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Letter From the President.

Here we are, March already. The year is flying by and how many
resolutions have already fallen into disuse?

The first meeting in February was one of action and dynamism. The
attendees all unanimously decided to focus on the writing part of the group —
the social will still be there — but there will be a silent writing period during the
general monthly meetings.

So what are we writing? The writing prompts have always flown like the
famous lead balloon, so they will be scrapped. So what will you write?
Whatever is dearest to your hearts, my friends, because that is where your
passion lies.

| know, the general of a writer is someone soberly contemplating ‘life’
and then pronouncing their view of it (leather elbow patches and a well-stoked
pipe are now optional), but that is the furthest thing from the truth.

Writers are passionate. Writers see below the surface and care about
the issues. Writers are not afraid to say what they see, and inform others
about it — whatever ‘it may be.

Contrary to popular belief, Hemingway did NOT say ‘write what you
know’, he actually said to ‘write the truest sentence that you know’
(sometimes editors get it wrong). What are the truest sentences that you
know? What resonates within YOUR soul? That is your truth.

| look forward to hearing of your truths when next we meet.

Kim
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THE BOOKSHOP
By
Ross Pascoe.

Upon a gathering of words, so rests the wonders of a mind long passed,
transcribed by ink and quill. Mere shards of the broken vessel, recorded before
time-caused abnegation. Before the grave unfolds its obsidian shroud of
obliteration. Indeed, until the book is no more the writer lives. Blessed
Gutenberg; blessed concocter of inks; blessed crafter of fine papers, that one
might gather fragments from a summer past and press them like wild flowers
betwixt covers and gift it to an unborn future. Reciprocity, mutuality, disparate
times shared, the heady redolence of a bygone age yet lingering in scented
word. In writing do we hold as near to immortality as we might.

A candle washed face in deepest introspection, drawing from the well
some ageless truth that once inscribed shall never gather dust. A pondering
soul creating worlds from midnight’s mystery to begin the great emancipation
of the wordless poor.

Aubrey Radcliffe Scuttle loved the smell of old books. It never ceased to
amaze him that the thoughts and dreams and hopes of a man could be lovingly
gathered and preserved for hundreds of years. Preserved and waiting on a
bookshelf for an adventurer like himself to discover. It was true, few would
consider Aubrey an adventurer, but Aubrey Scuttle felt he possessed an
adventurous spirit. Needed, he would argue, for each book was a world unto
itself, just waiting for him to boldly enter.

Mr Robertson’s, Second-hand Books Emporium, on Kensington Road,
was his favourite place in all the world. Most afternoons he could be found
amidst the musty flume of old books, dining on the meat and wine of words.
Upon entering the bookshop, Aubrey would stand quietly and imbibe the
intoxicating essence of history and all those lives embedded in that history. He
would cast a loving gaze over the mahogany bookshelves, sentinels built by
craftsmen to last for centuries, then to the books themselves.

Gold filigree spines of varying thicknesses, covers of a deep and sombre
hue. . .

‘And the most salubrious of afternoons to you, Mr Scuttle,” said Mr



Robertson.

Aubrey, released from his trance replied warmly. ‘Greetings, dear friend.’
He then paused and smiled in childlike innocence as a familiar question rose to
his lips. ‘How many books might you have on these shelves, dear sir?’” Aubrey
frequently asked this, for upon hearing the grand number his blood would stir.

Mr Robertson smiled back a knowing smile of recognition for a question
that had become an old friend. ‘A grand number, dear sir, a grand number,
beyond the ken of men and angels.’

Aubrey’s heart thrummed with joy. Mr Robertson was indeed the good
shepherd of old books.

‘I'm expecting a new one today, Mr Scuttle, very special it is, too. This
will number my lot full, then | am done. In sadness it is, too, | must admit.’

‘Indeed.” Aubrey offered as a perfunctory reply, too caught-up again in
the utter indulgence of being surrounded by his beloved books to engage in a
proper conversation anymore with Mr Robertson. Nor did he perceive the
augury, for great portent had stirred in passing words.

Aubrey removed a pair of white cotton gloves from the pocket of his
mackintosh with a theatrical flourish to show Mr Robertson how considered he
was in handling the old books. Mr Robertson again smiled, and nodded a
comrades’ approval.

