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THE STORIES

A gquestion of balance

"Right you ae 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 Me&llve 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, surewe'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

"S0, who else are you going to invite to this party of yours, | mean of Nan's?"

"Well there's, Mum and Dad to start with." Jinr i ed t o sound excited, but
"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, | bet. Then all their kids too."

"Yea? Therks two here, one in Australia and one still in prison, so how you gonna work thatSideeoffed

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 mus 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 befc
it starts!"

"No it won't, but it's got to be organised properly. I'll give the piéngand see what they charge and how they
want to run it. Wherebés me mobil e?"

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

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

Sid smiled and said, "It's May the 18th

"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 alouc
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 pdrty.ae 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 stanc
up!

"l supposehat'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.

AThen thereds Aunt Rene, and George. Plus Stan :
ALook hteerfa,rstt thing to do right now is make a w
going on, 0 said Sid.

i OK, Hey Sally. o6 Jim yelled to the barmaid, dHa\

She finished serving another customer,arfden t hrust a pen and some pap
you coul d Shedaughes as sbeitunmedoand walked away.
Jim |l aid the paper on the bar and scribbled a f¢

He suddenly realised that the bar was wet and startisgpt@ k i nt o t he paper. #AOh,
back and brushed it down his jumper. He started trying to write on the soggy page, but his Biro tore througr
paper. He screwed the paper i nto a tempaperiballattée | i

barmaid. Suddenly there was a strange noise.
What 6s that?0 asked Sid.

Altoés my mobile, but where is it?0 Again a fl ust
AHel |l o. 0 He said, and nleids taennde ch.i sAsj ahwe ddiodp pheids. ffi
|l i stened. o016l be right home, bye. 0

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

AWhat 6s up?0 enquired Sid.

fShebdbs dead! 0o

i Who?o

iNan, she fell down her stairs.o

AThat 6s terd.i bdSh e naudsdte dhaSvie | ost her bal afde,r «
There was silence for a time, Jim took a deep br
15/11/2013

One bad apple

He took a spade and a Gladstong fram 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, lookingeiomixt mealThe gravel
crunched under his feet as he walked down the avenue of gravestones. The evening air around him reekec
the overpowering smell of death. He stopped, turned and walked into the middle of the stones and paused .
freshly filled grave.

A translucent white mist spread rapidly across a nearby meadow and into the grave yard and began to circl
ankles. Three inky black ravens appeared above and began swooping, diving and attacking him. He recoile
and held up an arm for proteat. Then almost as suddenly as they had appeared, they vanished. It seemed t
the newly departedds sentinels had finally accej
and hands. The mist faded quickly.

Grabbing a handful of theoatents from the bag he began sprinkling a mixture of hazel blossoms, betchamy
lemon juice and stinging nettles over the grave. He stood transfixed, then waited and watched as the waten
finally sunk below the horizon.

He forced the spade intbe resh earth. After several full spadesd 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 whithe leadlth fell
away | eaving itdéds clothing pristine and untaint e
"Thank you," said the body, "and about time too! Tell me, what has happened to Snow White?"

AfShe has become suddendyugéyypy bkedsand. wrinkl ed

AfGood, then my spell has not | et me down! As |
dying, and thatodés just as | planned. 0

The wicked witch pushed by him.

AfCome al ong, we must get to the Palace. 0

He stood they, amazed at what he had seen.

AfCome along, thereds no time to waste, o0 she urge
finalise the spelllo

He still did not move.
AHow did you do that, o he askadaimyou were dead

She began to explain. AWhen | got to your weddi:I
then forced onto my feet, some iron boots they had heated in flames. The boots were burning my feet. The
thing I could dowastodance¢oas e t he pai n. Eventually, I real i :
spell.

AwWhat was the spell ?0 he asked.

nl't was that at the moment | died, she would bec
her to chantthefinalncant ati on. I f that doesndt work then
ear, and send her into the next world, and you,
AfYes of course, my | ovedo he said al most automat.i

At the palace, they botboked down at Snow White as she lay in a bed. The Prince had to turn his head awa
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 sprindle t hem on Snow Whitebds increasingly g
words. This woke up a chamber maid who had been sleeping on the floor, out of sight, on the far side of the
bed.

AwWhat are you doing! o she deekmanded, AStop 1 t, St
The witch ignored her and continued.
AfGuards! Call the guards! Where are the pal ace ¢

;
witchesd chant. She gave a sly grin and chuckl ec
No guard came to the rescue.

Then they both heard someone sneezing outside the bedroom door. It opened and in trooped the seven dy
They stood around the bed and the witch. Sleepy sat on the edge of the bed and promptly fell asleep.

Al thought hwe &d of ismd dy®wc. The witch continued
cannot stop me, 0 she said.

fLet 6s tal k about this, o said Doc, fiwe need t o t
some | i gui dHeroekfarotlesfiormtbentable, poured some into a tankard and handed it to her. Sh
tasted its contents. AHMMM, that 6s nicel 0 she s:¢:

Doc sent Dopey to the kitchen for another bottle of wine. Dopey was not as stupid as most people think. He
sliced an apple thdtad one bite missing from it, and crushed it into the neck of a half full bottle. On his returr
to the bedroom, he winked as he handed the bottle to Doc. By now the Witch had drunk most of the first bo

and was getting |l oudsheddmmandediMadGevei mei moee
new bottle and she poured it into her tankard ari
di sappeared. The Witchesd speech becamel tsd surweerdy,
morei sho she stated.

Ailts cider, o replied Doc.

ACi der wine eh? |Itds very good. Whatodés it made ¢



ltds made of apples, in particular one very ni
What? One very nice appl e? WhShebegao to reaise shawas tosing Wi
control. Her eyes looked down at the tankard and then down at Snow White just as her hair changed from ¢
to black.

AWhat 270 she queried, AWhatdés happening to her?
AYou smow| db&tter than anyone, al | It takes I s
She bell owed AO0Oh no! o

Sl eepy suddenly woke up and said AOh yes. 0 and :
Snow White, who was now awake and fully restored to hemalipeauty, stood up and rushed into the
princeds arms just as the Wi tch fell onto the be
dress ragged. The witch is still there now and to this day has never woken up again. She is waiting fo
passing Prince to stop and kiss her. However, should you hear anyone near you snoring loudly, be carefull
to wake that person. It just might be the ugly old bitch,

| mean the Witch.

14/2/2014

o0 N

Blackbird on the lawn

"Are you all right Mrs Cobin?" she asks me and tucks the blanket around my legs. "I'm fine" | 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, allfdofwortt of her blouse. Charley is
watching his little TV,

wel | he is most of the time, when he's not sl eefj
more excited at the end of the game when they swop shirts.

At lease | have a full ball 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.

| sit here all day and look out the window. They need cleaning buteioame e ms wor ri ed abc
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 couplewfhit 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

| watch the birds fly by, and next doors cat chasing any birdahés in the garden. Look there's one now.



"Blackbird on the lawn" | shout and Harry wakes and looks at me, and then closes his eydtsggaasing

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

black birds. Thehildren always used to shout 'Blackbird on the lawn' it was one of those family traditions. I'v
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 | don't see them séten these days.

|l " m a great grandmother, three ti mes! | 6ve got
names written on them.

Ooooh | ook thereb6s two Magpies now. They are | ot
met hodically search the ground for any creature
today. One for sorry two for joy, i1isndt that ho\
understand why | 6tngmepdndimy tobyailstheee citting.n rausttagk Sharon to do that
next time they bath me. Her name is Sharon, i sn(
the print was too small, so | gave up on that.

Fionaisduetovisiimero Sunday. Sheds my el dest but missed |
least that was the story

|l was tol d. It used to be every week, but itds

good marriage.

Three beautiful kidies, but then there was the accident on his way home from work. We all went to the funel
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. Shdiffieaent woman and as happy as a
fishmongers cat.

There was a new house, new furniture, new car,
met Raphael.

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

Hetwy ned out to be a couch sl ob. He did nothing a
now, <c¢laiming off the state, and he doesnodot gi Ve

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

Look, thereb6s two blackbirds out there now, MnABI ¢
looking around | see no one is bothered.

| 6ve had a good I|ife. Some upStandpepmeddbiwasc]! t
down to the young ones, my bitds nearly done. Sl

Four and twenty black birds baked in a pie, ah
rye? Donodt t hey ma kgofsixipencen temembar 8xpehtes. B/e hmage thss nesvaecime
money these days, but they dondét give me any mol
Manor.

|l think I édm getting hungry ag aavemnyclockstaround, theysayi t |

depresses some of us to watch time.

