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Publisher’s 
Say

Had anyone asked me in November 2011, I would have vowed and declared  that 
I wasn’t going to publish anything ever again. I wasn’t going to go through all 
the highs and lows of entrepreneurship. I’d had enough and I was exhausted and 

so Pages Of Stories went into hiatus. By January 2012 I started working a day job in my 
trained field of IT. By February 2012 I started to miss publishing. I missed going through 
the process of compiling something that people really enjoyed reading. I missed interact-

ing with the authors and readers and the sense of accomplishment that came with getting an issue out. After much soul 
searching and attending Personal Development workshops, I realized that this - publishing - was my calling. 

I’d made mistakes when Pages Of Stories was around as a magazine and I learned from them. The biggest lesson I 
learned was that if there’s a task that has become a chore - get someone else to do it for you. This is where Laura comes 
in. I’ve known Laura for quite a while now and we hit it off right from the start. Aside from being a fabulous author in 
her own right, she’s also a remarkable editor. She embarked on her own writing project a couple of years ago (Laura will 
explain) and as it came to fruition I saw the amount of effort and professionalism that she put into editing. I knew then 
that she would be a perfect fit to edit this magazine. She gave a lot of her time, skill and heart into providing the highest 
quality stories that you’ll read here. 

There are many people that I need to thank for this project to come to fruition. First and foremost is my husband Gary. 
Without his support, understanding and patience this would never have happened. Secondly I’d like to thank the Story 
Selection Committee. Their faith in this idea and willingness to give their time to help select the best stories that came 
in is appreciated. And a very big thank you to all those authors that were courageous enough to send in their cherished 
work to a complete stranger based only an idea and a hope that this magazine might come to fruition truly humbles me. 
We were overwhelmed by the responses and story submissions we received. Dan Webster is a colleague from my day job 
and one day I came across him “doodling” in a sketch pad. We got to talking and he agreed to show me some of his other 
sketches. What he brought in deeply impressed me. Gary, Laura and I all agreed that his talents would be a welcome 
addition to this new magazine. With each story I think he accurately captured the essence. His attention to detail - such 
as the look of building material on a building to a ghostly image that only one person can see - comes across well. And 
to all those people who I am fortunate enough to call friend, they are the ones that offered words of encouragement and 
support during the dark days that Pages Of Stories was in hiatus. I’m truly grateful for your faith in me.

The name Ficta Fabula is fairly loosely translated from Latin meaning fiction story. And that’s because this is simply 
what this magazine is about. We’re all about helping people escape the routines of their day and set them free into a 
world where the only thing you need to survive is your imagination. I’ve always held the belief that fiction inspires 
creativity and imagination. Setting one’s imagination free is like getting a ‘Get Out of Jail’ free card. You’ve been set free 
and there are no limitations.

Ficta Fabula strongly resembles Pages Of Stories with the same number of fantastic fiction stories that you’ve always 
found. The stories cross a broad range of genres and interest. There are stories that are really creepy, stories that will 
make you smile, some are intriguing and others will get you thinking. Our authors range from experienced novelists to 
those that are new to writing. 

While the subject matter of each of these stories is wildly different, one thing you’ll find in common is that they are all 
high quality pieces of fiction.

On that note, I would just like to end with one last thought. Welcome to the world of Ficta Fabula and our inaugural 
magazine! Enjoy!

Take care and happy reading! - Darlene Poier, Publisher Ficta Fabula, www.pagesofstories.com

http://www.pagesofstories.com/


Greetings from the Editor

Welcome to the inaugural issue of Ficta Fabula! I’m so excited to be part of this exciting new magazine as editor.

My first contact with Darlene Poier was as a fiction writer, submitting to Pages Of Stories, so I know how good it feels to 
have a story accepted for publication (and how it feels to have them rejected!). As a writer who is also an editor, I am able 
to understand how things look from both sides of the fence, and it is my pleasure to help writers in any way I can.

Before Pages Of Stories, I had stories published by other Canadian magazines, but the notifications arrived by email. Short-
ly after I submitted “Mourning,” Darlene and I happened to be at a seminar in Calgary, and it was an exciting moment, for 
both author and publisher, for the good news to be shared in person! 

As time went on, my relationship with Darlene evolved from writer-to-publisher to something quite different. I was putting 
together my own book, a collection of true stories by a variety of authors called Take Flight: True Stories of How Dreams 
Shape Our Lives. This was my first time down the road of publishing a collection and since Darlene had so much expertise 
in that area and we were both in the business of creating workshops to assist authors achieve writing and publishing suc-
cess, we joined forces and taught a workshop called 1,2,3 … You’re Published! 

So when Darlene announced the creation of a brand new magazine, Ficta Fabula, and asked me to partner with her as edi-
tor, I jumped in without hesitation. While there are plenty of things to learn—such as working within tighter timelines than 
most of my other editing projects—I am eager to return to the next edition.

It was such a delightful task, working with all the authors whose stories appear within the pages of this edition of Ficta 
Fabula. Each story is unique in its own way. Some are dark, like “Mouse” and “Downtown Tokyo.” “The Canadian” took me 
to a time in history I’d not experienced. And many were surprising, showing us that our first impression is often incorrect.

You know you’ve found your calling when doing it gives you sheer joy. That is how I feel about writing and editing fiction. 
May those who read these stories feel the same joy.

Thanks for joining us here!
Laura Crowe
www.imagineitinwriting.com

http://www.imagineitinwriting.com/


The Road to 
Twisted Spruce 

Lake
By Sheryl Normandeau

Illustration by Dan Webster

It all started with the lady at the post office. 
Well, it turned out she wasn’t a lady and there was 

no post office, but I’m getting ahead of myself. My mother 
always said I had a tendency to rush into things - an opinion, 
incidentally, shared by both my stockbroker and my ex-husband, but then again, stories for another time, perhaps. 

Roland and I were on the better end of a week-long road trip after a gruesome meet and greet with his folks, on 
whom I couldn’t have made a better impression. Literally. They had already formulated my reception before I arrived, 
and no amount of good nature and manners on my part could solve things. I simply was no match for their baby boy: how 
could I be, when I was divorced, sported a couple of conspicuous tattoos, and didn’t regularly attend church? My pursuit 
of a master’s degree in art history and my advanced age were not selling points, either – I was automatically branded 
flaky and indecisive and, at thirty-five, clearly too long in the tooth to bear grandchildren. We had travelled for nearly two 
days to the family home in rural Kentsaw, where Roland’s dad still kept a few head of cattle and a handful of pigs and 
some scrabbling chickens that freely picked through the front yard. My future mother-in-law had an acre for her vegetable 
garden out behind the house, and she weeded it like she was doing penance, on her knees, relentlessly. It was perfect and 
without soul; so was the house. I couldn’t breathe the entire time I was there, and for awhile I thought the asthma that I 
had supposedly outgrown in my adulthood had mysteriously returned. But the second we pulled the old pickup out of the 
driveway and headed down the highway back towards the border and home, I felt fine. Tearful and angry, but breathing.  

We had distanced Kentsaw by nearly 500 miles when Roland decided he could drive no longer. The sun was mak-
ing a slothful slide towards the western horizon, and, like us, hanging onto every second of those long summer days. It 
was early July, and the wheat fields were possessed of a greenness that only seemed real in a crayon box, the hard heads 
of grain infant and unripe. The fragrance of the pendulous white blooms of field peas reached us in the wind as we passed, 
the old truck’s windows open to the heat and humidity rising off the newly-irrigated soil and the swirl of flying insects. 
Roland was exhausted. He had barely spoken for hours, and I knew our visit with his parents had been as hard on him as it 
had been on me – perhaps more so. We needed to stop, and soon.

Our map indicated the presence of a private campsite on the shores of the northernmost link of six small, joined 
bodies of water rather unimaginatively called Chain Lakes. Roland gamely pressed the old truck onward, through the dust 
of a road that seemed reassuringly well-used. Three white-tailed deer in a field of rye raised their heads as we rattled by, 
so absorbed in their dusky snacking that they couldn’t be bothered to flee. Wild geese and mallards shared the low, muddy 
sloughs, and our windshield was thickly coated with dead insects. The air cooled with the lazy descent of the sun, and my 
stomach began to do nervous loops of anticipation. When a welcoming, if crudely painted stick-and-board sign marked a 
crossroad, showing us the way to the Lakes, we were both relieved. 

