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Publisher’s
Say

Photo by BellaTasha Images; bellatasha_images@hotmail.com

Hello Everyone!

 Autumn is here and the year is
now ¾ over! That’s hard to believe. I
feel like I’m still recovering from last
Christmas and now it’s almost upon us
again.
 This last year has been very busy
and exciting and we’ve accomplished a
great deal. We’ve read work from so
many talented authors and been able
to publish some pretty fantastic stories.
We had our launch in April to celebrate
our first anniversary, and in the next
two weeks our very first War edition
will be coming out in both printed and
electronic formats.
 The war edition opened my eyes to
all the strife in the world and how
people see these troubles and how
they get through them. It is an edition
that I think will not only touch your
heart but bring you understanding and
awareness like it did for me. It had
such an impact that we’ve decided to
make it an annual event.
 The news that will have the biggest
impact though, is that we are taking a
hiatus for two issues. Over the last 18
months our knowledge base has grown
significantly and we need a moment to
catch up. This is a very difficult thing to
do when you’re still running the
business.
 Creatively, there won’t be any
changes. I’m very happy with how the
magazine looks. What I need to do is
learn how to promote it better with the
technology available to us.
 It will give me an opportunity to
make a few changes on the website
too. I’ll be able to get that author page
up that I’ve been talking about for so
many months. It will also give me the
opportunity to change a couple of other

things on the website, but the look
won’t change at all. My dog and cat will
still be there waiting for you to sit down
and have a good read.
 This hiatus actually works out to be
about 2 or 3 weeks for me, I’m hoping
that Gary and I will spend that time
sitting on a beach somewhere in the
Caribbean. Lately we’ve been talking
about St. Lucia, but who knows where
we’ll end up.
 I can honestly say that I’m already
missing the direct interaction that I
would have with the authors. But, the
blog and the Facebook page will still
be active so please feel free to send
messages or comment on whatever
takes your fancy.
 Before we go, we’re going with a
bang in this issue. We finally get to
read the conclusion of Leigh Lundin’s
fantastic mystery. You’ll find part III of
Untenable on page 20. For the first
time in Pages Of Stories history, we’ve
brought you a story that was a
collaborative effort by two very talented
tale tellers. Angeline Adams and
Remco van Straten created The Old
Man and the Mountain. I’ve never read
anything like this before and they kept
me captivated throughout.
 Donna Fawcett is turning into one
of our regular contributors with her
work Salad Anyone? I was completely
mystified as to whodunit until the end.
And then of course, it seems obvious.
We have a newcomer to Pages Of
Stories with L. Jaye Fisher. The Hunt
not only makes you realize the fragility
of life but helps you appreciate the
strength and bravery of those living
with disease. And what can I say about
another newcomer in Patsy Collins.
We learn about what real love means
to a nephew raised by his uncle. Read

Uncle’s House to its end. It will be
worth your while.
 Rita Elliott’s Best Friends at
Christmas reminds us that sometimes
your friends do become your family.
Take a look at it and see why.
Christine Sutton not only writes two of
our War edition stories but also found
time to write Shanks’s Pony. The story
takes place in a province in the center
of Canada - and just happens to be
where I was born and raised. She does
a marvellous job of showing how
romance can happen in the darndest of
places.
 Sylvia Reeve returns to us with
The Boy Next Door, and Bernadette
James makes me cry with Not Alone. It
is a complete contrast to the story that
follows it - The Prize - by Dawn
Geddes. Tyra Masters-Heinrichs has
crafted a heck of a tale in That Love
Thing, it’s an out of this world almost
love story. Our narrator is a character
herself and fortunately for us the
libations kept flowing so that she could
get the whole thing out! The Bavarian
by Karen Snape-Williams takes us
through a bit of a battle during WWII,
where she skillfully shows us that
sometimes a friend isn’t a friend and
an enemy isn’t an enemy. Michael
Shell gives us The Door Between Mary
and it’s one of the best ghost stories
I’ve read. You need to read until the
end though as that last paragraph is
critical. Revenge is another fabulous
tale by Stanley Wright. Revenge is not
for the faint of heart.
 Enjoy! Happy reading!

Darlene Poier, Publisher
www.pagesofstories.com
Stories Worth Reading
info@pagesofstories.com

http://www.pagesofstories.com
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The Old Man and the Mountain
By Angeline B. Adams  and Remco van Straten

Angeline B. Adams is interested in
history, folklore and storytelling, which
lead her to seek out ways of bringing
the past to life into the minds of today's
audiences. This is the key theme of the
young adult novel she's working on,
"The Storm House".

Remco van Straten travelled exten-
sively through Europe before settling in
Belfast in 2005. He loves telling stories,
which he does with words and paint.
Together they write for various North-
ern Irish publications on the arts, cul-
ture and media.

