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One thing I’m always questioned about is publishing -
more specifically, if I could go back and redo one thing in
my writing and publishing journey, what would it be?
     I wish I had planned before I published. You see, when
I self-published my first book, I had no plan, no goals, and
literally no idea what I was doing. Without a solid plan,
my novel barely made a ripple when it slowly drifted into
the waters of the book market. 
     One of the biggest steps in planning is research.
Studying the different publishing routes, learning the ins
and outs of publication, and talking to other authors is
more helpful than you know!
     Which is why I’ve gathered advice and true stories from all
kinds of authors - from traditional to indie - and put it all in
one place. Instead of trying to sway you one way or the other
like most books or articles will do, we’re here to inform you
about all the advantages and disadvantages to each publishing
route - and to help you find which one is right for you!

EDITOR'S
DESK

f r o m  t h e

G r a c e  A .  J o h n s o n
e d i t o r  i n  c h i e f

 I’ve also gathered some amazing stories and poems from some of my fellow young writers. Not only do I want to
offer advice for aspiring authors, I want to promote those authors. I want to give them a creative outlet that
doesn’t discriminate against their beliefs and convictions but rather encourages them. Encourages you, dear
reader.
     So as this journal (or magazine, technically, but journal sounds way cooler) continues, I hope to invite more
of y’all to contribute your stories, poems, articles, and ideas in a variety of ways…to inspire y’all to grow as
writers and to reach for the sky!
     If you like what you read and you want more of it (or want to be a part!), please contact me with your
thoughts and ideas!
     Remember, the sky may be the limit…but you are limitless!

skysthelimitpress@gmail.com
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“There isn’t,
unfortunately, any way

of discovering
whether you can write

a publishable novel
except by writing it.”

J o h n  B r a i n e



 THE GOOD, THE BAD, AND 
THE REALLY UGLY: 

MEMORIES OF A PUBLISHED 
WRITER

O r i g i n a l l y  f e a t u r e d  o n  S e e k e r v i l l e . c o m  o n  J u l y  2 7 t h ,  2 0 1 0

B y  J u l i e  L e s s m a n ,  
a w a r d - w i n n i n g  a u t h o r  o f  t h e  D a u g h t e r s  o f  B o s t o n  s e r i e s

Sigh … to have our names emblazoned across the cover of a 
book—oh, yes—a golden dream to be sure, but as the old 
adage points out, all that glitters is not gold. Sometimes it’s 
the glint of jealousy in one’s eyes when somebody gets
pubbed instead of you or the sheen of tears when a contest 
judge slices and dices your ms. Or even when a reviewer 
calls your work “scum reading.” Sniff … will somebody pass 
the Kleenex, please?

So … as a war-torn veteran of five years (which really needs
to be multiplied by five given my CDQ personality that 
imposes excessive wear and tear on the mind, spirit and 
tear ducts), I want to talk about the “good, the bad, and the 
ugly," and no, I’m not talking how a certain baby-boomer 
CDQ looks first thing in the morning after a rough night 
of sleep—I’m talking publication and beyond.

Oh, the wide-eyed wonder of being a newbie! There’s 
something so innocent about it, you know? 

Close your eyes ... Can you hear it? The jangle of the spurs? 
The reverberation of guitar strings? The haunting wah- 
wah voice while Clint Eastwood strolls into the desert 
graveyard for a showdown with an Italian cigar slowly 
rolling in his mouth? And then, all at once, beyond your 
control … your stomach growls and you realize you’re 
hungry for spaghetti. (Sorry, for all you sweet, young 
things out there, you’ll just have to ask a baby boomer 
what that means.)

Ah, memories. Ol’ Clint mowing ‘em down with his Colt 
1851 Navy revolver in a movie about three gunslingers who 
dig and claw their way to gold buried in a cemetery. 
Which, now that I think of it, is faintly reminiscent of a 
writer’s golden dreams of publication—we dig and claw in 
the sands of Unpubbed Island in search of the “gold” while 
editors, agents and contest judges gun us down. And, as in 
the case of my 46 rejections for A Passion Most Pure—the 
potshots kept whizzing by, over and over again!



Yeah, right. Twenty-four reputable agents send rejection 
letters through the mail for A Passion Most Pure, and I’m 
supposed to believe somebody obviously posing as Natasha 
Kern e-mails me to express mail my ms. to OREGON, of 
all places??? And all this after seeing only FIVE pages and a 
synopsis (her submission guidelines back then) when all the 
others saw three chapters and a synopsis??? I’m sorry, but I 
just couldn’t buy it, and yes, the scary part is that I realllllly 
was that green, and I’m not talking environmentally.

BUT … I was also desperate, so I called … and the GOOD 
news is it WAS Natasha Kern and yes, she did actually sign 
me, the poor dear. The BAD news? She didn’t fully realize 
till after the ink was dry just how many times I’d been 
rejected. I believe the word she used was “daunting.” But 
apparently not too daunting for her amazing skills as an 
agent because she landed a contract for me within six 
months. OH. MY. GOODNESS!!!

So there I was, a newbie with a three-book deal, visions of 
sugar plums (masquerading as Ritas, and Christys and 5- 
star reviews) dancing in my head, completely certain that 
getting published would validate me as a writer. (Shaking 
head here.) Boy, did I have my pajamas on, 'cause I was 
definitely dreaming.

Not that good things haven’t happened, because they have, 
but NOBODY warned me about the roller-coaster ride 
ahead. Sure, I launched into the sky shrieking with hands 
high when Revell told me A Passion Most Pure was the 
“fastest fiction release” they’d ever had up to that point (the 
“good”), then whooped for joy when I crested the height of 
that coaster with five-star reviews that brought tears to my 
eyes. But I wasn’t prepared for the plummet down the rails 
(the “bad”) when sales took a dive along with the economy 
and 1-star reviews maligned my books, my character and 
my faith in God.

And that’s when the “ugly” began—tears and self doubts, 
jealousy and low self-esteem, causing me to question my 
ability as a writer and whether or not my type of romantic 
passion was what God had called me to do. An ugliness so 
painful that I actually considered quitting writing 
altogether at least twice in the last four years, begging God 
to PLEASE lobotomize that part of my writer’s brain that 
was enamored with book sales, contest wins and 5-star 
reviews.

Like after I finaled in the Golden Heart in 2005 with Janet 
Dean, Tina Radcliffe and Myra Johnson (who won the 
gold, the brat!), and I sent out 25 query envelopes to 
agents? Yeah, I even stickered those little suckers with a 
cute, little gold emblem that said “2005 Golden Heart 
Finalist” because I was certain that would open doors, 
right? Well, it certainly opened envelopes, yes, each 
promptly thrown away, no doubt, to the sound of 
maniacal laughter. But open doors? Uh … not so much.

Which brings me to the “GOOD” on my publication 
journey. One night an e-mail pops up in my mailbox from
a certain Natasha Kern after twenty-four agents had 
already rejected me, and I’ll be honest—I thought it was a
hoax! I mean, come on—I was savvy enough to know that 
Natasha Kern had appeared in Writer’s Digest Magazine as 
one of the top 25 agents for new writers to have, but when 
her e-mail asked me to call her at a Portland, Oregon 
phone number, I balked.

That’s the GOOD. Now enter the “BAD” with fear, doubt, 
trembling and nausea … “What if it’s a scam?” I asked my 
husband, chewing my lip raw, “or a cruel joke somebody is 
playing on me?” My eyes flared wide. “I mean, Portland for 
heaven’s sake—everybody know agents only lived in New 
York!” “Well, you have nothing to lose by calling, Julie,” my 
husband said with a squeeze of my hand. Oh, yes, I did, I 
thought. My confidence (what was left of it), my hope and, 
yes, even my supper—in that order. I took a deep breath 
and reread the e-mail three times, which went something 
like this:

"Julie, do you have an agent yet? If not, please call me at 
this number immediately. I am leaving on a trip and was 
hoping you could overnight your manuscript so I can read 
it on the plane.”



There is no question the life of a published writer— 
Christian or non—is a blindfolded walk through a 
minefield of the good, the bad and the ugly. Where a writer 
can go from being awarded a booby prize for the most 
rejections in a year like I did at the 2005 ACFW (American 
Christian Fiction Writers conference) … to winning the 
2009 ACFW Debut Book of the Year for the very same 
book. But … as Christian writers, we’re not in this alone. 
We are writing for a God who according to Romans 8:28, 
makes all things—the good, the bad and the ugly—work 
out for the good of those who love Him (i.e. those who 
obey his commands, John 14:15—if you love me, obey me) 

Well … He didn’t, although to some of you, I’m sure it 
seems like it at times. Nope, He did something even better 
—He taught me how to defend myself, to draw my Colt 
and gun down the bad and the ugly, and let me tell you— 
ol’ Clint has nothing on me! I have learned the true stance 
of a gunfight—to keep my eyes fixed straight ahead on 
God (Proverbs 4:25—Let your eyes look straight ahead) and 
not look to the right: contest wins, book sales or good 
reviews—or to the left: not finaling in contests, low 
royalties and scathing reviews (Proverbs 4:27—do not turn to 
the right or the left) and above all else, guard my heart 
(Proverbs 23). For me that means:

 I have learned the true stance of a gunfight—to 
keep my eyes fixed straight ahead on God and 

not look to the right: contest wins, book sales or 
good reviews—or to the left: not finaling in 

contests, low royalties and scathing reviews and 
above all else, guard my heart.

1.) Praying for blessing on 
every person who gives me a 
bad review (now, don’t take 
this as license to have me pray 
for you, please!).

2.) Praying for authors I envy 
to go to the bestseller list (my 
good friend, Julie Klassen is a 
talk about in my Seeker blog entitled Oh, For the Love of 
God, Part 2 at http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/11/oh- 
for-love-of-god-part-2.html).

3.) Keeping my mouth free of perversity and corrupt talk far 
from my lips (Proverbs 24) by asking God to help me to 
repent and pray when I complain, whine or gossip.

4.) Drumming into my head that it's ALL about His glory, 
not mine (He must increase; I must decrease. John 3:30) and 
focusing on others instead of ourselves because to God, the 
story we write with our mouth and our actions is far more 
important that the story we write with our pens.

5.) And instead of praying for God to take the desire for 
awards, good reviews and sales away, to pray for strength 
to bear up under the job He has given me to do. (This has 
been a HUGE help to me because God ALWAYS gives you 
the grace to do what He has called you to do!)

good example, a true story I

and are called according 
to His purpose (which is 
all of us who are writing 
for Him!).

So, I don’t know about 
you, but for me I plan to 
aim high and go for the

 real gold—honoring Him rather than myself—in my 
attitude, my words and my actions, ONLY doable with His 
help, of course. Because take it from someone who’s been 
there WAY more than she likes—fixing my eyes, happiness 
and hope on contest wins, book sales or good reviews is 
nothing but fool’s gold. And trust me—I may be slow for 
my age, but I’m no fool!

Over the last four years in Seekerville, I’ve learned a lot 
about the “The Good, the Bad and the Ugly” things as both 
an aspiring writer and a published one, so I thought I’d 
share a few of them with you today. Who knows? Maybe I 
can spare you some pain and give you a push in the right 
direction.

http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/11/oh-for-love-of-god-part-2.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/11/oh-for-love-of-god-part-2.html


 THE “BAD” THINGS I DID AS AN ASPIRING 
AUTHOR:
1.) Compared myself to others, inciting jealousy and 
ingratitude 
(http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2009/09/conference-cpr- 
julie-lessman-style-and.html 

2.) Queried publishers without an agent (biggest reason my 
rejections topped at 46 rejections on A Passion Most Pure).

3.) Didn’t get a website or platform till a few months 
before my first release (NOT GOOD … need to start 
building that platform NOW!).

4.) Wasted time over-editing books when I could have been 
writing more, especially since publishers pay editors to edit 
your book (thank you, Mary Connealy, for this VERY wise 
piece of advice)!

5.) Didn’t research publishers and their guidelines before I 
pitched to them.
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/03/buckle-up-its- 
going-to-be-bumpy-ride.html

THE “UGLIEST” THING I DID AS AN ASPIRING 
AUTHOR:
1.) Went off hormones when I was entering contests — 
YIKES!! (http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2007/10/caution- 
hormone-free-zone.html

THE “GOOD” THINGS I DID AS AN ASPIRING 
AUTHOR:
1.) Joined ACFW (American Christian Fiction Writers at 
http://www.americanchristianfictionwriters.com/), FHL 
(Faith, Hope & Love at http://www.faithhopelove- 
rwa.org/) and RWA (Romance Writers of America at 
http://www.rwanational.org/), both to get connected with 
other like-minded writers and to learn a lot about your 
craft.

2.) Took a fiction-writing class and attended writing 
seminars.

3.) Attended writer conferences such as ACFW to learn, to 
make friends, to network and to pitch to agents and 
editors

4.) Joined a critique group (you can do that through 
ACFW).

5.) Purchased and study writing books such as Self-Editing 
for Fiction Writers by Renni Browne and Dave King or 
Writing the Breakout Novel by Donald Maas, AND invest in
a great thesaurus such as The Synonym Finder by Rodale 
Press or utilize FABULOUS Thesaurus websites like the 
OneLook Reverse Dictionary (my writer’s bible!!) at 
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml.

6.) Entered contests for invaluable feedback, growth, 
confidence, networking opportunities and to get my name 
out there.

7.) Frequented websites/blogs that deal with writing, such 
as The Seekers at http://seekerville.blogspot.com, My Book 
Therapy at http://www.mybooktherapy.com/index.html, 
Inkwell Inspirations (who have a GREAT page on writing 
resources at: 
http://www.inkwellinspirations.com/p/writing- 
resources.html), and Writer’s Alley at 
http://thewritersalleys.blogspot.com/ to mention only a 
few.