Until we saw the next sign, that is. A slightly more sophisticated hand had inscribed the words “Chain Lakes Rodeo 
Days – July 6-8” on a piece of foamboard and tacked it to a large stake. Roland kept driving, determined. He didn’t look 
at me. 

“Sorry, we’re plumb full up,” the old man at the gate said. He stared down at Roland from his perch in a roughly 
hewn booth made out of old wood scraps. He was sweating, his forehead grimy, and from the passenger seat I could smell 
the alcohol on his breath. “This is a big event. We take reservations, so if you want to come out next year…?” I looked 
across the dirt parking lot where a large number of horse trailers and pickups and RVs were assembled; farther on, beyond 
a series of corrals containing snuffling horses in various states of harness, the winding run of a five chuck race was going 
on. Fine dust from the track coated everything in sight, and the lake was partly obscured by the brown clouds drummed up 
by the horses and wagons. 

Roland, polite as ever, kept the disappointment out of his voice as he thanked the man and turned the truck around. 



I checked the map again. The nearest town was Tenfold, nearly fifty miles away. We headed south, the gravel grinding 
beneath our tires, small chips pinging off the undercarriage of the truck. 

Fifteen minutes later we were astonished to see a cluster of buildings: a hamlet without a name, it seemed, as no 
sign on the highway proclaimed its presence. It was indeed tiny, as non-descript as all these places were, mere peripherals 
to the farms around them. A hotel and café, a gas station, a general store, and a church: the rudiments of rural necessity 
were all here, just off the highway. The spire of the old church pierced the evening sky; no birds sat upon it. 

Roland slowed and turned the old truck off the highway, onto the completely deserted gravel road that appeared 
to pass for main street. It was the kind of place you expected to see tumbleweeds blowing through, accompanied by that 
weird lonely whistle and snake rattle they always seemed to use in the old Westerns. The gas station was closed, but we 
didn’t require a fill. Roland mused aloud that he hadn’t seen pumps that old in quite some time, and although it was obvi-
ous that many years had passed since their installation, their surfaces still seemed strangely bright and clean. It seemed 
that easy pay card swiping technology hadn’t yet come this far: the pumps did not have digital readouts. 

The adjacent convenience store was dark inside. An empty car was angle-parked against the store, a bright red 1979 
Mustang, Roland confirmed with a grin. “In good shape, too,” he mused, eyeing the pristine paint and bodywork. The car 
looked new; whoever had restored it had done an excellent job.  

A few more vehicles were parked outside the hotel and café, all of the same vintage, it seemed, and all in excellent 
condition. “Must be a collector car show somewhere nearby,” Roland speculated. He pointed at a light blue 1980 Chrysler 
New Yorker. “We had one like that, my dad got it used when I was about eight years old. He put only sixty thousand miles 
on it before the transmission went. It should have lasted longer, but he was hard on his vehicles.” He smiled. “Does that 
surprise you?”

I barely glanced at the New Yorker. Something was very odd: the hotel was as dark inside as the gas station, and 
no warm, welcoming apple pie and icy sweet lemonade waited to be served by a smiling waitress inside the café. All was 
quiet, and completely empty. A cedar tub filled with geraniums brightened the entranceway, and a laminated menu was 
tacked to the window with Scotch tape. The air was still and heavy, as if just before a storm, and the gargle of exhaust 
from the truck suddenly seemed like an intrusion. Suddenly I noticed the lazily manufactured sign taped to the door, writ-
ten with a black felt marker in uneven block letters: “CLOSED FOR RENOS – TIMOTHY CONSTRUCTION.” Smaller 
print directed prospective guests to the nearest hotel in Tenfold. I looked at Roland. “I wonder where the car collectors 
are?” I asked, and he shook his head, puzzled. We passed the east side of the building, and the framework of scaffolding 
came into view. Large pieces of wood and metal littered the ground, and pallets of shingles and boards and other materials 
were lined up at the ready. A shiny dark blue pickup with a TIMOTHY decal on the driver’s side door was parked along-
side a shrink-wrapped wooden skid. 

“That’s really weird,” Roland said. “That truck is thirty years old, too.” But we didn’t have time to speculate, be-
cause a light had come on in the doorway of the post office and general store. Someone was there! 

*****

The rest of this awesome story will be available very soon for Android or Apple in the Summer 2013 issue of Ficta 
Fabula for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Read this and so many other great stories to get your fiction fix.

Sheryl Normandeau lives, writes, and gardens in Calgary, Alberta.  She spends an inordinate amount of time at the public  library 
(mostly because she works there).  Her writing has appeared in several North American publications.   



Ecru
By Maxine Spence Illustration by Dan Webster

Ecru. Not white. White was too stark. Ecru would be a better match 
for Marguerita’s skin tone, had been for generations of Equineaux 
women. Which meant Marguerita could wear her mother’s dress.
Selina looked across the room at the dress, freshly pressed and 

waiting on its lavender padded hanger, and allowed herself a smile. It had 
taken hours to alter it for Marguerita’s more robust frame, but it would 
work. No one would notice the extra panel sewn in the back and Selina 
would finally have the exquisite pleasure of seeing her daughter dressed 
in her own wedding finery. Marguerita may not be quite the picture Se-
lina had been, but no one, not even her own daughter, could come close 
to the beauty Selina had radiated on her wedding day. 

True love will do that.
She pulled her gaze from the dress and returned to the list.

Flowers. Something slender and elegant, to draw the eye away from Marguerita’s inelegant waistline. Selina had always 
known they would be calla lilies. Graceful. Refined. Even their aroma was restrained. Another perfect touch.
           She reached up to smooth the hair above her ear where she had tucked her own simple wedding flower so many 
years ago. Startled by the movement in the mirror above her desk, she stopped mid-reach and stared at the woman in front 
of her. She was lost for a moment, scrambling to reconcile the radiant bride she remembered with the face looking back at 
her in the mirror. Her hand fluttered over the folds of skin at her neck, the creases framing her mouth. 

It was her eyes that finally brought her back to herself. Those dark, lustrous Equineaux eyes. They were what drew 
Roland to her so long ago. Even Father O’Brien had fallen into those dark pools a time or two over the years. She knew 
that for a fact.

Selina trailed her fingers along her cheek, lingering at the place where Roland had gently tilted her chin to lose him-
self in those eyes in the intoxicating moments before their first kiss. So many years later, it was the beginning she remem-
bered. All that unaccustomed heat.

She pulled her gaze back to the papers in front of her.
Music. The music must be sedate, appropriate for a ceremony of such import. She would speak to Isabelle. Her lip curled 
slightly at the thought of St. Mary’s organist. The woman was too exuberant, by far. Left to her own devices she would 
turn the event into a burlesque, but there were no other options.

*****
Soon, you can find out how this event unfolded by downloading this issue of Ficta Fabula. For only $4.99 through An-
droid or Apple, you will be able to read this and so many other great stories to get your fiction fix. Or send an email to 

info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping.

Maxine, known as a children’s author in Didsbury, Alberta, was amused by the raised eyebrows that greeted her description of Ecru as a work of ‘adult’ 
fiction. Perhaps she’ll try her hand at erotica after completing the picture books, chapter books, stories and novels she’s currently writing. Or not.



Parkinson’s 
Party

Illustration by Dan Webster

By  Karen Snape-Williams

A yellow-vested workman, manhandling safety bollards around a twenty-foot excavation on the southern end of 
Walpole Street, breaks off to light a cigarette. He stretches as he inhales, his attention caught by a taxi drawing up 
outside the entrance to the Exeter Club, fifty yards away.

Kenneth Parkinson hurriedly folds his newspaper and crams it into a bulging briefcase. Juggling this, his raincoat 
and umbrella results in an undignified exit from the taxi, his spectacles falling from his nose. He fishes around in the 
gutter, straightens, rubs the spectacles on the lining of his second-best suit and replaces them onto his nose. He pays the 
driver and walks up the marble steps leading to the black-glossed door of the club. 