This fine afternoon Aubrey was feeling more adventurous than usual. He
headed to the very back of the shop, to the older books, books written in the
early 1800’s, books that he had perhaps not spent nearly enough time perusing.
The catacombs of collected, distant thought. The words of ages past, yet still
casting a dimming light upon some unique life. Without men like Mr Robertson,
so many souls would have been set adrift on the Sargasso Sea of oblivion.
Gone to hitherto unknown places without a marker or legacy.

‘Would you look at that,” Aubrey exclaimed aloud. He had stumbled upon
a book of medium thickness with the title, The Adventures of Aubrey Radcliffe
Scuttle.

‘Everything alright, Mr Scuttle?’” Came the distant voice of Mr Robertson,
who heard even the foot fall of a mouse.

‘No. | mean, yes. Quite,” Aubrey turned the book over in his hands as
though examining an object that eluded any possibility of understanding. ‘I'm
not sure.” He said in a whisper to himself.

‘As you were, Mr Scuttle,” came again the thin voice of Mr Robertson.



Excitement grew in Aubrey as he parted the tome down its middle. Blank,
every page blank.

‘Well I'll be. . .

‘Everything alright, Mr Scuttle, you seem a little agitated?’

‘Yes. No.’

‘| see.” Though of course Mr Robertson saw nothing.

Aubrey fanned the pages from back to front. A cruel joke, perhaps. He
had never known Mr Robertson to be a practical joker. Such games were
beneath the man. He of solid bearing and rectitude would not stoop to trivialise
the sanctity of the written word. Aubrey made his way to the front counter
following the labyrinthine passages by instinct as he continued to fan the book.
He was about to share his most extraordinary discovery when Mr Robertson
pulled him up short.

‘Ah, you’ve found it, Mr Scuttle, you've finally found it.” Mr Robertson
beamed with delight.

‘You knew about this? What exactly have | found?’ Inquired Aubrey in
deepening confusion.

‘The book about your life, Mr Scuttle - your book.’

‘But it's just blank pages.’ Aubrey looked as perplexed as one might.

‘Is it now? | think not, Mr Scuttle, | think not.’

Aubrey was in a state, even now reddening. The thought that Mr
Robertson was making sport with him...

‘I don’t understand, Mr Robertson. There had better be a proper
explanation, siror. . .’

‘Come now man, | think you do understand. Are we not the dearest of
friends? Would I, a man who has dedicated his life to the preservation of the
written word then despoil that which is sacred to us both in a game of
tomfoolery?’

Mr Robertson had never used such a familiar tone. Aubrey’s perfect
afternoon was coming unhinged. Perhaps some noxious exhalations or
putrescent effluvia had emanated from the deeper reaches of the bookshop
and set him to vagaries.

‘It's all there, Mr Scuttle, one just needs to... to... delve a little deeper
shall we say.’

Aubrey flamed at this. ‘Sir, | am no fool.’

‘You are indeed no fool, sir and | have never taken you for a fool. In fact



you are my dearest and most favoured customer. Why, | see in you a brother-
in-arms. You are as dear to me as blood.’

This did calm Aubrey somewhat but the event was very unsettling,
nonetheless.

‘Beyond the walls of this bookshop, sir, where might it be that you return
each evening?’ Mr Robertson had taken on the persona of the grand inquisitor.

‘Why, home of course. Such a strange question from a learned man. Do
you imagine | wander the streets like the sullied homeless just waiting for you
to open your doors?’

‘Come, Mr Scuttle, my challenge to you comes from a pure heart. |
implore you think on it man.’

Aubrey was becoming more agitated by the moment. He couldn’t for the
life of him remember a single time he had left the shop and made the journey
home. He had a home, he could picture it in mind’s eye. Why then could he not
remember leaving the shop and walking home? He looked down at his feet,
they were clad in his best walking shoes.

‘Mr Robertson, | fear | am losing my mind.” Aubrey’s face creased into a
visage of agony. The light had gone from his eyes only to be replaced by a
manic glare.

‘| assure you that you are perfectly sane. The book, Mr Scuttle.’

Aubrey forgot he had been holding the book. He became unsteady on
his feet. His voice caught in his throat. ‘It was blank | tell you - BLANK.’

A quick fanning of pages indicated to poor Aubrey that much of the book
was now covered in the printed word. He began crumbling into a pitiful state.

‘Steady old man, you're made of sterner stuff, you will see this through.
Now, what days do you visit my bookshop, Mr Scuttle?’