8.) Go for an agent first, publisher second.

9.) Query, Query, Query!

10.) Then pray your heart out and put it in God’s hands.

http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2009/09/conference-cpr-julie-lessman-style-and.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2009/09/conference-cpr-julie-lessman-style-and.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/03/buckle-up-its-going-to-be-bumpy-ride.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2008/03/buckle-up-its-going-to-be-bumpy-ride.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2007/10/caution-hormone-free-zone.html
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/2007/10/caution-hormone-free-zone.html
http://www.americanchristianfictionwriters.com/
http://www.faithhopelove-rwa.org/
http://www.faithhopelove-rwa.org/
http://www.rwanational.org/
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml
http://seekerville.blogspot.com/
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml
http://www.mybooktherapy.com/index.html
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml
http://www.inkwellinspirations.com/p/writing-resources.html
http://www.inkwellinspirations.com/p/writing-resources.html
http://onelook.com/reverse-dictionary.shtml
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3.) Checked my rankings on Amazon WAY too much, 
which according to my publisher are not valid indicators of 
sales.

4.) Entered too many unnecessary contests, which is not 
worth the money, the time and the grief when you don’t 
final.

5.) Spent too much time on e-mails, especially to reader 
friends to whom I simply cannot write a generic note to 
save my soul.

THE “UGLIEST” THINGS I DID AS A PUBLISHED 
AUTHOR:

1.) Compared myself to other writers. DO NOT DO 
THIS!!! We are all unique to God, and He has appointed 
each of us to a particular journey, so embrace where He has 
you and ENJOY it! Mantra: For His glory, not ours.

2.) Measured my success and worth by sales, figures, 
contests wins and Amazon rankings, which might work in 
the secular market, but when you write Christian fiction, 
these things are NOT an accurate measure of either your 
success or your self worth … EXCEPT in how you handle 
them before God!

Thanks for reading all the way down -- you deserve a gold 
star!

Hugs,
Julie

THE “GOOD” THINGS I DID/DO AS A PUBLISHED 
AUTHOR:
1.) Connect with my readers through blog 
interview/giveaways, Facebook, Twitter and e-mail as 
much as I can because to be honest, after writing, this is 
what I love to do the MOST!

2.) Issue a newsletter 2-3 times a year with book excerpts 
and new covers, giveaways, pix of my reader friends and 
contests such as having a character named after you in my 
books.

3.) Build my newsletter list with special contests/giveaways 
for newsletter recipients only.

4.) Speaking engagements and teaching workshops.

5.) Maintain a weekly personal blog called Journal Jots 
where I keep my reader friends apprised of all that’s going 
on in my life and feature contests/giveaways.

6.) Set up blog tours during a book release.

7.) Contact all good reviewers on blog tours and ask them 
to post their reviews on CBD.com, Amazon.com, etc. Pray 
for the bad reviewers while staying FAR away from them 
… :)

8.) Sign up for Amazon’s Author Central at 
https://authorcentral.amazon.com/gp/landing? 
ie=UTF8&*Version*=1&*entries*=0

9.) Establish a group blog like Seekerville. 

THE “BAD” THINGS I DID AS A PUBLISHED 
AUTHOR:
1.) Scheduled too many book signings. To be honest, 
according to my publisher, book signings are not worth 
the time and investment, and I’m inclined to agree.

2.) Scheduled too many blog interviews during a book 
release—not a good idea if you actually want to write. 
NOTE: I do believe this is beneficial if you are a new 
writer trying to get your name out there, but according to 
my publisher, it’s not an effective use of a writer’s time 
after you are more established.

Julie Lessman is an award-winning author whose tagline of 
“Passion With a Purpose” underscores her intense passion for 
both God and romance. A lover of all things Irish, she enjoys 
writing close-knit Irish family sagas that evolve into 3-D love 
stories: the hero, the heroine, and the God that brings them 

together.
Author of The Daughters of Boston, Winds of Change, Heart 
of San Francisco, Isle of Hope, and Silver Lining Ranch series, 

Julie's novels have garnered over 21 awards and topped 
multiple lists. She herself was voted Family Fiction's #1 

romance author in 2011 and 2012.
Julie has also written a self-help workbook for writers entitled 
Romance-ology 101: Writing Romantic Tension for the Sweet 
and Inspirational Markets. Contact Julie through her website 

and read excerpts from each of her books at 
www.julielessman.com.

http://www.julielessman.com/journal-jots1/
https://authorcentral.amazon.com/gp/landing?ie=UTF8&*Version*=1&*entries*=0
https://authorcentral.amazon.com/gp/landing?ie=UTF8&*Version*=1&*entries*=0
http://www.julielessman.com/


As long as we are above board, honest, and 
steadfast in presenting the truth to our readers, 
our words will be honored. When we set forth the 

truth plainly and simply through the example of 
human circumstances and how God works in the 

lives of everyone, we are leading our readers to a 
deeper, closer understanding of who Jesus is. 

 A U T H O R  U N K N O W N





          arkness descended.
   Blood-stained hands clawed for the light. 
For freedom.
   A woman’s scream pierced my ears, 
chilling my spine.
   And I thrust my eyes open to a cloudy sky 
shy of the crescent moon’s pale glow. 
Shallow breaths racked through my numb 
body as I lifted shaky hands to cover my 
burning face.
   It was just a dream.
   That did little to comfort the fear closing 
off my throat. Because I understood one 
hard fact of life all too well: dreams were 
born from memories.
   Sitting and glancing over my shoulder, I 
checked that my companion, Jared 
Crestview, was still sound asleep on the 
other side of the dying campfire. Though 
the darkness masked the rise and fall of his 
sleeping form, his light snore drifted to my 
ears. He was still here. Not that I was 
surprised. Through rain or shine, he would 
always be there. Like an annoying pest that 
no matter how hard you swatted, you 
couldn’t get rid of. 
   Quietly, I rose to my feet and followed 
the distant trickle of water away from 
camp. It was a miracle the water hadn’t 
frozen over. At the creek, I crouched,
scooped my hands into the water, and 
splashed it onto my face, grateful for the 
chill that calmed my sweating self. I 
shivered as the

 a short story by Issabelle Perry

D    “I know,” I snapped. “But that doesn’t mean 
we’re in the clear. He could pick up our trail 
again. He could find and stop us.” He could 
finish what was started five years ago.
   Jared grinned. “Obviously you doubt my 
amazing abilities to protect you.” He patted 
the sword at his side. “Anyone who tries to 
stop us will taste the brunt of my sword.”
   “Yeah, yeah. I wonder when you’ll wake up 
to see that you’re not as strong as you think,” 
I said dryly. 
   “I did save your life when we escaped that 
prison camp.”
   Silence burdened the clearing. The cries 
burned my ears, the horrific sights of children 
starving, women being beaten, and the 
littered bodies of my people—dead— 
consumed my vision. So much for not 
remembering where we had been. But Jared 
and I were free now, which meant we had a 
chance to terminate this evil. A chance to save 
our people. 
   My gaze involuntarily flicked to the right 
leg he favored. “How’re you doing?”
   He didn’t need me to clarify that I was 
talking about his injury. Neither of us would 
be able to forget the night that brought this, 
the night that set us on this impossible 
mission. “Better every day. I’m fine. Really.”

 water soaked my blouse. But I did it again 
and again, anything to drag me from the 
nightmare and return to the present. Dark, 
cruel reality. 
 Sitting on my heels, I rebraided my brown 
hair. When my hand brushed the rough lines 
of the scar engraved in my cheek, I 
shuddered and clenched my hand. It was 
past time to stop remembering what 
brought me here. There was no use 
reflecting on it when all I found were the 
wounds and nightmares that created my 
scars. 
   We were cursed… 
   I shook my head and shoved the whispers 
of my people’s chant from my thoughts. 
Distractions were pitfalls that would ruin 
this mission, and I couldn’t let anything 
stop me from what had to be finished. Our 
miraculous escape proved that this was the 
right moment—this was our only moment. 
And no matter how hard I had to fight, 
victory would be ours.
   “Anya! Anya!” My companion’s deep voice 
rang out through the trees. I cringed at the 
noise, hoping he'd hush before we were 
heard. 
   I surged to my feet and hurried to camp. 
“Will you be quiet? If we do have an 
attacker on our heels, then let’s not help 
him kill us. I don’t know about you, but I’d 
rather survive this mission.”
   “Relax. We haven’t heard from our 
follower in two days.”

We were cursed...

FURY OF OUR FLAME



 Uncertainty lingered in his voice, and I 
knew he said that more for his sake than 
mine. 
   A rustle of branches and the snape of a 
twig interrupted our conversation. I 
whipped in the noise’s direction, wishing 
my sword wasn’t with my pack a couple feet 
away. 
   “Who’s there?” Jared called, unsheathing 
his own blade and shoving me behind him. 
If he thought he stood a better chance 
defending us with his injured leg, he had 
less sanity than I thought.
   Either way, I slipped my hand inside my 
boot and grabbed my dagger, the only other 
weapon I had. 
   No answer came from the noise’s owner. 
My heart screamed, my ears rang, and my 
senses were on high alert. I redoubled the 
grip on my dagger, trying to calm my 
nerves. It was probably just an animal. If it 
were one of the Fae Guardians, he would’ve 
already attacked. There would be no point 
in hiding when he could easily overpower 
us. He was born with a magical Skill, after 
all. And my people weren’t. That was why 
they called us cursed. 
   “Show yourself!” Jared demanded. 
   Another rustle came to my right this time. 
I turned and held my dagger out 
menacingly, praying my hands weren’t 
shaking as badly as I thought. Maybe I 
wasn’t much of an opponent but I wouldn’t 
go down without showing I fought the 
Codification. That I didn’t agree with it. 
   “I said show yourself, you coward!”
   “Don’t provoke it,” I hissed.
   “I’m not scared.”
   Maybe he wasn’t but if my sweating palms 
and rapid breaths were any indications, I 
was. What if the fae caught us? What if they 
tortured and killed me like they did my 
father? What if this mission failed? What if 
the rebels were right and I wasn’t strong 
enough, clever enough, or brave enough to 
complete this task? What if I failed my 
people?
   We waited for a few agonizingly slow 
minutes and heard no response. The forest 
around us was still except for the breeze 
rustling the tree’s branches. 
   “I think it’s gone,” I whispered.
   “Maybe. But we better try to cover as 
much ground as possible today anyways.”
   I nodded but didn’t move until he stepped 
toward our packs. So many people were 
relying on this mission to succeed. I needed 
to be braver, stronger, and not surrender to 

 Jared was exactly the type of guy who would 
jump off a cliff and expect to live to tell the 
tale. 
   “See near the bottom where the gap grows
narrower?” He pointed and I squinted to 
detect the slim ridge. If someone could reach 
it, he’d be able to easily jump to the other 
side. But it was so far. To make it, we would 
have to scale mile after mile of rock wall, and 
it didn’t look very climber-friendly. 
   “This is insane!,” I said. “Surely there’s 
another way.”
   “It’s our only choice. Anya, we have to keep 
going. We can’t stop for anything.” 
   “You think he’s still following us, don’t you? 
You think that noise we heard was from him?” 
My breaths came too quickly, and I was 
almost shouting. For all we knew, our 
follower could be a Fae Guardian who was 
biding his time to turn us in. But there was 
one of him and two of us. That meant the 
odds were in our favor, right?
   Except the odds were never in my people’s 
favor. The fae made sure of that. We were 
cursed, after all. Born without their special 
magical Gifts, we were shunned by the fae. 
And as we grew restless, demanding freedom, 
they retaliated and pushed back. And then my
people formed a resistance group and 
formulated a plan to regain our stolen 
freedom, to help us fight the fae and make our 
stand once and for all. My father and uncle 
implemented it when they trekked the same 
path I now walked. Moved toward the same 
destination and goal. Only they failed and 
were captured and tortured. The fae decided 
it was time to do something about us. We 
were a threat to their power and every threat 
had to be squashed and burned. 
   …We were betrayed…
   And what they did sealed my determination 
to one day finish what my father had started. 
No matter the obstacle, failing was not a 
route I would consider. The consequences, not 
only for Jared and me but for all my people, 
   When I realized Jared wasn’t going to 
respond to my question, I sighed. It was a 
defeated sound and made me inwardly 
cringed. Still, I forced myself to say, “Fine. 
We’ll climb.” 
   He motioned to the cliff. “Ladies first.”
   “Seriously?” I snapped. He smirked. 
 Here goes nothing. Cautiously, I stepped one 
foot over the edge and wedged it into a

my weakness. Not while my people suffered. 
Not while Jared had taken a stab wound for 
me. Not while my father died trying to 
rescue us. It was the least I could offer him; 
to cleanse the stain tarnishing our family 
name. 
   Jared gathered our packs and led us deeper 
into the forest. The rising sun didn’t thaw 
my freezing body so I wrapped my worn 
cloak around me tighter. 
   How much longer until we made it to the 
border? How much longer before we escaped 
the darkness of this wicked forest? And 
more importantly, would we make it? Or 
would we be caught? Like my father… 
   No, I had to stop fixating on the past. It 
was over, done, gone. But every step I took 
forward only dragged me deeper into the 
vaults of my mind.
   My memory. 
   The darkness ensured. The cries stopped my 
heart, and my whole body went numb. Through 
the smoky haze, I saw her. Falling. Grabbing her 
side. 
   My mouth opened and a silent cry escaped. 
Boots stomped around me, the wave of bodies 
pushing me further from the woman… my 
mother. I couldn’t get to her, save her, protect 
her as I had promised my father I would. I was 
weak, useless. Like I had always been.
   But I was free of that prison camp and 
finally battling for our stolen freedom. Not 
succumbing, I was standing, running, 
fighting. 
   “Anya!” Jared’s voice drew me to the 
present. He nodded to the open expanse in 
front of us. We stood on a cliff with the 
other side a good thirty feet away. 
   My knees would’ve buckled and given out 
right there if I hadn’t remembered what we 
left behind. Who we left behind. All of them 
were still trapped and imprisoned in that 
camp. Beaten, tortured, barely hanging onto 
life. Just like we had been and would be if we 
failed. 
   “What’s the plan?” Jared asked. 
   I bit my lip. How bad would it sound to 
say I didn’t have one? My guess, really bad. 
“We’ve gotta cross it,” I said.
   “Obviously. Any idea how to do that 
without falling to our deaths?”
   “Not particularly.”
   Jared shifted his feet and scanned the 
other side of the cliff. Narrowing his eyes, he 
twisted his lip like he always did when deep 
in thought. A moment later, he said, ”I’ve 
got an idea.”
  “Oh. no.” Worry stabbed my gut. 