As he disappears inside, a Vauxhall van slips into the alley running alongside the club and a second car pulls up 
at the kerb. Four men step out onto the pavement. Three follow Parkinson into the club. The fourth remains on the steps, 
speaking into a mobile.

A voice calls out from the hole. “Czy man papierosa, Charlie?”                                                        
The workman flicks his cigarette stub into the hole and grins. “No you can’t have a cigarette. Come on Polanski, 

get your arse in gear, we’ve got work to do.” 
As Parkinson crosses the entrance hall, a succession of open doors reveal rooms furnished with informally grouped 

leather armchairs. A stained glass window at the end of a corridor reflects light across walls decorated in a design of wall-
paper favoured and retained from the Edwardian era. A gentle murmur of conversation drifts from the dining room. 

Beneath a portrait of Macmillan, whose hooded eyes look down from the staircase landing, Kenneth lowers his 
belongings to the floor. Shaking out the creases from his raincoat, he loops this and the umbrella over his arm and finally 
adjusts his tie. 

At the third floor a steward greets him and gestures towards a door marked Members Only, where Francis Moore, 
a thick-set individual with hair the colour of rust and a complexion to match, has been awaiting Kenneth”s arrival. He 
struggles to his feet.                      

“Good to see you, Kenneth.”
The raincoat and umbrella, once again a bundle, is now a barrier to Francis’s outstretched hand. He slumps back 

down into his seat, leaving Kenneth hovering in a type of no-mans-land, jammed between the chair and table pondering 
where to place his belongings. 

The steward steps forward. “Shall I take those from you, sir?”                                              
“Yes . . . perhaps you should . . . I’ll hold onto the briefcase . . . thank you so much.”

 *****

Find out what’s in the briefcase by downloading this issue of Ficta Fabula for only $4.99 when it becomes available 
for Android or Apple. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Karen Snape-Williams is a self-employed gardener. She is married to Griff and lives in North Wales. After writing several novels she is now concen-
trating on short stories. The Bavarian was published in the last issue of Pages of Stories. 

A beautiful garden makes her happy. A crooked politician makes her very, very cross. 



Downtown 
Tokyo

By Paul Warnes
Illustration by Dan Webster

He arranges the ingredients in a neat row on the table: 
four bottles, three containing cleaning fluids and one 
filled with a white powder. He removes their caps and 

places them beside the bottles. To his left is a thick, blue cotton 
towel folded in half. To his right lies a mobile phone and on its 
screen there is a picture of a Japanese girl with two silver studs 
in her lip. He takes a piece of paper from the back pocket of his 
jeans, smoothes it out and places it underneath the phone. At the head of the paper there is a company logo in the shape of a 
setting sun.

The only light comes from a small television which stands on the opposite end of the table. A black and white movie 
plays, illuminating the sparse contents of the room: a mattress, a wardrobe, the table and two chairs. He stares, unblinking, at 
the movie. A figure, dressed in a long robe, walks slowly towards the camera, arms outstretched. Long, wet hair obscures the 
downcast face completely.

The fumes from the bottles sting his eyes and tears track down his cheeks. He takes down a wide, plastic bowl from a 
shelf above the sink. Bracelets clatter down from his wrist to his forearm which is scarred with pink, horizontal lines. He sits 
down and pours a quantity of each liquid into the bowl and then adds four teaspoons of the white powder. His hand shakes as 
he does so and some of the powder falls onto the table. He hesitates, then leans forward and licks away the white blots.

He looks at the picture on the phone once more, replaces the lids on the bottles and then Tomohiro Komiya takes the 
towel, drapes it over his head and bends over the bowl.

*****
Tomohiro Komiya’s tears mingle with the rain. His eyes are red and streaming. He pulls his black hood up and bends 

his head to the slick pavement. His trainers, which are leaking, flick up drops of water with each step. He approaches a flight 
of steps that lead down to a dimly lit basement. Before descending he coughs violently and spits into the gutter. His sputum 
floats like a foamy life raft and is carried away by the stream. He can still feel the acrid chemical burn at the back of his 
throat and in his nostrils. 

He follows the steps down to a door above which, in bright red neon script, flashes the word ‘Joe’s.’ The bar is dark 
but Tomohiro can make out the silhouettes of bulky men in suits scattered around small, circular tables. They face towards 
an illuminated dance floor which is empty. There is music playing softly. He recognises the song, it is a Johnny Cash number.

“What’ll it be?” asks the barman.
“Milk.”
“Milk?”
“You’ve got milk haven’t you?” says Tomohiro.
The barman turns smartly and heads back to the kitchen. Tomohiro sits slumped at the bar. He takes a beer mat and 

tears it in half and then repeats the manoeuvre until he has sixteen little pieces.
“Tommy?”
He recognises the voice. She is a wide-eyed English girl. Her name is Sophie. He hates her.
“Tommy. Turn round.”
He swivels slowly on his bar stool, sweeping sixteen pieces of cardboard off the bar. They flutter to the floor like dy-

ing butterflies. 
“Have you seen Suki?” she asks.



*****
Tomohiro watches a western man enter the bar. The man pauses at the door and looks around nervously. He is wearing 

jeans, a white t-shirt and a denim jacket. He pats his trouser pockets, back and front, and then swivels a small bag on a belt 
from behind his back so that it rests on his stomach. He cradles the bag like a precious thing and then spots Tomohiro at the 
bar.

“Hi there. Hell of an evening outside. Had to get out of the rain.”
Sure, thinks Tomohiro, but he pretends not to understand. He’s not looking for company.
Sophie appears at the man’s side. He starts to sweat from the forehead.
“Good evening Sir. Can I get you something to drink?”
The man orders a whiskey. While Sophie is away he unzips his little bag and takes out a note. Then he lifts his t-shirt 

and pulls it over the bag. He pats his pockets again and swivels on his chair. Tomohiro watches him out of the corner of his 
eye. A new piece of music plays. “Brown Sugar” by the Rolling Stones. The man sticks out his neck in time to the beat, like a 
chicken pecking corn. He purses his thick lips and mouths the words to the song.

“Rolling Stones. You like?” he says.
Sophie returns with his drink and a Japanese girl in tow. Tomohiro does not recognise her. She is wearing a pleated, 

tartan skirt and a short-sleeved, white shirt with a red tie. 
“I’ll leave you to get to know each other a little better,” Sophie says to the man.
The man takes a big slug of whisky. Tomohiro knows exactly what will happen next and knows better than to hang 

around. 
Everything’s rotten. 

*****
Read through the rest of this awesome story as we follow Tomohiro’s life and find out if he made “everything” more or 
less rotten. The app will soon be available on Android and Apple for you to download this issue of Ficta Fabula off this 
app for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Paul Warnes lives in Kent, the garden of England. He works as a specialist literacy and numeracy tutor in local schools. He has had short stories 
published in magazines in the UK and in South Africa. His first novel, The Society of Unexampled Brilliance, was shortlisted for the Dundee Interna-
tional Book Prize.



No Time for 
Losers

By Claire Whatley
Illustration by Dan Webster

There was a lull in their conversation. Simon leaned towards 
the wood-burning stove with the poker to fiddle with the 

logs. The only sounds were the crackle and hiss of metal split-
ting hot wood and the ticking of the grandmother clock. Annie 
grabbed her moment. 

“I pretended I didn’t know him the other day.”
“What?” Simon stopped stoking and turned to Annie.
“Adam. I pretended I didn’t know him.”
“What d’you mean?”
“He came into the office two days ago. On the scrounge for money as usual. Looking revolting as ever: hair hang-

ing in grease, that disgusting old rock band T-shirt, jeans falling off his backside, and that bloody bolt through his eye-
brow. I gave him twenty and made him promise it would include getting a hair-cut. Then, just as he was going, Lucinda 
came into the office, didn’t she.”

“Oh, God.”
“Yeah, quite. She said, ‘Who the hell was that? Looked like an anorexic Frankenstein’s monster with a soap al-

lergy.’”
Simon lay the poker down in the grate and leaned back in his armchair, “Oh my God! That sums him up a treat.” 

