
Mardibookclub
W I N T E R    E D I T I O N 

WELCOME TO OUR WINTER EDITION OF  
MARDIBOOKCLUB. WHAT MAKES MARDIBOOKS SO 
SPECIAL IS  OUR ‘WRITER’S COLLECTIVE’ , WHERE 
WE IMPART THE KNOWLEDGE THAT COMES FROM 

NEARLY TEN YEARS OF PUBLISHING BRILLIANT 
BOOKS. IN OUR ONLINE MAGAZINE WE 

ENCOURAGE YOU TO READ ALONG WITH US, PICK 
UP INVALUABLE TIPS FROM THE EXPERTS AND 

SHARE SOME LITERARY LOVE! 

In !is edition 

• NIAMH COLLINS EXPLORES HOW TO TAKE YOUR 
BOOK BEYOND THE ‘AUTHOR’S GRAVEYARD’ 

• FRANCOISE LE CLERCQ REVIEWS O’BRIEN’S FAST-
PACED THRILLER ‘WAR ON WASPS’ 

• MARDIBOOK WRITERS SHARE WHAT MAKES UP 
THEIR PERFECT WRITING ENVIRONMENT TO 
INSPIRE YOU TO FINISH YOUR MANUSCRIPT.  

• A DRAMATIC READING OF AN EXTRACT FROM  
CLAIREY BLANCHARD’S CHILLING NOVEL, ‘A 
PERFECT PLACE OF SECRETS’



Beyond !e Au!or’s Graveyard 
B Y  N I A M H  C O L L I N S 

Paolini’s quote suggests both blessing and curse. A 
momentary slip of the pen and a writer becomes 
marred forever by a cliché metaphor, a lack-lustre 
love scene or an ill-timed joke which distorted an 
otherwise masterful picture. Do the words have that 
much power, or is it the order of the words? The 
combination of the subjunctive, clause, punctuation, 
adjective, verb, noun (to reduce writing to its merely 
technical sense), infused like a good brew with 
imagination, intrigue, hard-work and a sense of 
unending dissatisfaction until the final line has been 
completed. Yet doesn’t this quote fill every writer 
with a sense of excitement? We write, of course, to be 
read.  

“MAKE NO MISTAKE, A 
G O O D S T O R Y W I L L 
ALWAYS BE IN FASHION” 

I am often reminded of how lonely the writing 
process can be; the image of the ambitious writer 
chained to the desk is an apt one. However, is there 
any dialogue more intimate than what is said between 
a writer and a reader? Anything more gratifying than 
the relationship between a reader searching for 
something (whether it be guidance, entertainment, or 
merely the fulfilment of curiosity) and finding it in 
your three-hundred-and-fifty pages? What motivates 
a writer always intrigues me - and unsurprisingly no 
writer I have ever had the pleasure of talking to has 
revealed that money has motivated their first draft. 
Not that financial reward is a negative, (as Virginia 
Woolf, arguably the mother of modern prose, crudely 
claimed, “Writing is like sex. First, you do it for love, 
then you do it for your friends, and then you do it for 
money” - even the most dedicated of creatives can 
accept the satisfaction of a cheque through the post!)  
 It seems, however, that most writers have a greater 
aim.

‘It’s amazing that a man who is dead can talk to people through 
these pages. As long as this book survives, his ideas live.’   

- Christopher Paolini 

“DON’T TELL US WHY, BUT 
S H O W U S W H Y I T 
MATTERS.” 
To know their readers, enough that they know what they 
need to read; and sometimes even more complex than 
that; to know themselves. We all want to tell a ‘damn 
good story’, but as the 2017 film ‘The Wife’, a haunting 
portrayal of a talented writer whose Nobel prize-
winning voice only achieves fame through crediting the 
work to her husband, a young Glenn Close is told by an 
ageing, unsuccessful female writer, ‘a writer has to be 
read, honey.’ Is she right? Is it not enough to simply 
write? However insecure we are with our own words as 
they order themselves both ingeniously and strangely 
across our pages and we stuff semi-completed coffee-
stained manuscripts into locked desk draws, is the 
longing in all of us for a sympathetic reader to pour 
themselves over these words and feel in some small 
way affected by them? A daunting challenge, well, yes. 
But like anything that yields such a remarkable product, 
it is only able to be achieved through the efforts of the 
writer.  