We were betrayed...



 foothold. The other one followed and soon 
I clutched the rock wall, ignoring the 
hundred foot or more drop to the bottom. 
My shoulders stung, and my hands burned 
as the rough rock scraped them. My breaths 
came too heavy, and even though the air 
was freezing, sweat dripped down my 
forehead. 
   It was a slow descent. Before every move, 
I calculated the best place to wedge my 
foot. After what felt like hours later, I
finally dropped onto the short ledge. 
Clutching my heart, I pressed myself against 
the wall and let the deep, ragged breaths 
shake my body. My arms felt like all the 
strength had been snapped and hauled out. 
And my shaking legs could hardly support 
me. Closing my eyes, I didn’t move, trying 
to calm my racing heart. I needed to gather 
my strength to make the climb up. 
   As I opened my eyes, a body fell from the 
sky beside me. I screamed and stumbled 
backward, forgetting about the narrow 
ledge. Flailing, I tried to find my footing 
before I plummeted when a strong hand 
grabbed my arm and pulled me back, close 
to him. He wrapped an arm around me, and 
I could’ve kicked myself for my weakness. I 
shouldn’t be crumbling in his arms. I 
should’ve pushed from his hold or yelled at 
him for scaring me. But I felt too safe in his 
arms.
   His heavy breathing was the only noise. 
The climb would’ve been strenuous on his 
injury… an injury he shouldn’t have gotten. 
Why wouldn’t he just leave me alone? At 
least, try to be safe? I knew why… and that 
thought alone scared me more than the 
steep cliff and a hundred of Fae Guardians. 
   “You shouldn’t have let that fae stab you.” 
I didn’t know where the words came from. 
They had left my lips before I could think 
twice.
   “Hey, I can’t be amazing all the time.” He 
smirked.
   “That’s why you should’ve left him alone.”
   “If I remember correctly, he was going to 
kill you.”
   “I was doing fine protecting myself.”
   “Anya, when will you realize that you 
can’t do this on your own?”
   “I know that! I just want you to be 
smarter.”
   Silence enveloped us. I could’ve stayed 
there forever, even on the edge of falling to 
our deaths. Quite literally, the cliff was 
extremely narrow. But Jared’s strong arms 
made me feel safe, like the faes couldn’t find 

 Being trapped out in the woods with no one 
else but a hot guy for days made any girl go 
crazy. And that was all this was. I lost it 
because the adrenaline was wearing off, 
exhaustion setting in, and the utter 
hopelessness that came when the lights went 
out. 
   “Yes, ma’am,” Jared said, his voice as light 
and playful as ever. Couldn’t he be serious 
about this for once? His stab wound should’ve 
been enough to prove that we were against 
challenges greater than ourselves. Mountains 
we couldn’t scale. Oceans we couldn’t cross. 
Giants we couldn’t fight. 
   I huffed and knelt beside him, carefully 
unwrapping the bloody bandage. “You 
should’ve told me it was this bad. I would’ve 
looked at it this morning.”
   “We didn’t have time.”
   “You need to take better care of yourself!” I 
shouted and gritted my teeth. But that was 
because I needed to keep my shaking hands 
still. Shaking hands stained with his blood. 
The wound wasn’t closing as it should. If 
anything, it seemed to get worse and that was 
because Jared shouldn’t be walking on it. He 
needed to rest and get proper medical 
attention. “This could get infected, you 
know.”
   He smiled. “So you’re worried about me?”
   “Don’t go there again,” I warned, narrowing 
my eyes.
   “What? You know you can’t keep denying 
that you love me. I’m irresistible.” He winked. 
If he wasn’t already injured, I probably 
would’ve slapped him.
   “Yeah, you keep telling yourself that, and 
maybe one day it’ll be true.”
   I grabbed my water flask, wetted a cloth, 
and gently dabbed at the wound. He sucked in 
a sharp breath, wincing. I didn’t pause to so 
much as offer an apology. Jared should’ve 
been smarter. This was his fault and not mine. 
He never should’ve gotten in the way of that 
fae. 
   When the wound was as clean as I could get 
it, I wrapped a new bandage and tied it off. 
Before I could move away, Jared grabbed my 
hand and made me look him in the eye. I 
hoped he didn’t see the way I trembled, the 
tears that stung the corner of my vision. He 
couldn’t see how weak I was. 
   “Thank you for taking care of me.” 
   If he thought that would soften my 
irritation, he was very wrong. 
  “It’s a good thing because you clearly won’t 
take care of yourself. You’ve been moving 
slower, I noticed. We could make it to the

 us, couldn’t hurt me. But eventually, I had 
to break away from them and turn to the 
cliff. My body protested, but I jumped the 
short stretch and began to scale the wall. 
Oh, how I couldn’t wait to stand on solid 
land again. 

With each step my feet dragged me forward. 
The climb stole all my strength, and though 
I would’ve loved nothing more than to stop 
and rest, Jared insisted we keep moving. And 
he was right. We couldn’t stop for anything. 
As dusk descended, Jared led us to a small 
clearing in the woods and said we should 
rest for the night. I slumped against a tree 
while he made a small fire. 
   “There. That oughta ward off some of the 
chill.” Jared stood, brushing the drift off his 
hands. The wood caught and small sparks of 
fire danced, illuminating the darkness. Why 
did it have to be so dark and cold in the 
woods? It felt like we were only the two 
people left in existence except for a killer 
out to end our lives and mission. 
   Maybe it would’ve been better to be alone. 
   A shudder rippled through me, and I 
wrapped my arms around myself. Jared sat 
beside me, throwing a frayed blanket over 
my shoulders. He drew me close, tucking a 
strong arm around me as if determined to 
keep away the darkness’ hold. As if he was 
determined to save me. But we had already 
sealed our fate to death when we escaped 
that prison camp.
   My breath fled me and heat raced to my 
cheeks. It was impossible to control the 
butterflies going crazy in my stomach. He 
was so close and too much of a distraction. 
We needed to keep our distance from each 
other as I thought I had made clear a few 
months ago. All that mattered now was 
saving our people. Nothing else could take 
that spot. Nothing.
   Not even Jared. 
   I stood, grabbed my pack, and dug inside 
for a few bandages and medical supplies. 
   “Roll up your pants leg, so I can clean the 
wound and rewrap it,” I said, voice even. 
Pretending like my heart wasn’t racing faster 
than a galloping horse. Father was dead. 
Mother was gone. But Jared was here when 
he should’ve stayed in that prison where he 
was safe. Yet at the same time, the world felt 
colder when he wasn’t there to wrap me in 
his arms. A little darker when he wasn’t 
smiling or teasing me. But that was the 
insanity talking. 



 think I could do this?”
   “Because we can.”
   “Can we? I’m just so tired of fighting. I’m 
tired of hoping. What if we fail?”
   “Then we’ll get up and press forward. It’s 
not true failure if we don’t stay down. Take 
that as your chance to rise, stronger than 
you’ve ever been before.”
   “But what if I can’t? What if I can’t fight 
the darkness?” What if I am so tired I don’t 
want to anymore?
   “Look at me, Anya.”
   I held his gaze, searching his dark brown 
eyes for something… anything to show me 
what to do. 
   “These trials make us stronger. These scars 
and wounds… they make us braver. I don’t 
believe we’ll lose. I think you’re too 
determined, too brave and strong, to let that 
happen. And as long as you keep fighting, 
the darkness will crumble. Even now, I see 
the clouds passing, the shadows shrinking. It
is only a matter of time before the light 
breaks forth.”
   I let his words sink in and swirl in my 
mind, trying to grasp their full meaning. 
And I let a question I had never pondered 
before dance across my mind: What if dawn 
was on the horizon?
   He reached out and grabbed my hand, 
rubbing small circles on the top of it. “And 
for what it’s worth, I’m sorry. You’re right 
and I should’ve been more careful.” He 
smiled and that smile… oh, it was so 
contagious. I couldn’t even remember why I 
was so frustrated and mad to begin with. 
“And I’ll try not to slow us down, okay. 
We’re going to make it to the border 
tomorrow—”
   Snap! 

border by tomorrow evening but we 
probably won’t because your wound is 
getting worse and you won’t do anything to 
help it! You’re just slowing this mission 
down.” 
   I jumped up and marched away, hands 
clenched into fists. Jared was eerily silent 
and a twinge of guilt stabbed my gut. But I 
shoved it down. Jared needed to hear that, 
needed to wake up and see reality for what 
it was: dark, cruel, cold. He couldn’t keep 
pretending anymore; neither of us could.
This journey should’ve been enough to snap 
him to reality and see what was at stake. He 
couldn’t go chasing thoughts about love and 
be careless. Why couldn’t he see that? 
   I flipped open his pack and grabbed the 
small pouch of food. Inside, there were little 
more than a few bread rolls. If we didn’t 
reach the border tomorrow evening, our 
food would run out and we’d have to travel 
on empty stomachs. I grabbed a roll for 
Jared and left the other two for us 
tomorrow. I could survive one night 
without food, but Jared needed to keep up 
his strength. Even I could tell he was giving 
out. We would have to break more in our 
travels instead of trying to go straight 
through. 
   We could do this. It’d be okay.
   How much longer could I keep feeding 
myself that lie?
   When I turned back to Jared and handed 
him the bread, he was struggling to rise to 
his feet.
   “Rest that leg if you know what’s good for 
you,” I said. And for once in his life, Jared 
obeyed me and silently munched on the 
bread. 
   I plopped down, cross-legged, in front of 
him. The noises of the evening from the 
swaying branches to a faint hoot of an owl 
pounded in my ears. With every sound from 
even the smallest crack of a branch falling 
under the pressure of ice, I jumped. What if 
our tracker was out there, just behind those 
trees, peeping through the leaves? Target in 
sight, ready to strike?
   “We’re getting low on supplies,” I said to 
distract my thoughts. They were going to be 
the end of me if I didn't stop them. “You 
didn’t tell me we were almost out of food.”
  “I was going to figure something out.” 
Jared shrugged.
   I massaged my forehead. There were too 
many things going wrong. Too many. How 
was I supposed to fix all of this? “This is 
hopeless, Jared. W-why… Why did I ever

   We both jumped, and I flew to my feet, 
grabbing my sword and freeing it from its 
sheath. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 
Jared do the same, but his movements were 
slower and less swift. A rustle from the trees 
pierced the night’s eerie stillness, and I 
shifted feet. A movement advanced to my 
right. Shoving Jared down, I spun and 
engaged the figure. Our swords clashed and 
the sound rattled my eardrums. 
   The figure moved into the sliver of light 
from the moon. It was a man dressed in the 
highly decorated formal wear of the Fae 
Guardian. Argh! They found us! 
   Our swords met again and in quick 
movements, I swung and blocked his blows. 
Our feet danced in rapid steps, the swords 
creating the music to this battle. My heart 
raced to my throat and it was pure instinct 
guiding my every move. Only one 
comprehensible thought filled my mind: 
complete the mission.
   I jumped back as his sword swung too close 
for comfort. If I wasn’t in a fight for my life, I 
might’ve admired his skill. Instead, I thrust 
the blade and the fae blocked my attack. 
   Complete the mission.
   Our blades met and the man leaned close. 
“Long ways from home, aren’t we?” he snarled. 
“You should be back in your little cage.”
   Complete the mission.
   I narrowed my eyes. “No one is going to 
keep me caged.”
   We drew back and engaged again. My body 
was wearing out, and I willed it to bring the 
strength I lacked. Sweat beaded down my 
neck. 
   Complete the mission.
   I thought of Father and what he might’ve 
done when he was caught. He probably fought 
with every strength in him. He wouldn’t have 
let those faes get the best of him. They 
would’ve felt the fury of his blade and 
perseverance. 
   But before I knew what had happened, my 
heel caught on an exposed root and I tripped. 
I tripped. Of all the things… 
   Jared shouted and charged toward the fae. 
Swords clanged together as the two men 
parried and struck. I scurried to my feet and 
aided my companion in the fight, renewed 
strength coursing through my veins. 
Adrenaline pulsing and shoving the 
exhaustion away. The fae stepped back 
hesitantly. 
   Complete. The. Mission.
 The man mumbled something unintelligent 
under his breath and the next thing I knew, a 



We were broken and shunned

   It would be a dream turned into reality. 
   Until two Fae Guardians landed in our path, 
eyes blazing and swords drawn. 
   I threw my eyes open, sitting upright. The 
world blurred, either from the pounding 
headache or tears from the memory. From 
what would happen next. Argh, I didn’t want 
to remember the horrors of that night as my 
mother tried to save us, sacrificing her life. 
Then Jared took the wound to his leg. To 
save me. And as we fled into the growing 
night, the Fae Guardians stormed the 
encampment, burning houses, tormenting 
my people. Killing innocent men, women, 
and children. Destroying everything I loved. 
   They said we were inferior, we were 
cursed, and this was our punishment for 
being born without their precious Gifts. We 
weren’t good enough, we weren’t born right. 
I’d never understood their hate. Mother said 
they believed they were doing good for the 
world by removing the cursed people, that 
we were the cause for the wickedness. 
   I had always wondered if she was right 
until that night when I saw evil’s face. 
Bringing my knees to my chest, I rocked. 
Back and forth. 
   The cries.
   Back and forth.
   The pleas.
   Back and forth.
   The blood. 
   Back and forth.
   …We were broken and shunned… 
   Shoving the chant from my thoughts, I
surged to my feet. Though another full day 
of walking rested ahead, we grew closer to 
the border. The attack from last night 
proved how little time we had left. Only a 
matter of hours remained before the fae 
returned with his friends and we wouldn’t be 
so lucky to escape again. According to Jared 
the fae just disappeared after he created the 
gust of wind that knocked me out. Probably 
to gather more forces with stronger powers 
—if Jared’s theory was correct.
   I didn’t want to believe him.
   I had to believe him.
   The darkness ruled with an iron fist on its 
throne. How could the light fight back? How 
could we fight back, as powerless and weak 
as we were?
   And that was the problem—we couldn’t. 

gust of wind shoved me back and I slammed 
into a tree. My whole body exploded with 
agonizing fire. The world blurred, tilted, 
spun, and the ground met me. 
    Darkness reigned. 