His attempted laugh strangled itself into a groan. “That woman’s such a bitch.”
“Exactly. So how could I say ‘that’s my son’? How could I? I told her it was some grotty youth looking for work 

experience and I’d sent him off with a flea in his ear and she said he looked as though he had enough fleas already and we 
both laughed and it was one of the worst moments of my life.”

Annie’s eyes brimmed. Resisting the tears, she let out a sound somewhere between a sigh and a growl. She watched 
Simon rubbing his eyes behind his rimless glasses, scanning his mind for le mot juste that might make her feel better. She 
almost laughed. He was such an incorrigible librarian, all those formulaic words neatly catalogued, ready to be pulled out 
from the slightly dusty rolling stack of his mind, for just the right occasion.

“Annie, I don’t think you should feel bad about it…”
Annie could feel one of Simon’s lists coming upon him.
“…because a). Adam didn’t hear any of it; b). Lucinda wouldn’t understand our situation in a million years; c). 

She’s a cow but you do have to work with her; and d). He should never have gone to your office, anyway.”
It was funny how Adam had become known over the years as “their situation.” 
In primary school, Adam had been bright, popular, academic and sporty – a good all-rounder. And his creative 

writing had been outstanding: there’d been talk of putting him on the Gifted and Talented register. Not that anything had 
ever come of it, though. Their longed-for little girl, Sophie, had arrived when Adam was nine, and he’d been a doting big 
brother. They’d been a perfect family. Both children had inherited Simon’s thick, dark hair – his own now a wiry grey – 
and arresting blue eyes. So different from her own classic English field mouse colouring: if she wore beige she ran the 
severe risk of disappearing. She always thought that sitting around the kitchen table in the mornings, the very archetype 
of the nuclear family; they resembled the shiny, happy people of a breakfast cereal commercial. Then at some moment in 
time, now impossible to locate, a metamorphosis had begun to take place in Adam until he grew into the creature Simon 
and Annie now referred to as the Parasite in the Attic. He scraped a large number of GCSEs and obtained three mediocre 
A-Levels. He idled away a gap year, working occasionally in dead-end jobs, spent two-thirds of a semester at uni before 



deciding it was an irrelevant time-waste and had been lurking in his attic bedroom doing God knows what ever since.
So, the erstwhile perfectly happy parents of perfect children, Annie and Simon now spent most evenings in the 

sitting room of their tiny cottage, in front of the fire, discussing the situation. Annie allowed herself to take comfort from 
Simon’s list, but she couldn’t help blurting out her evening mantra, “I just don’t know where we went wrong.”

The exasperation in Simon’s sigh told Annie he hadn’t wanted to hear that. Nevertheless, on cue, he gave his stan-
dard reply, “We didn’t go wrong. We just did our best. It’s probably some kind of protracted phase he’s going through – 
he’s a late developer.”

“Simon, he’s twenty-two.”
Simon opened his mouth but before he could recite another tired phrase, Sophie burst into the room. 
“He’s playing that awful music again and I can’t concentrate on my homework!”
At almost thirteen, she still clearly had to fight the impulse to stamp her dainty ballerina foot in frustration, although 

her Bambi legs, encased in black leggings, looked as though they’d snap under the impact.
“Please tell him to stop it!”
Tears of fury erupted from her eyes and in seconds were dripping from her delicate jaw line. “I hate him! Why isn’t 

he away at university like a normal brother? Why doesn’t he just go?”
Both Simon and Annie rose from their seats a few millimetres before Simon said, “S’alright, I’ll go.” 

*****
Read through the rest of this story and find out if Adam really did waste his time doing nothing or maybe he was quite 

productive? You will be able to download this issue soon from an app on Android and Apple for only $4.99. Or send an 
email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Claire Whatley has been writing short stories for about six years.  Her themes focus on women and families in everyday life.   She has also written two 
children’s books, and has almost completed her first adult novel.  

Claire lives in a village in southern England with her husband and daughter.



Troubled Past
Part I

By Andreas Zimmermann
Illustration by Dan Webster

Alex sipped a mouthful of his triple-berry protein shake. 
He gently kicked the door shut behind him, dropped his 
bag on the client chair and then walked around to sit at 

his desk. Draining the last of the shake, he put the cup in the gar-
bage and opened the newspaper. Reading through the article one more time, he smiled and slammed it down on the 
desk, reaching for a pair of scissors to clip out his latest success.

Local Detective Agency Solves 27 Year Old Cold Case
Below the article was free advertisement that Alex didn’t even know the Herald would be adding in.
If you need investigations completed for your legal case, contact Alexander Knight or Dean Johnston at their 

Calgary or Hamilton offices...
The text went on to supply contact information including the agency’s 1-800 number and street addresses in 

both cities. Alex held up the freshly trimmed article and scanned the wall for a good place to post it, just as the office 
door opened.

“Good morning, Knight.”
“Morning Dean! Where do you think we should post this hot little item?”
Dean smiled as he made his way to his desk. The small office was on the second floor of an office building in 

the Kensington area. The only windows faced into a back alley so they kept the blinds closed most of the time. It 
was a one-room office, with two desks and office chairs, two client chairs on the other side, and a couch up against 
the wall opposite the window. The desks both faced at a slight angle towards the door, which had thick frosted glass 
and led to a small hallway and a staircase leading immediately down to the street. The office was barely adequate 
for their needs, but Alex had picked the location on purpose because the address on the door was 2-21B, and he felt 
it was a sign from above that this was the perfect office for them to be working from, paying homage to the great 
detective Sherlock Holmes.

Flopping into his chair and giving his mouse a nudge to wake up the computer, Dean wiped some sleep from 
his eyes and yawned. “I can’t believe you are so chipper today after wrapping up that mess last night.”

“How can you not be ecstatic this morning? This article is great, and paints our little outfit here in a good light! 
Business is going to keep booming!”

“That’s good news for you, boss – me, I’m on salary.”
Alex finished posting the news clipping on the corkboard beside the door before turning to flash a smile. “If 

you don’t work, you don’t eat. Salary or not, you still need to have work to do in order to earn it.”
Dean’s eyes drifted to his email inbox and task list. Other than some funny links to Google Plus pages, some 

personal email, and some spam, his work load was otherwise empty. Alex had asked him to come and work for him a 
few months ago when he first arrived in Calgary. The two of them had worked together before, mostly just patrol and 
security duty at CFB Gagetown when they were both in the Canadian Forces. Working together again in a civilian 
capacity had been easy to adapt to because of their previous experience.

“Doesn’t look like there is anything on our agenda for today, so it looks like I will be earning my Thursday 
bread by sipping coffee and reading the news.”

Alex stepped back to admire the clipping one more time. “I’ve already read the important news to you!”
Dean snorted a laugh. “From an actual newspaper...why don’t you get with the times and read the news from 

real sources online?”



Alex flashed another smile as he returned to his desk. “Because you can’t hang the Internet on the wall, Dean.”
It was quiet in the small office for a few minutes as they checked their email and surfed for a bit. Dean broke 

the silence by pushing back from his desk and stretching out with a sleepy groan.
“So, what are you buying me for breakfast?”
“I already had breakfast.”
“OK, so how about brunch, then?”
Alex was saved from answering by the chime on his cell phone. He checked his text and replied quickly. A 

moment later the phone chipped again. Alex replied with a short “OMW” then grabbed his things.
“Dean, if you drive, I’ll buy us breakfast on our way to our next case.”
“Why am I driving?”
“If I’m buying breakfast, you’re going to pay for the gas.”
“You know I am just going to expense it anyway...” Dean followed Alex out, the door’s deadbolt automatically 

latching as it closed behind them. 
*****

Forty-five minutes later the duo arrived at the Calgary Race City Speedway. While Dean was driving, Alex had 
used his tablet to search the Internet for news and general information about the site. The race track had been offi-
cially closed down; however it could still be rented out to clubs from time to time. Today was the first day of a three 
day event that was drawing race enthusiasts from all over Alberta, B.C. and Saskatchewan. While many drivers had 
arrived yesterday to test the track and do their general setup, this morning saw the first race kick off at 9:00 a.m.

News crews had doubled within the hour, as a crash with suspicious circumstances had occurred only minutes 
after the gun marked the beginning of the race.

