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THE STORIES 
 

A question of balance 
 

"Right you are then," said Jim, "it's about time we thought about organising Nan's party, and because she's 

made the ton, it's got to be something really special." 

"Party? What party?" asked Sid, with some surprise. 

"We'll have it on the Pier, get in a disco, and we'll have a band too, nothing like a good live band, and a cake,..." 

"Wait a minute! Hold your horses. Who said she wanted a party anyway?" demanded Sid. 

"Of course she does, everybody does." 

"You mean, you do. So who else have you spoken to about this?" 

"No one.... yet," admitted Jim. 

"So.... how do you know Nan wants a party? Have you asked her? No!" 

Slowly and sheepishly Jim replied, "No, well, you know, a 100 years old is a good reason to celebrate." 

"You mean for you to get legless, don't you?" 

"Yea, sure, we'll have a drink, a good drink." Said Jim 

"So don't you think you should ask her first?" 

"No, she'll be alright" insisted Jim 

"So, who else are you going to invite to this party of yours, I mean of Nan's?" 

"Well there's, Mum and Dad to start with." Jim tried to sound excited, but guessed Sidôs reply. 

"You won't get Dad there, that's for sure. He and Mum haven't spoken for ages, not since the divorce. No 

chance there!" 

"Yes they will, they will for Nan anyway, I bet. Then all their kids too." 

"Yea? There's two here, one in Australia and one still in prison, so how you gonna work that one?" Sid scoffed 

but Jim ignored him. 

"Then there's all their kids, and all the close neighbours in her street. Nan goes into that Community Centre 

don't she? So there must be some people from there that we can drag in to." 

Sid took a large gulp of his larger and chuckled to himself. "It'll be like the Titanic, and sink like a stone before 

it starts!" 

"No it won't, but it's got to be organised properly. I'll give the pier a ring and see what they charge and how they 

want to run it. Whereôs me mobile?" 

"You don't even know when her birthday is! Do ya? Sid Sid. 

"Yea, 'course I do, it's," there was a long pause, "it's next month, isn't it?" 

Sid smiled and said, "It's May the 19th!"  

"OK know all, so it's the month after next, more time to arrange things. Titanic? yea, that's it, gotta get a few 

bottles of Champagne." 

"What? Are you going to christen her with it? Break a bottle over her head or something." Sid laughed aloud at 

his joke. 

"Don't be silly" Jim was in thought for a few moments. 



"Listen to me," Jim was using his voice of wisdom and knowledge but Sid butted in. "It's all a question of 

balance. You have to get the priorities right. First you ask Nan if she wants a party. At her age she's probably 

going to bed at six in the evening, and you party won't even have started yet. When she wakes up in the 

morning, you'll just be finishing the party and sweeping up after. Always assuming you are still able to stand 

up!" 

"I suppose that's another question of balance then?" they both smiled at the silly remark. 

"Where is my mobile?" Jim searched in each pocket, but without luck. 

ñThen thereôs Aunt Rene, and George. Plus Stan and Reggie,ò Jim was adding to his mental list. 

ñLook here, the first thing to do right now is make a written list, get it down on paper, then you know whatôs 

going on,ò said Sid. 

ñOK, Hey Sally.ò Jim yelled to the barmaid, ñHave you got a sheet of paper and a pen, ducks?ò 

She finished serving another customer, and then thrust a pen and some paper into Jimôs hand. ñI didnôt think 

you could write, Jim.ò She laughed as she turned and walked away. 

Jim laid the paper on the bar and scribbled a few names onto it.ò  

He suddenly realised that the bar was wet and starting to soak into the paper. ñOh, sod it.ò He peeled the paper 

back and brushed it down his jumper. He started trying to write on the soggy page, but his Biro tore through the 

paper. He screwed the paper into a small ball in anger. ñDamn it!ò he said as he threw the paper ball at the 

barmaid. Suddenly there was a strange noise. 

Whatôs that?ò asked Sid. 

ñItôs my mobile, but where is it?ò Again a flustered Jim searched and eventually found it in his top pocket. 

ñHello.ò He said, and listened. As he did his face drained and his jaw dropped. ñWhat happened?ò he asked and 

listened. òIôll be right home, bye.ò 

He turned the phone off and slipped it into his pocket. 

ñWhatôs up?ò enquired Sid. 

ñSheôs dead!ò 

ñWho?ò 

ñNan, she fell down her stairs.ò 

ñThatôs terrible,ò added Sid. òShe must have lost her balance, see, it was all just a question of balance after all.ò 

There was silence for a time, Jim took a deep breath and then spoke. ñI suppose the party is off now.ò 

15/11/2013 

  

One bad apple 
 

He took a spade and a Gladstone bag from the Landau and then slammed the door, which unsettled the jittery 

horses. Turning away he walked through the large ornamental Gothic gate. Dusk was settling on the 

countryside all around him. Owls were hooting and bats were in flight, looking for their next meal. The gravel 

crunched under his feet as he walked down the avenue of gravestones. The evening air around him reeked with 

the overpowering smell of death. He stopped, turned and walked into the middle of the stones and paused at a 

freshly filled grave.  

A translucent white mist spread rapidly across a nearby meadow and into the grave yard and began to circle his 

ankles. Three inky black ravens appeared above and began swooping, diving and attacking him. He recoiled 

and held up an arm for protection. Then almost as suddenly as they had appeared, they vanished. It seemed that 

the newly departedôs sentinels had finally accepted the strangerôs presence leaving only blood marks on his face 

and hands. The mist faded quickly. 

Grabbing a handful of the contents from the bag he began sprinkling a mixture of hazel blossoms, betchamy oil, 

lemon juice and stinging nettles over the grave. He stood transfixed, then waited and watched as the watery sun 

finally sunk below the horizon.  

 

He forced the spade into the fresh earth. After several full spades had been removed, he hesitated, and gazed 

down as the soil began to separate and an object started rising from the grave. 



Soon a head could be seen, moments later the upper torso was visible, and then a whole body. The earth fell 

away leaving itôs clothing pristine and untainted. He held out his hand to help her out of the grave. 

"Thank you," said the body, "and about time too! Tell me, what has happened to Snow White?" 

ñShe has become suddenly very old and wrinkled and uglyò he said. 

ñGood, then my spell has not let me down! As I died I cast a curse on her, and now I am alive again and she is 

dying, and thatôs just as I planned.ò  

The wicked witch pushed by him. 

ñCome along, we must get to the Palace.ò 

He stood there, amazed at what he had seen. 

ñCome along, thereôs no time to waste,ò she urged, ñWe must get to the palace before your wife dies. I have to 

finalise the spell!ò 

He still did not move. 

ñHow did you do that,ò he asked, ñyou were dead and now you are alive again.ò  

She began to explain. ñWhen I got to your wedding, the seven dwarfs snatched me away, tied my hands and 

then forced onto my feet, some iron boots they had heated in flames. The boots were burning my feet. The only 

thing I could do was to dance to ease the pain. Eventually, I realised it was killing me and thatôs when I cast the 

spell.  

ñWhat was the spell?ò he asked. 

ñIt was that at the moment I died, she would become very old and deeply unattractive to you. I need to get to 

her to chant the final incantation. If that doesnôt work then I have a knife and I will slit her throat from ear to 

ear, and send her into the next world, and you, my Prince, will be mine forever.ò 

ñYes of course, my loveò he said almost automatically. 

 

At the palace, they both looked down at Snow White as she lay in a bed. The Prince had to turn his head away 

as her ugly aging carcass repulsed him. 

The Witch laughed at his reaction and from a leather wallet attached to her belt, she produced some small 

animal bones. She sprinkled them on Snow Whiteôs increasingly grotesque body and began chanting strange 

words. This woke up a chamber maid who had been sleeping on the floor, out of sight, on the far side of the 

bed. 

ñWhat are you doing!ò she demanded, ñStop it, Stop it!ò she shouted. 

The witch ignored her and continued.  

ñGuards! Call the guards! Where are the palace guards?ò yelled the maid. There was only silence except for the 

witchesô chant. She gave a sly grin and chuckled aloud as the two women looked at each other.  

No guards came to the rescue. 

 Then they both heard someone sneezing outside the bedroom door. It opened and in trooped the seven dwarfs. 

They stood around the bed and the witch. Sleepy sat on the edge of the bed and promptly fell asleep.  

ñI thought weôd find you here,ò said Doc. The witch continued for a moment and then turned to him. ñYou 

cannot stop me,ò she said. 

ñLetôs talk about this,ò said Doc, ñwe need to think this out, and with that much thinking and talking weôll need 

some liquid refreshment.ò He took a bottle from the table, poured some into a tankard and handed it to her. She 

tasted its contents. ñHmmm, thatôs nice!ò she said. 

Doc sent Dopey to the kitchen for another bottle of wine. Dopey was not as stupid as most people think. He 

sliced an apple that had one bite missing from it, and crushed it into the neck of a half full bottle. On his return 

to the bedroom, he winked as he handed the bottle to Doc. By now the Witch had drunk most of the first bottle 

and was getting loud and merry. ñMore wiiiiine,ò she demanded, ñGive me more wiiiiiine.ò Doc handed her the 

new bottle and she poured it into her tankard and drank it quickly. As she did, Snow Whiteôs wrinkles 

disappeared. The Witchesô speech became slurred, and she started giggling. ñWhat is this wine? Itôs very 

moreishò she stated.  

ñIts cider,ò replied Doc.  

ñCider wine eh? Itôs very good. Whatôs it made of?ò she asked. 



ñItôs made of apples, in particular one very nice apple,ò said Doc. 

ñWhat? One very nice apple? What do you mean? What have you done?ò She began to realise she was losing 

control. Her eyes looked down at the tankard and then down at Snow White just as her hair changed from grey 

to black. 

ñWhat?ò she queried, ñWhatôs happening to her? And what is in this drink?ò she quizzed. 

ñYou should know, better than anyone, all it takes is one bad apple!ò He smiled at her. 

She bellowed ñOh no!ò 

Sleepy suddenly woke up and said ñOh yes.ò and all the dwarfs started laughing and dancing around. 

Snow White, who was now awake and fully restored to her original beauty, stood up and rushed into the 

princeôs arms just as the Witch fell onto the bed. Her face quickly became wrinkled, her hair unsightly and her 

dress ragged. The witch is still there now and to this day has never woken up again. She is waiting for any 

passing Prince to stop and kiss her. However, should you hear anyone near you snoring loudly, be carefully not 

to wake that person. It just might be the ugly old bitch,  

I mean the Witch. 

14/2/2014  

 
 

Blackbird on the lawn 
 

"Are you all right Mrs Corbin?" she asks me and tucks the blanket around my legs. "I'm fine" I say, but to be 

truthful it's made no difference at all. My legs are still cold. She moves over the Harry,  

but he's asleep and then over to Beryl. She can dribble for England, all down the front of her blouse. Charley is 

watching his little TV,  

well he is most of the time, when he's not sleeping. Heôs usually waiting for the womenôs football. He gets 

more excited at the end of the game when they swop shirts.  

 

At lease I have a full belly. I'm not exactly sure what it was, but it was supposed to be lamb. Only a couple of 

hours until tea time, then a wash, and then they put us all to bed, and all before it gets dark.  

I sit here all day and look out the window. They need cleaning but no one seems worried about it. Itôs very quiet 

here most of the day.  

The staff are very good but they always seem busy. Then yesterday,  

a man came in with a little keyboard, and some speaker things.   

He played and sang lots of the old songs for a couple of hours, it was great. Some of us joined in with him. 

Funny thing was that after,  

as he was packing up all his bits and pieces, Beryl woke up and asked him when he was starting. Silly cow.  

 

I watch the birds fly by, and next doors cat chasing any bird that lands in the garden. Look there's one now.  



"Blackbird on the lawn" I shout and Harry wakes and looks at me, and then closes his eyes again. It's pleasing 

to see a new mown lawn, because it always draws wildlife into the garden. Firstly,  

black birds. The children always used to shout 'Blackbird on the lawn' it was one of those family traditions. I've 

no idea how it started.  

But the children are now all grown up and moved away. They all have their own families and their own lives, 

and I don't see them so often these days.  

I'm a great grandmother, three times! Iôve got some photographs of them on my bedroom cabinet, with their 

names written on them. 

 

Ooooh look thereôs two Magpies now. They are looking for food for themselves and their young. They seem to 

methodically search the ground for any creature that hear their footsteps thinking itôs rain. Itôs a good day 

today. One for sorry two for joy, isnôt that how it goes? Thereôs a blue sky and a warm sun. I still donôt 

understand why Iôm cold. My toes are hurting me, and my toe nails need cutting. I must ask Sharon to do that 

next time they bath me. Her name is Sharon, isnôt it? I canôt remember. I tried reading a book this morning, but 

the print was too small, so I gave up on that.  

Fiona is due to visit me on Sunday. Sheós my eldest but missed last Sunday. One of her children was unwell. At 

least that was the story  

I was told. It used to be every week, but itôs more like every month now. She was married to Martin and had a 

good marriage.  

Three beautiful kiddies, but then there was the accident on his way home from work. We all went to the funeral. 

It was very sad and it took the whole family ages to get over it. She was in a terrible way for months. 

Everything changed when she got his insurance money. She was different woman and as happy as a 

fishmongers cat.  

There was a new house, new furniture, new car, and lots of foreign holidays soon followed. Thatôs when she 

met Raphael.  

He soon moved in and letting him do that was the worst thing she ever did!  

He turned out to be a couch slob. He did nothing and I canôt understand why she puts up with it. Heôs still there 

now, claiming off the state, and he doesnôt give her a penny of it. Itôs beyond me to understand her. He plays a 

bass guitar in one of those hairy groups and they make an awful noise.  

