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Bio

Tamara Linse was raised on a ranch in northern Wyoming. She received a bachelor’s and master’s in English from the University of Wyoming. Her work has been a top-5 finalist for the 2009 Arts & Letters Prize, a top-3% finalist for Glimmer Train’s 2007 Fall Short Story Award for New Writers, and a semifinalist for Black Lawrence Press’s 2008 Hudson Prize for a book of short stories. Her stories have been published in Word Riot and Ramble Underground, among others. She lives in Wyoming, where she is an editor for a foundation.
Comparables

Tamara Linse’s writing is similar to that of Maile Meloy, Louise Erdrich, and Jodi Picoult.

Excerpt from a short story “A Dangerous Shine,” published on Word Riot
When Shine told people she bartended at the Buckhorn, their eyes widened.  “What’s a nice girl like you,” they said, and then their voices trailed off.  “I heard somebody got shot,” they said.  There was a real bullet hole in the mirror, but it was ancient history—part of the bar’s character, like the heads on the walls and the smell of stale beer.  To Shine, it felt safe, like sitting on a gargantuan comfy couch with all your cousins—sunk into the softness, everyone good-naturedly elbowing everyone else.  

Excerpt from novel Deep Down Things, on submission to agents
Jackdaw isn’t going to make it.  I can tell by the way the first jump unseats him. The big white bull lands and then tucks and gathers underneath.  Jackdaw curls forward and whips the air with his left hand, but his butt slides off-center.  Thirty yards away on the metal bleachers, I involuntarily scoot sideways—as if it would do any good.  The bull springs out from under Jackdaw and then arches its back, flipping its hind end.  
Jackdaw is tossed wide off the bull’s back.  In the air he is all red-satin arms and shaggy-chapped legs but then somehow grabs his black felt hat. He lands squarely on both feet, knees bent to catch his weight.  Then he straightens with a grand sweep of his hat.  Even from here you can see his smile burst out.  There’s something about the way he opens his body to the crowd, like a dog rolling over to show its belly, that makes me feel sorry for him but drawn to him too. 
PAGE  