T he village hall had been
emptied of garlands and
streamers. The remnants
of the banquet had been

removed, and the chairs placed back at
their usual stations. Windows were
opened to let out the smell of stale
beer and sweat, and let in fresh sea
air. The surviving glasses and cups,
their dregs of beer and tea now in the
slop bucket, waited in the kitchen to be
cleaned. The hurdy gurdy man had
long ago collected his reward for a
night’s playing, and then disappeared
into the hills with his dog cart, to the
next wedding, fair or wake.
 It was early morning, and the party
was over. Having had only a few hours
of sleep, two families gathered at the
crossroads to send the newlyweds on
their way: two mothers, two fathers,
and the bride’s younger brother and
sister. The young bride, Catriona,
shifted from foot to foot while her
mother arranged her dress and travel
cloak just-so. All layers, frills and
ribbons, Catriona’s dress was an
elaboration on the one worn by her
mother, a little more than sixteen years
earlier. Catriona loved it, and while her
mother sewed she had hovered near
constantly. This was an important
morning for her, and the memory,

having to last a lifetime, had to be
perfect, with no detail out of place.
The children, heedless of the
importance of the moment, ran around
and got in the way. Catriona pulled a
face and groaned as her father
secured her pack.
 “You carry your load, girl,” he
admonished. He glanced over as
Colm, his new son-in-law, had the
straps of his pack checked by his own
father. The boy looked panic-stricken.
Colm’s mother scanned the sky with
red-rimmed eyes. A somewhat nervous
woman, she had not slept at all. She
had cried throughout the wedding
ceremony and feast, and still could
barely hold back the tears for her wean
who was leaving home.
 Catriona’s father turned to his wife,
the hastily up-curved points of his
moustache gleaming with oil in the
dawn light. He rubbed his forehead and
scowled.
 “Look at him - his head’s barely
grown to match the size of his ears! It’ll
be a miracle if Catriona makes it back
from the Mountain alive with him at her
side.”
 The woman stopped fussing and
looked daggers at her husband.
“They’re married now. And I seem to
remember your own moustache being
just a wee wisp on your lip when we
made the trek ourselves. Now, you
make sure all the things for him up
there are packed.”
 Her husband’s reply was
interrupted by an excited cry.
 “There it is!”
 It was Colm’s mother. She pointed
above them. They looked up and saw a
falcon circle, then take off towards the
west, towards the mountain range that
loomed grey against the horizon. She
gripped her son’s sleeve.
 “Now the Old Man will know you’re
coming!”
 Colm nodded slowly.

*****

 Up on the mountain, the Old Man
gazed out of the tower-house window .
Below him, a sheer cliff plunged to a
slope where shrubs had managed to
gain a foothold; lower still there were fir
trees, stretching to the valley below. He
saw the river like a pink ribbon in the
morning sun, sometimes broadening,
then narrowing. Behind it a hilly ridge
formed a threshold to the mountain
range. His failing eyes could just make
out where the dense forest that
covered the ridge broke up in clumps
of wood between tilled land and
pasture. He couldn’t see the
farmsteads with their barns and the
string of small villages that were dotted
against the inland sea, but he knew
they were there. He also knew the
mountain range behind him, a huge
wall between the world of men and the
unknown. He inhaled deeply and
caught either a whiff of sea air, or the
memory of it.

What power does the man on the
mountain have?

Download the current issue and find
out.
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Salad Anyone?
By Donna Fawcett

Donna Fawcett (Donna Dawson) is the
creative writing instructor for Fanshawe
College in London, Ontario. Her
writings cover many genres and
markets from romance to suspense
and from short story to creative non-
fiction. Donna’s suspense novel
Vengeance won two national awards in
the 2009 The Word Guild awards.
2011 has seen the release of her fifth
novel entitled Rescued and her CD of
songs entitled ‘Searching for the Son’.
Donna speaks at writing conferences
and motivational events. Donna has
been published multiple times in
‘Pages Of Stories’. For more on Donna
visit www.donnafawcett.com

*****

I  knew it was the salad but I
just didn’t know how it was
the salad. The blood work
clearly showed that Delilah

Buffet was poisoned and the stomach
contents divulged that it was the salad
that did it. My buddy, Duley Callendar,
in pathology did his best to find a stray
leaf or berry left behind from the
murder weapon of choice — Atropa
Belladonna also known as deadly
nightshade — but sift as he may there
was nothing but lettuce, tomatoes,
cucumbers and the ingredients for an
oil and vinegar dressing. Made a
person want to consider a more
carnivorous diet.
 I probably should go back to the
beginning. Delilah Buffet was well
known in the area and had been a
fixture for 70 odd years — ‘odd’ being
the operative word. She’d had quite a
colourful youth and there were rumours
of a number of children bearing very
different physical features from one
another. In her later years, she had
toned down enough to be given the
neighbourhood moniker of ‘Granny B’.
She lived in a small, well-worn cottage
at the end of the road. When I say
‘end’ I literally mean ‘end’. Where the

road boasted newer, larger homes on
either of its sides, Delilah’s shack was
parked as though to stop the progress
of the road — right at its headway.
Delilah had no intention of letting
anyone tear it down either — no matter
what money was offered or threats
were made.
 It made her a prime candidate for
murder if you thought about it. You
have the contractor who can’t expand
the subdivision because he can’t
expand the road. You have the
neighbours who, while having affection
for Delilah on the surface made it quite
clear that her youthful wantonness
hadn’t been forgotten or forgiven. Then
you have Delilah’s children, now in
their middle years, who seemed to
come and go on rare occasion. The
rumours carried on to state that the
visits were for nothing more than to fill
wallets that had been emptied on
frivolities.
 I suppose finding out who made
the salad should be the priority on my
list but everyone in the neighbourhood
swore that Delilah made the salad so
that’s a moot point. Where the
ingredients came from had me baffled
even more so. The local grapevine
informed me that Delilah had a ragged
patch of dirt behind her shack and that
patch of dirt was filled with rows of
vegetables. Everything with the
exception of the salad dressing had
come from her backyard.
 I pondered the one question that
the neighbours were able to answer.
Why had no one else died? After
seeing her digs I could believe what
the party host, Eileen Chidderley, had
whispered to me from behind her
gloved hand.
 “No one will touch the food she
brings. She’s not exactly—clean—the
poor dear.” I had looked into her dark
pupils, dilated and deep, and seen
what? Pity? Maybe. Either way I had to

