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We hope you enjoyed this edition of Ficta Fabula, and express 
our gratitude for your support of this magazine and the authors 

included in it. It is our mission to bring you high quality 
entertainment in the form of stories that you can enjoy time and 

time again.

For previous and future editions of this short story collection, use 
the contact information provided below. Happy reading!

About the Illustrator:
Dan Webster has a talent for creativity in everything he does, 
and it is most evident in his incredible talent in drawing. His 
illustrations are the results of a genius at work!
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Publisher’s Say

Welcome to the 4th issue of Ficta Fabula! It’s quite exciting as this 
is the first issue with me as a full time publisher.  
 
Over my 20+ years in the corporate world I’d been noticing 
a sad trend that was confirmed to me by someone else in an 
entirely different industry. The young men and women we were 
hiring didn’t have strong problem solving capabilities. This is a 
necessary skill regardless of the job or profession you are in. It 
was astonishing that when a problem arose they lacked the ability 
to think outside the box and come up with a solution regardless 
of how long they’d been on the job. They did very well when 
instructed on a task, but if all possible scenarios in a task weren’t 
documented, they weren’t able to be creative in their solutions.
 
I’m not sure how much of a role a good fiction based book plays 
in the lives of these youngsters. I don’t know if they’ve ever been 
given a chance to interpret stories in their own way or whether 
someone else does the interpretation for them. I don’t know if 
they’ve ever been given the chance to giggle and laugh as they 
picture scenes in their heads, or if they’ve sobbed in sadness as 
they’ve read through a tragedy. This is a visual world now where 
people don’t have to work to put pictures in their heads as someone 
else ready to do it for them.
 
At Pages Of Stories, our vision is to “Inspire Creativity and 
Imagination by Providing High Quality Reading Entertainment”. 

We aim to work hard to re-inspire those unused creativity muscles 
and get people imagining again. To that end I’ve always believed 
that a good story inspires the imagination and ignites creativity. 
What may seem far -fetched today could become our reality 40 
years from now. I’m on a mission to bring good stories to the 
world and this magazine fits the bill – although not entirely. Now 
that I’m in this full-time there will be more events, more projects, 
and best of all – more stories.
 
This issue of the magazine has some awesomely creative works, 
from a little bit of creative license being used on a not all too 
familiar piece in Canada’s history, to an anomaly in the world, 
to communicating with souls on the other side and crime savvy 
seniors. There’s a whole lot in between – plenty to inspire 
your imagination and creativity! Added to this, we now deliver 
Fabulous Fiction Fridays to 8 different time zones for people to 
enjoy the stories that we previously published, all over again.
 
Take care and happy reading!
Darlene Poier, Publisher



Greetings from 
the  

Editor

Autumn 2014

Last weekend, my husband and I decided to tackle a task that 
has appeared pretty low in our priority list—cleaning windows. 
And not just any window. Our largest one, a south-facing storm 
window, which is accessible from the outside only by standing on 
a ladder. Years ago, while cleaning the inside, I discovered that the 
really dirty part was on the glass between the inside pane and the 
storm window, impossible to wipe without removing the heavy 
outer window. This is no small task. It involves two people on two 
ladders and someone below, and prayers that no one drops—or gets 
hit by—the window on its way down.

Fortunately for us, other than a scuff or two, the window got 
removed, cleaned, and returned to its place without any major 
incidents. Now, when I pull open the blind in the morning and the 
sun rushes in, it’s a real pleasure to look through the shining glass 
and appreciate the efforts of a job well done.

As I pondered this, my mind turned to the fall edition of Ficta 
Fabula. In the creation of a story there are many moving parts 
and details; there is so much work involved in finding the perfect 
word, the succinct yet meaningful ending, the right tone. This is 
why stories are a work of art. When we read them, we are changed. 
We see the world a little differently, a little more clearly. We ask 

different questions. We wonder “what if . . .” In the process of 
being entertained, we let our minds relax and unwind, and all sorts 
of treasures are suddenly available to us.

It is our privilege to showcase another series of very talented 
authors and the amazing worlds and characters they have created. 
Find out what happens in the last instalment of our three-part 
serial, “Burning Desire.” Go back in time when the explorers 
visited the New World in “Ice Sailor.” See the real story behind the 
woman in “The Photographer’s Wife.” And get prepared to re-
think how the end of the world could look in “Traffic.” So many of 
our wonderful stories will keep you guessing; just when you think 
you’ve figured out what is going to happen, think again!

