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A NOTE FROM
THE EDITORS
Welcome to our spades issue! 

We are so excited to share the work of the next 13 wonderful writers who 

will be joining our annual deck. The creativity in these submissions blew 

us away. Each piece is very unique and prepare to see some really special 

talent.  They exemplify true genius and are a brilliant addition to our deck. 

At Full House Literary Magazine, we are an open home for all voices to have 

fun, be themselves, and above all be free. This will always be most important 

to us and we look forward to seeing where this takes us in the future! 

Love from Leia and Jack x
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I apply a pumpkin sheet mask to my face as a Co-Star notification 
arrives: Your day at a glance—The world is going to end unless 
you settle down.

I focus on softening my skin until it feels like a rotting autumn 
gourd and turn the television to Anderson Cooper, my warm 
milk: soothing, strangely white. The words BREAKING NEWS 
flash underneath his suited shoulders.

“This just in,” Anderson says, “the New York City Mayor’s office 
announced that in an effort to address overpopulation, all single 
adults over the age of twenty-four will be required to move out of 
the five boroughs within thirty days or pay a fine.”

Leaning forward, the sheet mask slips from my face as I turn up 
the volume.

“The city believes this will create housing opportunities in the 
Bushwick hipster sub-section of Brooklyn and cut down on 
pollution from single-serve meal cartons and noise complaints of 
uncontrolled sobbing. Couples in Facebook-official relationships 
must register immediately. Stay here for the latest.”

A countdown clock appears in the upper right-hand corner of the 
screen, little numbers ticking down.

I peel off the sheet mask and log on to Facebook. Every news 
source says the same, and after years of deeming it totally uncool, 

It Should Be Affordable to Die Alone 
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people have updated their relationship statuses. Women who’ve 
been fucking fuck boys are now finally fucking boyfriends. Some 
have gone to the courthouse with partners I never bothered to 
learn the names of, making shit official.

My phone buzzes again. My mother: Ready for that set-up with 
my manicurist’s son?

I go for a walk and call Allie. “Keenan and I just registered,” she 
says. “We put you as a reference since you introduced us at your 
Palentine’s Day party.”

“This is ridiculous,” I say. “Nineties TV proves New York is an 
enclave for single people.”

“But this is about the environment, Rachel,” she says. “Like, 
come on.”

I hang up and sit down on a park bench. Checking Twitter, I 
see people ranting in between targeted ads for Hinge Unlimited 
(something more likely to help you catch chlamydia from Daniel 
#6 or Matt #37 rather than actual feelings). A message comes in 
from Kevin. Hey, this relocation shit is wild! Any idea if you can 
register as a throuple? Zoe’s also seeing a girl.

Dude…

Hey, do you want to move to WESTCHESTER?!?

I try then to remember my contactless area code date messages, 
settling on (860), a law student who got a hard-on in his over-
pocketed shorts during a horror movie. He usually likes my 
Instagram photos, though as I draft a DM, I notice he hasn’t liked 
anything recently. Actually, he’s stopped following me altogether. 
I shouldn’t be annoyed—I never followed him—but I am, or 
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maybe it’s something more like disappointed.

“Excuse me, miss.” A middle-aged lady wearing a cardigan that 
looks like a blanket and a hat that I think is supposed to be a frog 
approaches, passing me a fluorescent flyer.

Singles Support Group 7 PM Judson Memorial Church
Information about Protests + New Jersey and Long Island 

Housing Options
Coffee and Cookies will be served

She smiles before moving on to a weeping woman nearby. I 
finally answer my mother. Is that son still single?
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Summer

An orchestra of seagulls and geese drowns out everything, you 
can only hear laughter and talking when you walk past each 
group on the grass. Someone on the forbidden pier feeding birds 
forbidden bread. A child watching, learning how to hold out 
a stale slice, getting excited when the bird bends its neck and 
reaches for it, a swirling mix of fear and joy - a hop and a giggle.