 

Look, thereôs two blackbirds out there now, ñBlack bird on the lawnò Oh dear, Iôve have shouted again, but 

looking around I see no one is bothered. 

Iôve had a good life. Some ups and some downs. I had a good man until Stan popped his clogs. Now itôs all 

down to the young ones, my bitôs nearly done. Shame about that. 

Four and twenty black birds baked in a pie, ah yes thatôs what we used to sing. A pocket full of rye. What is 

rye? Donôt they make it into bread? Sing a song of six pence. I remember Sixpences. We have this new decimal 

money these days, but they donôt give me any money. They say I donôt need it, not in here, not in Wisteria 

Manor.  

 

I think Iôm getting hungry again, but it canôt be tea time yet. They donôt have any clocks around, they say it 

depresses some of us to watch time. 

The trouble is, that one day is just like any other day, except when thereôs blackbirds on the lawn.  

ñWake up Mrs Corbin,ò she says, ñItôs time for tea.ò 

31/7/14  

 

They gave us all different phrases, mine was, 

"Then he set to work - stitch after stitch - making believe he was like a man on the keel." 

And said write something in 20 mins. 

Mine is not flash fiction, but I do like what I wrote, see below 

 



Guaranteed for life 
 

Then he set to work, stitch after stitch, hour after hour until the job was done. John stood back and looked at 

them, admired them, loved them. ñTheyôre a fine pair of boots, itôs a shame I have to sell them.ò He said as he 

placed them in his shop window. 

 

Within half an hour, a man entered and asked their size.  

ñThey are 10ôs sir,ò said John. 

The man smiled and asked to try them on. They fitted perfectly.  

He asked the price. ñSir, they are only half a guinea and guaranteed for life!ò 

ñGuaranteed for life, really?ò He asked. 

ñYes sir!ò said John convincingly. 

The money was paid and he left wearing them.  

 

There was a sudden loud crashing sound from outside. John looked out and saw his customerôs legs protruding 

from under a horseless carriage. 

ñRight!ò thought John, ñIôd best go out and retrieve those boots, he wonôt be needing them anymore!ò 

19/9/2014 

 

 
The other boot 
 

The removal men had left and now it was time to open all the cardboard boxes and place the furniture where it 

was wanted. 

The task took several days and eventually the house was almost tidy. A number of un-needed items were taken 

down to the cellar for storage. As he looked around for a suitable location, and then noticed an old army suit 

case almost hidden under the stairs. He pulled it out and brushed off the dust and cobwebs of many years. 

Easily, the locks sprung open. To his surprise, the only content was one single heavy boot. He was sure it was 

something a soldier would wear. As he held it an envelope fell out. It contained four medals and a letter that 

read, Presented to Arthur Gray for heroic service at Gallipoli. He mouthed the inscription on one of the medals, 

'for valour' 

Then he realised that also under the stairs, behind where the case had been, there was a wooden leg. It was 

wearing the other boot. 



10/10/2014  

 

The singer not the song 
 

The rehearsal in the hotel ballroom wasn't going well. She had worked through most of the songs with the 

pianist before the rest of the band arrived so it should have been easy. A simple quick run through of each song 

in her set with the full band should be all that was needed. 

One particular song was proving difficult. She started it and stopped it several times.  

In a gush of frustration, she bellowed, ñYouôve all got the dots in front of you, but somebody is not playing it 

right!ò she looked around at the musicians. ñCome on now, whoôs playing the bum notes?ò 

There was no reply. The band leader pianist made them start again, and again and yet again, but she still she 

wasnôt happy. Her face was reddening and her breathing getting heavier and stronger and inside she was 

beginning to boil 

As she sang she walked around with the intention of listening to each of the band, in the hope of finding the 

culprit. She was determined to find the bum note player. Suddenly she stopped singing and held up her hands 

and demanded silence. She stood in front of the trumpet player. ñItôs you!ò she yelled pointing to him. ñHow 

the hell do you expect me to sing the song if you canôt play the bloody song right. All the right notes in the right 

order! So now tell me, whatôs your problem?ò Her chest heaved in anger. He looked up at her and tried and 

very nervous smile. She saw a young fresh boyish face with cherry cheeks daring to look up at her. Her feelings 

began to change and with a glint in her eye she took a liking to what she saw. Here was the type she liked. The 

innocent and young types was where she had her conquests in the past, and the kind she preferred. She put her 

hand on his shoulder and pushed her chest towards his face. ñPerhaps you and I could sort this out together. It 

should be easy to change the score that youôve got there.  

Why not bring your part up to my room later, and we can work on it together? Until we get it rightò He saw an 

over made up face glaring down at him. Bright red lips and heavily mascaraed eyes and a pungent perfume that 

began to make him reach. He quickly turned back to look at his sheet music and shuddered. 

 

The pianist rushed over to his rescue. ñThis is my son Geoffrey, heôs got a lot on his mind at the moment, 

finding it difficult to concentrate.ò he said, ñHe doesnôt have the ability to writes scores and arrangements. 

Perhaps I can help you with it instead?ò She was now looking at an aging bald headed man with beedy eyes a 

full belly, and her mood changed yet again. He was very definitely the type she didnôt like or want. ñNo, no,ò 

she insisted, ñItôs OK, perhaps we couldé.ò 

A mobile phone started ringing and the Geoffrey pulled it from his pocket and read the text. ñOh, Oh,ò he 

became very excited, ñOh her waterôs broke and sheôs started her labour, I must go, now!ò He almost threw his 

instrument back into itôs case, stood, grabbed his coat and without saying a word left the ballroom. The singer 

looked at the pianist, ñso what do we do now, we need and trumpet and I canôt play it and sing as well!ò 

ñMaybe we should take a break,ò he saidò I have a few phone numbers I can ring to get a replacement. Letôs 

take five, or maybe ten.ò 

About an hour later, as the evening for the gig was rapidly approaching, the musicians and the singer were back 

on stage, but there was no trumpeter. As they were chatting, the ballroom doors opened and in came a 

uniformed man. He walked across the dance floor, and she tried to establish which particular uniform it was. 

She re-assured herself that if heôs a military bandsman, he will be a very capable musician. The band leader 

shook his hand and spoke privately for a moment and then introduced him the band. ñThis is Gilbert, heôll be 

sitting in for my son this evening.ò There was a gentle round of applause as he took a seat and began to open his 

trumpet case. It was then that her eyes finally focused and she realised he was in the Salvation Army. She 

thought to herself, thereôs little he can do for me now! Iôm way past my best, too far gone for sure. 

The reminder of the rehearsal went without a hitch, and the evening gig was well received by all those present 

including the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress. The singer made sure to be well topped up with Vodka before 

her performance and she sailed through her songs effortlessly, and received loud applause and thanks after. 



It was close to midnight. The lady had finished her work for the evening and was adding to her alcohol levels in 

the bar. The band had completed their performance and had gone. As she looked around for company and 

someone to talk to, she saw the new bandsman walk into the bar. He was, once again, dress in his uniform and 

as soon as she saw the copies of óWar Cryô over his arm, she made a hasty exit to the ladyôs powder room. 

She didnôt hesitate to check her hair or make up in a mirror and slammed and locked the cubicle door and sat 

defiantly on the toilet subconsciously claiming sanctuary. Sometime later she woke to see the light of a new day 

streaming through a high window over the top of the cubicle. She leant over and threw up and tried to stand. 

The pounding in her head and ricked back, not to mention the indented ring on her rear, made it almost 

impossible. Eventually she made her exit and somehow she found her bedroom door and fumbled for what 

seemed ages with the card door lock. Once inside, she closed the door behind her and leaned back against it. 

Taking a deep breath she listened. There was silence accept for the thunder in her brain. She staggered forward 

and fell onto the bed, alone. 

14/11/2014  

 

Santaôs Bad Day 
 

ñI had the day so well planned out and then it all went wrong,ò said Santa to Clyde his chief elf. 

ñReally?ò said Clyde, ñWhy? What went wrong?ò 

ñWell,éò Santa took a deep breath, ñwhere do I start? OK. Everything was ready for the Christmas run, toys 

all made, reindeer all checked by the vet and passed roadworthy. The misses had washed and pressed my red 

suit with the cotton wool edging and I was looking forward to it all!ò 

ñSo?ò queried Clyde. 

ñWell, then it snowed, and I donôt like snow.ò 

Santa took a mouthful of his mulled wine and munched on a mince pie. 

ñBut everybody like it, the kids love it, the reindeer love stepping through it so why donôt you like it?ò 

questioned Clyde. 

ñItôs too cold, Iôm not a youngster anymore and my joints ache in the cold. Even with my quadruple thermals, 

the cold still gets to me!ò 

  

ñI think I have the answer to your problem,ò said Clyde, ñbut it means Iôll have to give you your Christmas 

present now. 

Santa looked up, wondering what he meant. 

Clyde handed Santa a parcel wrapped in Christmas paper, saying, ñItôs your Christmas present.ò 

ñThank you,ò said Santa. 

He quickly opened the box and to his surprise found a ticket. 

ñWhatôs this then?ò asked Santa. 

ñAll the elves,ò said Clyde,ò we all chipped in to get you a ticket for two on a summer holiday in Hawaii where 

itôs always hot, youôll love it!ò 

ñOh thatôs wonderful, thank you so every much,ò said Santa, ñBut it doesnôt solve my problem. How am I 

going to deliver all toys without getting cold? 

 



 
 

 

 

Christmas and Son 
 

Father Christmas woke up feeling wretched. He sneezed and he sat up on the edge of his bed, and sneezed 

again. ñOh no, not a cold, not at this time of the year!ò he uttered in desperation. After slipping on a red 

dressing gown with white edging he made his way downstairs to the kitchen. Mother Christmas turned as he 

walked in, ñDear me you do look ill, I could hear you sneezing down here.ò she said as he flopped down in a 

chair. ñThereôs no way you are going to be fit for Christmas Eve, you look like death only slightly warmed upò 

she added, and he didnôt have the strength to disagree. ñCome on now,ò she instructed, ñyou go back to bed and 

Iôll bring you a hot drink with something in it.ò  

ñBut whoôs going to do the Christmas Eve calls If I canôt?ò he asked. 

ñWell, weôll think about that once youôre back in bed, come on, up you go.ò And she ushered him back upstairs 

adding, ñYou didnôt have your flu jab this year did you? You Silly Billy.ò 

 

It didnôt get any better by Christmas Eve morning. ñItôs no good,ò she said, ñOur son will have to go in your 

place!ò At first he protested, ñOh no,ò but then slowly realised there was little alternative. He had no strength to 

argue.  

 

Their son had arrived as a surprise one day after Father Christmas had a few too many Sherries some years ago. 

The boy was summoned up to the bedroom. He slouched in, wearing a black grubby Led Zeppelin tee shirt, the 

hottest pair of Nike trainers and jeans that were slipping down his body. His baseball cap, with a rude word on 

it, was on sideways. ñYea what ya want?ò he demanded as he slipped a piece of gum into his mouth and started 

chewing. 

ñYour fatherôs not at all well; youôll have to do the Christmas Eve run with Rudolph.ò 

ñOh no Ma,ò He whined,ò Nah I donôt wanna do that, I got plans for a party tomarrah!ò 

She replied instantly, ñNow if you donôt then none of the boys and girls around the world will get any presents 

for Christmas this year! And that would be terrible. Youôll have to do it and thatôs that!ò Their son groaned, 

turned quickly and left the room. 



ñIôll speak to him,ò she said as she followed him downstairs. 

 

It was getting dark on Christmas Eve and snow was falling. Mother Christmas went to her husbandôs bedside. 

ñHeôs ready,ò she said ñCome in son,ò and the boy appeared wearing a red coat with white ermine trimming, 

big black boots and a clip on white beard.  

ñWow,ò said Father Christmas, ñNow that is a surprise, you look very good son, in fact, you look perfect.ò He 

sneezed. 

The ladôs unheralded metamorphosis was a complete bombshell to his parents. He had given the whole 

predicament a lot of thought very quickly and realised that his fatherôs unhealthiness would disappoint so many 

children. 

Also the thought that he would have to take over the family business one day dawned on him, so now was a 

good time to start. 

ñPerfect but for one thing,ò continued Father Christmas. ñHeôs a beanpole, thereôs more fat on a chip!ò With 

that, the boy grabbed and pulled the pillow from beneath his fatherôs head, which in turn fell heavily back onto 

the bed. This infuriated all the germs in his body, all of whom had been planning a vacation. However, with this 

sudden abrupt jolting, word had spread on the bug net chat line, and after voting, the majority of them decided 

that after all, they would stay until the summer. They didnôt want to go out in the cold weather and catch any 

nasty bugs did they? So as a means of retribution, they made Father Christmas sneeze violently four times in a 

row. Mother Christmas handed him the Kleenex box and he quickly seized a handful and blew hard into them.  

ñHe has the list,ò she said as the boy stuffed the pillow down the front of his baggy red trousers, ñand heôs got 

the TOMY sat nav from the chief gnome in the toy workshop. Rudolph and the rest of the reindeer are ready, 

and raring to go,ò she said with determination. 

ñGood,ò Said Father Christmas as he sneezed again, ñIt looks like youôve got the whole thing sorted and now 

all of the children will get the presents this year, well done son.ò The boyôs cheeks reddened, he kissed his 

mother and left. 

 

Early on Christmas day morning, Rudolph and his fellow reindeer brought the sleigh home after a long night. 

