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Soaring

Letter from the Editor

I’m writing this only a couple of days 
after Thanksgiving and already the 
leftovers are gone. 

It seems that I made just enough for 
me and my husband and, as I sit 
around wishing for more cranberry 
sauce, I can’t help but think about 
family, home, and the rest of the 
holiday season. 

Two years ago, we moved out to Los 
Angeles so that Scott could pursue his 
TV writing career and, although 
things have gone rather well, we’re 
always homesick this time of year. We 
don’t just miss our relatives and our 
friends. We miss the food and the 
general atmosphere of Appalachia. 

It’s also this time of year that I miss 
the MFA program at Spalding and the 
loving community that came along 

with it. My first and last residencies 
both took place in November and now, 
when I think of those chilly walks 
between the ELC and The Brown, I 
can’t help getting nostalgic. 

Really, I suppose it’s just this time of 
year. I need to be finishing up several 
projects and submitting things before 
the deadlines run out but all I can 
think about are food, family, and 
home. And I know I’m not the only 
one.

It seems that everyone I talk to can’t 
get any work done because their focus 
lies entirely on plane tickets, people 
they miss, and puff pastry. 

So, in the spirit of rolling with the 
holiday punches, I hope you enjoy our 
Food, Family, and Home issue of 
Soaring. 

Best Regards, 

AshleyRose Sullivan 
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When I was a little girl, I once ate 
nearly an entire batch of homemade 
Nestle Tollhouse chocolate-chip 
cookies. My mother was out when I 
did it, and when she confronted me 
upon her return, I blamed the crime on 
my big sister, Kiki. I blamed her partly 
because, at age seven or eight, it 
seemed the most expedient way to 
avoid trouble, but also because I knew 
it was shameful to love food as much 
as I did.

How times have changed. In current-
day America, food obsession is not 
only accepted, it’s celebrated. This 
cultural shift has meant that, magically, 
I’ve become well-adjusted. Maybe 
even a little hip. (That’s hip, not hips, 
which constitute a different food-
related topic.)

These days, the favorite moment of my 
week is the Saturday-morning jaunt my 
husband, Jeff, and I take to the two 
farmers’ markets within walking 
distance of our house. It’s become a 
ritual for us, a date we don’t call a date. 
This past May, we overlaid that ritual 
with a second one when we discovered 
and adopted a recipe for Andalusian-
style gazpacho. The soup became part 
of our household’s culture, and it 
stayed that way well into fall, when the 
tomatoes finally began to wane. 

Saturday mornings, we’d stroll to the 
eight o’clock market in the 
Presbyterian Church parking lot. I’d 
buy a couple of pounds of Cherokee 
Purple tomatoes and some garlic from 
Ivor, a Serrano chili and a Candy Apple 
red onion from Nick, and a green 
pepper and a cucumber from 
whichever farmer had the best-looking 
displays. At the ten o’clock market at 
the Douglass Loop, I’d buy flat-leaf 
parsley and another pound of heirloom 
tomatoes from Pavel. Back home I’d 
break out a slice of white bread, a half 
cup of olive oil, some kosher salt and 
my chef’s knife, and not long after, the 
gazpacho would be cooling in our 
fridge, a concoction the mellow orange 
of a ripe persimmon. On such 
evenings, you’d find Jeff and me on the 
deck, drizzling sherry vinegar over our 
bowls and quietly spooning up 
happiness beneath a canopy of walnut 
trees.

About eighteen months ago, I started 
writing for a local quarterly magazine 
called Food & Dining. My 
assignments vary from features to 
profiles of restaurants to interviews 
with chefs. Louisville’s dining scene 
is happening, and it’s been fun to have 
that connection with chefs, farmers, 
and restaurateurs. (Restaurateurs: a 
word I learned to spell in journalism 
school, though I can’t explain the 
absence of the letter n).  

But there’s been a gap in my life as a 
food writer, which is why I met 
recently with the editors at Louisville 
Eccentric Observer, a.k.a. LEO, the 
city’s alt-weekly. It was an 
exploratory meeting, and I told them I 
was open to whatever kind of food 
writing they wanted. But secretly, and 
most of all, I wanted to write essays. I 
mentioned the possibility and they 
seemed game. So I pitched an idea.