Winter

The birds are quiet. Cygnets are almost-swans. An old woman 
sits on the bench feeding pigeons, the seagulls crowd around. 
The grass is moist and teenagers gather under a tree. A whiff 
of riot. Silence. A squirrel stands on two feet holding a walnut, 
freezing as you approach, then runs off again, up a tree. A leaf 
falls, you search your pockets for acorns, but they’re empty.

People

They don’t respect me but they need me, now more than ever. They 
don’t realise how we are one. They cannot just come and feed off 
me. I need to be nurtured. Not just in the now, for generations. 
They admire my creatures, feed them for their own amusement 
and leave beer bottles in the grass. I need more than Admiration. 
They praise me in their conversations, say how they have been 
struggling and need time in me every day. But our clock is ticking.

Seasons/One 
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Concave reflections in the sugar spoon

look yourself squint in the eye

grande battement back at the breakfast bar

becoming the Saturn of self care

running rings around yourself

imbuing funeral masks

with rarefied whisky

your kisser is a telecaster

casting dastardly shadows

on the light at the end of my tunnel

dressing each moveable feast in zygotes and liquid gold

asking King Midas to lay hands on social crises

speaking the language of forgotten cachet

dressed in Prada, never stray

evaporation cooling a white hot id

Evaporation

Helen Bowie 
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You can get contents insurance,
cover starts at around 15 thousand
(My gear isn’t worth more than 5k
but anyway, you sleep easier)

– spare any change
– sorry, so sorry
– have a good night

Property tax is a couple of hundred
(water, electric, gas for heating,
cell phone and internet, 600 all-in)
rent is 1800 but we’re inner city

– spare any change
– sorry, so sorry
– have a good night

I’m in the Arts
where no one gets paid what they’re worth
my partner’s in retail but we
dream big about one day making it

– spare any change
– sorry, so sorry
– have a good night

You balance being unable to save
against living centrally. My banker
mate calls me a hamster on a wheel,
three mistakes away from the street

– spare any change
– sorry, so sorry
– have a good night

Hamster on a Wheel 

 James Bruce May

44

44
7



we set out

with morphed perceptions
& untidy demeanours
draped over shameful

innocence / playful
roaming & dreams of escape
lost in the first breeze

together

pull your cage over   
& lock it up next to mine
free somnolent limbs

from enforced slumber
shackled by hope & frayed rope
that bind willing hands

we set out / together 

Daniel Clark
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1. Ranch Horse Bar, Jacksonville, Florida, last night. Some 
college boy bumped my shoulder and didn’t apologize so I threw 
my beer in his face. Boy was quick. I was already on the floor 
before I even heard him say “what the fuck old man.” I lay alone in 
bed this morning, wondering why I didn’t even offer up resistance.

2. My own home, Mobile, Alabama, late September, 2018. 
Looking for work had been hard that day. I just wanted five 
minutes to sit, have a beer, unwind. Liz started as soon as she 
walked in. “Did you start dinner? Why is it my job? How much 
have you had to drink?” Jesus Christ you get so tired of hearing 
it. I had enough that night. “Why don’t you just shut the fuck 
up?” When I stood up to be heard, she hit me, hard, right in 
the gut. I puked beer and potato chips. The next day her two 
nephews showed up with a gooseneck trailer. Troy and Ryan, 
both football stars, made it clear that I should stay out of the way 
and had her stuff loaded in two hours flat. A week later I got 
the papers from her attorney and soon after it was all official.

3. Some bar outside Pensacola, Florida, June, 2011. Liz and I 
were dancing to George Strait. She smelled like roses. We were 
on our first date. I worked with her brother at the port and saw 
her the first time a week before when she picked him up from 
work. The next day I asked him about her and that Friday I woke 
up in her bed. Saturday we went to her favorite spot and had 
a few beers. When I Can Still Make Cheyenne came on, she
pulled me up by the lapels. “Get your ass up,” she smiled, 
“and dance with me.” I got up so quick I spilled my beer. 
She was beautiful. And she smiled. My God. Some drunk

A Chronological List, in Descending Order, of Some 
Memorable Punches I’ve Taken and Notes Concerning the 
Outcomes 
Travis Cravey
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stepped on her foot and put his hand on her shoulder. Right 
on her shoulder. Like he’d known her his whole goddamn life. 
“What’s your problem, Hoss?” I shoved his chest. Liz tried to 
hold me back, but I won’t be disrespected. The fella got one 
good swing, but it glanced off my cheek. He was drunk and his 
aim wasn’t so great. I broke his nose and he was unconscious 
on the floor when the bouncer told us to get the hell out.

