


 

Ethan Loughrey - 
Signs and Circles 

 

Ethan Loughrey is currently directing a cross community play in Northern Ireland and 

is working on his first novel. He has a degree in English and History, and a Masters 

in Journalism. Reading, gaming and piano-ing all distract Ethan from his ultimate life 

goal: building a city for paintball. You can follow his exploits, shenanigans and 

general life output on the twitter:@the_messer89. 

 

Miceál Kearney - 
The Making of Sausages 

Hidden Hearing  

 

Miceál Kearney, 32. Living in the West of Ireland. Published in Ireland, England and 

the America. 

Short listed for the 2007 Cinnamon Press Poetry collection award. Inheritance, his 

debut collection was published in 2008 by Doire Press. 

 

Julie Bushell - 
Homeless  

Naming the Baby 

Through The Curtains 

The Artist 

 

Julie Bushell writes for fun, and particularly enjoys stories with a disturbing or 

unusual aspect, a step or two away from the normal. In between completing 

assignments for her local writing group, she is working on her first novel. 

 

Shirley McConville - 
The Christening Gown 

 

Shirley McConville is a freelance writer in her spare time, writing both short stories 

and non-fiction articles. Originally from the North East of Scotland, she now lives in 



 

Yorkshire but retains close connections with her Scottish roots and has had non-

fiction, local interest articles published in the Banffshire Journal. 

 

Danyul Whitaker - 
I want to have one of them Artisan relationships (with you)  

 

Claire Moss - 
Athena’s Wish 

 

Claire Moss is a writer and librarian based in the north of England. She writes mostly 

contemporary fiction with a northern flavour. Her novel, 'Northern Soul Revival' was 

published in 2010 with Snowbooks  

 

A.J. Huffman - 
Two Blue Footed Boobies 

Soaked in Now 

 

A.J. Huffman is a poet and freelance writer in Daytona Beach, Florida.  She has 

previously published six collections of poetry all available on Amazon.com.  She has 

also published her work in numerous national and international literary journals.  

Most recently, she has accepted the position as editor for four online poetry journals 

for Kind of a Hurricane Press (www.kindofahurricanepress.com ).  Find more about 

A.J. Huffman, including additional information and links to her work at 

http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000191382454 

https://twitter.com/#!/poetess222.  

 
Andy Humphrey - 
Dragons 

Alarm 

 
Ashley Fisher - 
Calling 

Corned Beef 



 

La Dolce Vita 

 

Ashley Fisher is originally from South Cumbria and now based in Hull. His poetry has 

appeared in various journals and anthologies in the UK and the US. He also 

organises a monthly open mic night in Hull and co-edits the poetry magazine 

Turbulence. He can be contacted (and possibly collected) at www.ashleyfisher.co.uk. 

 

Steve Harz - 
Drops of us 

 

Steven Harz is a Connecticut based, West Virginia born, and Maryland raised writer, 

and in many cases these places have become characters in his stories. A long-time 

creator in the visual arts, he now creates flash fiction and poetry where themes 

center on the wonder and excitement of young love, the trials and pain of adult 

relationships, and the process of just getting through the day in one piece.  

 

His works have appeared in Ink Monkey Magazine, The Germ, and Pocket 

Thoughts, and is the author of a book of poetry and short fiction titled, "Songs you 

can't dance to." 

 
Rab Ferguson - 
A Shop in Rome 

 
Matt O’Brien - 
Stale Mate 

 

Matt O’Brien studied English Language with Creative Writing at Huddersfield 

University, where he had poems published in GRIST’s ‘A Complicated Way of Being 

Ignored.’ He has been published since then, including a short story in 5 Minute 

Fiction. He is currently writing a novel and waiting to start a PGCE. 

 
William L. Heathcote - 
Room 68 

The Australian 

 



 

William L Heathcote is a writer of all sorts including short stories, novels and poetry, 

some of which have been published. As a York St John Graduate he spent most of 

his degree avoiding the wrath of drunken cyclists. He likes dogs, snooker and 

helping the elderly cross the road. 

 
 
Niall O’Connor - 
The Final Concert    

 

Niall O'Connor is a published poet and blogger, in print and electronic, and reads 

regularly at the Writer's Centre and other popular Dublin venues. O'Connor's poems 

have been published in The Examiner and most recently in The Stoney Thursday 

Book, thefirstcut#, A handful of Stones, Carty’s Poetry Journal, Madrush, Outburst, 

Corvus, God’s and Monsters, A Blackbird Sings, and others.  He was a featured poet 

at the inaugural Fermoy Poetry Festival 2012.  He blogs at the very popular 

dublinepost.blogspot.ie where he has had over 50,000 views over two years. 

 

 
David Clegg - 
Bored In School 

Life And Death And All The Parts Inbetween  

The Inevitable Nearness Of Death 

Wild Boy George 

 

David Clegg is an exciting old face. Friends have said he is ahead of his time. They 

have also said can’t someone bury him and dig him up in seven years. Despite this 

wonderful support David continues to write and paint.  Over the past six years he has 

had several of his “mini plays” performed at theatres in Cheshire,Harrogate and 

more recently at Dean Clough Theatre in Halifax. Several of his plays have been 

performed on Local Radio and on Two Valleys radio “Monday Night Clinic” Arts 

programme.  A few plays have been performed in theatres under his alias, 

Marylebone Watkins and Avril Lunt. They are very nice people.David has produced 

several abstract paintings. David is an ex-teacher. He lives in Harrogate with his 



 

wife, step children and Cocker Spaniel Louis. He says it is a joy to be with other 

creative people, and I for one believe him. 

 
Edwin Birch (David Edwards) - 
A walk 

A Ghost Story 

The Foreign Ambassadors' Annual BBQ & Quiz Night - Part 1: The BBQ 

The Foreign Ambassadors' Annual BBQ & Quiz Night - Part 2: The Quiz 

 

Edwin Birch writes loud, silly and occasionally perplexing things for the betterment of 

mankind (whether mankind likes it or not) and puts them on the internet at 

edwinbirch.tumblr.com. ‘Babbage’s Disease’, his absurdist retelling of the final days 

of the godfather of computers, will soon be available from mOnocle-Lash Anti-Press.  

 

Kevin Tasker - 
The Pet Man 

 

Scott Moore - 
untitled 

 

My name is Scott Moore. I am twenty four years of age. I grew up in a small town of 

about eight hundred people in southern IL. On average today you can find me 

studying to complete my BA in psychology. When I am not studying I love the 

outdoors. 

 

Steve Toase - 
Our Lady of the Underground 

Early Morning Call 

 

Steve lives in North Yorkshire, England and occasionally Munich, Germany. His 

stories tend towards the unsettling and unreal, dealing with revenge, loss, faery, 

chess playing bears and ancient gods. 

 



 

His work has appeared in Innsmouth Free Press, Jabberwocky Magazine, Sein und 

Werden, Cafe Irreal, streetcake magazine, Weaponizer and nthPosition. 

www.stevetoase.co.uk www.facebook.com/stevetoase1 

 

John Paul Brammer - 
Turquoise Birds 

 

John Paul Brammer is a writer from Lawton, Oklahoma living in Norman, Oklahoma 

where he attends college. He writes novels, short stories, and screenplays. His first 

novel, The Mexicandroid: ¡Half Mariachi, Half Machine! will be out this year. You can 

follow him on Twitter @jpbrammer  

 

Bruce Harris - 
Dawn 

 

Bruce Harris, now based in Devon, is having a short story collection called ‘First 

Flame’ published on September 1st 2013 by SPM Publications –

www.spmpublications.com.  It will include twenty five stories which have all won 

prizes, commendations or listings in competitions. The awarded fiction and poetry 

competition list includes Writers’ Bureau (twice); Grace Dieu Writers’ Circle (three 

times); Biscuit Publishing, Milton Keynes Speakeasy, Exeter Writers, Fylde Writers, 

Brighton Writers, Wells Literary Festival, Build Africa Poetry, New Writer, Segora, 

Sentinel Quarterly, Swale Life, Southport Writers’ Circle, Lichfield Writers’ Circle, 

Cheer Reader (three times), TLC Creative, 3into1 Short Story Competition, Meridian, 

Five Stop Story, JB Writers’ Bureau, Flash 500 and Bridport Prize and Bristol 

Prizelonglists. He had also been extensively published in magazines and e-zines in 

the U.K., Canada and Ireland. Listings and samples can be seen 

at www.bruceharris.org 

 

Gary Hewitt -  
An Old Friend 

Gary Hewitt is a raconteur who lives in a quaint little village in Kent.  He has written 

two novels which are currently being edited. His writing does tend to veer away from 



 

what you might expect. He has had several short stories published as well as the 

occasional poem. 
 

He enjoys both writing prose and poetry. His style of writing tends to feature edgy 

characters and can be extremely dark. Some of his influences are James Herbert, 

Stephen King, Bulgakov, Tolkein to name but a few. 
 

He is also a proud member of the Hazlitt Arts Centre Writers group in Maidstone 

which continues to grow from strength to strength and features an eclectic group of 

very talented writers. 

He has a website featuring his published works 

here: http://ghwt9996.wix.com/tales#! 

 

 

 

Ethan Loughrey 
 
Signs and Circles 
 

Sam was hung-over. Not mild headache, bleary eyed hung-over. Not at all. This was 

a nihilistic Blitzkrieg on his senses, his stomach, his thought processes. He barely 

recalled the shuffling ramble through the streets of Dublin, eyes staring hard at his 

feet and stoically refraining from vomiting into the Liffey. 

Lying across two of the hard metallic seats in Bus Aras depot, he waited for the 

Derry bus to arrive. Brief moments of last night’s events fumbled unsuccessfully with 

the memory nerve endings in his brain. He had acted like a prick, that much was for 

sure. He always acted like a dick. Always drank too much. 

Drink. Couldn’t think of that word. Burping quietly, Sam took several deep breaths. 

Thoughts crowded over each other, screaming unintelligibly to be heard over his 

headache. Then his stomach swirled violently again and his headache was 

momentarily forgotten. A woman sitting opposite him frowned disapprovingly. He had 

kicked her bag over when moving into a new position, but couldn’t find the strength 

to evoke words of apology.  



 

It was a bright, beautifully sunny day through the stained windows of the bus station. 

It had taken Sam 45 minutes to walk from Colty’s house and had only noticed the 

weather on account of the unpleasant impact it had on an already sore head. 

Minutes passed with Sam’s body sagging inwards. He prayed that the bus would 

arrive early. Prayed that he would feel better. Hesitating after that last, he checked to 

see how he felt. Not good. 

Miraculously, the bus to Derry pulled in. It was an Ulsterbus, one of the old ones that 

smelt permanently of dust and something sick. Sam groaned. This was exactly not 

the bus he wanted; but he didn’t think about it. Thinking about it would have meant 

action through inaction and that was more than his brain could handle right now. 

Joining the line of people at the automatic doors, Sam stood in place and leant 

forward slightly, holding his stomach. The old man in front of him was wearing a 

woolly cardigan, like his grandmother used to make. Sam focused hard on it, as step 

by step he neared the bus. It took a long time. 

Breath, breath, breath, breath. Focus. 

Head clouded over for a moment and he was at the driver. 

‘Ticket there mate?’ 

Sam hadn’t it ready. His brain strained at being given an order it had to comply with. 

Fumbling with shaking hands through his pockets, he fished out some torn tissues. 

He could feel the driver staring at him, the people behind him pressing forward with 

their minds. 

Finally, he pulled the crinkled little blue sheet out of his wallet – when he looked 

there it wasn’t hard to find. The only paper in the damned thing. Traipsing onto a 

seat about six rows back, he ignored the entire world around him. He thought he 

heard someone talk to him at one stage but he couldn’t hear their words, and even if 

he could, wasn’t sure he wanted to.  

Something about the bleary fuzz in his brain detested the thought of human contact 

right then. Partly out of loathing for its inevitable condescension, partly out of shame 

and partly out of a simple recognition that more than five words with someone might 

prove too great a strain on his ability to not throw up. 

Pressing his head against the cool window of the bus, Sam tried to forget about the 

sensations ripping through his body. Tried to forget about the unpleasant dusty smell 

of the bus. It was then that hazy memories of last night began to trip and stumble 

back into his mind. 



 

There’d been silly talk about past drunken times and about sex. Then there’d been 

the serious stuff; family problems, abuse, bitching. That type of stuff. 

Sam tried to forget, to focus on the hangover, but the persistent feeling of utter dread 

made him unconsciously try to recall what exactly it was he didn’t want to remember.  

The bus shuddered and began to move – and Sam remembered. His mind 

screaming in horror and confusion, he fell asleep. 