‘Why, most afternoons. It's like my second home,” Aubrey couldn’t
understand why Mr Robertson persisted in trying to unpack a riddle. It was
obvious that some injury to the brain seemed the most likely candidate for his
confusion.

‘And what day would it be today, sir - and what year - and what decade
- and what century.” Mr Robertson finished in a flurry, suggesting that he had
arrived at some conclusion that still escaped the grasp of Aubrey Scuttle.

Aubrey tumbled onto the unpainted canvas of memory. There was the
bookshop, and... the bookshop, and... the bookshop. Nothing else could be
brought to mind. All things he thought he knew — he knew not.



‘Mr Robertson, | fear | have fallen or perhaps | have suffered a delirium,
for | have lost my place in this world. Perhaps | am sleeping in a corner of the
bookshop only to dream. | confess to a great fear that rises like bile within me.
There is a tempest in me, sir, mighty and powerful.’

‘Dear Aubrey, we are agreed you are no fool. You do not dream, sir.
What of the book? Let us look together.’

‘Why, the book is almost complete. What confounded devilment is this?’

‘Do you not remember the first time you entered the bookshop, Mr
Scuttle?’

‘Clearly | do. | shall never forget almost being run down by a Hansom
cab at the hands of a wee lad too frail to gather in his charges. That lad hollered
for people to scatter. There was the hammer blows of mighty hooves. Horses
screaming in fear of the urchins setting fireworks off beneath their feet. | plucked
a child up who had frozen in that very fear and was certain to be crushed.’

Mr Robertson had tears in his eyes. ‘Ahh, yes, you remember, you
remember only too well. | believe your book is complete, Mr Scuttle. You have
returned to us at last from an exile of self.’

With that Aubrey turned over the later pages to find them covered in
words. He began to read... “and so it was that Aubrey Radcliffe Scuttle
departed this life on the 20th of November, 1844, broken beneath the wheels
of a Hansom cab come loose from the grip of stable boy, Thomas Hope after
street urchins startled the horses in his charge by setting alight fireworks
beneath said horses feet.”

Mr Scuttle selflessly bounded into action after perceiving a great danger
to Miss Rachael Scunthorpe who stood directly in the path of the careening
carriage. Seven year old Rachael was spared a certain death while Mr Scuttle
sacrificed his own life. A brass plaque to commemorate such a selfless act of
courage was unveiled by his excellency, the honourable Augustus Flood...” It
went on. He read those words again and again; tears welled in his eyes, his
face awash with fatal realisation.

'Is this...” Began Aubrey.

‘No description is possible,” said Mr Robertson.

‘Purgatory then?’

‘No heaven or hell, or halfway there — or halfway back. It is something
else altogether.’

‘And the books?’ Aubrey was now as calm as the eye of a hurricane.



‘They are the stories of those | have helped on their way.’

‘Am | on my way now, Mr Robertson?’

Mr Robertson handed Aubrey a book clad in deepest crimson. ‘Here is
the book of which | spoke.’

Aubrey took the book and there, blazoned across the cover was written,
The Adventures of Nathaniel Gunter Robertson.

‘The bookshop has always been yours, Mr Scuttle. | just looked after it
for you while you were absent, sir. You have a bright future, Aubrey. | wish you
well.’

Without ceremony, Mr Robertson took the hand of Aubrey Radcliffe
Scuttle and shook it while beaming back the warmth of a deep and abiding
friendship. He turned, strode briskly to the front door, opened it and transfigured
into a blinding light.

Mr Scuttle looked around his bookshop with the beginnings of a smile
upon his face.
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Blog Stars.

Www.adriemer.com.au

A D Riemer blogs for the beginning and emerging writer.
Hints, tips and motivation all in (mostly) three minute
reads.

A D has a BA, with a double major in writing, and has had
work featured in both newsletters and magazines, and has
also appeared in an anthology of short stories, The
Leaves of Life.

When not blogging A D is busily writing the next
instalment of The Case Files of Captain Jacqueline
O6Nighall (Ret.)

Volume One: The Cursed Templar Gold is available now on
Amazon. https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B09C488YFS

https://rogertheassassin.blogspot.com/

Roger Harris.

ShadleyFataarWriter.com

Living with Apartheid in the Shadow of Table Mountain,
Cape Town.

Visit the Coffs Harbour Writer’s Group for Shadley’s
biography.