It took a few minutes to convince security that they were there at the invitation of the police, eventually being 
directed to the designated Media area to park. Both men pulled out digital audio recorders the moment they stepped 
from the vehicle, clicking them on and dropping them in a jacket pocket. The smell in the air was a mix of nauseat-
ing fumes from the track and the city dump nearby, so close in fact that it practically enclosed the track in amoeba 
style.

“Good to see you, Knight.”
“Good morning, Hanley. Why is the City dragging me down here when they already have you?”
The detective smiled. Her lips were thin, and always sported a dark lipstick with just a hint of red, her light 

hazel eyes framed by silky straight dark hair. The overall effect reminded Alex a little of Morticia from The Addams 
Family. “I wondered if you would ask about that or the car first.”

Alex shrugged. “Curiosity is higher on one than the other.”
“I’m due downtown for trial in a couple hours, and no one else on duty really wanted to be bothered with this 

one.”
“I’m being fed scraps now, am I?”
“I wouldn’t look at it that way.”
Dean snorted a laugh, while Alex just stared, waiting for her to continue.
There were several quiet moments before she rolled her eyes and capitulated. “All right, some of the guys 

don’t like that you showed them up with your little fiasco yesterday. They think this is a dead end, clean cut case of 
driver error, and don’t want to waste resources on it.”

“Wait, is the City paying my expenses on this one?” Alex asked.
Hanley shook her head. “Private case, private contract. I was just hanging around to give you the details, pass 

off what we know so far.”
*****

This mystery can only be solved by downloading this issue off the Android or Apple app when it becomes available 
for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.
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Lucky Charm
By Patsy Collins

Illustration by Dan Webster

“Lucky charm this, mate,” the stallholder said.
 He offered me a small dark object. It slipped from 
his hand and I caught it without thinking. It felt warm. 

 “Antique, well probably,” he encouraged.
 “What is it?” I asked.
 “Flower vase I suppose. It brings luck; well, it did for 

Mum.”
 Surely he couldn’t expect people to be so gullible?
 “If it’s so lucky I’m surprised she can bear to part with it.” 

My tone was more than a little sarcastic.
 “She’s dead.”
 “Oh. I’m sorry,” I said. I was too. I’ve acquired the knack of upsetting everyone.
 “That’s OK, mate. You weren’t to know.”
 I noticed the price, only three pounds. I bought it. I’d no need of such a thing, but it seemed the best way of 

apologising. The seller offered to keep it safe until I left the boot sale.
 I walked round without much interest. Most of the items were little more than rubbish. I didn’t try to speak to 

anyone. Whenever I utter a sentence, I have to immediately apologise. It’s been that way since I returned to England.
  Marjorie and I went to Spain after my retirement. We knew she wasn’t strong. The warmth helped a little and we 

had four very happy years there. The end, when it came, was swift. I thought I was prepared; but I felt so lost, so alone, 
without her. The isolation was entirely my fault. All our friends were really her friends. I’d spent my time reading English 
newspapers and playing bowls with other ex-pats. I’d condescended to drink the local wine and enjoy the weather but 
never considered the place home. I never learnt the language, no point I reasoned when so many people spoke English. 
What a pompous, arrogant fool I was.

 I didn’t improve when I returned home. I didn’t have a home here of course, but at sixty-nine, had quite a few 
years left and must live them somewhere. I bought a pleasant little bungalow, a few minutes walk from the sea. Marjorie 
had worried I’d become a recluse; I’d vowed to make friends and develop interests. I tried; it wasn’t easy. During her ill-
ness, I learnt to cook and clean so I imagined I’d cope. I didn’t realise that without her I wouldn’t want to. 

 Joining the local bowls club helped. Exercise is a tonic, of course, so is company. Once people realised I was a 
widower I received invitations to meals. I took bottles of Spanish wine and was careful not to stay too long, so these occa-
sions were fairly successful.

  I started visiting the local church, mostly for the hymns and the warm welcome. A couple invited me in for a 
sherry after the service. It became a regular habit and I declared as I once lived in the country that produced it, I should 
provide the sherry. Providing drinks eased my conscience, for I accepted all invitations, but issued none. I think most of 
my hosts understood and were happy with this arrangement.

 Over sherry, I was introduced to a lady whose name I didn’t quite catch.
“Mrs. Halibut, what a pleasure to be o-fish-ally introduced.”
“Harley, as in the motorcycle. Hyphen. Butt, as in target for ridicule.”

*****
Uggghhh. Nothing like starting off on the wrong foot. Find out if our protagonist improves by downloading this issue off the 

Android or Apple app when it becomes available for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy 
for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.
Patsy Collins lives and writes in England. She’s the author of three novels; Escape to the Country, Paint Me a Picture and A Year and a Day. A few of 
her short stories appear in collections; Not a Drop to Drink (which is FREE) and Up the Garden Path. All these books are available from Amazon.



Mouse

By Patrick Garratt
Illustration by Dan Webster

He’s still shivering. His head won’t stop bleeding. I 
can’t understand a word he’s saying, and not because 
he’s speaking French; he’s mumbling like a new-

born. He woke a little time ago and started to scream, then he 
stopped, then he started whimpering and periodically letting 
out this almighty donkey holler. I check the belts after he fin-
ishes braying for the fourth time in as many minutes. They’re 
fast. I’ve strapped his head immovably upright, so he can’t 
look down to see his nakedness. He rallies a little and starts to 
speak relatively coherent French, and then reverts to the blub-
bering and donkey noises, a stream of misery punctuated by 
s’il vous plait. I stand there looking at him, at his eyes flicking 
to the left and right. 

S’il vous plait, he says. His short black hair drips blood onto his bare neck. 
The sun is just a lighter patch in the blank grey sky. The leafless trees reach up like a reverse imprint of a smoker’s 

lungs, a choke of black and grey tubes. Brown leaves cover the frozen mud. It’s impossible to see right through the trees. 
The trunks are discernible close-up, but further through the wood they become a tangled texture of grey. There’s no path. 
Blokey here can make all the donkey noises he likes. No one’s going to hear him. 

The wind makes my skin numb, as if I’m being slapped in slow motion. It stings. A band of bright red covers the 
back of my hands, but my fingers are left white. The Frenchman’s legs and arms have been shaking so hard and for so 
long that they’ve cut against the belts and bark. Black blood is running over his fingers and feet. 

S’il vous plait, he says. 
It’s funny he should say that, because he forgot his manners when we were in his restaurant. 

*****
Yikes! Talk about carrying a grudge. Find out how this story ends by downloading the issue through the Android or Apple 

app when it  becomes available for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for 
only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Patrick has been writing professionally, primarily about video games, since 1998. His articles have appeared in the Independent, the Sunday Times and 
the Huffington Post. Mouse is his first published fiction. He lives in eastern France with his wife, Fiona, and their three children.



The Canadian
By Karen Snape-Williams

Illustration by Dan Webster

The funeral is over. I walk from the kitchen and into the hall, my footsteps echoing on the slate floor, resonating 
across rooms soothingly empty. All evidence of my guests has been removed. Only the curtains in the sitting 
room remain undisturbed, respectfully closed, blocking out the afternoon sunlight normally engulfing this room. 
I consider the period I should be seen to mourn Hugh and surmise those who knew of our relationship will not 

expect me to suffer the indignity of feigning grief. I walk to the window, grasp the cord and the curtains open. It is done 
with.

*****
A week has passed since the funeral. I collect my coat from the boot room. It is an old, tattered duffel left behind 

by Jack. Far too big of course, yet it comforts me to wear it. In the study, I unlock the desk drawer and remove the box 
of letters. A soft knock and the door opens. Dilys, my housekeeper glances across to the box. Her eyebrows lift. Her 
mouth tightens. She touches the sleeve of my coat and frowns.

“Your coat is still damp from your walk yesterday. Shall I fetch another, the black tweed perhaps?”
“No. This is fine.”
“It won’t take a moment.” 
“For goodness sake stop fussing, Dilys.” 
As I cross the verandah and descend the steps into the garden I am already regretting my behaviour. I can at least 

acknowledge that my irreverence following his death upsets Dilys. Hugh’s illness has made its mark upon her and she is 
struggling to readjust. The beam of her searchlight is turning back to me, illuminating the widow who refuses to mourn. 