4. Spanish Fort, Alabama, 1986. Daddy, several times. I swore
to all that was holy I’d never let another man strike me without a
swift and violent response.

66

66
10



The café was a bustling orchestra composed of the clink clank 
of dishes, ardent consumers and people in business suits talking 
loudly and importantly on their phones. I noticed a group of 
girls giggling as they glanced across to boys of a similar age and 
smiled, ignoring the familiar pang of grief for the loss of my own 
adolescence.

I squeezed past a stroller where a toddler sat, emitting blood 
curdling screeches, snot smeared and red faced, writhing like a 
snake pit attempting to free himself from his restraints. His mother 
was bargaining with him with a sausage roll, flakes of pastry in 
every crevice, doling out apologetic looks to the two old women 
with lines perfectly pressed into the front of their stone- coloured 
trousers while they clacked their thick tongues and shook their 
heads in disapproval.

I picked up a tray and got in line, the smell of fresh ground 
coffee beans eliciting an unconscious response from my bowel. 
I stepped outside of the queue to scan for the bathroom as a 
man shoved past me, and I temporarily lost my balance, falling 
against the glass casing, and that’s when I saw it, sickly pink and 
feathered with white, like a fresh dusting of snow.

Each instrument of the orchestra around me began to fade one 
by one, until all I could hear was the thumping rhythm of my 
heart in my throat and the guttural screams of the sausage roll 
baby, my knuckles turning white as my grip tightened on the tray.

Thump.
Scream.
I’m eleven and I am in the lunch line at school, clutching a red 

sectioned tray. The biggest section contained steaming beef stew 
and an ice cream scoop of mashed potato and there was a round 
section, perfectly sized to house a tiny bottle of milk with a blue 

Pink Cake 

Claire Hampton 
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straw that pierced its silver seal. The last section was empty, and 
it was Tuesday, which meant it was destined for my favourite 
- pink coconut cake. It’s a tense wait, there was only one piece
left but three students in front of me, I keep my eye on the prize,
praying that they will all pick the treacle sponge…

Thump.
Scream.
Bang.
My eyes snap to the door, expecting to see the man, the man 

in the long coat.
‘It’s not real’ I tell myself, my best efforts to control my 

breathing failing as short sharp inhalations burn my dry throat. 
The pink cake. I couldn’t stop looking at the pink cake. I closed 
my eyes.

Thump.
Scream.
Someone shouted as the man in the long coat barged through 

the door. Children were screaming, running, hiding under tables. 
He told us all to stay still as he let off two rounds into the ceiling. 
Everyone dropped to the floor - except me. I stared at the pink 
cake. Frozen. I didn’t notice him shouting at me to get on the 
ground until I could smell his breath, decay and cigarettes, and 
a searing pain ripped through my shoulder as the pink cake was 
streaked with crimson.

I felt the soft hand of my wife on the grain of my scarred 
shoulder, her fingers reading my story as if it were braille as the 
orchestra jumped back into focus, and I noticed that the baby 
was suckling happily on a now soggy sausage roll. Time 
changes everything.

‘Are you okay?’ she asked.
 I looked into her concerned eyes and nodded.

‘Come on it’s our turn, what will you have? My treat.’ she said.
I considered the question for a few moments before I replied, ‘I 
think I’ll try that pink cake.’ 
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The echidna is of the Tachyglossidae family,
in the monotreme order of egg-laying mammals.
It’s an alien, a mother that shouldn’t be.

