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Bernadette Horton
Student: 1800006
HPEN 6027 The Business of Writing


Cover Letter to Publisher and Synopsis of Novel
I have chosen to write to Parthian Books, a publishing house in Cardigan, Wales after researching their publishing profile.

Dear Susie Wildsmith,
 My name is Bernadette Horton, and I am writing to seek representation for my first novel, Firestorm, a North Wales based romantic suspense of 80,000 words.
 My novel deals with Welsh leading eco-activist, Jac Storm unhappily married to Samantha Fortune in a forced arrangement by her father, Johnny Fortune, a Merseyside gangland boss. Jac meets Enfys Rees, a radical green activist, and their shared interest and passionate love affair, lead them on a deadly game of cat and mouse against Johnny and his thugs, across Europe, culminating in a North Wales showdown.
I am a 53-year old North Walian disabled writer, married with four sons and a lifetime of political activism for working class causes. I am passionate about green issues and exploring how radicalism maybe the catalyst to publicising climate change and local over-tourism issues in North Wales. I have written over one hundred articles politically, for the national newspaper The Morning Star. I was also a finalist, and had a poem published, in the annual anthology by Culture Matters, on the lives of working class women.
 I am particularly interested in writing to you, as I know Parthian are keen to find new Welsh authors who can bring a story based in Wales to the table, that hasn’t been heard before. My two central characters, Jac and Enfys are young, fresh, distinct voices on a topical issue, radical eco-activism. They will connect to an audience who share concerns about how the Welsh natural environment, and indeed global environment, is suffering at the hands of excessive over- tourism and lack of planning.
My writing sits comfortably within Parthian’s publishing profile, as it is based in North Wales, which has traditionally been under- represented in terms of authors, landscape, and characters. The landscape and towns will immerse the reader in 21st century North Wales. The work of your authors such as Tristan Hughes, shine a light on the North Wales landscape, that is particularly up and coming in new TV shows, like Hidden. My work situates the places of North Wales, but also highlights the modern crime world of county lines drug gangs from North West England, operating across the Welsh coast.
My hero is JAC STORM (25) a passionate radical, handsome eco-activist with a murky teenage past as a drug runner for JOHNNY FORTUNE (48) a notorious gangland drugs baron from Liverpool. Jac is unhappily married in a forced arrangement to Johnny’s daughter, SAMANTHA FORTUNE (26) as Jac’s emerging fame as a climate activist provides a respectable front to cover Johnny’s shady drugs empire.
 Jac meets ENFYS REES (18) daughter of global environmentalists DAN REES (45) and SIAN REES (43). Enfys was burnt in a house fire aged 3 and has scars across her face and an amputated right arm. Jac and Enfys fall head over heels in love through their shared interest, getting North Wales on the global climate change agenda. Jac’s dilemma is how does he leave Samantha and the clutches of her father to be with Enfys? Enfys wants to get even with Johnny over his treatment of Jac, and together they aim to bring down Johnny’s empire. They become underground radical activists, protected by feminist eco-anarchist group ‘EarthFem’ playing a dangerous cat and mouse game across the world dodging Johnny’s thug killers. But their shared love for North Wales lures them home for a final confrontation and showdown with Johnny, culminating in Johnny’s death, but leaving Jac burnt in a fire.
Jac and Enfys are married on Snowdon and set off on a married life of eco-activism.
I enclose the hard copy of the first 30 pages as requested, and a synopsis. I look forward to hearing from you.
Yours faithfully,
Bernadette Horton