My first essay for LEO will appear 
right after Christmas, as part of a 
rotating column called Locavore Lore. 
In the heart of winter, I’ll be 
publishing an essay about my 
summertime love, gazpacho. But the 
piece will also be about my marriage, 
because it’s impossible for me to write 
about the former without writing 
about the latter. Later on, there might 
be an essay about chocolate-chip 
cookies, which will also be about my 
mom and sisters. I’ve discovered 
there’s no disentangling food from the 
rest of life, or from my relationships 
with the people who matter most in 
my world. There’s something about 
the food-love connection that I find 
deeply satisfying. When I add writing 
to the mix, it becomes all the more 
delicious. 

  

Gazpacho, My Love
by Katy Yocom
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Writing is hard. Maybe it’s not hard 
for everyone, I don’t know. But it’s 
agonizing for me. Perhaps this is 
because of my subject matter – the 
Vietnam War. Maybe I’m just one of 
those Hemingway types for whom 
writing involves sitting down at a 
computer with my big-girl glass of 
wine and bleeding for a while. Or, 
perhaps, I find writing to be hard 
because in comparison, it is so much 
easier not to write. So I don’t. 

Let’s get the facts straight:

I got married this past August.

My husband (Carter) has ruined 
my writing life. 

 I make amazing quiche. 

I do make amazing quiche, incidentally, 
but that’s not the point. Before I got 
married, I lived at home. I am one of 
the 2 percent of college graduates who 
found living at home to be awesome. 
For starters, I ate really well. Also, my 
dad has excellent taste in wine, so I 
drank really well, too. And I would 
sporadically write to fulfill packets and 
then edit stories in my own lazy, 
bullshitty kind of way. 

Then I got married.

I could blame my laziness on the fact 
that I graduated and don’t have the high 
expectations of Julie or Kenny or 
Eleanor or Ellie to meet anymore. I just 
have my own, which, unfortunately, 

have gotten less stringent since I 
discovered Modern Family.

I could blame the fact that the 
publishing market is so rough right 
now. No one would take a chance on 
my first novel anyway. Blah, blah, blah. 

But I don’t. I blame Carter. 

How did Carter ruin my writing life? 
He has forced me to live in an 
apartment near where he goes to school 
that is literally the size of a shoebox. 
There is no space. But because he’s in 
school (this means “not employed”), 
I’m too broke to write at Starbucks and 
buy something every half hour to keep 
the wireless to stay on Pinterest because 
it’s essential to my “process.” Also, 
whoever told you that living with your 
best friend would be “super fun” is 
“super full of shit.” Because my best 
friend is so awesome that I just want to 
hang out with him all the time. (Are 
you as annoyed as I am yet?)

He’s distracting. He’s loud. He’s 
annoying as hell sometimes. He says 
terrible things to me like “I really 
believe in your writing, babe” and “I 
was telling some guys at work about 
your novel” and “I think you could 
write the next Harry Potter.” (I know. 
The HORROR.)

He offers to leave the apartment to go 
play football so I’ll have 2 solid hours 
alone to write. He even told me that 
next year, he’ll make sure that we can 
spring for the 2-bedroom so I can have 

an office. Because he’s a terrible 
person. 

He has removed my ability to make 
excuses for not writing which has, in 
turn, ruined my writing. Up until my 
wedding, “writing” meant spending 15 
minutes revising a story without 
actually taking time to see what was 
wrong with it, then wasting 3 hours on 
Pinterest. Then I would feel pressure, 
write for 8 hours straight, and hate 
everyone because all the cool kids got 
to play outside. Now, I’ve been writing 
against my will every day. I’ve been 
forced to blog. I’ve even outlined. I’ve 
developed habits of “hitting the page” 
every day. My novel actually has an 
arc. It’s taking shape. For the first time, 
I think of myself as a writer. And it’s all 
his fault. He has ruined everything.

But I’m eternally grateful.

Kate’s blog about family, marriage and her 
daily writing life can be found at:

http://nested1.blogspot.com/

S O A R I N G

Help! My Husband Has Ruined My Writing Life!
By Kate Beer Pilkington

http://nested1.blogspot.com/
http://nested1.blogspot.com/
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“The ache for home lives in all of us, 

the safe place where we can go as we 
are and not be questioned.”

- Maya Angelou
Home. Sometimes it’s a place you 
have to leave before the roots that 
have tangled around your heart take 
hold. Sometimes it’s the only place 
where you ever truly were. It’s not 
necessarily the house you grew up in, 
the one you may have been born into 
or moved into or even run away 
from once or twice. For some that is, 
and will always remain, the very 
opposite of home. 