agree with the regal Eileen. Delilah
hadn’t been the poster child for good
hygiene.
 So it left me with the ‘how’, ‘why’
and ‘who’ of the investigation. I figured
if I could discover how she managed to
create her own toxic salad I would
know the rest.
 A survey of the neighbours, the
developer and the few family members
I’d managed to scrounge addresses for
left me with a fairly good character
sketch of the old girl. Not very clean.
Not very bright. Friendly to within an
inch of annoying. And stubborn to the
point of unreason. I suggested the
possibility of suicide and each person
within hearing distance snorted their
derision. The contractor said it best.
 “That old bat had every intention of
living forever. Even boasted about it.
Told me I’d never live long enough to
see her property up for sale. That one
had no thoughts of suicide. Too
stubborn for that.”

If it wasn’t suicide by salad, then how
did Delilah Buffet die?

The answers are in the current issue.
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The Hunt
By L. Jaye Fisher

L. Jaye Fisher is a “fantasy” writer -
she’s always been writer in her
fantasies! A competitive horsewoman
for most of her life, she has put that on
hold while raising a family. She lives on
an Alberta farm with her husband and
two sons in search of her next cup of
coffee, trying to carve out some time to
write and get back into riding.

*****

“Y ou can’t go, Lizzy,” my
aunt protested.

 “Why not?” I demanded.
 “The funeral was only two days
ago,” was her reply.
 “And why does that mean I can’t
go today?”
 “Well,” Aunt Elizabeth started.
“Because…”
 “Because it’s not a suitable thing to
do while grieving? I did my grieving a
long time ago, and today I’m going
hunting,” I replied with finality. I
gathered up my navy riding coat and
black velvet helmet. Turning on the
heel of my tall, shining black boot, I
marched out of the kitchen, leaving my
aunt gesturing with futility at my
actions.
 On the drive to the barn, I became
aware of the hole where my heart used
to be. The heart that was torn from my
chest the moment that Lara, my
identical twin sister, was diagnosed
with Huntington’s disease. I knew what
it meant. Death. For her, and
eventually for me.
 As young teens, we watched our
once robust father succumb to the
ravages of The Hunt, as he called it.
First the tremors weren’t so bad. But
then came the rigidity. And the memory
loss. Finally, the pneumonia hit,
mercifully ending his suffering. After
that, Lara and I went to live with our
aunt, Dad’s sister, the one who I was
named after. She grieved with us, but
she never got Hunted.

 But Lara did. And so will I.
Autosomal dominant inheritance
guaranteed that.
 Hadn’t we had enough difficulties?
Our mother died shortly after we were
born. Dad raised us by himself, with a
little help from Aunt Elizabeth when
advice on “girl stuff” was needed. But
most of the time it was just us; us and
the horses. Dad grew up around them
and he did whatever he could to
ensure that Lara and I could too.

This is a touching tale of two sisters and one disease. Find
out how they deal with it.

It’s all in the current issue.
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Uncle’s House
By Patsy Collins

Patsy Collins lives on the south coast
of England. Over 150 of her short sto-
ries have been published in the UK,
Ireland, Australia - and now Canada.
Patsy maintains a blog about her writ-
ing, gardening, cakes, ships and other
random stuff at Patsy-
Collins.blogspot.com. She doesn't
keep cats.

*****

I  looked at the house and
then back to the real estate
agents notes in my hands.
Could this dingy depressing

place really be worth $340,000? That
sum of money would make a huge
difference to my business. I was doing
OK but a cash injection like that would
put me on a whole new level. Help pick
me up, as Uncle Alfred would say. I
walked on to my Uncle’s house just
three doors down. His was the end of
the row, a little larger, a little more
valuable.
 Uncle Alfred greeted me eagerly.
“Oh, Tony my boy, it’s so long since I
saw you.” I had anticipated such a
remark and he must have seen a
reaction in my face.
 He rushed on, “Oh don’t worry,
boy. I know how it is, you’re a busy lad.
I’m glad to see you whenever you're
able to spare the time.”
 He ushered me in, hung up my
jacket and took my case upstairs. He
fussed about, fretting over pillows and
extra blankets. I don’t know why, the
old boy has probably been preparing
for my visit since I phoned him last
week. Downstairs he makes tea; too
strong and too sweet. He asks if I'm
hungry and I offer to get fish and chips
for us both. He's suitably grateful.
Truth is there’s no way I would eat any
of the overcooked rubbish he would
dish up. It was bad enough having the
depressing atmosphere of old age and
poverty entering through my eyes,
nose and ears. I would not swallow it