Synopsis of Firestorm

JAC STORM (25) is an unhappily married, handsome, Welsh, leading eco-activist, living on Bardsey Island (Ynys Enlli) North Wales. Despite his career and passion for the environment, his forced arranged marriage to SAMANTHA FORTUNE (26) by her Merseyside Gangland Drug baron father, JOHNNY FORTUNE (48) when he was 18, and involved in his county lines drug gang, blights his life. He is desperate to escape Johnny’s clutches and influence and advance his personal cause of putting North Wales on the global eco agenda. Johnny uses Jac’s fame as a climate activist, as a respectable front, to hide his shady business.
Jac meets ENFYS REES (18) at a climate change event. Enfys was badly burnt in a house fire, aged 3 and has burn scars across her face and an amputated right arm. Enfys is the daughter of Jac’s idol, world leading environmentalist, DAN REES (45) and his wife, SIAN REES (43). There is an instant attraction, and over the course of 3 months they fall head over heels in love. Jac becomes ever more desperate to leave Samantha, and Enfys, a determined and forthright young woman, wants to exact revenge on Johnny Fortune for his treatment of Jac.
Enfys gets in touch with underground radical eco-anarchist group, ‘EarthFem’, a group of female eco-warriors who agree to harbour Enfys and Jac, in return for promoting a radical global Green feminist agenda. Samantha discovers Jac has left her after his non-return from an event, and informs her father, Johnny. At the same time, Dan and Sian Rees appear on TV, requesting info on their missing daughter, Enfys. Johnny Fortune puts two and two together and begins his global cat and mouse hunt for Jac, to find him and kill him ‘at any cost’.

Jac appears unannounced across the world, speaking out on platforms regarding radical eco-activism, the threat of county lines drug rings, and naming and shaming Johnny Fortune in every event he speaks at. He becomes a kind of ‘Banksy’ of the Green movement. European governments grow increasingly concerned about Jac’s outspoken ideas for change which they equate to eco-terrorism and set their own agencies up to follow him. Johnny’s thugs are always one step behind, and Jac and Enfys are constantly looking over their shoulders. He misses North Wales, even though he has found his soul mate, Enfys. The two plot their return to North Wales but know they may well need to kill Johnny Fortune, to do so. Enfys contacts her parents, to tell them she is returning home with Jac, and will meet them at the Wales national eco event, taking place in Llandudno.
Jac agrees to speak in Llandudno, but behind a screen. Johnny has a tip off about Jac’s return, from Sian Rees, desperate to have her daughter, Enfys return home. One of Johnny’s thugs gets to Jac first. He douses Jac with petrol and sets him on fire, as Jac leaves his hotel for the event, just as Dan and Sian Rees arrive on the scene. The thug flees and Jac is rushed to hospital by Dan, where Enfys keeps vigil. She then learns of her mother’s betrayal and turns to her father for help. Johnny is determined to finish the job on Jac, and turns up at the hospital at night, ready to give Jac a lethal drugs overdose. But a posse of ‘EarthFem’ are keeping watch, they knock Johnny out, while dressed as medics, and stretcher him away to kill him.
Jac is badly burned, but Enfys makes the point they are now two sides of the same coin, mirror images of each other with their burn scars as trophies. Jac steps in to reconcile Enfys with her mother, Sian.
They marry on Snowdon and continue their lives together, putting the issues that face North Wales on the global environment agenda.
[bookmark: _Hlk58673324]Taking two Lines from Nuala Ní Dhomhnaill’s published poem The Language Issue 
 IRIS LEAVES and
 BULRUSHES BY THE EDGE
Iris Leaves
spiralling up to flimsy flotillas
of purple blue, spiked with cosmic latte.
Petals basking like mermaids
on rocks
who whisper to wretched sailors
wrecked on the tide of life,
as the wind whirs an elegant tune
through the timeless cottage garden.

Scientists, unable to breed the blue rose
huddle together,
dissecting your cerulean petaloid heart
willing it to break and erupt
in a lover’s triangle
of consummation
between Iris, Cornflower and Delphinium,
to perfect the quest of a century - 
an electrifying ocean
spectacle of flowery rainbow blue.

Money cannot buy colour.
Earth laughs at obscene attempts
made by man
to Trump nature
to mass produce what the world cannot have
to line the baron’s pockets with fake gold.

Iris leaves
spiralling up to flimsy flotillas of purple blue –
The cornflower smiles.

His, is the only blue immaculate
in the garden.

The hydrangea at Bodnant
masquerades in acidic soil, two-faced,
Meandering like Williams’s
Lark Ascending.
Arctic, sky, lapis, Aegean
creep along bulrushes by the edge
in Moses sapphire, cradled in water.
But plant her in clay
and watch her face glow
in a July jubilation of
Fuchsia, French lipstick and barely there flamingo.