Coming Home, to me, has always 
held a different connotation and a 
completely different magic than the 
idea of Homecoming. For me, the 
latter always seemed more about 
rekindling popularity with one’s 
peers and never conveyed the same 
depth, the same connection, the same 
emotional significance as Coming 
Home. 

This past Homecoming was the first 
time I’ve been back to Spalding in a 
few years and I learned that, there at 
least, Homecoming is not just a return 
to the smiling faces and the hugs and 
the humor and the wisdom and the 
questions and the unflappable 
encouragement, but also a return to 
that part of yourself that brought you 
there in the first place. It is, in the 
truest sense, a coming home.

While there, I was reminded 
immediately how Spalding is one 
place where I (and many of my 
classmates) have always been able 
(and encouraged) to go as we are and 
not be questioned. It’s one place 
where I have felt most comfortable 
just being me.

When I started the MFA program, I 
did so with a few raw ideas about a 
story and an insatiable desire to do 
this thing we call writing. What I had 
mostly was a protagonist, a voice, a 
personality, a rather threadbare 
premise, and a few support characters. 
By the time I graduated, I had a lot 
more than that, but there was still one 
vital piece missing (due to some 
lingering indecision on my part). 

All along, I’d thought I had an idea of 
what my protagonist wanted most, but 
when it came down to articulating it, I 
couldn’t. So, how could I write it? 
How could I show it fully in a novel? 

Home
By Dave DeGoyler

S O A R I N G
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I’d put my thesis on a shelf for the 
better part (or, I suppose, the worst 
part) of the past four years, yet I 
wasn’t in Louisville two days when I 
had an epiphany (listening to Silas and 
Neela talk about collaboration, a topic 
unrelated to my novel). 

I’m certain that being in the one place 
where every fiber of my being has 
always been tuned in to the writer’s 
life, to my passion, allowed it to 
happen. 

I wasn’t thinking about my novel at 
the time, yet suddenly Gabe was 
whispering in my ear. “This is what I 
want most,” he said. Under different 
circumstances, I’d have told him to 
hush while those two talented mentors 
were talking, but instead I opened my 
notebook and wrote down what he 

told me. I couldn’t ignore something 
like that. He’d been waiting a long 
time to let me know.

The very next day, I had two more 
epiphanies for that same novel while 
other people were talking about other 
things also unrelated to my story. I 
was ready, it seems, to finish my 
novel. I just hadn’t known it until 
then. I needed to be home for that.

Denis Lehane says of Home: “It is a 
state of mind. A place of communion 
and unconditional love. It is where, 
when you cross its threshold, you 
finally feel at peace.”

I believe, for the writer, home is also 
at the page--one place where your 
essence is free to assume any shape, to 
swirl around any subject, to slip in and 

out of the hearts of every sort of being 
imaginable. 

Yet, home is also a place inside you. 
A place where you allow yourself to 
go as you are. How often is it our own 
selves, after all, who get in the way of 
that very thing?

If you get a chance to Come Home 
(during Homecoming or any time), I 
encourage you to give yourself that 
opportunity. You might just find, as I 
did, a number of wonderful, and 
perhaps even unexpected, ways to 
continue to grow into the writer 
you’re meant to be. 

Home. Sometimes it’s a place you 
have to come back to so that deep-
down-bottom-of-your-soul you can 
show you what’s in your heart. 
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My quest to learn to cook 
has been a rocky one. The first time I 
cooked dinner for my family, I made 
garlic bread using sliced white bread, 
a toaster, melted butter, and garlic 
powder. I was convinced that I would 
never live that moment down. But 
over the years, I’ve come a long way 
and have developed such a love for 
cooking that I’ve often considered 
enrolling in classes to become a chef. 
The process of choosing a menu, 
selecting the ingredients, and 
preparing a meal is one that relaxes 
me because it requires so much focus 
I can’t worry or wonder about 
anything else. It has also taught me a 
lot about creativity, control, and 
precision.