I go into the doctors surgery
bustled through in coats and seats and smiles
sit on the tissued bed for the cheery midwife
lift my t-shirt for the prod of the doppler
soaking in the whumwhumwhum of your heartbeat

a week later, I’m at the maternity unit
surrounded by fat mothers with round bellies
while you escape me, clot by drop
the ultrasound wand meddles my joy
a cataclysm of silence

we go home for pizza, tea, TV
hot water bottles, silence, too many blankets
the adverts show us starving kids in Syria
We watch Roy Walker on reruns of Catchphrase
‘It’s good, but it’s not right’.

Whum

Jem Henderson
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“It’s still considered… experimental,” Dr. Kilkenny murmurs, 
his voice the aural equivalent of his office’s micro-suede couch. 
“But our team has seen encouragIng results in the first trial. And 
those patients started from a… lower base than your Jane.” He 
glances toward her. Either has not heard him, or – more likely – 
does not view this discussion as adequate competition for Harry 
Potter and the Goblet of Fire. She emits an intermittent “huh” 
only, as her left hand jabs the couch arrhythmically.

“Stop, honey,” I murmur.
She does, looking blankly chastened.
John – impatient from a lifetime of scraping against the every 

31st-of-the-month to make his car-sale quotas – snaps, “The FDA 
still hasn’t approved it?”

“We’re pursuing –” begins Dr. Kilkenny. I can almost see his 
polysyllabic formulae scraping the raw edges of John’s ego.

“Kate” – John begins, addressing me, and rising – “I won’t 
agree to this.”

“I’m sure you remember,” I reply, “our settlement said that we 
both attend any meeting relating to Jane.”

“– and,” Dr. Kilkenny continues, “we’re prepared to offer Jane 
a place at a… reduced rate.”

Pavlov himself could not have proposed a better stimulus. 
“How much are we talking?” John asks.

Dr. Kilkenny’s voice dissolves into installment plans.
I glance at Jane. She says, “Is he going to fix it?”
“Maybe,” I say. She nestles against me. Jane breaks the 

“rules,” but then, the stereotypes, research, depictions, all target 
boys.

“Perhaps –” begins Dr. Kilkenny, trying to project his 

Jane’s Network 
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enthusiasm; Jane’s eyes skirt his. “Perhaps – we could examine 
the model.”

He waves a hand with a maestro’s surety, dimming the lights 
and summoning the Medicine 2.0 Holo-Portal. (Or so I understand, 
from the promotional video in the waiting room.) “This,” he 
declares, with a Wagnerian wrist-flick, “is a neurotypical brain.”

Floating hologram; eye level.
“Let’s zoom in to the neural level. Add highlight,” he 

commands. Now we see indigo-tinted axons linked together, a 
geometric network, a diamond’s crystalloid infrastructure, like 
the indestructible fourth-grade-girl Red Rover line that refused to 
part for Jane. In gym class. Or after.

Or ever.
I want something better for her.
“And this,” he adds, now veering Carmen-esque, “is Jane’s 

scan.”
My first impression of my daughter’s mind: a violently-

violet Rube Goldberg machine as seen from the inside. Or the 
game Mousetrap – from the mouse’s perspective. No doubt Dr. 
Kilkenny chose this particular section deliberately.

I have never seen it before, but it feels, intuitively, painfully, 
familiar. That part of her collapses into uncomprehending sobs, 
when the other girls snicker behind their hands.

Jane jabs the couch again.
John, through gritted teeth: “Stop. Tapping.”
“It’s like the highway,” observes Jane.
I learned long ago to pause, to at least try to reconfigure 

my own perceptions before I answer her… And then, darkly, I 
glimpse her meaning: a spaghetti-bowl of ring road-meets-
spur-meets-interstate. “Like that spot where Daddy used the bad 
word that time, right by the mall?”