Thanks for joining us here!

Laura Crowe, Editor, Ficta Fabula

Need a second pair of eyes?

Do you have character problems?  Dead-end plot lines?  Rogue 
grammar?  The solution is simple: you need an editor.  

Laura Crowe, of Imagine It In Writing, is an experienced editor and 
author who specializes in fiction and memoir.  

Contact Laura at 403-518-5858 or laura@imagineitinwriting.com 
today!  Or visit her website at www.imagineitinwriting.com.

http://www.imagineitinwriting.com


Flower Crusher

By Laird Long Illustration by Dan Webster

Turcotte tossed his athletic bag full of worldly possessions into the 
undercarriage of the idling bus, his guitar case.

“You a musician?” the driver asked, doubt scrawled across his 
puffy face, blue uniform bursting at the seams. He took a drag on his 
cigarette, tossed it down to the wet pavement, ground it out with his 
heel.

“No,” Turcotte answered. Then the big man in the scuffed leather 
jacket and torn jeans took his place in line with the rest of the bottom-
of-the-barrelers too broke to afford a car, a better way to travel. Cold 
drizzle came pissing down on him in the January pre-dawn chill, the 
sour stench of B.O. and diesel fumes filling his flattened nose.

The driver punched his ticket and Turcotte climbed aboard the 
bus, crab-walked sideways down the aisle, glazed eyes shifting up from 
greasy faces to peer at the man’s square, battered face. He lowered his 
bulk into a seat and the blonde who’d been eyeing him in the depot slid 
in beside him, handed him an easy smile.

The driver lurched up the steps of the bus, listing it to one side, 
and then gears clashed and the ancient vehicle jerked forward, pulled 
out of the squat, grimy terminal, into the city.

“The name’s Gloria,” the blonde said, bubblegum on her breath.
“Yeah,” Turcotte grunted, gazing out the rain-streaked window at 

the dark, sprawling city rising up and shaking itself off, coming alive. 
***

Friendly guy this Turcotte fellow. But actually, appearances can be deceiving 
- he’s quite surprising. If you’re curious as to why, you can get your copy of 

this issue of Ficta Fabula by going to www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.
html. 

Burning
Desire 
Part 3
By Christine Sutton

Illustration by Dan Webster

After spending a relaxing day 
in the company of Majorcan 
tour guide Sergio, Staff Nurse Steph Middleton returns to her hotel to 
find her ex-patient Michael Walker waiting for her. Seeing Sergio grab 
her arm to return her bag to her, Michael misreads the situation and 
angrily warns Sergio off, infuriating Steph and making her doubt yet 
again her feelings for him. Up in her room, Michael explains the reason 
for his defensive behaviour; the rape of his late wife Lucy by his former 
business partner, Brian. Now Steph must come to terms with the fact that 
the baby Lucy had been carrying had not been Michael’s but Brian’s . . .

 

Waking next morning to leaden skies, Steph decided that the 
day matched her mood exactly. Apart from the time spent with 
Sergio, the last forty-eight hours had been the most stressful 

she could recall since her mother’s passing. As if the news of the police 
investigation wasn’t shocking enough, Mike’s revelation that the baby 
Lucy had been carrying wasn’t his made things a thousand times worse. 
The one aspect of the case she’d convinced herself meant that he couldn’t 
be guilty of her murder had, at a stroke, become a very good reason why 
he could.

The rape of his wife was a hard enough thing for any man to cope 
with but when it resulted in a pregnancy—a pregnancy, what’s more, that 
the victim decided to go through with—

***
This is getting pretty messy but remember that all is not as it appears.

If you like getting stories for free - just sign up at www.fictafabula.com/
subscribe.php. Every Friday one awesome story will land in your inbox.

http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html
http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html


Highjinks
By Kathryn England

Illustration by Dan Webster

“Can you get that, 
Madge?” Norm 
called when a loud 

knock at the door interrupted his 
painting. The studio was closer to the front of the house than the kitchen 
but he was halfway through a delicate application of royal blue.

“Yes, dear,” Madge called back even though she was making 
scones and up to her elbows in flour. She brushed her hands over the sink 
like a weightlifter dusting off chalk then walked from the room into the 
hall. “All right, all right,” she said. The knocking was becoming urgent. 
“Don’t get your knickers in a knot.” 