What I realized about cooking, 
and this is something that I have to 
remind myself about writing all of the 
time, is this: Cooking is a process. It 
takes patience and time, and it cannot 
be rushed. Nothing good comes from 
something that isn’t well-practiced. 
This is something that has been 
reiterated in the food memoirs that 
I’ve grown to love and that have 
inspired me to be a more ambitious 
cook. In one of the chapters of Blood, 
Bones, and Butter: The Inadvertent 
Education of a Reluctant Chef, the 
author Gabrielle Hamilton writes 
about when she became disillusioned 

with cooking. Hamilton discusses how 
she had questioned whether cooking 
was rewarding, whether she was doing 
something that gave back to others. 
Because she had also always liked to 
write and liked literature and she was 
discontented with the food industry, 
she applied and was accepted to the 
MFA program in Fiction at the 
University of Michigan. She was 
awarded a fellowship, but also got a 
job as a caterer because the one thing 
she could do and do well was cook. 
She talks about how working with one 
of the caterers brought her back to her 
love of cooking. She says, “My 
resolve to start a new kitchen-free life 
was further weakening in the direct 
warmth of Misty’s home style of 
cooking….Unwittingly, she was 
untethering me from my ten-pound 
knife kit, propane torches, and ring 
molds…”Hamilton learned that 
cooking well can be more than having 
the technical skills to be a chef and 
that her love for food and cook was 
perfectly okay, even if she wasn’t 
publicly changing the world. Cooking 
fulfilled her, and that was what 
mattered.

As writers, we often set out to 
write the next great American novel or 
the next prize-winning poetry 
collection, and this can cause us to 
become very discontented with 
ourselves and our writing. As much as 
writing involves talent, it also requires 
discipline. It’s not easy to sit down 
and write every single day, or even 
every other day, or even twice a week. 
We get in the way of ourselves. We 
have goals and lofty ideas about what 
our writing should be or what it 

should do or say, and sometimes, even 
when we make time to write, we can’t 
because we’ve set our expectations 
too high before we even started. It’s 
okay to have goals, but as Hamilton 
realized, we can’t conquer the world 
with one short story, poem, or meal. 
It’s important that we let go of our 
expectations and don’t lose sight of 
the basics.  This applies in writing, as 
well. I’m currently trying to revise a 
collection of persona poems that is set 
in a small town in Appalachia. I have 
all of these topics and issues that I 
want to address through the personas’ 
voices because I want to show a 
holistic view of current Appalachian 
life: the good and the bad. It’s 
perfectly fine that I know where I 
want the collection to go, but I can’t 
let my goals take over these personas 
because the poems lose authenticity 
when I try to control them too much, 
plus the personas are very vocal and 
never hush if I try to manipulate what 
they say.  So, what do I do? I let the 
persona speak. I write it all out and 
get the basics down. Then I go in and 
work with line breaks, images, and 
form to enhance the local color that 
the personas bring to the page. It’s not 
easy and it’s driving me crazy, but I 
have to remember what Julia Child 
says about cooking in her memoir My 
Life in France: “The cook must 
simply grit her teeth and bear it with a 
smile—and learn from her mistakes.”

Savannah’s poetry blog can be found at: 
structureandstyle.tumblr.com

S O A R I N G

Stirring Up Words
by Savannah Sipple

http://structureandstyle.tumblr.com/
http://structureandstyle.tumblr.com/
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Writing about your own family can 

be such a difficult thing to navigate. 
There are so many concerns that the 

writer must face. There seems to be a 
fine line between truthful disclosure 
and betrayal of trust.  As a writer, 
where do you begin when writing 
about family? Do you ask for 

permission?

Asking for permission, or worrying 
too much about these issues in the 
early part of the process, can easily 

paralyze writers.  It’s important to 
write what you need to write, 
knowing that you never have to show 
it to anyone and knowing that 
embedded in the writing process 

itself there are many safeguards.  
Focusing and shaping a piece of 
writing causes some material to 
naturally go by the wayside, often 
including gratuitous or extraneous 

details, unnecessarily critical 
comments, and private information 
about others.  And in the process of 

writing memoir, we are required to 

confront our own imperfections far 
more deeply than we are to examine 
those of others.  Eventually, as a 
piece gets more and more polished, I 
do find myself questioning things 

that might be hurtful or upsetting to a 
family member or friend, and having 
to ask myself: Is this an essential part 
of the story that I need to tell?  If not, 
I take it out. 

 
In your book, Crossing The Blue 
Willow Bridge, you gave your 
daughter, Sophie, veto power. How 
important 

do you feel 
it is to give 
family 
members 
access to 

the 
manuscript 
before it’s 
published? 
Do you think it’s different when the 

work is about one’s parents or older 

family members than it is for one’s 

children?

Writing about your children is a 
whole different venture than writing 
about anyone else in your life.  