{ KI Rt S& Qa f ShadSyiraiaard/fte? cdmBlodgiid a¥Living with
apartheid in the Shadow of Table Mountalape Town.
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Two Different Ways to Read
By
A D Riemer.

Whether you consciously realise it or not, everything that you read is informing you
in some way. Source Unknown.

Reading is simple, right?

Right?

Pick up a book, open it up and have at it.

Why are you reading?

It’s after dinner, you're relaxing, and you want to escape. You are reading
for pleasure.

You're studying a course and you have to read the text to understand and
there’s a 2000 word essay to be in... well, too soon for your liking. Now you are
reading for information. It’s often not a conscious choice, but it is probably why
you picked up your ‘guilty pleasure’ novel, instead of the hefty tome proudly
titled “The Ampersand: Its Usage, Abusage and Evolution Throughout History’ by
[ M Boering.

Even though the latter has illustrations, and the former requires your
imagination.



Sorry ampersand — there’s no competition here.

Do you read more often for pleasure? Or do you continually only read
critically? Reading for pleasure not only increases intelligence, but also deepens
compassion and empathy. [https://oedb.org/ilibrarian/your-brain-on-books-10-
things-that-happen-to-our-minds-when-we-read/]

If you read mostly for pleasure, then you will likely excuse, or ignore
small plot-holes, slight continuity errors, the occasional typo — it will detract
somewhat from your enjoyment, but if the book is otherwise engaging, it won’t
really matter to you.

If you read critically, however, then the above-mentioned flaws will drive
you MAD, and the book will either be binned or donated, where some other poor
suck... er, soul, will have to deal with it.

As writers we often deal quite harshly with a book such as that, and
seriously cannot understand how such trash could be a bestseller (Fifty Shades
I'm thinking of you) BUT, when we are studying a technique, sometimes we have
to grit our teeth and wade in.

With enough practice, we can read critically and for pleasure
simultaneously. As I said though, different areas of the brain... so we may be
going along just fine — and then we realise that we haven’t noticed any flaws for
a few chapters (you were enjoying the story), or that you can’t remember who
the main characters are because of a misplaced comma on line 17, page 93. It’s
now page 127 and it’s still bothering you. #judgymcjudgeface

There’s a simple solution to this. Read the book twice. If the book was so
atrocious that you would rather swallow broken glass, well, 1) Obviously; don’t
do that(the broken glass, not re-read the book). 2) Dispose of the book quietly
and carefully after making careful note of the authors’ name. You have learned
something very valuable through this experience however — this is a good way
for you to NOT tell your story. For the books that you love though, leave them for
a few weeks, or however long you wish, and then re-read, only critically this
time.

[ did this with The Twilight Sageby Stephanie Meyer. I loved the books,
saw the movies, have the necklace (it came with the popcorn — don’t judge)...
and I hated them the second time that I read them.



Plot-holes, plot-holes everywhere...

For those of you with trypophobia SORRY, but Stephanie Meyer made me
do it.

For a truly enjoyable book, it must floooooow; like a gently, lazy stream
with nary a ripple marring its surface, for as far as the eye can see. In this
metaphor, the writer is the swan — all serene and composed on top, paddling
like mad underneath. What [ am saying is that, by the time the book is in your
hands, all of the hard work and effort has been done, and the book should be a
pleasure to read, even if it tears your heart in twain *cough* White Gold Wielder
by Stephen Donaldson *cough*.

To read an ill-written book however, is like pulling teeth with
marshmallows — sticky and downright impossible.

We study the works of others, always looking for ways to improve our
own writing. We go away; practice, fail, practice some more, fail a bit less,
practice again... but each time we fail we learn, an suddenly we realise, we are
writing with our own Voice, our own unique and magickal way of turning a
phrase, or presenting an image.

For every author differs, and every author is unique; in fact computer
programmes exist to identify texts by unknown authors, or to prove authorship
in plagiarism cases. People may imitate, but can never duplicate the essence of
you.

So to send you on off to your reading nook, I will leave you with an
adaptation of the old carpentry adage:

Read twice, write map? and your words will be your own.



A D Riemer.

That Old Saw.



Puzzle Page.

Mixing it up from now on. The vowels will be on one side
of the page, the consonants on the other. The object is
to make as many words as you can from the word:

OE TTTSH

Three letters or above, no plurals. Have fun.