Max Jinks waited at the locked screen door. He’d already tried 
the handle. Sometimes he just walked right in flashing his fake ID at 
the surprised elderly occupants, telling them he was there to disconnect 
their phone and informing them that as defaulting customers they’d have 
trouble getting reconnected. Unfortunately, some people kept records. 
If a receipt was produced, he’d apologize, mumble something about 
incompetent accounts departments, and make a hasty exit.

But this latter scenario was rarely enacted. He planned his hits 
carefully, staking out houses in a street until he found one occupied 
by an aged couple. Sometimes he approached a single person, but as a 
general rule two were better than one: double the personal possessions, 
double the ready cash. From a distance, this pair had looked to be in 
their seventies. He’d stolen a letter from their mailbox so he knew their 
surname. 

***
Charming. He seems pretty smooth, but you never really know what can happen. 

I know I made assumptions I shouldn’t have.

If you like getting stories for free - just sign up at www.fictafabula.com/
subscribe.php. Every Friday one awesome story will land in your inbox.

The Photographer’s Wife

By Janice Law

Illustration by Dan Webster

She was pretty– we knew that. Hair in a page boy, rolled under, 
smooth and neat. A little lipstick and powder, a full skirted dress 
or a pleated skirt and a sweater with white lace collars: what they 

wore then. Then being just after the Korean War, the last era when young 
men and women looked grown up. Here—the yearbook for her class. 
They look like adults, don’t they? Ready for the world. There she is. A 
late bloomer, really, but attractive, you can see that.

Of course, now we see her differently, don’t we? We see her 
through the photographs, the famous photographs, so that it is hard to 
remember her as she was in the drugstore, the department store, the bank, 
walking back from school, chatting with the boy at the feed shop. She’s 
been changed for us by the pictures first, and by all that they led to later.

This is the first photograph, the very first; the moment of 
discovery, mutual discovery, I suppose, because what was he then? A 
local photographer busy with the drudgery of the yearbook shots, candids 
at local weddings, squalling infants, the rare serious portrait. He met her 
at the Bridge girl’s wedding, a nice summer do outside with a marquee. 
There she is: the famous Wedding Guest, silvery light, graceful stance, 
those long arms and legs. Her face is indistinct in the shadow of the hat 
brim, yet the sense is that she’s beautiful. There’s an ethereal, mysterious 
loveliness.

***
The girl in picture. What happens to her? What happens to the photographer? 

Find out by getting your copy of this issue of Ficta Fabula by going to www.
pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html. 

http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html
http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html


Whispers
By Alan C. Williams

Illustration by Dan Webster

Secrets! We all have them, 
hidden deep within our 
minds. Everyone we 

ever knew. Everyone we never 
knew. Secrets, swathed with guilt, anger and frustration. And yet we 
embrace them protectively . . . afraid that someone else might discover 
the monsters we really are.

*****

I stopped eating the lasagna that my mother had served up for our 
tea. Fear and adrenalin meant there were more important considerations 
than enjoying a meal.

“Sorry? Did I hear you right? Tina’s mother wants to see me? 
What the hell for? She hates me,” I said, before adding, “Actually she 
hates you too, Mom. So tell me . . . what’s going on?”

My own mother was obviously uncomfortable. “She . . . well, 
we had a good chat yesterday.” She gazed down at her clenched hands. 
“First time in twenty years.”

She looked up to me again, her trepidation mingling with my own. 
“She needs to talk to you, Jason. It’s about Tina’s death.”

Placing the fork back on the plate, I pushed the meal to one side. 
My mother certainly had a way of stopping the conversation. I went 
to my bedroom soon after. She said goodnight, reservedly. I didn’t 
reply. We never did talk much apart from the necessary pleasantries. 
Sometimes I wondered if we were truly related at all. 

***
Why now? What’s up?

Traffic
By Chris Carleton

Illustration by Dan Webster

“Let’s just go.”

“We can’t.”
“Why not?” 
“Because we’re not supposed to.” Ruth had known this was going 

to happen when they came off the trail a few minutes after twelve.
“So we can go. We’re just not supposed to.”  Tim mimicked a child 

complaining to a parent. 
“Not for another fifteen minutes.”
They were in the parking area at the trailhead of the North 

Boundary Trail in Jasper National Park. The single-lane gravel road 
leading out only allowed for one-way traffic on alternating half-hours: 
entering traffic on the hour; exiting traffic on the half hour. They would 
have to wait until twelve-thirty. 