Suddenly, that ferocious need we 
have to protect our children is at odds 
with the need we may have to share 
information, a story, a perspective 
that might, in the long run, be helpful 

to others.  I published my book 
Meeting Sophie when my daughter 
was five and heard many dire 
comments from people, particularly 
in the adoption community, about the 

ethics of writing about your children.  
But that book dealt with my daughter 
as a baby, stuff unlikely to be too 
embarrassing to her, and I was 
astounded by the positive effects of 

writing the book: how proud she has 
always been to be in it, how much it 
has validated her and the importance 
of her own story, how much it has 
helped her to figure out how and 

when she wants to tell it herself.  

S O A R I N G

A Little Too Close to Home: Writing about Family 
Interview with Nancy McCabe, by AshleyRose Sullivan
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Nevertheless, I didn’t plan to write 
any more about her after that. But 
raising a 
child who 
had been 

born into 
another 
heritage and 
who 
identified 

more 
strongly with 
a race other than my own created so 
many challenges that I did find 
myself writing and publishing essays, 

and then those essays became a book
—a book that was scheduled to be 
published shortly after my daughter’s 
thirteenth birthday, certainly a much 
more sensitive time than when she 

was five.

What evolved was a collaborative 
process.  I wrote in my journals while 
we were traveling and read them 

aloud to Sophie. She told me what I 
left out or where I misrepresented her 
or what she didn’t want me to talk 
about publicly (she didn’t censor 
much, though.)  Then after I wrote the 

chapters I read them to her or had her 
read them and she continued to give 
me feedback.  I wanted her to feel that 
she had had a voice in what I 
published about her, but I would be 

far less likely to go through the same 

process with another adult.  My 

mother would have censored anything 
that didn’t make her look like a saint!    

Human truth is relative. The way a 

writer remembers his or her 
childhood is different from the way a 
parent does. How does the writer 
approach this discrepancy? 

Some memoir writers include 
disclaimers, as A. Manette Ansay 
does at the beginning of her memoir 
Limbo, saying, “ This is, to the best of 
my ability, a work of nonfiction.  

However, this does not mean that 
someone else might not remember or 
interpret things differently.  Every 
experience consists of many stories 
and many points of view.  This one 

happens to be mine.” What she says 
here should be implicit, but sometimes 
it helps us as writers as well as our 
family and friends if we acknowledge 
openly that this is just one story, just 

one perspective. Some writers are so 
open about this that they integrate 
lines right into the text like, 
“Although my brother remembers this 
differently, what I recall is. . . “  That 

can be a great technique for 
reinforcing the faultiness of memory, 
but unless it also functions in other 
ways within the story, it can begin to 
seem very intrusive, so one has to use 

such techniques judiciously.

It seems that every human life is 
caught up in a web of other lives so 
that your story isn’t just yours; it’s 
also part of someone else’s. When it 

comes to writing about family, how 
concerned should the writer be about 
infringing on another person’s story? 
Is it still “mine to tell” if the story in 
question happened to my grandfather? 

I don’t really think that we choose our 
material; it chooses us.  We may start 
with a roadmap, but if the writing 
process is a good one, we’ll always 

take scenic detours and usually end up  
somewhere much better than where 
we planned to go. So if your grandpa’s 
story is one that haunts you and nags 
you and somehow informs your life, 

you may find yourself returning to it 
again and again.  I believe that we 
have a “right” to tell whatever stories 
need to be told. But we also have a 
responsibility to tell them as 

sensitively as possible, to disguise 
details and turn them into fiction if 
that’s the kindest way, and maybe, in 
extreme cases, not to publish the story  
while people who might be hurt by it 

are still alive.  
 These can be difficult 
questions.  Arguments always ensue in 
my classes when my students read 
Helen Fremont’s After Long Silence, 

because some readers feel that 
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Fremont had no “right” to tell a story 

that her parents had tried so 
desperately to conceal about their 
persecution as Jews during the 
Holocaust.  The reality of their 
history, which they had kept secret 

from her, helped her to put into 
perspective the damage and 
dysfunction of her childhood, so their 
story was very much her story, and 
she had a deep need to understand it.  

The book that she finally wrote is a 
powerful testament to the impact of 
the Holocaust’s atrocities not only on 
the generation that lived it but on 
subsequent generations as well; it’s an 

important second-generation 
Holocaust book.  Ultimately, each 
writer has to weigh the importance of 
what they have to say against the 
potential that people are going to be 

hurt, and this is a daunting task. 
Nevertheless, I believe in the power of 
writing to teach and heal and change 
us, and sometimes that makes it worth 
the risk.