The trouble is, that one day is jus
Alt

AWake up Mrs Corbin, o0 she says, i
31/7/14

t |li ke any ot
6s time fo

They gave us all diérent phrases, mine was,

"Then he set to workstitch 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 | do like what | wrote, see below



Guaranteed for life

Then he set twork, stitch after stitch, hour after hour until the job was done. John stood back and looked at
them, admired them, | oved them. ATheydre a fine
placed them in his shop window.

Within half en hour, a man entered and asked their size.
AThey are 106s sir,o0o said John.
The man smiled and asked to try them on. They fitted perfectly.

He asked the price. ASir, they are only half a ¢
AGuaranteed f osked i fe, really?0d He

AYes sir!o said John convincingly.

The money was paid and he left wearing them.

There was a sudden | oud crashing sound from out s

from under a horseless carriage.
ARi ght! 0 t hdo ubgehstt Jgooh noutiilabnd r et ri eve those boot
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 whel
was wanted.

The task took several days aesvkntually the house was almost tidy. A number eheeded items were taken
down to the cellar for storage. As he looked around for a suitable location, and then noticed an old army su
case almost hidden under the stairs. He pulled it out and bruSlied 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 \
something a soldier would wear. As he held it an envelope fell out. It contained four medals anthatetter
read, Presented to Arthur Gray for heroic service at Gallipoli. He mouthed the inscription on one of the med
‘for valour'

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



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 throdgbooigeac
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.

I n a gush of frustration, she bell owed, otplagiogitd v e
right! o she | ooked around at the musicians. MnACol
There was no reply. The band leader pianist made them start again, and again and yet again, but she still s
wasnodt happy. Her f @reathingwettimg heawidr drel stiongey and mside 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. Suddenstagged singing and held up her hands

and demanded silence. She stood in front of the
the hel]l do you expect me to sing the s ongheiright y «
order! So now tell me, whatoés your problem?0 Her

very nervous smile. She saw a young fresh boyish face with cherry cheeks daring to look up at her. Her fee
began to change and with anglin her eye she took a liking to what she saw. Here was the type she liked. Th
innocent and young types was where she had her conquests in the past, and the kind she preferred. She p
hand on his shoul der and proapsyeudaindh euld sortthésut todethan. & r
Sshould be easy to change the score that youodve
Why not bring your part up to my room | ater, anc
over made up face glaring down at hiBnight red lips and heavily mascaraed eyes and a pungent perfume the
began to make him readHe quickly turned back to look at his sheet music and shuddered.

The pianist rushed over to his rescue.thefmdments i s
finding it difficult to concentrate. o he said, I
Perhaps | can help you with it instead?0 She wa:
full belly, and hermood hanged yet again. He was very definit
she insisted, Al't s OK, perhaps we coul dé. o

A mobile phone started ringing and the Geoffrey
became very excited, Oh her waterds broke and shebs started
instrument back into itdéds case, stood, grabbed |
|l ooked at the pianist, andotwhampetdoawd Hdocaa@f wl
AMaybe we should take a break, o0 he saido | have

take five, or maybe ten. o

About an hour later, as the evening for the gig was rapidly approathengrusicians 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
Shereassured herself that i f heds a military bands
shook his hand and spoke privately for a moment
sitting in for my asagentlérbundsof applaase asmhetook a sedt &nd legawto open
trumpet case. It was then that her eyes finally focused and she realised he was in the Salvation Army. She
thought to herself, thereds | it tobfergdneforscusen do f o1
The reminder of the rehearsal went without a hitch, and the evening gig was well received by all those pres
including the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress. The singer made sure to be well topped up with Vodka befor
her performance ahshe 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 level
the bar. The band had completed their performancéandone. 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
as soon as she saw the copies of &édWar Cr yodm.over
She didnét hesitate to check her hair or make uj
defiantly on the toilet subconsciously claiming sanctuary. Sometime later she woke to see the light of a new
streaming through a high mdow 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 haorbettvor and fumbled for what
seemed ages with the card door lock. Once inside, she closed the door behind her and leaned back agains
Taking a deep breath she listened. There was silence accept for the thunder in her brain. She staggered fo
and ell onto the bed, alone.

14/11/2014

Santabds Bad Day

il had the day so well planned out and then it
AReal |l y?0 said Clyde, AWhy? What went wrong?o
AwWell , 0 Santa took a d e &yerythingastehdy forfthe Cheistneas i toys ¢
all made, reindeer all checked by the vet and passed roadworthy. The misses had washed and pressed my
suit with the cotton wool edging and | was | ooki
ASo?0 queried Clyde.

AWet hen it snowed, and | don6ét I ike snow. 0

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

AnBut everybody I|like it, the kids |l ove it, the re

guestioned Clyde.

Al toés t ootayoonpgster anymorenanchmy joints ache in the cold. Even with my quadruple thermals
the cold still gets to me!o

Al think | have the answer to your problem, o0 sai
present now.

Santa looked up, @ndering what he meant.

Clyde handed Santa a parcel wrapped in Christma:
AThank you, o0 said Sant a.

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

AWhat 6s this then?06 asked Sant a.

AAl Il t hseaiedl vCelsy,doe, 6 we all chipped in to get you
itdés always hot, youdll l ove it! o
AOh thatés wonderful, thank you so every much, 0

going to deliver all tog 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 sneeze

again. AOh no, not a cold, not at this tarede of
dressing gown with white edging he made his way downstairs to the kitchen. Mother Christmas turned as h
wal ked in, ADear me you do |l ook il | coul d hec:
chair. ATheredstmwmobwayiyohhoar €hgoisngnas Eve, you
she added, and he didndét have the strength to di
| 61 1 bring you a hot drink with something in it.
ABut whodaso godiengChtra st mas Eve calls I f | candt ?0
AnwWell, wedoll think about that once youdre back i
adding, AYo didnét have your flu jab this year
't di dnoéttt egretb ya nGhrbiest mas Eve morning. Altds no
place! o At first he protested, AOh no, o but ther

argue.

Their son had arrived as a surprise dag after Father Christmas had a few too many Sherries some years ac
The boy was summoned up to the bedroom. He slouched in, wearing a black grubby Led Zeppelin tee shirt
hottest pair of Nike trainers and jeans that were slipping down his bodyasiball cap, with a rude word on

it, was on sideways. fAYea what ya want?0 he dem:
chewing.

AYour fatherdés not at all well; youdll have to ¢
AOh no ManpedHé Whh | dondét wanna do that, | got
She replied instantly, ANow if you dondét then nc¢
for Christmas this year! And tnhkdatt hvad wlsd tthe tt! er rTi

turned quickly and left the room.



il 611l speak to him,0 she said as she followed hi

It was getting dark on Christmas Eve and snow wz¢

AHeds re adyi,d mGome in son, 0 and the boy appeare
big black boots and a clip on white beard.

AWow, 0 said Father Christmas, ANow that is a surt
sneezed.

Thel adds unheral ded metamorphosis was a compl ete
predicament a | ot of thought wvery quickIly and r
children.

Also the thought that he would havetéde over the family business one day dawned on him, so now was a
good time to start.

AiPerfect but for one thing, o0 continued Father ClI
that, the boy grabbed and pulled the pillow from beneathlsiss her 6 s head, which i n
the bed. This infuriated all the germs in his body, all of whom had been planning a vacation. However, with
sudden abrupt joltingyord had spread on the bug net chat line, and after voting, tloeitjmwajf them decided
that after all, they would stay until the summert
nasty bugs did they? So as a means of retribution, they made Father Christmas sneeze violently four times
row. MotherChristmas handed him the Kleenex box and he quickly seized a handful and blew hard into thel
AHe has the |list,o0 she said as the boy stuffed t
the TOMY sat nav from the chief gnome in thg weorkshop. Rudolph and the rest of the reindeer are ready,
and raring to go,0 she said with determinati on.
ifGood, 0 Said Father Christmas as he sneezed agali
all of the children will getthe present t hi s year, well done son. 06 The
mother and left.

Early on Christmas day morning, Rudolph and his fellow reindeer brought the sleigh home after a long nigh
The boy had slept most of the way back, but woke just gsatiiwed. 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 blanke
in the sleigh, that had not been delivered. He rushed in to tell his parents. They wasehmtked to think

some poor child was still waiting for the gifts.