The taste in Sam’s mouth as consciousness returned was not a pleasant one. It was 

warm now and he was sweating slightly. It was a sick sort of sweat, uncomfortably 

sliding over his body. His left arm was tingling horribly and his head throbbed. 

Outside the bus passed a sign reading ‘Emyvale 4’. Sam tried to rally himself – 

Emyvale meant the bus was near Omagh which meant he could get off for fresh air 

and water. If he could move; that prospect was still seriously questionable. Right 

then though, if anything could spur him into movement, it was the idea of fresh air. 

The stale smell of the bus seemed to be getting worse. Reclining back into the seat, 

he reached up and put on the air conditioner, in the hope that would improve his 

state somewhat. It did not. A half hearted wisp of warm air landed gently with that 

stale smell. He turned it off again quickly, pressed his face against the cold off the 

window for some miniscule placebo. Seen a sign. ‘Emyvale 4’.  

The headache got slightly worse. It seemed like the bus had been driving for at least 

ten minutes since he’d seen the previous sign. He struggled to recount –it surely had 

been ten minutes. 

Fucking signs. 

His hands were tingling. The left arm in particular felt like a nervous centre of 

drunken electrical currents. It felt horrible. Sam’s body was hungover; it was sick. 

‘Emyvale 4’. 

Sam blinked. Felt his heart beat faster. There was no Goddamn way that 

happened... He tried to make sense of it, to take in the surroundings to see what had 

changed. The same farm house with the long black barn. He’d seen that twice now. 

Maybe this was the third time? His head pounded harder, it was difficult to tell. He 

pushed himself into a position where he was leant forward. All Sam wanted was to 

get off this bus. Anger began to seep through him. He focused on the outside, 

staring as carefully as he could force himself to, at the landscape passing by the bus. 

A house with worn yellow paint and a sizeable garage. Fields, the grass dark and 



 

long, then short and in patterns. A man walking his dog along the road.  Sam began 

to relax; let out a breath like a decompression pump. 

‘Emyvale 4’. 

Sam flinched violently away from the window.  

“What the fuck? What the fuck?” Fear seeped into his mind. Grabbing his hand, Sam 

pinched the skin hard. It hurt. His breath started coming in short gasps. Then 

someone grabbed him from the seat next to him. He threw himself back against the 

window – he couldn’t see anyone. He stood up and looked up and down the bus. 

Sam himself had sat near the middle; the nearest people all seemed far away, either 

at the very front of the bus or at the very back. 

Get control of yourself. Breathe. There’s an explanation here, you haven’t stumbled 

into the Twilight Zone. 

He sat back down slowly. His whole body was shaking, his head felt faint from fear 

and toxins, still running free from the previous night. The bus seemed utterly silent 

except for his laboured breathing. He didn’t want to look out the window. Leaning 

forward and covering his eyes, he rocked slowly back and forward. His heart was 

palpitating unpleasantly. His back was sticky with sweat and his head was in utter 

turmoil. He couldn’t focus long enough to calm himself down, couldn’t force his brain 

to reason out what was happening. Slowly, shaking, he turned his head to the right. 

There it was. The sign passed by again. Then the farmhouse with the black barn. 

The yellow house. Fields. They went past it again. The bus seemed to be moving 

faster now. Tears formed in Sam’s eyes. 

What is going on? 

Black barn. Yellow house.  

‘Emyvale 4’. 

‘Can someone help me?’ His voice was quiet, his mind lost in a whirlwind of toxins 

and horror.  

“Anybody?” His voice was louder. It seemed the only thing he could do.   

“Somebody please fucking help me!” The sign was rolling past constantly now 

outside. As soon as it passed out of sight of the window, it came back in the other 

side. And again. 

Crash the bus. I need to crash this fucking buss. 

Almost delirious now, Sam pushed himself up and started for the driver. Something 

caught his leg and held him. He pulled violently against it, ignoring it – eyes set on 



 

the front of the bus. It seemed much closer now than it had before. Had he been 

sitting in the middle or near the front? 

The thing held on, apparently determined to make him live this hell over and over 

again. Well Sam didn’t want to. Without looking back, Sam threw a fist as hard as he 

could and connected with something solid. It released its grip, but did so with a cry of 

pain. Sam hesitated and finally turned around. Outside the signs were still flying 

past. In the seat that had seemed to be holding him was Ciara. Has she been there 

all that time? 

‘Ciara, what...? Oh baby, I’m so sorry.’ His voice was high pitched and cracked as he 

realised what he’d done. She had a sizeable red mark on the side of her head, was 

holding it with a look of disbelief. There were no tears though. 

‘Sam, sit down. It’s okay.’ 

“I... I don’t know what the fuck is happening.” He slumped down, Ciara moving to the 

window seat. She took him in her arms and held him as he cried. 

“It’s okay, we’re almost there. Just hold on.” 

The pain in his head seemed to roll back. He fell asleep. 

 

The elderly man sitting two seats back on the other side of the bus watched the 

young couple. It was difficult not to after the boy had started yelling to himself, but he 

was asleep now by the looks of things. So was the girl. The way he’d been acting 

hadn’t made any sense; talking to himself, muttering about Emyvale. Poor Emyvale 

had done nothing to him to warrant such abuse. He had been genuinely frightened 

though. The boy had seemed delusional, genuinely unstable. He didn’t try to 

understand him – such people were beyond understanding. Idiots and cretins. 

As if hearing his thoughts, the young man sat up. His girlfriend – if that’s what she 

was – still lay sleeping. He looked at her for a few seconds, then kissed her on the 

cheek gently. She stirred slightly but didn’t wake. The boy then slowly, as if not to 

wake her, edged backwards and stood in the aisle. He started toward the front of the 

bus. The old man turned away. It wasn’t for him to worry about such things. 

 

 
Miceál Kearney 
The Making of Sausages 



 

  

Eeny, meeny, miny, moe …  

A tough decision, a cruel call; 

which one gets the chop? 

The bullet in the brain. 

The kitchen knife across the throat. 

Rat poison in their tea. 

Locked in the cellar to starve. 

  

Wasteful to murder out write. 

Best to make them brain-dead. 

Frozen alive, until fortunes favour. 

Then thaw, not always as a whole. 

Bits and parts. Salvage and Frankenstein. 

Someone’s heart, another’s eyes 

mix ‘n’ match then hope for the best. 

  

Edit. 

Edit …  

Edit; 

  

  

Hidden Hearing  
  

Anyone sitting here? 

  

5 minutes ago  

we were thrusting in the toilets. 

  

Our clothes take the stance  

of opposing forces. Our alibi.  

Tongues become texts. 

I always have credit when in character. 



 

Each get-away-able touch of flesh 

a trillion-volt surge of lust. 

  

Our eyes transfixed, 

the place could be burning down 

and all the love letters won’t change the fact 

that I can not read and you can not write. 

 

 

 
Julie Bushell 
 
Homeless 
 

The placard makes my arms ache, splinters bite my hands. We’ve been here 2 hours 

now, and I look to see if anyone has brought sandwiches. That’s my reason for being 

here; do-gooders always bring tons of food. 

 

The social workers don’t understand. They think their help and advice will make 

everything better. Church folk are the same – lead a simple life and all will be well. 

It’s easy for them to say, with their paid-for houses, new cars and fancy holidays. 

 

My life never was simple though. Absent father, different uncle every week, 

sometimes every night, and if there was no uncle, there was no mother. She’d be out 

drinking somewhere, spending money those kind men gave her. 

 

I started running away. Not that I was missed much, Mother belted me one when I 

went back, so I learnt to hide better, and live on my wits. 

 

The streets are hard to youngsters, there’s no food or help – that’s reserved for older 

folks; they can’t send them back home. 

 



 

When you’re dirty and smelly, people either ignore you or want to use you – there’s 

no comfort in being alone. The first time I was caught trying to get a decent meal I 

ended up in court. The pitying looks were awful. I had no choice though – free meals 

don’t walk up to you. After a few more convictions they sent me down. God I was 

scared, but it’s not as bad as you’d think. Nice clean bed, great food, much better 

than you find in a rubbish bin. Sure, there were issues with some of the pervs in 

there, but nothing worse than you get on the streets. 

 

I’d just settled in nicely, learnt to work the system, when they threw me out. 

Overcrowding they said. Have they not stood in the town centre on a Saturday 

afternoon for Christ’s sake? Or been to a football match? Now that’s overcrowding – 

and by choice! People love being together, talking and being safe. It’s being on your 

own that’s bad. Anyone can get you then, and no one hears you scream. 

 

I tried telling this to those bloody interfering social workers, but they’re just Hell-bent 

on getting you out of prison and into the community. As if the community don’t take 

one look at you and close their doors. Oh they give money to charities that make 

them feel better, cancer ones ‘cause they smoke, heart ones ‘cause they eat too 

much and it makes them sick, and animal ones ‘cause they like to see them treated 

well. They’ll take in any stray dog or cat, but all I get is a caution that one more arrest 

and I’ll go down big time. 

 

I look at the crowd around me, other homeless here for the grub, pimps, pushers and 

students. The cops are arriving now, raising jeers from our side to deafening level. 

I’m not sure what we’re protesting about, but I join in anyway, it’s nice to have 

friends. 

 

Then we start to move – funny that, ‘cause no-one said we were going anywhere. 

The cops move in and start hitting and shoving. One grabs my arm and drags me 

across the road. He yells at me to stop shouting, like it’s not a free country or 

anything. It’s starting to rain now. He says if I don’t moderate my language and stop 

threatening him he’ll arrest me. It’s going to be cold tonight. I raise a fist. 

 

‘Now you’re fucking dead’ I say. 



 

 

Naming the Baby 

 

In the supermarket Sue grabbed nappies, jars of food and some clothes along with 

the usual vegetables and milk. 

 

She hated leaving the baby alone, but with all her family gone and no pram yet it was 

the only option. She sped towards the checkout queue, nearly ramming an elderly 

lady who wandered in front of her. She thought about asking her name, but that 

might appear rude. Never had names been so important. 

 

They said she should not have children. One way of closing the door on inherited 

diseases was to end the line. Such a sensible concept, everyone had agreed, but 

deep down a voice started to scream. For the next 20 years, it howled in silence, 

twisting internally at the mere sight of a pram. 

 

All that time to think, yet no name had ever come to mind that was good enough for 

the glorious bundle that was now hers. She had liked Kelly, but it was too close to 

Kate, and Kate, Katie, Katherine or the like was certainly not going to do; nor would 

anything too fancy, like some porn star name, or anything that could be a source for 

bullying at school. 

 

Sue thought of her old colleagues, but the nice ones all had boring names, she did 

not want to think about the rest. Fortunately she didn’t have to return to work, there 

was plenty of money for everything they would need, even enough to cover 

university fees, and driving lessons, though she probably wouldn’t be around to see 

those days herself. 

 

That did not concern her, because she would forever own these days, and the ones 

over the next 15 years or so. Plenty of time to set up a child to cope with the world. 

For Sue, the first smile, the first words, the first steps, they would always be just for 

her, and they were still ahead. 

 



 

She read magazines for stories that contained names, but the best ones seemed to 

belong to fraudsters and murderers, or the murdered. 

 

She threw a newspaper into her trolley whilst she waited for the old woman in front to 

pack her bags. 

 

Back home she rushed to check on the baby. All fine, she was sleeping soundly. She 

had to register the birth soon, so she opened the paper and searched through for 

ideas. Too many plain names or slapper sounding fancy ones. By page eleven, the 

story of last week’s headline was reduced to a small picture of a distressed, worn out 

mother and the title. ‘Police still have no clues in Baby Kate hospital snatch case’. 

Sue turned the page quickly, and searched for something better. 

 

Through The Curtains 
 

Alice peered through the tiny gap in the curtains. Her limbs ached from standing in 

one place for so long, but still she had to watch the street. She knew they would 

come, after all she had arranged it. They were going to take him away, and though 

her heart desperately wanted to lock them out, she could not stop them. 

 

She had tried to look after him, to love, feed and clothe him. She did her best to keep 

him clean, but somewhere in the hectic blur of caring, she had failed. 

 

It had not been easy letting strangers into her home. Hearing their comments as they 

passed judgement on her, and watching them check every aspect of her house and 

garden. Those officials never spoke plain English to her, but used vague wordy 

phrases that left her wanting to hammer their heads against her flock papered walls. 

She forced herself to smile and nod whilst they fluttered and flowered around the 

subject of her capability. 