“Yeah.”
“Yes,” I say.
“Yes,” Jane repeats, again looking for her page.
“So you can… straighten her out?” asks John, gingerly 
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prodding the hologram.
“Not precisely. In our first trial, we helped patients build 

connections where few existed. In Jane’s case, we’d try break 
down some of her – convoluted paths, then re-construct –”

“Wait,” I say. “You intend to destroy what’s already there?”
“We prefer to call it ‘re-routing’.”
“And how did that go in the first trial?”
“As I say, the original group contained a fundamentally 

different group of patients, most of them nonverbal and –”
“So – you’ve not attempted this ‘reprogramming’ yet?” I 

demand. “How –”
“Kate,” begins John, warningly.
“As I mentioned at the opening –” begins Dr. Kilkenny.
“Mommy?” interjects Jane. “How do they make highways so 

the cars don’t bonk?”
“I don’t know,” I say. And then I understand – better, perhaps, 

than usual. “Neither does Dr. Kilkenny. But you and I, we’re 
going to go look it up and find out. Right now.”
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I have become an unintentional collector of babies
They lie scattered around my home
On the dining table, shelves, living room unit
I am not quite sure what to do with them

They show off, lying on backs or tummys,
And brag about their name and weight
Wearing knitted blankets, cute outfits or just their new skin
I am not quite sure what to do with them

The postman brings them to me,
encased in fancy paper, glue and a second class stamp
He pops them through my door as quietly as possible
Is he aware that I am not quite sure what to do with them?

The bin seems insulting to their cupid lips and perfect faces
Recycling seems too impersonal
But keeping them is too painful, I do not have room in my heart,
Perhaps I should return to sender?

I write down their birth dates, resolve to send gifts
to celebrate their participation in the ageing process
And I gather them all up, shut the cupboard door
And I let them fall from my mind

Return to Sender 

Laura Pearson 
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Reveal-Redact 

JP Seabright 

 
And when he had opened the seventh seal, there was silence in heaven about the space of half an hour. And I saw 
the seven angels which stood before God; and to them were given seven trumpets. And another angel came and 
stood at the altar, having a golden censer; and there was given unto him much incense, that he should offer it with 
the prayers of all saints upon the golden altar which was before the throne. And the smoke of the incense, which 
came with the prayers of the saints, ascended up before God out of the angel’s hand. And the angel took the censer, 
and filled it with fire of the altar, and cast it into the earth: and there were voices, and thunderings, and lightnings, 
and an earthquake. And the seven angels which had the seven trumpets prepared themselves to sound. The first 
angel sounded, and there followed hail and fire mingled with blood, and they were cast upon the earth: and the 
third part of trees was burnt up, and all green grass was burnt up. And the second angel sounded, and as it were a 
great mountain burning with fire was cast into the sea: and the third part of the sea became blood; And the third 
part of the creatures which were in the sea, and had life, died; and the third part of the ships were destroyed. And 
the third angel sounded, and there fell a great star from heaven, burning as it were a lamp, and it fell upon the 
third part of the rivers, and upon the fountains of waters; And the name of the star is called Wormwood: and the 
third part of the waters became wormwood; and many men died of the waters, because they were made bitter. 
And the fourth angel sounded, and the third part of the sun was smitten, and the third part of the moon, and the 
third part of the stars; so as the third part of them was darkened, and the day shone not for a third part of it, and 
the night likewise. And I beheld, and heard an angel flying through the midst of heaven, saying with a loud voice, 
Woe, woe, woe, to the inhabiters of the earth by reason of the other voices of the trumpet of the three angels, 
which are yet to sound!And the fifth angel sounded,and I saw a star fall from heaven unto the earth: and to him 
was given the key of the bottomless pit. And he opened the bottomless pit; and there arose a smoke out of the pit, 
as the smoke of a great furnace; and the sun and the air were darkened by reason of the smoke of the pit. And 
there came out of the smoke locusts upon the earth: and unto them was given power, as the scorpions of the earth 
have power. And it ws commanded them that they should not hurt the grass of the earth, neither any green thing, 
neither any tree; but only those men which have not the seal of God in their foreheads. And to them it was given 
that they should not kill them, but that they should be tormented five months: and their torment was as the torment 
of a scorpion, when he striketh a man. And in those days shall men seek death, and shall not find it; and shall 
desire to die, and death shall flee from them. And the shapes of the locusts were like unto horses prepared unto 
battle; and on their heads were as it were crowns like gold, and their faces were as the faces of men. And they had 
hair as the hair of women, and their teeth were as the teeth of lions. And they had breastplates, as it were 
breastplates of iron; and the sound of their wings was as the sound of chariots of many horses running to battle. 
And they had tails like unto scorpions, and there were stings in their tails: and their power was to hurt men five 
months. And they had a king over them, which is the angel of the bottomless pit, whose name in the Hebrew 
tongue is Abaddon, but in the Greek tongue hath his name Apollyon. One woe is past; and, behold, there come 
two woes more hereafter. And the sixth angel sounded, and I heard a voice from the four horns of the golden altar 
which is before God, Saying to the sixth angel which had the trumpet, Loose the four angels which are bound in 
the great river Euphrates. And the four angels were loosed, which were prepared for an hour, and a day, and a 
month, and a year, for to slay the third part of men. And the number of the army of the horsemen were two hundred 
thousand thousand: and I heard the number of them. And thus I saw the horses in the vision, and them that sat on 
them, having breastplates of fire, and of jacinth, and brimstone: and the heads of the horses were as the heads of 
lions; and out of their mouths issued fire and smoke and brimstone. By these three was the third part of men killed, 
by the fire, and by the smoke, and by the brimstone, which issued out of their mouths. For their power is in their 
mouth, and in their tails: for their tails were like unto serpents, and had heads, and with them they do hurt. And 
the rest of the men which were not killed by these plagues yet repented not of the works of their hands, that they 
should not worship devils, and idols of gold, and silver, and brass, and stone, and of wood: which neither can see, 
nor hear, nor walk: Neither repented they of their murders, nor of their sorceries, nor of their fornication, nor 
of their thefts.  
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It was barren under the Christmas tree
after papa slammed the door