September has slipped into October, the colour of summer long since gone. The garden is almost asleep, an east-
erly wind channelling fallen leaves along paths and onto borders where only the hardiest cling to life. There is a place 
in the garden where I have always found solitude. A gravel path surrounding a patchwork of allotments leads to a steep 
bank, at various times of year studded with snowdrops and anemones. Each step takes me further into the wilderness, a 
place where naked branches now droop under an abundance of hips and berries. 

A garden seat, if it can be given so grand a title, for it is no more than a collection of wooden planks held together 
by rust and layers of flaking paint, is found behind this tangle of shrubbery. It is here I sit and place the box on my lap, 
remove the lid and select an envelope from the bottom of the pile. 

Jack’s initial letters are written with care. The words neatly spaced. It would not remain so. As the war progressed 
and the periods between sorties were reduced to moments, fear and exhaustion manifested itself in his thoughts, hopes 
and eventual despair tumbling across the page. The letter opens, as they would always begin - ‘My dearest Meryl.’

*****  
When I married Hugh, I believed the attention and gifts he showered upon me was an indication of his love. He 

was thirty. I was eighteen. Too impressionable and naive to recognise our marriage for what it truly was. A financial 
merger, the union of two powerful families. I soon came to understand his attention was manipulation. The extremes of 



generosity, the diamonds, the furs, a method of distracting me and discharging himself from fleeting moments of guilt. 
A year after we married I purchased Medley, a house centuries old, built close to Beaumaris on the island of Angle-

sey. Initially it was to be a weekend retreat for the both of us. Hugh hated it. He despised the ivy smothered stonework, the 
hotchpotch of rooms with uneven floors. Gradually his presence at Medley grew less and less. When our third anniversary 
slipped by unnoticed, I found it was no longer my bolt-hole, a place where I could lick my wounds. It had become my 
home. 

Although living independently of one another, Hugh insisted for two weeks in the year we should appear together in 
London. It was ridiculous, of course. I recall the first party we’d attended as man and wife and asking Hugh who the thin, 
beautiful blonde, who had draped herself around him for most of the night was. 

“Good grief, Meryl. Can’t you guess? She’s my mistress.” He laughed and kissed me on the cheek. “My dear, 
you’re sweet and so very beautiful however I’m afraid if you expected fidelity you’ve chosen the wrong man.” 

Yet as war loomed I felt it almost my duty, no matter how unpleasant, to be at his side. In August 1939, I travelled 
down to London to spend a fortnight at his house in Mayfair. 

*****
Seven hours after war was declared, after air raid sirens had howled across London and rattlers warned of a gas at-

tack, our car raced to a party in Belgravia. 
“You will behave, Meryl?” Hugh said. The all-clear siren had sounded. The rain was easing. The streets had begun 

to fill. “What on earth are you staring at? Did you hear what I said?” 
The sharpness of his voice caused me to turn back in my seat. I glanced across and smiled. “Yes, of course.”  
“I mean you won’t start talking about that bloody house of yours. I overheard the conversation you were having last 

night. The subject of broken water pipes may be fascinating to you and your chums out in the sticks, but it’s hardly scintil-
lating conversation for the First Admiral.”

“Was he the First Admiral? Sorry.”
The thirty or so guests inside the drawing room turned as the door opened. Women, a blaze of jewellery and silk. 

Men, their dull coloured uniforms pinned with gleaming brass. Our host broke away from the crowd and hurried over. 
“You two cut it fine. We’re just about to go into dinner.

Candles flickered along a table. White roses flowed from crystal vases. I was seated between our host and a man 
wearing the full regalia of a Colonel in the Fusiliers. He eyed me up and down. 

“Bailey. How do you do. You must be Hugh’s wife?”
“Yes. Hello.”
“Saw the red hair and green eyes and thought it must be. Meryl isn‘t it?”
“Yes.”
As the first course was served, conversation around the table briefly touched upon the weather - unseasonably 

warm, wet, the thunderstorms. The recent news of galleries closing. Treasures being crated and shipped away. Money 
- where should one invest now war was upon us? How much did one risk? And on what? Steel seemed to be the safest 
option. 

My neighbour the Colonel, nudged my arm. “Has Hugh mentioned I was instrumental in his company landing the 
government contract? Jolly glad to do it. Marvellous chap, isn`t he? Frightfully ambitious. He’s told me all about you. 
Understand you’re from Wales. North or south?”

“North.”
“I know the area. Slightly. Have a sister who spends every summer in a town on the coast. Place called Llan… 

Llandu…’
“Llandudno?”
“That’s it! Bloody Welsh names. Can never manage to get my tongue around them.” 
He took a deep gulp of wine, signalled to a waiter for a refill then twisted around in his seat to face me. Dabbing at 

the perspiration beading across his flushed, bloated face he leaned forward and continued in a lower tone. “Wouldn’t mind 
getting my tongue around you, though. Hugh’s description didn’t do you justice. Seems a shame, beautiful woman like 
you all alone. Why don’t I come over for a weekend? Keep you company?”

*****
Ick. My skin crawls every time I read that line. Find out where the Canadian fits in (spoiler alert: he’s not so crass) by 

downloading this issue of Ficta Fabula from the Android or Apple app when it becomes available for only $4.99. Or send 
an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 

Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

This is Karen’s second story in this issue.  



When 
Lightning 

Strikes
By Donna Fawcett

Illustration by Dan Webster

Annabelle Cronkite had once been beautiful but the 
long soak in the swimming pool after the lightning 
strike had changed that. She was my first case of the 

day and I could feel the signs of a migraine creeping up the 
back of my neck already. This case had all the earmarks of a 
total political mess. 

Annabelle’s husband was none other than three-term 
Toronto city mayor, Damien Cronkite. I let my eyes aban-
don the victim’s body as it was being hauled from the pool 
by paramedics and I cast a glance at the man. In front of a 
camera he was a lion. White, thick hair, straight shoulders 
and a commanding voice—all traits he used to the fullest. But Damien Cronkite was no ordinary politician. He had been 
re-elected because of his integrity—a trait that seemed to be stubbornly ingrained enough to show itself in all his dealings. 
That was one of the reasons why Annabelle’s death was such a potential nightmare.

Rumours are a politician’s best ally—or worst enemy. I could just imagine the carnage that would take place 
when this news hit the yak sheets. On the plus side the headlines might spout something like: Mayor’s Enemies Strike in 
Mayor’s Own Backyard. On the minus side—well let’s just say he’s prime suspect number one if this case turns out to be 
more than his wife being in the wrong place in a lightning storm.

I should probably back up a bit. I’m Detective Carlina Jones. I’ve been on the metro force since shortly after Police 
College when my father, a career cop, talked one of his buddies into giving me a chance to prove myself. I didn’t really 
want the leg up but you know how fathers can be. At any rate, they gave me three months and I’ve managed to stay put. I 
guess I made my point. 

So here I was, trying hard not to regurgitate my bagel and cream cheese as I gazed on a face that looked very much 
like what I ate for breakfast. Lightly toasted, puffy and kind of glazed. My job was to find inconsistencies. I was to play 
the devil’s advocate in every sense of the word. No room for doubt allowed here because the Mayor was coming up for 
re-election. I couldn’t stomach the thought of him losing because I didn’t do my job.

*****
Hmmm, the mayor’s wife didn’t last long in this story. Find out whodunit by downloading this issue from the 
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By Sheryl Normandeau
Illustration by Dan Webster

Not sure how I’m going to explain this at work 
next week, but my sister’s murderer has just 
broken my nose. I can feel the bones shatter 

and for a microsecond, there’s a fireworks display in 
my vision that eclipses the pageantry of the nightly 
Grandstand show. But it doesn’t last. The Cremal in 
my system considerately looks after the sensation of 
pain, burying it into my body so I can dredge it up 
later.  

When I come down after destroying the man 
who killed Ricki.  