The boy had slept most of the way back, but woke just as they arrived. It was then he realised his mistake. He 

was sure that he had done a good job but became horrified when he found one sack of toys under a blanket, still 

in the sleigh, that had not been delivered. He rushed in to tell his parents. They were just as shocked to think 

some poor child was still waiting for the gifts. 

ñWhose house did you miss?ò she asked and he checked his list.  

ñIt was Emily, on that housing estate near Portsmouth.ò He confessed. 

ñYouôll have to go straight back now, quick before it gets light,ò said his mother. The boy knew she was right, 

but didnôt like the thought of breaking this news to Rudolph and the rest. After he promised them all an extra 

bag of hay and a day off tomorrow, they set off on the trip back to the forgotten child. As they flew it was 

getting much brighter. The new dawn was gradually creeping over them. They circled over the estate looking 

for the right house and a place to land.  

Then he saw a young lady crying and waiting at the door of a house. She had tears streaming down her cheeks, 

but as soon as she saw the sleigh, with Father Christmas in it, a wide smile spread across her face. ñHeôs here, 

heôs here, he didnôt forget me after allò she shouted back into the house.  

She walked out to the sleigh leaving footprints in the snow behind her. The boy gave her a sack brimming over 

with presents. ñHo ho hoò he said in a deep voice slightly over acting. 

ñOh thank you so very much Father Christmas,ò she said, ñYou didnôt forget me after all. You are wonderful.ò 

She leaned forward to kiss him. As she did his beard slipped off and she saw it wasnôt an old man. It was a boy 

who was just a little older than she was. Then she saw the twinkle in his eye and thought to herself, óHeôs cute!ô 

She began to hear an angelic choir singing but couldnôt understand where the sound was coming from. He 

quickly kissed her and dropped a chewing gum pack in her hand and then jumped back onto the sleigh. The 

choir sang louder. The boy smiled and waved to her as they flew off on the second return journey. 

 



There was a chilling mist over the Channel as they travelled. The snow had stopped and the sun was easing its 

way up from the distant horizon.  

ñHmm she was a pretty girl,ò he said to himself, ñI must go back and see her again very soon.ò  

12/12/2014  

 

Little fears 
 

I woke after a pretty good nightôs sleep, reached out and switched on the bedside lamp. 

With a hearty gust of energy I threw the duvet over to one side and sat up. Before I could swing my legs over 

the side of the bed, I noticed something very strange, in fact unbelievably strange. 

My feet seem to have disappeared. I could feel my blood pressure instantly objecting and my heart was 

desperately trying to get out of my mouth. 

What! I yelled, how can that be? 

Then I rationalised the situation. I must still be dreaming. Thatôs it! 

So I pinch my arm and it hurts, really hurts! I was definitely not dreaming. 

I looked again and now my ankles and legs up to my knees were missing. 

I wanted to stand up, but how could I? 

In desperation I swung myself around to the edge of the bed and tried to stamp on the floor, and I could. But 

how could I with no feet, legs and now no knees? 

My head was swimming with a million questions and ridiculous improbable answers. I reached for my trousers 

but how on earth could  

I get myself into them? By now everything below my waist was missing. 

I appeared I was gradually and quickly disappearing from my toes upward! 

But why? And How, and somebody please save me! 

After a struggle I realised I actually could stand as I saw my chest vanish. 

What is happening? I craved to know. Am I going to disappear completely? The fear that it would then seem 

that I never existed terrified me. 

My arms faded and I saw my head in the mirror. Just my head. 

I was in a helpless hopeless situation. It was going to happen, I would disappear, I couldnôt think how to stop it, 

but I would still be here.  

Now they will have to call me Mr Cellophane,  

thatôs if they ever notice me again. 

23/1/2015  

 

Heroes 
 

The battle was over, the horrors of Hougoumont had ended.  

It was a battle like no other battle before it, but the battle was won, and we were the heroes. There were bodies 

everywhere. 

We buried our dead and tended our wounded, taking time to recover our sensibilities. 

 

Later we took many hours to walk across the land that was Belgium and were pleased to reach the coast. 

The channel was not kind to us. I never saw greener faces throwing their insides overboard. 

 

The good feeling of Portsea Island English soil under our weary feet brought quick relief to our shattered souls 

and bellies. 

We walked on North over the hill of Portsdown and down along a leafy lane and came to an inn on a 

crossroads. 

Some of us wanted to press on but most of us could smell meat roasting and the relishing thought of washing 

some down with a mug or more of ale was not possible to resist. 



 

The landlord and his wife made us very welcome and his pretty daughter, a comely wench who flirted with the 

men, was a sight for sore eyes. 

We told them our tales as we fed and drunk well.  

Bye and bye the landlord returned with a board, and words scrawled upon it, with charcoal. 

He said, the nation would be ever grateful to us all and nailed the board to the wall. Then he said in our honour 

he would name the inn, óThe Heroes of Waterloo.ô Some of us could read those words on the board. 

 

After resting, we said our goodbyes with the thought of our homes in minds.  

Many of our men set off heading for Surrey and London. Others went to the West. We all took the road that 

began the rest of our lives. 

29-4-2015  

 

Cold Callers 
 

He walked slowly to the front door and opened it. 

He saw a young man holding a blue plastic bottle. He thrust a lanyard ID card forward and said ñHello, Good 

morning, I'm from the Royal National Animal Trust and we are collecting money to save the Dodo." 

"I thought they were already extinct.ò Said John with a smug grin on his face. The thought that this was a scam 

began to trickle through his mind. 

"No No , said the caller, "A few have been found on the hills of Outer Mongolia, and they want to bring them 

back to Whipsnade Zoo and breed a larger colony from them. There's great excitement in the scientific world!" 

"Really!" John sounded as though he was interested. Then he pointed to the sign on his door. "Didn't you see 

that? No Cold Callers!" 

"Yes I did, but as we are a charity, I it would be OK. and it is a very good cause." 

"You're a charity? Said John in loud disbelief. I'm a charity too, If you had to live on my pension, you'd know 

exactly what I mean. There's never enough money to last the week. You've never got two coins to rub together. 

Look at this door mat. It's worn out by cold callers begging me for money! 

Iôve got shopping to get and I've got no money to buy anything, not a penny, and you're asking me for money 

for your charity!" 

The caller said nothing and began to look worried. 

John continued, "See these shoes? I've had them soled and healed three times, and I've had them nineteen years, 

and you want charity from me? 

In fact if you could lend med a fiver, I could eat, not just today, but it would last all this week. 

I promise I will pay you back next Thursday when I get my pension, honest!" 

The caller's hand began to slip towards his pocket, and stopped. 

ñOn the other hand if you could make it ten quid? That would last for the rest of the month!" 

The cold called shook his head and then picked up his case, turned and disappeared down the path to the gate. 

30-8-2015  

 

The Town of Toys 

 
The phone rang and Sooty answered it. "This is Hector," said the caller, "Phoning from my house, have you 

heard the news?" 

"No" whispered Sooty, because everybody knows that Sooty can't speak. 

"It's Postman Pat, he's fallen off of a ladder, and broken his leg and so now he canôt deliver the post!" 

ñHow did he do that?ò asked Sooty, very quietly. 

ñHe was helping Bob the Builder, you know that guy whoôs as thick as two short planks. Fell, and broke his 

arm. So now who's going to deliver the mail?" 

ñHold on,ò said Sooty, ñfirst you said leg, then you said arm. What has he broken?ò 



ñTo be truthful,ò said Hector,ò Iôm not exactly sure what heôs done, but one thing I do know, he hasnôt broken 

any records with his non speedy deliveries!ò 

"Leave it to me,ò murmured Sooty, ñIôll sort something out.ò  

 

He was pleased to have something to occupy his mind as he had been very upset since Soo had left the house 

and not said a word. Of course, it was pure coincidence that Sweep had gone missing at the same time. 

 

He thought aloud. I could ask Andy Pandy, or Teddy or Looby loo. No I don't think they would be interested. 

It's always óTime to go homeô for them. Thatôs a very strange arrangement, all sleeping together in that basket. 

I know I'll ask Bill and Ben. 

Bill flobalobbed, and Ben Flibalibbed and Weed weeeeed saying no they couldn't help on account of the fact 

that they couldn't move! 

 

Sooty walked away in a silent quandary. 

I could ask Danger Mouse, but I expect he would be too busy saving the world to bother with coming to our 

little town to solve our problem. 

Who could drive Postman Pat's van? Maybe Worzel could? He'll do anything for a cup of tea and a piece of 

cake, Sooty mumbled to himself. 

We need to be rescued! Yes, that's it! International Rescue, Bring in the Thunderbirds. Suddenly there was a 

loud fanfare of trumpets from nowhere.  

No hold on a minute. We'll need to get a licence for them to fly over the Town of Toys, and that has to be 

applied for in triplicate or quadruplicate and through the proper official channels and will take ages! What a 

load of Pugwash. I really must learn to write. 

I won't ask Horrid Henry, nobody likes him! There's always Peter, but he's a bit too blue these days, know what 

I mean nudge nudge, and those Camberwicks have all turned a funny shade of green. 

The Flintstones, would make it seem like a Keystone Cops film, and theyôre always stoned anyway. So forget 

them. Who else is there?  

 

Pinky and Perky? Those ham actors. No, not a chance.  

The Mr Men, not them again, theyôre always changing their moods. 

Teletubbies? Now let me see what are their names? Tinky Winky, Dipsy, Laa-Laa and Poo, oh no itôs Po. Their 

parents must have had a sense of humour when they named them! 

The Clangers would be too noisy, and Parsley? Heôs just a big pussycat and not quite sure which side heôs 

batting for these days. 

The Blobs would Morph into the Mr Men and Iôve already discounted them! Theyôd be useless. 

Thereôs always Pingu and Paddington and Shaun the sheep.  

He thought seriously for a moment, No perhaps not, but what can we do? 

ñAh yes Iôve got it,ò he said in hushed tones, ñThe Wombles! Opps, oh no, on second thoughts, not likely, they 

never stop singing, canôt have that!ò 

 

Sooty sat there thinking and scratching his chin, and decided he needed to see the vet in the morning about his 

eczema. 

Now who else is there, surely someone will deliver the post. 

Again he ran though the list of possibles in his mind. 

 

There were none left, until Sooty whispered loudly, I'll go and see the Woodentops. 

Sooty knocked on the Woodentops wooden door, and two wooden children opened the wooden door. 

ñIs your daddy Woodentop there please?ò he uttered under his breath. 

Sooty explained the situation to Mummy Woodentop and Daddy Woodentop. Mummy Woodentop asked why 

it was always called the mail. Why wasnôt it called the femail? She demanded equality as the biggest spotty dog 



youôve ever did see started eating the wooden children. Only half of Jenny Woodentop was left as he sprinkled 

salt on Willie Woodentopôs nether regions.  

He had already eaten baby Woodentop as a starter!  

Soon, it was an even bigger, biggest spotty dog youôve ever did see. Well it wood be wouldnôt it?  

 

On his way back down the lane, Sooty saw Muffin the Mule grazing in a field. He was accompanied by several 

females who were always ready to answer to his beck and call. He was now in his seventies, which is very old 

for a mule, with just a few grey hairs showing. He had made his reputation and his millions by knowing the 

right strings to pull and had been the town Mayor for 27 years. This is very unusual as the normal term of office 

is just one year. It has been said he had close connections with that most hated International crime syndicate 

known to all as,é. The Muffia. 

On one occasion, he was said to have placed a severed human head between the bedsheets of his deadliest 

enemy.  

However, these days, heôs old and been put out to pasture.  

Heôs not the plod father he was. 

 

Later walking along Sesame Street, Sooty bumped into Joe 90 and Catweasel. Joe suggested he should consider 

Balamory, but Sooty said he didnôt know anyone called Barry Murray. 

Sooty then had a brainwave and silently suggested, ñPerhaps Pratt Weasel, I mean perhaps Cat Weasel could 

use his mystical powers?  

What we need is some of your magic, in a roundabout sort of way.ò 

 

There was a sudden whoosh and brilliant flash of light. Standing before them was Torchy the Battery Boy. He 

was bright spark and once he heard of their plight and was only too happy of bring enlightenment on their 

dilemma. 

ñPostman Pat, thatôs PP incapacitated Hmm?ò mused Torchy, ñPP absent on duty, PP unavailable, PP, Ah yes 

thatôs it, PP Pink Panther, you must find the Pink Panther, he and Postman Patôs black and white cat Jess, will 

save the day!ò 

Shortly after Noddy and Big Ears returned having won the Monte Carlo Rally in their little car. ñHello 

everyone!ò said Noddy, ñHas anything interesting happened while we were away?ò 

ñNo, nothing!ò said everybody 

From that day, the mail was all delivered quickly and on time and to the correct addresses. A month later, the 

Pink Panther and Postman Patôs Black and white cat went off to sea in a beautiful pea green boat, once they had 

drowned the owl. 

Postman Pat was back on duty in a few months and life returned to normal, or as normal as it can be, in the 

Town of toys. 

12-9-2015  

For Tracy Teashop, yes, I know itôs Tracy Teasdale, but I canôt spell Teasdale. 



 
 

Jackôs bottle 
 

He slobbered into a half consciousness, with one shoe missing, sprawled out along the sofa. He opened an eye 

peering through an alcoholic haze searching for Jackôs name on the bottle. 

It was not to be found. 

He slipped a leg off of the sofa and tried to sit up. He lost his balance and fell to the other end of the sofa, ad 

then onto the floor with a thud. 

 

Jackôs bottle was lying under a nearby chair. He tried reaching it but as he did, it seemed to be moving away 

from him. 