 

She widened the crack in the curtains and peered up the road. All quiet. They had 

warned her in their non-direct manner, that the situation would become increasingly 

difficult. She wondered if they knew what difficult really meant. They did not have to 



 

live with someone like him. They did not have to hide away from neighbours in 

shame. 

 

Still she had clung to the hope of keeping him. Life without him was so unbearable 

her mind screamed at any thought of it. As the warnings became more frequent and 

serious, she formed a plan in the long dead hours between dusk and dawn. 

 

A little research can go a long way when the level of desperation is high, and she 

soon bought the items she needed, a small saw, a strong hasp and padlock. 

 

A car drove along the street, a bouncy black dog on the rear seat. They had thought 

about buying a dog once, but like so many ideas on the road to old age, it had 

passed them by and somehow no pet had ever graced their lives. Perhaps it was 

because no one had told her to find one. All her life she had let someone else dictate 

what she should to do. It was expected of her when she was young, and she had 

never quite shaken off that need to be guided. She sometimes wondered if that was 

why she was such a failure when it came to looking after him, it meant making too 

many decisions of her own. 

 

The curtain jerked in her hand when she saw the hearse start its crawl towards her 

house. She drew the fabric together closing the gap and hurried over to the coffin. 

She had specifically asked the undertaker to make a large casket. She told him that 

she did not want the mourners to realise just how much his illness had withered 

away such a once large man. 

 

Her joints protested painfully as she climbed in on top of him, and pulled the lid 

down. Her hand shook in the weak torch light she used to fasten the clasp inside, 

and padlock it tight. From the outside, it simply looked screwed down; she had sawn 

the screws short, and glued them into place. She knew that The Code of Cremation 

Practice forbids the opening of the coffin once it arrives at the crematorium, and the 

arrangement with the undertaker was to take the coffin straight there, and conduct 

the service without her. She had explained that she would rather say her goodbyes 

in the house that they had shared for 54 years, and would not be following the coffin 

to the crematorium, but would wait out of sight until they had left. 



 

 

By shuffling about, she managed to wrap her arms round her beloved husband, and 

as the front door opened with a gentle creak, she laid her head on his chest, and 

prayed for forgiveness. 

 

The Artist 
 

“Alrighty folks, if you could step out along the rope there we’ll match you up with a 

new friend. Then he’ll be yours for the rest of the week, you’ll catch, groom and ride 

him.”  

 

Chuck watched as the weeks vacationers stood awkwardly near the rope. All from 

England where he advertised his ranch as ideal for would-be cowboys and cowgirls 

with little or no riding experience. Sometimes he used local newspapers, though he 

found adverts placed in funeral directors brochures most useful, as the bereaved 

often had the ready cash and a requirement for a get-away-from-it-all break. 

 

The three girls on the hen week were skinny types, so they got the oldest horses, the 

couple on honeymoon go the two pretty dun ponies, and the bald guy on his own the 

largest in the herd. 

 

As Chuck showed them how to catch and lead, he ran through the required safety 

talk, not mentioning that all his horses were long retired from ranch work, and the 

cows grazing the acres around his homestead belonged to a neighbour, who paid 

him a low rent in return for roping them up in full view of the vacationers, and 

providing him with cheap cuts of beef. 

 

The first few days were always the same, everything taking a long time to do, and 

the rides real slow with lots of encouragement from Chuck. By night they ate round 

the campfire, his wife Betty-Mae bringing out a trolley busting with food, which 

always tasted better outdoors. As they worked their way through the many dishes 

they listened to stories of the Wild West heyday. 

 



 

By Thursday or Friday, depending on how things were going, Chuck would invite 

them all into his home to eat round the large dining table, telling them with great 

sincerity that they were starting to feel like part of the family now. On these evenings 

there would be every type of vegetable and pickle to go with the large steaks on their 

plates. 

 

The couple sat down first, eyes only for each other. Betty-Mae invited the three girls 

to sit near her so they could enjoy some girly gossip. Baldy was given the head of 

the table which allowed him a good view of the trophy cabinet. Chuck's father had 

been a champion competition rider in his day. 

 

As the dishes were passed round Baldy suddenly froze. His eyes locked onto the 

portrait above the trophy cabinet. Chuck leaned a little closed to him,  

“Is everything all right there sir?”  

Baldy didn’t move but continued to stare at the portrait.  

“Who is that painting of?” 

Everyone turned to look at the large gold framed picture, depicting a fine looking 

gentleman dressed in old fashioned cowboy shirt and hat.  

“Why that there is my dear old Gran’papy, God rest his soul.” Chuck spooned some 

beans onto the mans plate then passed them round. “That man built this ranch with 

just a wood saw and lumber from the nearby town.” 

 

Baldy forked some food into his mouth without tasting it.  

“That man is the spitting image of my own late father”  

Chuck looked shocked “Really? Why, that sure is a coincidence, pray tell me about 

your father.” 

 

He listed to the man for a while, and offered him some more beer. As the evening 

drew to a close, Chuck saw the man was still throwing glances towards the portrait.  

“Look sir, I can see that painting disturbs you some. Now I beg forgiveness for 

mentioning this, but my wife and I have a son at college in England, and we sure 

could use a little more money, would you consider buying that painting from us, as it 

clearly means so much to you? I’m sure we could make a good deal here.” 

 



 

Baldy nodded.  

“I don’t have many pictures of my dad; we don’t take them do we?” His eyes flicked 

over to the hen party girls, “well chaps like me don’t take pictures of men anyway. I 

would really like to take that portrait home, what would you take for it?” 

 

Chuck bowed his head,  

“Well, I hadn’t ever thought ‘bout selling a family portrait afore. How does two 

thousand dollars sound?”  

Baldy flinched a little.  

“I was thinking more like, say, one thousand dollars”. Chuck clenched his teeth and 

gave a resigned sigh  

“Well, I could take say, one thousand three if you give your word not to mention this 

to anyone. I wouldn’t like folks round here to think I needed to sell off the family silver 

as it were to get my son through college.” 

 

Baldy mentally calculated the exchange rate and offered his hand. 

“Done, and you have my word - I won’t tell a soul.” 

 

After driving the party to the airport and welcoming the latest group to their new 

home for the week, he left Betty-Mae to settle them in and made a call to England.  

“Hi son, how’s college going?” 

 

“Oh it’s real cool thanks dad. I sure do appreciate that money you sent me, ever 

thing’s so expensive over here.” 

 

“Well you earned it son. What have you got for me this week?” 

 

“Gee dad that list you sent didn’t give me much to go on, but I found one lady who’s 

spending the inheritance from her mother. I got a photo from the obits, and scanned 

it over to you last night.” 

 

Chuck thanked him and went to his computer to download it. Towards the end of the 

week he invited the vacationers into his dining room to share their evening meal; 

after all, they were like family to him now. Above the trophy cabinet hung a large 



 

portrait of a dignified lady, in old western style dress, wearing a pearl necklace with 

matching earrings, her face kindly and a touch expectant, as if waiting for her 

daughter to walk into the room. 

 

 
Shirley McConville 
 
The Christening Gown 
 

The small package lay quietly in her lap; much as he had done all those many 

years ago.  The tissue paper wrapping was yellowed with age and its brittle fragility 

mirrored the skin of her hands.  She looked at the date on the little calendar at the 

side of her chair – 24th January.  Every year on this day since Ian died, she’d brought 

out this package, but she’d never opened it, not until today.   

 It was a bitter winter, 1949 and they’d only just moved into the farm.  It was a 

cruel introduction to her life as a farmer’s wife – one little boy, a baby on the way, a 

husband half-way to being an alcoholic and to top it all, no running water in the 

house.   

 She knew, she just knew that there was something not quite right - knew there 

should be more kicks but she was so busy.  She should have gone to see the doctor 

- but what could he have done?  He might have insisted she go and stay in hospital – 

no, she couldn’t have risked that, there was so much to do to try and make a home 

for her family.   

 The baby was three weeks overdue by the time the pains came and she 

thought it would take no time at all.  No husband at her side – that just wasn’t done in 

those days and anyway, the snow was so bad he had to get back to the farm before 

the drifts blocked the road.   

 It was another two days before Ian finally arrived.  He was so beautiful - the 

only one of her children to inherit his father’s golden curls.  She knew when she saw 

the faces of the doctor and the midwife.  She knew when one of the young nurses 

couldn’t hide her tears and rushed out of the room.  She knew when they wrapped 

him so tenderly in a blanket and there was no hurry to tidy him up or weigh him.  

They were so sorry, so very sorry, but there was nothing to be done.  A hole in the 



 

heart, a blue baby – nowadays they’d have repaired it and he would have been as 

right as rain- but not then, not in those days.   

He lay quietly in her lap, dark eyes staring right at her as if he knew that his 

time was short.   She liked to think that he was studying her face so that he could 

keep her with him always.  The shallow, difficult breaths became quieter and quieter 

with every passing moment.  Then the breathing stopped, almost as if it had never 

been. 

 She wished she could remember exactly what he looked like but all she could 

really picture in her mind was the blue, translucent fragility of his skin.   

 No counselling in those days, no time to mourn, home to her mother and 

father’s house – the snow so bad she couldn’t get to the farm.  Then a little respite in 

the weather, a brief, sad little funeral and then he was never spoken about again.  

 She wanted to scream his name to the heavens in the weeks and months to 

come – but she didn’t.  She wanted to cry and blame everybody and everything 

around her – but she didn’t.  Then when she fell pregnant again, everyone around 

her seemed to breathe a sigh of relief – just what she needed; but it wasn’t.  It was 

the last thing she needed – almost nine months of watching, waiting and wondering.  

Then finally when the baby came, a lovely healthy boy, she could do nothing but look 

at him and picture that other still, silent face.  It got better, of course it did, she had 

no choice, just had to get on with things.  It was what they did then, but she never 

forgot, not ever.  She didn’t think of Ian every waking moment of every day and over 

the years, it became even less but always on the 24th January she went to the back 

of the wardrobe, where the little package lay, and took it out, just to look at it, hold it 

and remember. 

 And today, why today did she finally want to open the package and look at the 

beautiful Christening gown which she had made for her baby, so many years ago but 

he’d never worn.  Why today? 

 As death quietly shrouded her in his final breath and serenely claimed her for 

himself she found the answer.  The shadow of a smile crossed her face as the mists 

of time parted and at last, she saw clearly the beautiful face of her little boy.   

 

 

Danyul Whitaker 



 

 
I want to have one of them Artisan relationships (with you)  
 

Imagine you and me in a one bedroom flat 

Lying on a futon in the middle of the room 

In the middle of the day 

Writing poetry about each other’s eyes your face your hair 

And why it'll never rain on us 

Catching the bus 

To all the trendy places that we know 

The little secret joints in Soho off the beaten road 

And we'll smoke roll up cigarettes like they do in all the movies 

We'll use words like dude and groovy 

Go to all the foodies little Gastro-future-bars 

Ride bikes cos we can't afford to pay for fuel or buy a car 

But we don't care a jot 

Cos they're the lot 

That’ll look like fools 

When the economy crashes 

And goes to ashes they'll be on their asses 

And poets will rule 

 

Image you and me 

Struggling to pay for university, 

And you'll work in an office job 

On weekends I will be a slob 

We'll both be scared of local yobs 

You'll grow an hatred for me knob 

And between us we'll have about 50 bob 

But we'll still have a mattress on the floor 

A big red A sprayed on the door 

And you'll adore what I will write 

We'll sit and talk through every night 



 

And fuck it you know we'll do alright 

I just don't care that I sound like a fool 

At least for us as poets we'll rule 

 

 
Claire Moss  
 
Athena’s Wish 
 

I read a story in the paper last week. I laughed when I read it, but not because 

I felt happy. It was about two men, next-door neighbours. They were twitchers – you 

know, birds and stuff – and they both used to spend every evening after their tea 

down at the end of the garden listening to the owls that roosted in the trees. After a 

while both these blokes, each without the other one knowing, started hooting, seeing 

what the owls would think to that and, to their presumed surprise, the owls would 

hoot in reply, wordless communion between man and beast. Or bird, I suppose. 

Then they would go in and bore their wives and kids about this rapport they were 

building up with the owls. 

Until one day their wives got to talking, swapping tales about their husbands 

over the garden hedge. ‘Do you know he goes out and stands down there in the 

black dark night after night, hooting into space? Reckons he’s talking to those bloody 

owls – even says they get a little dialogue going now and again.’ I visualised the look 

in the other woman’s eyes as it dawns on her that the hours her husband had spent 

down the end of the garden had been frittered away on twitting and hooting at John 

next door. 

The bit that made me laugh (but not in a good way), and put me in mind of me 

and you, is that the wives went straight inside and told the husbands what they’d 

found out, had a good laugh at their expense. And then the next night the men were 

out there again, hooting senselessly to one another as though nothing had changed.  