Tim turned on the radio, but they were too far into the Rockies to 
find a station. After rummaging in his overnight bag, he found his cell 
phone, realized its battery was dead, and plugged it into its charger. He 
then exhaled long and noisily through his nose, tapped a rhythm on the 
steering wheel, and fell silent, resigned for the moment.

To pass the time, they talked of what they wanted to eat, of 
luxuriating in a shower, of sleeping in a real bed, and, again, of what they 
wanted to eat. These were their favourite topics after a long backpacking 
trip. Their stomachs gurgled as they imagined feasts, summoning the 
crazy concoctions of food they had dreamed up on the trail over the 
previous twelve days.

Not seeing another person since they left Mount Robson Provincial 
Park on their first day had nearly driven Tim crazy.  

***



The 
Meeting

By Andreas Zimmermann

Illustration by Dan Webster

“Excuse me. 
Do you know 
what time it 

is?”
The young woman turned at the question. Was he addressing her? 

Sitting behind her at the next table was a young gentleman wearing a 
shirt and tie, but no jacket. This restaurant didn’t have any particular 
dress code, however the majority of patrons were dressed in skirts 
and suits to match the atmosphere. He looked like he was waiting for 
someone as he was alone at his table, the same as she was.

She checked her phone. “Quarter after twelve.”
“Thanks!”
“Seems odd, in today’s electronic world, for someone to ask for the 

time,” she chided.
The man turned half-way in his seat. “I know, silly right?” He held 

something up in his hand. “My phone died, zero battery left.”
She laughed. “Looks like it would have been a good day to wear a 

watch.” She hadn’t turned around yet, rather was tossing her comments 
over her shoulder. She was enjoying being a bit of a flirt, which usually 
wasn’t her style, but today it felt good.

“So,” he hesitated, not exactly sure what to say but wanting to 
keep the conversation going. Seeing her empty table he found a topic. 
“Waiting for someone for a late lunch?”

“I would guess that we both are.”
“True . . . I’m waiting for a business associate. And you?”
“Nope.”

***
Alex (the gentleman) is a great detective. Find out if he’s able to solve Sarah’s 

riddle. Oh wait, you don’t know what that is. You can find out by getting 
your copy of this issue of Ficta Fabula by going to www.pagesofstories.com/

thereadingroom.html. 

When Ruby Norris turned 
seven, her father gave her 
a ring. He pulled his paint- 

stained handkerchief out of his jeans 
pocket and presented it to her with a 
bow and a flourish, doffing his beret and giving her kiss. Her father had 
more style than anyone she knew.   

“Here you are, chicken, a ruby ring for the prettiest Ruby of them 
all”

The stone flashed brilliant red in the sunlight and Ruby was 
overcome that her father should have chosen such a perfect gift. It was 
too big for her bony little fingers but she  slipped it on and turned it 
slowly, admiring the sparkle. 

“Red’s the colour of luck and happiness, the Chinese say,” he said. 
“And love.”

“A ruby is very precious, isn’t it Dad?” she said in wonder, 
remembering that he’d given Alice a CD of Appalachian folk music 
which she’d sneered at and to Ruby’s knowledge had never played. 

“It certainly is, birthday girl. Glad you like it.”  Her father ruffled 
her hair and hugged her. “That’s called a pigeon’s blood ruby on account 
of its deep red colour.  I sold a painting, that one with the trees you liked. 
But that’s our secret, eh? Don’t let on to your mum.”

“I won’t. ” Ruby was thrilled that her father had spent this 
unexpected windfall on something for her, something rare and precious 
that even her mother didn’t have. A pigeon’s blood ruby ring.

She leant against him, prolonging the moment. She hadn’t seen 
much of her father since he’d moved out some months before. His jeans 
were torn and his tee- shirt smelled of turpentine but he felt wonderfully 
warm and familiar. Ruby wished he’d come home; if he’d told her he 
was coming back, that would have been the best birthday present he 
could have given her. But the way her mother referred to him, she knew 
there was no chance of that any time soon.

***

By Ginny Swart

Red

Illustration by Dan Webster

http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html
http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html


Ice Sailor
By Laird Long

Illustration by Dan Webster

When Henry Hudson was told that John Williams had been 
found in the bush, dead, he finally began to give some thought 
to just how bad things really were, and how bad they could yet 

get.
His ship, the Discovery, was aground on the southeastern tip of a 

frozen bay at the mouth of a frozen river, his crew of twenty-two and 
he seven months out of London, the Strait of Anian, the Northwest 
Passage to the exotic spices, perfumes, silks, and precious gems of 
Cathay and Java, still somewhere beyond the horizon. Instead of sailing 
the warm, open waters of the Western Sea, they were locked in ice at 
fifty-one degrees north latitude in the New World, winter’s full fury fast 
approaching. And now the ship’s gunner was dead.