The sky is not blue at all,
The sun’s rays, set the deception
of bouncing through air, scattered on the winds
and absorbed into the ocean’s vastness,
creating optical illusions of iridescent blue
in the natural roof that covers our sphere.
A masterclass in universe wizardry.
Kipling wandered half the earth
to find a blue rose for his one true love,
but nothing came of his forlorn and hapless quest.
Spurned by her and nature alike
he resorted painfully, to red or white.

Iris leaves
spiralling up to flimsy flotilla’s
of purple blue -
Mother nature smiles.













First person narrative Preparation for a Covid Christmas. 
Money can’t buy you everything

“Yes Mum. I’ll be on the 5.15 from Manchester.” Aren’t we always on some kind of train?  “No, I haven’t had a test yet, but I’ll get one after the plane lands.” The plane, a train …in the sky …it even rhymes. Hundreds of people strapped between four sides of metal with wings, all at the mercy of a couple of guys we hope have been suitably trained …that word again … in the art of flying us home through the covid infested air.
“Yes Mum. I’ll wear a mask on the plane and train.” Luckily, she can’t intersperse this with a bus. Buses carrying their human flotsam, at rush hour. Every seat obediently looking forward to personal destinations. Yet each member, chugging along, doesn’t know the destination of their neighbour. The anxious, weary woman, newly unemployed due to the covid pandemic, flicking open her purse continuously checking the contents, if there are any at all.  Her eyes flitting around the bus, nervously, like a rabbit in the headlights. The old homeless man, riding the bus to get a few hours’ sleep on the longest bus journey in the county, with no destination at all. The stench of street emanating from him, ensures he isn’t disturbed on the entire back seat bench. Human’s derailed.
“Don’t sit next to anyone with a cough” lectures mum. “You’ve been living in sunshine for a year. You don’t know how cold it is here in December.” The ‘Mum list’ of do’s and don’ts carries on like a genealogical train of thought, built into mother’s DNA since the birth of Christ. I won the lottery just over a year ago, a few million quid. I buggered off to Barbados with my girlfriend and then called for the lads, my buddies from school-days, to join the carnival, living it large, twenty-somethings with no money worries. “Don’t blow your stack” Mum had warned, an image of her wagging her finger sternly at me while holding her phone in the other hand, on the end of the line. And who can blame her? Thirty something, and my first thought would have been to buy a house, several houses, but at twenty-three it was all sun and fun and rocking up in the Caribbean, steaming ahead.
“We have to form household bubbles” she continued. Coming back to Wales for Christmas wasn’t what I had in mind this year. I was going to fly the family out, first class, all aboard the holiday express, five star hotels for mum and dad and the grandparents, a small thank you for raising me. My mum, God bless her, has brought five lads up, not one of us has fallen on the wrong side of the tracks, and she wanted the family to be together for Christmas. According to the bloody government that would make too many bubbles, as only one of us lives at home currently full time. Bubbles eh? And Wales in the bleak mid-winter. I showed my girlfriend a photo of Snowdon, all picturesque, Christmassy white, winter wonderland. However, down in the towns along the coast, many businesses have come to the end of the line and I’m assuming boarded up shops will be the scene that greets me on arrival.
“I’ve bought you an Advent Calendar. The Cadbury’s one you like. I got Joe the Lindt one and Pascal the Malteser’s one…” on Mum went. I chuckle inwardly at Mum’s insistence she still buys grown men, albeit her sons, an Advent Calendar every year. My eldest brother, Pascal the Rascal as the family call him, is thirty-three, married with two kids of his own. He’s making headway in the advertising world, and currently trying to market the lousy services of Transport for Wales who need more than an advertising whizz to convince their customers that two carriages is the way to go in peak summer. This year the company clapped their hands in glee, as their bloody awful trains were side-lined due to the crisis. Tourists who normally flocked to the coast, luggage banded together in warped suitcases borrowed from Gran, from an era long associated with brown everything, only materialised in July. 
Little kids from the north-west of England, many of whom had never seen a beach or had that exhilarating first dash into the chilly sea, pulled Trunki’s. You have to admire a brilliant concept to market luggage at kids whose holiday attire had always been packed in with their parents in the brown suitcases, previously. Maybe something I ought to invest in. It’s always fun to see the tourists make neither head nor tail of our absurd signposts that point to the ‘Holiday Camp’. The arrows signal the wrong way, and they desperately ask directions from a passer-by who points them onto the right track, a backwater in the middle of nowhere, so residents aren’t disturbed by frenzied partying, or worse still, the frenzied drug-taking.
“I’ll get your favourite record out!” exclaimed Mum. I groaned. Dad is a massive vinyl-head. He has a Slade LP he gets out every year, and my line is Noddy Holder singing ‘It’s Chriiiiistmaaas!’ But it wouldn’t be the festive season without a few of those old favourites – Wizzard, The Pogues, Springsteen, and my fave, Chris Rea. Still Driving Home for Christmas, is poor Chris. Hope he’s wearing a mask this year if he’s stuck in a jam. Getting out on the motorway, with hundreds of other maskless motorists, all dancing around hugging each other, isn’t my idea of fun, but then driving home for Christmas isn’t either. Wonder if Chris has ever thought about getting the train instead?
“I’ve got to go Mum. See you tomorrow. Can’t wait.” It was, at last, my turn to talk. My turn to get a word in edgeways. She does like to talk nineteen to the dozen, my mum. So, home to a covid Christmas. We’ll make the best of it. Family time is more important than money, even in the bloody cold. Vaccination in the New year hopefully. A few miles down the track there’s a light at the end of the tunnel, it’s some way off, but us passengers waiting to board, are eager to resume our journeys.