He pushed hard with both legs and grabbed the neck of the bottle and hastily rushed it to his mouth. There was 

nothing. He gaped at the bottle and realised it was empty and angrily threw it down. Where could he find more 

whiskey? That was his only thought. Nothing else mattered. 

18/3/2016  

 

A windy day 
 

Mr Jenkins left the Co-op as he did every Monday morning with a plastic bag full of his provisions. Today it 

was a small brown loaf, bacon, a ready meal and a bottle of milk. 

He unhooked his dog from the hitching post outside and they began walking home. The wind was blowing 

hard. He pulled his jacket together try to button it, and wished he hade worn his overcoat. 

Crossing the par, he saw a young lad pulling on a piece of string. At the other end, high in the air, was a large 

kite. It was dancing around madly at the mercy of the wind. 

It swung left then right, and was blown around in all direction. 

Suddenly it sunk down, and to his surprise, underneath the dogôs lead where it became entwined. The wind 

blew even stringer lifting the kite which lifted the dog into the air. 

ñOh dear,ò said Mr Jenkins, ñNow thatôs a fine kettle of fish! Young man can I have my dog back please?ò 

The lad looked at him but he was speechless. Then Mr Jenkins felt a strange sensation as he too was lifted into 

the air. 



For a few seconds Mr Jenkins was unsure what to do, that is of course if he could do anything about his 

unexpected elevation. He looked down determined to demand that he and his dog be returned to terra firma 

immediately. 

The wind now became gale force and to his surprise the lad was also airborne. 

Mr Jenkins and his dog, the lad and his kite were blown around frantically at the mercy of the wind. He was 

actually beginning to enjoy the view and the sensation of flying. 

A seagull flew by with a quizzical look on itôs face, as though to say óWhat are you doing up here?ô 

It was then that Mr Jenkins felt a cold shiver as he wondered how on earth are well all to get down safely? 

They sailed out from the park, down the avenue and the shopping centre and on towards the docks. 

They seemed to be getting higher. A light aircraft flew by in the distance as the skies grew much darker. 

The plastic bag with his provisions in it became heavy and the handle was beginning to cut into his fingers. 

Gradually the bag slipped out of his grasp and into the distance below. 

Again and again, the wind that had now become a storm buffeted them around in all directions. 

Mr Jenkins looked down and saw that they were now high above the aerodrome. He wondered if anyone in the 

control tower would see them would call the police and bring some help. 

Then he quizzed to himself, how would they do that with them down there and us up here? A sudden strong 

gust blew them past the airfield and on over the housing estate. 

He then realised the seemed to be losing height as he could see people below looking up at them. 

It was then he saw what he thought was the answer on the ground below. 

However the same problem remained, how could they get down? 

A number of children had gathered below, amazed at what they saw. 

Mr Jenkins called to the lad, ñLet it go! Let go of the kite.ò And as he did, they all gradually descended.  

Mr Jenkins held out his arms and spread his legs endeavouring to glide down to where the children had been 

playing. 

He had seen a bouncy castle and was aiming himself and his dog and the lad towards it. 

They landing on it and bounced a number of times eventually coming to rest. 

He crawled to the edge and finally managed to stand on the ground. His dog rubbed against Mr Jenkins leg in 

appreciation of his survival. 

The lad stood quickly and ran off screaming into the distance. 

ñWell!ò said Mr Jenkins, ñThatôs the last time I go to that Co-op.ò 

29/7/2016  



 
 

A windy day, artwork by Jon Everitt, printed here with his kind permission inspired the story A windy day. 

 

A Knight in space. 
 

The joust had begun. Sir William was sat on a horse and wished he was anywhere else but here. The horse 

moved forward, slowly at first, almost automatically as the joust marshal shouted instruction to charge. 

At the far end of the field he saw a fully armoured knight on horseback charging towards him. 

In Sir Williamôs hand was a lance which was his only weapon. His throat was suddenly very dry and beads of 

perspiration ran down his face. 

His horse began galloping and Sir William was trying not to fall off. There was a thump and Sir William felt 

immense pain in his chest. He tumbled to the ground heavily and landed amongst the grass, weeds and horse 

dung. 

His head was spinning viciously He could see nothing and was unable to focus his eyes. The world about him 

was rotating faster and faster. He felt himself being lifted and his whole body being spun and shaken. Then 

gradually he felt nothing and all became calm and silent. 

Slowly, he opened his eyes and realising he was still alive, hurriedly thanked the Gods. 

Sir William could hear strange sounds and the air smelt very different. He could not understand where he was. 

There were strangely shaped walls around him but were they real walls? Lights flashed everywhere in rainbow 

colours. Have I finally reached heaven or is this the hell I have been fearing he wondered? Then he heard a 

voice say ñCapricorn 10 to ground control, come in ground control, we have a problem, er,é we have an 

intruder. 

12/8/2016 

 



Stan and Audrey 
 

She had been busy in the kitchen for sometime and Stan smiled as she placed a plateful of his favourite meal, 

on the table in front of him. 

"Oh! Thanks love, that's champion." 

He eagerly tucked in, like a lion devouring itôs prey.  

Soon his plate was empty and she took it and replaced it with his pudding. He didn't waste any time in starting 

on it. His wife sat at the table opposite him. 

After a few moments he looked up to see her gazing at him. "What's up love?" he asked. 

"Nothing" she said blankly. 

Shortly after he saw that she was still looking at him. 

"You're giving me a very strange look love, whatôs wrong?" he quizzed. 

"No, nothing,ò she hesitated, "But a,éWhy don't you," she hesitated again, "Why don't you take one of your 

pills?  

ñOh no love, I took them all this morning with my breakfast. Wouldnôt miss any of those, donôt want to upset 

the doc do I?ò he said proudly. 

ñNo, I mean, you know, those special pills." 

 

He was clueless for several seconds and then it finally dawned on him. "Oh you mean,é those pills." His mind 

was racing and couldnôt understand why she suddenly suggested this, what on earth has she been reading, or 

watching on TV?ò he wondered. Now HE hesitated. "We haven't done that for years, love, I think Iôve forgotten 

how to. I lost the instruction book years ago!ò he continued, "What's brought this on? Why now?" 

"Well Stan we're not getting any younger, you know Stan, are we? And, who knows, it just might be the last 

chance we get!" she tutted under her breath, stood up and took his empty bowl into the kitchen. Stan sat silently 

for a while confused about his wife's sudden and unexpected desires.  

 

He cast his mind back a number of years and could still clearly remember the day the specialist told him he had 

prostate cancer. ñWeôve caught it early enough,ò he said ñSo after the treatment we will give you, youôll be as 

good at new, probably live to 100!ò he smiled. 

ñIs that so doc,ò asked Stan, ñis that a promise?ò  

The specialist didnôt reply as they shook hands and Stan left. This was followed by many sessions of radio 

therapy and then a year of monthly hormone injection into his belly. The specialist had also said he would lose 

his libido. At first, Stan didn't know quite what that meant, then he was given a prescription for some special 

pills. 

 

Stan stood and walked to the sideboard. From the back of the drawer he grabbed a small box and opened it. He 

pulled out a bubble pack of four tablets. 

 

Audrey brought in his cup of tea and then returned to the kitchen. She shuffled plates and bowls around in the 

sink, lost and feeling alone. 

 

He sat back at the table, undecided. Audrey returned and again sat across from him at the table. She saw the 

small box in his hand. ñOh, have you taken one?ò she asked. 

ñYes,ééIôve taken,é. two,ò he said reluctantly. 

She smiled and taking his hand, pulled him from his seat. 

 

In the bedroom she quickly undressed and got into bed. Stan was undressing in slow motion and eventually sat 

on the edge of the bed before, sloth like, getting into it. ñHave you still got your vest and pantôs on Stan?ò she 

demanded angrily. 



ñAnd my socks too,ò he said as he slipped a leg out and high into the air. She saw the red sockôs MU logo 

clearly in the dim light. He smiled to himself and pulled his leg back under the bedclothes.  

There was silence for some time, and then Audrey decided she must take some action. She leaned over and 

kissed him on the cheek. 

ñHey, whatôs that?ò he demanded indignantly. 

ñItôs foreplay Stan,ò she said. 

ñWhat? Foreplay? Whatôs that when itôs at home?ò he said loudly, ñFOUR? Who else is coming then?ò 

ñNo! You sill happeth,ò she said now feeling very displeased. Audrey again laid still feeling exasperated. 

After what seemed like a life time she tried again, slowly leaning over him, but this time there was no 

protesting as she kissed him. With no reaction from Stan, she again laid back and wondered why she had 

suggested this in the first place. Then she felt a strange sensation, something seemed to be wrong, and slowly 

she looked over to Stan as he snored loudly. 

ñOh no,ò she thought to herself,ò what a dead loss you are Stan Turner!ò She noticed the bed clothes on him 

appeared to be elevated. She lifted them and smiled a flushed smile at what she saw, almost bursting into 

laughter. She began to remember days and times when the young energetic Stan was all over her, and never left 

her alone. Days with a warm future and the man she had chosen. Days that they both enjoyed but now long in 

the past. 

She now realised that her plan had not worked and was very unlikely to, so she slipped out of bed, dressed and 

went down stairs. Stan slept on for several hours oblivious of his wifeôs frustrations. Audrey still had a few 

things to wash up and then was happy to sit and watch the final episode of Poldark.             

22-9-2016 M Cooper 

 

Jackôs last chance 
 

She had been busy in the kitchen for sometime and Jack smiled as she placed a plateful of his favourite meal, 

on the table in front of him. 

"Oh! Thanks love, that's champion." 

He eagerly tucked in, like a lion devouring itôs prey.  

Soon his plate was empty and she took it and replaced it with his pudding. He didn't waste any time in starting 

on it.  

His wife sat at the table opposite him. 

After a few moments he looked up to see her gazing at him. "What's up love?" he asked. 

"Nothing" she said blankly. 

Shortly after he saw that she was still staring at him. 

"You're giving me a very strange look love, whatôs wrong?" he quizzed. 

"No, nothing,ò she hesitated, "But a,éWhy don't you," she hesitated again, "Why don't you take one of your 

pills?  

ñOh no love,ò he said loudly, ñI took them all this morning with my breakfast. Wouldnôt miss any of those, 

donôt want to upset the doc do I?ò he stated proudly. 

ñNo, I mean, you know, those special pills." 

 

He was clueless for several seconds and then it finally dawned on him. "Oh you mean,é those pills." His mind 

was racing and couldnôt understand why she suddenly suggested this, what on earth has she been reading, or 

watching on TV?ò he wondered. But now he hesitated. "We haven't done that for years, love, I think Iôve 

forgotten how to. I lost the instruction book years ago!ò he continued trying to break the tension with a joke. 

Nothing was said for a time then he asked, "What's brought this on? Why now?" 

"Well Jack youôre not getting any younger, and nor am I, and, who knows, it just might be the last chance we 

get!" she tutted under her breath, stood up and took his empty bowl into the kitchen. Jack sat silently for a while 

confused about his wife's sudden and unexpected desires.  

 



He cast his mind back a number of years and could still clearly remember the day the specialist told him he had 

prostate cancer. ñWeôve caught it early enough,ò he said ñSo after the treatment we will give you, youôll be as 

good at new, probably live to 100!ò he smiled. 

ñIs that so doc,ò asked Jack, ñis that a promise?ò  

The specialist didnôt reply as they shook hands and Jack left. This was followed by many sessions of radio 

therapy and then a year of monthly hormone injection into his belly. The specialist had also said he would lose 

his libido. At first, Jack didn't know quite what that meant, and then he was given a prescription for some 

special pills. 

 

Jack stood and walked to the sideboard. From the back of the drawer he grabbed a small box and opened it. He 

pulled out a bubble pack of four tablets. 

 

Audrey brought in his cup of tea and then returned to the kitchen. She loudly shuffled plates and bowls around 

in the sink, feeling angry. 

 

He sat back at the table, undecided. Several minutes later Audrey returned and again sat across from him at the 

table.  

She saw the small box in his hand. ñOh, have you taken one?ò she asked with some excitement. 

ñYes,ééIôve taken,é. two,ò he said reluctantly. 

Her smiled broadened. She took a deep breath and taking his hand, pulled him from his seat. 

 

In the bedroom she quickly undressed and got into bed.  

Jack was undressing in slow motion and eventually sat on the edge of the bed before, sloth like, getting into it.  

ñHave you still got your vest and pantôs on Jack?ò she demanded angrily. 

ñAnd my socks too,ò he said as he slipped a leg out and high into the air. She saw the red sockôs MU logo 

clearly in the dim light. He chuckled to himself and pulled his leg back under the bedclothes.  

There was silence for some time, and then Audrey decided she must take some action. She leaned over and 

kissed him on the cheek. 

ñHey, whatôs that?ò he demanded indignantly. 

ñItôs foreplay Jack,ò she said. 

ñWhat? Foreplay? Whatôs that when itôs at home?ò he said loudly,  

ñFOUR? Who else is coming then?ò 

ñNoò You sill happeth,ò she said now feeling very displeased. Audrey again laid still not quite knowing how to 

get his attention. 

After what seemed like a life time she tried again, slowly leaning over him, and kissed him again. There was no 

protesting  from Jack. 

She laid back and wondered why she had suggested this in the first place. Then she felt a strange sensation, 

something seemed to be wrong, and slowly she looked over to Jack as he snored loudly. 

ñOh no,ò she thought to herself,ò what a dead loss you are these days Jack Turner!ò  

She slipped out of bed and started dressing. 

Audrey noticed the bed clothes on him appeared to be,.. elevated.  