AWhose house did you miss?0 she asked and he che
Ailt was Emily, on that housing estate near Port:
AYouol | have to go st rgaitgshtl ibgahctk on oswa,i dg uhii csk mnboet fhe
but didnoét | i ke the thought of breaking this ne\

bag of hay and a day off tomorrow, they set off on the trip back to the forgotteénAhihey flew it was

getting much brighter. The new dawn was gradually creeping over them. They circled over the estate lookir
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 haddaainigtdown her cheeks,

but as soon as she saw the sleigh, with Father
heés here, he didndét forget me after all o she s
She walked out to the sleigh leaving fawtgs in the snow behind her. The boy gave her a sack brimming over

with presents. AHo ho hoo he said in a deep VoOoic
AnOh thank you so very much Father Christmas, 0 s
Sheleaed forward to kiss him. As she did his bearc
who was just a little older than she was. Then s
She began to hear an angelicchoimrsgi ng but coul dndét understand wh
quickly kissed her and dropped a chewing gum pack in her hand and then jumped back onto the sleigh. Th
choir sang louder. The boy smiled and waved to her as they flew off on the secomgorgney.



There was a chilling mist over the Channel as they travelled. The snow had stopped and the sun was easin
way up from the distant horizon.

AHMM she was a pretty girl, o0 he said to himself,
12/12/2014
Little fears
| woke after a pretty good nightoés sl eep, reachce

With a hearty gust of energy | threw the duvet over to one side and sat up. Before | could swing my legs owv:
the side of the bed, | noticedrsething very strange, in fact unbelievably strange.

My feet seem to have disappeared. | could feel my blood pressure instantly objecting and my heart was
desperately trying to get out of my mouth.

What! | yelled, how can that be?

Then | rationalised thetsiu at i o n . Il must stildl be dreaming. The
So | pinch my arm and it hurts, really hurts! | was definitely not dreaming.

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

| wanted to stand up, but how could 1?

In desperation | swunigyself around to the edge of the bed and tried to stamp on the floor, and | could. But
how could | with no feet, legs and now no knees?

My head was swimming with a million questions and ridiculous improbable answers. | reached for my trous
but how on edh could

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

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

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

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

What is happening? | craved to know. Am | going to disappear completely? The fear that it would then seer
that | never existed terrified me.

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

| was in a helpless hopelesuuséa t i on. |t was going to happen, | w
but | would still be here.

Now they will have to call me Mr Cellophane,

thatodos if they ever notice me again.

23/1/2015

Heroes

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

It was a battle like no other battle beforebitt the battle was won, and weere the heroes. There were bodies
everywhere.

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

Later we took many hourse tvalk across the land that was Belgium and were pleased to reach the coast.
The channel was not kind to us. | never saw greener faces throwing their insides overboard.

The good feeling of Portsea Island English soil under our weary feet brought qgigtkorelur 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 thoughtgpf washi
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 t
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 hor
he would name t he i nnpme®fludmuldHead tbosesvordsfon tiiéebbaedr | 0 0 . ¢

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 Be.

29-4-2015

Cold Callers

He walked slowly to the front door and opened it.

He saw a young man holding a blue plastic bott]l e
morning, I'm from the Royal National Animal Trust and we are catlgahoney to save the Dodo."

"I thought they were already extinct. o Said Johi
began to trickle through his mind.

"No No , said the caller, "A few have been found on the hills of Outer Mongolitthey want to bring them
back to Whipsnade Zoo and breed a larger colony from them. There's great excitement in the scientific wor
"Really!" John sounded as though he was interested. Then he pointed to the sign on his door. "Didn't you s
that?No Cold Callers!"

"Yes | did, but as we are a charity, | 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 | mean. There's never enougimeay 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!

| 6ve got shopping to get and | 've got no money t
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 nineteel
and you want charity from me?

In fact if you could lend med a fiver, | could gabt just today, but it would last all this week.

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

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

AOn the other hand i f you ¢tforthéréstohtheknonth!'t ten qui
The cold called shook his head and then picked up his case, turned and disappeared down the path to the .
30-8-2015

The Town of Toys

The phone rang and Sooty answered it. "This is Hector," said the caller, "Phoningyroouse, have you
heard the news?"

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

"I't's Postman Pat, he's fallen off of a | adder,
AHow did he do thaetly$.o asked Sooty, very qui
AHe was helping Bob the Builder, you know that ¢
arm. So now who's going to deliver the mail?"

AHol d on, 0 said Sooty, Afirst you said | eg, thei



ATo baltnnutstafi d Hector, o | 6
any records with his non s
"Leave it to me, 0 mur mur ed

He was pleased to have something to occupy hid asrhe 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. | could ask Andy Pandy, or Teddy or Looby loo. No | don't think they wauletested.
l't'"s always O0Time to go homed for them. Thatods ¢
| know I'll ask Bill and Ben.

Bill flobalobbed, and Ben Flibalibbed and Weed weeeeed saying no they couldn't help on accouatbf the
that they couldn't move!

Sooty walked away in a silent quandary.

| could ask Danger Mouse, but | 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 &bcould? 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
loud fanfare of trumpets from nowhere.

No hold on a rmute. 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. | really must learn to write.

| won't ask Horrid Henry, nobody likes him! There's always Peter, but he's a bit too blue these days, know w
| mean nudge nudge, and those Camberwicks have all turned a funny shade of green.

The Flintstones, would make it seem like a Keystone Cops filmt amee y 6 r e al ways st one
them. Who else is there?

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

The Mr Men, not them again, theyo6re al ways chanc
Teletubbies? Now let me see what are their names? Tinky Winky, Dipgy, aa and Poo, oh
parents must have had a sense of humour when they named them!

The Clangers would be too noisy, and Parsl ey? He
batting for these days.

The Blobs would Morphintbt he Mr Men and |1 6ve already discount

Thereds always Pingu and Paddington and Shaun t|
He thought seriously for a moment, No perhaps not, but what can we do?

AAh yes | 6ve got it, o he sppg ahnd, on sdrtand thoaghts, nab likedysthey f
never stop singing, candét have that! o

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

Now who else is there, surely someone will delithe 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.
Nfnls gddy Woodentop there please?0 he uttered unct
Sooty explained the situation to Mummy Woodentop and Daddy Wooddntwmpmy Woodentop asked why

it was always called the mail. Why wasnotspatydog al



youbve ever did see started eating the wooden cl

salt on Willie Woodentopds nether regions.
He had already eaten baby Woodentop as a starter!
Soon, it was an even bigger, biggesttspoy dog youbdve ever did see. Wel

On his way back down the lane, Sooty saw Muffin the Mule grazing in a field. He was accompanied by seve
females who were always ready to answer to his beck and call. He was now in his sevkictieis 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 o
is just one ye It has been said he had close connections with that most hated International cricegesyndi
known t oThaMdffia;.as, é.

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

However,thesedas, heds ol d and been put out to pasture
Hebés not the plod father he was.

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

Bal amory, but Sooty said he didndét know anyone (
Soa y then had a brainwave and silently suggested
use his mystical powers?

What we need is some of your magic, in a roundal

There was a sudden whoosh and brilliant flash of light.ddtgrbefore 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.

APost man Pat, thatés PP incapacitated HMRPAYyenU S ¢
t hat 6s it PP Pink Panther, you must find the Pi
save the day! o

Shortly after Noddy and Big Ears returned havi ng
everyoheNoddw, fAHas anything interesting happene
ANo, nothing!od said everybody

From that day, the mail was all delivered quickly and on time and to the correct addresses. A month later, t
Pink Panther and Post mwanhoff ®aea ina beButifal pek greem lbat, writeé theg hac
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, ageal el, buowli c@andoTrapel Te Tea:



Jackds bottl e

He slobbered into a half consciousness, with one shoe missing, sprawled out along the sofa. He opened ar
peering through an alcoholic haze searching for
It was not to bedund.

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, a
then onto the floor with a thud.

Jackds bottle was | ying under a near by wihgaway. He
from him.

He pushed hard with both legs and grabbed the neck of the bottle and hastily rushed it to his mouth. There
nothing. He gaped at the bottle and realised it was empty and angrily threw it down. Where could he find m
whiskey? That w&s his only thought. Nothing else mattered.

18/3/2016

A windy day

Mr Jenkins left the Gop 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 unhookedhis 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. Athireemd, 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 sur pediTkeavind un d ¢
blew even stringer lifting the kite which lifted the dog into the air.

nOh dear, o0 said Mr Jenkins, ANow thatdos a fine |
The lad looked at him but he was speechless. Then Mr Jenkinstielhge 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 returndan@terra
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 séosaof flying.