You see, it didn’t bother those two that they knew it was a waste. The hope it 

had provided, the belief that they, ordinary men in ordinary gardens, were able to 

bond with these majestic, other-worldly creatures – that was enough reason for them 

to carry on.  



 

And that’s like us two, isn’t it? We know the way things are, we know we’re 

wasting our breath. I’m married, you’re married too now. I’ve got three kids, you've 

got one and another on the way. And all the hoarded words, words we’ve spoken, 

words typed in shorthand on a phone, words scratched on paper or sent on the web 

from one side of the world to the other, they will pile up all they want but they won’t 

alter our reality. 

And really those two men are better than us. Because they’re honest about 

what they’re doing, pointless charade or not. Our charade is equally pointless, but 

we haven’t even told each other, or ourselves, that we’re doing it. Couched in the 

banter of friendship, disguised under layers of irony and informality we can say ‘I 

love you,’ we can even say, ‘It should have been you,’ and we can still pretend we 

don’t mean it.  

For a while I waited to hear your real voice, but now I’m glad that I never 

have. I wonder about those two men, how they might react if one day a real owl did 

come along and talk back to them. Would they be scared? Would they run back into 

their safe, warm house and bolt the door? Hug their families close and vow never to 

stray so far down the garden path again? I think probably they would. It’s not about a 

real owl. It’s about the promise that one day, somewhere out of sight in the moonless 

night, there could be one. We both know he’s not there and that it’s better that way. 

And yet… and yet we still go out into the darkness and call to each other like lonely 

people in an empty garden.  

 
A.J. Huffman 
 
Two Blue Footed Boobies 

 
wobbled down the pathway in seemingly drunken duet of 

 

dance.  The joyful enjoinment made me wonder where they were 

 

matriculating from.  Some pre-sailing south-for-the-season 

 

send off, fuelled by spiked spring water, possibly a post-mating 



 

 

bachelor bash complete with beakless dancers, or maybe 

 

celebrating their hatchling’s graduation from flight 

 

school.  Whatever the precursor to this portrait of joviality, I am 

 

glad for its contagious congeniality.  I smiled as I wobbled my own 

 

parting path, headed the other way. 

 

 
Soaked in Now 
 

The trees are performing. Water 

 

all muted and gleaming.  Angels 

 

angling for my ears.  Hear them 

 

whistle.  Whirl 

 

            and dance.  Me. 

 

Inside out. 

 

Our mutual [line]ing is lead. 

 

It permeates 

 

my essence.  (Sub)merges 

 

me.  Immersed.  Still, 



 

 

I float for- 

 

ward.  March 

 

back.  Beginning anew: 

 

  

 

A grain 

 

of salt burned 

 

fleshless (for quick dissolution) inside 

 

a book of letterless C's.  I am 

 

a silent y.  Useless 

 

                               ly necessary 

 

for syllabic discord.  

 

I strike out 

 

  

 

on my two knees I sacrifice 

 

my voice for something shaded 

 

oozy.  Barreling bare 

 

ly below radar.  I chance 



 

 

to enter 

 

             (tain) you 

 

with my perverse ventriloquism.  I 

 

  

 

pull a string(y) mouth 

 

(as yet unowned) 

 

from the rain layering 

 

your mind with mine.  Siphoning 

 

an echo of nothing: 

 

my residual skin. 

 

  



 

Andy Humphrey 
 
Dragons 
  

I learned to dream you 

when I was a boy. 

Long before school, degrees, 

the daily drip of work, 

the well-thumbed piles of poems. 

I keep you 

everywhere there’s space for you 

so I remember we can fly 

  

   
Alarm 
  
The alarm clock scatters my dreams 

like bees before smoke: 

  

Half-glimpsed shadows slithering 

beyond daylight, beyond time. 

  

The Green Man furls his leaves, 

hides his face in creases of bark. 

  

Princes turn back into frogs, slip 

through watery eddies, rippling to nothing. 

  

Scarecrow and tin man disappear 

down rainbow roads paling to grey. 

  

All twelve dancing princesses 

pirouette into sky. Whispers of stars. 



 

  

Jewelled birds become feather, flutter 

away into thistledown 

  

snatched by currents of early-morning air, 

scents of fresh bread and rain. 

  

I blink the dust of them 

from half-asleep eyes, 

  

tread them barefoot where they lie: 

yesterday’s confetti. 

  

I let the last seed slip between thick fingers, 

smile, and begin to face the day.  



 

Ashley Fisher 
 

Calling 
 

At ten past six I call the ward, when 

 

I have returned from work and you 

 

generally seem to be at your most lucid. 

 

  

 

You tell me about which nurses are on 

 

shift, complain about daytime television, 

 

ask me to bring more tobacco. And possibly 

 

  

 

flowers, if the old ones have died. Something 

 

to dispel the clinical precision of the place. 

 

Some days you (a real you I remember) 

 

  

 

come back, and ask for books, for paper, 

 

joke briefly about your psychiatrist and 

 

the possibility of your confinement lasting 



 

 

  

 

long enough for your pyjamas to become 

 

unfashionable. But then there is the silence 

 

drowning out any thought of optimism. 

 

  

  

Corned Beef 
 

Every Saturday, my grandmother would 

 

send me to the shop with three pound notes 

 

to buy ten cans of South American corned beef. 

 

  

 

When I came back, she would take them 

 

down to the cellar, explaining that we would 

 

be grateful for them when The Bomb fell. 

 

  

 

When my mischievous older sister suggested 

 

that we would need liquid and vegetables in 

 



 

the aftermath of atomic holocaust, my grandmother 

 

  

 

solved the problem by adding another pound note 

 

for five cans of vegetable soup. We didn't have the 

 

courage to explain that, positioned as we were 

 

  

 

(half way between Windscale and Heysham) the 

 

prospects surviving nuclear war were not as promising 

 

as the collection in the cellar seemed to suggest. 

 

  

  

La Dolce Vita 
 

 

Most nights you would phone me, 

 

cry your problems down the line: 

 

  

 

Family arguments, work problems, or, 

 

more often, disagreeable lovers. 

 



 

  

 

One evening you invited yourself around 

 

for tea. I was more than happy to oblige 

 

  

 

and provided spaghetti bolognese and a 

 

bottle of Sangiovese for the occasion. 

 

  

 

You tell me last Wednesday's date was 

 

a disaster and you only ever meet bastards. 

 

  

 

You want to know why you can't meet 

 

a decent bloke (preferably one could cook) 

 

  

 

and do I understand? I cannot raise a smile. 

 

I pour you another glass of wine and resign 

 

  

 

myself to drinking too much whisky alone while 

 



 

watching an old Fellini film when you leave. 

  



 

Steve Harz 
Drops of us 
 

Each night I undress 

shedding myself of  

clothing and consciousness 

and emotion 

then once I’m asleep 

my thoughts of you 

in joy and sorrow leak 

then pour 

into warm sheets 

and onto the cold floor so 

to keep them from seeping  

between the floorboards 

 and gone forever 

I’ve covered my room with 

plastic pails and galvanized buckets 

so that when I awake 

 in peace or in pieces 

I can drink you back in 

and as hard as I can try 

not to lose any I cannot  

help spilling drops 

 of us 

down my chin and over my heart 

  



 

Rab Ferguson 
 
A Shop in Rome 
 
Ratzinger smiles cheekily on the front of a hanging calendar  

his hand lifted in a wave to his loyal fans 

the Vatican’s very own rock 'n' roll star 

 

the Virgin Mary's on a fridge magnet 

between Marilyn Monroe flirting with a white dress 

and Cheryl Cole, her bum raised against bed sheets 

 

and on a table by the door 

twenty bobble headed John Pauls 

nod with synchronized catholic approval. 

 

Grimm Perversion  

For the children's sake, don't mention the sex. 

The ugly sister cleaving off her toes 

to fit inside royalty's tight glass shoes 

is of course beneficial to the child. 

 

The story of a newly-wed young girl 

finding the corpses of her husband's brides 

with mottled bruise necklaces round their throats, 

may perhaps seem a little bit gruesome. 

 

But the tale retains its moral value 

as the murderer falls on cold stone steps 

and we reassuringly tell the young 

that her brothers drove swords into his belly. 

 

There's no harm for them in grandmother's skin 



 

hanging in strips from the rabid wolf's teeth, 

or peeling from her, then sizzling to black 

as she's cremated in her oven tomb.  

 

But never tell them about caring flesh 

touching and holding and grasping pleasure; 

such poison to creep into innocent minds! 

For the children's sake, don't mention the sex. 

  



 

Matt O’Brien 
 
Stale Mate 
 
We grew fractured around the kitchen table 

between letting the dog out 

and setting the clock on the microwave. 

Our feet secretly played 

as you told me how desperately 

the walls need to be painted. 

  



 

William L. Heathcote 
Room 68 
 

You said we’d go travelling, 

you and me. 

With a cat called Alice 

and a dog named Bukowski. 

 

We’d ride around in a, 

beat up old Ford, 

discussing why Harper Lee  

wrote To Kill a Mockingbird. 

 

You’d have to drive, 

as I don’t have a license. 

but I’d keep you company, 

with all my nonsense. 

 

I don’t know where we’d go, 

what about America? 

PB and J sounds good 

but what happened to fish and chips? 

 

It doesn’t matter anyway, 

I’ve given up eating. 

We can drive through  this shit, 

but I’ll never go skiing. 

 

Because you said we’d go travelling, 

just you and me. 

But I’m still here, 

in room 68. 

  



 

The Australian 
 

She was always 

There even if 

I wasn’t 

And it was nice 

To know she 

Cared. 

One hug 

One smile 

One flick of 

Her hair just 

To show the 

World is ok 

Sometimes. 

 

And now as 

I dream of her, 

Our reunion in 

A bar. 

I find myself 

Smiling, 

For my friend 

The Australian. 

  



 

 
Niall O’Connor 
 
The Final Concert    
 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name, 

hear the base trombone that the blue whales blow, 

trumpet with the elephant, and grunt with the lion, 

hear the swarm and the hive, sing and jive. 

 

 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name, 

see the colours and the sounds, rise and fall, 

a pulsing rainbow from life's one aura, 

where my voice will not signal, fear to them all.  

 

 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name, 

be announced by the brassy Whooping Crane, 

rhythms ratcheted up by Puerto Rican Crested Toads, 

in the back, Cascade Frogs clearing their throats in vain. 

 

 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name 

Pacific Walrus plaintiff strumming; 

wind section of Bare Shanked Screeching Owls, 

and American Alligators, percussion rolling. 

 

 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name, 

where the Common Loon will make mocking fun, 

of the all too serious Mexican grey wolf, 

and the Polar Bear can still swallow the sun. 



 

 

 

I want to play in a band with a crazy name, 

a band that needs no more rehearsals, 

a band that calls us all together, 

a band with a crazy name like . . .Earth. 

 

 
David Clegg 
 

Bored In School 
 
Characters : 

Joey Jones : Superficially rather a sulky and truculent boy- but really he is just 

neglected and unhappy. 

Mr Charlesworth: Head of Year 10. Tends to talk in clichéd  ”Teacher Speak”. 

************************************************************************************************  

Mr Charlesworth : Well this is a fine “How do you do” Jones- this is the fourth time 

this week you have been sent to see me.  You seem to be making a habit of 

collecting “Misbehaviour” slips these days. I’m not happy about it, Happy I am not. 

Joey: Sorry Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth: “Sorry” doesn’t cut it with me boy.  I will of course have to contact 

your parents about this. 

Joey : They’re on a Cruise Ship Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth : Do you know where they are Jones? 

Joey : No Sir, they haven’t phoned me for four weeks. In the Med somewhere. 

Mr Charlesworth: I take a very dim view of this catalogue of silliness you are 

indulging in Jones. A very dim view indeed.  Making armpit farts during English 

lessons is not very clever is it? 

Joey : No Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth: I believe you were caught during your food technology lesson 

smearing laxative chocolate onto the Butterfly Buns. Is this true Jones? 

Joey: Yes Sir. Sorry Sir. 



 

Mr Charlesworth : I won’t even ask what you put inside the “Melting Moments”. It 

even turned Matrons stomach and we all know how hardy she is.  I don’t understand 

this Jones. Here you are at the most exclusive and expensive boarding school in 

England and you continually misbehave. I didn’t take you for a bad boy. 

Joey : I’m bored Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth: You were actually caught by Professor Middleton “in flagrante” as it 

were, melting pens in a Bunsen Burner flame. He was standing not two feet away 

from you at the time. Can you remind me Jones of your insolent reply when 

confronted with this misdemeanour? What exactly was it you said? 