She lifted them and smiled a flushed smile at what she saw, almost bursting into laughter.  

She remembered days and times when the young energetic Jack was all over her, and never left her alone. Days 

with a warm future and the man she had chosen. Affectionate days that they both enjoyed but now long in the 

past. 

She realised that her plan had failed and went down stairs.  

Jack slept on for several hours oblivious of his wifeôs frustrations. Audrey still had a few things to wash up and 

then was happy to sit and watch the final episode of Poldark.             

8-11-2016  

 



Audrey's answer. 
 

"What time does your dart match start, Jack?ò She asked. 

"Oh, usually about 8 o'clock, but, it really all depends on what time the lads all get there." 

"Do you want a cup of tea?" 

"No thanks love, I'll have a few jars down at the Queens Legs, itôs always good the oil the elbow before we 

start!" he joked. She knew the local pub was really called the Queens Head but it was always known by 

everyone as the Queens Legs. 

Audrey said nothing and took his empty plate into the kitchen.  

"So what time will you be home?" she yelled. 

"We usually finish about 9.30 or there abouts you know, but I'll stay have a few more with the lads, so should 

be home about," he thought for a moment,ò about 10.30? ,.... ish" he added. 

She opened a cupboard and smiled the package that had been delivered earlier in the day. 

ñWhereôs my arrows, love?ò he yelled.  

ñTheyôre in the sideboard drawer,ò said the kitchen voice,  

ñthe same drawer that you keep your special pills in,ò she added. 

He suddenly felt a cold draft down his back remembering how he felt, just like a child who had just had the 

back of his legs slapped, the last time they were mentioned.  

Audrey had been ready willing and desiring, but he had come short and fallen asleep at the crucial time. It was 

several days later before she spoke to him again. 

 

"Bye love," he said and the front door slammed. She poured a glass of wine and sat reading a magazine. Only a 

few weeks earlier she had seen several adverts that interested her, one of which seemed to be the answer to her 

problem. A catalogue was included in the parcel and she was amazed at the endless display of helpful items of 

all kinds. 

 

Jack always enjoyed a night out with the darts team at the pub, and spent a lot of money on drinks, and even 

won a darts game on rare occasions. 

Somehow he managed to get home but struggled with his key in the front door lock. Try as he might, he could 

not find the hole. The keys fell to the floor and he swayed in the darkness, almost tripping over the welcome 

mat and banging his head on the hanging pot of geraniums. 

He could see two or three keyholes, but eventually managed to find the real one, open the door and stagger in. 

ñYep!ò he belched, ñThink I had a little too much lemonade tonight!ò  

He managed to get to his favourite arm chair and dropped down into it. It took a few minutes for him to focus 

his eyes.  

Jack surveyed the room and then he grabbed the newspaper, and began trying to read it, belching again, loudly. 

ñIs that you Jack?ò said a voice from above. 

ñYes love, it is me, unless you were expecting someone else?ò he joked. 

Audrey left her bedroom and appeared in front of him. 

He looked up and saw her standing in the frame of the door. 

Eventually he realised she wasnôt wearing her dressing gown with the pussy cats all over it and her fluffy 

slippers. 

ñWhatôs that youôve got on, dear,ò he asked through his alcoholic haze. 

She stood there wearing a shocking pink almost transparent negligee, caressing it with the palms of her hands.  

Audrey leaned back against the frame, posing as though she was being snapped by one of the glossy magazine 

photographers. Unfortunately, the door wasnôt closed properly, and she slipped back, but quickly manage to 

regain her balance without losing too much of her dignity. 

ñAnd whatôs that funny smell? Is something burning in the kitchen?ò 

ñItôs my perfume Jack,ò she growled through her teeth. 

Undoing the tie ribbon she let the coat slip to the floor.  



He saw she was only wearing a scanty half cup black bra and panties. 

ñOoooh, dear, youôd best to put on your dressing gown love, youôll catch your death of cold walking around 

with no clothes on like thatò  

She was speechless for several moments,  

ñBut Jack, this is supposed to turn you on, get you excited, have you got no,é?ò She took a deep breath and 

undid her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts drooped a little and several wrinkles in the face and neck 

disappeared. 

Audrey saw her reflection in the mirror over the fireplace, smiled at it and then returned to the kitchen. From a 

drawer,  

she took a small long cardboard box.  

Holding it tightly, she kissed it. 

Audrey could hear Jack snoring, and as she passed by him she said, ñWho needs a man anyway?ò and went 

upstairs to the bedroom. 

6/12/2016  

 

Egg bound 
  

I was given an egg to look after! 

What the hell am I going to do with it? 

I took it home and put it in my fridge.  

I tried to watch television but the egg kept appearing in my head. Out in the garden, I pulled a few weeds, but 

wondered how the egg was. 

It was no good! I went back into the house, took the egg from my fridge, and broke it into my frying pan. 

Several minutes later I slipped it onto a plate with three slices of bacon, covered it with Tommy sauce and ate 

the lot, and very tasty it was too. 

OK, I confess. I didnôt break it, fry it, and eat it. Itôs still in my fridge. However I did give it a name I called it 

Eli, Why? I donôt know. 

I donôt even know if it is a male egg. If itôs a female she wonôt like being called Eli. So what would I call her? 

But then again, why bother to give it a name? 

Sheila, thatôs it. The name uses the three letter E L I but in a different order. 

Does that make it OK?I donôt know! Do I care? 

Is the egg, Eli or Sheila bothered? 

Why did I bother to write this? 

If the egg doesnôt care then that proves it doesnôt have feelings, but if it does car Whop Knows? 

It doesnôt move or show and feeling on itôs eggsternal surface, maybe it has them on the inside? 

Perhaps weôll never know. 

On the eggsternal thought, itôs surface is brown, not dark or light, so Iôm wondering what colour hen laid it. 

Did the hen have feelings? Does it miss the egg? 

If you should see the hen please tell it, her, that her egg is fine3for the moment but it has an uncertain future. 

When I have to give it back to itôs real owner, I suppose there is only one fate for it. Broken, fried, covered in 

Tommy sauce and devoured. Eggcellent. 

6/12/2016  

 

Tomorrow Radio 

 
OK folks, well Iôm afraid thatôs the last record I can play today as in just a few minutes the radio station will be 

closing down forever and this is the last time we will say goodbye, but before that a word from our director. 

Thanks Jim. 

Dear listeners, weôd like to thank you for being there over the last 20 years and the many phone calls and letters 

weôve had but sadly they have now dwindled and we have run out of money and we have lost our sponsor. It 



was great fun while it lasted but now the staff here will have to take a trip down to the job centre and this 

building is being demolished. 

For us, today, is the day that the music died, which we feel is a terrible shame but we donôt have any options 

left anymore. 

So from Jim and me, itôs time to say, 

Whatôs that Jim? A phone call? 

Listeners? We now have a new sponsor. 

 

Water in a glass. 
 

I once became very fond of a lady who was a good swimmer. I decided, even at my age, I was in my late 

thirties, I should learn to swim in the hope it would make her happy. 

The local indoor pool gave me one to one lessons in there small starter pool, and after a few weeks the 

instructor, who must have had confidence where I didnôt, said it was time try out in the big pool. It was an 

Olympic size pool. 

I quickly turned my eyes to the door, but then he added, "We'll try a width and not a length for now." 

My panic was only slightly eased.  

There were a number of people already swimming there, and I was beginning to accept that I could not escape. 

The strong smell of the chlorine seemed to penetrate every part of me. I began to shiver. 

He said, "No, not at the shallow end, let's try it half way along." 

Reluctantly, I slipped down into the water, wrongly hoping it would warm me. My head was just above the 

surface. Now was the time to control my bladder.  

"Go on then." were his only words of encouragement. So I set off on the journey. It was all fine at first, until 

what seemed several hours into the crossing. Unaccountably, I suddenly lost my equilibrium and started 

somersaulting. No matter how I flapped, I could not stop my frame revolving and splashing. 

I saw myself as a baby, then in short trousers, then long trousers. Just as my hair began growing down to my 

shoulders, I felt someone's hands grabbing me, somehow I stopped spinning and surfaced, and gasped 

desperately for breath. To my surprise and endless gratitude he had dived in fully clothed and slowly helped me 

to the edge. We found a store room where we stripped off and died ourselves. 

Of course, I thanked him over and over and felt very stupid, and then quickly made my exit.  

 I never went back and to this day don't have any great desire for water other than in a glass. 

When I recounted the story to the lady, she was sympathetic, and Iôm pleased to say our friendship continued 

regardless for some time after. 

 

 
 

 

 



From a prompt 
 

Dear Mary, 

I have many things to thank you for. In the first place for writing the story that included me with words from 

your mind. 

Words that I could never think of until you created me. 

You gave me a body, a beating heart, and blood in my veins, and gave me life, beautiful life. 

How well the story was received and itôs amazing how many people have read your story about me. 

I believe that some people dress up like me, and even more incredible that they have made your story into 

moving images on a large screen. Theatre companiesô act out a play about me, how wonderful is that? 

There is one thing you may have forgotten though;  

I would have loved to have a companion, of the female type. 

Perhaps, Mary, you might write a new story to follow the last one and include such a woman for me. 

I really donôt want to sound ungrateful. In fact I am so pleased that you gave me a life that has lasted for 

centuries. 

 

Thank you, 

Yours Sincerely, 

Frank. N. Stein 

 

The prompt was;- 

You are Frankenstein; write a letter to Mary Shelley thanking her for making your story known. 

20/1/2017  

 

 

Stories Time 
 

ñTime will swallow you up!ò he said, and to me as a 7 year old, the school bullyôs words struck home and 

stayed with me forever. 

What did he mean? 

I sat looking at the clock for ages. 

What time did he mean? 

At 12 oôclock one hand disappears behind the other so does time stand still? And for how long? 

Itôs the same at 6.30 but that doesnôt give me the same fear. Again at 3.15 and 8.45 the same story, so what did 

he say that for? 

But now in later life, time seems to have flown by. Family and friends have come and gone, and the world 

around me is continually changing. That only goes to prove that nothing stays the same. 

I sat in the Guildhall Square watching the people as they passed by. All of them have their own stories of life, 

their families and friends and their time. People watching is really fun, exploring every face that goes by, and 

trying not to make it obvious. 

How I would love to hear their stories, but in time their stories will be sadly, lost forever. 

The sun made the day warm and I felt happy and relaxed. 

Then, the Guildhall clock, 

struck twelve. 

18th March 2017  

 

Hunger Pains 
 



It was the Bank Holiday and the city was throbbing with bodies and traffic. We looked for something to take 

our interest without luck. After sitting on the beach for a while the chill wind had penetrated to the bone and we 

decided to stop at a café on the way back and get a meal. 

 

I remembered a restaurant that we had been to before, and with my persuasion, we drove there. 

Once inside, young kids were running around making lots of noise and we looked unsuccessfully for a quiet 

table. 

It was one of the national chains of restaurants and the menu looked similar to most of the others places. 

My friend decided on the easy option of fish and chips, but I saw something called óBeef Yorkieô. We ordered 

and paid and waited.  

The overpowering air conditioning was blowing a force 9 down on to the top of my head. 

We were both hungry now. Strangely there was no smell of cooking. The messy table was wiped and soon my 

plateful arrived. 

The Beef Yorkie turned out to be strips of beef in a wrap of Yorkshire pudding flattened like a pancake and 

rolled like an omelette. 

I cut it across the middle, but it took several attempts. 

My knife was not having much effect. I tried again, several times and finally asked for a steak knife but its 

performance wasnôt much better. 

I struggled on and unwrapped the wrap and ate the beef which was tasty. I tried again on the wrap but my knife 

was having none of it. 

I gave up and in disgust threw my knife and fork down onto the plate. At that moment the waiter reappeared 

and asked if our meal was OK? 

My friend had eaten theirs, but I turned to the waiter and asked for the name of the cobbler who had rejected 

this creation on my plate, for repairing his customerôs boots. 

He was very apologetic and said he would complain to the supplier. Further words were exchanged but there 

was no hint of a replacement or a refund. 

At first we were stunned not knowing whether to go or stay. 

We ordered a sweet of apple crumble which somewhat redeemed the situation. It was sweet and crumbly but 

not crunchy. 

We left deciding we would not go back there. I told my friend that I must get an account on Trip Advisor. 

20/5/2017  

  

Brill Days 
 

I have set the controls of my time machine to 1st January 1960 and a location destination of an avenue in New 

York City, where the Brill Building stands. 

I would then be just in time for the start of and join the Pop Music Revolution. 

Until that time popular music was ruled by singers like Bing Crosby, Al Martino and Frank Sinatra and the 

people who ran the music business were all in their 40ôs and 50ôs. 

The 1960ôs were taken over by a younger generation. The Brill Building was full of a new breed of pop song 

writers. Each of them had their own small room and a piano and they turned out pop song hits by the hundreds. 

 Notable names included Carole King and Gerry Goffin, Neil Sedaka and Howard Greenfield plus Doc Pomus 

and Mort Shuman, and many more. 

The daily routine was for them to start around 10am and by 5pm have at least one song, often more, completed 

and ready for making a demo recording of it. 

The list of hit songs written there goes on forever. 

I would love to have been there and like shaking the hand of a millionaire, would hope that some of their 

success would have rubbed off onto me, and I would have been famous after all. 

2/6/2017  

 



The Doctor Freud Interview 
 

Travelling back to a particular point in my life is something I have always wanted to do, I know exactly where I 

would stop. 

However, on the way I would pass many milestones and millstones. 

The first half-halt would be when I retired. A great relief after the pressures of self employment with itôs ups 

and downs, or o I thought. 