A seagull flew by with a quizzical |l ook on itds
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 paripwn 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 begproubhgto 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 abowaetbdrome. 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 andarer 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 | ad, AdALet it go! Let gc¢
Mr Jenkins held out his arms and spread his legs endeavouring to glide down tthetodilren 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 d@dyrHis dog rubbed against Mr Jenkins leg in
appreciation of his survival.

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

AwWell !0 said Mr Jenkins, -¢gighatds the |l ast ti me |
29/7/2016



A windy day, artwork by Jon Evetjtprinted 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 & jdust marshal shouted instruction to charge.

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

I n Sir Williamds hand was a | ance which was his
perspirdéion 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 ho
dung.

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

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 w
There were strangely shaped walls around him but weey real walls? Lights flashed everywhere in rainbow
colours. Have | finally reached heaven or is this the hell | have been fearing he wondered? Then he heard ¢
voi ce say fACapricorn 10 to ground contweddveanc o me
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 me
on the table in front of him.

"Oh! Thanks love, that's champion.”

He eagerly tucked in, likeaoin devouring itds prey.

Soon his plate was empty and she took it and replaced it with his pudding. He didn't waste any time in start
on it. His wife sat at the table opposite him.

After a few moments he looked up to see her gazing at him. "What'se®) loe asked.

"Nothing" she said blankly.

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

"You're giving me a very strange |l ook | ove, what
"No, nothing, 0 she hesitated, " But agquéakéloye ofdyoun' t
pills?

nOh no | ove, |1 took them all this morning with 1
the doc do | 2?20 he said proudly.

i No, |l mean, you know, those special pill s. ™

He was clueless for several secondstaide n it finally dawned on hi m.

was racing and couldnét understand why she sudd:é
watching on TV?0 he wondered. Now HBvkRkesilt athe ah k

how t o. | |l ost the instruction book years ago! o

"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!" shetted under her breath, stood up and took his empty bowl into the kitchen. Stan sat silen
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 thesspediaiim he had

prostate cancer. AWebdbve caught it early enough,
good at new, probably |Iive to 100!0 he smiled.
ils that so doc, 0 asked Stan, f#fAis that a promi s

The speci alassheyshbokdandstandStarpléfts 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 ¢
his libido. At first, Stan didn't know quite what that meanént 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
pulled out a bubble pack of four tablets.

Audrey brought in his cup of tea and then negut 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 t
small box in his hand.askeh, have you taken one?«
ifYes, éél 6ve taken,é. two,0 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
on the edge of the bed before, st h | i ke, getting into it. AHave vy
demanded angrily.



AAnd my socks too, 0 he said asShhee ssalwi gred re dl s
clearly in the dim light. He smiled to himselfdapulled his leg back under the bedclothes.

There was silence for some time, and then Audrey decided she must take some action. She leaned over ar
kissed him on the cheek.

AHey, whatds that?0 he demanded indignantly.
Ailtdéds foreplay Stan, 0 she said.

A Wh7?atForeplay? Whatodés that when ités at home?0 h
ANoOlou sil |l happeth, o0 she said now feeling very
After what seemed like a life time she tried again, stdeaning 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 witwmly, and s
she looked over to Stan as he snored loudly.

AOh no, 0 she thought to herself, 0 what a dead |
appeared to be elevated. She lifted them and smiled a flushed smile at what she saw, almgshburst
laughter. She began to remember days and times when the young energetic Stan was all over her, and ne\
her alone. Days with a warm future and the man she had chosen. Days that they bothhehjoyedong in

the past.

She now realised thaer plan had not worked and was very unlikely to, so she slipped out of bed, dressed a
went down stairs. Stan sl ept on for several hourt
things to wash up and then was happy to sit and whaécfinal episode of Poldark.

22-9-2016 M Cooper

Jackds | ast chance

She had been busy in the kitchen for sometime and Jack smiled as she placed a plateful of his favourite me
on the table in front of him.

"Oh! Thanks love, that's champitn.

He eagerly tucked in, |like a |Iion devouring ito:¢
Soon his plate was empty and she took it and replaced it with his pudding. He didn't waste any time in start
on it.

His wife sat at the table opposite him.

After a few moments he looked up tedeer 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 | ook | ove, what
"No, nothing, 0 she hes'isheddsitattd agdinB"Why dan't y@UNdke onel ab your t
pills?

AOh no |l ove, 0 he said | oudly, #fAl took them all
dondét want to upset the doc do | ?20 he stated pr
A No, I mean, ycawpilsknow, those spe

He was cluel ess for sever al seconds and then it
was racing and couldné6ét wunderstand why she sudd:¢
watching on da&?0Bht mwowdke hesitated. "We haven'
forgotten how to. | |l ost the instruction book y:¢
Nothing was said for a time then he asked, "What's brought tAigvny now?"

"Well Jack youdbre not getting any younger, and 1

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

prostate cancer. fAWebve caught it early enbewmgh,
good at new, probably Ilive to 100!'0 he smiled.
Ails that so doc, 0 asked Jack, f#fAis that a promi se

The specialist didnoét r e pThiywaafslloweth ey ynang dessions of hadion d s
therapy and then a year of monthly hormonection 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 ofdiverdhe 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 arot
in the sink, feeling angry.

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

She saw the small Dbox in his hand. @AOh, have yol
fYes, éél 6ve taken,é. two,0 he said reluctantly.
Her smiled broadene&he 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 intc
AHave lylougosttiyour vest and pantdéds on Jack?0 she
AAnd my socks too, 0 he said asShhee ssalwi pgred reae dl s
clearly in the dim light. He chuckled to himself and pulled his leg back under the iedclot

There was silence for some time, and then Audrey decided she must take some action. She leaned over ar
kissed him on the cheek.

AHey, whatodéds that?0 he demanded indignantly.
Altds foreplay Jack, 0 she said.

AWhat ? Forepl ay? Whet?ds hteh asstaivwh d ro uidtl &yss at ho
AFOUR? Who else is coming then?bo

ANOO You sil/ happeth, 0 she said now feeling ver

get his attention.

After what seemed like a life time she tried again, slowly leaningtiugrand 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 sensatio
something seemed to be wrong, and slowly she looked over to Jack as he snoyed loudl

AOh no, 0 she thought to herself, 0 what a dead |
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 atve almost bursting into laughter.

She remembered days and times when the young energetic Jack was all over her, and never left her alone
with a warm future and the man she had chosen. Affectionate days that they both enjoyed but now long in t

pag.
She realised that her plan had failed and went down stairs.
Jack sl ept on for sever al hours oblivious of hi:

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?0 St
"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 jarsdown at@ereens Legs, itds al ways goo
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 shou

be home about,"”™ he thought for a moment, 0 about
She opened a cupboard asrdiled the package that had been delivered earlier in the day.

AWherebs my arrows, | ove?0 he yell ed.

ATheyo6re in the sideboard drawer, o0 said the kit
ithe same drawer that you keep your speci al pill

He suddenly felt a cold drtadlown 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 v
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. C
few weeks earlier she had seen several adverts that interested her, one of which seemednswertteeher
problem. A catalogue was included in the parcel and she was amazed at the endless display of helpful iterr
all kinds.

Jack always enjoyed a night out with the darts team at the pub, and spent a lot of money on drinks, and eve
won a dars 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 co
not find the hole. The keys fell to the floor and he swayed in the darkness, almost tripping over the welcome
mat and bangg 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 stagge

AYep! 0 he belched, AThink | had a little too muc
He managed to get to his fawite 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, Ic
Als that you Jack?0 said a voice from above.
ifYese,l oivt. is me, unless you were expecting someo
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 wasn?osallovera and negfluffyer dr
slippers.
AWhat 6s that youbve got on, dear, 0 he asked thr

She stood there wearing a shocking pink almost transparent negligee, caressing it with the palms of her hal
Audrey leaned back against tharfre, posing as though she was being snapped by one of the glossy magazit
photographers. Unf ortunately, the door wasnoét cl
regain her balance without losing too much of her dignity.

AAnd whauvasytbBael |l ? | s something burn
nltds my perfume Jack, 0 she growled t
Undoing the tie ribbon she let the coat slip to the floor.

ing in the
hrough her



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

nOoooh, dbeeasrt, tyooupbudd on your dressing gown | ove,
with no clothes on |ike thato

She was speechless for several moments,

ABut Jack, this is supposed to turn Yyou breathandg et
undid her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts drooped a little and several wrinkles in the face and nec
disappeared.

