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- Wendy McClure is a writer and editor who
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Jformulating textile dyes in Scotland and the US.

lives in Chicago. She’s written pieces for
various defunct websites, a magazine that was
once print but is now digital, a print
publication that started out as a zine, and
newspapers that no longer run book reviews
(but also one that still does), and is the
author of several books, including one that

- was based on viral content on her website and

went permanently out of stock after one print
run and as a result was algorithmically priced
by third-party vendors on Amazon for over a
thousand dollars for a while, and one very
short book that was a digital “e-special”
commissioned to promote the paperback
edition of one of her print books but which
instead seemed to just confuse people.
Nowadays she works in children’s books and
in her spare time makes zines for her imprint
called Mystery Family, which she created as a
way to do something with all the terrifyingly

~old scrapbooks and photos and letters she

inherited from this one side of her family. She
ings too.
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Maybe bachl‘g in my 20s, I would
have done zines if I hadn’t been
online. But I dont know. I was
really online once I got there. I
was on message boards; I wrote
for a website; I had a blog. I made
a thing on my website that went
viral, though nobody used that
phrase back then. Also back then
there were still people who didn‘t
understand the concept of getting
50,000 page views in one day.
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And online was its own place
but it led elsewhere too. The
message board led to the
website gig; the blog led to
writing for a print magazine,
and two books happened from
the viral thing. People I met
because of online became my
friends, or even people I dated.

’Aﬂ_fter a while it became all one
W(;rld, online and print, online
and off. This was fine. Or I
guess it was fine as long as the
world was fine.