A career in music and photography had itôs unforgetable moments for various reasons. 

On leaving school there were several aimless shop jobs that were nothing but a waste of time, but these were 

my ófresherô yeas at the University of Life. 

Two of my schools were memorable. One was in a dusty church hall with nine wooden trestle tables with 

benches and about 90 boys sat listening to one teacher. The last one was a Secondary Modern school which did 

me some good. 

 

Travelling on further back, one of my earliest memories was when aged about 4 years falling into the Canoe 

Lake at Southsea, which is the true baptism of a Portsmuthian. 

Through the years there have been romances but most were blown away like butterflies in the breeze. 

The date I am heading for is a graceful Tuesday in January 1944 when I took my7 first breath. 

 

Now that time is running out I would gladly stop there and live the whole of my life over again. 

Would I change anything? 

Who knows? 

Would I make the same mistakes? 

Probably. 

Would I enjoy it more? 

I would certainly make more of any effort next time! 

Regrets? 

No,   No regrets. 

I am just so glad I was born then and to have seen all the amazing changes in the world that I have seen in my 

lifetime. 

2/6/2017 

 

The Traveller 
 

They all told him it was impossible, but he was determined to prove them all wrong. He had toiled for years 

perfecting his new machine. His scientific brain had worked overtime to figure out the best way to construct the 

contraption. He was convinced he could find the answer and make it work despite their laughing at him. 

 Once it was finished he would climb into it and travel through time. 

A soon as it was completed he decided that the only way to test it was to get in and use it. He boarded his new 

machine, settled himself in and then slowly pulled back a lever in front of him.  

The house around him suddenly disappeared and he was in the countryside. Birds were singing and farmyard 

smells hit his nostrils. He looked down at the dial which said 1574. A loud noise made him jump and he saw 

that soldiers were setting fire to the farm house. He decided to leave this location quickly and pushed the lever 

forward. Everything around him changed time and again. He felt cold and then bitterly cold. Within second he 

was hot then very hot as the scenery around him changed rapidly. Time to halt here he thought and pulled the 

lever into a neutral position. As he did the lever came off into his hand but his machine with him inside it was 

still travelling forward, faster and faster. At first he couldnôt think of what to do. He tried to force a screwdriver 

into the slot were the lever had been, but it was blocked. He travelled on and glanced down at the date which 

read 2519. He began to realise that if he couldnôt stop the machine there was no way he could get back to his 

own time. Panic was beginning to fill his mind. There must be something he could do, but what? 



Sometime later hunger pains began to rumble in his body as the machineôs dial said 4971. 

Maybe they were right he mused as he realised that now he seemed destined to travel in time forever. 

16/6/2017  

 

The Dark Day 
 

She laughed loudly and yelled, ñYou can look but youôd better not touch, Iôm poison Ivyò 

That was it. I have had enough. Something inside me clicked, a voice said ódo itô and I lost it. 

I thrust the knife deep into her ribs. It went in easily and smoothly and instantly the emotional shell around me 

began to slip off. 

She slowly dropped to the floor and lay there looking up at me as life drained from her body. She tried to speak 

but now I knew she would speak no more. 

After all this time, and all the tensions and stresses she had put me through finally it was all over, or was it? 

I saw her eyes flicker and then there was nothing. 

I dropped the knife to the floor and realised I had her blood on my hand. I wiped it on my shirt and instantly 

knew that was a stupid thing to do. I didnôt move, I just stood there frozen to the spot looking down at her 

motionless silent form. A strange elation seeped through my veins. For a moment I bubbled over with joy. The 

feeling did not last long. I began to feel week and stretched my hand to the wall for support. Another strange 

sensation was engulfing me. What was it? Remorse? No I donôt want remorse. She got what she deserved. 

The feeling, whatever it was, overwhelmed me. My eyes started hurting and a tear ran down my cheek. 

I must wash my hands, burn this shirt and dispose of the knife but what do I do with her body? 

You didnôt think of that did you? ñThe height of stupidity!ò I agreed with myself. 

My mind was awash with confusion, what now? Prison? Oh no I wonôt let that happen. 

But Iôve just changed the rest of my life with one foolish action.  

I could see no other way out of this. No doors were opening, all the doors were slamming shut. There was a 

way out, but it was the only way I could see. 

Again stupidity ruled and I picked the knife and slowly pushed it into my chest. I dropped to my knees and as I 

hit the floor, her head turned and looked up at me. She smiled and grabbed my arm as my eyes lost focus and 

darkness came. 

21/7/2017  

 

Holy Smoke 
 

The Reverend Andrew Saunders walked through the ancient lych-gate and along the path towards the church 

door. He could see Tom Spencer and his trusty mower as he manoeuvring between the grave stones.  

Tom stopped and yelled, ñMorninô Vicar!ò  

ñAh yes! Good morning Tom, another lovely day thanks be to God,ò he tried replying over the mower noise.  

ñHave you settled into you new home yet Vicar?ò questioned Tom. 

ñOh yes, just about sorted, thanks!ò 

Tom eagerly added, ñYouôre gonna have full house on Sunday Vicar.  

All the villagers will want to see the new man. Just to see if youôre meek as a lamb looking for a flock or a man 

breathing fire and hell and damnation, begginô yer pardon Vicar.ò  

Andrew chuckled to himself as Tom bowed his head and touched his forelock, by way of an apology for his 

words. 

ñTom?ò said the Vicar. 

Tom looked up and then turned the mower off hoping the vicar wasnôt about to give him a sermon. 

ñYes Vicar?ò he answered as they came face to face. 

ñTom, er, thereôs a large box, a large wooden chest like box in the cupboard under the tower stairs. Itôs locked, 

have you any idea where the key is?ò 

ñOh no Vicar you donôt want to bother with that, noooo I shouldnôt touch that if Ize were you!ò  



Tom hurriedly turned away before the Vicar could ask anymore and restarted his mower. 

Andrew stroked his chin uncertain about Tomôs words and then shouted ñBut why is that!ò Tom turned, left the 

motor running and walked back to the Vicar ñWell, yer see,éthe old rev, a,é Reverend Toby, he said it was to 

be left there and never to be touched by anyone, man, woman, child or beast!.ò  

Again he turned quickly and returned to his noisy mower. 

ñOh! Ok Tom, thanks.ò Andrew walked on towards the church door,  

still unsure, and even more confused. 

He did his usual checks around the church making sure everything was in order, and without any unwanted 

over night guests.  

Andrew noticed that the ladies had done a fine job with the flowers and a floral aroma filled the church. He 

settled in the vestry planning to write something for the Sunday service.  

His mind was wandering and he found it difficult to start.  

Despite the warning, and being very curious, he pulled the chest out from the under stairs cupboard, and stared 

at it. 

ñHmmm ? So why should it not be touchedò he said aloud. 

The dark wooden box had stained brass plating on each corner, he wiped off some cobwebs and said,  

ñWell, it looks harmless enough to me, why is there such a mystery?ò 

He noticed that the keyhole escutcheon was a silver colour and appeared to be glowing slightly in the dim 

vestry light. 

He took a key ring from his pocket and tried several of his own keys but none seemed to fit. Finally a key did 

slip in but, would not turn. The escutcheon began to glow brighter and he heard a loud click.  

ñWhat was that?ò He said, surprised to think that it might have unlocked itself, and disbelieving that it actually 

had.ò 

He tried slowly lifting the lid, and to his surprise, it opened. As he did a whoosh of stale burnt air escaped and 

hit him full in the face.  

ñOhò he shivered, ñWhat was that?ò 

The box contained rolls of browned paper flaking with age it the edges.  

He lifted the top one out and as he did a wisp of something smoke like rose out and circled around him. He 

watched as it moved and ascended the stairs that led to the bell tower rope room. 

Andrew blinked his eyes several times, ñDid that really happen, did I really see that?ò he wondered. His hair 

had been blown around and he pushed a lock back from his eyes.  

He unrolled the first paper. The writing on it was hard to read, faded in many places and mostly in Latin. Some 

of the old English words were clearer and he read the date ñ21st July 16- Sixteen somethingò he said as he tried 

to make out the almost obliterated year. Then a name Emma Wilson, and three more barely readable words, óat 

the stakeô 

Gradually the story became clearer. There was also a bound book with the word Burial in gold inscribed on the 

front cover. He saw that most of the entries were regular burials but none later than the sixteen hundreds. Then 

he noticed that written up side down, inside the back cover, were five names, one of which was Emma Wilson. 

ñAh, so maybe these would have buried in unconsecrated ground,ò he surmised, ñIs that why they are written 

upside down? But where would that be?ò he pondered. 

Then he remembered that the road out of the village lead to rocky piece of land that was wildly overgrown and 

known to all the villagers as Aldwich Hill.  

It wasnôt difficult for him the figure out that it was probably a name that was corrupted over the years and 

perhaps it was originally and better known as old witch hill. It all seemed a little clearer.  

ñPerhaps thatôs where the remains were buried?ò he guessed. 

 

The wisp of smoke reappeared and moved slowly around the vestry and eventually stopped by him. To this day 

he swears that he then heard a voice say óThank youô but as clergymen donôt usually swear, you may not want 

to believe him. 

The smoke moved away and out of the vestry door into the church and then out into the open air. 



For sometime Andrew was speechless, trying to rationalise and make sense of what had happened. Had it 

happened? Yes it had he was sure. Andrew took a deep breath, and felt contented and somehow fulfilled. He 

read the remaining paper rolls then placed them all back into the chest and gently closed the lid. ñThere must be 

a key somewhere, but where?ò he thought. 

He pushed the chest back as far as he could into the cupboard under the tower stairs. As he did, he heard a click 

and for a moment the escutcheon glowed and then faded to black. 

He decided to go into the church, sit for a while, and try to collect his thoughts. 

After more than an hour and few prayers he left the church. Tom had finished his mowing and gone. Andrew 

looked up at the blue sky, and felt the warmth of the sunny day. The smell of new mown grass was all around 

him. The snowdrops were fading but daffodils were in full bloom along the church wall.  

ñWhat a beautiful day!ò he said aloud and then he returned to the vicarage for his lunch.     

18-8-2017 written in Portchester Church Tea Room. 

 

 
Itôs not you, itôs me. 
 

ñItôs not you, itôs me,ò said the surgeon proudly as he looked in the mirror at Geppettoôs new appearance . 

He had plastically rearranged Geppettoôs face to look exactly like his own. ñThere you are! You are a 

doppelganger!ò 

ñBut, but,ò Geppetto protested, ñIt wasnôt my nose I wanted changed it was Pinocchioôs. Itôs his nose that is the 

problem, not mine!ò 

ñAh yes,ò said the surgeon, ñBut you told me his nose gets longer when he tells lies, didnôt you?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñAnd heôs made of wood, isnôt he?ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñRight then you donôt need me, a plastic surgeon, you need a carpenter with a sharp saw!ò 

ñOh no!ò Geppetto recoiled away. ñThat would be too severe, no he needs something more sympathetic, and 

not so drastic.ò 

ñYou could always glue up his mouth?ò 

ñNo, no,ò replied Geppetto, ñI really think I should be going now. But youôve changed my face. Pinocchio will 

never recognize me now. Heôll never believe me, and heôs bound to think Iôm telling lies.ò  



29th September 2017  

 

Waiting for what? 
 

Joan had always been a good neighbour so I felt somehow duty bound to visit her now and again in the care 

home. I pressed the outdoor button and entered into a reception area. After signing the visitorôs book I pressed 

an intercom button. A tinny voice said ñHello.ò 

Once I explained why I had called there was a click from another door which opened and allowed me into the 

inner sanctum. 

A young female care worker suddenly appeared and said that Joan was unwell and in bed in her room. She had 

got a bug and a doctor was with her at the moment. She added that nasty bugs are always going around in care 

homes but it was nothing to worry about. She ushered me into their lounge saying, ñIf you wait here, weôll let 

you know when you can see her.ò I sat in a very comfortable chair and looked around at a number of very 

elderly residents. Some were dozing, some dribbling and one was smiling at me continuously, but I tried to 

ignore him. 

Before very long cups of tea and coffee were handed around. 

At first I refused, but then changed my mind realising I was gaining a thirst. The room temperature was high 

and I began to feel sleepy. 

A new care worked came into the room and directly up to me.  

ñOh hello!ò she said loudly ñIt seems we have a new boy with us today.ò  

She was bubbling over with personality and volume.  

I tried to stop her and spilt tea into my lap. She was unstoppable. I noticed her name badge, ñNo! Sadie, Iôm 

not,é.ò She ignored me and carried on even louder. ñAnd what is your name young man?ò she asked and 

without hesitation she added ñNow come on everyone letôs say a big loud óhelloô to our new man!ò The 

residents all ignored her. 

I suddenly felt very old. Why did she think I was a new customer? 

Eventually I managed to get a word in and explain that I was waiting to see Joan. She laughed and giggled, ñOh 

silly meò she . 

Another woman walked in and straight up to me, ñOh no not another one.ò I gasped. 

ñAre you waiting to see Joan?ò she enquired.  

ñYes I am.ò I repeated for about the third time.  

ñThe doctor said that as the infection is so bad she should spend a few days in hospital,ò and added, ñJoan has 

already been taken there.ò 

ñSo then why am I waiting here amongst these sad old souls?ò I wondered. Having been mistaken for one I was 

eager to get out as soon as possible. 

I handed back my empty cup, got to my feet and hurriedly made my way back to the entrance. The outside fresh 

air was like an elixir. A free and wondrous medicine for all. I took a deep breath and suddenly felt released. The 

years seemed to drop off of me. Was that a lucky escape? But from what? Is somebody on high trying to tell me 

something? I donôt feel bad. To be honest I feel good, very good. I smiled to myself and thought ópanic overô. 