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

she took a small long cardboard box.

Holding it tightly, she kissed it.

Audrey could hear Jack snoring, and as she pass:¢
upstairs to the bedroom.

6/12/2016

Egg bound

| was given an egg to loakter!

What the hell am | going to do with it?

| took it home and put it in my fridge.

| tried to watch television but the egg kept appearing in my head. Out in the garden, | pulled a few weeds, b
wondered how the egg was.

It was no good! | went backtio the house, took the egg from my fridge, and broke it into my frying pan.
Several minutes later | slipped it onto a plate with three slices of bacon, covered it with Tommy sauce and ¢
the lot, and very tasty it was too.

oK, | confessts, frgidhodotabdeaktiit. ltoés stildl i
Eli, Why ? | donot Kknow.

| dondt even know if it is a male egg. I f 1 tds ¢
But then again, why botheo give it a name?

Sheila, thatés it. The name uses the three | ette
Does that make it OK?l donét know! Do | care?

Is the egg, Eli or Sheila bothered?
Why did | bother to write this?

| f the egg doesndt doesedbthbemavehdeepioges but if
It doesndét move or show and feeling on itds egg:
Perhaps weol |l never know.

On the eggsternal thought, it 6 sndeingmwhatcoleurherslaidhtr o wi

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 futur

When | have to give it tbesedgslonlytowe fatetfodis Brakenafried, cowered in ,
Tommysauceand devoured. Eggcellent.
6/12/2016

Tomorrow Radio

OK fol ks, well | 6m afraid thatds the | ast recor
closing down foever and this is the last time we will say goodbye, but before that a word from our director.
Thanks Jim.
Dear | isteners, wedod |ike to thank you for bei ng
webve had u

n
but swaimbdledand we baye rimaw ef moneywanddve 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 dvedh, i c h we f e el is a terrible st
left anymore.

So from Jim and me, itdéds time to say,

What 6s that Jim? A phone call ?

Listeners? We now have a new sponsor.

Water in a glass.

| once became very fond of a lady who was a geachmer. | decided, even at my age, | was in my late
thirties, | 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 musthavehadonf i dence where | didnét, said it
Olympic size pool.

| 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 numbeif people already swimming there, and | was beginning to accept that | could not escap
The strong smell of the chlorine seemed to penetrate every part of me. | began to shiver.

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

Reluctanty, | slipped down into the water, wrongly hoping it would warm Mg.head was just above the
surface. Now was the time to control my bladder.

"Go on then." were his only words of encouragement. So | set off on the journey. It was all fine at first, unti
what seemed several hours into the crossing. Unaccountably, | suddenly lost my equilibrium and started
somersaulting. No matter how | flapped, | could not stop my frame revolving and splashing.

| saw myself as a baby, then in short trousers, then longers. Just as my hair began growing down to my
shoulders, | felt someone's hands grabbing me, somehow | stopped spinning and surfaced, and gasped
desperately for breath. To my surprise and endless gratitude he had dived in fully clothed and slowigéhelpe
to the edge. We found a store room where we stripped off and died ourselves.

Of course, | 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 othier dhglass.

When | recounted the story to the |l ady, she was
regardless for some time after.




From a prompt

Dear Mary,

| have many things to thank you for. In the first place for writheggtory that included me with words from
your mind.

Words that | 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 mang pgeeplehaaread yodr story abait me.ma z i n ¢
| believe that some people dress up like me, and even more incredible that they have made your story into
moving i mages on a |l arge screen. Theatre compani

There & one thing you may have forgotten though;

| 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.

| really dondét want t sopleased that you gagema & lgefthatlhas lasted fof a c t
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

ATemwill swallow you up!o0o he said, and to me as
stayed with me forever.

What did he mean?

| sat looking at the clock for ages.

What time did he mean?

At 12 o06cl ock one handdogstimmagmapdetll? And foréddwilong® t he ot !
ltds the same at 6.30 but that doesndt give me t
he say that for?

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

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

| sat in the Guildhall Square watching the people as they passed by. All of them have their own stories of lif
their families and friends and ihéime. People watching is really fun, exploring every face that goes by, and
trying not to make it obvious.

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

The sun made the day warm and | felt happy andedla

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 whilectii# wind had penetrated to the bone and we
decided to stop at a café on the way back and get a meal.

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

Once inside, young kids were running around making ot®ise 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 oifedi sWe anr
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
plateful arrived.

The BeefYorkie turned out to be strips of beef in a wrap of Yorkshire pudding flattened like a pancake and
rolled like an omelette.

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

My knife was not having much effect. | tried again, several times antl/fasked for a steak knife but its
performance wasnot much better.

| struggled on and unwrapped the wrap and ate the beef which was tasty. | tried again on the wrap but my |
was having none of it.

| gave up and in disgust threw my knife and fork damio the plate. At that moment the waiter reappeared
and asked if our meal was OK?

My friend had eaten theirs, but | turned to the waiter and asked for the name of the cobbler who had rejecte
this creation on my plate, for repairing his cu:
He was very apologetic and said he would complain to the supplier. Further words were exchanged but the
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 sona¢wddeemed the situation. It was sweet and crumbly but
not crunchy.

We left deciding we would not go back there. I told my friend that | must get an account on Trip Advisor.
20/5/2017

Brill Days

| have set the controls of my time machine to 1st Jgnl@60 and a location destination of an avenue in New
York City, where the Brill Building stands.

| 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 Ragnd Frank Sinatra and the
people who ran the music business were al/l i n tl
The 19606s were taken over by a younger generat.
writers. Each of them had their own small room apidao 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 Pom!
and Mort Shuman, and many more.

The daily routine was for them to start around 10am and by Bpmndt 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.

| would love to have been there and like shaking the hand of a millionaire, would hope that some of their
successvould have rubbed off onto me, and | would have been famous after all.

216/2017



The Doctor Freud Interview

Travelling back to a particular point in my life is something | have always wanted to do, | know exactly wher
would stop.
However, on the walywould pass many milestones and millstones.

The firsthalth al t woul d be when | retired. A great reli
and downs, or o | thought.
A career in music and photogr aqufirgasonsad it ds unf or

On leaving school there were several aimless shop jobs that were nothing but a waste of time, but these we
my o6fresherdéd yeas at the University of Life.

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

benches and about 90 boys sat listening to one teacher. The last one was a Secondary Modern school whi
me some good.

Travelling on further back, one of my earliest memories was \&ged about 4 yeafalling into the Canoe
Lake at Sothsea, 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 | am heading for is a graceful Tuesday in January 1944 when | took my7 first breath.

Now thattime is running out | would gladly stop there and live the whole of my life over again.
Would | change anything?

Who knows?

Would | make the same mistakes?

Probably.

Would | enjoy it more?

| would certainly make more of any effort next time!

Regrets?

No, No regrets.

| am just so glad | was born then and to have seen all the amazing changes in tkteatvbhlave 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 hafbtojleats
perfecting his new machine. His scientific brain had worked overtime to figure out the best way to construct
contraption. He was convinced he could find the answer and make it work despite their laughing at him.
Once it was finished he walitlimb into it and travel through time.

A soon as it was completd decided that the only way to test it was to get in and use it. He boarded his nev
machine, settled himself in and then slowly pulled back a lever in front of him.

The house around hisuddenly disappeared and he was in the countryside. Birds were singing and farmyarc
smells hit his nostrils. He looked down at the dial which said 1574. A loud noise made him jump and he sav
that soldiers were setting fire to the farm house. He decidedye this location quickly and pushed the lever
forward. Everything around him changed time and again. He felt cold and then bitterly cold. Within second |
was hot then very hot as the scenery around him changed rapidly. Time to halt here he thqugechti

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

sti || travelling forward, faster and faster. At
into the slotwere the lever had been, but it was blocked. He travelled on and glanced down at the date whic
read 2519. He began to realise that 1 f he coul di

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



Someti me | ater hunger pains began to rumble in |
Maybe they were right he mused as he realised that now he seemed destined to travel in time forever.
16/6/2017

TheDark Day
She I aughed | oudly and yelled, fiYou can | ook but
That was it. I have had enough. Something inside

| thrust the knife deep into her ribs. It went in easily andathip 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 sg
but now | knew she would speak no more.

