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When Lynne Murray set out 
to write a romantic comedy about 
love and marriage, she conjured 
up a rebellious, plus-sized 
heroine whose idea of dressing 
up is wearing a monster movie 
T-shirt and jeans to go to the 
movies. Yet when indie film 
critic Daria MacClellan 
meets her match, her 
wedding is hijacked by 
family drama and she 

finds herself heading for a formal 
wedding planned by Sky, her perfectionist, 

anorexic older sister. Daria adores her fiance and loves 
horror films, but her wedding seems to be spiraling downward. Will 

a picture perfect pink—or periwinkle—wedding turn her into 

Bride of the Living Dead?
“Bride of the Living Dead is an irresistible comedy that’s got it all:  a big, beautiful, witty heroine, true love, 

scary stalkers, reluctant in-laws and monster movie magic. Buy, it, read it, laugh out loud 
and enjoy the heartfelt love story.”

 Jaqueline Girdner 
author of the Kate Jasper & Cally Lazar 

mystery series 
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Nashville, TN—In Lynne Murray’s newest novel the  dream of a picture-perfect wedding becomes the 
stuff nightmares are made of—that is, if nightmares were scripted by the Marx Brothers.

“I hate weddings,” declares big, beautiful and rebellious Daria MacClellan, heroine of  the romantic 
comedy Bride of the Living Dead. “If you had a sister like Sky, you would too.”

Daria, an independent film critic, wants to marry the man she loves, but finds herself slipping on the 
rose petals on the road to matrimony as if they were banana peels. She’s most comfortable in a monster 
movie poster T-shirt and blue jeans, but when family drama hijacks her engagement she’s trapped into a 
formal wedding with her perfectionist, anorexic sister planning the whole thing.

Bride of the Living Dead is being published in original trade paperback ($18.95) and ebook format 
($9.95) June 1, 2010 by independent publisher Pearlsong Press. The first people who purchase a paperback 
copy of the novel from the Pearlsong press website (www.pearlsong.com) will be eligible for a special 
promotion by the author and publisher.

Murray has donated 44 autographed first edition copies of her first novel, Termination Interview (1988, 
St. Martin’s Press), as a giveaway for people who buy a paperback copy of Bride of the Living Dead and one 
other paperback book from the Pearlsong Press website. Those 44 customers will also receive a free booklet, 
“The Road to Life-Sized Fiction,” in which Murray writes about her journey from writing novels with slim 
heroines (Termination Interview and its sequel, Death Flower) to writing sleuths—and independent film 
critics—of size.

Murray is the award-winning author of four fat-positive mystery novels featuring Josephine Fuller, a 
sleuth of size who doesn’t apologize, as well as the earlier mystery series and three ebooks of encouragement 
for writers. 

The first of her Josephine Fuller novels, Larger Than Death,  won the Distinguished Achievement 
Award from the National Association to Advance Fat Acceptance (NAAFA), but the novels are now out 
of print. 

Murray wonders if “books with a lower fat content” sell better, particularly where female characters are 
concerned.  But she just can’t write books in which all the characters are thin.

“I don’t live in a world like that, and the idea of such a narrow range of humanity saddens me,” she says 
in “The Road to Life-Sized Fiction.”

 “My friends and neighbors and the people I love and hate come in all sizes. In my fictional world, at 
least some of the fat characters have to stand up and face the issues that real fat people deal with every day 
of our lives.”

And so does Daria in Bride of the Living Dead.
Bride of the Living Dead is available at Amazon.com, BarnesandNoble.com and other online retailers, 

and by special-order at brick-and-mortar bookstores, as well as from the publisher’s online store at www.
pearlsong.com. 

Murray is promoting the book with a blog tour and a June 9 teleconference call with her publisher, 
Peggy Elam, in which fans are encouraged to participate (www.pearlsong.com/pearlsongconversations.
htm). 

Author sheds low-fat standards to pen life-sized novels 
Romantic comedy Bride of the Living Dead is latest offering  

from award-winning author Lynne Murray



Lynne Murray

I knew I wanted to write a novel featuring a fat heroine 
with a take-no-prisoners attitude when the book hit the 
wall. I threw the novel I was reading when I reached a 
page where the book’s heroine sneers at a fat character. 
It was one fat joke too many. I had to do something.  
 