down inside my expensively cared for
fit, young body.
 “Oh, thanks for the money towards
the roof my, boy,” he mumbled as he
put our food onto plates.
 I told him it was nothing and this
was nearly true. What was a couple of
hundred quid to protect my
inheritance? When I sent the cheque
I'd done it really to keep the old boy
quiet and to ease my conscience too, I
suppose. If I'd seen those real estate
agent's details earlier I would have
written it with less regret for the nice
dinner that it could have bought.
Having to boycott the night-club for one
night was a small price to pay for
ensuring my uncle had a sound roof
over his home. My home too I
suppose, he'd taken me in after my
father was sent to prison. My mother
had been able to cope with mixing a
vodka martini but not with making a
sandwich for my lunch.
 Uncle had told me very little about
my parents except that I should not be
ashamed. I was his boy now and
everything would be all right. It had
never occurred to me before to be
ashamed of my parents. They'd both
been rich, successful, well dressed.
They had loads of friends and I had
everything I wanted, even if it was the
home help or Dad's pa who provided it
and sent in a bill. My parents were
busy, of course and spent more time
with their friends than with me, but
when they returned they always had
gifts for me. Then Dad got caught out
in his latest scam. Of course I was
ashamed then; he was a failure and I
had to go and live with his hard up,
boring, brother. My Uncle Alfred was
always there for me. I couldn't get
away from him as he tried to make up
for my careless upbringing and the loss
of my parents. Eventually I gained a
grudging respect for him. I followed his
advice to ‘pick myself up and carry on.'
I worked hard at school and started a

respectable, honest, investment
business. I wouldn't make my father's
mistake, I always stayed technically, if
not ethically, within the law.
 I showed my uncle the real estate
agents details for his neighbour’s
house. He was full of regret that
another set of the ‘old originals’ was
moving away. Like him, Mr. and Mrs.
Blenkinsopp had moved into the street
when it was newly built. They were
moving out into sheltered
accommodation now.
 “That’s why the house is being
sold. Cost a fortune these places,
there’ll be nothing left for the kids in a
year or two. Doesn’t seem right.”
 “That doesn’t matter though, the
money I mean. As long as their parents
are happy and well looked after I’m
sure the family don’t begrudge a bit of
cash.” I said what I hoped he wanted to
hear.

There’s nothing like family
watching over those that have
cared for them.

There’s more to this nephew
than meets the eye.

Read on in the current issue.

http://Patsy-Collins.blogspot.com
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Best Friends at Christmas
By Rita Elliott

After a decade in the media, Rita
became an English lecturer at the local
FE college, a personal tutor in the
evenings and an A Level examiner in
between.  She has worked in Australia,
America and Japan but now lives in
North Wales with her husband,
children, goldfish and black Labrador.

She enjoys impersonating accents,
cheering her sons on at football and, of
course, writing lots of short stories.

*****

“A  toast!” Cath smiles as
six manicured hands lift
champagne flutes.

  “To best friends at Christmas. May
we each survive the kitchen, the
returns’ queues and the cold!”
 “Cheers!” we chorus. Crystal clinks
and the laughter begins.
 We’ve been meeting for Christmas
Eve lunch for over fifteen years. In
terms of festive preparations it’s too
late to go shopping and too early to
start cooking, so we head out to be
pampered instead with good food,
some good wine and best of all, good
friends.
 As the starters are cleared two of
our number bemoan the difficulties of
buying presents for teenaged
grandchildren.
 “It’s the husbands who are difficult
to buy for,” a third protests. “Arthur left
a note out for Santa Clause asking for
a more domesticated, sweeter
tempered, less domineering, younger
wife! I’ve tried everywhere,” she
explains.
 “What about the internet?” Helen
suggests as we fall in giggles on
platters placed by waitresses trying to
suppress their own smiles.
 On the other side of the table, Sue
looks distracted. She and her husband
are still grieving their son’s divorce
from the daughter-in-law they adored. I
recognise that pain, mourning a future

you had assumed: grandchildren,
babysitting, family Christmases.
 Two years after Bob died, our only
daughter, Stephanie, and her husband,
Nathan, left for Australia. Nathan’s a
sport scientist and was awarded a five
year research post at Macquarie
University. They phone-in regular
updates and send photographs of
Sydney: the harbour, the Opera
House, the bridge, the northern
beaches. Ordinarily, I might say that
five years is not the end of the world,
but Ella, our only grandchild, makes
every week feel like eternity.
 I have been over: twice. The place
is beautiful and they have settled very
well. Ella has an unmistakable Aussie
twang and a tan almost as dark as her
long-limbed, beach-blonde parents. An
outdoor life suits all three. They’re
each fanatical about sport, especially
swimming in the surf. I’m panic-
stricken just watching. The ocean
waves can be house-sized but Ella
bibs up and down like golden cork.
Fearless, she dives under or glides
over the swell, gifting a smile back to
shore now and then. She knows the
white-water-dumpers and the sand-
lifting-rollers from the body-surfing
smooth-tops that bring her back to the
shore.
 They’re not going to come home. I
can feel it. And although I can visit, the
journey back brings me to my knees.

This Christmas is special.

It’s all in the Current issue.
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Shanks’s Pony
By Christine Sutton

Chris Sutton’s early stories were
written for her son and intended only to
be told to him at bedtime. It was her
partner Peter’s suggestion that she
should submit them that gave her the
confidence to try and she says no one
was more surprised than her when a
children's magazine agreed to publish
them! Since then her stories and
articles for adults and children have
been published in magazines all
around the world.

*****

“I ’m gonna be late, I’m
gonna be late, I’m
gonna be late.”