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

| saw her eyes flicker and then there was nothing.

| dropped the knife to the floor and realised | had her blood on my hand. | wiped it on my shirt and instantly
knewthatwasa stupid thing to do. I didndt move, R VI
motionless silent form. A strange elation seeped through my veins. For a moment | bubbled over with joy. T
feeling did not last long. | began to feel week atrdtched my hand to the wall for support. Another strange
sensation was engulfing me. WhatwasRté mor se? No | dondét want remor
The feeling, whatever it was, overwhelmed me. My eyes started hurting and a tear ran dowekmy ch

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

You didnét think of that did you? fAThe height of
My mind was awash with confusi onhappanhat now? Pri ¢
But | 6ve just changed the rest of my I|ife with
| could see no other way out of this. No doors were opening, all the doors were slamming shut. There was ¢
way out, but it was the only way | could see.

Again stupidity ruled anélpicked the knife and slowly pushed it into my chest. | dropped to my knees and as
hit the floor, her head turned and looked up at me. She smiled and grabbed my arm as my eyes lost focus :
darkness came.

21/7/2017

Holy Smoke

The Reverend Andrew 8aders walked through the ancient ygaite and along the path towards the church
door. He could see To Spencer and his trusty mowas he manoeuvring between the grave stones.
Tom stopped and yelled, AMorniné Vicar! o

A Ah yoedsmorni@y Tom,anothérovel y day thanks be to God, 0 he
AfiHave you settled into you new home yet Vicar?0
AOh yes, just about sorted, thanks! o

Tom eagerly added, AYoubre gonna have full house
All the villagerswi | I  want to see the new man. Just to see
breathing fire and hel]l and damnati on, beggind

Andrew chuckled to himself as Tom bowed his head and touched his forelock, by way ofogy &uohis
words.
ATom?0 said the Vicar.

Tom | ooked up and then turned the mower off hopi
AfYes Vicar?0 he answered as they came face to f:
ATom, er, therebs a | arge borupbobhadgendeodehect
have you any idea where the key is?0

AOh no Vicar you dondédt want to bdtzlkeemwewiet ly otul at |,



Tom hurriedly turned away before the Vicar could ask anymore and restert@dwer.

Andrew stroked his chin uncertain about Tombds W
mot or running and wal ked back t oReteterd Taby, bessaid ittwséad |
be left there and neverbne t ouched by anyone, man, woman, ¢chi
Again he turned quickly and returned to his noisy mower.

AOMWKk Tom, thanks. o6 Andrew wal ked on towards the
still unsure, and even more confused.

He did his usual checks around the churaking 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 Susdayice.

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 st
at it.

AHMMM ? So why should it not be touchedoO he sai
The dark woden box had stained brass plating on each corner, he wiped off some cobwebs and said,
AwWell, it | ooks harmless enough to me, why is t|I

He noticed that the keyhole escutcheon was a silver colour and appeared to be glowing slightynin t

vestry light.

He took a key ring from his pocket and tried several of his own keys but none seemédsdrtalffita key did

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

AWhat was t h arisedl o thilethasitanighit havesunlacked itself, and disbelieving that it actually
had. o

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

AOho he shti veasdt hdtWwha

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 lthen®l rope room.

Andrew blinked his eyes several times, #fADid that
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 ré&eted in many places and mostly in Latin. Some
of the old English words wer e-Sdlxdaereenr saomk t the nrged:
to make out the almost obliterated year. Then a name Emma Wilson, and three more barélyaeadalo r d s
the stakebo

Gradually the story became clearer. There was also a bound book with the word Burial in gold inscribed on
front cover. He saw that most of the entries were regular burials but none later than the sixteen hundreds. 1
he notied that written up side dowmside the back cover, were five names, one of which was Emma Wilson.
AAh, so maybe these would have buried in uncons
upside down? But wherea would that be?0 he ponder
Then he remembered that the road out of the village lead to rocky piece of land that was wildly overgrown ¢
known to all the villagers as Aldwich Hill.

It wasnét difficult for him the figur e yeautandt hat
perhaps it was originally and better known as old witch hill. It all seemed a little clearer.

APerhaps thatés where the remains were buried?bo

The wisp of smoke reappeared and moved slowly around the vestry and eventually stdpped bythis day
he swears that he then heard a voice say O0OThank
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 Andrg 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. t
read the remaining paper rolls then placed them all back inmthe st and gently cl os¢
a key somewhere, but where?0 he thought.

He pushed the chest back as far as he could into the cupboard under the tower stairs. As he did, he heard
and for a moment the escutcheon glowed and then taddeck.

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. Andre\
looked up at the blue sky, and felt the warmth of tmgway. The smell of new mown grass was all around
him. The snowdrops were fading but daffodils were in full bloom along the church wall.

AWhat a beauti ful day! o he said aloud and then |
18-8-2017 written in Brtchester Church Tea Room.

| t 0s

iltés not you, i1itbdbs me, 0 said the surgeon proudl]I
He had plastically rearranged Geppettoobdaea ace t «
doppel ganger! o

ABut, but, 0 Geppetto protested, Alt wasnodt my nc¢
problem, not mine! o

AAh yes, o0 said the surgeon, ABut you told me hi:
AfYes. O

AnAnd heds made of wood, isndét he?o0

AfYes. O

ARi ght then you donét need me, a plastic surgeor
AOh no! o0 Geppetto recoiled away. AThat woul d be

notsodrastc . O

AYou could always glue up his mout h?o

ANo, no,o0 replied Geppetto, Al really think 1 s
never recognize me now. He ol | never believe me,



29th Septerner 2017
Waiting for what?

Joan had always been a good neighbour so | felt somehow duty bound to visit her now and again in the car
home. | pressed the outdoor button and entered i
aninte com button. A tinny voice said AHell o. 0

Once | explained why | had called there was a click from another door which opened and allowed me into tl
inner sanctum.

A young female care worker suddenly appeared and said that Joan was unwell and in bedm. e had

got a bug and a doctor was with her at the mon&he.added that nasty bugs are always going around in care
homes but it was nothing to worry about. She us't
you knowwhenyoucasee her . o0 | sat in a very comfortable
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 handathdro

At first | refused, but then changed my mind realising | was gaining a thimsttoom temperature was high

and | began to feel sleepy.

A new care worked came into the room and directly up to me.

AOh hell o!d she said |lowdWwiytlilts stediay we have a
She was bubbling over with personality and volume.

| tried to stop her and sp
not ,é.0 She ignored me and
without hesitation she add
residents all ignored her.

| suddenly felt very old. Why did she think | was a new customer?

[ tea into my | ap. !
riyoed ngn mane@m Ished e

I
car
ed ANow come on every

Eventually | managedtogetawordi and expl ain that | was waiting
silly meodo she

Anot her woman wal ked in and straight up to me, i
AfAre you waiting to see Joan?0 she enquired.
AYes | am. o | rterdgten@t ed f or about t he

AfThe doctor said that as the infection is so bac
already been taken there.o

ifiSo then why am | waiting here amongst t hesa@aass a:l

eager to get out as soon as possible.

| handed back my empty cup, got to my feet and hurriedly made my way back to the entrance. The outside
air was like an elixir. A free and wondrous medicine for all. | took a deep breath and suddenlyafstickeldne
years seemed to drop off of me. Was that a lucky escape? But from what? Is somebody on high trying to te
something? | dondot feel bad. To be honest | feel
27th October 2017

lcadt think of everything

|l had to call in to the hospital and visit the ¢
problem. However getting into the car park is one challenge and then driving around and around until you fi
aspaceismw an Ol ympic gold medal winning event! I t 6
that!

On this day, the Goddbs must have been smiling ol

desk, | took a numbered ticket from theiachine and waited for the screen on the wall to show that number.



Mine was 47, but the screen said 31, so | knew | had some time to wait.

People watching was completed in just a few minutes. Everybody looked so ordinary, and as | knew what tt
were dl there for, there was no fun in trying to guess what was wrong with them. An old newspaper on a pile
ragged magazines took my attention. It showed a very old date on it. It was such a great shame about the
Titanic.

| now realised | should have brduga book to read. | always keep one in my car, but then pardoned myself by
saying AWell you canot think of everything, can
As |l ong as | can remember why 1 6m there, when I
if | could remember everything,

| 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.

| might even be a politician telling them all how to run the country.

Now | etds be honest, they are always fighting ar
govern, well thatdos how it seems to me, no matt e

| 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 aga
that would probably put a lot of people ofito wor k. That woul dndét be good.
If I could remember everything, with a photographic memory, | 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 eyéd.

| 6d be so clever tha I could discover h

I

t 0] L
get knighted, and 6d be interviewed on a

w to t
' 1t hos
Hold on a minute, then | would expect all the oil companies toyua contract on me and find a Russian hit

man to finish me off.