 A few CNF writers are known for 
embellishment. When writing about 
events, especially those from a distant 
memory, is there a line? How much is 

too much when it comes to expanding 
the story? 

I don’t remember who it was that said 
that memoir is full of the vivid 

recollections of three-year-olds.  But 

when we read Jeannette Walls, say, 

writing about burning herself while 
cooking hot dogs when she was three, 
I think it’s generally understood that 
such stories can only be 
reconstructions based on vague 

memories, family stories, 
photographs, and/or documents.  Then 
there are writers like Frank McCourt, 
who is clearly a raconteur, or David 
Sedaris, whose exaggeration is 

inseparable from his style, and I think 
it’s ridiculous and naïve to accuse 
them of being dishonest, or Mary Karr 
and Lauren Slater, whose titles The 
Liar’s Club and Lying are designed to 

give them some leeway.  But I do 
think that if you call it memoir, there 
needs to be acknowledgment in the 
text, either implicit as in these 
examples, or explicit through phrasing 

like, “I imagine it happening this 
way” or “This might have been the 
way it went,” when you depart too 
much from the truth.  At the same 
time, when you call it “memoir,” what 

you’re saying is, “This is the truth as 
best I can tell it.” Which means that 
we all remember things differently, 
and memory is always highly 
subjective.   

We live in a very litigious world. Do 
you think it’s necessary for writers to 
get releases from the friends and 
family members they’re writing 

about? 

I don’t think it’s necessary or 
necessarily a good idea.  If your 
family and friends have a history of 
being litigious, sure.  But the real 
questions aren’t legal ones.  Hardly 

anyone gets sued for a memoir.  The 
questions are really ethical ones.

Is there anything else you’d like to 

add about how writers should 
approach memoir when it pertains to 
family? 

I started writing partly because when I 

was a child my interests, my 
perspective, my developing 
worldview was radically different 
from that of the rest of my family.  
Writing was a way to say things no 

one listened to, and eventually, when I 
published, it became a way to be 
heard.  So it took me a while to realize 
that, when I published stuff about my 
parents or brothers, say, I was 

suddenly the one with power, and that 
could be very frightening and 
threatening to them. We have an 
obligation to use that power wisely 
and compassionately.  But I think that 

we also have the responsibility to 
ourselves to summon up our courage 
and tell our stories as best we can.
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COMING SOON: Second Annual Florida Alumni Event
Come to Orlando for an afternoon of learning, community, and 
fun on Saturday, January 26, from 3:15 – 6:00 p.m. at the 
Urban ReThink Space. Fabulous Fiction faculty member 
Robin Lippincott will be our guest speaker. See below for a 
detailed description of his talk. There will be snacks, a cash 
bar, five-minute alumni readings, and time to catch up with old 
friends as well as to make some new ones. Join us afterwards 
for barhopping with Phil Deaver, an Orlando local and also a 
fabulous Fiction faculty member, as we explore the 
neighborhood around Urban ReThink.

The cost for the event is $10, payable at the door in cash. 
Please RSVP your intent to attend to Marjetta at 
marjettag@gmail.com or on the Facebook event page. Sign-
ups to be one of the ten alumni readers will be at the door and 
will be first come, first serve.

THE IMPORTANCE OF TITLES: a talk by Robin Lippincott
It has been my experience as a teacher of fiction writing that a 
lot of writers aren’t very good at titling their own work; many 
even willingly admit this—and yet the significance of a 
compelling title that fits can’t be underestimated. In this talk, 
I’ll look at why titles are so important, and I’ll also consider 
some guidelines by which to avoid bad titles, as well as how to 
create effective and meaningful titles. Along the way, we will 
look at some good (and even great) as well as some bad 
examples.

If you have an idea for an article or would like to contribute as an editor, please let us know. 
Email AshleyRose Sullivan at ashleyrosesullivan@gmail.com

      Get Your Work Out There!

Necessary Fiction is a webjournal delivering a fresh 
story each Wednesday. We also host a monthly Writer In 
Residence, offer book reviews, and have a serialized 
novel.
http://necessaryfiction.com/

Alligator Juniper features 
contemporary poetry, fiction, creative 
nonfiction and black and white 
photography. We encourage 
submissions from writers and 
photographers at all levels, emerging, 
early-career, and established. 

http://www.prescott.edu/experience/publications/
alligatorjuniper/

decomP is a monthly 
online literary magazine. 
They publish prose, 
poetry, and art. 
http://
decompmagazine.com/
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