Meg stepped from the shower,
the words rattling through her brain like
an old bus on a potholed highway. The
very kind of bus she was about to
miss, in fact, and on ‘Team Talk’ Friday
of all days, too. Now that Clyde F.
Danson, founder of industrial clothing
and uniform company CFD, had
stepped down in favour of his
grandson, the smarmy as an oil-slick
Charles, things in the office had
changed. Where Clyde had integrity
and old world charm, Charles took a
very different tack, particularly with
regard to the female staff.
 Initially, his promotion to the
boardroom had seemed like an
inspired idea, until Chaz had started
taking his granddaddy’s fatherly
approach to the PAs and secretaries to
a whole new level. When his clumsy
attempts at seduction had failed his
manner quickly hardened into petulant
tyranny. Now, anyone dipping out on
his monthly ‘team talks’ for anything
less than severe personal injury was
committing professional suicide and
since bills didn’t pay themselves, Meg
knew that unless and until something
better came along she had no choice
but to dance to Chaz’s tune – from the
safe distance of the far side of her
desk.

 Flinging the towel on the unmade
bed she rummaged in her underwear
drawer for a set that vaguely matched.
Not that she expected anyone to see
them but like her mom always said, the
thing about accidents was that you
never knew when they were going to
happen. One minute your smalls were
sticking to their job description of
simply being underwear, the next some
nurse is cutting off your clothing and,
bingo, there’s your old grey panties
and baggy bra on show for the world to
see. And that’s no way to impress the
George Clooney lookalike who’s trying
to save your life, is it?
 Buttoning her blouse, her eye
strayed to the bedside clock. Only
fifteen minutes to catch the bus. What
had possessed her to stay up until the
small hours watching that soppy
movie, Sleepless in Seattle? A sweet
story but so improbable; two lonely
people brought together by means of a
late night program and a small boy’s
calls. Life just wasn’t like that. In real
life people met in crowded bars and
nightclubs, the sorts of places where
everyone went looking for the same
thing and you all knew the score. The
sorts of places you hate, she thought.
 “Which might explain,” she told
herself out loud, finger-combing her
tufty blond curls, “why at twenty-eight,
an age when most women are settled
in their white picket-fenced homes and
getting on with the production of their
two-point-four children, you remain
humiliatingly, spectacularly, one
hundred percent single.”
 Pushing her feet into her new
bronze leather slip-ons, she snatched
her bag from the bedpost and tore
downstairs.
 The overnight rain had ceased and
the lane was dotted with puddles
reflecting a now cloudless Manitoba-
blue sky. They reminded her of
scattered jigsaw pieces and she
skipped across them, relishing the

smell of moist grass and damp earth.
Gorgeous mornings such as this were
what made the daily commute to the
city worthwhile.
 The road stretched ahead of her,
rutted and empty. In this vast
landscape everyone drove, and Meg
knew she was unusual in not having
learned to drive. To her the half-mile
walk past Tom Bixby’s sprawling
homestead each day, passing acres of
rustling, papery stalks, or wintry, frost-
encrusted fields, was a pleasure she
wouldn’t lightly give up. Today, though,
she broke into a run, tearing past the
golden wheat. A minute later she
slowed, her breathing ragged and her
burning heels warning of blisters the
size of dinner plates before the day
was out. She did a mental groan. Why
choose today to wear new shoes?

Meg’s not having a good start to
her day.

Find out how it gets better in the
current issue.
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Untenable
By Leigh Lundin

Part III - The Conclusion

Leigh Lundin writes for Ellery Queen
and Alfred Hitchcock Mystery Maga-
zines, as well as the short story blog,
SleuthSayers.org. When a series of
hurricanes ravaged Orlando, and left
him without power, water, and phones,
he began writing professionally. Two
years later, Leigh won the Readers
Choice Award, the first time a first-time
writer took first place in its sixty year
history. Leigh is pleased to bring us our
first serial, the previous installments
can be found in the Spring 2011 and
Summer 2011 issues of Pages Of Sto-
ries.

*****
Previously in this locked room

mystery:
Jealousy estranged Demetrius

Tantalous from his successful family.
He’s stunned when he inherits the use
of his wealthy brother’s estate with the
caveat that it remain entailed and intact
until Demetrius’ death, when his
brother’s children, Curtis, Leo, and Ni-
na will inherit. That might seem a for-
mula for murder, but Demetrius is in ill
health and all three are wealthy in their
own right.

Demetrius receives a series of in-
creasingly threatening eMails predict-
ing he’ll die at 10:10 on 10/10/10.
Defiant, he locks himself in his
brother’s hi-tech safe room, messaging
the outside world from time to time.
The next morning, he’s found dead.
His last message reads that he’s under
attack, time-stamped exactly 10:10:10.

New York Detective Dawes investi-
gates, suspecting the bitter man had
enemies. After he interviews the butler,
the maid, and the nephews, Dawes
continues inquiries.

C ultured Cuisine and Catering
turned out to be the second of
two companies Nina Tanta-

lous owned. Dawes found her in a gen-
trified Queens’ warehouse district in an
antique building called Cultured Cakes
and Cookies, where employees
propped up corn shocks, pumpkins,
and a New Yorker’s idea of a scare-
crow.

“Close the flaps,” she barked as he
climbed the back steps by the loading
docks. “Put those booties on, a hairnet,
too.”

Dawes pulled on blue paper over-
shoes, latex gloves, and a hairnet that
made him feel sillier than the men
around him who wheeled dollies and
drove fork trucks. Nina herself wore a
yellow hard hat and a tailored suit.

They passed through another set
of plastic flaps, pausing at a Halloween
themed table set up near the break
room, where employees ladled dark,
frothing liquid from a punch bowl.
“Want to try our witch’s brew?”

She handed Dawes an iced plastic
cup and took one herself. She sipped
and said to a worker, “Grape juice and
pineapple. What do you think, Saul?”

“Needs tartness, maybe dark cher-
ry or cranberry. Kids will love it.”