27th October 2017  

 

I canôt think of everything 
 

I had to call in to the hospital and visit the ódrop in unitô to have my hearing aids serviced which is not a 

problem. However getting into the car park is one challenge and then driving around and around until you find 

a space is now an Olympic gold medal winning event! Itôs always a good time to check my blood pressure after 

that!  

 

On this day, the Godôs must have been smiling on me, as it all happened with surprising ease. At the reception 

desk, I took a numbered ticket from their machine and waited for the screen on the wall to show that number.  



Mine was 47, but the screen said 31, so I knew I had some time to wait.  

People watching was completed in just a few minutes. Everybody looked so ordinary, and as I knew what they 

were all there for, there was no fun in trying to guess what was wrong with them. An old newspaper on a pile of 

ragged magazines took my attention. It showed a very old date on it. It was such a great shame about the 

Titanic.  

 

I now realised I should have brought a book to read. I always keep one in my car, but then pardoned myself by 

saying ñWell you canôt think of everything, can you?ò 

As long as I can remember why Iôm there, when I go into my bathroom, thatôs really all that matterôs to me. But 

if I could remember everything,  

I would be a different man.  

Certainly not sat here wasting time, but in a palatial office somewhere running a successful international 

company creating lots of money for the shareholders and me enjoying a tasty exorbitant salary.  

I might even be a politician telling them all how to run the country.  

Now letôs be honest, they are always fighting amongst themselves in parliament and they havenôt a clue how to 

govern, well thatôs how it seems to me, no matter which party you support.  

 

I could be an inverter, discovering some wonderful new contraption, like they did back in the Victorian 

industrial revolution days, saving hundreds of man hours in some colossus of an organisation, but then again, 

that would probably put a lot of people out of work. That wouldnôt be good. 

If I could remember everything, with a photographic memory, I could go on Mastermind, and win every time! 

Or University challenge, and on my own, beat all those clever know all four man and women teams without 

blinking an eyelid.  

Iôd be so clever that I could discover how to turn water into petrol. That would make me famous, probably even 

get knighted, and Iôd be interviewed on all those snobby TV programmes. 

 

Hold on a minute, then I would expect all the oil companies to put out a contract on me and find a Russian hit 

man to finish me off.  

 

Wasnôt there a song some years ago about feeding the world? I could discover a way to solve that problem and 

also have clean drinking water pouring from every tap on the earth. Find a cure for all the known deceases and 

ailments, and then every one would live better and longer lives.  

But hang on a tick, then there would probably be too many people on the earth.  

The planet would be vastly over populated, there would be shortages of food, and water, and people would fight 

each other to get it. Wars would break out with thousands upon thousands of people killing each other.  

In the long distant past there have always been wars with people killing their neighbours and people in other 

countries, and also famines, earthquakes and all manner of catastrophes and calamities that kept the world 

population down, but now all because of me, there would be no more of those. Is that good?  

No, maybe not. Many people would want to leave the earth to live on the moon and other planets. I might lose a 

few friends if that happened. 

 

But wait a minute, I would know exactly what to do about that,  

BECAUSE I COULD do that. The whole world would look to me to save the planet, save mankind, I wouldnôt 

be hated at all. I would be adored and blessed by every human being and treated better than royalty.  

 

Wells wrote a great story once called óThe man who could work miraclesô and it was even turned into a film. 

Mind you it was black and white, so that shows you how long ago that was, and it was just something pulled 

out of HGôs imagination wasnôt it? It couldnôt really happen, could it? 

 



Then I suppose the newspapers would investigate me, looking for my weaknesses and may even make up fake 

news about me. Get females to say I had hugged them and that had abused them. Iôd be thrown in jail without a 

trial. Probably the key would be thrown away and I would rot there and be forgotten until the end of time, and 

after.  

Time? What is the time, thatôs half an hour now. 38 on the screen. Oh dear, will it never end?  

 

Iôve read all the notices on the wall, picked at my finger nails, and now I am really bored. 

There are more people here now, certainly more now than when I came in.  

I wonder why there is a back log? But no one seems bothered, and no one is causing the staff any agro. Now 

that would liven things up a little wouldnôt it?  

A little fisticuffs, Marquis of Queensbury rules of course. No I donôt think Iôll start anything, I just havenôt got 

the energy today. Iôm feeling quite tired, but this chair is not letting me sleep. Itôs very warm in here. 

 

No, on second thoughts perhaps itôs best, after all, that I canôt think of everything. 

47! BINGO! Hey thatôs my number. 

24th November 2017  

 

Rambles 
 

Christmas again, and this year itôs come round even quicker than ever before! Thatôs the trouble with 

Christmas, thereôs too much religion! Or at least there used to be. More money, more worry, what to get for the 

family, eating too much and even drinking too much. But the January diet comes to the rescue. No, not me. 

This year Iôm not doing Christmas. Donôt want any snow or cold weather. Iôm just longing for the sun and 

lighter and longer days. Seasons? Who needs them? Plants do I suppose and some people are seasonal workers. 

Work is one thing I donôt have to worry about anymore. Itôs so good being retired. Everyday to myself. But you 

still canôt get away from routine. I suppose getting out of bed and eating three meals before going back to bed is 

routine. Thank him or her that should be obeyed for that. Now Iôm back to religion, no, letôs not go there again. 

24th November 2017  

 

 Tedôs Naked Conundrum 

 
He slowly opened his eyes and was soon fully awake and ready to greet the new day. 

Ted pulled back the bed covers and heaved his bulk out and into the bathroom. After a splash all over with cold 

water, he walked straight out onto his veranda, stretched his arms out and then, stark naked held them aloft as 

though reaching for the sun. 

A couple were walking by and he yelled, ñGood morning,ò and they smiled back in agreement. 

Ted was the owner, manager and chairman of the Sunnyside Naturist Camp on a very secluded 3 acre site, 

miles from anywhere. 

The residents and occasional members always had a busy time with all manner of social events in the club 

house,é thatôs when they werenôt sunning themselves.  

At a recent committee meeting, a social night was arranged and a band booked to provide the musical 

entertainment on the Saturday evening. The day had arrived and Ted eagerly looked forward to the festivities. 

Later that same evening as he made ready, he rubbed some aftershave around his chin, and sprayed 

antiperspirant on other parts, which took a while.  

Ruth White knocked on his door. She looked flustered. 

ñWhatôs the matter Ruth? He asked. 

ñItôs the bandò she said with an out of breath voice, ñTheyôre here!ò 

ñOh! Thatôs good, have you let them into the club?ò 

ñYes I have but thereôs a problem, they wonôt take their clothes off!ò 

ñWhat? Oh! In that case Iôll need to speak to them.ò 



They both made their way to the club house. 

ñErr,é whoôs the leader here?ò Asked Ted. Someone stepped forward,  

and he continued,  

ñHello, Iôm Ted Watson, the manager here, what seems to be the problem?  

What is your name?ò 

ñMy nameôs Astral Oblivion,ò 

ñWhat?ò quizzed Ted, not quite believing his ears. 

ñYea mate, well thatôs me stage name but you can call me Joe. Now look,ò said Joe. ñWe canôt take our clothes 

off cause thatôs part of our act. For one hour during our show we are Ziggy Stardust and the Spider from Mars, 

for a David Bowie Tributeò 

Ted turned quickly to Ruth, ñWhat did he say?ò She explained that Bowie used that name on one of his record 

albums. 

ñOh did he? I see,ò said Ted, ñI remember the Laughing gnome and Space Oddity, but lost interest in him when 

his music got so weird!ò 

 

ñWe didnôt know this was a strip joint gig either, guvônor,ò said Joe, ñand if you let us keep our clobber on, we 

promise not to play Moonie River, or Fly me to the moonie.ò  The guitarist overheard and added, ñDonôt forget 

ñUnder the moonie of love!ò  

Or if itôs a cold day, ñBlue Moonie!ò There was sniggering and the bass player added, ñWhat about ñDancing in 

the moonie lightò Or ñBad moonie risingò and that Van Morrison song, Moonie Dance.ò 

Drummers always have the last word, and he voiced ñDonôt forget the old songs, ñBy the light of the silvery 

moonie,ò or ñItôs only a paper moonie,ò no letôs not go there.ò 

Very soon the whole band were laughing at their own jokes an giggling like an asylum of schoolgirls. 

Ted was speechless and decided to regain control, by adding firmly. 

ñNo, let me explain, we are sun lovers, sun worshipers, we enjoy being here and free from the restraints of the 

modern life and that including clothes, we are naturists, this is not a strip joint of any kind.ò 

ñOh Right! But weôre a tribute act, David Bowie tribute act and if we take our clothes off, we ainôt a tribute to 

anyone, are we mate? We all wear glittery costumes and paint our faces, just like Bowie, you know, with the 

lightning flash on our facesò 

ñOh yes, I see what you mean.ò Ted didnôt really understand and was quiet again, thinking. 

ñHmmmm, OK lads, you just carry on as normal, well not exactly normal for us but, no, you just carry on as 

you do, you knowò Ted took a deep breath, turned and walked away with his head spinning and Ruth trailing 

behind him. How was he going to explain this to the club members, and whatôs more to the committee? Some 

of the naked lady members were not happy with males wearing clothes looking at them,  

but there were some others that didnôt mind. 

As he walked out of the club and back into the sunshine, he stopped suddenly.  

ñThatôs it, thatôs the answer.ò He said aloud as he instantly saw his worries disappear. Ted rushed to his office 

to make up a new large poster. 

ñNow what was it he called them?ò Ted struggled to remember the name and made a mental note that next time 

he goes to the health centre, to get new batteries for his hearing aides. He sat for some time trying to recall the 

name. 

He pinned the new poster over the notice board poster advertising the evening social. It read,  

For one night only, itôs a tribute night to David Bowie by ñMickey Sawdust and the Spiders in Jarsò and 

everyone is to wear clothes as outrageous as possible but only from 7pm to 12 midnight, and just like Bowie, 

paint your faces with the lightning strike, in pretty rainbow colours.  

He was sure heôd cracked it.  

The evening went well. The tills rang, people drank, danced and enjoyed themselves saying it was the most fun 

they had had for years with their clothes on. 

In the early hours Ted slipped his naked weighty torso into bed knowing that it had been a job well done.  



Several days later at the next committee meeting, Ruth asked for a vote of thanks. They all stood and gave Ted 

a round of applause for arranging such a successful night. 

He smiled smugly and nodded his thanks to each of them in turn. It then seemed as though he heard another 

round of applause as they all sat down heavily on the cold plastic seats. 

Everyone agreed it was a brilliant night and wanted to know when the next one would be. 

ñYes,ò said Ted, ñI had already made some enquiries, I have had a couple of quotes from the agency, and they 

are offering,é. a punk rock group, called,é.ò  

There were murmurings, uncertain that a punk rock group was what they really wanted. Ted continued, ñThey 

are called Phil Bailey and the Vomits, they are a tribute act toò 

Before he could finish the loud disapproval from all made him stop and look up. 

ñNo, No!ò said one, ñI donôt think thatôs a good idea, Vomits, no that doesnôt sound right to me, it could all get 

very messy, especially as we are all only wearing our birthday suits.ò 

ñWell, hold on a minute,ò Ted tried to sooth the situation, ñThat same group also do a tribute show for Bill 

Haley, you know, him who had the Comets, They call themselves Will Bailey and the Rockets.ò There was 

silence and then one said  

ñOh yes,é that sounds better, much better.ò 

ñA great idea Ted,ò said Ruth,  

ñIt wouldnôt be too difficult for the ladies to knock up some of those dresses with all the petticoats underneath 

and maybe even fashion some of those coats like Teddy Boy drape coats, just like the ones the rockers used to 

wear, but,ò  

she hesitated, ñMost of the men here are quite old and most of them have bald heads, no hair at all. The only 

way they could have a flat top hairstyle like Elvis Presley and the rest, is to wallop each one on the head with 

wooden mallet.ò Everybody laughed, all accept Ted who added, ñAnd I donôt suppose any of them would feel 

it.ò 

ñHey wait a minute, thatôs not right!ò said the bald headed man to his left. 

Ted ignored him and continued, ñBut yes, I have that little item covered too.  

My brother-in-law runs a company that sells wigs. Heôs got all kinds of wigs, funny ones and proper ones too. 

He said he would do a very good deal to any man that wanted one, with a large discount.ò 

Everyone now seemed happier, the Rockônôroll night was agreed and plans went ahead. After the meeting Ted 

went back onto his veranda and lay out on his recliner adding a few more rays to his already well tanned,é.. 

ample frame. 

2/9/2017  

 

The Witch who couldnôt spell 
 

How does she do it/ I really wish I knew. Every blessed or un-blessed time she casts a spell it woks, perfectly! 

And with me nothing works. I just canôt seem to get it together a t all. We both went to the same Witchcraft 

University, and I cast exactly the same spells, same incantation, same essences, same everything! So why? 

I think itôs time I taught her a lesson not to be so cocksure of herself, put a large spoke in here wheel, and bring 

her back down to earth with a bang. Thatôll take the conceited smile off her stupid face. But how am I going top 

do that if my spells donôt work? And her living right next door doesnôt help. 

Iôd best have a word with my other neighbour Zelda. Sheôs a good friend and is bound to know how to deal 

with my other neighbour Roxanna on the other side. I donôt mean that sheôs on the other side so to speak, and 

then again she a bit of a devil witch so you never know. 