Joey : “I am Spartacus” Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth: Why boy, why? 

Joey : I was BORED Sir. 

 

Mr Charlesworth: Bored Jones? Bored? Only idle, poor people are bored. Your 

parents have supplied you with the very latest technology in your room.  You have a 

plasma Television, CD’s, DVD’s a blue Ray Player, A PSP, I-Pad 1 and I-Pad 2, a 

computer and a smart tablet, 2 digital cameras, 3 smart phones and a Rolf Harris 

Stylophone.  It’s like NASA in your room Jones. Is that not enough Jones? 

Joey: I don’t know Sir. 

Mr Charlesworth: What is it you want Boy, what is it you want? 

Joey: I just want to be at home with my family. I don’t want things, I want my mum 

and dad. 

 

 

Life And Death And All The Parts Inbetween 
 

 

John : It’s such a nuisance! 

 

Ben : What’s such a nuisance? 

 

John : Everything, just everything.  Life and death and all the parts inbetween. 

 



 

Ben : Surely not everything. 

 

John : Yes; everything….. well nearly everything. 

 

Ben : What’s good then ? 

 

John : Art and noise and the art of noise, like ….er….music and stuff… Sha La La. 

 

Ben :  Some music is mediocre .  Muzak they call it. 

 

John : Survival of the mediocre is just like death to me, only quieter. 

 

Ben : Sometimes small things survive and become bigger things. 

 

John : …………………..(Pause) democracy.  Of  course democracy. 

 

Ben : ………….and freedom.  Freedom.  So much freedom. 

 

John : Oh Gord, that goes without saying.  Saying. 

 

Ben : You know what though… people just don’t listen. If only they’d listen. 

 

John : Sometimes I listen so much I hardly speak at all. 

 

Ben : That’s out problem. We’re too thoughtful. We’re not beyond that are we, being 

thoughtful ? 

 

John : You speak a lot of truth you know. 

 

Ben : Well you have to don’t you. 

 

 

The Inevitable Nearness Of Death 



 

 

 

KEVIN : Oh, I’m right fed up I am.  

 

 

JEREMY: Bi Polar ? 

 

 

KEVIN : No, just suffering from mood swings. 

 

 

JEREMY : Happy and Sad ? 

 

 

KEVIN : No, Sad then Sadder. 

 

 

JEREMY : That’s a shame that is.  A crying shame.  What do you think causes it? 

 

 

KEVIN : The inevitable nearness of death. 

 

 

JEREMY : You could suffer at the end… 

 

 

KEVIN : I know, I know. 

 

 

JEREMY: Best just to get on with it then- that’s the British way. 

 

 

KEVIN : That’s easy for you to say. I’m not a well man. Poorly all over I am. 

 



 

JEREMY : I’d see a doctor if I were you.  I’ve got flat feet , a bit of a squint and a 

twitch. That’s no joke ; puts the girls off good and proper, flappin’ up to ‘em like a 

Penguin and then  twitchin’. I have my problems.  You have to laugh though don’t 

you. 

 

KEVIN : Unceasingly. 

 

 

Wild Boy George 
 
Characters: 

 Mr Woolfe: Form Tutor to George. 

Mrs Smith: Adoptive mother of George Smith, who was brought up by Wolves in the 

Peruvian Jungle. 

**************************************************************** 

 

Mr Woolfe: Hello, thank you for coming- it’s so nice to finally meet George’s foster 

parent, I’m sure we have  lots to discuss. 

 

Mrs Smith : Hello Sir. It’s nice to meet George’s Form Tutor at last.  It’s been a 

difficult time for George.  We hope he’s settling down at school.  He’s a good boy 

really.  Spending 8 years in the Peruvian jungle being brought up by Wolves hasn’t 

given him the best start in life. He still a howls at the Moon, but we hope it’s 

something he’ll grow out of.  

 

Mr Woolfe: We know that George has difficulties but he has brought something 

“special” to the school.  At first we were worried that keeping him in a cage might 

prove to be a bit of a problem, but he seems very happy.    

In fact, putting some of our other more unruly pupils in cages has proved to be a very 

popular way to improve pupil behaviour and is being rolled out across the county 

from 2014.  School assaults and graffiti in the toilets have been reduced by 70%.   



 

Of course we don’t use the term “put in a cage”.  This would be unacceptable to 

parents and Governors.  We call it “Classroom Based Secured Repositioning” 

instead; which is a nice phrase.  CBSR for short.  

 

Mrs Smith: We weren’t sure that the school would take him back after the caretaker 

complained. As we explained at the time, George was not unrinating on the furniture, 

simply marking his territory.  It may have seemed unacceptable to the Caretaker but 

it was perfectly natural to George.  He quite enjoys it you know. 

 

Mr Woolfe : It shouldn’t worry too much about that.  The Caretaker has been 

placated.  I’m told that it gave the wood quite a nice patina and an attractive musky 

smell.  I hear that the people at “Mr Sheen” and fragrance scientists at “Pledge” are 

looking into it as a new “outdoorsy” style fragrance.  What with the popularity of the 

Wolverine films it could prove popular amongst the 18 -23 “nerd” demographic; or 

“nerdographic” as they’re called in the advertising industry.  I think they’re calling the 

fragrance “Wild Forest”.  

 

Mrs Smith : Oh, we’re so relieved.  We so want him to do well at school despite his 

wild ways.  We do try to encourage him.  We talk to him all the time and try to get 

him to understand. We want him to mix with other 12 years old and socialise.  It’s so 

important. 

 

Mr Woolfe :  That’s very commendable Mrs Smith.  I hear George has finally been 

accepted into the Cubs. 

 

Mrs Smith: Yes, once we explained that these were not bear cubs and that he was 

not allowed to eat them he was fine.   We’ve just had the one incident of him biting 

the tendons of the cub leaders legs but he was only playing- he does that all the time 

at home.  He’s already on silver award badge for tracking, sniffing and trailblazing, 

so it looks promising.  

 

Mr Woolfe : You must be very proud. 

 



 

Mrs Smith: . We are, very proud.  To think that George couldn’t even stand upright 

when we first got him.  It’s more than we hoped for. 

 

Mr Woolfe: I think a future target would be to encourage George to attend more to 

his personal grooming.  I know that the wild-haired fringe look is very popular with 

the likes of Harry Styles from “One Direction” but coupled with full facial hair – 

hmmm-well it does tend to frighten some of the younger girls.  

 

Mrs Smith: Mrs Davies from the Drama department told us that she has high hopes 

that George can get a starring role in the schools forthcoming stage adaptation of 

Michael Jackson’s “Thriller”, playing the werewolf. She  said it was OK for him to 

keep his beard until next term.   We’re saving up to buy a Mach 3 multiblade turbo 

razor for his 13th Birthday.  

 

Mr Woolfe:  Very good is the Mach 3 Turbo. Very smooth. A touch of aftershave – 

and it’ll transform him from “Wild Brute” to “The Great Smell of Brut”.  He has a bright 

future ahead of him. . 

 

 
David Edwards 
 
A Walk 
 

 “Coming up next on Radio 4, three comedians and an actor or a novelist or a 

retired politician or somebody along those lines battle it out under the watchful eye of 

the ghost of Brian Blessed in our new fish-and-Shakespeare themed panel show, As 

You Pike It.” 

 I sigh, shuffle across to the other end of the kitchen and switch the radio off. “I 

don't think so, X9-90, do you?” I say to my pet robot. He shakes his head obediently, 

emits a cheery *BLARP* (which the manual informs me means “no”) and carries the 

dishes over to the sink. 

 “Fancy a game of ping pong later, X9-90?” I say. 

 *BLIP* replies X9-90. That means “yes”. 



 

 “Me too. Pity we don't have a ping pong table. I wonder how much they cost 

these days?” 

 X9-90 says nothing, as neither *BLIP* nor *BLARP* seems wholly appropriate. 

 “Oh dear,” I say, looking despondently at my phone. “Too much, is the answer. 

Far too much.” The ping pong table was in fact reasonably priced, but the cost of my 

monthly phone contract, internet bill and electricity bills have left me with 

approximately four pounds to last us until the end of the month. Still, I think to myself, 

at least I don’t have to walk all the way to the library just to find out that I can’t afford 

a ping pong table, even though in that hypothetical scenario I actually could afford 

one. 

 “What shall we do instead then?” I sigh. “Look at the ceiling? Read a pamphlet? 

Go for a walk?” 

 *BLIP* says X9-90. 

 “Go for a walk it is,” I declare, pulling on my grey haggard overcoat. I check my 

pockets for keys, asthma inhaler, phone, wallet, backup inhaler, backup keys, robot 

treats and my pocket checklist. I take out the last of these and scan the list quickly. 

“Keys, check. Asthma inhaler, check. Phone, check. Wallet, check. Backup inhaler, 

check. Backup keys, check. Robot treats, check. Pocket checklist, check.” 

 I open the front door, peer out into the murky nothingness of a typical beige 

evening and step outside. “Are you coming, X9-90?” I call out to the robot. 

 *BLIP* it says distractedly as it attaches its walking feet. 

 “Let's go to the lumpy bit by the river-y bit,” I suggest. *BLIP* X9-90 agrees, so 

that's what we do. 

 Today there is a filing cabinet in the lumpy bit by the river-y bit that wasn't there 

yesterday. It is situated about three meters north-west of the other filing cabinet in 

the lumpy bit by the river-y bit that turned up a few days ago. As with the previous 

filing cabinet, it has sunken into the earth at a slight angle, as though it were dropped 

from a height. 

 “Another one,” I remark. “I wonder if this one will be locked as well?” 

 X9-90 shrugs as convincingly as his programming allows and gestures to the 

top drawer, implying that I should try it. I try it. It is locked. 

 “Well, that's a pity,” I say. “I bet you there's something interesting in one of 

these filing cabinets. Why bother locking them if there’s only boring things inside?” 



 

 We trudge onwards over the lumps, towards a spinney. It's not my favourite 

spinney, but it's not a bad spinney either. The ground's a bit boggy today because of 

all the rain we had the previous week. “Should've brought my wellingtons,” I say to 

X9-90.  

 In the centre of the spinney there is a horse tethered to a post. We have not 

met before, so I observe the usual courtesies by bowing and offering him a wine 

gum, which he politely declines, as is custom. 

 “Do you know anything about those filing cabinets back by the lumps?” I ask 

him. The horse blinks slowly and begins to retch, bringing up a small deposit of 

partially digested grass. As it exits the horses’ mouth something small and shiny 

shines small-ly and goes ‘plink’ as it makes contact with X9-90’s leg. 

 *BLARP* X9-90 says petulantly, hosing off his leg off with his hose attachment. 

 “Wait, what is that?” I cry as the small, shiny object swirls around the puddle of 

water, mud and horse vomit. “Is that a key?” 

 I pick it up and inspect it. “Yes, that is a key,” I declare. “Thank you, horse,” I 

say, bowing once more, “you have been most helpful.” The horse winks at me and 

farts. I leave the spinney as fast as my legs and the squelchy ground will allow and 

head back to the filing cabinets. 

 I try it on the nearest one, the one which arrived three days ago. It fits. 

In the top drawer there is a small piece of A5 lined notepaper bearing a handwritten 

message – block capitals, messy, small. It reads “WELL DONE, I SUPPOSE. 

THERE’S ANOTHER KEY IN THE BOTTOM DRAWER. DON’T OPEN THE 

MIDDLE DRAWER, IT WILL ONLY DISAPPOINT YOU.” 

 I open the middle drawer. It contains a crumb-flecked foil tray from an old steak 

pie. “Oh, that is disappointing,” I say and close it again. 

 There is indeed another key in the bottom drawer, which grants me access to 

the other filing cabinet. This one contains exactly the sort of thing one expects to find 

in a filing cabinet, namely neatly filed documents arranged with alphabetical dividers. 

I inspect a few from the front at random. Each file has a title page featuring a name 

(styled SURNAME, FORENAME) and a polaroid headshot attached by means of a 

paperclip. I presume that the names belong to the faces, or perhaps it’s the other 

way round. Either way, I frantically rifle through the B section until I reach: 

 

 BIRCH, EDWIN 



 

 

 And there it is, my speccy, hairy face looking like it can’t decide if it’s bored or 

angry. Perhaps it’s both. Right now my face is neither bored nor angry, but thrilled 

and apprehensive. I flip open the file. It contains another handwritten note in the 

same distinctive scrawl as the first. 

 

 GIVE IT UP, BIRCH. THIS IS GOING NOWHERE. 

 

 The note has a point. 

