid
bin Mohammed, a much-maligned

= | crown prince of Saudi Arabia. He

{is now reviled for his role in the
W murder of a dissident journalist.
e “ TR And when his only child is brutally

- i kidnapped, he turns to the one

man he can trust to find her before

it is too late. Gabriel Allon.
CLICK HERE.

gl https://amzn.to/3xCAnuT

DANIEL

Aging and reclusive Hollywood
movie icon Evelyn Hugo is finally
ready to tell the truth about her
glamorous and scandalous life. But
when she chooses unknown mag-
azine reporter Monique Grant for
the job, no one is more astounded
than Monique herself. Why her?
Why now?

SEVE,H
HUSBANDS

% CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/30HWw27

- From #1 New York Times bestsell-
R EM i N [} t ing author Colleen Hoover.

After serving five years in prison
for a tragic mistake, Kenna Rowan
returns to the town where it all
went wrong, hoping to reunite with
her four-year-old daughter. But the
bridges Kenna burned are proving
impossible to rebuild. Everyone in
her daughter’s life is determined
to shut Kenna out, no matter how
hard she works to prove herself.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/39zIpy3

FEAR THRES BUSTSLLUING A90

[ #1 nen

PHILIP K DICK

A& COUNTERINTUITIVE APPROACH
TO LIVING A 8000 LIFE
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SPARRING
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HAVEYOUREADTHESEEXCELLENTBOOKS

The United States lost World War
Il and was subsequently divided
between the Germans in the East
and the Japanese in the West.

It's America in 1962. Slavery is
legal once again. And it seems
as though the answers might lie
with Hawthorne Abendsen, a
mysterious and reclusive author,
whose best-selling novel describes
a world in which the US won the
War. Philip K. Dick at his best.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/39zjEkr

For decades, we’ve been told
that positive thinking is the key to a
happy, rich life. “F**k positivity,”
Mark Manson says. “Let’s be hon-
est, shit is f* *ked and we have to
live with it.” In his wildly popular
Internet blog, Manson doesn’t
sugarcoat or equivocate. He tells it
like it is—a dose of raw, refreshing,
honest truth that is sorely lacking
today.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3bdrSPy

Ryland Grace is the sole survivor
on a desperate, last-chance
mission.Except that right now, he
doesn’t know that. He can’t even
remember his own name, let alone
the nature of his assignment or
how to complete it. And he’s just
been awakened to find himself
millions of miles from home,
with nothing but two corpses for
company.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3HBkGsw

#1 NEW YORK TIMES BEST-
SELLER ¢ John Grisham is the
acknowledged master of the legal
thriller. In his first collection of
novellas, law is a common thread,
but America’s favorite storyteller
has several surprises in store.

By turns suspenseful, hilarious,
powerful, and moving, these are
three of the greatest stories John
Grisham has ever told.

CLICK HERE.
https://amzn.to/3N8KiOy
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From top-ten bestseller
Ella Carey comes an utterly
heartbreaking historical
novel about the courage,
love and friendships that
sustain us in the darkest of
days. Click HERE.

rhe Indecision’ \?YM: Tritogy

Books 1,2 & %
LIS, Wire

Brylee Hawkins was going
home to confront her father
so she could marry the
man of her dreams. But the
Australian Outback wasn’t
the place she remembered
Click HERE.

Kristinas 5 Happy Choices
encourages, empowers,

and inspires you to choose
happiness as a technique to
take control of your life with
simple, easy-to-use action
plans, Click HERE.

Viktor is a prequel to P. Mat-

tern’s award-winning The
Vampire Princess Trilogy,

which tells the origin of the
Svalbard Empire’s most infa-

mous villain. Click HERE.
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Her parents had dropped
her off at a stranger’s house
with no intention of return-
ing. But left with the will to
survive, she embraces a new
life. Click HERE.
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Why We Get Sick: The Hid-
den Epidemic at the Root

of Most Chronic Disease-
-and How to Fight It. Take
control of your health. Click
HERE.

The truth about human
history can be found inside
the Great Pyramid of Giza.
Will Daniel Rossler and Dr.
Sarah Clarke be allowed to
uncover the real and true
message? Click HERE.

HLIGO & MNEBLLA WINMNER

ROBERTRY.
SAWYER

hY

STAHRPLEX

MEBLUILA & HUGO Fifa

When an unknown vessel
arrives through a new
wormbhole, an already bat-
tle-scarred Starplex could be
the starting point of a new
interstellar war . . . Click

HERE.

MY DOCTOR
TOLD ME

Medical Myths That
Can Harm Your Health

Ken 0. Berry, MD, FAAFP

An extinct disease
re-emerges from melting
Alaskan permafrost causing
madness in victims. Recent
apocalyptic cult escapee
Wynter Roth believes it’s the
end. Click HERE.

SIMPLE

It was meant to be a harm-
less stag-night prank. But a
few hours later, the groom
has disappeared and his
friends are dead.Roy Grace
is contacted to learn the
truth. Click HERE.
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Has your doctor lied to
you? Eat low-fat and high-
carb, including plenty of
“healthy” whole grains—
does that sound familiar?
Your guide to optimal
health! Click HERE.

Super Gut shows readers
how to eliminate bad
bacteria and bring back the
missing “good” bacteria
with a four-week plan to re-
program your microbiome.
Click HERE.

TOSCA LEE

In this high-octane sequel
to The Line Between, cult
escapee Wynter Roth and
ex-soldier Chase Miller

emerge from their bunker
to find a country ravaged by
disease. Click HERE.

Can Claire and her dad
overcome their broken
relationship on a Safari,

in order to save their own
lives and the last two black
rhinos from extinction?
Click HERE.

.
GENSBURGER ™

16 Masterful Short Stories
covering the spectrum

of life, love, & death. The
anthology includes drama,
mystery, science fiction,
dystopic, & more.

Click HERE.
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THANK YOU FOR READING!

This is the final edition of Books & Pieces Writing
Magazine. For more details see editor note on page 2
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