Wasndét there a song some years ago about feedi ng
also have clean drinking water pouring from every tap on the earth. Find focatl 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 céfidogater, 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 othe
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 tofithe moon and other planets. | might lose a
few friends if that happened.

But wait a minute, | would know exactly what to do about that,
BECAUSE | COULD do that. The whole world would |
be hated aall. | would be adored and blessed by every human being and treated better than royalty.

Well s wrote a great story once called O0The man \
Mind you it was black and white, so that shows you haowg lago that was, and it was just something pulled
out of HGOGs i magination wasnoét i1it? It couldnodot 1



Then | suppose the newspapers would investigate me, looking for my weaknesses and may even make up
news about me. Get femalessta y | had hugged them and that had
trial. Probably the key would be thrown away and | would rot there and be forgotten until the end of time, ar
after.

Time? What isthe timehtat 6 s hal f a rhe decreem.rOh dearwwill it 3eBer emd? t

| 6ve read all the notices on the wall, picked at
There are more people here now, certainly more now than when | came in.
| wonder why there is a back log? But no one sebathered, and no one is causing the staff any hgro.

that would I iven things up a |ittle wouldnot it~
A little fisticuffs, Marquis of Queensbury rul ec
the energy toaudaye. tlidndf,eeluitng hgq s chair is not |
No, on second thoughts perhaps itodés best, after
47! BI NGO! Hey thatds my number.

24th November 2017
Rambles

Christmas again, andthisyea i t 6 s come round even gquicker than

Christmas, thereb6s too much religion! Or at | ea:
family, eating too much and even drinking too much. But the Janudrgatiees to the rescue. No, not me.

This year 1 06m not doing Christmas. Dond6t want at
lighter and longer days. Seasons? Who needs them? Plants do | suppose and some people are seasonal v
Workisone thing | dondét have to worry about anymor
still candét get away from routine. | suppose get
routine. Thank him or her thatsholdde obeyed for that. Now I &6dm back

24th November 2017
Tedds 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 hulirad 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 alof
though reaching for the sun.

A couple were wal ki ng by andthay sniiled baclein dgreeinent. # Go o d me
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 #heenbshin
house, é thatés when they werendt sunning themsel
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 fdivealestivities.

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.

AwWhat 6s the matter Ruth? He asked.

iltds the bando she said with an out of breath v

AOh! Thatds good, have you | et them into the cl
AYes | have but thereds a problem, they wonodot t
AWhat ? Oh! Il n that case 1061l need to speak to tt



They both nade their way to the club house.

AErr, & whods the | eader here?0 Asked Ted. Someol
and he continued,

AHel | o, |l 6m Ted Watson, the manager here, what ¢
What iis your name?0o0

AMy nameds Astral Oblivion, o

i Wh at ? a Tedunbtzjutebelieving his ears.

AYea mate, well thatds me stage name but you cart

of f cause thatdés part of o
for a David Bowie Tributebo
Ted turned quickly to Ruth
albums.

AOh did he? | see, 0 said Ted, il remember the L:
his music got so weird!o

ur act . For one hour (

, AWhat did he say?0

AWe didndét know this was a strip joint gig ei
promise not to play Mooni Eh®igertaorsfFlgveeheart
AUndeer mooni e of | ovel! o

Or if 1tés a cold day, fABlue Moonie!d There was
the moonie |lighto Or fAiBad moonie risingo and t hz
Drummers always have the lastword,aedhv oi ced #ADondédt forget the ol d
mooni )] b6eronly a paper moonie, 0 no | etds not g

Very soon the whole band were laughing at their own jokes an giggling like an asylum of schoolgirls.
Ted was speechless anecdled to regain control, by adding firmly.

ANo, | et me explain, we are sun |l overs, sun WwWoOr
modern | ife and that including clothes, we are I
i@ Right! But webre a tribute act, David Bowie -

anyone, are we mate? We all wear glittery costumes and paint our faces, just like Bowie, you know, with th
ightning flash on our faceso

AOhsyel see what you mean. o Ted didndét really wur
AHMMMmM, OK | ads, you just carry on as normal , we
you do, you knowo Ted t ook awithsdgand dpinningdnd Ruth trailingn e ¢
behind hi m. How was he going to explain this to

of the naked lady members were not happy with males wearing clothes looking at them,
but there were some@hr s t hat di dndét mind.
As he walked out of the club and back into the sunshine, he stopped suddenly.

AThatodés it, thatods the answer. o0 He said aloud a:tc
to make up a new large poster.
ANow whatit he called them?06 Ted struggled to r e

he goes to the health centre, to get new batteries for his hearing aides. He sat for some time trying to recall
name.

He pinned the new poster over theio@tboard poster advertising the evening social. It read,

For one night only, ités a tribute night to Davi
everyone is to wear clothes as outrageous as possible but only from 7pm to 12 midnigist, ld@dBowie,

paint your faces with the lightning strike, in pretty rainbow colours.

He was sure hed6éd cracked it.

The evening went well. The tills rang, people drank, danced and enjoyed themselves saying it was the mos
they had had for years witheir 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
a round of applauder 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 anoth
round of applause as they all sat down heavily on the cold plastic seats.

Everyone agreed it was a brillianght and wanted to know when the next one would be.

AfYes, 0 said Ted, Al had already made some enquir
are offering,é. a punk rock group, <called, .0
There were murmurings, uncertain that a punk eckoup was what they really
are called Phil Bailey and the Vomits, they are
Before he could finish the loud disapproval from all made him stop and look up.

i No, No! 0 said one, fi] Mombtsthnokthbhat deeandbo:ct
very messy, especially as we are al/l only weari-Hr
AnwWell, hold on a minute, o Ted tried to sooth the
Haley,youknaww, hi m who had the Comets, They call them
silence and then one said

AOh yes,é that sounds better, much better. o

AA great idea Ted, 0 said Rut h,

Ailt wouldndt be too dif f i dhodetresseswith dllkhe petticdatsiuedsrneatio
and maybe even fashion some of those coats like Teddy Boy drape coats, just like the ones the rockers us
wear, but, o

she hesitated, AMost of the men hemehanatal Tlewny e
way they could have a flat top hairstyle like Elvis Presley and the rest, is to wallop each one on the head wi

wooden mall et. o0 Everybody | aughed, al/l accept Te
it. o

AHeyi twaa mi nute, thatdés not right! o6 said the bal
Ted ignored him and continued, fABut yes, | have
My brotherinl aw runs a company that sells wigs. Heabds
He said he would do a very good deal to any man
Everyone now seemed happier, the Rockdnodroll ni
went back onto his veranda and lay outon hisreclineradgd a f ew more rays to h
ample frame.

2/9/2017

The Witch who couldnét spell

How does she do it/ | really wish | knew. Every blessed dvlaased time she casts a spell it woks, perfectly!
And with me not htiseeq towgsat it tégsther alt allj We dth werd to the same Witchcraft
University, and | cast exactly the same spells, same incantation, same essences, same everything! So why

|l think itdéds time | taught her large spokesirsherawheeb and bring |
her back down to earth with a bang. Thatoll t ake
do that i f my spells dondét work? And her |living

| 6d best hawe od hwaor chewigthbbomr Zel da. Shebs a goo
with my other neighbour Roxanna on the other sic
then again she a bit of a devil witch so you never know.

Zeldasaidvhat | need is a ohit witcho6é. | didnodot know
hope it didndédt hurt

She said she made contact with a hit witch called Lucianna, who said there were many options. We could h
a doll and stick pins it end Lucianna would cast a spell on it.

Anot her option was foe her to turn Roxanna into



| thought the ideal thing would be a public convenience. We could always try the old fashioned titigefavo
turn her into a frog. But then | thought a great idea would be to turn her into a handsome youngjiprmed.

of our problems would di sappear. Wedd never run
Zelda said | must be more sensibbhame, | though and her suggestion was to send her to the moon. And th:
was what we decided

That was all three weeks ago. Roxanna is |l ong g«
and we now have a new neighbour.

. He s a Elfdandhtleadhss naana is also Elf, and if | remember correctly he said his name was Elf
Garnett! Happy days!