I wasn’t sure how to create a fat fictional character who refused to be ignored or disrespected. It turned out 
that what I had to do was to become a self-accepting woman of size in the process of writing about one.
 
Larger Than Death, the first book in the mystery series featuring Josephine Fuller, a sleuth of size who 
doesn’t apologize, won the National Association to Advance Fat Acceptance (NAAFA) Distinguished 
Achievement Award. 
 
In Bride of the Living Dead (Pearlsong Press, June 2010), I set out to write a romantic comedy about 
love and marriage. I conjured up a rebellious, plus-sized heroine whose idea of dressing up is wearing 
a monster movie T-shirt and jeans to go to the movies. Yet Bride of the Living Dead finds our heroine 
trapped into a formal wedding with her anorexic, perfectionist older sister planning the whole thing. 
 
My humorous short pieces have appeared in magazines and newspapers. Many of these articles, including 
the most fun one of all—an interview of Darlene Cates, star of What’s Eating Gilbert Grape—are available 
on my website at www.lmurray.com.
 
I came to San Francisco to go to college and ended up staying. I received a B.A. in psychology from 
San Francisco State University. The city is the setting for Bride of the Living Dead and it has been 
the setting of most of my fiction since my first book, Termination Interview, was published in 1988. 
 
I share an apartment with a small group of extremely mellow cats, who are all either rescued or formerly 
feral.

Website: www.lmurray.com • Phone: 415-504-2961 
Blog: brideofthedead.blogspot.com



An excerpt from

I  hate weddings. If you had 
an older sister like Sky, you would too. 
Sky was perfect. Her wedding was per-
fect. It almost killed her.

I’m Daria, the rebellious indie film critic, the fat sister. Nobody expected me to get married. Eight 
years after Sky’s wedding, the rose petal perfection of it all still hung over me like a mocking pink 
cloud.

Not that I didn’t have a love life—or at least a sex life—but I’ll talk about the Worst Boyfriend 
Awards later.

Our hippie parents named their new child Skylark, but the lark got lost during elementary 
school. Even so, I figured Sky’s name sealed her fate as a super-achiever. Her law school yearbook 
contained an abnormally high percentage of future litigators with flinty eyes and granola hippie 
names like Karma, Moonrise and Weed. One unfortunate guy named Peace Train wound up on 
Wall Street specializing in hostile takeovers—he just uses the initial P.

Sky chose her weapons and polished them every day. Platinum blonde hair, starved-thin body 
and a smile that dazzled people, even when she was rolling right over them.

By the time Sky got to high school she had the marriage thing all figured out. I was still in ju-
nior high, so I was very impressed when she broke it down for me into five steps. It sounded pretty 
simple.

Step 1. Find a man.
Step 2. Get him to propose.
Step 3. Plan the wedding.
Step 4. Do it. 
“It” meant get married, not to Do It with the guy. We laughed about that later, but at the time 

Sky was so focused on her goal that “It” could only mean getting the ceremony completed. She said 
there might be some obstacles like finding the right dress, but after the wedding you can get to the 
next step, which is the whole point, right?

Step 5. Proceed to married life.

The 
Incredible 
Shrinking 
Bride

Chapter 1



Even then, I thought if I ever got as far as Step 2, I was planning to skip directly to Step 5, with the 
briefest possible stop at the formalities of Step 4.

Sky was a little vague on how she got through Steps 1 and 2 of her plan, finding the man and get-
ting him to propose. I was going through a cynical phase the summer she got engaged, so I asked her if 
tranquilizer darts were involved. She told me I must be confusing her social life with my own. I do love 
my sister, even though we are such polar opposites that we drive each other crazy.

When she found a fellow attorney to marry and raise little attorneys, she planned the perfect wedding. 
By the time she told me she was getting married, Sky was already hip deep in Step 3—Planning the Wed-
ding. Even her notebooks had notebooks. Her diagrams had footnotes, and her checklist had breakaway 
sheets for delegating tasks. She was hard to be around, but she was hardest on herself.