CREATING THE SYMPHONY  
After premiering my first play at the Edinburgh Fringe 
Festival this year, I realised what David Hare meant by 
‘the moment’. A moment where everything comes 
together (however brief) when the actors don’t even 
seem to be acting; only being, audiences are absorbing 
the words as you intended and turning down 
accountancy seems finally like the right move. All the 
stressful irritations of running around messy dressing 
rooms, tracking down elusive set pieces in ill-managed 
charity shops, flyering in the pouring rain with no 
promise that the time would translate to a ticket sale, all 
seemed worthwhile. We were incredibly fortunate. 
Would I do it again? In a heartbeat. 



“START WRITING, NO MATTER 
WHAT. THE WATER DOES NOT FLOW 
UNTIL THE FAUCET IS TURNED ON”  

- Louis L’Amour 

A London playwright was reviewing a draft of my 
recent play. His email contained advice he believed 
all writers should be told before they commit 
anything more than a few stray hours tapping away at 
their computer now and then. Words that have the 
same sort of chiming sentiment as your mother 
telling you she’s proud of you on your first day at 
school - an experienced writer waving a new writer 
into the play park with something profound to take 
with them - ‘I’ll tell you something for nothing. It 
never gets easier.’ We all may well begin to bow to 
the commercial strain, those on the crushing treadmill 
of the nine-to-five may observe with ill-hidden glee 
that the Parisian apartment of our dreams has had a 
rent hike, the espresso machine has broken and we’ve 
given up smoking for the sake of our lungs. But 
writing a book is like having a child; it’s an 
emotional and physical investment; however tough it 
gets the journey will always be worth it. Even if we 
only manage to learn something about ourselves 
along the way. That is no small feat.  

“THERE IS SOMETHING 
INTIMIDATING ABOUT 
HISTORY. HOW DID 
AUSTEN MANAGE IT?” 
At the time of writing, a small bug has found itself 
tangled in the maze of my laptop keyboard. It panics 
as it is too small to make it over the mound of the ‘P’ 
tile, so begins to trail its way bewildered above the 
‘L’, snaking past the semicolon, resting its wings 
upon a question mark until I lend it some assistance 
and it finds itself contentedly placed on my copy of 
‘At the Pond’, perched on a painted leaf colour 
illustration and unmoved by the erratic summer 
winds of the Surrey Hills. It’s an effort to use 
language to create symphonies. Jack Kerouac would 
argue that the words when we find them, will be 
simple. When I’ve ever been asked to review a draft 
of anything where the author is struggling, often two 
things are extremely apparent. The first is that they 
know their plot but they don’t know their characters. 
They know them as friends perhaps, but not as one 
knows their partner.

“DON’T TELL ME THE MOON IS 
SHINING; SHOW ME THE GLINT OF 

LIGHT ON BROKEN GLASS”  
- Anton Chekhov

They know their likes and dislikes, their parent’s names, 
but they haven’t thought any deeper than what I may 
know of someone on first meeting and an hour spent 
over drinks. 

They don’t know that Mrs. Jackson always double locks 
her door at night because she lives in continual fear of 
the area she was raised. They haven’t really got to the 
bottom of why her husband insists on swimming every 
morning at 3am until his lungs can’t seem to fill with 
air, or why their twenty-five-year-old son can’t book his 
own dentist appointment. Don’t tell us why, but show us 
why it matters. The other thing that becomes extremely 
apparent is that the writer is submerging their own voice 
in lieu of a voice they feel is more generically 
‘authorish’, more palatable, more like what they have 
read before and what they believe is likely to sell. To 
point to the fate of Lee Israel may seem like a 
hyperbolic example but it carries significant weight. 
Imitation is the least gratifying art form; no one can 
write like you, and you will never be able to write as 
authentically as the voice you are imitating.  