   "Let’s break,” I called to Jared a few feet 
behind. I sat on a rock and Jared crumpled 
beside me.
   He took a shaky breath, body violently 
shaking. I told myself it was due to the cold. 
How was he fading so quickly? He had taken a 
plunge for the worse overnight. The strong, 
bright, joyous boy I had grown up with was 
gone. I didn’t even know who this broken man 
was, and maybe I didn’t want to. 
   “We’re almost there. We should make it 
within the next hour or two.”
   “Good.”
    We were so close. Father’s mission would 
be completed. I would succeed. And that 
determination alone produced the strength 
needed to take the next step forward, to cross 
the mountain. To stand and fight this giant. 
    Jared’s body shook harder, and, without 
thinking, I wrapped an arm around him, 
resting my head on his shoulder. My heart 
exploded and soared higher than the sky could 
ever dream to reach. When he drew me closer 
and his breath brushed my ear, I didn’t move 
away. 
   “Does this mean you’re finally accepting 
we’re doomed to love each other forever?” He 
laughed.
   I smirked but didn’t say anything. I’d 
respond later when I found something witty 
to say. He’d never let me forget this moment, 
would he? And maybe a small—very small— 
part of me was okay with that. 
   Jared opened his mouth, but I’d never know 
what he wanted to say because the Fae 
Guardian who had attacked us earlier stepped 
from the shadows, flanked by two faes on 
either side. 
   No.
   The Fae Guardian smirked. “I heard of two 
troublemakers who had escaped a couple of 
days ago. Did you really think we wouldn’t 
find you? We can’t let this trouble continue, 
now can we?”
   We were cursed… 
   Not again. “As long as you hold us captive, 
we will continue to fight.”
   “Not if you're dead.”
   …We were betrayed… 
   “The Codification reigns,” the fae 
continued, spewing his poisonous venom. 
Each word clenched my heart, ignited the fire 
raging within. “And in time, your people will 
understand that whoever doesn’t meet its 
standards is a danger to society. And every 
threat must be contained for the good of 
Morker’s citizens.”
  …We were broken and shunned… 

The looks must’ve been a part of their daily 
schedule because I couldn’t go anywhere 
without everybody giving me one. The glares of 
shame, disgust, and betrayal. 
   They claimed my father caused the killings. 
 And in five years, I should’ve been used to it: 
the looks and the lies. But I wasn’t. Maybe 
because I deserved them. Maybe because the lies 
were partly true. 
   My father wasn't supposed to fail the mission. 
If he hadn’t, the fae wouldn’t have started the 
killings. An example, they claimed. A warning 
for us to accept our new life. That this was 
normal. But they couldn’t make me believe 
being trapped within the boundaries of a prison 
camp wasn’t normal. Children looking at me 
with hollow, empty eyes, jumping in fright at 
every sound, wasn’t normal. Families being torn 
apart wasn’t normal.
   My father and uncle being tortured and 
murdered for attempting out escape wasn’t 
normal. 
   A hand grabbed my arm and jerked me 
behind a wattle and daub building. My heart 
lurched to my throat, and I spun on the man. 
   When I saw it was Jared, I sighed. “Are you 
ready?” 
   He nodded. “The distraction is ready. As soon 
as you hear—”
   An explosion rattled the ground. I was thrown 
into the buildings, but Jared grabbed my wrist 
and hauled me forward. “Run!”
   “That was it?!” I shouted. Children's cries, 
women’s screams, clouded the air. My focus 
refixed on the dirt road—the one that would 
take us to the Fae Guardian’s quarters. From 
there we could slip out of here as long as their 
attention remained on the explosion. 
   I pushed my legs to move faster, my feet to 
carry me further. The pack on my back jostled 
with every step, reminding me freedom was in 
reach. Just around the corner. I was going to 
step out of the walls of camp for the first time, 
breathe fresh air, and walk freely without Fae 
Guardians watching my every step. 
   Jared and I had it all planned: we were going 
to complete the mission my father and uncle 
failed five years before. And then we would feel 
the light hit our face. We would rid the 
darkness a forever goodbye. And our people 
would follow us.



 Commander Drake marched to where I lay; 
his dark eyes held no pity for the state he 
had brought me to. No regret. Was he so 
built into the Codification he couldn’t see 
the wrong inflicted and why my people 
fought? How we didn’t want to spend one 
more second trapped, oppressed, under the 
Codification’s ruling?
   “Now maybe you’ll feel more like telling 
me who the people behind this resistance 
group are?” Commander Drake bent to face 
me eye-to-eye. If I had the strength, I 
would’ve turned away. 
   I took in a shaky breath, wincing as the 
movement brought more pain. I didn’t even 
know one could hurt in so many different 
places. “Y-you… can try… I won’t…” Another 
shallow breath. “I’ll never… give in.”
   My father endured this same torture and 
didn’t crumble. Neither could I. 
   Everyone claimed the Fae Guardians were 
superior to all other faes and were good and 
wise. That was why they were blessed with 
power, so they could govern and protect 
Morker. Maybe that was how things were in 
the past, but now, I didn’t believe it. Their 
“Gifts” brought me this pain. Their magic 
was the reason why my people were 
oppressed. Because we were inferior. 
Whatever wisdom they had was faulty and
tarnished. Darkened by this wicked life.
   Commander Drake slammed his fist on the
table, jostling me. I moaned as more pain 
wrapped around me. 
   We were cursed… 
   I was so close to the border. So close to 
freeing my people.
   …We were betrayed… 
   Jared’s carefree smile filled my mind. They 
had brought me here, tearing me from my 
companion, as soon as we arrived. Was he 
alright? Or had they already killed him? 
   “She’s not going to talk,” the second fae in 
the room huffed. He was the one inflicting
the pain. 
   “She will eventually. They all do. You 
know the whole lot of them are weak. Some 
only need a bit more convincing.” 
Commander Drake smirked and returned his 
attention to me. “If you don’t start talking, 
perhaps we can get your friend to.”
   Jared. So he was alive. And would have to 
endure this too. No, he couldn’t. I couldn’t 
let them do that to him when he had already 
suffered so much for me. 
   …We were broken and shunned… 
 They killed my parents and destroyed my 
people. They took everything from me, the

The fae nodded to his comrades and one 
grabbed my wrist, dragging me from Jared. 
I wrestled against his grasp, and Jared 
struggled to his feet but the other fae 
wrestled him to the ground before he could 
attack. Cold pricked my throat. The blade 
of a dagger glinted off the sunlight. My 
whole body froze. Death had always been a 
nearby threat but remained silent for a long 
time.
   And now it stared me down. 
   …Ashamed of our name… 
   The fae who had followed us strode 
toward me. I gave him an icy glare but he 
didn’t seem the least bit fazed. I caught a 
glimpse of his uniform’s name tag: 
Commander Drake. This wasn’t some 
maniac with a sword and a Gift. It was a 
commanding officer, and we were trapped 
in his clutches.
   Like Father had been. We were so close; it 
couldn’t end like this! Not again. 
   Commander Drake leaned close, his minty 
fresh breath biting my nostrils. 
Instinctively, I leaned my head back, but my 
captor didn’t allow me to move very far.
   “You’ll be a great example to this little 
resistance group,” the commander said. 
“Your people will understand that you serve 
the Codification through life… and death.”
   Spots danced across my eyes, and the 
world grew fuzzy. I would meet the same 
fate as Father… I would die… I would fail… 
my people would suffer the punishment of 
my mistake. How many more deaths? How 
many more innocents murdered in cold 
blood? Because of me. 
   I couldn’t breathe, and my vision blurred. 
   Commander Drake wrapped a cloth 
around my eyes, blinding me. The darkness 
ensured… I deserved this. I should’ve been 
quicker, braver, stronger. I should’ve fought 
harder. 
   …We were hunted and killed… 

 joy in life, the sun, the taste of free air. 
Maybe it was time to fight this. Jared believed 
the light was beginning to break forth, and 
maybe it was time to finally stand against the 
darkness. To finally reach the battlefield and 
lock eyes with the giant. To take the first step 
in scaling the mountain.
   Maybe it was impossible, but I had to try. 
Despite my body’s protesting, I forced my 
elbow to prop me up so I could face this man 
head-on. Our gazes locked. Though my fate 
was doomed to death, the least I could do was 
set one record straight: my people were not 
weak. Despite our lack of Gifts and numbers 
and weapons, we were strong, and we would 
fight this. I had to fight this.
   For my father, mother, and Jared. For every 
innocent killed, every battle lost, every one of 
my people trapped in that prison camp. We 
had to break the walls, shatter the forces, and 
stand in the light once more. With my dying 
breath, I would give them this chance to walk 
free, to taste the fresh air, and see the sun rise
on the horizon.
   “You want to know who they are?” I asked, 
my voice raspy and breathless. If he really 
wanted to know who we resistance fighters 
were, then I would tell him. I remembered my 
people’s chant, the one we cried every night as 
a reminder to keep fighting. It was time he 
heard it and knew who we really were. 
   Taking a deep breath, I recited, “We were 
cursed. We were betrayed. We were broken and 
shunned, ashamed of our name. We were hunted 
and killed. But now we will fight back.
   “Now the darkness will feel the fury of our 
flame.
   “That is who we are. A threat you truly have 
to face.”

My whole body was devoured in burning 
pain. Breathing took more strength than I 
had, sending a thousand ripples of agony 
coursing through me. With every slight 
movement, daggers stabbed my sides… It 
hurt too much. So I stayed curled in a ball 
on the rough table, fighting the darkness 
threatening to overtake my vision, pushing 
back the tears pricking my eyes. 
   Maybe I should be grateful for the 
darkness. In its death hold, no one could 
watch me crumble.

feel the fury of our flame
   Commander Drake narrowed his eyes and 
set his jaw. “If you will not tell us, then you 
have brought death upon yourself.”
 He turned his back and whispered 
something to the other fae. But I wasn’t 
paying attention because I had found my 
escape path. The door out of this small, 
one-room structure was wide-open. 
Commander Drake and the other fae 
weren't paying me any attention. 
   Forcing my legs to move and support my
weight, I slipped off the table. Right as the 
other fae noticed me, I overturned the 
table, knocking Commander Drake off his 
feet. The other fae sprang out of the way in 
time, but the commander fell into the 
cabinet behind him. A loud thump sounded,



before a bright light washed over the area, 
ripping through the darkness and my fading 
vision. Beaming brighter than anything I’d 
ever seen. It put the sun to shame with its 
magnificent glow. Bringing a shaky hand to 
shield my eyes, I trembled
   What was happening? This couldn’t have 
been the fae’s Gifts. They weren’t powerful 
enough to cause this. 
   Or maybe Jared was right. Light was 
breaking through the darkness.
   My legs gave out, and I collapsed, letting 
the brilliant beam be the last thing I saw 
before the lights went out. 

 and the commander was sprawled out on 
the ground, unconscious. 
   The fae turned to me, his fingers dancing 
with sparks of fire. I grabbed Commander 
Drake’s sword from its sheath and faced the 
opponent. He chuckled and charged toward 
me. Ducking, I stabbed my blade deep into 
his gut as fiery pain ripped through my 
shoulder from the fae’s magic. A silent 
scream escaped my lips. But as I cradled my 
injured arm, my opponent stumbled, 
choked, and slumped to the ground. Blood 
overpowered my senses. I didn’t have the 
time to check if he was dead. 
   The sword fell from my grasp, clattering 
on the ground. It was too heavy to keep, 
and I was too weak. But the door was still 
open… and I could walk free.
   Stumbling twice over my own feet, I 
hobbled to the door, gripping its frame so 
hard my knuckles turned white. Every inch 
of me burned; my shoulder the worst of all. 
I had no strength to move but somehow I 
had to find Jared and get out of here. I was 
so weak, like all life had been poured from 
my bones and soul. The struggle to breath 
grew worse, and the wheezing sounds shook 
my body more than anything else. I couldn’t 
move another step. I couldn’t cross this 
ocean, scale this mountain. Why did I ever 
think differently? 
   Because we had a chance… but now what?
   My knees buckled and I sank to the 
ground. Outside the structure, Fae 
Guardians hurried everywhere but none 
glanced my way. The camp before me was so 
large, I would never be able to find Jared. 
My heart sank, even as it struggled to keep 
pounding. My lungs to keep breathing. My 
body to keep moving.
   A tear escaped the shelter of my eyes, 
sliding down my cheek. The pain was 
overwhelming, and it was all I could do not 
to get sick. How would I get out of here? I 
was so weak and broken and dying. But 
Jared needed me, and that thought sent me 
to my feet, even if my legs protested. 
   Now the darkness will feel the fury of our 
flame.
   “I’m… coming Jared,” I whispered. We 
could still escape, cross the border, and 
complete the mission. We’d seek help from 
the neighboring kingdom who would wage 
war when their king learned of the 
injustices happening here. We would free 
our people.
   Fury of our flame.
 The thought barely had time to form

   The man smiled, and a foreign peace washed 
over me. “My light is greater than the 
darkness, Anya. My power is above any force 
in this world. My plan is not yet fulfilled, and 
I have a purpose for you. And by My Light, I 
will guide you, if you will take the risk to 
walk My path.”
   The man turned and disappeared into a 
beam of sunlight. Questions rang in my mind, 
but I wasn’t sure how to form them into 
words, so I let the man disappear on the 
horizon. I would meet him again, of that I was 
certain.
   For now, the sun rose into the sky, warming 
my cold body. Another path called, so I 
turned to Jared. “It’s time to finish this.”
   He nodded, and we stood. The light was 
breaking forth. We were reaching the peak of 
the mountain and rising victorious in the 
battle. For this was where we stood on the 
mountain top. 
   This was where we crossed the raging sea. 
   And this was where the giants fell.