 “Come on, X9-90,” I say as I replace the file and close the drawer with a slam. 

“That ceiling isn’t going to look at itself.” 

 

A Ghost Story 
 

 My sister was staying over for the weekend so I'd made an effort and cooked 

us beans on toast. She took one bite and immediately died. 

 “Well, that's annoying,” I said. “That toast's going to go all soggy. I suppose I 

can save the beans for later though.” So I picked up her plate and started to scrape 

the beans back into the tin. 

 The following week my sister's ghost turned up. “Did you keep those beans?” 

she said. “Only, I'm a bit sick of eating these ghost crisps they give you.” 

 “I did keep them,” I said. “But then I ate them a couple of days later.” 

 “Well, that's annoying,” she said. “And a bit thoughtless, if you ask me.” 

 “I just assumed you wouldn't be coming back,” I said. 

 “That's the problem with you,” she said. “You always just assume. You never 

think to ask. It's like mother all over again.” 

 The incident she was referring to was the time my mother was staying over for 

the weekend so I'd made an effort and cooked us beans on toast. She took one bite 

and immediately died. 

 “Well, that's annoying,” I said. “That toast's going to go all soggy. I suppose I 

can save the beans for later though.” So I picked up her plate and started to scrape 

the beans back into the tin. 



 

 The following week my mother's ghost turned up. “Did you keep those 

beans?” she said. “Only, I'm a bit sick of eating this ghost chutney they give you.” 

 “I did keep them,” I said. “But then I ate them a couple of days later.” 

 “Well, that's annoying,” she said. “And a bit thoughtless, if you ask me.” 

 “I just assumed you wouldn't be coming back,” I said. 

 “That's the problem with you,” she said. “You always just assume. You never 

think to ask. It's like Keith Emerson all over again.” 

 The incident she was referring to was the time Keith Emerson was staying 

over for the weekend so I'd made an effort and made us beans on toast. He took one 

bite and immediately died. 

 “Well, that's annoying,” I said. “That toast's going to go all soggy. I suppose I 

can save the beans for later though.” So I picked up his plate and started to scrape 

the beans back into the tin. 

 The following week Keith Emerson's ghost turned up. “Did you keep those 

beans?” he said. “Only, I'm a bit sick of eating this ghost meat they give you.” 

 “I did keep them,” I said. “But then I ate them a couple of days later.” 

 “Well, that's annoying,” he said. “And a bit thoughtless, if you ask me.” 

 “I just assumed you wouldn't be coming back,” I said. 

 “That's the problem with you,” he said. “You always just assume. You never 

think to ask. It's like the Battle of Agincourt all over again.” 

 The incident he was referring to was the Battle of Agincourt. 

 “Hang on, Keith,” I said. “This is nothing like the Battle of Agincourt.” 

 “No, you're right,” he said. “I must be getting you confused with someone else.” 

 

The Foreign Ambassadors' Annual BBQ & Quiz Night - Part 1: The 
BBQ 
 

"Did you just gob on my burger?" said the Austrian ambassador. 

 

"Yes," said the Bolivian ambassador. "In my country it is customary to gob on other 

people's burgers. It is a sign of respect." 

 



 

"You didn't gob on her burger," said the Austrian ambassador, pointing at the 

Canadian ambassador.  

 

"She is eating a hot dog, not a burger,” observed the Bolivian ambassador. “In my 

country it is not customary to gob on other people's hot dogs. That would be a sign of 

disrespect." 

 

"I think that's true of everyone's countries," said the Austrian ambassador. 

 

"Not mine," said the Danish ambassador, leaning across to the Bolivian 

ambassador's hot dog and gobbing on it. "In my country it is a sign of ambivalence." 

 

"In mine it is a sign of gratitude," said the Estonian ambassador before also gobbing 

on the Bolivian ambassador's hot dog. "That's for respecting the customs of my good 

friend the Danish ambassador," she explained. 

 

"Well in my country," began the Bolivian ambassador, "it is a sign of friendship to 

twat someone in the face with a pair of salad tongs." So saying, he picked up a pair 

of salad tongs from a nearby salad bowl and proceeded to twat the Estonian 

ambassador in the face with it. 

 

"And in my country," said the Estonian ambassador, spitting out a tooth, "it is a sign 

of friendship to crush a man's frail, fleshy body with the aid of a well-trained 

mammoth." So saying, she mounted her mammoth and commanded it to pummel 

the Bolivian ambassador repeatedly until all that remained on the patio was a kind of 

bone-flecked ambassadorial paste. 

 

"In my country," said the French ambassador quietly, "it is a sign of not wanting 

things to get out of hand to gently suggest that we all take our mammoths outside 

and tether them next to the oxen so that we may get on with having a nice, peaceful 

barbecue for a change." 

 

"That's a stupid custom," said the Greek ambassador dismissively. The other 

ambassadors murmured in agreement, tossed aside their burgers and hot dogs, 



 

most of which had now been rendered inedible by copious amounts of phlegm, 

mounted their mammoths and charged. 

 

The Foreign Ambassadors' Annual BBQ & Quiz Night - Part 2: The 
Quiz 
 

The survivors divided themselves into two teams: The British Common-Knowledge-

Wealth (featuring the Sri Lankan, Pakistani and Tuvaluan ambassadors) and 

Diplomatic Immuniteam (Romania, Norway and Gabon).  The Ukrainian ambassador 

assumed the role of quizmaster, following the sad loss of the Serbian ambassador, 

whose job it had been to organise the quiz. 

 

“Right then, er, round one,” said the Ukrainian ambassador hesitantly. “We all know 

that the Beatles were managed for several years by Brian Epstein, but can you name 

their original manager?” 

 

“That’s a bit obscure isn’t it?” grumbled the Romanian ambassador. The teams 

chattered quietly and wrote down their answers, both of which were total guesses. 

 

“Question two. Love Me Do topped the US charts in 1964, but what position did it 

reach in the UK charts on its initial release in 1962?” 

 

This time the Pakistani and Norwegian ambassadors joined in with the Romanian 

ambassador’s murmured complaints. “Are all the questions going to be Beatles-

related?” asked the Tuvaluan ambassador. 

 

“Um, just this round I think,” said the Ukrainian ambassador, shuffling distractedly 

through the Serbian ambassador’s question sheets. 

 

“Can we skip it please?” said the Gabonese ambassador. “I don’t think any of us 

know that much about the Beatles.” 

 



 

“Give it a chance,” said the Ukrainian ambassador. “There’s only five questions per 

round, and you never know, you might get the next one right. Question three. There 

were fourteen songs in total on The Beatle’s first album Please Please Me. Of those, 

how many were penned by Lennon and McCartney?” 

 

A furious silence descended over the corpse-strewn garden. “Go on,” said the 

Ukrainian ambassador encouragingly, “have a guess.” Both teams reluctantly 

scribbled down an answer. 

 

“Can you complete the name of this B-side to She Loves You – I'll BLANK You?” 

 

“No I bloody well can’t!” exclaimed the Romanian ambassador, who was becoming 

quite visibly agitated now. 

 

“Last question of the round,” said the Ukrainian ambassador reassuringly. “What was 

the name of the first song penned by George Harrison to appear on a Beatles LP?” 

 

“Nobody knows. Can we move on to round two now please?” said the Tuvaluan 

ambassador curtly. 

 

“All right,” said the Ukrainian ambassador. “Round two is all about… well, it just says 

at the top “1964-1966”, so, er… Question one. With Beatlemania reaching fever pitch 

in 1964-“ 

 

“Fuck the Beatles!” bellowed the Romanian ambassador whilst smashing a glass 

and storming off. 

 

“…the fab four starred in their first feature film, A Hard Day’s Night,” the Ukrainian 

ambassador continued meekly.  “Can you tell me who-“ 

 

“Oh! I know this, I know this!” squeaked the Pakistani ambassador to his team. “It 

was directed by Richard Lester,” he added in a whisper, “write that down.” 

 

“Can you tell me who wrote the film?” corrected the Ukrainian ambassador. 



 

 

“Ah balls,” said the Pakistani ambassador looking somewhat deflated.  

 

Moments later, the Romanian ambassador returned astride his mammoth, decked 

out in a full suit of armour and wielding a morning star. “Let’s fucking finish this, you 

shit-quiz-tolerating cunts!” he roared as he caved in somebody’s face. 

 

 

Kevin Tasker 
 
The Pet Man 
 

Okay, sure, there were birds Conor coveted. Raptors, people called them. He bought 

an owl from a dark-eyed dealer in a parking garage who told him it would kill him in 

his sleep. Instead, it soiled his house with disgusting clumps of wing and pellets of 

fur and bone. Conor was depressed and set the owl free. His daughter, Nadine, 

called and suggested a pet deer. She had heard good things. He bought one and 

kept it tethered outside, but began to have nightmares about bears coming to kill the 

deer and about him dying trying to defend it. He sold the deer and bought a 

spider.Tarantula. That was a word you could say all day. One day, buying the spider 

food, he met a woman. She was heavy, wore a loose grey t-shirt with a lazily drawn 

helmet on it. He thought football and was afraid. She too owned spiders, the woman: 

heathenous deadly poison-y ones. She invited Conor to see them. Her apartment 

was cold and the spiders were huge and their eyes looked almost reptilian. The 

woman sat Indian-style on the floor and played a very long song for them on a 

piccolo and Conor curled up, thinking, “Oh, yes. This could really do it.”  

 
Scott Moore 
untitled 

 

He played here every night for the past five years. The tunes were the same, 

as were the people in the crowd. They never got tired, but he did. Every night he 

went home and cracked his old knuckles. His wrist hurt, and his fingers were always 



 

stiff. The process of opening even a jar could take upwards of fifteen minutes. Yet 

every night he continued to play.  A tune in D minor, he played and they sat 

watching. All of them watched with their painted eyes. Fixed on him were those eyes, 

like they couldn’t move a muscle in their bodies. Emotionless faces stared at him 

with cold expressions. Never did they clap, nor did they cheer. Every night they were 

just there.  

Tonight he would play them a new tune he would say. Always though he 

played that same low tune, nothing different. He couldn’t bear the thought of 

disappointing them. They were his audience; he had them in the palm of his old 

wrinkled hand.  

He sometimes felt as if he controlled those people. With his music he put 

them into a trance. They sat upon their wooden chairs, and soon looked the same. 

His mind wandered sometimes. Thought of all that he could make them do with the 

flick of his feeble wrist. He wasn’t Mozart, Beethoven, or Bach, but he controlled 

minds. If he was but a little younger he would say.  

Old and alone he was the piano and this crowd his only companions. Were 

they his friends he wondered? Though he was so old what could he do with a friend? 

His mind was too old for new games. His body to weak for old ones. No, he would 

play his piano and that was good enough for him.  

He had plenty of joy as it was. Piano might be his only friend, but not his only 

hobby. For every night he found himself chipping and shaping. Wood was his utility 

and a knife his tool. He crafted like a genius they said, those who had seen his work. 

They called him Michelangelo, or they would if they ever talked. He gave his crafts 

faces, legs, arms, sometimes he wondered if he gave them a personality. He only 

began to wonder this odd question five years ago. Around the time he began to play 

every night. For they sat staring at him when he played, with cold painted eyes.  

They didn’t move, nor did they clap, but they watched every night. They 

listened and never got bored. The old tune in D minor he would play. He would tell 

himself tonight I will play something different, but he never did. He couldn’t bear the 

thought of disappointing them. Were they his friends he would ask? Though what 

could he do with a friend? His mind to mushy to learn new tricks, his body too broken 

to do old ones. No he would just play, that made him happy enough.  

 



 

Steve Toase 
          
Our Lady of the Underground 

 

 

To find myself on the UBahn in the early hours of the morning wasn't unusual. 

To find myself stepping off the train onto a station I didn't recognise was. Let me 

explain. Every station on the extensive network underneath Munich has it's own 

character. From the photomontage of Moosacher St Martinsplatz to the eye bleeding 

neon blues and greens of Munchner Freiheit each has its own carefully designed 

costume. Often there was no need to search for the name plaques to narrow down 

where you were. Tonight there was no carefully crafted finery, only damp stained 

brick. No name plaques either. Just a slick platform lit by a single flickering neon 

tube. I thought about my options for a moment, looked down the unmoving carriage 

then stepped out. At least I could climb up to the surface and grab a a taxi back 

home. 

She said nothing from her corner of shadows and frayed cloth. I probably 

would have missed her if not for those eyes like scorched paper catching the spasm 

of failing light. With a worn hand she beckoned me over. 