“IMITATION IS THE LEAST 
GRATIFYING ART FORM” 
As a student of English, my education has been built 
upon the legacy of the writers who made it into my 
Durham English Literature Level 1 handbook; 
Shakespeare, O’Neill, Shklovsky, Churchill, Marie De 
France, (a narrow insight into a one hundred and fifty 
book first-year course.) English Literature varies more 
than many suspect, new experts blast into the field and 
offer refreshing and new perspectives; ‘What happens if 
you read Beowulf as a critique of masculinity?’, ‘Is 
Chaucer repelled by ‘magyk natural’ or subversively 
excited by its possibilities?’, ‘Is the Song of Songs 
actually spiritual or just a highly erotic union of lover A 
and lover B?’ But fundamentally the texts stay the same. 
The Pride and Prejudice devoured by the young 
freckled twelve-year-old girl at the Hampstead Heath 
swimming ponds yesterday afternoon was the same as 
the one likely enjoyed by her great, great grandmother 
decades previously. 

Austin’s wit and quietly radical plot lines are discovered 
and rediscovered by generation after generation; 
cheering at the sarcastic potency of Elizabeth Bennet 
and mellowed by the trembling revelation of a 
previously cold Mr. Darcy. Austen has her place firmly 
cemented in history and she will find her words stitched 
onto underwear bags and her silhouette emblazoned on 
compact mirrors for many years to come. 



Certain books just capture the imagination, stocked at 
every Waterstones down the country, translate into 
multiple languages, survive the evolution of the human 
race and still be stuffed into a trusty beach bag summer 
after summer. I wonder what Jane Austen’s reaction would 
be to this? Did she live in the hope of one day becoming a 
memory? I think she would have smiled more at the 
twelve-year-old girl reading her book in a powder blue 
swimsuit while her brother attacks her senselessly with a 
water pistol than seeing ‘I could easily forgive his pride 
had he not mortified mine’ inked onto a dishcloth. But 
maybe she would have found that amusing? I think I 
would.  

“TRUTH WILL ALWAYS BE 
RELEVANT” 

As a writer, there is something intimidating about history, 
how did Austen manage it? Well, she had her finger 
consistently on the pulse of the period she was living in. I 
would be willing to venture a guess that Austen did not 
trouble herself with her 2019 audience, nor much her 1800 
contemporaries. Even her nephew was unable to identify 
his aunt’s cleverness, “She was always very careful not to 
meddle with matters which she did not thoroughly 
understand. She never touched upon politics, law, or 
medicine, subjects which some novel writers have 
ventured on rather too boldly, and have treated, perhaps, 
with more brilliancy than accuracy.” Austen exhibits the 
cleverness of presenting a highly political, social comment 
wrapped up in what appears to be a very conventional love 
story. What can we learn from our literary ancestors? 
Truth will always be relevant.  

It’s often only when taking a step back from the literary 
canon that one can appreciate how little we truly know of 
it. Like the undiscovered ocean floor, millions of books lie 
in attics, shop floors, woodworm draws and tiny scraps of 
torn paper that line the family garbage can. Not all books 
are equal. There is often good reason why Austen is 
chosen, Shakespeare is chosen, Chretien De Troyes is 
chosen; their eclectic and often radical perceptions 
transcend their time and contemporary audience. 
However, this attitude is slowly evolving and academics 
are slowly engaging with the more obscure and 
undiscovered gems of our literary world; and this is 
something which should excite all of us. In a world where 
time is being dominated more and more, the four hundred 
pages that excited the Victorians or the diversions that 
thrilled the monks of Lindisfarne as they listened heartily 
to tales of Ingeld on a rare break from the gospel, now 
weary modern readers.

“WE ALL CRAVE THE 
OUTSTRETCHED ARM OF 
THE READER”  
My own mother is shamefaced to confess she hasn’t 
read a full book since she was a teenager, ‘I don’t have 
time to finish reading the cooking instructions on a 
Heinz tomato soup’ she laments as I thrust the titbits of 
a lecture worthy of mention often to the displeasure of 
an already exhausted family table. 

