The
e-newsletter
Wow
Principles

by Ken and Dahlynn McKowen

www.PublishingSyndicate.com

Volume 9 No. 2 February 2013

isdom of Cavemen
By Laurel McHargue

“You’re writing an essay about love? How would you even begin such a thing?”
a friend recently asked. I considered both the question and my predicament; after all,
it was not as if I were the first person to attempt such a feat. I dismissed my initial
feeling of being unfit for the feat by falling back on what every aspiring writer should
believe: write what you know, and you will be successful. What I know about love I
have learned from my family, friends, students and—of course—the countless noteworthy poets, playwrights and authors who have come before me.
I think that “love at first sight” is a caveman concept, one
I discussed with my pubescent high school students each year
when we started Shakespeare’s “The Taming of the Shrew.”
The idea always generated lively conversation in class, and
certainly unanimous interest. My question, “Do you believe
in love at first sight?” would elicit giggles as students taunted
one another about recent romantic interests until some brave
soul would respond, “Yeah, it happens to me every day!”
Perhaps my love essay could focus on Shakespearean
ideals? I think. I immediately go to my Google search bar
and type in “Shakespeare on love.” The link, which is
http://www.nosweatshakespeare.com/quotes/shakespearelove-quotes, brings up his top 50 quotes about love, as well as cites the play, act and
scene in which each of the quotes can be found.
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His plays are filled with characters ready to die for one another, quite literally, based on that
first brief glance. And the Bard addresses the concept directly in As You Like It, quoting from
Marlowe’s Hero and Leander: “Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?” Although I still do
not buy the idea that the instantaneous stirring we feel in our . . . ah . . . let’s say “souls” when
we first lay eyes on someone attractive is love, I do believe the experience is valuable. And if
Shakespeare didn’t have just the right type of love quote I was looking for, I could always go to
http://www.goodreads.com/quotes/tag/love?auto_login_attempted=true for over 16,000 more.
Back to my students: When I would ask if they knew the
difference between lust—the other “L” word—and love, keeping the discussion in an academic context, of course, they did
not. I’d then turn English class into a cross-curricular science
lesson about the chemistry between two people and the biological processes that occur—often instantaneously—to make us
think we’re in love when really we’re just trying to propagate
the species and satisfy a primal urge. I’d hum a horrible rendition of Bloodhound Gang’s Bad Touch, and they all knew the
line about doing “it like they do” on one of those nature channels. Lust—pure and simple—and they all recognized it.
Perhaps my love essay could focus on lyrics in love songs. I return to my computer and
accessed a treasure trove of romantic song lyrics at http://www.romantic-lyrics.com.
My students were quite familiar with lyrics that were less than romantic, so it surprised me
that they actually wanted to know the difference between the two L-words. But why should I
have been so surprised? How could those young hormone-haulers understand true love? How
could they know that love takes time, patience, wisdom and laughter . . . lots of shared laughter?
Do I share my own experiences with them?
So perhaps my love essay could focus on my own relationship with love, I ponder. I dig
though my box of “things to keep forever” to find the first letters my husband, Mike, wrote to
me after our first semester of friendship, before we even started dating. “I just finished talking
to you. I love hearing your voice . . . I wish there was a dial-a-touch; then I could reach 3,000
miles and softly touch you . . . ” There are other disclosures, too, and I learn that he lives by the
philosophy that it is better “to burn out than to rust,” to live a worthwhile existence and to contribute whatever you’re able in order to improve society. My “fall” into love begins.
Continue on page three
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In a follow-on letter, he finally spilled the beans:
“When I hear your knock and I see you stick your head
in the door—I feel an instant wave of warmth flow
over me . . . I’ve had a semester and I wait until the last
week to fall in love with you—yes now I’ve said it . . .
I can still see your eyes, feel your hair, touch your hand
. . . ” I had to confess to my students that perhaps there
was something to this “love at first sight” conundrum.
I remember longing for the time to pass so Mike
Mike and Laurel
could make that 3,000 mile drive from California to
Massachusetts to pick me up after Christmas and bring me back to school—to take that next
step in what has become the most important relationship of my life—and my mother cautioning me that I was really just “in love with love.” Although she may have been right, I could find
no fault in the notion. I just couldn’t wait to see him—to touch him—to feel how lust and love
might mingle.
Do I want my love essay to focus on how to create steamy scenes? I quickly find twenty
steps to writing great love scenes at http://www.writing-world.com/romance/love.shtml. But
that would not be appropriate for my high school students, so I refocus on sources more proper
for my audience.
I suppose my love essay could focus on love letters. Although my own letters are filled
with wonderful examples of romance and sensuality, examples from a book I could purchase at
http://www.amazon.com/Write-Love-Letters-Michelle-Lovric/
dp/1556525311 might help me teach others (and myself!) how
to express amorous feelings most eloquently.
Some say that poet John Keats penned the most eloquent
of all love letters to Fanny Brawne, and even he could not deny
the power of sight: “I could die for you . . . and yet I could resist
till I saw you . . . I cannot breathe without you.” At 25 he died
of tuberculosis, but not before letting his love know that, “If I
cannot live with you I will live alone,” a sentiment my husband
has likewise shared with me, though he would rebel against any
Continued on page four
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poetic comparison. His letters and others might provide the scholarly support an academic essay
on love would require, and it’s also available for purchase in stores or at http://www.goodreads.
com/book/show/13633452-the-world-s-greatest-love-letters.
Returning to the youthful, angst-filled love poems I received
from my students—who had more experience than I wanted to
acknowledge—made me smile. Not derogatively, but with wistful memories of the girl I had been some thirty-plus years ago.
Although I wanted to believe that their expressions of pain were
naïve, I reminded myself that those very young adults were also
struggling with trying to pull “just the right words” from their
limited lexicon to convey what renowned poets have been writing about for centuries . . . adoration, betrayal, misunderstanding,
heart-break, and yes, love at first sight. These are the things we
all must consider when thinking about writing on love.
My Shakespeare lesson would end—but not before I’d shared
some of my own early experiences with love and heartbreak, and
tell them that I didn’t really give my husband-to-be a second look when I first met him. I had
been dating someone else at the time, after all, but they still thought I was horrible. They’d
listen with rapt attention, however, when I shared some of my journal entries from when I was
their age. They’d even ask me what tomorrow’s reading would be.
Although I may sound like an old shrew by admitting this, I have felt moments of sadness
lately when I consider that today’s youthful lovers are so quick to share with the world whatever thoughts cross their minds, with little contemplation and even less editing. Love, betrayal,
pain and accusations are exposed on social media platforms for all to see. So little is private
anymore. I feel lucky, fortunate, blessed, call it what you will, that I still possess the time-worn,
hand-written letters—penned with thoughtfulness and care—from the most important person in
my life . . . letters I had to wait days for with delightful anticipation.
Continued on page five
Editor’s Note: You may recognize our guest columnist’s name . . .
Laurel is the co-creator of NYMB…On Being a Stupid Kid, released
in November. Laurel is now creating NYMB…On Dating and would
love to read your stories. This book will move quickly, so submit
stories ASAP at our Publishing Syndicate website. Thanks! -- Ken