She didn't speak, just took my fingers, running cracked nails along the 

creases of my palm. I stayed silent and sat down opposite, the cold of the stone 

staining my spine. Her face was sea glass, old and polished to a scuffed opaque. 

Reaching under her crocheted cloak she held out a piece of cello string the length of 

rat's tail. 

"Ein." She tied the first knot in the end, a loose kiss of nylon upon nylon 

embracing. With that knot she tied me to her. 

"Zwei." She tied a second knot at the opposite end, hiding my name from me. 

"Drei." She tied a third knot in the middle, tying my past into a hidden storm of 

winds. 

Her hand went around my neck, pulling me close. I felt the string pressed 

through my eardrum, each knot tearing the membrane a little wider. 

# 

Sabine sat facing away. Sun streaked in from high window, glancing off the 



 

varnished wooden floor. I could smell the polish collected in the gaps between the 

herringbone parquet. Callused fingers danced across the cello neck in silence, the 

bow silent apart from the squeal of catgut on taut nylon. I moved around the room 

and could see the strings dark with dried blood. She was lost in a music I could not 

hear. Her eyes closed, the bow moving faster and faster. Shoulders tensed she 

flexed the tune out through her arms into the cello, overwhelming like a sea fret. The 

bow fell from her hand, clattering across the floor. Sabine laid the cello down and 

stood, hands folded, delivering a sacrament for a tune no-one would ever hear. 

Turning, she stared at the wall beyond me with eyes of scorched paper, cold tears 

drying on her cheek.  

# 

I've found four notes from the first bar in the platform announcement at 

Munchner Freiheit, a time signature in the laughter of a drunk builder at Moosacher 

St MartinsPlatz. The bass clef in the curl of a child's hair at Sendlinger Tor. There are 

many stations to explore, and I have many nights to search. One night I'll find my 

way back to the platform with no name and lay the tune I've never heard at the feet 

of my Lady Of The Underground. 

 

Early Morning Call 
Landlords make me sick, especially ones who cram tenants into every space 

possible. Especially ones like Mr Driver. 

“Do you have to do that?” he said as Mike placed the tyre iron behind the 

lock, trying to lever the door free. 

“Unfortunately yes Mr Driver,” I said. 

“I'll be sending the bill to the ambulance service,” he said, walking down the 

stairs. 

“Good luck with that,” answered. 

The call had been anonymous, but I would bet a week's wages that Mr Driver 

hadn't phoned 999. 

The room stank. You get used to that after a while. Dead birds lay in the 

grate, coated in coal dust, and a dead body lay on the dirty mattress in the corner. 

Been there a while by the looks of things. The floor was covered in damp plaster and 

feathers, both ground into the carpet weave. 



 

 I looked over at the body, but left the closer inspection to Mike. You're 

supposed to have a strong stomach in this game. With injuries I'm fine. Dead 

bodies? Not so good. 

I turned back to the door, the lock busted, chain hanging snapped. 

“Fastened from the inside,” I said. 

“Anaphalactic shock.” 

I looked over at where Mike stood by the bed. 

“Certain?” 

“Swollen lips. Hives. Definite.” 

“Birds?” I said looking at the feathered corpses in the fireplace. 

“Unlikely.” He pointed to the bird cage in the corner. A freshly dead apple 

green budgerigar lay on last months paper. 

The window was shut, the glass cracked. Woodwork thick with vacated 

cobwebs and dust. 

I walked over and looked by the bed, searching for the allergen. Empty food 

packets. Plant material. Nothing apart from a spread of old magazines. 

“Pollen?” I asked. Mike still leant over the body. 

“Would have been nested in a plastic bubble 24/7 the way the tree pollen has 

been this year. Probably wouldn't have survived beyond May” 

I looked at the spread of feathers on the floor and something clicked. 

When I was a child my father, like all north east fathers of his generation, 

would take me to the pigeon loft and try and interest me in flying the birds across the 

swell of the coast. I was more interested in girls and cheap lager, but I still 

recognised those charred paper feathers. 

“What's the bird in the grate?” 

Mike looked over. “Crow? Raven? Something black.” 

I knelt on the carpet, knees clicking, and leant down to the feathers. They 

smelt of roasting fires and pub tables. Careful not to disturb them I walked across to 

the door and looked at the keyhole on the outside. A light dark yellow dusting coated 

the edge of the metal. How Mr Driver had found out about the tenant's nut allergy is 

unclear, as was how he arrived at the method of posting peanut coated feathers 

through the keyhole. The draught did the rest. 

Steadying my stomach I walked across to the corpse. The man looked empty 

and lonely, reminding me of my Dad's face when those pigeon's took off and he 



 

didn't know how many would avoid kestrel claws and stalking cats to make it back.  

Opening the cage in the corner I gently lifted out the apple green budgerigar. I 

placed it in the man's top pocket, ignoring Mike's protests that I was messing with a 

crime scene, and that the pathologist would just dispose of it anyway. At least when 

he finally left his last home he wouldn't be alone. 

 
John Paul Brammer 
 
Turquoise Birds 
 

It was her first birthday since the diagnosis.  

 Her hair had long gone and she wore a black polka dot scarf on her head. 

 My dad and sister were there and I had come down from college for the 

weekend.  

  She smiled and hugged me when I walked through the door and I remember 

being surprised by how thin she felt. 

 We talked as if nothing was wrong, which broke my heart. She laughed a lot 

and asked about school, which broke it even further. 

 But that was how she was. My mom always held it together. I’d never once 

seen her cry, never once heard her complain. 

 We all knew that this year was going to be rough. It was the uncertain year. 

Pink streamers hung limply from the ceiling and a chocolate cake sat on the table 

with a single candle on it.  

 This might be the last one, it all seemed to say. 

 But we ignored the heaviness that threatened to smother the occasion and 

went ahead. We sang “Happy Birthday” and she made a wish and blew out the 

candle and clapped her hands. She looked happy. 

 I wasn’t sure what to get her for a present that year. But that was also the 

year that she and the rest of my family couldn’t go on our annual trip to Santa Fe, so 

I had went with a friend.  

 She loved turquoise jewelry and right when I saw the necklace of blue little 

birds in the market I knew that I’d found the perfect gift for her.  



 

 Her eyes lit up when she saw them. She held them up and said she had a 

headscarf that matched them perfectly and she couldn’t wait to go try them on 

together to see how they looked. 

 And I was happy because she was happy and I had done well.  

 I was in my room when I heard her crying later that day. I walked over to her 

bedroom and opened the door and my heart sank down to my feet. 

 She was on her knees weeping, the little blue birds shattered and cracked all 

over the tile. 

 “I dropped them,” she said between sobs, her hands shaking. “I dropped 

them.” 

 One of the birds lay broken on the ground in two pieces, staring up 

pathetically with its black little eye. 

 I’m sorry I broke it seemed to say. I’m sorry. 

 I squatted down and picked it up. 

 “We can fix it, Mama,” I said, picking up the pieces and holding them together. 

“See, Mama? See? We can fix it. Look.” 

 Yes, she shook her head up and down vigorously. Yes.  

 But she was sobbing and covering her eyes with her hands as if to hide her 

tears. They were streaming down her face and onto the floor. 

 “Look, Mama, look,” I said, unable to hold back my own tears. “Just look, 

Mama. We can fix it. It’s okay. We can fix it. Mama, please look. We can fix it. We 

can…” 

 I threw my arms around her and cried big, ugly, shuddering sobs. And she put 

her arms around me and cried into my shoulder, still nodding yes. 

 “Mama,” I said, sobbing uncontrollably. “Mama, Mama, Mama…” 

 She said nothing, nodding her head.  

 Of course we can fix it. Of course we can. Yes, yes, yes. 

 And then neither of us said anything for a long time. Even after we had both 

stopped crying and had been reduced to sniffling and coughing, we didn’t say a 

word, both of us too afraid to let go, too afraid to talk and risk shattering the moment. 

Because in that moment, as frail as she was, she was still here.  

 She was still here, and I knew that if I let go some passing breeze might come 

and sweep her frail little body away from all of us. 



 

 But eventually I did let go, and she patted my back and said it was going to be 

okay and that we could glue the birds back together. She apologized for crying like 

that and said she was just tired and would feel much better after a nap and I agreed. 

She just needed some rest. 

 I left her room and she closed the door behind me. 

 We were holding it together as best we could. 

 

Bruce Harris 
 

Dawn 
 

Lieutenant Sam Dennison, second son of Mr. Herbert Dennison MP and regimental 

aide-de-camp, blinked at the figure hovering in the dark above him and realised, to 

his surprise, he must have slept.  Private Hopkinson put the tea down on Dennison's 

bedside table and lit the lamp.  As usual, Dennison could interpret Hopkinson's 

feelings by his shape –  shoulders hunched into the body and the impatient hand 

movements of a troubled mind.  

 

'You've set out my uniform?'   

 

'Yes, sir'. 

 

'Well, run me a bath’.  

 

The shape hovered, exasperation added to disapproval, a distinct twitch of the head. 

 

'It won't be too warm, sir, not at this time of day'. 

 

'I didn't say run me a hot bath, I said run me a bath'. Dennison made himself sip the 

execrable tea. Hopkinson muttered incoherently and started to move off; Dennison 

caught his sleeve. 

 

'We have to do this properly'. 



 

 

Hopkinson stopped still, turned and raised himself to his full height. 

 

'There is no way of doing what you're doing this morning properly.  Sir'. 

 

Dennison gazed after him and wondered if and how he should react.  The water 

started running.  Dennison climbed out of bed and threw off his night shirt.  The room 

was large and cold; a French chateau for divisional headquarters was luxury 

compared with the trenches, but most rooms were chilled and stale-aired 

nevertheless.   Not that Dennison, ex-public schoolboy, gave a damn for that; cold 

rooms, baths, people, were terrors only for boys.  Or so they’d become. 

 

He bathed and dressed in seven minutes and checked that every uniform item was 

absolutely correct in the wardrobe's full length mirror.  He placed his revolver in its 

holster and moved towards the door, suddenly finding himself with an imperative 

need to vomit.  This was almost incomprehensible, after having survived several 

eternities of inedible food and ill-kept drink, not to mention men divided into parts or 

men with parts scythed or blown off them, without internal upset. Coughing and 

clutching at his stomach, he cursed and wondered, wrestling for control and 

eventually achieving it after some thirty seconds. 

 

The banged door echoed behind him and his boots clattered down the wooden 

corridors and floors of the chateau as he remembered his orders and the relevant 

conversation with Major Sprake.  The Major was a weasel of a man, wiry and dark, 

his little black eyes darting around him for reassurance of his power, and then they 

would rest on his victim and inform him, in something between a snarl and a whisper, 

which twisted, maladroit Sprake plot or fancy needed to be enacted by the 

subordinate in question.  Major Sprake was an NCO turned officer, his promotions 

sign enough of the Army’s desperate shortage of experienced men, and he had 

embraced officer status with the fanaticism of a religious convert.  Having got there 

the hard way, Sprake was contemptuous of anyone who, by his definitions, hadn’t.  

 

'The duties of an aide-de-camp, Dennison, include whatever I bloody want them to 

include.  And, in this case, yes, that means organising a firing squad.  All other 



 

officers are otherwise engaged on the morning in question.  You will do as you're 

bloody told, Dennison'. 

 

Sprake approached so closely that Dennison could see the triumphant glint in the 

eye and smell Sprake's  poignant cigarette breath. 

 

'You are a fortunate officer indeed, Dennison, aren't you?  Six months in a home 

counties training school as Second Lieutenant, then, lo and behold, pip number two 

and an aide-de-camp posting to the comfort of Divisional HQ.  Not that Daddy had 

anything to do with it, of course.  Good luck, doubtless.  But the consequence, old 

son, is I don't think you know what real warfare is about.  This is a war.  Soldiers 

running away is not allowed, because if it was, Dennison, all the miserable squits 

would be off into the woods before you can say 'conchie'.  And I don't care if he lied 

about his age to get in, I don't care if he climbed out of his bloody cradle, he ran 

away, Dennison, ran away under fire, and in this army, if you do that, you get shot.   

Do you follow me, Dennison?' 

 

Dennison's blood came into his face and his right hand twitched.  The soldier in 

question, scheduled for the morning’s firing squad, was little more than a child and 

had staggered, rather than run, away whilst still semi-conscious from the shell which 

had dissected the boy beside him. This was Dennison’s main difference with 

Sprake’s statement.  Yes, the barbs directed at him personally were wilfully 

inaccurate as well - the comfort of Divisional HQ had included several tours of the 

trenches, sleeping in them and getting enthusiastically shot at while travelling 

between and there was also the little matter of having been  mentioned in dispatches 

for dragging his wounded sergeant away just before a second shell would have 

spread him all over a foreign field - but the hold of discipline was still strong and he 

said only what he could say. He also, for some of the time at least, felt curiously 

sorry for Sprake.  