If we don’t have time to read the ‘must’ reads, then what 
happens to the rows of books that line the shelves, that 
we turn round and round like shells plucked from the 
beach; nod to show intrigue of a good opening line, 
smile at an impressive synopsis only to return it to the 
shelf and walk away? But, let us not be dissuaded by 
some of the more unpalatable realities of the market 
place. We must know them to combat them. Make no 
mistake, a good story will always be in fashion. As 
writers, we must be responsible for enthusing every line 
of our books with the enthusiasm that places us behind 
the desk every morning, and constantly ask ourselves, 
‘is this keeping my audience as enthused as I am.’ In the 
words of Robert Frost; ‘No tears in the writer, no tears 
in the reader. No surprise in the writer, no surprise in the 
reader.’  

Writers are incredibly generous people. They share their 
souls, and that’s what a book is, good or bad. A bad 
book often takes the same self-flagellation, irritation, 
sweat, tears, and energy as a masterpiece. But readers 
are incredibly generous people too. Think about Virginia 
Woolf’s troubled Judith Shakespeare; all the talent, with 
none of the praise awarded to her ego-pampered elder 
sibling. I wonder if any of Jane Austen’s friends were 
novel writers? The debate surrounding William 
Shakespeare’s own obscure identity raises questions on 
whether the immortality of the author is a nonsense 
anyway. Does it matter if Shakespeare wrote all his 
plays? If he didn’t, I’d still get shivers as Shylock wraps 
the prayer shawl around his shoulders once Jessica has 
fled from him. Lips will still quiver when Othello burns 
with passionate rage as Iago pulls on the puppet strings 
of those around him; ‘she is gone. I am abused and my 
relief must be to loathe her’ and Desdemona’s death cry 
will canter around the auditorium and chill us to our 
very core. Seventy years from death legal ownership of 
material melts into air and the public takes the chiming 
rhymes and gritty phrases and makes their own 
symphonies. Maybe the immortality authors dream of is 
not the sound of their own name reverberating off the 
walls of people’s living rooms, or stamped onto 
polyester T-Shirts? 

“ONE PEN CAN CHANGE 
THE TAPESTRY OF A LIFE” 



Words like ‘immortality’ and ‘legacy’ are 
perhaps concepts which are too loaded with 
other suggestions of egotism and perpetuation 
of selfdom. Success is not the enemy, the mass 
market is not the enemy, but possibly as 
authors, we need to begin by asking ourselves 
the many ‘W’s’, why are we writing? Who for? 
What for? There are no right or wrong answers, 
even if the answer is simply, ‘I’m writing for 
myself’. 

We only have to take a look at the inspiring 
work of The Arts Alliance to realise the impact 
of arts-based initiatives in rehabilitation 
programmes given to offenders in our prison 
networks. Simply one person and one pen can 
change the tapestry of a life. How lucky we are; 
that we can write day in, and day out. It is a 
privilege and a pleasure. At the top of my pin 
board, stamped from my old battered 1947 
Smith Corona, I have pinned up all the reasons I 
decided to write in the first place. We can find 
inspiration from our historical past but also our 
own pasts. We are where we are because of 
where we have been. As the brilliant late Carrie 
Fisher quipped, ‘take your broken heart and 
make it into art’. 

“DON'T DROWN YOUR 
READERS WITH YOUR 
PASSION BUT ENTHUSE 
THEM WITH IT”  

Write your book, and be passionate about the 
story you are telling. Don’t drown your readers 
with your passion but enthuse them with it. Be 
clever in how you tell your story, try writing it 
from a perspective that surprises even yourself. It 
is often the most personal and passionate books 
that stand the test of time.

Shakespeare’s intensely personal love 
sonnets describe an enduring lust that 
speaks to many burning lovers. Anne 
Frank’s haunting tale of her incarceration 
becomes a tale of remarkable resilience in 
the face of political dystopia. Christine De 
Pizan’s, ‘The Book of the City of Ladies’ 
used her own role as a prominent medieval 
political thinker to document and defend 
the important contribution of women to 
society. Maya Angelou’s intensely powerful 
autobiography becomes a striking recount 
of a woman who boldly challenges racism 
and prejudice. 