“As it is written, For thy sake 
we are killed all the day long; 

we are accounted as sheep for 
the slaughter. Nay, in all these 

things we are more than 
conquerors through him that 

loved us.”
 ~Romans 8:36-37 (KJV)
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“Anya!” Someone shook me, and I grudgingly 
opened my eyes. Jared knelt beside me, a 
huge smile growing over his face. He turned 
behind him. “She’s alright! She’s alive!”
   “Of course, I’m alive,” I muttered, forcing 
myself to a sitting position. I inhaled 
sharply, as a sickening fresh round of pain 
stabbed needles into my sides. Blinking, I 
looked around at the open meadow I was in.
When springtime came, it would be bursting 
with flowers. That is, if winter released its
hold long enough for that to happen. “Where 
are we? What happened?” 
   “He saved us.” Jared nodded over his 
shoulder as a man came into view. He had 
the kindest eyes, and something about his 
presence made me feel both small and safe at 
the same time. “There was this burst of light 
and then everything was so still and next 
thing I knew, he found me and was carrying 
you and I thought… I thought I’d lost you.” 
He laughed anxiously. 
   I stared at the man. “Who are you?”
   He knelt beside me, offering a flask of 
water I gratefully accepted. “In time you will 
understand. For now, I believe the two of 
you have another journey ahead.”
   “We made it,” Jared piped in. “We crossed 
the border!”
   W-we made it? We crossed the border! If 
my body hadn’t been so weak and broken, I 
could’ve jumped and danced right there.
Instead, I smiled wider than Jared ever 
could, and, without thinking, threw my arms 
around him, whispering, “We did it!”
   He held me close, and if there was 
anything in my horrid world that could’ve 
been perfect, it was this moment. 
   The mysterious man stood. 
   “Wait,” I called, pulling from Jared’s arms. 
“Why did you save us? How did you create 
that light? What happened?”
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5 Things You Should Know 
About Finding the Right Agent
 BY HANNAH LINDER

Whether you’ve just typed “the end” on your 
first book or you’ve been jotting down stories 
for years, your reoccurring thought has probably 
been, “Hmm, do I need an agent?” The answer is 
yes. For anyone looking to take their writing 
career beyond the world of self-publishing, a 
literary agent is vital. Not only do they guide 
you, encourage you, and help whisk your 
proposal into shape, but they also connect your 
work with editors who will appreciate your 
genre. Many traditional publishing houses will 
not even consider your work without 
representation.
 
So now that you know you need one, how do you 
go about it? What are the five things an author 
should know before going on the quest for 
literary representation?

1. It’s a long journey, pal. No sense candy 
coating it, right? Connecting with an agent who 
is inspired by you and your work, is looking for 
your genre, and has the same vision for your 
career can sometimes take a while. Don’t put a 
time limit on yourself. Sometimes God takes us 
the long way to get us where He needs us—so 
just enjoy the process and keep writing until it 
happens!

One-Sheet: An 8.5” x 11” document that 
summarizes your book, reflects the style of 
your story, and provides information about 
you as the author.
Query Letter: A proposal, consisting of one 
page, which presents your story or idea.
Proposal: An extensive document that 
provides the book’s information, content, 
target audience, three-page summary, and 
sample chapters. Author bios and 
information are also included.

2. One-Sheets, Query Letters, Proposals—oh my! 
Sound overwhelming? That’s what I thought too. 
But whether you’re attending a conference, 
submitting via mail, or presenting your pitch 
online, you’re going to need them. What are 
they, you ask? Below are a few explanations of 
what they are and how to prepare them:

Once you have these essentials prepared, you’re 
ready to start submitting! But how? Who do you 
submit to? How do you know which agencies are 
well-established and if they would be the right 
fit for you?
 
3. Reputation is the key. In deciding who to 
submit to, do a little digging! Find the top 
agencies who represent your genre, then talk to 
your author friends or clients represented by the 
agency. If there are any unseen issues there, 
someone will likely whisper a warning. So what 
are potential red flags? What should you be 
watching for when considering a specific agent?



 Do they take their job seriously? Not all 
agents have a platform, but many do. If 
they’re active on social media, interact with 
their clients online, and have a website, 
chances are they love their job and are 
working at their full potential.
What publishers are they shopping books to? 
If you notice that all of the agent’s clients 
are signing contracts with very small 
publishing houses, that may be their vision 
for you as well. However, if many of the 
books represented by the agent are with 
middle to larger publishing houses, that 
means their relationships and connections 
are with editors higher in the industry. 
How is their communication? Nothing is 
more frustrating than working with an agent 
who is not time-sensitive in getting back to 
you. If you’re considering an agent and start 
noticing that each email takes weeks, even 
months, to receive a response, they may not 
be the right fit for you.
How do you connect emotionally? The agent- 
author relationship is just that. A 
relationship. Always make certain you’ve met 
in person or at the very least talked on the 
phone before signing a contract. Are your 
personalities a good fit? Are they in your 
corner? Do you connect emotionally and feel 
you’d make a good team?

Well, that’s a lot to think about. Is your head 
spinning yet? Now that you have a better idea of 
what you’re looking for and what you’re not 
looking for, how do you start submitting?

4. Conferences are your besties. There’s nothing
better than a real-life, old-fashioned, sit-down 
appointment with an agent, where you see them 
and they see you. Have your elevator pitch 
ready, your one-sheet and proposal in hand, and 
share who you are and what you write. In-person 
meetings like this are much more effective than

 submitting online or via mail. However, when 
conferences aren’t feasible, those are great 
alternatives.

5. You’re still not there. Have you ever felt that 
once you signed with an agent, you’ll be on a 
downhill path to fame and fortune? That’s the 
way it is, right? Well…no. Just because you’ve 
signed with an agent doesn’t mean they’re the 
right one. Sometimes you have to part ways. Or
sometimes, even with the right agent, a contract 
is not immediately forthcoming, or your book 
needs more work, or rejection after rejection 
keeps rolling in. So what do you do? Same thing 
you’re doing now. Keep writing. Keep praying. 
And keep waiting on the God who designed you 
to write.

You’re not alone in the journey, fellow writer. 
Put the work needed into making these steps, 
even if they are just stepping-stones. Dance over 
them every once in a while. And above all, pray 
for the Lord to guide you and your future agent 
together, in His time. No time is better than 
that.
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The Unfamiliars: Prologue
Vincent

 
By Grey S. Park

It ’s rather cold in here.
   I think I have an idea for a new 
piano piece.
   Man, this elevator sure is slow.
   I miss the days of watching Fresh 
Prince on DVD as a kid.
   These are a few of the thoughts 
running through my mind as I 
stand outside the elevator in the 
Saskatoon Public Library, 
awaiting its familiar ding.
   I sigh, shifting my weight from 
one foot to the other, tossing a 
beat-up library paperback—one of 
Dostoyevsky’s works—from hand 
to hand. When is this stupid 
elevator going to hurry up and get 
here?
   Finally, the elevator exclaims a 
sarcastic little “ping!” and opens 
its doors. Obviously, it ’s trying to 
make me bitter by arriving on its 
own time.
   I glare at the annoying elevator 
and step inside. The doors begin 
to close behind me, and I pull 
away just before my jacket is 
caught in them.
   Strangely, it ’s very crowded– 
rather bizarre for a library
elevator. I ’m squished up against 
the doors, and there are seven 
other people in the elevator: a kid 
with his eyes glued to a handheld
video game, fingers tapping away 
furiously; 



a businessman frowning at his watch; a girl in a crop top, scrolling away at her phone while cracking 
gum in her mouth; a tall, gangly guy staring up at the ceiling; a lady arguing on her phone in 
Spanish; a really pretty girl that appears to be trying very hard to block out Spanish Arguing Lady; 
and a short, rotund guy with dyed-green hair, who appears to have forgotten to shave recently.
   The elevator begins its descent. Spanish Arguing Lady begins yelling into the phone, apparently 
having no regard for the fact that she’s in a public space and there are seven other people crowded 
into the elevator with her. The short guy looks a bit cowed by her, giving her a sidelong wary glance.
   After a few more moments, Spanish Arguing Lady hangs up, giving a frustrated sigh. Short Guy 
looks up at her again, and then throws a quick glance at the rest of us.
   And then he slams his fist against the emergency stop button.
   The rest of us turn to look at him in horror as the elevator suddenly grinds to a screeching, jolting 
halt. I ’m thrown off balance by the sudden stop, my head slamming into the harsh metal wall. “Gah!” 
I rub the back of my head, suppressing further angry mutterings.
   “Uh, hello,” Short Guy says after a moment, scratching at his double chin nervously. “I, uh, I bet 
you’re wondering why I’ve gathered you here today.”
   The seven of us stare at him, unable to say anything.
   He offers a cheesy smile in return.

—To be continued in The Unfamiliars: Part One
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The sky is falling,
they say

is this such a bad thing?
I, for one, would gladly welcome the sky

I wish for it to fall on me
but,

I also see it differently than all of you do
I once asked a friend,

“do you ever just feel like you want to be the sky?”
but I was alone in my affinity

yet
I simply cannot understand

how can one not adore the sky?
how can one not fall in love?

how can one not wish to be that lapis, those clouds, 
that breathtaking thing I cannot even source appropriate verbiage to describe?

or at least,
how could one not wish for gracious feathers, wings, to explore it?

the blue that has set me many a euphoric day?
the indescribable overwhelm of a prairie sunset?

I wish I could simply 
be

that blue
be as intangible yet as poetic, as perfect as it is

however
God made humans to live as humans,

and not to be sunsets
so I will simply have to settle

for falling in hopeless, young love every night
until I myself am whisked away to the heavens

and I will attain that blue
that certain shade I cannot name

sky,
what a beautiful thing you are

unfortunately,
I cannot be you yet

so I will have to wait
aren’t we all so sinful

so undeserving
so imperfect

yet God still chose to give us the sky?

f i r s t  l o v e  •  g r e y  s .  p a r k



I rushed into publishing when I was thirteen years old—I did minimal research and didn’t even know 
about half of the options out there. That’s a mistake every writer should avoid making, because your first 
choice in publishing can make or break your career.
There are six steps you should take toward discovering the right publishing route for you and your novel, 
and that’s what I’ll be sharing with y’all in this article. Before we get into it, though, a word from the 
wise:

The first thing you need to do before making any kind of decision—especially one as monumental as 
publishing your first book—is to pray about it. Seek the Lord and His will for your story. He has a plan 
for every word you write, whether you think so or not, and if you ask Him, He’ll lead you in exactly the 
way you should go, trust me.

The publishing route you take should never be a last resort or the second best. There is only one right 
route for your novel, and settling is NOT an option.

Step 1: Know the Routes

When I started considering publishing, I knew of only one option—traditional publishing. There was, in 
the back of my mind, the idea that I could always pay for a company to print copies of my book for me to 
sell. . .but that was definitely a last resort. (Please note that no writer should ever consider such desperate 
measures. Your book deserves more than vanity publishing.)

Because my thoughts were on only traditional publishing, I had no idea what to do when none of the 
companies I wanted to publish my novel accepted unsolicited queries and the only one that did never got 
back with me. (Of course, I could’ve gotten an agent.. .but, like I said, I did next to no research and didn’t

6 STEPS TO DISCOVERING 
THE RIGHT PUBLISHING 
ROUTE B Y  G R A C E  A .  J O H N S O N
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consider getting one. But more on that later.. .) Which is why I want to make sure that every writer is aware 
of the many, many options out there!

Traditional Publishing. Usually the top on everyone’s list—for multiple reasons. You get the full meal deal 
when you sign with a publisher—top editors and designers working on your novel, a popular name on the 
spine of your book, and a wellspring of readers already at your fingertips.

But there are other ways to go.. .some of which might be even better, depending on your requirements.

Self-Publishing. Self-pubbing has a bad rap because of the way it started out, but now more and more 
readers and writers are beginning to see the merits of self-publishing. You have full control over your book 
and rights, all the freedom you could dream of, and the ability to publish whenever, wherever, and however 
you want.

Independent Publishing. A TON of people confuse indie publishing with self-publish, but they’re actually 
quite different. With self-pubbing, you produce the book yourself (usually with the help of a self-pubbing 
platform, like KDP, Draft2Digital, or IngramSpark). But with indie publishing, you’re publishing with an 
independent press—which means it’s a small company that’s not owned by a bigger publishing house. 
Because it’s a little like trad and little like self, you get the best of both worlds—security with a press, plus 
their brand and resources, but also more freedom and more control.