Sky had been starving herself even more than usual for months. You could count every rib and her 
collarbone stood out like a coat hanger. Christmas Day she decided she was ready to try on our granny’s 
ivory silk, pearl-encrusted, lace-trimmed wedding dress. It was one of those holiday seasons when we all 
observed that Sky was eating—at least a little. She might have gone in the bathroom afterwards to get rid 
of it. I tried not to think about that. Even our parents couldn’t get her to eat when she was in starvation 
mode, and nothing I did or said made any difference.

Standing barefoot on the linoleum floor of the basement rec room, Sky stepped into the dress and 
held it up while Mom pulled gently, but hopelessly, on the gaping back.

It didn’t even fasten around her rib cage, the bones of which were prominently visible.
Sky twisted violently away, took a half step and started to cry, sitting down on the floor with a spatter 

of seed pearls bouncing around her like spilled rice.
I wanted to cheer her up with a joke about how if she had a rib or two removed, the damn thing 

might fit. Mom could see me taking a breath to speak and she shook her head. “No joking, Daria,” she 
whispered to me.

She didn’t have to say that. I probably wouldn’t have made the wisecrack. Even I could see that, un-
hinged by severe malnutrition and impending matrimony, Sky might not get that what I said was in fact 
a joke.

I’ve been blamed way too many times for that kind of thing.
Mom went to get a box of tissues. Sky kept crying. I sat down on the green Naugahyde chair a few 

feet away. I wanted to hug her, but she had drawn her knees up and hidden her face in her hands. When 
she did that it scared me much more than when she went into tank mode and rolled over everything.

I took a deep breath, “Sky, you have to remember that the grandmother who wore that dress was 
practically microscopic. The woman was five foot nothing and tiny. Maybe we have leprechauns in our 
family tree on our mother’s side.”

Sky sat with the dress crunched up around her waist, her hair covering her face, silently sobbing. I 
clasped my hands, helpless. Our father’s side of the family was built to dig ditches and lift heavy loads, 
but telling her this was our sturdy peasant heritage would not comfort her. As the designated fat sister, I 
wasn’t about to remind Sky that if she ever ate normally she might get like me.

“Come on, Sky, you remember, we used to lose track of Grandma when we were in the same room.”
“That was because she was old and fell asleep all the time.” Sky still clutched the antique lace hand-

kerchief that had been packed in with the dress. She raised it to wipe her face and started to sneeze. We 
had moved several dusty boxes to find the one that held the wedding dress.

“Okay, I grant you, it would have been easier to keep track of Granny if she snored louder. But if you 
sat her down in a chair behind a lamp or something, she disappeared.” I took a deep breath and risked 
it. “You and I are obviously big-boned while she was not.”

“Oh, right, Daria. Big-boned.” Sky sneezed again and Mom came in with the tissue box. “That’s just 



an excuse.”
“In this case, it’s reality, Sky. You can’t shrink your rib cage.” That was as close as I came to the joke 

about taking out a few ribs. I gave up on it. I’d never be able to use it—certainly never in front of Mom, 
who took away the handkerchief and handed the tissues to Sky.

Mom got down on the floor next to Sky and started picking up the pearls. “We could get the dress 
altered,” she said. “Maybe the seamstress could put in a matching lace panel.”

“No, thanks, Mom. It would look funny.” Sky took a deep shuddering sigh, struggled to her feet with 
Mom’s help and started to shrug out of the dress. “It has to be perfect. I still have time. I’ll find another 
dress.” She raised her face and as her platinum blonde hair fell back, her usual expression fell into place. 
Tank Girl was back, pleasant but unstoppable, calm but driven, a force of nature in a shiny gold package.

You would have had to look hard to see the resemblance among the three MacClellan women in that 
rec room. Our mother, round-faced and apple-figured, her brown hair gone mostly gray, with calm, em-
pathetic brown eyes. If worrying ever became an Olympic event, she would be on the team. Sky, artfully 
blond and impossibly thin, her eyes the same dark brown but slightly sunken, with a feverish gleam. Then 
there was me—plus-sized and deciding to be defiant about it. Dark hair, dark eyes—dark thoughts.
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My new motto is Self-Esteem Through Murder, but I should explain that I’m a mystery writer, 
so the killing is theoretical. In fact, I’m the kind of wimp who keeps a glass jar and cardboard 
around to rescue bugs that wander into my bathtub. 