3/11/2017

Jeremiahods Mystery

Most people believe that the British film industry started in the dim distant past at Shoreham in Sussex but
sadly that didno6ét | ast very |l ong. Today, we al |l k
of the film world. Annual Oscar ceremonies bring to us smiling stars that most of us have never heard of be
or since. However, my local newspapan 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 @ 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 veténtoahe home 14 years
before.

A young couple bought the house and decided to empty it completely and redesign it in their own modern s
In the process they found a number of wooden boxes in a deep corner of the attic. When each was opened
were surprised to find many small round metal cases, a stack of diaries tied with ribbon and a number of du
scrapbooks, each with the logo on the front reading Lovedean International Films.

Alison realised that Jeremiah was the owner, director and prooileir own local film making company. The
whole collection informed her thatrfover the years 1913 and 191dvedean was the world centre for what

we now know as O0The Moviesod.

There were bundles of letters and many fading photographs. The entire cargentemoved from the attic
and Alison spent many hours reading every item t



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 vas able to pick out Jeremiah from most of them. Other names were mentioned but were unknown to h
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 jobsmdutihese 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 the
were many mentions of flying and various attempts by British pilots to get airborne, and failing.

il mutshti st rfyl ying game one dayo he wrote on March
On April 15th she read several lines about his first flight, and successful landing.

Later the same year he joined the Royal FI ying (
again, thantully | walked away unscathed, but today | bent another Sopwith. Curses on that squadron leade
hedéds not perfect, anyone can make mistakes. I he
Jeremiah returned to Lovedean, but whilst in the RFC had found an interest in photograpdny punctiased

a camera. Somehow his interest in a stills cameil

from the film camera. | have managed to capture many local people on film and local scenery. Might have &
at making a story filmhut need a story and some actors.
She waded through to the end of the year but not

second of our films, O06The Masterodos Voiceb. Good
should nake it more saleable. Have had talks with several local kinemas and they are keen to buy more of r
films on | ease. First film &6She wa slhbhve setupa@agaa with \

Jock McKay from my RFC days and he isnowcheao f my sal es t eamo
Anot her page read, ALight not good today, need :

Shoreham, but donét really want to move from hei
Alison turned to the scrapbooks and read many newspaper reports andgreveew o ut Jer emi ah
all | ooked as though he had finally found his v
actors who are volunteering for the army. A war
She looked at the labelsoneactdie 10 fi |l m cans, and noted the ¢t
day is doned, 6Love conquers all 6 and also 060Jer ¢

acted in one of his own films? She was curious about the contentscantibeit 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 availz
as actors anthe story ideas dried up. He began to lose interest and again considered joining the film maker:
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, thcAlgdan.

One of the photographs was a wedding group of ten people and on the back was written ten names. Molly
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.

fiTwo options, join up go to war anake a chance of getting killed, or move to the new world, America, the
land of opportunity, Film making in style with D W Grittith anddhaplin and Stan Laurel can make it there,
surely | can. o

So she wondered did hetaally go to America? Did he make his fortune there?

| suppose we would know more about him if he di
to contact the Hampshire Film Archive at Winchester and leave the film cans with them. fiéi@ wri
mementoes and photographs were deposited at the local records office. Her short spell of time here in Eng|
was running out and she needed to book a return flight to Australia. Alison however, decided to check the
passenger lists of ships sailingthe 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 shwed his name in a New York directory a year later but nothing after that. So what happer
to them in those in between years? Did they return to England, as they must have done at some time later,
they travel on to California and have success inAmgeles and Hollywood?

Maybe weoll never know.

24/1/2018
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Where can | buy me a Tardis?

| remember seeing an advertisement in the local paper last week, that said someone was wanting a compa
to go time travelling with them.

Would you believe it?ffat 6 s somet hing | 6ve al ways wanted to
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
would really lovetobuya i me machine. | O0ve seen the one they
itdéds where this a doctor goes everywhere. One tl
very often. But then again who would want to go back to dipiattaerd Cholera. No water on tap and only
outside toilets.

That s one of things they never tell you about t
room for a toilet but they never show you where it is. And then do they have a bathoovex in there? | hope
so! Surely it must be one or the other.

But if I did go back | could see all the great inventions as they happen and enjoy the emergence of the indu
revolution. Hold on though, they did have some terribly bloody warsygassas o may be it wo
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 a
manner of aliens trying to kill him and as for those Daleks, well. Brirpme British snow or some leaves off
the railway | ines and that would bring their tr«
they are real.

| do understand they have found a way to get up
t hey havenodt dsveniaghin,lnavevhey?h ey get

I really think the answer is to call i n Captain
they could sort the Daleks out between them?



|l wonder who it was who put t h aleortmalej anditavoydve y . I
terrible if it was someone you couldnodét get on \

much fun would it?

We | | now | 611 |l et you into a little dgnecret, é it
You know ever since | read that story the Mr Wel
where would | go7ravelling into the distant future or maybe way back in time? It would be fun, I think.
Sad thing is | hiaweshdlihaow ithvasdlonain g hurryeapniad neomenttof) 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. | wonder what they do eat in allféros# distant and mysterious
galaxies.

| just might stick the ad in again but this time with a phone number

Of course then | might get all sorts of loonies phoning me at all times of the day and night.

So on second thought s ideateither. woul dndt be such a g«
Maybe time travell i ng ItimghtbesOK foathem on the &rsterpdse.d lvei @ ta |
have it all under control and in less than an hour, too.

Another maybe is that | might end up on a planet of primates like Tagloart 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 :
woman doctor so perhaps thatds not on. Although
When allissaidmd done itdéds not a bad place here. Warm |
wrong with staying in England?

Right where | am. Hmm?

Where did | put that newspaper phone number?

8/3/2018for Christine

The Paper Anniversary

The small scrapfgaper 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 met
grill of the down pipe drain.

Finally gettinghome after a long day, Eddie noticed the paper and decided to quickly clear the drain and slic
the paper into his overcoat pocket.

AThereds rain forecast, o0 he said to himself HfABet
He slipped his key into the lock and asheteer ed, he yell ed, Al d&m homeo.
He meant to drop the paper into the waste bin but Sheila was waiting in the hall for him and the idea went c
of his mind.

AWhere are we going tonight?0 she asked excitedl
ADondbét worry, I haveernt fall |lhpvanmeadk &d ha taslslue ef
l'talian restaurant, and | have a few surprises f

him into the house.

They arrived at the restaurant just as rain began tafadl 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 mea
two bottles of wine; the violinist came to their table and serenaded her. Eddie bétittteeaanoyed thinking

the musician was getting a little too familiar as he moved around close to her playing his instrument. She sr

and grabbed Eddiebds hand. Soon there were alone
ADid you know thadr tihd sa b&p amerodrardnirwdr sya@&r yo sh
nOh yes | think | have heard that before somewh:e

From his inside pocket he pulled a small box and slid it across the table to her. Her eyes brightened and wt



she opened it she saw two of the most beautifutiegs. The small stones on them glistened in the flickering

candle |Iight, and Sheil ads eyes watered and she
quickly removed those she wore atigged on the new jewellery.

AnSheila scrambled to get a mirror iThem heere wagd:
you darling so much, |l do | ove you!o

After a few moments enjoying them she said. nAThe
lhopeyoudi dnét spend too much?d

AOh no, they came out of a Christmas cracker! o |
She looked up at him quickly, and then saw he was joking.

Eddi e again took her hand and said. fA0One whol e
youo She blushed a Ilittle and they sat just | ooki
Moments | ater he glanced at his watch. A Oh, now

webd better be goi ng. teHptaced asmalleray withahe biltoh ie onliheil tdble. &A% «
they readied to leave Eddie searched in his pocket for his wallet and was horrified to realise it was missing.
quickly searched all of his pockets as the blood slowly drained from hidifath at 6 s wr ongf®Ilo
haven6t got my wallet, o he replied.

They both began to stress frantically as he again searched every pocket in vain. There was nothing, he cur:
hi mself saying AHow stupid can you be?0

Sheila opened her purse, but thesswio 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 f
was wearing.

They now fully expected to be led into the kitchen fastvng up duties.

He checked his pockets for a third time, there was nothing except a screwed up piece of paper in his over ¢

pocket, fANothingo he said angrily, Ajust this |
was thicketthan he expected and felt textured. He unrolled it and examined it more closely.

To his utter amazement he realised it was a A50
looks from all those still present.

They joked about itastheyalv e home. Sheila said, AWell, webre
are we? | wonder what the second anniversary wil
26-4-2018

Food glorious food

The family left the Palladium afternoon performance still singing one of thasongé Food gl ori o
jelly and custard. o