Hybrid Publishing. Hybrid publishing refers to two different things—a publishing company that operates 
with a different revenue model than traditional publishers…and publishing through two separate routes, 
often both traditional and self. I ’ll be focusing on the latter. More and more traditional authors are turning 
to self-publishing to publish novels at their own pace and have more freedom; while more and more self- 
published authors are gaining traction and being signed by traditional publishing houses. Straddling both 
worlds gives authors more readers, more popularity, and a farther reach.

Now that we know all the different options out there, it ’s time we start narrowing it down to which one 
works best for your book!

Step 2: Examine Your Needs

To do that, you need two lists. (Yes, lists. I love lists. Everyone should make at least one list a day, just for 
fun.) The first is a list of what you and your novel need. Do you need increased royalties? Do you need a 
readership at your fingertips? Is your novel marketable? Or is it more unique? (If your book falls into three 
or more genres and even more categories with no set classification, it’s unique.) Do you have the time and 
resources to market the book yourself or would you rather have experts for that? Questions like these and so 
many more will help you determine your needs and wants—be it freedom and control or a stress-free 
publication process.



Personally, I desired the freedom away from contracts, editors, and a restrictive market that either turned 
my novel into something entirely different or took away my rights. I wanted the ability to write passionate 
Pentecostal pirate novels without feeling ashamed of my writing or having certain elements removed. I 
wanted to cater to readers ,  not a market and a select number of critics. I wanted my word baby to be cared 
for by someone who loves it (me) and not a publisher focused on making money. (Not to mention, I want the 
ability to edit, update, or rewrite my work whenever I want to.)

Now, make a pros and cons list for each option (this step kind of bleeds into the next, so you may want to 
do both at the same time). See which one caters the most to your personal needs and your desires for your 
book. Keep in mind that these needs and wants will change as time goes on and you write more books, get a 
job or go to college or start a family, and reevaluate your goals as a writer. Plus, you never know when God 
is going to lead you into something different, something better!

Step 3: Do Your Research

This is simply one of the most important—and therefore most obvious—steps. Research. Google stuff, read 
books on publishing, explore blog posts and articles, check out guidebooks—whatever you can do to learn 
more about each publishing route, what they entail, and the different platforms and companies associated 
with them.

As you’re researching, make that list of pros and cons I mentioned. Talk to your parents, your fellow 
writers, your best friend, whoever you can think of to act as a sounding board for ideas and to give you 
feedback. Better yet, if you’re leaning toward traditional publishing, talk to a lawyer or legal advisor about 
contracts and rights.

This is a step I skimmed through, only doing the bare minimum of research—mainly because I hate research. 
(And I became a historical author why?) I wish I hadn’t now, because I keep learning more and more about 
each route and the different platforms and all the aspects and facets of publishing. Had I looked into what 
self-publishing takes before I pressed “publish” for my first novel, I might be an Amazon bestseller right 
now. Or I would’ve at least edited my novel better and hired a cover designer…
So, take it from someone who wishes she did.. .research, research, research!!!

Step 4: Ask an Author

On that note, there’s nothing better than gaining insight from someone who’s been there, done that.
Authors—even the famous ones—are actually more talkative than you’d think, so try reaching out to some of 
your favorites and asking them about their publishing experience! They may have information on their 
website or blog, or even written a book about publishing, that you can check out, but it never hurts to shoot 
them an email with some tailored questions to get an idea of what they went through and might change if 
they had a do-over.

Some authors I personally recommend reaching out to (or just reading some of the posts on their blogs) are 
Kellyn Roth (self-published), Hannah Linder (soon to be traditionally published), Julie Lessman (hybrid 
author), Tamara Leigh (hybrid author).. .and up-and-coming self-published authors like Jenna Terese, R.M. 
Archer, E.K. Seaver, Kristina Hall, and E.C. Colton!



Or...better yet, email me your questions at 
skysthelimitpress@gmail.com or reach out to me on my 
author website, graceajohnson.com! I’d be glad to share 
more of my experiences, help you make your decision, 
and pray for you!

Step 5: Test Things Out

Once upon a time, back when trad was king, this 
wasn’t an option. You couldn’t just test the waters and 
dabble in a little bit of everything—but now you can! 
You can try submitting flash fiction, poetry, and short 
stories to magazines, literary journals, and collections 
(like Sky’s the Limit, for instance) to see how 
traditional and indie presses work. This will give you 
an idea of how contracts and rights operate, as well as 
experience working with editors and publishers!

For self-publishing, you can try out sites like Wattpad, 
Webnovel, and others or Kindle Vella to get a taste of 
publishing freedom. OR, if you’d like a little more than 
a taste, try publishing a short story, novella, or poetry 
collection through Kindle Direct Publishing (the 
quickest and easiest self-publishing platform). If it ’s an 
experience you enjoy, then you can try other platforms 
with more reach (like IngramSpark or Draft2Digital) 
until you find the one that works best for you, or stick 
with KDP, like I have!

Another idea is to get an agent—or at least query for 
an agent. You’ll get an idea of what traditional 
publishing is like—from the long waits to the 
rejections—and, if successful, launch yourself into the 
world of trad!

There’s nothing more helpful than hands-on 
experience!

Step 6: Make the Choice

Well, we’ve reached the end. You’ve done it all— 
prayed, researched, made lists, brainstormed, 
procrastinated, tested the waters, talked to people, 
read books about publishing books, scoured the 
internet—all of it. And now the time has come to 
finally make the choice.

mailto:skysthelimitpress@gmail.com


Don’t just jump into it, like I did. Prepare yourself. Finish your book and polish it as best as you can. No 
matter what route you choose, I suggest getting beta readers, editors, and fellow writers to help you shape 
your story into the best book it can be! Start an author site, a newsletter, a blog, a street team, and grow 
your readership. Join communities of published writers to integrate yourself into their world. Create a 
Goodreads and/or BookBub account. Grow your social media presence through platforms like Instagram, 
Pinterest, Spotify, YouTube, and more to help influence your book.

Act published before you get published, to put it simply. Trust me, you’ll want a community of readers and 
followers before you ever make the plunge. I ’ll put it like this.. .I didn’t do any of this, and it took me until 
my seventh book to gain a readership that will help me influence my new releases. Don’t wait ‘til #7, you 
guys!

Once you’ve established a name for yourself and a readership, you’re ready to take the plunge—but it doesn’t 
stop there! Publication is only the beginning!

Grace is a teenage authoress who has loved books 
since she was two years old. At ten years old, she 

felt the urge to pick up her pencil and start 
writing some worlds of her own. Now, seven 

years later, she has written and self-published 
two novels, a novella, and five short stories. 

 
She lives in beautiful South Georgia with her 

parents and six younger siblings. Her dream is to 
be a wife and a mother, follow the Spirit to the 

mission field, and inspire other young writers to 
reach for the sky! You can learn more about her 

by checking out her creative endeavors at 
graceajohnson.com



 

First it was stars that filled that fair night,
brilliant and burning with a pure white light,

before the harsh sparks lit that large home
and used bright fire to bring down the room. 

The young men and girls who were dancing unseen
filled the old mansion with all of their screams

as wood, creaking, splintered and groaned
beneath the blaze that, flickering, shone.

Doors were flung open to allow fleet escape
as all of the people were trying to make. 

 
A man dashed up outside of the door

terrified by the red fire’s roar.
Rosa is in there - my daughter, my love,

he thought as the smoke burned his weak lungs,
and it is my duty: her to save.

So he dodged past that blazing grave
and leapt through the door, though it burned hot -

his own safety our man heeded not.
“Rosa!” he screamed as those ‘round him fled.

“Rosa, my squirrel, are you alive or are you dead?”
A young man, his face covered in soot,

halted and said, “Sir, I can help you look.”
Rosa’s dad pulled his shirt up past his mouth.

“Do you know where she is?” he asked with a shout.
“I saw her upstairs, before we all ran,

she hasn’t come down,” said the dirty young man.
“Get out of this house - it will not stand,”
said the father as he turned and he ran.

 
Up flights of stairs with smoke in his lungs

he raced as he searched for his daughter, his love.
Then something he saw - was it just a pink cloth,

or was it the dress of his sweet little moth?
Our hero’s heart was now stuck in his throat

as for that pink dress he reached for and groped.
‘Twas Rosa, his lamb! Indeed, it was her!

He knelt by her side, his heart gave a lurch,
for her lashes were closed, her breast did not rise,

her face was quite still, she looked not alive.

He gathered her up and held her quite close,
for the end was near for this big creaky house.

He turned as he coughed and headed downstairs
to leave this heat and his daughter repair.

 
Alas! For things never do go quite right,

as Pedro (our hero) learned that dark night.
He tripped on the stairs as Rosa he held

and went crashing down with a very loud yell.
The pain that sprouted throughout his whole body

was like none that he’d felt since before making jelly
that day when his wife (Sarah was her name)
had tried to teach him, much to his shame,

how to make canned goods like her grandma dear
used to do before her death had drawn near.

Oh the disaster of that long attempt!
Oh how the pectin poor Pedro had spent!

The oozing and gooing of that bubbling pot
were nothing compared to the jelly he got.

Solid as stone that jelly had been,
so when he had dropped it, there’d been quite a din

as onto his foot that jelly had crashed,
his poor foot-bones had been battered and smashed

Six weeks he was stuck alone on his bed,
unable to work or to earn his own bread.

Pedro never made jelly again,
and Sarah’s teachings came to an end.

 
But now the pain that poor Pedro took
was worse than that of his jelly on foot!

His ribs and his legs and his arms all ached
as if all his body had decided to hate

not just his core but his fingers and toes.
But the house was falling, so Pedro, he rose.
He limped to his Rosa despite all his pain

And hoarsely our hero called her sweet name 
Her leg had been crushed by a beam from above
her eyes were still closed - his daughter, his love!

She must see a doctor, thought Pedro, and bent
and slid an arm ‘neath his daughter’s brown neck.

 

Rosa, My Daughter, My Love
A not-so-epic poem by Joelle Stone and Catherine Jones



He lifted her to his chest with a groan
and stumbled outside, wond’ring if home
was better than the street, than the road.

For walking would save her, not with his load
His house was not far, and there stood a horse,

a mare who could take them both on course
to the home of the doctor who lived nearby

and kept shop in the next village, one called Ly.
Yes, thought Pedro. That is what I shall do.

And with his hurt daughter, our hero, he moved
away from the crowd who had gathered to gawk

at the fire that could not seem to be stopped.
Away Pedro limped to his humble abode,
and inside the door with Rosa he strode.

 
Not long after, Pedro was out of his house.
A saddle he flung on the back of his horse,

then down the track he and Rosa, they thundered,
full moon and stars they both galloped under.

The house of the doctor was miles away
yet it they would reach before break of day.
To save his sweet Rosa was his sole thought,

to save the one whose life could be lost.
So he pushed hard his mount, no matter the pain,

out of the village and onto the plain.
The moon shed its light on Pedro’s dark path,
its beams gleaming, almost seeming to laugh
at his desperate flight across rocks and brush.

It seemed to say, “There’s no need to rush.”
“There is every need,” Pedro lamented.

“My daughter’s life has nearly been ended.
I see her leg, how the beam has crushed it,

how badly the wood beam has her limb hit!”
A sob escaped his tightly closed lips;

wails bubbled up in small smothered hics.
“Oh, my Rosa, my daughter, my lamb,

soon will reach her Beulah land
if the doctor I, her father, can’t find.”

And onward he went with that thought in mind.
 

The village of Ly would seem a small town -
though not quite as small as the others around. 

As Pedro galloped into the outskirts, 

chickens stared with heads a-perked
at the desperate rider blowing through,

carrying a girl whose flapping dress blew.
Ahead on the road, a pair of eyes flashed,

a dog whose bark the night did slash
“Woah!” Pedro shouted, and yanking the reins, 

with white hot panic burning his veins, 
careened off the saddle and into the wall 
of a nearby building and saw Rosa fall. 

The horse had been spooked and had thrown both its 
riders,

both desperate man and his dying daughter. 
 

The stars in Pedro’s vision swirled ‘round,
blocking out the noise of that tiny lil’ town.

Weak lungs had been his from when he was born,
so he knew well: his lungs had been torn.
He knew that he would die with no rest.

His throat constricted, his chest compressed.
He rolled on his side and gasped in loud hacks

as the pain attacked in vicious packs. 
 

He lay in the dirt until his heaving slowed,
then struggled to his feet with his back bowed, 

and scanned the gloom for his precious daughter,
fearing she was a victim of slaughter. 

Ahead stood a shape, fuzzy, indistinct, 
and two eyes in the moonlight that, shining, did blink. 

He scrambled forwards on hands and knees 
and stretched out an arm. I hope that she’s--
A high-pitched bark and the shape bolted.

Pedro froze, heart-broken and jolted.
 

Sinking, sharp despair weighed on his heart
until a noise tore the darkness apart.

No doubt--it was Rosa’s pained, garbled call
from a crumpled heap back by the wall!

“Rosa,” cried Pedro with a painful wheeze,
crawling to her side on hands and knees.
“Rosa, my Rosa!” He felt for a heartbeat.

Relief flooded him when he, searching, found it.
His daughter lived, but not for long,

so Pedro her carried as the sky burned with dawn.



“Doctor,” he rasped, and searched for a sign,
one all healers used since time upon time.

Red stood for blood, a cross stood for healing.
He stumbled to his feet, despite his reeling,

for across the square, beyond his mare,
a small building with a sign hanging there.
Red cross - hope had come to him at last!

Rosa’s life was fading, so he had to get there fast.
 