returning no more to face the awkward silence
following noisy violence

causing post-traumatic stress disorder
lifelong implications from argumentative lacerations

stripping the woodchip wallpaper bare
leaving nothing but paper-thin walls

to offer little protection from me listening in despair
from beneath the tent of my duvet.

All I wanted was a hug of free love
and a Cabbage Patch Doll

that was all the rage amongst friends
for me to adore with all her imperfections

drowning in those big eyes that had seen too much
admiring podgy cheeks that fooled the world into thinking

her soul was well nourished.

Papa said left
Mama said right

my young veins bled every word of their fight
I heard him say with outrage the doll was delivered in the mail

Mama said he lied
Papa broke down and cried

accusing her of taking it back to the store
for rum and black money.

Only the Cabbage Patch Kid
knows the truth

of my youth.

Cabbage Patch Kid

Kelly Van Nelson 
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I am biting into a cookie. Chocolate chip. This is back before 
cookies were soft and pliant and there would be no crumbs falling 
to the kitchen floor, linoleum covered with the faint of yellow 
wax.

It is Tuesday, and my father is late for dinner again. Outside 
the window, beyond the orange flower curtains, the trees are 
green and budding. It is April, and everything is young.

I hear the hallway door slam open; an umbrella being stabbed 
into the stand. It didn’t rain the way mother insisted it would.

I am biting into a cookie when the shadow that is my father 
walks in. My mother has taken the broom from the closet and 
is sweeping crumbs into the dustbin. She is kneeling to get the 
smallest crumbs, and turns her head startled towards my father. 

I am biting into a cookie and my mouth freezes open into 
a cave as my father pulls my mother up by the collar of her 
flowered housedress. I’ve seen this before. His arm above his 
head. Tornado in his fist.

My mouth closes around a scream as he lets go of her and 
crumbles into himself, his arm falling to his side. His face as 
purple and twisted as a howl.

The grass outside a shiver in the wind, the only sound until the 
hee-haw of the ambulance whooshing up the street. My mother 
lifting up my father’s face, brushing crumbs off of his cheek, 
sweeping everything off to the side.