 Task: Standing on a bridge with no handrail, needing to get across. Description of emotions, place. Extending the narrative with voices calling from the other side.


Sisters of the Night
Crack! My foot lands on a shattering piece of treacherous black ice. The moon slithers out of a monolithic cloud, long enough for my eyes to alight on the bridge and witness the ice veining, in silvery cobwebs below my foot. Heart. Pounding. Racing. I’ve ran what must be a mile and feel like a sprinter trying to beat a world record. Fear. Adrenalin. Fight or flight? It’s flight. But how far behind is he? Has the ice acted as a trap to catch him, the same way he wants to trap me? Is he zigzagging like a drunk up the river path blindly, or deftly avoiding the downward snakey ice patches and climbing the ladders of firmer ground to get here faster? I fervently hope he’s descending those snakes.
Breath. Hot, raspy, belting out into the January air, like a smoke machine at a party. Our city lives in permafrost, a cauldron of ice. We’re in the record books for how cold it gets. Damn! I can’t see any kind of handrail and the moon is not co-operating. Monstrous shadows loom at every turn of my head.  For a few seconds I inwardly laugh thinking of my lecturer’s poetic sermons, about ‘dancing by the light of the moon’, ‘the moon as feminine’. Well, she’s bloody not playing ball right now is she? What was that Shakespeare said about the moon?  “Oh, swear not by the moon, the fickle moon, the inconstant moon and …” I should have listened more in class. My life’s in peril and here I am, getting bugged by what Shakespeare said about the moon! Silence. He may have slipped, he may have fallen, he may have …but he’s killed at least ten women. Where’s that fucking moon? I look up.
The winter sky is twinkling with numerous stars, and it’s like that scene in Titanic with Rose drifting on the upturned door in the freezing ocean and poor Jack, gripping the wood with frosty fingers, until it’s too late and he’s doomed to a glassy, watery grave. But he was the brave one wasn’t he, Jack? If it hadn’t been for him, Rose would have gone down with the ship, after stupidly refusing to stay with all the other rich bitches in the lifeboat. Well, I can be Jack, but without his chivalrous death.
Brain scramble. How the hell am I going to cross this bridge with no handrail in the dark, or no guiding light to plot my way across? Will I never get to complete my degree? How stupid the thoughts that spill out of an overworked brain, when it should be thinking purely of survival. Images of girlfriends standing around my grave muttering about the vague warnings they gave me of not wandering around Yakutsk at night, on my own, because I’m female and there’s a mad serial killer on the loose. How I’ve shrugged at the newspaper headlines after each murder; woman after woman found in the Siberian snow, their slashed bodies at odds on the previously untainted landscape.
Oh God! The tremor of the earth underneath me, signifies the pounding of feet getting louder as he approaches. Is this it? The choice of how to die, by gruesome murder or by descending into the darkness, and landing face down with my back to the world forever? I have a second to decide…
“Step onto the bridge Anoushka. We will guide you.” The hair on the back of my neck stands on end. One second, I’m hot, the next glacial cold. Sweat forms like beads, trickling down my neck and onto my back. I shiver. My mind must be playing tricks.
“Listen to us Anoushka. Cross the bridge. Do it now!” the eerie ghostly voices command me. I’m definitely not hearing things. These voices are real, coming to me on the biting polar air, but soft, ethereal, like the swish of velvet curtains. He’s feet away now. I look back, just as the moon decides to embrace the night and spills forth her bounty across the earth. Relief rushes over me in waves and I take the first hesitant step onto the bridge, using my arms, spread as wide as the wings of an albatross to balance my journey to safety or oblivion. The bridge creaks even with my slight weight. The mossy covered dark wooden slats are laden with frost, and glitter in the moonlight, but, like Judas, wish to betray my presence to the inky river below.
“Keep walking Anoushka. We didn’t make it, but you will!” whisper the voices urgently, as I hesitantly move forward. The moon beams her smile, as if in some obscure way she is fighting to protect one of her own. I’m a lost female, seeking her protection against the male night, wanting to ravage me, and take my life. The bridge shakes. He’s trying to follow me! It’s only a few metres to the other side. If he plunges onto the bridge, he’ll kill us both. Anger replaces fear. Adrenalin pumps through every vein. I’m crossing to the other side. He isn’t. Plans form in my head haphazardly, as I boldly walk forward, gulping for air and courage simultaneously. Each step becomes a victory. A knife in his back and not mine.
“Nearly there Anoushka. Nearly there…” beckon the voices on the wind of the women he has killed. I take the final strides onto the firm soil awaiting me, cry out in total relief and throw myself into the arms of the moon who decides it’s time to suddenly cover her light in the black cloak of the witching hour. He screams suddenly, as the moon laughs, watching him hurtle into the murky depths below. The river clutches him tightly, her current envelopes him sucking him down. There are no lifeboats or upturned doors to hand. His fate is sealed. The combined elements of sisterhood have defeated him.