I do write murder mysteries. (They don’t always get published, but that’s a whole different rant—don’t 
get me started.) My first mystery, Termination Interview, published in 1988, had a heroine who was, like 
most fictional female sleuths, very athletic. I modeled her appearance after a Wonder Woman-type Aikido 
practitioner acquaintance (except for the nose ring). I figured a mystery heroine would have to be very 
muscular in order to fight off bad guys. 

There was a fat character in that book, and I had a hard time describing her. I spent literally hours on 
one sentence and never quite said what I wanted to say. What I ended up with was this: “She wore the kind 
of fat fashion-boutique clothing that earnestly strives to make a yellow onion look like a green onion and 
succeeds in producing a stuffed pepper look.” 

I couldn’t seem to keep my fat character from coming out self-hating, spineless and actually kind of 
tragic. 

Then I read a mystery by a favorite author. (I won’t name names.) She had her private eye hesitate to get 
into a rickety elevator with a fat, old woman “who weighed more than 200 pounds” because the heroine 
was afraid the elevator couldn’t handle the weight. I tell you I threw that book against the wall. As a woman 
well over 200 pounds I was enraged. Logically, we know that even small elevators are tested to hold more 
than 1,000 pounds. 

But we’re not talking about objective pounds. We’re talking about prejudice. 
The depth of my rage told me I needed to write about that very thing—a woman who admits to 

weighing more than 200 pounds and feeling good about herself. There was, however, a little problem. I 
was a long way from feeling good about myself and had trouble imagining someone like me who truly did. 
Even if I had met someone like that, it felt very taboo to talk about it. It was comparatively easy to project 
myself into the head of a crime-fighting Amazon. It was much more of a stretch to see a fat woman (like 
me) not as a sniveling victim but as a capable, beautiful central figure who has life and death adventures. 

I had to take time off from this artistic dilemma when my husband’s chronic illness put him in a coma, 
then out again, then back in. It became very clear that he would die soon. 

He was a thin person and very easygoing. During the early phases of his illness he had always been able 
to demonstrate that he was as smart as the doctors and they treated him with respect. 

But once he couldn’t speak for himself it was up to me to make sure his wishes were carried out. I 
ended up doing a few months of hard time at the VA Hospital, dealing with doctors who were frequently 
unsympathetic and often manipulative. I noticed that doctors first expected to roll right over me like a 

GREEN ONIONS,
YELLOW ONIONS, 
SELF-ESTEEM 
& MURDER



tank. When I stood up, talked back and demonstrated that I had read the same literature they had, we would 
talk. When I still wouldn’t agree with what they wanted, they were shocked and unbelieving. Later I realized 
that middle-aged, fat, cheaply dressed woman equaled “pushover” in their minds. 

Once they took me out of the “pushover” box, they put me squarely in the “troublemaker” box. I didn’t 
much care whether they ended up respecting me or not. I got what I wanted and what my husband needed 
so that he could die with friends nearby. 

During the year after he died, I tried to understand some of what I had seen as it related to me and to other 
large people. It began to dawn on me that (a) a lot of people underestimate fat people, and (b) that doesn’t 
have to stop a fat person from getting what they want, no matter what anyone thinks, or does, or says. 

With that in mind, I picked up my manuscript again. 
I did decide that my fat heroine would be able to dress better than I can afford to. One friend suggested 

she should be successful at some career. This was also difficult for me to imagine. Not so much the fat 
woman being a success part—it was the part about success being acceptable and not obnoxious. Okay, so I 
have this little problem with authority. Finally, I decided to envision a fat woman who was a success in an 
empowering way for both herself and others. 

There were other roadblocks to imagining this character. I wish I could tell you I first became effective, 
successful and well-dressed and then wrote about it. But hell, the fellow who created Superman probably 
never leaped a tall building in his life. Yet I’d be willing to bet that he believed in truth, justice and The 
American Way. You do your best. 