Crumbs

Francine Witte 
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festivals including Wilderness, The Camden Fringe and the Vagina 
Museum. Helen has one cat, and several bafflingly strong opinions on 
extremely trivial matters, which you can find on twitter @helensulis

James Bruce May
James Bruce May is a London-based writer and musician. He studied 
at the Brighton Institute of Modern Music and read Creative Writing at 
Greenwich University and Goldsmiths College. His work appears in 
Spontaneity, The Honest Ulsterman, Clear Poetry, Gravel Magazine, 
Ink Sweat & Tears, The Stockholm Review of Literature and in other 
journals.
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Daniel Clark
Daniel Clark mostly writes short things. His words have appeared 
recently in Dreams Walking, Serotonin, Star 82 Review, The Crank, 
and Blue Marble Review. He tweets from @dang_clark.

Travis Cravey 
Travis Cravey is a mechanic in Southeastern Pennsylvania. He is an 
editor at Malarkey Books and editor-at-large at Versification. He can be 
found on twitter @TravisCravey is is pretty harmless.

Claire Hampton 
Claire Hampton is an emerging fiction writer from the North East of 
England with a background in health, art, and politics. She spends her 
time practicing avoidance by reading and writing about impossible 
possibilities, alternate realities, and marginalised anti-heroes. Follow 
her @champtoncreates.

Jem Henderson 
Jem Henderson is what you get when you mix a crayola set with a 
library. They live in Yorkshire and have an MA in Creative. They have 
been published in the Black Lives Matter Anthology, The Writers’ Cafe 
Magazine, Wyrd Words and Effigies, Down in the Dirt, and various 
publications online. They are working on their first pamphlet.

Linda McMullen 
Linda McMullen is a wife, mother, diplomat, and homesick 
Wisconsinite. Her short stories and the occasional poem have appeared 
in over seventy literary magazines, and she received Pushcart and 
Best of the Net nominations in 2020. She may be found on Twitter: @
LindaCMcMullen.

Laura Pearson 
Laura Pearson is currently a stay at home mum who lives with her 
husband, toddler, newborn baby and dog in Fife, Scotland. Laura enjoys 
writing poetry and fictional short stories. She writes for her own pleasure 
and expression mainly about motherhood, baby loss, spirituality and 
relationships, and is also heavily inspired by nature. 
During 2020 she has had her first experiences of published work - with 
a non fictional reflection on baby loss included in So Hormonal and a 
poem about motherhood during lockdown on Lockdown Baby Babble. 
Say hello on Twitter - laura.pearson77
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JP Seabright 
JP Seabright lives in London and works in information security. When 
not doing that, JP writes, reads and listens to records. With poetry 
published in three anthologies and short stories published online and 
in print, JP is (allegedly) trying to complete novel-length fiction and 
nonfiction work in progress. JP can also be found hanging out at https://
twitter.com/errormessage and https://randomrecordreview.wordpress.
com/

Kelly Van Nelson
Kelly Van Nelson is the #1 bestselling author of Graffiti Lane, Punch 
and Judy and Rolling in the Mud. Her poetry has featured in numerous 
international publications and she regularly discusses social issues in 
the media. Her books are frequently gifted to celebrities, including 
Academy Award winners. She is a KSP First Edition Fellowship 
recipient, winner of AusMumpreneur ‘Big Idea Changing the World’ 
Award, Roar Success Best Book and Most Powerful Influencer Awards, 
CEO Magazine Managing Director of the Year Finalist and Telstra 
NSW Businesswoman of the Year finalist. She is based in Sydney and is 
represented by Newman Agency.

Francine Witte
Francine Witte’s poetry and fiction have appeared in Smokelong 
Quarterly, Wigleaf, Mid-American Review, Passages North, and many 
others. Her latest books are Dressed All Wrong for This (Blue Light 
Press,) The Way of the Wind (AdHoc fiction,) and (The Theory of 
Flesh.) Her chapbook, The Cake, The Smoke, The Moon (flash fiction) 
will be published by ELJ September, 2021. She lives in NYC.
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