The Pantoum. Two pantoums, one from an exercise started in class regarding an event in the recent weeks and the second, a contrasting pantoum tackling a sensitive subject matter.

Pantoum 1
Croeso adref

His sunset hair is kissed by the European summer.
Strobing highlights in the harsh winter sun,
glinting against a backdrop of our humble Welsh street
set against the Clwydian range; Hiraeth, Home.

Strobing highlights in the harsh winter sun,
No screaming solstice seagulls, but gentle murmuring starlings greeted him
set against the Clwydian range; Hiraeth, Home.
A return to Wales, land of Glyndwr, rugby voices thousands strong.

No screaming solstice seagulls, but gentle murmuring starlings greeted him
then a pause, his reflection in the mirrored glass, yearned for,
A return to Wales, land of Glyndwr, rugby voices thousands strong.
A joy felt like the first glimpse of Snowdon’s majesty.

then a pause, his reflection in the mirrored glass, yearned for,
glinting against a backdrop of our humble Welsh street
A joy felt like the first glimpse of Snowdon’s majesty.
His sunset hair is kissed by the European summer.

Pantoum 2 – For Contrast to Pantoum 1.
For background information. This pantoum subject is very sensitive, and difficult subject matter. It is the personal recollection of a fourteen-year-old-girl who met a twenty-three -year-old man back in August 1975 on a riverbank. They met up weekly, in a strong platonic relationship, despite the obvious moral dilemma, which encompassed him. They married when she was seventeen and were married for forty years until his death in 2018. He was the love of her life, and she, his.

An Uncomfortable Truth

Memories of the river-bank flooded with a flame-red Harvest Moon.
Flirtatious glances from my fourteen-year-old face,
His manly physique cause for excitement,
girly giggles in a strawberry, ribboned 70’s maxi.

Flirtatious glances from my fourteen-year-old face,
He does everything to resist our May to December,
girly giggles in a strawberry, ribboned 70’s maxi.
Forbidden fruit, much too young.

He does everything to resist our May to December,
My middle-class vowels versus his working class slang,
Forbidden fruit, much too young.
Who could know August would last for forty ruby years?

My middle class vowels versus his working class slang,
His manly physique, cause for excitement,
Who could know August would last for forty ruby years?
Memories of the river-bank, flooded with a flame-red, Harvest Moon.
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