 

'Yes, sir'. 

 

Sprake's eyes wandered across his desk and out of the window, eventually returning 

to Dennison.  Only just a man, he thought, clean cut blue eyed boy, no doubt some 



 

prefect's favourite arse not so long ago, born with an especially solid silver spoon in 

his mouth and no need for years of three bags full, sir, brown tonguing. 

Commissioned and ranked before he'd started shaving properly. 

 

'The bit of the old stables being used for cells.  The yard outside.   Where the 

deserters and thieves can watch.   Monday morning, dawn.  See to it, Dennison'. 

 

For ten long seconds, Dennison watched the other man's hard, stretched little face, 

thinking rapidly through at least five different choices.   One Sprake eyebrow raised 

and something like fear suddenly flashed in Sprake's eyes; Dennison recorded it 

dispassionately before forcing himself to speak.  That odd patrician sympathy, he 

noted, had all but disappeared. 

 

'Yes, sir'. 

 

Dennison remembered his salute before departure and the noise, somewhere 

between a sigh and a gasp, behind him.  With Sprake, remembering details could be 

important. 

 

He stamped out into the stable yard, a decrepit world of dilapidated wood, old farm 

implements and  scurrying rats, compared with the Napoleonic splendour of the 

chateau's reception rooms.  Sergeant Major Walters saluted, expressionless, looking 

like the Sergeant Major always looked; Dennison had a theory that he was already 

dead and had somehow acquired the ability to move his limbs about.  Occasional 

moving limbs and the odd, strangled speech of standard military formulae were the 

only signs of life which ever emerged from him. 

 

'The prisoner, please, Sergeant Major'. 

 

'Sir'. 

 

The horizon now divided almost equally between light blue and dark, and against the 

light blue the four squad members were silhouetted, all in the 'at ease' position, 

though at ease they were clearly anything but; feet, knees, guns and arms moved 



 

frequently and involuntarily.   To his amazement, Dennison recognised, even under 

his helmet, the flaming red of John Fulwood, who was in Albert Culshaw's own unit – 

his own trench.   Fulwood alone was still, but Dennison could see the luminescent 

eyes and already knew that frozen stillness.  He’d happened, a few weeks ago, 

across the severed head of Archie Burrows, one year below him in school and a 

promising scrum half, and he’d thought for a while that he would freeze in that place 

for ever.  

 

The Sergeant Major emerged; two yards behind him, Culshaw shuffled between two 

military policemen, both much bigger than him.  Culshaw could only just top five feet, 

Dennison calculated, as a trickle of sweat ran from his neck down his back, in spite 

of the crisp breeze around them.   Under-nourished, slight in his uniform, probably 

joined up for a feed.  His trousers were wet between his legs and he was crying in a 

puzzled child way, as if recently comprehensively thrashed without beginning to 

understand why. 

 

Dennison's treacherous guts heaved again and he turned away into a rescuing 

coughing fit. 

 

When he turned back, Walters was standing in front of him again, and something 

resembling an emotion had undoubtedly registered.  He seemed to be reaching into 

his pocket; Dennison suddenly wondered  whether Walters was near enough to 

cracking to assault an officer on the spot.  

 

They had tied Culshaw to the edge of the paddock where some French aristocrat 

used to exercise his horses; Culshaw, it seemed, didn't even merit his own pole.   

The light blue had almost wholly superseded the dark; Culshaw, blindfolded and 

shuffling awkwardly about, looked like he was 'it' for hide and seek and would come 

looking for them all when he'd stopped counting.  

 

The squad fidgeted; a low moan emerged from someone.  Walters was holding 

something up and saying ‘sir’ at the very time when he should be ordering the firing 

squad into a firmer line that the bedraggled bunch of them looked at the moment.  

Dennison frowned and glared at Walters; didn’t the man realise what was 



 

happening? 

 

‘Fulwood found this in Culshaw’s bag, sir’.  Walters was almost pressing it into his 

face.  ‘He received it last week, sir; all the men can bear witness that Culshaw 

received this last week’. 

 

‘Oh, for God’s sake, Walters.  What the hell is it?’ 

 

An ornate birthday card, some child’s embroidered homemade effort. He opened it. 

 

‘HAPPY SIXTEENTH BIRTHDAY TO OUR ALBERT’.  Very careful, copperplate, light 

blue letters. 

 

Underneath the voice began, a mother with more affection than sense.  ‘Little Pam 

has done all the clever work herself, Albert, to make it special. You should be 

spending it with us, my lad.  I don’t know what you were thinking of...’ 

 

Walters’ face was transformed; he was suddenly an eager boy, the blood and 

insanity wiped off for one  

glorious moment, as if some great, inviolable truth had suddenly appeared to him. 

 

‘Culshaw joined the army illegally, sir’. 

 

As did untold others, Dennison thought.  But none of them had documents. 

 

‘If you’re not in it, you can’t run away from it.  Can you, sir?’ 

 

Day had risen now, and Dennison could see all of their eyes on him, seemingly full of 

undiluted hope, a pathetic bunch of boys in a muddy field raising pleading eyes to sir.  

Yes, sir, we’ll take whatever we have to take, but this, not this.  Their eyes were 

speaking faith - faith, Dennison realised, amazed, in him personally, and he was 

almost overwhelmed, the son of a famous father doomed to disappoint everyone.  

They believed in him, these boys, and not just the boys. Even Walters.  Even the 

dessicated old killer Walters. 



 

 

He felt something real again, for the first time in months,  and nothing now mattered 

except not losing their faith. His available bazooka, Daddy and all Daddy entailed, 

which he had so scrupulously shied away from, was finally primed and ready to go. 

 

‘Is it enough, sir?’ An almost imperceptible choke at the back of the voice – Walters!  

Dennison saw one big hand run meditatively over the barrel of his gun. 

 

‘I tell you what, Sergeant-Major.  It’s bloody well going to be.  Stay here.  Keep them 

in order. And I mean order, Walters. If there’s any disturbance here, any trouble at all, 

it’ll bugger everything’.  

 

Minutes later, he walked into Sprake's office, a resplendent ex-chateau bedroom, 

comfortably equipped with dark wood desk and elaborate drinks cabinet.  Sprake 

looked up, already summoning up the aggrieved indignation persistently on call from 

some irretrievably damaged remnant of his mind. 

 

'The customary procedure is to knock on the door, Dennison.  Will you -' 

 

'Something’s come up, sir’.  

 

Sprake looked annoyed and quizzical simultaneously, his dark eyebrows almost 

merging. 

 

'Good God, even you can’t muck this one up, Dennison, not with Walters in charge, 

can you?’ 

 

Dennison pushed the card at him.  Sprake flinched away, as if physically threatened  

– what had been done to this man, Dennison speculated, but dispassionately, like an 

academic question on a summer afternoon.  Dennison read the words, his flat tone 

sucking the life out of Ma Culshaw’s affectionate sillinesses.  

 

‘Culshaw joined up illegally, sir.  He was, legally, a child.  Do we shoot children, sir?’ 

 



 

Sprake rose to his feet, uncoiling, like a preparing cobra. 

 

'You just be bloody careful what you say to me -' 

 

'And bloody careful what I say to – erm – Daddy, eh, Major?  The mysterious 

madamoiselles brought to the chateau for – what shall we call it, interrogation?  The 

commandeerings, the interesting furnishings and art works being shipped discreetly 

off home?  I may be a novice, sir, but I have a good memory for detail, and a 

squirrel-like propensity for keeping bits of paper which no-one seems to want.  Or, 

occasionally, getting rid of them, like written orders later regretted.  Sir.  And today 

has taught me a great deal about duty – to whom, and for what.   And if infanticide 

should be contemplated in the future, Daddy is going to find himself much more 

informed about the war effort.  Your kind of war effort.  Sir'. 

 

Dennison saluted and turned on his heel.  Behind him, there was that sound again.  

However, for future reference, he now knew exactly what that sound was.  

 

Gary Hewitt 
An Old Friend 

 The voice demanded access. Alex hid behind the couch. Higgins lit another 

snout.    

“Alex I know you're in there. Open the fucking door. You can piss off back indoors 

you nosy slag. If you call the Old Bill I'll see you next.”                    

He heard his neighbour scuttle inside. He opened his front door. A titan with a 

number one towered over Alex and embraced his host.                                    

“How are you mate? Show us your gaffe then.” 

The visitor barged inside. His eyes scanned the lounge. He grabbed the remote and 

settled on a comedy channel.  

“I thought they might have Porridge on. Sod it, we'll watch The Brittas Empire. You 



 

don't mind do you?” 

“No probs Bob. Good to see you looking well. I'm sorry I never got to visit.” 

“That's all right. Listen, you got a lovely place here. TV, nice stereo and I love the 

furniture. How's the old woman?”                                                                       

Alex frowned. Tracey was Bob's ex and he wasn’t supposed to be out for another 

three years. 

“She's fine. You didn't mind us getting together do you?”  

“Don't be silly. I couldn't expect her to wait around without a bunk up. No, you're 

doing me a favour. I couldn't afford to keep her on the go when I was out let alone 

being banged up. 'Sides if she was going to be with someone, I'd rather it was with 

one of the old boys.”   

Alex smuggled himself into a chair.     

“I saw Smiler when I was inside. I still remember him battering that security guard. All 

he had to do was hand over the money. No, the prick had to be a hero.” 

Alex remembered Smiler’s victim. He drove the lorry with the money. Two hundred 

grand and he decided to be a jobsworth. Smiler proved to be useful with a nailed 

baseball bat.  

March 14th 1991 was etched forever in Alex's mind. The job was planned to the last 

detail; of course it was Bob's idea. They hit the security van outside the building 

society. A couple of shooters and the guards handed over the cash. Alex sat in the 

motor. He remembered one guard putting up a fight. Smiler and Bob battered him. 

Alex knew the guard’d snuff it.   

The Old Bill put the thumbscrews on Alex and threatened him with life. Alex sang for 

them. They promised anonymity. Smiler and Bob got life whilst he was out in six 

months. 

“You didn't spend much time inside then Al.” 



 

“I was only the driver.”    

“Bollocks.”    

Alex winced.   

 “I mean this Brittas Empire is a load of bollocks. Dopey prick leaping about all over 

the place, this aint humour.”                                                                                                               

Alex wiped his brow.    

“You and me know the real reason don't we mate?” 

 “I don't know what you mean Bob.”   

Bob rose and stood next to Alex.      

“Listen mate we know why I got sent down. I've had time to reflect inside and answer 

me honestly. You grassed me up son, didn’t you?” 

Alex couldn't speak.  

“I know what the Old Bill are like. Telling you'd do years inside unless you do yourself 

a favour. I wouldn't think any less of you if you cracked.”                                                

Alex confessed. The big man embraced him.   

“That's us mate, honest to each other. Don't worry son, I'd have done the same in 

your boat. Of course you shagged my bird as well.”                                                                           

“I had no choice Bob, the cozzers were ruthless bastards. I cracked mate. Me and 

Trace needed each other, it weren't planned or anything.” 

Bob kept quiet and marched into the kitchen.            

“You must have some beer in here.” 

“First shelf.” 



 

Bob grabbed two Becks along with a carving knife. He placed the blade in the tuck of 

his jacket.   

“Catch Al.”      

Alex caught the can. Bob placed his hand on his shoulder.                                                 

“You didn't really fucking think I'd just leave it at that Al?” 

Bob placed dead metal on Alex's throat.   

“Ten fucking years Al. Ten fucking years 'cause some prick couldn't keep his mouth 

shut.” 

Alex felt a generation of malice reserved for him. The blade pressed into his 

windpipe.  

“You even screwed Tracey. Now son, time’s up.” 

“Why are you hurting my Daddy?”  

Bob pulled the knife away. No one heard the young girl return from school.                          

“Who's the sprog?”   

 “Samantha. She's my daughter.”      

Bob felt uncomfortable under Samantha’s gaze.   

“Please leave Daddy alone.”  

Tears cascaded down Samantha's face.  

“You're a lucky bastard Al. I can't kill a man in front of his kid.”                                                          

Samantha ran to her father. Bob moved to the front door.          

“One week Al. One week to get out of my sight. As much as I hate you and your slag 

of a wife, I'm not gonna orphan that little girl.”   



 

“Bob, I never wanted any of this.”  

Bob spat a reply.  

“Listen I wish you was dead. Now clear off or I'll change my mind.”                                                    

The door slammed. Alex had a week. 
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