As a writer, I believe that we all crave the 
outstretched arm of the reader saying ‘now 
I can see what this is like’. We all have one 
book in us, not because a quip insists we 
do, but because we all have a story; a past, 
a future, a legacy, even if it’s not having 
our names branded on Mr and Mrs Jones’ 
rubber gloves. Last time I found I had a full 
afternoon to peruse a book shop I 
deliberately chose a book I had never heard 
of, whose writer was not a face, not a 
personality, not a dishcloth, nor someone 
who will ever likely be written about in two 
hundred years time. I was in a little 
Hampstead book shop, it was buried deep 
in the abyss of covers and I decided to 
spend the afternoon being a generous 
reader. Reading words that might not 
change the world, but likely changed the 
person who wrote them, and therefore, in 
my eyes, they deserved my full attention.  

“PERSONAL AND 
PASSIONATE BOOKS 
WILL STAND THE 
TEST OF TIME” 



Francoise Reviews
‘‘WAR ON WASPS’’ 

When the bright and bubbly, Irish Suzy catches sight of mysterious, Arabian 
prince-like Hassam sitting at a table in the London hotel in which she works, 
she is immediately attracted to his dark intensity and foreign charm. The two 
are drawn together, but under a false pretence, for Hassam harbours a dark 
secret… one so dark, in fact, that Suzy’s life is placed in immediate jeopardy 
from their first encounter- though she cannot know it. 

“FANTASTICALLY GRIPPPING” 

A resurrected brother, a master-manipulator, a drunken police man and a girl in 
love fatefully collide in this action packed crime novel, whose plot veers and 
turns, shocking and shocking again the disquieted reader, who can do little 
more than grit their teeth as the ‘bombs’ (both metaphorical, and not) are 
dropped, one after the other. 

At the heart of the action, conflicts between Islam and Christianity, the 
atmosphere of British mistrust, and Muslim extremism come to head in an 
enthralling and powerful exploration of the ills of our present society. The 
ghosts of the human disasters of 9/11 and 7/7, both their victims and 
perpetrators, hang low over the setting and infuse the text with a vital 
importance and urgency. O’Brien enlightens and informs through his vivid 
depiction of characters who, as they converse, make us privy to the vantage 
points of radically different individuals, who exist even within the same sects, 
only separated by upbringing and experience, and who all form part of our 
same, one, larger society. More than condemn those who are a danger to it, 
O’Brien offers insight into the possible motives, and better aids our 
understanding of such issues centred around hate crimes and terrorism. 

“THE MOST FATAL THING TO DO IS SHUT OUR EYES”  

With the additional focus on pregnancy and motherhood, a singularly feminist 
perspective shines through in his text too. That fateful and final chapter, in 
placing the female protagonist as the ‘last man standing’ amidst the wreckage 
of life destroyed, and turning urgently to God, or rather, to God’s fallible 
messengers on earth, reminds of that end of Graham Greene’s crime novel 
Brighton Rock; the lone figure of Rose, seeking solace in the confession box 
after Pinkie’s death. In the example of Suzy, left with a child she cannot love 
and memories of a personal reality that have been proven as fanciful as dreams, 
O’Brien allows for a further breakdown of a stereotype- that which hinges on 
the perception of women as self-sacrificing, maternal angels, and in this, the 
echo of past heroine-villains, such as the figure of Anna Karenina can be heard. 

As historically accurate as it is fantastically gripping, and in an age where the 
easiest, and arguably most fatal thing to do is shut our eyes, O’Brien’s novel 
opens ours and raises awareness, placing yet another cog in that machine which 
drives towards that seemingly inevitable end of history repeating itself.

“Frightfully contemporary and completely importa”nt





The Perfect Spot
With Christmas fast-approaching we know three things for certain: 

1. The Bounty will be the last bar left in the Celebration box.  
2. The lucky person who buys Mayfair on the Monopoly board will gloat 

about it for the rest of the season  
3. 'Love Actually’ will be watched once. Twice. Okay, maybe three 

times? It is Christmas after all!  