It’s not pretty, this fight, it’s not how I imagined 
it would be. In six years of trying to catch this guy, 
I’ve dreamed plenty about this moment. Not one of 
those dreams had me wrestling with my adversary in 
a putrid stew of manure and mud, smack dab in the 
middle of the rodeo grounds, 20,000 people looking 
on. There’s a half-crazed bull trying to smash down 
the door of the corral behind me and the cowboy that was supposed to get on him before we so rudely interrupted is hol-
lering encouragement from up on the fence. The rest of the crowd follows, their goading voices a steady unintelligible 
hum crammed in my ears like cotton.  You’d think we were part of the admission fee, Ricki’s killer and I, putting on the 
moves before the whole man versus angry bovine main event.  

My nose is exuberantly gushing blood and it’s not easy to breathe beneath the bandanna that obscures my face. It 
doesn’t matter. Everything in my life comes down to this goal: liquefy this sonofabitch. For Ricki, ‘cos so far she hasn’t 
risen from the dead to do it herself. 

And for the others.
*****

Police Chief Randy Harrison and I go way back. We grew up in Bowness, two doors apart, in rented duplexes. My 
dad was a career drinker and Randy’s was a cop. The two of them could always see eye to eye on a Friday night over a 
bottle or twelve of Canadian, so Randy and I were heaped together nearly from birth. We went to the same schools, we 
played the same sports, we committed the same misdeeds. Randy was even dating my sister Ricki when she died. So it 
shouldn’t be any surprise to you that he’s in on this whole Outrider thing. He’s the one that gave me my name, that first 
time I hit the papers, when the media were clamouring to give props to the mysterious cowboy who had prevented a serial 
rapist from victimizing another young woman during the Calgary Stampede. 

*****
Find out the rest of the Outrider story by downloading this app from Android or Apple when it becomes available for only 

$4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 
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The Outrid-
er Gets His 

Man



Just One Night
By Claire Buckle

Illustration by Dan Webster

Max gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles white. “It’s no 
good, Jess, I’m going to have to stop soon. I’m absolutely 
shattered. And what the hell’s wrong with the sat nav and 

radio?” He prodded both devices only to be met with hissing, blank 
screens.

“It’s probably something to do with the weather,” Jessica said, 
trying to keep irritation out of her voice. “There’s no signal on my 
phone.”

They’d left the airport in light drizzle but an hour into their jour-
ney the only soundtrack was heavy rain reverberating on the soft roof 
of the Jeep and the wind whistling a mournful tune as it buffeted the 
vehicle. Max reached across and put his hand on Jess’s knee. 

“I’m sorry sweetheart. I don’t mean to be cross. This isn’t how I imagined the first night of our holiday.”
The windscreen wipers had now developed a squeak and she gritted her teeth. “Me neither. It’s not surprising we’re 

both stressed after that hellish delay at Heathrow. We’ve been up nearly 24 hours.”
“That settles it,” Max said. “We’ll stop at the next motel. There must be one soon; we’re in the States for heaven’s 

sake.”
A mile on Jess spotted a wooden arrow with ACCOMMODATIONS painted in bold white capitals. Max pulled off 

the highway and followed a road that twisted and turned, heading downwards. As the road narrowed the smooth asphalt 
changed to an unmade track. He swept round a corner and steered the Jeep into a parking lot populated by a couple of 
trucks, an old style station wagon and a camper van. A two-storey motel faced them. Dim bulbs above each door gave off 
just enough light to see the paintwork was faded and peeling. In an office window on the far side of the lot, a red neon 
VACANCIES sign flickered. Max killed the engine.

“Wait here and I’ll check us in.”
“It looks a bit…” she hesitated. 
“What?” 
“…seedy,” she finished faintly. She noticed the lines on his forehead appeared deeper than usual, the car’s dull 

interior light accentuating the puffiness under his eyes. “But not to worry,” she added quickly, “it’s not exactly what I ex-
pected but it’s a port in a storm.” She inclined her head towards the window. “Although, it’s amazing - the rain’s stopped.” 
Not only stopped, she noted, but the wind had dropped. The palm trees grouped around the building were motionless.

“So it has. How weird. It must be more protected down here.” He looked around. “You can’t even hear the traffic.”
*****

Hmmm, there’s a reason they can’t hear the traffic. Find out what it is by downloading this issue from the Android 
or Apple app when it becomes available for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed 

copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 
Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Claire has four delightful adult daughters, a lively dog and finds writing a wonderful way to re-invent real experiences.  She and her husband enjoy 
travel to the USA – in fact a night spent in a rundown motel inspired this story! She also loves to paint in watercolours and de-stress with yoga.



The Girl 
From 

Yesterday
By Michael O’Shea

Illustration by Dan Webster

The stranger approached, hand out-
stretched, smile on his suntanned 

face. “Hiya Terry,” he said, “how you doin’?” I pressed the search key to my memory bank but it came up empty.
“I’m sorry,” I said, “but I don’t…”
“Don’t remember me, eh? I’m Anne’s brother - David.”
I waited for my heart to start beating again and the world to stop spinning, before I said: “Oh yes, I remember you 

now. You were only a lad last time we met, must’ve been nearly twenty years ago. What are you doing around here?”
“Just passing through, and it was twenty-two years to be exact. You’re still living in this neck of the woods, I take 

it.”
“Yea. We live in the old vicarage now.”
“We?”
“Been married nearly twenty years. How about you?”
“Nah, I’m not the marrying kind. Never stayed in one place long enough to find the right woman. 
The conversation dragged on as the face from my past talked about this and that, then and now, everyone and 

everything. I tried to look interested but eventually, desperate to get away, I looked at my watch and said, “It’s nice to see 
you again David, but I have to rush. I’m on my way to get a paper, before I shoot off for a round of 
golf.”                               

“I better let you go then, mustn’t keep a man from his golf,” he said with a smile. “But aren’t you going to ask 
about Anne before you go?”

“Sorry, I meant to, of course. How is she?” I said.
“Haven’t a clue, to tell the truth. Not heard of her since the night she left home. It was no surprise that she cleared 

off; always a bit on the wild side was Anne. But it’s odd she never got in touch again, even if she hated village life and 
didn’t get on with her mother or Joe – especially Joe. But I don’t need to tell you that. I mean… you and my sister were 
pretty close back then.”

“Not that close really,” I said, “we weren’t much more than kids ourselves.”
“Close enough, Terry. I might have been young but I was tall enough to peep through the windows - on the days the 

caravan door was locked...”
*****

I was sixteen years old, freewheeling down a country lane toward a nearby village in my home county of Warwick-
shire, when I first set eyes on Sharon Anne Simpson. With long dark hair, flashing eyes and legs that went on forever, she 
would have stopped a Tibetan monk in his tracks, never mind a testosterone-fuelled teenager. I skidded to a halt in front of 
her. “Hello, Legs,” I said, “how come we’ve not met before?” I wasn’t backward in coming forward when I was young!

“Because we only moved around here three months ago, that’s why. And my name isn’t Legs - it’s Sharon, but 
friends call me by my middle name - Anne.”

“And what shall I call you, then?” 
“I think…I think you can call me anytime,” she said with a smile.



And that’s how it all began. Anne and Terry, Terry and Anne – true love, pure and simple. She wasn’t my first girl-
friend but she was the first to make my heart skip a beat whenever we met. For the next two years we were an ‘item’ – a 
precious one at that; sweethearts, not lovers. Not because I had no ambitions in that direction – like all young men I had 
‘eyes on the prize’. But she was too young.  

“Don’t worry, I’ll tell you when the time’s right,” she told me more than once.
Anne was different from any other girl I’d met – or was likely to for that matter. Most days she was quiet, almost 

shy; but she had a temper that could erupt without warning. Saint or sinner, devil or angel; it was sometimes hard to tell. 
We argued – she cried; we made up – she smiled and forgave me. And yet, when younger brother David bad-mouthed her 
one day, she broke his arm with a cricket bat. “Serves him right,” she said later, “cheeky little sod.” No half measures with 
Sharon Anne!

Anne’s mother, Megan, a buxom, red haired woman, also had a fiery temper – a temper that had driven her husband 
from their inner-city property three years before, never to return. Anne rarely mentioned her absent father, but when she 
did the hurt in her dark brown eyes was plain to see.  

“They fought like cat and dog and one day he just walked out,” she told me, “never even said goodbye . I don’t 
blame him for leaving though; my mother can be a real bitch at times.”