Shambling, limping, lungs pressed against chest,
Pedro made for the door, though his body shouted, 

“Rest!”
Just one step farther, and one step more,

he told his legs and throat, both sore.
For Rosa, my daughter, my squirrel,

my sweet and disobedient girl.
A pang, not physical, stabbed through his heart,
as he remembered the words she used, so sharp,

when he had told her that she could not go
with her friends to that old deserted home.
Then he had found her small room empty,

her favorite party dress gone, missing.
He knew instantly where she had flown,

had seen from her room that deadly glow.
“Where are you going?” cried Sarah, alarmed,

as her husband yanked his coat over arms.
“The mansion’s on fire,” Pedro said with a growl,

“and Rosa is in there, or I am a trowel.”
Sarah’s face had turned white with her fear

as understanding of his statement made clear
that if he did not make haste to that home,

their daughter could possibly die there, alone.
So she bid him Godspeed as he dashed out the door,

and then prayed for his safety, more and more.
 

The rest, dear reader, you know quite well:
of the fire and the fear and the ride pell mell,
of Pedro’s lungs that the smoke was breaking,
of the desperation and the heart still aching.

Of the horse and the stray dog that had barked
and sent both riders flying into the dark.

Of the sign of the doctor that Pedro now saw,
and his weakened lungs, burning, raw,

that he forced to take just a few more breaths
despite the air needed to power his legs

for those last, final steps to the healer’s site
where he pounded on the door, though it was night.

 
And then poor Pedro’s strength gave way.

His legs, they crumbled; his back, it swayed.
His lungs burned more as he sank on the step,

his heart seemed weak, his body decrepit.
The air that had been so precious to him
deserted him now as his eyes grew dim.

The last things he saw as him darkness beat
was the opening of a door and large, slippered feet.

His thoughts rejoiced though his spirit he gave,
and he knew he had done it: Rosa was saved.

Then the dawn finally broke, both bright and brave,
and shed its light upon his wintery grave.

***
Ten years later a baby was born,

a little boy, without parents nor home.
To a friend from her past his mother him gave,

to a woman named Rosa, adopted and saved
by a courageous man, her adopted father

who gave his own life to keep her from fire.
And Rosa was known to say to her son,

“Oh Pedro, my son, my sweet little dove,
know that you I will always love.”

In a hole in the ground there live two hobbits, Catherine 
Jones and Joelle Stone. Well, they aren’t actually hobbits, but 
people often mistake them for hobbits because they are quite 
- well, vertically challenged. They spend their days scribbling 

stories, bickering about the gloriousness of coffee (Joelle 
Stone is sadly mistaken - she thinks coffee is an evil deed of 
Sauron), and dreaming of the day when an insistent wizard 
will come and force thirteen dwarves upon them and lead 

them to reclaim a homeland. In the meantime, they content 
themselves with chocolate. They both have sworn to love and 

serve their Heavenly Father, to eleventy-one and beyond. 
 If you need them, shout into the wind, “FREEEEEEEE 
MILKSHAAAAAAKKKEEESSSSS!” and you will be 

astonished how quickly someone can appear at your doorstep. 
 They are hobbits, after all.



The Basics of Online 
Publishing

 So you know about traditional publishing, and you know about self-publishing, and both routes 
seem daunting. What if there was an easy way to get your writing out there, and receive feedback 
and have interaction with your readers, without worrying about publishing companies and 
agents? Well, my friend, that would be the online publishing route for you. 
 
Online publishing is a form of self-publishing that takes place, as the name says, online. 
Generally works are published in serial format (and thus are known as web serials), chapter by 
chapter, much like old serials in magazines. Web serials have dominated Chinese and Korean 
websites, with some creators having their works adapted into anime and shows. Works are also 
generally free to read and easily accessible.
 
So you want to get into online publishing? Let me run you through the ropes, and let you decide 
if this is the best route for you to take.

Step 1: Find Your Story

To start off, you should at least have a story idea. Is your story too long to be conventionally 
published in a single volume? Are you just starting out writing but not too confident in your 
skills, but you want reader interaction and feedback? Is your story fanfiction? Does your story 
follow conventional light novel tropes? If so, online publishing may be just for you. Online 
publishing circles are quite welcoming to long stories (with some with over thousands of 
chapters), developing writers, and fanfiction, more so than traditional publishers. Furthermore, 
it comes with it’s own set of unique tropes as well, so if your story falls into categories popular 
on certain platforms, it ’s certain to do well. But even if your story idea isn’t conventional, it ’s 
still worth a try, as readers do love seeing new ideas!

Step 2: Choosing a Platform
 
There are many, many, online publishing platforms out there, some more famous than others, all 
with their own brand of stories. Wattpad, perhaps the most well-known platform in the US, with 
several of its stories adapted into movies, is famous for YA romance, fanfiction, and other 
similar genres. QiDian, the biggest platform in China, also known as Webnovel overseas, caters
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best to system novels, reincarnation stories, and several other popular web fiction genres. Be 
sure to do your research beforehand about what sorts of novels do well on each platform, as well 
as how large or receptive the audience is. Usually there’s some sort of ranking system on each 
platform that makes it easy to see the top novels of the week, with amount of views. 
Furthermore, you should also keep your long-range goals in mind. Do you want to earn money? 
Sign a contract? Have a lot of readers? Just write for fun? If you would like to earn money and 
develop a large readerbase, signing a publishing contract with a platform is usually the way to 
go, as the platform will split profits with you and help market your novel. However, do read 
contracts carefully. You don’t want to sign something you don’t want to sign.

If you’re unsure about any of these platforms, then a Wordpress blog serial could be the way to 
go. Worm, one of the most famous web serials out there, was published on a Wordpress blog, and 
currently the author is working with a publisher to turn it into novel format. Experimenting 
with a lot of different platforms is also a way to go! As long as your writing isn’t under a 
contract, you should be able to publish it across different platforms, and see which platform 
suits you the best.

Other Tips:

So you’ve found your story, you know which platform you’d like to use, what now? Start writing! 
Always, always, keep a stockpile. This will make your life much easier. Once you have a 
stockpile, start uploading regularly. Different platforms generally have different expectations for 
upload schedules; Webnovel authors usually upload once a day, Tapas authors upload twice to 
three times a week. But don’t overwork yourself! Your readers will understand if you need to 
take a hiatus.

Be sure to interact with your readers and other authors! This can help garner attention for your 
novel, allowing it to be recommended it to more people. Try not to worry too much about views 
and readers, however. As long as you upload consistently, the site algorithms should be able to 
pick up on your work.

And that’s about it! Again, online publishing isn’t for everyone, and there are a lot of pros and 
cons that come with it, but if this sounds like something you want to experiment with, then go 
for it! Best of luck with all your writing endeavors.

Linyang Zhang is a Chinese-American Christian who has an 
affinity for coffee ice cream and lemon pastries. She enjoys 

learning new languages and dabbles in translation. She writes to 
glorify her King and to touch the souls of others. When she's not 

studying, sleeping, or working on a project she enjoys 
Christopher Nolan movies, listening to music, and watching 

anime. She currently resides in Eastern Mass as a student.



Rejection is an inevitable part of the writing 

(and, more specifically, publishing) process. It 

comes in many forms from family and friends to 

publishing firms miles away. But no matter 

where it comes from, rejection is a hard part of 

writing, so much so that it’s what keeps many 

authors from fulfilling their wildest dreams! As a 

teen author who has been (sorta) actively 

querying for two years with a pile of rejections 

sitting in my inbox, if there's anything I’ve 

learned it’s that there are things YOU can do to 

help you through this.

(1) It’s okay if it hurts. When I started getting 

rejections, it hurt. Like, a lot. But I felt all this 

pressure from friends and family that it wasn’t 

supposed to hurt. Yeah, every author goes 

through this, and I should be a stronger, better 

author and not let it bother me. In fact, I 

thought I was the worst author in existence 

because it hurt. What I didn’t realize, that I’m 

hoping encourages you, is that it’s okay if it 

hurts. The story in your heart that you’ve poured 

all your time and love into was pushed aside by 

another. It’s human nature for the rejection to 

sting, and anyone who tells you otherwise is 

probably someone who hasn’t fully faced 

rejection themselves. In fact, if it hurts that’s 

proof of how much you love this story and that 

it’s worth fighting for! However, don’t take it

The Dreaded Rejection
by Issabelle Perry

personal. Agents are not heartless, and many of 

them understand that it’s not easy, so you don’t 

need to send an angry, hateful email explaining 

how upset you are. It’s important that after the 

initial pain passes, to move forward and not stay 

there.

(2) Don’t let it stop you. While it’s okay for 

rejection to hurt for a moment, you can’t stay 

there. Most rejections from agents and 

publishers are for subjective reasons. It’s likely 

that, as long as you’ve taken the time to perfect 

your manuscript, the main reason for the 

rejection is because it just wasn’t the agent’s  

taste. And there’s nothing you can do to change 

that! So keep submitting and trying (even with 

later novels if you choose to change your 

project). All you need is one yes!

(3) Keep a positive outlook! Remember, rejection 

is a step in the process. Every rejection is one 

step closer to your goal and one less rejection 

you have to face. Viewing this as less of a 

roadblock and more as another bridge to get you 

where you want to be will immensely help your 

response to each rejection. Every single author 

has faced this, every author has been exactly 

where you’re at. Congratulations! You’ve taken 

the first step in becoming one of the greats. ;P 



Why Did You 
Choose Self- 
Publishing?
In which nine indie authors 
- including Kellyn Roth 
and Angela R. Watts - 
share their main reason(s) 
for going the self- 
publishing route.



Hope Ann: Self-publishing allowed me the chance 
to start building a platform from the ground up. I 
could start finding readers and engaging with 
them right away instead of trying to build a 
platform where no one knew my work. It was also 
a lot of work, obviously, since I had to either do or 
outsource everything, from editing to cover design. 
Was I perfect at all the things? Absolutely not. But 
through self-publishing I was able to learn a lot 
about marketing, platforms, launches, etc. while 
continuing to create and spread stories that 
readers enjoyed. 

Angela R. Watts: Independently publishing allows 
authors the freedom to publish professional novels 
curated for audiences that may be lost to 
mainstream publishers. I love writing what God 
places on my heart, learning about the craft and 
the market, and learning how to reach my 
audiences: so independently publishing allows me 
to do all of this on my own terms.

Hannah Foster: When I decided to start writing 
fiction about two years ago, I really wasn’t sure if I 
would actually try to publish at all or not. But the 
more I looked into my options, the more daunting 
traditional publishing became. Because it is fairly 
easy to indie publish on Kindle and because I’m 
not ready to publish and print a full length novel 
yet, I chose to go with indie publishing. That 
might change in the future, but I find it the most 
logical and affordable option for me at this point. I 
also enjoy the freedom to do as I want with a cover 
and with what, when, and how I write.

P. D. Atkerson: Honestly? I like the fact that I 
don’t have to go through the heartache of trying to 
find someone willing to publish my work. And 
since I put my first book out when I was almost 19, 
the likelihood a publishing house would have even 
looked at my book was pretty low. The fact that I 
have the final say in everything is, of course, a 
bonus.

Michaela Bush: I continually choose self-publishing 
because, simply, I want the freedom to share the 
stories God has given me without waiting for a 
contract. A lot of traditional publishing houses are 
becoming much more secularized with time, and 
my stories go against that grain. It’s a lot of work, 
but that also means I have total creative control 
over the project. I see that as a win-win! 

Andrea Renee Cox: Being a part of a short story 
collection was offered through a writing camp I 
participated in during a recent year. It seemed like 
the right time, right place sort of a thing for me. I 
didn’t have to do anything but write and edit my 
own story, so it was a glimpse at the publishing 
process, as someone else handled the cover, ISBN, 
and plethora of other details. I’m still working on 
figuring out all those details for myself for my 
other books, as I would like to retain as much 
control over my creations as possible. It’s also nice 
to be able to set my own writing schedule to work 
around my two day jobs; that’s definitely a huge 
plus for me.

Heather Wood: I self-publish because my books 
are unique and unlike anything else I've read, so I 
knew I would never have luck with a publisher. I 
prefer to keep my business small and have 
complete control over the process. I am a 
homeschool mom, so not being on anyone else's 
deadlines or being required to travel is really 
important to me. My family will come first, period. 
Indie authors also aren't at the mercy of a 
publishing house determining the right time for
that book or message to go out to the world or 
whether it fits with their lineup for the year.

Erika Mathews: Initially, I chose self-publishing 
because of who I knew. I knew authors who had 
self-published and who pointed me towards the 
starting line, whereas I had no such connections to 
traditional publishing. I have continued 



self-publishing because it allows a unique 
flexibility to allow me to write the messages God 
has laid on my heart, to publish in a variety of 
genres, and to retain rights for all decisions. For 
anyone who is willing to tackle the learning curve 
and commit to producing a quality product, self- 
publishing is an excellent avenue to take, 
particularly for Christian authors who may not fit 
(or wish to fit) a particular mold.

Kellyn Roth: I was super young when I started self- 
publishing, so I didn’t have any clue what I was 
doing. It wasn’t really a choice at that point—it 
was just what I decided to do, and I did it. 
However, since then, I’ve learned a lot more about 
the industry and come to believe that, in many 
cases, indie authors are the future of the publishing 
industry! I love the quality of my books being 
determined by me, I love working at my own pace, 
and I love that I’m able to decide how to market 
and sell my own novel. There are lots of perks of 
being traditionally published, and someday, I will 
pursue a traditional contract for certain books. 
However, I know I can make more money and 
have more creative freedom as an indie author if I 
do it right, so I will always be the proud self- 
published authors of certain series that, though 
they might not find their niche with most 
traditional publishers, have a definite audience 
that has not yet been realized. Independent 
publishing is not for everyone; it’s a lot of work, it 
costs a lot of money, and it can be draining if 
you’re too attached to your “creative vision.” 
However, for some, myself included, it is the best 
option out there for delivering a quality product 
on your own time frame and reaching more 
readers.

Hope Ann is the author of over seven fantasy 
books, as well as a writing coach and the 
newsletter manager for Story Embers. You can 
connect with her at authorhopeann.com!