 Zelda said what I need is a óhit witchô. I didnôt know there was such a thing. She said she Googled one, I only 

hope it didnôt hurt 

She said she made contact with a hit witch called Lucianna, who said there were many options. We could have 

a doll and stick pins in it and Lucianna would cast a spell on it. 

Another option was foe her to turn Roxanna into an inanimate object like stone or something that doesnôt move. 



I thought the ideal thing would be a public convenience. We could always try the old fashioned true favourite, 

turn her into a frog. But then I thought a great idea would be to turn her into a handsome young prince. Then all 

of our problems would disappear. Weôd never run out of money and our days better and nights heavenly! 

Zelda said I must be more sensible. Shame, I though and her suggestion was to send her to the moon. And that 

was what we decided  

That was all three weeks ago. Roxanna is long gone and my spell casting ability has returned. So has Zeldaôs 

and we now have a new neighbour. 

. He said heôs an Elf, and that his name is also Elf, and if I remember correctly he said his name was Elf 

Garnett! Happy days! 

3/11/2017 

 
 

 

Jeremiahôs Mystery 
 

Most people believe that the British film industry started in the dim distant past at Shoreham in Sussex but 

sadly that didnôt last very long. Today, we all know Hollywood in the USA is the Mecca for the money makers 

of the film world. Annual Oscar ceremonies bring to us smiling stars that most of us have never heard of before 

or since. However, my local newspaper ran a story that shook the international world of film. 

Jeremiah Johnson died age 103 and lived most of his life in a sleepy little village near Portsmouth. It was 

believed that he never moved far from there and died a lonely man in a care home. 

Only one of his distant descendants could be found and she lived in Australia. 

Arrangements had to be made and his great great niece Alison travelled to England to sort out his estate. 

Jeremiah did own his house but it had to be sold when he needed help and to be moved into the home 14 years 

before. 

A young couple bought the house and decided to empty it completely and redesign it in their own modern style. 

In the process they found a number of wooden boxes in a deep corner of the attic. When each was opened they 

were surprised to find many small round metal cases, a stack of diaries tied with ribbon and a number of dusty 

scrapbooks, each with the logo on the front reading Lovedean International Films. 

Alison realised that Jeremiah was the owner, director and producer of his own local film making company. The 

whole collection informed her that for over the years 1913 and 1914 Lovedean was the world centre for what 

we now know as óThe Moviesô. 

There were bundles of letters and many fading photographs. The entire contents were removed from the attic 

and Alison spent many hours reading every item to unfold Jeremiahôs story. 



She started by sorting through the photographs. Many were anonymous,  

but some had writing on the back giving names. With a little figuring out,  

she was able to pick out Jeremiah from most of them. Other names were mentioned but were unknown to her 

but one name, Molly was more prominent. 

The earlier diaries had little detail. 1909 and 1910 were almost empty,  

1911 mentioned that he had several jobs during these years but lost them all.  

It seems he flitted from one to the next without any real idea of where he was heading. In the 1912 diary there 

were many mentions of flying and various attempts by British pilots to get airborne, and failing. 

ñI must try this flying game one dayò he wrote on March 27th. 

On April 15th she read several lines about his first flight, and successful landing.  

Later the same year he joined the Royal Flying Corps. The entry for August 8th reads, ñDamnation! I did it 

again, thankfully I walked away unscathed, but today I bent another Sopwith. Curses on that squadron leader, 

heôs not perfect, anyone can make mistakes. I have had enough.ò 

Jeremiah returned to Lovedean, but whilst in the RFC had found an interest in photography and had purchased 

a camera. Somehow his interest in a stills camera didnôt last. November 21st entry read ñGetting good results 

from the film camera. I have managed to capture many local people on film and local scenery. Might have a go 

at making a story film, but need a story and some actors.  

She waded through to the end of the year but nothing more until the early days of 1914. ñHave completed the 

second of our films, óThe Masterôs Voiceô. Good actors from the local drama society and a charming story 

should make it more saleable. Have had talks with several local kinemas and they are keen to buy more of my 

films on lease. First film óShe was his womanô was well received by many full houses. I have met up again with 

Jock McKay from my RFC days and he is now head of my sales teamò 

Another page read, ñLight not good today, need an all weather studio, could move to a beach like they have at 

Shoreham, but donôt really want to move from here.ò 

Alison turned to the scrapbooks and read many newspaper reports and reviews about Jeremiahôs successes. It 

all looked as though he had finally found his vocation. On returning to the 1914 diary, she saw ñLosing young 

actors who are volunteering for the army. A war approached should I join up?ô 

She looked at the labels on each of the 10 film cans, and noted the two she had already read about plus óWhen 

day is doneô, óLove conquers allô and also óJeremiahôs mysteryô. This title made her wonder, had he actually 

acted in one of his own films? She was curious about the contents in the can but remembered hearing 

somewhere that those old films burst into flames when exposed to the air, so she thought better of it. 

Reading on through the diaries, it seems that film making became more difficult as only females were available 

as actors and the story ideas dried up. He began to lose interest and again considered joining the film makers in 

Sussex but discounted it. One name appeared a number times in that year and that was Molly Hayward, it 

seems he might have had a soft spot for her, thought Alison. 

One of the photographs was a wedding group of ten people and on the back was written ten names. Molly was 

on his arm and wearing a wedding dress. 

Alison was sure he was planning a move to join the Sussex film makers, until she saw the last entry. 

ñTwo options, join up go to war and take a chance of getting killed, or move to the new world, America, the 

land of opportunity, Film making in style with D W Grittith and if Chaplin and Stan Laurel can make it there, 

surely I can.ò 

So she wondered did he actually go to America? Did he make his fortune there?  

I suppose we would know more about him if he did. She packed away all of Jeremiahôs collection and decided 

to contact the Hampshire Film Archive at Winchester and leave the film cans with them. The written 

mementoes and photographs were deposited at the local records office. Her short spell of time here in England 

was running out and she needed to book a return flight to Australia. Alison however, decided to check the 

passenger lists of ships sailing to the USA. In the library, and after some time, she found what she wanted. Mr 

& Mrs J. Johnson were booked on the United States Mail Steamer  

"New York" from Southampton calling at Liverpool and then to Ellis Island on January 4th 1915. 



A further search showed his name in a New York directory a year later but nothing after that. So what happened 

to them in those in between years? Did they return to England, as they must have done at some time later, or did 

they travel on to California and have success in Los Angeles and Hollywood?  

Maybe weôll never know. 

24/1/2018  

 
 

Where can I buy me a Tardis? 
 

I remember seeing an advertisement in the local paper last week, that said someone was wanting a companion 

to go time travelling with them. 

Would you believe it? Thatôs something Iôve always wanted to do. 

Of course wanting is one thing but actually doing it, is another thing altogether. 

Where would you get such a machine that can travel through time to where ever you want to go? Because I 

would really love to buy a time machine. Iôve seen the one they used on the documentary TV programme and 

itôs where this a doctor goes everywhere. One thing that I have noticed is that he never seems to go back in time 

very often. But then again who would want to go back to diphtheria and Cholera. No water on tap and only 

outside toilets. 

Thatôs one of things they never tell you about the Tardis. They say itôs much bigger inside so there must be 

room for a toilet but they never show you where it is. And then do they have a bath or a shower in there? I hope 

so! Surely it must be one or the other.  

 

But if I did go back I could see all the great inventions as they happen and enjoy the emergence of the industrial 

revolution. Hold on though, they did have some terribly bloody wars years ago so maybe it wouldnôt be such a 

good idea to go back after all. 

 

Then again when the doctor goes on his travels he always seems to get into lots of sticky situation. There are all 

manner of aliens trying to kill him and as for those Daleks, well. Bring in some British snow or some leaves off 

the railway lines and that would bring their trouble making days to a halt. Between you and me I donôt think 

they are real. 

I do understand they have found a way to get up stairs but,é.  

they havenôt said how they get down again, have they? 

I really think the answer is to call in Captain Kirk or that Captain whatôs his name with the bald head. Surely 

they could sort the Daleks out between them? 



I wonder who it was who put that ad in anyway. It doesnôt say if they are male or female, and it would be 

terrible if it was someone you couldnôt get on with. Locked up with them in a big machine for days wouldnôt be 

much fun would it? 

Well now Iôll let you into a little secret,é it was me who did it! Little old me. I put the ad in. 

You know ever since I read that story the Mr Wells wrote Iôve always wondered what it would be like and 

where would I go? Travelling into the distant future or maybe way back in time? It would be fun, I think. 

Sad thing is I havenôt had any replies to it. Yes I know it was done in a hurry, a mad moment of, what cha may 

call it. 

And what would you eat on the Tardis? You never see them sitting down to a roast dinner now do you? 

Followed by Apple crumble and custard. I wonder what they do eat in all those far off distant and mysterious 

galaxies. 

 

I just might stick the ad in again but this time with a phone number 

Of course then I might get all sorts of loonies phoning me at all times of the day and night. 

So on second thoughts that wouldnôt be such a good idea either. 

Maybe time travelling is not all itôs cracked up to be. It might be OK for them on the Enterprise. They seem to 

have it all under control and in less than an hour, too. 

Another maybe is that I might end up on a planet of primates like Taylor did, and that would be terrible. 

Perhaps that doc could get some help from 7 of 9, now that would be interesting, but, nooo now they have a 

woman doctor so perhaps thatôs not on. Although it is the twenty something century, so who knows?. 

When all is said and done itôs not a bad place here. Warm house, food in the fridge and so on. What could be 

wrong with staying in England?  

Right where I am. Hmm?  

Where did I put that newspaper phone number? 

8/3/2018 for Christine 

 

The Paper Anniversary 
 

The small scrap of paper was blown along the gutter, up and across the pavement into the front garden of the 

house. 

Together with leaves and dust, it was blown around in a mini whirlwind eventually coming to rest in the metal 

grill of the down pipe drain.  

Finally getting home after a long day, Eddie noticed the paper and decided to quickly clear the drain and slid 

the paper into his overcoat pocket.  

ñThereôs rain forecast,ò he said to himself ñBetter safe than sorry,ò he added. 

He slipped his key into the lock and as he entered, he yelled, ñIôm homeò. 

He meant to drop the paper into the waste bin but Sheila was waiting in the hall for him and the idea went out 

of his mind. 

ñWhere are we going tonight?ò she asked excitedly. 

ñDonôt worry, I have it all planned,ò he assured her. ñI have booked a table for two at Sopranos, your favourite 

Italian restaurant, and I have a few surprises planned, which I am not telling you about.ò She kissed him and led 

him into the house. 

They arrived at the restaurant just as rain began to fall, and Eddie held the door open and he followed her in. 

The evening went well. She was surprised to see an Italian trio playing in the restaurant and after their meal and 

two bottles of wine; the violinist came to their table and serenaded her. Eddie became at little annoyed thinking 

the musician was getting a little too familiar as he moved around close to her playing his instrument. She smiled 

and grabbed Eddieôs hand. Soon there were alone again and their eyes met. 

ñDid you know that this being our first year is a ópaperô anniversaryò she asked. 

ñOh yes I think I have heard that before somewhere,ò he tried to sound convincing but it was news to him. 

From his inside pocket he pulled a small box and slid it across the table to her. Her eyes brightened and when 



she opened it she saw two of the most beautiful ear-rings. The small stones on them glistened in the flickering 

candle light, and Sheilaôs eyes watered and she melted. The music in her heart climbed to a crescendo. She 

quickly removed those she wore and slipped on the new jewellery. 

ñSheila scrambled to get a mirror from her bag and whilst admiring her view said, ñThey are wonderful, thank 

you darling so much, I do love you!ò  

After a few moments enjoying them she said. ñThey do look expensive,  

I hope you didnôt spend too much?ò 

ñOh no, they came out of a Christmas cracker!ò he said smilingò 

She looked up at him quickly, and then saw he was joking. 

Eddie again took her hand and said. ñOne whole year, and it was a wonderful year, almost as wonderful as 

you.ò She blushed a little and they sat just looking at each other, oblivious of all around them. 

Moments later he glanced at his watch. ñOh, now look at the time, theyôll soon be wanting to close up here, 

weôd better be going. He called for the bill and a waiter placed a small tray with the bill on it, on their table. As 

they readied to leave Eddie searched in his pocket for his wallet and was horrified to realise it was missing. He 

quickly searched all of his pockets as the blood slowly drained from his face. ñWhatôs wrong?ò asked Sheila. ñI 

havenôt got my wallet,ò he replied. 

They both began to stress frantically as he again searched every pocket in vain. There was nothing, he cursed 

himself saying ñHow stupid can you be?ò 

Sheila opened her purse, but there was no money. It was more of a sympathetic gesture of hope than 

expectation.  

It then dawned on him. He had changed his trousers at home and forgot to transfer the wallet to the pants he 

was wearing.  

They now fully expected to be led into the kitchen for washing up duties.  

He checked his pockets for a third time, there was nothing except a screwed up piece of paper in his over coat 

pocket, ñNothingò he said angrily, ñjust this lousy bit of paper.ò He rubbed it with his fingers and realised and 

was thicker than he expected and felt textured. He unrolled it and examined it more closely.  

To his utter amazement he realised it was a Ã50 note. ñItôs money,ò he said loudly drawing turned heads and 

looks from all those still present. 

They joked about it as they drove home. Sheila said, ñWell, weôre never going to forget our paper anniversary 

are we? I wonder what the second anniversary will bring us?ò 

26-4-2018  

 
 

Food glorious food 
 

The family left the Palladium afternoon performance still singing one of the songs. óFood glorious food cold 

jelly and custard.ô 