Deadline to submit dating stories: June 1, 2013
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At the end of my work day I was always eager to share laughter and stories of my hours
with lusty, lovelorn, heartbroken hormone-haulers with the man I fell in love with, not “at first
sight,” but leisurely, 30 years ago . . . the one I would keep forever.
There. My essay about love is finished.

Tips for writing about love:

1. Write about what you know!
2. Search “Shakespeare (or any other notable author/poet) on love”
to see what they have to say about the topic!
3. Sample from song lyrics!
4. READ a variety of authors and genres!
5. Spend time searching for tips and examples on the web
(there’s more there than you could ever use in a lifetime)!

Who let the dogs AND contributors out?!
On February 9th, four Missouri contributors to NYMB...On Dogs spoke and signed
books at the St. Louis All Dogs Valentine
Party. We learned that a good time was had
by all and not a single book got chewed up!

(L to R) NYMB...On Dogs contributors Renee
Hughes, Linda O’Connell, Sioux Roslawski
and Gregory Lamping
Renee Hughes autographs her story in NYMB...On Dogs
for an excited NYMB fan and her dogs!
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February Writing Contest Winning Entry
In keeping with this issue’s theme of love, following is the winning entry for our romantic fiction writing contest. Contest submissions could not be more than 750 words and had to feature a prominent TV
character from the 1950s, ‘60s or ‘70s. Readers voted and Caroleah Johnson won. (Note that the story
has not been edited or altered by PS.)