Dawes liked it, too. “It’s good.
What makes the punch bubble and
smoke?”

“That foaming and fog come from a
brick of dry ice in the bottom of the
punch bowl. Pretty cool, effect, huh?
As you see, I’m busy up to my eyeballs
without a lot of time.”

They passed through steel doors
where hair-netted workers machined
cookie dough onto baking sheets. Fur-
ther along, they came upon cooling
trays of pumpkin cakes and ginger-
bread. Workers slathered cookies with

orange icing as thick as the cookies
themselves, before stamping them with
a pumpkin face.

“Go ahead, sample one,” Nina
said. “I know you want to.”

Dawes grinned and picked one up,
still faintly warm from the ovens. When
he popped it into his mouth, it sur-
prised him with a burst of flavor.

Nina grinned. “The recipe that
made me famous. It’s flavored with
powdered Kool-Aid.”

She steered him past stainless
steel dishwashers to her office, a room
littered with notes, books, charts, and
chaos. Dawes counted a dozen Post-It
notes plastered to her computer bezel.

“So, Detective, what’s this about
my uncle murdered?”

Few outsiders bothered to read
autopsy reports and the detective took
the chance she hadn’t either.

“The evidence shapes up some-
one killed your uncle, cleverly, too.”

“What evidence?”
Dawes paused, deflecting the

question. “The killer was too crafty.”
“What does that mean?”
“The murderer believed in overkill.

That’s what tipped us off.”

We finally find out how this
happened and who the guilty
party is.

It’s all in the current issue.

http://www.sleuthsayers.org/
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Getting to Know...
a few of the Pages Of Stories Authors

Pages: Can you tell us a little bit about when and maybe even why you started
writing?

DF:I have always liked story telling but the real first nudge in the direction of writing
came from my high school English teacher. She had told me that if I did nothing else I
should write. It was after getting an A+ on a play I had written. It was a mystery. I
continued to read a lot but didn't really start writing professionally until my children
were entering their teens. I enjoyed the freelance magazine market and spent ten
years working casually in that market before writing my first book. It was a non-fiction
'how-to' for home teaching. Since then, I have added five novels to that collection as
well as a few anthologies. I still enjoy writing short stories and articles and will often
jockey between book manuscripts and articles or story manuscripts.

Pages: Based on your website (www.authordonnasawson.com ), you are a multi-
talented artist; including both writing and singing in your repertoire. Of those two, which is your first love?

DF: It's a hard choice. Both are very much part of what makes me--me. I have been singing solos since I was four years
old so that is second nature to me. I've been writing songs since I was 16 so the two skills are intertwined. I've spent
years without writing and I've spent years without singing. Both times were challenging to me. I think I love them both the
same.  Sorry if that was a cop-out:)

Pages: You are an accomplished author of crime and mystery as your successes
have appeared in both Ellery Queen and Alfred Hitchcock magazines. What is it that
interests you about crime and mystery?

LL: James Lincoln Warren recently said "Leigh doesn’t write so much about crime as
 he writes about injustice." Whoa. He described me better than I could. I like mystery
 puzzle, the plots, and characters, but the deepest part of me can't bear injustice.

Pages: You have a reputation for getting inside the head of women characters. How
did that come about?

LL: My professor read to the class a first person story about a woman with low
self-esteem, then asked the students to guess who wrote it. One by one, the class
checked off the women until they suddenly turned to face me and said "Leigh!" Until
that moment, I didn't consider a female PoV anything unusual. I love women, I love
watching and listening to women. Ask if I have a feminine side, I'll bristle a no. I simply
enjoy getting inside the mind of the universe's most fascinating creatures.

Donna Fawcett

Leigh Lundin
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                                                              Pages: You have written some fairly disturbing stories for Pages Of Stories. Yet
             your biography lists romance as your preferred fiction genre as well as travel and
             lifestyle for non-fiction. How do you go from that light and happy writing to
             disturbing? What, if anything, inspires the change?

             GG:I enjoy reading romance so that has been the genre I have been most
             interested in. Of the short stories I have had published, only 25% have been on the
             darker side but then, I have been writing romance for so much longer. One of the
             problems I have with writing romance is getting enough conflict into the story. I
             want everyone to be happy! I think that is why I have not had any success with the
             novels I have attempted. However, if I start out to write a more disturbing story I
             have no problem making the protagonist really nasty, or more often, troubled. In
             many ways I find it easier to write this type of story. Perhaps I should try a murder
             novel!
 Inspiration comes from life and then my imagination embroiders it! “Community Living” came from seeing a shy,
introverted young man who was living in a community house not far from where I live. Having worked in counselling, I was
aware of the difficulties faced by people with mental health problems having to move out into the community and the story
developed from there.

When did you start to make the leap (from journalism) into writing short stories?

GA: My first venture was in science fiction, about 35 years ago. When I was done,
I shoved the story in a drawer and forgot about it, because I thought the stuff was
too high-tech to be believable. It talked about click- by- click tracking of television
viewing preferences, and point- to- multi-point distribution of advertising. So, maybe
my technology estimate was a bit off.  I may dust off the story and update it for a fu-
ture issue of Pages of Stories. Without giving away too much, the central character
is an Irish mystic IT person for a large corporation, who takes drastic revenge for his
forced retirement.
 About eight years ago, I was seriously ill and was off work for nearly two months
during the dead of winter. I don’t do sick, and I was going nuts just sitting around. I
spent a lot of time looking out the living room window, and writing stories in my head, later transcribing them to paper.