Angela R. Watts is the bestselling author of The 
Infidel Books and the Remnant trilogy. She's also a 
freelance editor, and you can learn more about her 
at angelarwatts.com!

Hannah Foster is the author of several short 
stories, including Ella Pursued, and she blogs at 
hannahfosterwrites.wordpress.com!

P. D. Atkerson is the author of the AKA Simon 
Lee series, as well as many other works, such as the 
Deadlock and Of The Stars series. You can connect 
with her at pdatkerson.blogspot,com!

Michaela Bush is a writer of Christian fiction, 
including The Lady of Lanaria, and the Faith, Hope, 
and Love series. You can learn more about her at 
tangledupinwriting.com!

Andrea Renee Cox is the author of "Any Thing", 
part of the King's Daughters Story Collection 
Anything, as well as the founder of Writing to 
Inspire Publications and a Christian fiction editor. 
Visit andreareneecox.com for more!

Heather Wood is the author of Until We Find 
Home, a Civil War novel. You can connect with her 
on Instagram @heather.wood.author or on her 
website heatherwoodauthor.epizy.com!

Erika Mathews is the author of the Truth from 
Taerna series, as well as an editor and Bible 
teacher. Learn more at restinglife.com!

Kellyn Roth is the author of the Chronicles of 
Alice and Ivy and a writing coach. Connect with 
her at kellynrothauthor.com!



GJ: What first inspired you to write?

EC: Honestly, I can’t remember a time when I wasn’t a storyteller. Even when I was too young to be putting words on paper, I 

was teaching myself how to read, creating stories with my stuffed animals, and letting my imagination run wild.

   I personally think it was the love of stories and storytelling God placed into my heart that ignited my desire to share these 

stories inside my head with the world. 

   Somehow, my mom knew I was a storyteller. She encouraged me to put stories on paper—little by little. My first stories were 

terrible, barely one page long and mainly consisting of stick figures and messy handwriting. In fact, I remember moments where 

I would stare at the blank pages, the stories swirling inside my mind and frustrated because with my limited spelling, I couldn’t 

do them justice on paper. There were times when I hated writing. But my mom refused to let me give up, and I’m so glad she 

didn’t. 

Interview with 
Author E. C. Colton
BY GRACE A. JOHNSON

GJ: What are some of the driving forces behind you and your writing 

now?

EC: While I first started writing purely because I loved putting my 

stories on paper, now I write because I believe God has given me this 

gift, and all gifts from Him should be used for His glory. I write 

because I want to see my imperfect little stories impacting readers and 

ultimately pointing them to Christ. 

   There’s a saying among writers that “whatever doesn’t kill you gives 

you something new to write about.” And I personally think that 

captures another reason why I write—because in my writing and 

crafting scarred characters, I draw from personal experiences from my 

own life: the good, the bad, and the ugly. It’s amazing to see that this is 

a way that God uses all things—even the rough parts of life—for good. 

 



GJ: Can you name any authors who have inspired your voices in different ways? How can you see their influence in your writing?

EC: The one book that ignited my passion for a certain style of storytelling was Sara Pennypacker’s Pax. I knew from the moment 

I read it I wanted to write a book that had the same “feel” and thought-provoking depth, without shying away from tough topics. 

GJ: What are some of your most favorite books/genres—to read and to write?

EC: When I’m not writing, I’m reading, so as a result, I have many favorite books in a variety of genres. Some of the ones that come 

to mind are The Disappearances by Emily Bain Murphy, The Wide Starlight by Nicole Lesperance, Skyward by Brandon Sanderson, 

and Woven in Moonlight by Isabel Ibañez—all young adult fiction. I also really, really love Do Hard Things by Alex and Brett Harris, 

and of course: the Bible.

GJ: What do you do when you aren’t writing?

EC: My writing life bleeds into my personal life in a way that I’ve learned to always watch the world through eyes of wonder. I 

believe that the most impactful stories come from Christ, and so when watching the world and living life, I try to ask God to show 

me seeds of stories and how my personal experiences can blossom into tales of their own.

   But on a more practical side, I really enjoy reading and reviewing books, blogging, graphic design, and trying not to burn down 

the kitchen in my attempts to make desserts.

GJ: Looking back, what has changed for you as a writer—be it how you write or what you write about?

EC: In a lot of ways, both. I write very differently now than I did years ago. A lot of the types of stories I write nowadays are 

grounded in certain aspects of reality, so faithfully living life and growing in my own walk with Christ has helped me learn certain 

themes and lessons that in turn weave their ways into my writing. Plus, when I was younger, I wrote childrens’ stories. Nowadays, 

I write a lot more in the young adult genre. 

GJ: What does your writing space look like?

EC: An enchanted library with bookcases reaching the stars and a beautifully carved wooden desk. Complete with a magic quill.

   Just kidding. I wish! 

   It’s actually pretty ordinary—a small dark wood desk with mason jars filled with pencils as its only decoration, facing a window 

that faces—wait for it … a fence. While it’s not my ideal writing space, it’s home-y and familiar.

GJ: Out of all of your stories, which one is your favorite? Why? 

EC: Why is this such a hard question? 😂



    I’d have to choose Never Let Go, a short story I wrote not too long ago, because of the story attached to it. Or rather, I didn’t 

write it—God did. It was the first time I’ve ever experienced anything so beautiful as when I set my hands to a keyboard and the 

words just flowed, unraveling a story of purpose, life, and sensitive topics. It was then that I realized this story, from its heart to its 

themes, couldn’t have come from me. And while I was apprehensive about sharing it on my blog because the story dealt with 

sensitive topics, God worked another miracle and used it to touch readers. I was just so humbled by that whole experience, but it 

taught me that God really does work in miraculous ways! 

GJ: What does your writing process look like? Do you pants? plot? How long does it usually take you to write a novel?

EC: Honestly, this is one aspect of writing that I haven’t quite figured out yet! I used to do nothing but discovery write, but now 

I’ve been slowly and gradually transferring to actually writing using an outline (or at least a rough one, of sorts!). It usually takes 

me about 1-4 months or so to write a full-length novel, though I admit—I don’t usually write novels. Novellas, shorter versions of 

novels, are more of my thing.

GJ: What made you choose self-publishing for Shards of Sky?

EC: I self-published Shards of Sky because it’s a novella, and traditional publishing houses don’t usually accept or publish novellas. 

Also because at that point in my life, I didn’t have much interest in going the traditional publishing route. A lot of things have 

changed since then, though!

GJ: What are your thoughts for other aspiring writers on writing and publishing?

EC: Write for Christ, and the rest will follow.

I think as writers—and just as people—our why really shapes everything about what we do. Which is why it’s so important to have 

a Christ-focused view of writing. That way, we as writers can never fail, because even if our books aren’t the next New York Times 

Bestsellers, but we’re serving Him through our words, we haven’t failed in God’s eyes—in fact, we’ve succeeded! And really, all that 

matters in life is serving Him—in whatever size, shape, or form.

   On a more practical scale, don’t compare yourself to other writers. Whether you’re writing your first project or publishing your 

thirtieth novel, comparison can steal your joy in a second. But remember that everyone is on their own journey, and you can grow 

faithfully right where you’re at. 

GJ: Who is your most favorite character in your stories, and what endears them to you?

EC: My favorite character is probably the main character of my current sci-fi novel, named Catrin. She’s definitely a difficult 

character to write, especially considering she’s a bit insensitive, but her determination and tenacity is something I really admire.

GJ: Shards of Sky is your new novella—can you tell me a little bit about it?



EC: After disaster rocks Jenn’s world, she embarks on a journey through the forests of Colorado to find her lost father, despite 

being trailed by a mysterious woman from her past along the way. Shards of Sky deals with tough topics, but it’s a story about 

redemption, God’s plan, and the faint whisper of hope in the darkest night.

GJ: Which part of SOS was the easiest to write, and what was the hardest? Where did you stumble and second-guess yourself in 

the writing of this novel?

EC: Honestly, I don’t remember Shards of Sky being quite difficult to write. I do think the times I struggled didn’t necessarily 

have anything to do with the story, and more of my lack of mental energy.

GJ: What do you want your readers to take away from this story?

EC: I want readers to come away from Shards of Sky knowing there is always hope. Hope when we trust that God orchestrates our 

lives down to every little detail. Hope when we mess up time and time again. Hope for our futures, for our battles, for our 

relationships, and everything in between. And knowing that what we all go through in our lives is only to prepare us to live more 

fully for Christ. As Romans 5:3-5 states, we should glory in our sufferings. 

GJ: Have you ever experienced any discouragement as an author? If so, what inspired you to persevere?

EC: Being a writer is definitely not for the faint of heart! Barely a novel passes without being hit with some kind of 

discouragement or insecurities about myself or my writing. But what I try to do when I get hit with discouragement is to take a 

moment and pray. And let me tell you, writing usually gets easier after that. ;)

   Another thing that really helps inspire me to push through is remembering that God has given me this story for a reason. Maybe 

someone out there needs to read the message. Or maybe He’s using this story to grow me as a person.

GJ: What are your greatest aspirations for your future, be it as a person or as a writer?

EC: I love this question! To me personally, my writer and personal aspirations are intertwined. 

 I want to be continually serving Christ with the gifts He has given me—whether it be writing or something else. In my future, I 

want to be living for Him and wholeheartedly pursuing His plan for my life, because it is always the best plan. And through my 

gifts, I hope to inspire others to do the same.

GJ: What has being a writer taught you?

EC: So many things! For one, it’s taught me to persevere—through the droughts of writers’ block, through the times when I felt 

like giving up, and through comparison and perfectionism. 

    Writing has also brought me closer to God in a lot of ways. Writing is hard, and a lot of hard things bring us as humans closer 

to Him. Finding stories in the world and seeing God work mightily through my writing leaves me in awe of Him and all He has 

done in my life.



   It’s also taught me empathy. Writing good characters requires understanding of real-life humans, and writing and reading has 

helped me understand others more. 

   I especially love those moments when I’m writing and I infuse a bit of myself or my life experiences into my characters, in hopes

that readers can relate as well and know they’re not alone.

GJ: What advice do you have for other young girls about following God’s will for their lives?

EC: Surrender the wheel to Him.

   Society often promotes “following your heart” and “you only live once,” but underneath all those feel-good statements are lies 

that, once believed, can hold a veil between you and the life God is calling you to have. Lies that promote you taking control of 

your life and doing whatever you want, when in truth, giving up your life to Him and letting Him take full control is the strongest 

and bravest thing you could possibly do (and it goes against the social norm, too!). 

   So much of the growth, for me, has come from praying and being obedient to Him, and trusting that He has a greater plan for 

my life—I’m only walking out the journey.

   So trust Him. Trust God and grow in a relationship with Him, because it is more priceless than anything the world can offer 

you. And as you grow closer to Him, in His timing, God’s amazing plan for your life will be revealed. 

E. C. Colton is an author of clean contemporary fiction and writer of stories that delve into the deep, broken, soulful 
facets of life with delicate prose and a lot of drama. Her love for Christ, thought-provoking reads, and revolutionizing the 

young adult genre intertwine in her stories, including her debut novella, Shards of Sky.

When she’s not writing, you’ll find her in search of her next favorite tear-jerking read, scribbling poetry late at night, or 
counting down the days until autumn.

https://www.amazon.com/Grace-Sufficient-Book-1-ebook/dp/B09D446DX6
https://amzn.to/3wzf3nB


THE SELF-PUBBED SHELF
Spotlighting quality self-published fiction!

E. C. Colton has crafted a beautiful and 
poignant story of hope and perseverance. Her 
writing style is exquisite and her story is so 
unique and engaging! This young writer 
shows great promise!

And not only this, but we also exult in our 
tribulations, knowing that tribulation brings 
about perseverance; and perseverance, proven 
character; and proven character, hope; and 
this hope does not disappoint us, because the 
love of God has been poured out within our 
hearts through the Holy Spirit who was given 
to us.” 
- Romans 5:3-5

Will hope prove itself worth fighting for?
 

Nestled within the mountains of Colorado, life is anything but perfect for two children and their negligent aunt. Yet it 
becomes even more of a disaster when a mysterious accident leaves Aryon mute and Jenn terrified for their futures. Battling 

her own sorrow, bitterness, and distant memories, Jenn journeys through the mountains of Colorado in search of their 
father, who may only be as real as a wisp of mist. The biggest things standing in her way are the miles of seemingly endless 

forest, her shattered memories, and a mysterious woman trailing her.
 

As she journeys on, Jenn is forced to confront her past. Has time changed her memories? What will it take to be strong and 
unhindered by the darkness around her? And does this woman hold the key to her past—her real past?

 
But no matter where Jenn goes, a shard of sky shines bright overhead as a distant reminder of the hope she’s fighting to hold 

onto—and the person she could become.
 

Heart-wrenching and emotionally moving, this story delivers a powerful message of courage and the wonder of hope.

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B092R2DQ9X


Thank you for reading!
Correction: may the Lord bless you for managing to get through all 45 

pages of this hastily thrown-together PDF! 
 

Yes, we certainly have some kinks to work out with The Journal, which 
is why we'd be eternally grateful if you'd give us some feedback at 

skysthelimitpress@gmail.com! What was your favorite story or article? 
Was everything easy to read? Eye-catching? Simple? What content 

would you like to see more of (and what would you like to see less of)? 
How can The Journal help you to grow and inspire you more as a 

writer? How can it satisfy your curiosities as a reader? Please, let us 
know! We'd love to hear your thoughts!

 
And a special thanks to every single author who contributed to this - 
whether in the form of ads, articles, stories, or just a paragraph! We 
are so honored to have had you all as a part of our first ever literary 
journal, and we can't wait to showcase your amazing abilities in the 

future!
 

We'll see y'all in the clouds!
 

- Sky's the Limit Press