A Stable Kind of Love
by Caroleah Johnson

“That’s it! I’m done with men. They’re all a bunch of two-timing, pea-brained, can’t-look-pastyour- breasts idiots.” Maria threw her jacket over her shoulder and stormed out of the room, slamming
the door so hard on the way out the windows panes rattled.
“I don’t know what has her so riled up, but I think I’m in love.”
“Not so fast, boy. You’re not her type. Besides, in case you didn’t notice, she’s not all that thrilled
with the male species at the moment.” Wil stooped to pick up the bucket he tripped over when Maria
first burst in the room and started her rant. “I’ve got work to do. You can stay here and dream about the
highly improbable chance she ‘ll ever give you the time of day or you can go out and get that grass cut
like you were supposed to be doing anyway.
Ed stared straight ahead, looking as if his thoughts were somewhere a universe away. She’s gorgeous. And I’m a rather handsome specimen myself. We could be the perfect team. I’ve got to find
away to get her attention. I’m nothing like that conceited buffoon of a boyfriend who is obviously the
current target of her wrath. I’ll show her I’m not.
“Well?” Wil’s voice was curt.
“I’m going, I’m going.”
Ed and Wil were best of friends, but Wil was wrong about Maria. He had to be. Ed just needed a
chance to show Maria that he was different, that he was not like all those other men who were only
interested in getting Maria into the back room for a roll in the hay. He’d show her. He would.
It was early the next morning when Maria showed up. The ground was still damp with the remaining
moisture from last night’s rain. But the air was clean and crisp, as if the rain had scrubbed all the impurities
away. Ed looked up and saw the glistening blue of a barn swallow that flitted past him, belting out the unmistakable “twitter-warble” of a courtship call. It was in the air. It was the season for love. Even the birds knew
it. Maria had to feel it, Ed thought. At least she would shortly. He sauntered over in her direction, but stopped
before he reached her. Her back was toward him. Does she even know I’m here? He needed to move slowly.
Give her space.
Maria whirled around and without looking in Ed’s direction she walked into the tack room. Ed
could her fumbling through the tack, every once in a while dropping something and muttering under
her breath. Maybe if he just stood by silently she would notice him. Notice that he was not like the others. He had to try.
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Ed slowly traced Maria’s path. He stopped just outside the door where Maria was now holding a
brush in her hands. She was so beautiful standing there with her long dark hair framing the most alluring green eyes he had ever seen. But it pained him to see they were sad eyes, glistening with tears that
threatened to unleash a torrent at any moment. He stood motionless and silent.
Maria glanced his way, turned, and started to move toward him.
Ed felt his muscles tighten. Steady, boy, he told himself. Stand still and silent. Women like the
strong, silent type.
Maria inched closer, drawing a finger through the rogue strand of hair that curled around his ear.
“You understand me, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes.” She rested her head against his neck, then
slid her hand toward his back.
It took all the strength Ed could muster to stand there motionless while Maria stroked his back.
How long had he had dreamed of this moment? He could not risk losing her now. He slowly lowered
his head and gently pressed his nose against her cheek.
“You know, Ed, you probably think I haven’t noticed you, but I’ve been watching you for a long
time. You’re different. In a good way. I think you and I could be a great couple. You’re strong, and
smart, and handsome. And you’re not at all like all those men I’ve dated before. I’m done with dating.
I’m done with men. But you, Mr. Ed, you and I could have a future together.”
Ed swished his tail and stifled a whinny. Wilbur was never going to believe this.

Book Updates . . .
Not Your Mother’s Book . . . On Do-It-Yourselfers: The deadline to submit
stories has passed. Permission Release Agreements will be sent out over the
next two weeks. The book will be released in early June.
Not Your Mother’s Book . . . On Travel: The book is done
and being sent to the printer this coming week. Thank
you to everyone for your submissions and helping us get
through crunch time. The book’s release date is March 26th.
Not Your Mother’s Book . . . On Parenting: This book
will go into copyediting in early March. Permission
Release Agreements have been sent to those whose stories
made the first-round selection. Release: April 30th
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SEND IN YOUR STORIES!
Not Your Mother’s Book . . .

A new anthology for
a new century!
Stories needed for 30+ new books. Must be
written by people age 18 and up. Details and
submission guidelines on the PS website.

HURRY! DEADLINES!!!!!!!!!!
On Cats:
May 1, 2013
On Dating:
June 1, 2013
On Holidays: June 1, 2013

Updated 2/23/13

OMG! My Reality Youth Series

Time to get
published!
We are accepting stories for
four OMG! My Reality! titles:
Kids; Preteens; and Teens.
Stories must be written by
those age 25 and younger.
Please share this information
with everyone. Thanks!

Do you know a teenager who loves to write?
Tell him/her to submit stories to the upcoming OMG! My Reality! For Teens. Being a
published author is great for college and job
applications. More info at our website:

(cover being created)

Info at www.PublishingSyndicate.com
My Story is Out: High School Years
Created by Lyndsey D’Arcangelo

The nation’s newest anthology for LGBT teens!

Story selections are being made right now! Lyndsey can use 10 or so
more stories penned by those age 25 and younger, sharing their LGBT
experiences of coming out. Send now! www.MyStoryIsOut.com
Dream of Things has a great line-up of anthology books. On their website, be
sure to click on the “Workshop” tab for a listing of titles. Good luck!

www.DreamofThings.com

Go for it! Get published!
www.PublishingSyndicate.com
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