Richard Curtis’ classic touches all of us, and its cheerful yet wonderfully 
tender narrative weaves itself around the multifarious Christmas 
experiences that the season might bring. Whether it be Emma 
Thompson’s mesmeric performance as a betrayed spouse to the haunting 
tones of Joni Mitchell, or a tormented Mark pining outside Juliet’s door, 
there is something we can all connect with in this romp (even if it is just 
channeling Hugh Grant’s dancing in the kitchen after one too many hot 
toddies!)  

As a writer however, there is something about 'Love Actually' that might 
induce more jealously than Grant can send to the American president, 
and that is Colin Firth. Or more precisely, his character’s French writing 
retreat. Interspersed between the chilly London scenes, Jamie (Firth) 
batters out his novel on a vintage typewriter and tries to tend to his 
bruised heart in a lake-side villa on the outskirts of Marseille. The 
picturesque scenery, and the tranquil environment could inspire a poetic 
line in all of us, but it got us here at Mardibooks thinking, what is ‘the 
perfect writing spot’? Does it matter? Are you a writer who can tumble 
prose out of your pen while cramped on the back of a busy bus, or do you 
prefer the mellow buzz of a coffee shop in the early morning, with a 
frothy cappuccino?  

We asked some of our writers to share their ‘perfect writing spots’ with 
us, so you can get some inspiration on where best to place yourself when 
writing your masterpiece! 



AUTHOR OF ‘UNDER LOCH AND QUAY’ 

Alice Westlake 
I remember reading ‘A Room of One’s Own' when I was about 19. I was on a train to 
London to meet some uni friends during the holidays. It made such an impression on 
me that, finding myself a few minutes early, I had to rush into Westminster Abbey and 
lay a small nosegay – hastily gathered, presumably from a pub hanging-basket, though I 
forget the precise circumstances - on the tomb of Aphra Behn. 

Looking back, I’m surprised that my 19 year old self found much to relate to in the 
struggles of Aphra Behn and Judith Shakespeare, hypothetical sister of Will. In the late 
1990s, buoyant with confidence and the illusion of gender equality, I had not had to fight 
to earn a place at university; not had to challenge my parents’ wishes or society’s 
conventions; not had to strive to prove myself every bit as good as the boys.  

“THE SISTERHOOD WAS POLITICAL, NOT 
PERSONAL” 

Nevertheless, something spoke to me in that eloquent little book, and I’m convinced it 
was more than just the exquisite binding of the pocket-sized Bloomsbury hardback. 
Something stayed with me, resonating throughout the years. An idea, an image nesting 
in my brain, like a seed lying dormant under the soil. At age 19 I swelled, like Woolf 
herself, with righteous anger. To Virginia, with her ample means and liberal social 
circle, the struggle of the sisterhood was political, not personal. Now, as a mum of two 
who is also a writer, I read the essay and respond with a weary ‘true dat’. 

But, you may say, we asked you to write about your writing environment; what does 
that have to do with ‘A Room of One’s Own'? And I would reply: everything; because to 
write one needs not only physical space, whether it’s Roald Dahl’s shed or a Bloomsbury 
drawing room, but space in one’s diary, and in one’s head. 

“A SACROSANCT WRITING SPACE IS STILL A 
RARITY”  

  
Thankfully the world has changed somewhat since the time of Judith Shakespeare. 
Society no longer expects us women only to stay at home and tend to the childrearing 
and housekeeping. Now it expects us to do those things, and to churn out bestselling 
novels as well. The image that has stayed with me from 'A Room of One’s Own’ is that 
of the un-named author sitting at her writing desk by the window, scribbling away with 
one hand, while with the other she rocks the cradle. Woolf doesn’t tell us, but might 
have, that the woman’s brain is similarly divided between writing a haunting love scene 
and thinking about selling those football boots on eBay, booking a doctor’s appointment 
and paying the plumber.



