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The Southern Ohio Writers’ Collaborative, SOWriters for short, is a writers’ critique group which, in true social media form, accepts members online through several different websites. 

The group began meeting in 2013 at local restaurants, book stores, and the Ross County Library until SOWriters was approached in mid-2015 by volunteers at the Pump House Center for the Arts offering to hold their meetings there. 

SOWriters, led by Debra Gaskill, a childhood Chillicothe resident and former newspaper editor, draws its membership from several Southern Ohio counties. Members come from a number of different backgrounds and work in a number of different genres, including mystery, romance, science fiction, poetry, essays, fantasy and fan fiction. While some are published, both in traditional and independent ways, some write strictly for their own enjoyment. 

The main thrust of the group, however, is for writers to receive actionable critiques for their work. No one is allowed to denigrate another’s work; only positive critiques and methods of improving one’s writing are allowed. At the same time, no one is allowed to just say, “Yeah, it was great. I liked it.”

Members are encouraged to submit their manuscripts a week before the meeting date, and then encouraged to bring their critiques of those manuscripts to the meeting—and expected to check their ego at the door because no matter what someone’s education level is or how often they have been published, all can learn from each other. 

This is the fourth anthology the group has compiled.

In 2015, SOWriters released a Christmas themed anthology called The Gift across several online platforms as a thank you to the community which has embraced and welcomed us. The next work, The Legacy We Leave, which centered on Earth Day, was released in 2016. In 2017, the group released Surviving Christmas.

This fourth anthology, Love Will Always Find You, is the group’s collaboration for Valentine’s day. 

You can find all of these anthologies through several online booksellers and on the group’s web site, https://dgaskill.wixsite.com/sowriters 

The group hopes you enjoy their work and that love will always find you.
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Stephanie McDonald grew up in Ross County and is a graduate of Ohio University. She is a wife, mom, grandmother, teacher, and aspiring author. She is a member of SCBWI, the Historical Novel Society, and the Southern Ohio Writer’s Collaborative. She is a graduate of the Institute of Children’s Literature.

Stephanie has taught in four states and at an international school in Chiang Mai, Thailand. The friendships she has made across the world have added depth and breadth to her life. She has friends from Uzbekistan to New Zealand and many places in between. 

Stephanie is involved in her community and recently helped found a revitalization organization. She enjoys writing fiction, spending time with her family, and visiting friends around the globe.
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Heart’s Repose

By Stephanie McDonald
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Karen pressed pressed the envelope between her fingers and felt a sickness creep through her body. The return address was embossed in navy, the paper screamed expensive. She refused to open it. She knew exactly what it said. Come back. It will be different. She tore the envelope into tiny pieces and watched them cascade into the trash can. Some of the paper fell on the floor, and she rushed to pick it up. She laughed out loud. This was her place. These were her rules. She no longer answered to Thomas Edward Drake. She left the paper on the floor, just for a little, while because she could.

Karen leaned against the wood counter. She’d never attempted carpentry work before, and the finished butcher block gave her more satisfaction than anything had in a long time. The marine varnish was slick and shiny, promising to hold up to years of abuse. Tom would hate it.

She loved it.

The 1972 Prowler Travel Trailer was a mess when she bought it. But then, what could you expect for under three thousand dollars? She’d torn out the flooring, laid black and white 

checked tiles, and over it she’d scattered confetti-colored rag rugs. A small daybed covered in a coral medallion pattern sat tucked below a bank of narrow windows. Under the few cabinets, 

she’d put hand-forged hooks to hang her few pans and miscellaneous kitchen utensils. Photos 

from her travels to Asia and South America gave pops of color to the sparse wall space. Bright 

turquoise paint gave a bohemian vibe to the tiny space and was a middle finger to Tom. He’d 

always insisted on vanilla white. According to him, color was cheap and for people without 

class.

This was her first night in her new home. She’d been living with her friend, Rita, ever since she’d left Tom. There was a short stay with her mother, but that had been a disaster. 

Apparently, Karen should put up with a verbally abusive husband. Why, didn’t all men have issues? And where, heaven forbid, could she find another multi-millionaire and a handsome one at that? 

How could she give up a five-thousand-square foot house? And what about that prenup she’d signed? She’d walk away with nothing.

She’d tried to get her mother to understand how she had become someone she didn’t 

recognize. She ate what she didn’t like, she dressed in clothes that were foreign to her own sense of style, and she gave up her job with a nonprofit, all to please Tom. Her mother just waved her hand and said, “Every marriage requires compromise.”

Her mother had been right about one thing, she’d walked away with nothing. Not even her three-karat engagement ring. She’d left it on the white marble island. Thank God, she had her Jeep she’d paid for herself and a twenty-thousand-dollar CD from her Aunt Libby. She’d 

bought the trailer, had it re-wired, and a new wet bathroom installed. 

A car engine—her heart raced. She checked the lock and pulled back the curtain. She allowed herself to breathe. 

Rita was lugging a box toward the camper. “I’ve something else in the car. Take this! I’ll be right back.”

Karen put the box on the daybed and then pulled the small table up from the wall. The original gray, Formica top was in mint condition. The little banquette of seats was a perfect spot for two. 

Rita pushed open the door, carrying takeout boxes from their favorite Italian restaurant, 

Marcella’s. Tucked under her arm was a bottle of wine. 

“Oh, my gosh, that smells divine. I’m starving!” said Karen.

“I thought you might be. I think lasagna should be added to the aromatherapy product list. The smell makes me so happy. Do you have plates?” Rita held up a bag. “I brought some paper ones just in case.”

“Now, what do you think?” Karen pulled a basket from under the counter and took out two wine glasses, linen napkins, two white plates, and woven placemats. “This is my tableware storage,” she laughed. 

Rita’s eyes traveled around the camper. “Karen, this place is perfect. I love the blue stripe on the outside and how you brought the same color in here—the chalkboard paint on the top cabinets is spot on. You know, I thought you were crazy when you bought this, but I must admit, it works. By the way, the clothes you asked for are in the box.”

Karen nodded, pouring them both a glass of cabernet. “I’m starting to trust myself again. I don’t have someone telling me I’m imagining things or that I’m too sensitive. Shedding all the crap, with Tom being the biggest part of that, was the best decision I’ve made in a long time.” 

Rita pulled a piece of garlic bread in half, dunking it in the tomato sauce. Rita avoided 

Karen’s eyes. “Your mom called for you. Claims she’s been reading up on abuse. She said she understands now, but you won’t answer her calls. I know your mom can be a bit of a pain in the neck. But...” 

“I think that pain is a little lower down,” Karen said, gulping her wine.

Rita laughed. “I get why you’re upset with her. Just wanted to pass on the message—period.” 

Karen nodded. “No more conversation about my mother.”

“Got it. Are you keeping the camper parked here for a while?’

“I think so, but the reason I picked this model is my Jeep can tow it. For the size, it’s 

surprisingly light, around twelve hundred pounds. I’ve got enough savings for several months. 

Now that my place is done, I’m starting my job hunt. There’s so much to get caught up on—LinkedIn, Indeed, Monster. I’m overwhelmed.”

“You’ll find something perfect,” said
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