Have you ever combined what you’ve seen in the news with what you write in your stories?
GA: There’s often a link of some kind, although it may be quite tenuous. Sometimes it’s just a matter of taking a look and
saying “What would happen if we spin the facts this way.” George Will Never Know was one such story.
 The factual basis for Name’s Sean is that I was once a 14-year-old paper boy in a small town. Beyond that, it’s pure
invention.
 On another story, I hit a block, wondering where to go with one of the characters. One Saturday afternoon, while
waiting to pick up my daughter from theatre class in a rather seedy part of town, I saw this hollow-eyed man loping down
the street towards me, and I knew…that was him….the one I’d been waiting for, and the rest of the story fell into place in
less than an hour.

Gordon Arnold

Gladys Gregg
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The Boy Next Door
By Sylvia Reeve

Sylvia Reeve has regular columns in
two monthly magazines as well as
individual articles. She has a poem
published in the ‘Derbyshire Anthology’
and has written a biography of her
multi-handicapped foster son as well
as two other novels. Now retired in
Derbyshire with her husband, she
manages her progressive lung disease
and continually writes. Pages Of
Stories has proudly published Sylvia’s
work a number times.

*****

S haron shook her head in
dismay.

 "I will never understand you.” Her
words directed at the innocent face of
the man standing meekly in front of
her. His mop of unruly ginger curls
framed his face and as he bent his
head down, not wishing to have eye
contact with her, the glow from the
spotlight shining down, lit up his hair
like golden fleece.
  "Why? You might have just
passed up the chance of a lifetime;
what is it you’re afraid of?” She
clenched her fist in frustration. "You
are the most unpredictable,
indecisive—" she stopped herself
before she added the word ‘wimp’.
“Colin, when are you going to get
another chance like this?” She felt like
shaking him.
 Colin just scuffed his feet and
pushed his hands deep into his
pockets, trying to think of a plausible
answer, which would satisfy the young
woman throwing all these questions at
him. He lifted his head, took a deep
breath, and said.
 "I don't know; I just can't bring
myself to commit the next five years,
especially when my heart wouldn't be
in the job."
 He was currently employed by a
firm of accountants, having climbed the
promotion ladder with great speed, due

to his accuracy and conscientiousness,
together with his pleasant manner.
 He had just told Sharon, that he'd
been offered and, turned down, a
position as head of a new branch due
to open shortly. The problem for him
was that not only was it not local to
where he worked now, but it was on
the other side of the world, New York
to be exact. The Big Apple and heart of
business finance. At one time he would
have jumped at the chance of such a
step up, but over the last few years, his
enthusiasm had depleted. He still did a
good and conscientious job, but his
heart was pulling him away from high
finance, to what he wasn't sure but he
felt positive that he didn’t want to take
this job. He would be suffocated
cooped up in an office, especially if it
was part of a high-rise building. Not
even a panoramic view of Central
Park, or Manhattan, not to mention the
whole of New York, could tempt him. In
truth, he couldn’t explain why, but
lately he’d been drawn to the
countryside.
  That’s where he’d grown up - the
country - at least since he was adopted
at the age of two. He never knew his
real parents, or where he had been
born. They had died in an air crash and
fortunately, he had not been travelling
with them. His grandmother, who had
been caring for him during their
absence, tragically suffered a fatal
heart attack on hearing of the death of
her daughter and son in law. There
were no other immediate relatives to
look after him, so he was placed with
foster parents. They ultimately adopted
him; and although he was told of his
background, he never asked them
about his birth family, because they
were his mum and dad and he had
loved them. However, they had passed
away and Colin was once again an
‘orphan’ and despite being twenty-nine
years old, it still made him feel very
alone.

 He had taken a few girls out in his
youth, but after his parents died, he
couldn't bring himself to form a
permanent relationship. Everyone
close to him had gone from his life
forever. He could barely remember his
birth parents, just little things his father
had said when he put him to bed and
the gentle voice of his mother as she
sang him a lullaby. He was grateful for
these - albeit sparse - memories.

What does Colin eventually
decide? What does Sharon do?
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Not Alone
By Bernadette James

Bernadette James lives in Surrey,
England. She has had numerous short
stories published in women’s
magazines in the UK and abroad and
has been published in several short
story anthologies. She has also been
placed or shortlisted in competitions
both for poetry and for short fiction.

*****

A  cold grey light filtered
through the half open
blinds and fell onto the
worn bedspread.

‘November weather,’ thought Abigail.
‘Some things never change.’ She
looked at her husband, lying silently
against the pillows, and listened to the
constant beep of the machine next to
him. There was no change there either,
not for three days now. Was it really
only three days since the accident? It
seemed like an eternity – an eternity of
waiting, watching, false alarms and
false hope. She rested her hand on his
and thought how small he looked, so
small for such a big man.
 It was partly his height that had
attracted her that day on the beach,
New Year’s Day, nearly thirty-eight
years ago. She had been wrapped up
tightly against the January cold, hands
dug deep into pockets and her face
barely visible over the thick scarf. A
bracing walk to shake off the
claustrophobia of a Christmas with the
family, too close, too loud, too
enquiring – that had been all she had
expected. And when she had seen the
three of them, practically naked,
running towards the waves, such
freedom and laughter, she had
laughed too. Lunatics! Jim’s six foot
four inch frame held him apart from the
others and she watched as he threw
back his head and screamed as the icy
water hit his body. So full of life.
 A nurse entered the ward and
approached Jim, checking the
machine, plumping his pillows.