Hudson looked up from the map he was sketching of the Groneland 
coast. “You found him?”

“I did, Master,” Henry Greene replied. “Just now. I’d set off early 
to kill beast or fowl, collect on that reward you’d promised, and not far 
ashore I found John Williams rigid as an icicle dangling from old man 
winter’s nose.”

Hudson set down his quill and sighed. “Rouse my son and the 
surgeon. You will show us your . . . discovery.”

“Yes, Master.”
“And, Henry, perhaps you should have the surgeon look at those 

wounds of yours.” Hudson gestured at his friend’s dirtily bandaged 
fingers.

*** 
A funny thing happened on the way to finding the North West Passage. It could 

happen....

If you like getting stories for free - just sign up at www.fictafabula.com/
subscribe.php. Every Friday one awesome story will land in your inbox.

By Patsy Collins

Illustration by Dan Webster

Nancy Cahill filled her 
kettle and wondered why 
she’d bothered getting out of bed. In the two months since her 

retirement Nancy hadn’t lost the habit of rising early. Now she was up it 
seemed sensible to make herself some breakfast. There was a whole day 
to get through before it would be time to sleep again. Perhaps later, she 
might think of a pretext for calling on Margaret. 

“Pop ‘round anytime you fancy a chat,” her former colleague had 
said. 

“Thank you,” Nancy had replied, but although she passed 
Margaret’s home every week on her way into town, she’d never called 
without a specific invitation. She didn’t want to be a nuisance. She would 
enjoy having someone to talk to though, especially today. It was the 
anniversary of her mother’s death. A year ago she’d lost the last person 
who’d loved her. 

Nancy opened the fridge, dislodging a strawberry shaped magnet. 
Her mystery postcard slithered to the floor. She blinked back a tear. There 
was no one left to send her a postcard except by mistake and no one she 
knew well enough to send one too were she to pluck up the courage to go 
on a trip herself. She looked again at the image of palm trees silhouetted 
against a magnificent sunset. In the foreground was a table, topped 
with full cocktail glasses. The picture’s message was clear enough; the 
sender was having a lovely time somewhere bright and exotic. She didn’t 
begrudge them that; everyone should grab their chance at happiness 
when it came along.

The card was addressed to Nurse Cahill at St. Mark’s. The school 
had kindly forwarded it. Nancy deciphered some of the untidy writing 
and read that the sender, Rebecca Sinclair, was thanking someone for 
making the trip possible. 

***

The Mystery 
Postcard

http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php


By Tony Haynes

Illustration by Dan Webster

It was strange, really. Out 
of all the things Sienna had 
been dreading that day, it 

was the innocuous that hit her 
the hardest. After the funeral ended, she stood at the gate that led out of 
the garden of remembrance. Friends and relatives, who had attended the 
service, filed past, murmuring their condolences. It was then that Sienna 
felt her emotions begin to get the better of her. If Robert, her father, 
hadn’t joined her at her side, Sienna wasn’t sure that she would have 
coped. ‘Come on now girl, stiff upper lip,’ he whispered, as Aunt Gladys 
and Uncle Henry shook Sienna by the hand.

Thankfully, they were the last people to leave. Sienna then thanked 
the vicar for everything that he had done. She was about to make her way 
over to the waiting hearse when her father made a suggestion. ‘I don’t 
suppose you fancy a stroll along the sea front before going back to the 
club?’

Sienna thought about it for a moment. ‘For old times sake?’
‘Something like that.’
‘Why not,’ Sienna replied. So she called the funeral director over 

and informed him that she would make her own way to the social club 
where the wake was being held. Robert then offered Sienna the crook of 
his arm, and father and daughter left the crematorium by the rear exit in 
order to cut down through the park and onto the promenade. 

***
Honestly, this story goes in a completely different direction than what you might 

expect. You can find out what it is by getting your copy of this issue of Ficta 
Fabula by going to www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html. 

If you like getting stories for free - just sign up at www.fictafabula.com/
subscribe.php. Every Friday one awesome story will land in your inbox.

Take care and happy reading!!

Hard To Say Goodbye

http://www.pagesofstories.com/thereadingroom.html
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.fictafabula.com/subscribe.php
http://www.andreaszimmermann.ca
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