Eventually the character spoke to me. She told me how to start. “My name is Josephine Fuller and I’ve 
never weighed less than 200 pounds in my adult life—not counting the chip on my shoulder.” Once I knew 
who she was, she could have adventures. 

Also I finally realized what I had wanted to say about onions was this: “A yellow onion is beautiful in its 
own round, tight skin. Why can’t we let it shine as it is and not try to turn it into a green onion?” 

It took several years to know how to write that sentence. 



I’m still refining the sentence! Josephine Fuller’s first adventure, Larger Than Death, came out in 
hardcover in 1997 from Orloff Press. Independent publisher John A. Miller got down in the book 
promotion trenches with me and fought to keep the book available until it found its audience. 

I had my own adventures during that process.
Some audiences gasped at readings when I read the first line where Josephine confessed to never having 

weighed less than 200 pounds, “not counting the chip on my shoulder.” 
People like myself may seek out those rare novels where a plus-sized hero or heroine accepts his or her 

body and gets on with the story, but I encountered people who were offended or put off by Josephine’s 
attitude. One woman said she thought Josephine was arrogant (I think she meant delusional) when she 
thought men were attracted to her. From my own experience, I have to say that it can happen. You just 
might be surprised if I ever decided to kiss and tell.

Orloff Press sold out its hardcover first edition of Larger Than Death, although it took two years. No 
major publisher would have stuck with it that long, and John A Miller gave me Orloff ’s blessing to accept 
the offer from St. Martin’s Minotaur to publish the next three Josephine Fuller books and bring the novels 
to a wider audience.

The audience never got quite large enough for Minotaur, and in 2002, after it was clear the Josephine 
Fuller series could not continue, I came to two conclusions: 

First, if all other factors are equal, books with a lower fat content sell better. 
To be more specific, books do better when the three-letter “F” word is never mentioned, or where it’s 

only used for a fat character (or a character who thinks she is fat) to criticize her own body and either lose 
weight or strive mightily to do so. I leave male fat characters out of the equation because body-bashing and 
anxiety about food have taken the place of fears about sex for female characters and readers of some kinds 
of books. I think it’s different for male readers, but I can’t speak for them.

Over the years, I’ve often wondered whether my own books would sell better with fewer fat characters.  
Frankly, I’m such a contrary sort that I’ll bet I’d find a way to throw a monkey wrench into the popularity 
contest even if I resisted the temptation to add self-respecting fat people to the cast of characters in my 
books. 

Which brings me to my second insight: Even if someone guaranteed me success, I could not write books 
where all the characters are thin. 

I don’t live in a world like that, and the idea of such a narrow range of humanity saddens me. It doesn’t 
exist in any reality outside of television, movies and possibly concentration camps. 

My friends and neighbors and the people I love and hate come in all sizes. In my fictional world, at least 
some of the fat characters have to stand up and face the issues that real fat people deal with every day of 
our lives.



It’s my challenge as a writer to be a compelling storyteller. I work to ratchet up the entertainment value 
high enough that people who disagree with any of my views will be seduced by the characters, hooked by the 
story, laugh at the jokes and hang on for the wild ride. 

One woman told me, “I disagree with you about it being okay to be fat, but I enjoyed the book anyway.”  
I can’t ask for more than that. 

Steve Martin’s advice to young comedians in an interview with Charlie Rose struck a chord with me, even 
though I am no longer young and have never been a standup comic. His advice is: “Be so good they can’t 
ignore you.” That’s become my goal. 

If you’re reading this essay, you probably bought a copy of Bride of the Living Dead.  
Thank you for that. 
I promise to hold up my part of the bargain and write more novels with life-sized characters. I will 

probably have to work harder to get these books into the hands of people who will enjoy them. I accept that. 
I’ve always kept writing whether my books were in or out of print. Sometimes the only way to reach 

people in the world has been essays on the Internet. Now that Bride of the Living Dead has found a home 
with Pearlsong Press, I have hopes that more of my books will reach readers. 
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