“Where is he now?” I asked.
“Who knows? Who cares? I don’t,” she said. I said nothing – but I knew better. Soon after their move to the coun-

try, Joe Kennedy, a local farmer with an iffy reputation, entered Anne’s world. Although he was married and owned the 
largest farm in the area, Joe was always happy to plough another man’s field if the gate was left unlocked. And Megan, 
with her looks intact and her husband gone, was exactly the type of fertile ground he was looking for. 

It was a wet autumn morning when I first met Joe. Megan was in town, David at school, so Anne and I were alone 
in the house for once – but not for long. We were on the sofa sharing a cuddle and a Coke when a well-built unshaven man 
burst into the room. He looked at us through bleary eyes.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he asked. “Who’s he, and where’s your mother?”
“This is Terry, my boyfriend, and Megan’s not here. She’s gone to town,” Anne said, a hint of panic in her voice.
He glared at me with ill-disguised contempt before saying: “I’m out of cigarettes, Anne. Run to the shop and get me 

a packet while I have a chat with lover-boy.”
Anne jumped to her feet, Coke bottle in her hand. “I’m going nowhere, and you leave him alone or you’ll be sorry. 

Megan will be back soon and, anyway; you better watch your step – Terry’s dad’s a policeman.”
I sat there in a daze, scarcely able to believe my ears.
 “A copper’s son is he,” Joe replied, pushing my girlfriend aside. “I’m going – but I’ll be back.”
I listened to the sound of footsteps crunching down the garden path and the slamming of a car door before I dared 

say a word. “Who the hell was that? And what was all that rubbish about my dad being a copper? You know he works in a 
bank,” I said at last.

“Forget it, that’s my mother’s new bit of rough. He likes to think he can take the place of dad, but he’s not my father 
– no way. And listen Terry; Joe can get nasty when he’s had a drink. Don’t ever call at the house if you see his car parked 
outside.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” I said, and, sure enough, that was the first and last time I came anywhere near Joe Kennedy.
From that day on we sheltered from rainy days in Bob’s, a greasy spoon café where we sipped coffee and listened 

to the jukebox. When the days got warmer we wandered alongside a moody river to an old water mill. The roof had col-
lapsed long ago but the stout brick walls still stood the test of time, and by that old mill we dreamed our teenage dreams. 
What neither of us realised was that those idyllic summer days marked a turning point in both our lives. Soon Anne had 
swapped school for a job in a bookshop while I wangled my way into Art College – which is where I met Karen…

*****
Uh oh, three’s a crowd. Read the whole story to find out how Terry made it a more comfortable twosome by downloading 
this issue from the Android or Apple app when it becomes available for only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofsto-

ries.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 
Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.

Michael first tried his hand at writing several years ago. Since then his articles and stories have been published in magazines ranging from The Erotic 
Review to Family Tree. as well as Pages Of Stories. Now retired, he lives with his wife, Nita, in the same small Warwickshire village where he was born.   



The Great 
Choreographer

By Janice Law

Illustration by Dan Webster

The great choreographer is at work on The Furies, the last act of her tril-
ogy, The House of Atreus. Hands up, elbows out, Madame pulls down 

unimaginable sorrows from the speckled ceiling tiles of the studio. Dressed 
in black practice tights and a cut off sweatshirt, Neil watches her every 
movement, watches her arms, the tilt of her pelvis, the placement of her feet, 
the angle of her jaw. All the time he is counting, feeling the pulse of the ac-
tion and the timing of each gesture, so that when she stops and nods, he can 
repeat her movements exactly.

Behind him, Amy stretches her arms behind her back. An angelic 
counterpart to his anguish or the very breath of his nightmare, she advances, 
her precise steps at once forceful and dainty, while Madame stands with her 
hands on her hips, watching. When they finish the sequence, she nods and 
mimes applause, then gestures for Amy and begins demonstrating the next 
movements, stretching her aging body, arching her feet, becoming, in the 
curious way that has never ceased to fascinate Neil, a different, larger, more beautiful creature.

He realizes that she’s found a new inspiration, a new Muse, in Amy. Neil’s watched the Fury role grow over the 
course of the dance until it’s become a brilliant conception. And, in the opening act, having Amy dance one of the mur-
dered children, that’s very good, very appropriate, the kind of insightful compression and amalgamation that Madame is 
known for. The stamp of genius.

Neil pulls up his shoulders and stretches the tight muscles across his back. He’s been stamped by genius, too, in 
more ways than one, and despite the best efforts of the physio, his back tightens up. Maybe a disk. Neil should have 
X-rays, a CAT or a MIRV or whatever; he should find out for sure, but he knows what that would mean. Knowing, as 
opposed to surmising, changes everything. He can’t bear to know yet, even though some of the lifts are pure agony, even 
though he finds himself watching Amy as if every ounce she gains will shorten his life.

When Madame first broached the dance, Neil thought maybe he’d draw Agamemnon, the dignified King, who pa-
rades around until he’s butchered in his bath by his wife and her lover. In that role, only the peculiar pas de deux with the 
prophetic Cassandra poses any real physical challenge. But when he suggested the part to Madame, she shook her head. 
She needed him for Orestes. “A more complex role,” she said in her raspy, under used voice and fixed him with her dark, 
hypnotic eyes. She needed him. 

So Neil tucks in his buttocks and stretches his lower back. The great choreographer has created six major roles for 
him in ten years, and he’s danced a dozen others, made them his own. He’s had a good career which can be stretched a 
little further with the right parts. Neil knows he could dance the Agamemnon until he’s fifty. Maybe longer. But not Or-
estes. Orestes will be the summit of his career and maybe its finale. Orestes is like climbing Mt. Everest without oxygen.

Neil smiles when he thinks of that. He likes the phrase. When he’s interviewed, that’s what he will say, for Neil 
Hernandez, warrior of the arts and survivor of genius, can always produce quotes capable of le grand jete from dull 
columns of print into subheads and picture captions. If Orestes wrecks his back beyond redemption, Neil thinks he might 
write his memoirs. And maybe if he starts writing his memoirs, Madame will see the point of making some nice Agamem-
non-type roles for him.



She claps her hands. Again. Neil straightens his back, shrugging off the mortal coil of strained muscles and tem-
peramental disks, to reach his marks: entry of Orestes within sight of the temple of Athena, portrait of a man leaving myth 
and nature for history and justice.

Madame claps her hands once and gestures to Tashawn McClure, the pianist who has been waiting patiently, read-
ing scores at the Steinway. A soft patter in the keys for the quiet end of a long journey, for an exhausted man crossing a 
desolate plain. But lurking in those minor bass chords is the leitmotif of the Fury, prancing now, deceptively light and 
graceful, the Fury, who will transform herself with the increasingly harsh dissonances into the horror of blood vengeance. 

To encourage Amy, Madame turns her hands to claws and sweeps her long, thin arms like whips. And for Neil, she 
hunches her shoulders, clenches her arms to indicate stronger gestures. Yes! For an instant, the great choreographer’s face 
is radiant. Yes! 

At that moment, the studio door opens and Maeve, the company’s publicist, appears against the hall lights. Madame 
stops, looks at her; Maeve nods and the brilliant happiness ebbs from Madame’s face.

“Enough for today,” she says. 
Neil has started on a glide path toward Tashawn, whom he adores, when Madame touches his shoulder. “See me,” 

she says. 
So instead of going out for pasta with Tashawn, Neil finds himself in Madame’s cramped little office, where the 

great choreographer, her face, thin, tragic and shrewd, says, “We have a trouble.” Madame speaks remarkably little and 
her English is curious though she grew up in Billerica, not far from his own home. 

Neil sits down and moves his shoulders slightly. He thinks that she is dissatisfied, that his lifts are not as smooth as 
they should be, that he’s moving a little stiffly. 

Madame is silent for a moment, then, “Caro is dead,” she says heavily. “She had been ill a long time. Maeve just 
brought me word.”

*****
This is significant. Find out why by downloading this issue from the Androide or Apple app when it becomes available for 

only $4.99. Or send an email to info@pagesofstories.com to get a printed copy for only $9.99 + tax + shipping. 
Get your fiction fix with this story and many others in this issue of Ficta Fabula.
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