My writing environment is pleasant enough. I have a large and exceedingly comfortable – 
perhaps too comfortable – sofa, on which I perch with my laptop, surrounded by an ever-
growing collection of teacups. If I want more warmth and light – it’s a basement flat – I 
can go upstairs to the sunny bedroom overlooking our small garden, which is filled with 
birdsong. Ideally I would have a desk there at the window, but we lack the space, so if I 
want to write up there I have to get into bed, which is not such a hardship, after all. (A 
note on writing in the garden: this is never a success, no matter how many times you try it.) 

My part of East London is blessed with a cornucopia of trendy coffee shops, where I 
could no doubt while away many pleasant hours over a skinny flat white, but writing 
doesn’t pay well and I have a kettle and teabags at home. Even more than money, time is a 
scarce commodity and I try not to waste it on flippancies such as going out for coffee when 
I am supposed to be writing. However, I have no compunction about spending two and 
half hours on Facebook in the morning. I need this extended period to recover my 
equilibrium having dispatched two children on the 8:05 bus.  

“TIME IS A SCARCE COMMODITY” 

Then, I will tidy away the dishes and restore some order to my environment – in the 
summer this might include pottering outside, doing some watering and harvesting – 
before putting on my ‘writing playlist’. It’s a mixtape loosely themed around the idea of 
books and authorship, featuring the likes of Nick Cave and Belle and Sebastian. My 
writing environment is filled with music. The living room is cluttered with guitars, a 
piano, trumpet and clarinet, and I often write with 6 music or Radio 3 in the background 
(with fingers in ears to block out the talking). But I put my special mix on for an extra 
boost of inspiration. 

“I AM TRULY BLESSED” 

Another thing that I have found to be stimulating to the creative juices is to cycle along the 
canal path whilst thinking up some new plot development. It makes me feel less guilty that 
I have allowed my precious writing time to become whittled away by chores and errands, 
if I can undertake them by bike. And often, it does pay dividends. I arrive home, eager to 
get all my thoughts down on paper. But sure as night follows day, just as I am hitting my 
stride the kids will come in through the front door, hungry for snacks and love and 
attention, with quarrels that need arbitrating and toys or phone chargers or lego pieces 
that need hunting for. It is really quite astonishing how fast 3:30 comes around.  

On a personal level, I am truly blessed. I wouldn’t have it any other way. And on a 
professional level I have benefited enormously from exposure to such an array of 
wonderful children’s writers. It has been a profound joy to watch my kids open their hearts 
to the stories I love, and to discover with and through them new fictional worlds of 
Demigods, beasts and bold adventurers. Sharing these stories with them has been the 
main inspiration for me to write teen and Young Adult fiction. I would be a different 
person, a different writer, if it weren’t for them. But I would certainly also be a more 
productive one. Constraints of money, time and space, the constant burden of the ‘mental 
load’ and a perpetual relegation of one’s own ambitions to the bottom of the priority list 
mean that in some ways, not a lot has changed since Virginia Woolf wrote her polemic. 
For women, a sacrosanct writing space is still a rarity. For myself, I am grateful - on a 
good day - for my comfy sofa, my sunny garden, and my few snatched hours of writing 
time.



Sue Benwell 
My favourite place to write is tucked away on 
my own at my computer in my upstairs study. 
My only companions, a hot drink and a biscuit 
on the desk beside me.  

When my daughters still lived at home, I had a 
tiny office in the cupboard underneath the 
stairs, which I didn’t mind. I find that writing is 
like reading a good book. It transports you 
elsewhere, whatever your surroundings.  

Having said that, I have never written in a 
coffee shop, as I worry there would be too many 
distractions.  

Christa Pearce 
In quiet surroundings I get the thoughts, in a 
reasonable tidy office I work on my computer. I 
need total peace and quiet around me, then I 
retreat within. 

As my book is so personal, all that I have 
written down had to be experienced throughout 
my life at some point first. I was always 
searching for new happenings, thoughts and 
learning from people I met and treated.   

Eventually things connected and a story 
unfolded and I saw a direction in my life's 
journey. Basically I had to live my life first.

AUTHOR OF ‘GOLD DIGGER'

AUTHOR OF ‘INSIGHT OUT’