 “Still here then,” she joked kindly.
“I’m going off shift now, but I expect I’ll
see you tomorrow.”
 “Yes, I expect so,” said Abigail
quietly. “Thank you.” She returned her
gaze to Jim and thought back over
their life together.
 Jim had caught her eye as he left
the water and had given her a cheeky
wave. Although Abigail had feigned
nonchalance, she was pleased that he
had noticed her and even more so
when he had turned up at the village
hall two days later and asked her to
dance. This time it was she who was
more lightly clothed, in the Mary Quant
dress that had been her favourite,
while he looked uncomfortable in a
heavy suit.
 “Hello,” he had said. “I almost
didn’t recognise you with your clothes
off.”
 And they had laughed together at
his weak joke and talked about his
mates and the bet that had driven them
to their New Year frolics. She had told
him about her family, how, as much as
she loved them, she longed to get
away, have some fun, do her own
lunatic things.
 “Do them with me,” he had said,
and she knew that she would.

For a couple as close as they are, how do they get over
this?

Find out the surprising turn of events in the Current
issue.



© 2011 Pages Of Stories Inc.15

The Prize
By Dawn Shannon Geddes

Dawn lives in the sometimes sunny
town of Carnoustie, Scotland with her
husband and young daughter. She has
been writing fiction since she was a
teenager. Before Dawn had her
daughter, she gained a Degree in
Corporate Communications and
worked in Marketing and Public
Relations for ten years. She is
currently writing a novel. ‘The Prize’ is
her first published story.

*****

S he was in the air. She was
everywhere. Wherever he
went, she followed now. But
the place he felt her most,

was in his car. The Porsche was
Dave’s most valued possession. He
had spent a whole year working in
Nigeria, a place that he detested, to
get this car. He’d sweated, he’d bled,
he’d bargained, he’d bribed. The year
he spent in Nigeria had been the worst
year of his life, but he’d got through it
and this car was his reward, his prize.
 When he returned from his year of
hell, everything had changed. His
mates had all moved on, got birds,
jobs, mortgages, responsibilities. He’d
spent a year slogging his guts out so
that he could enjoy life a little. He
wanted to get out there, go out with his
mates, have a few beers, sleep with a
few women, scoot about in his new
motor. All of a sudden Dave had all of
the freedom he’d dreamt about, but no
one to share it with. He’d taken to
hanging around the local bars, chatting
up the barmaids.  And that’s where
he’d met her.
 Kirsty was like no woman he’d met
before. She was upfront and feisty.
She was bolshy and knew exactly what
she wanted. She was sexy as hell.
Dave liked her. He liked her a lot. That
was the trouble.
 The first time he asked her to go
for a drive with him, she’d said no. “I’ve
got better things to do mate” she’d
laughed. She liked to tease him, calling

his car poncey. It was just a bit of
banter between them. He knew she
was joking, that secretly she was
impressed. They had a right laugh the
two of them. He was always asking her
out, she was always knocking him
back. He knew she wanted him really.
It was just her way. She was too cool
just to say yes. She wanted to play
hard to get, he got it, he understood
the way her mind worked.
 He was persistent though, took to
going to the bar most nights. Made
sure he got there nice early, got the
best viewpoint. She was a sexy bitch,
always winking at her punters, wiggling
her ass as she walked. She got all
sorts of attention, but she made it clear
she was only interested in him.
Sometimes she would roll her eyes at
him after she’d heard yet another
cheesy chat up line. She always
served Dave first, told him he was his
best customer. He would tell her she
was his best bar maid.
 They’d gotten close, but it wasn’t
close enough. He wanted Kirsty all to
himself for a while. Not at the bar. He
wanted to take her for a drive, impress
her. She wasn’t going to go with him
under normal circumstances, so he’d
had to create some special
circumstances of his own. It hadn’t
taken much planning. Just a quick call
to cancel the taxi that took her home
after every shift and just like that he
had the perfect opportunity to pick her
up and play the white knight for a
while.

Dave worked hard and new what he wanted.
Sometimes you can get more than you bargain for.
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That Love Thing
By T. Masters-Heinrichs

A passionate word smith, Tyra
Masters-Heinrichshas been exploring
“what if’ for more then twenty
years. From mysteries to starships to
dragons, Tyra’s work submerges her
readers, who come up gasping for
more.

*****

W elcome to our wonderful
town of New White Horse.
I’m Clair Brown. I’m an
Engineer, keep the

exchangers working. You know, keep
all the buildings in town cool in
summer, warm in winter.
 I hear you’ve been asking
questions, eh.
 Political motivations? Sir, war is
coming, but if you’re asking me, we’re
seceding over love.
 No Sir, I am not talking nonsense.
 One needs to understand the
background of events. You see we
didn’t start this secession, it just kind of
happened because of love. Okay,
maybe more of a revenge thing, but
love definitely is, what you people call,
the main contributing factor. And yes
Sir, I am willing to die for love.
 It all started with Amara Boudreau
and the incident of eleven months ago.
You didn’t know that? Well, you buy
my lunch and mayhap a plate for
yourself and I’ll tell you the tale. That
is, as much of it as I believe to be true.
 People have asked themselves
how a beautiful woman like Amara
Boudreau would end up digging her
husband’s heart out with a spoon. It
isn’t like a girl or two out in these parts
never killed themselves a husband
before. Can’t say a husband or two
haven’t done in their wives either. And
don’t go thinking I’m soft now.  But it
took her a day and a half to do it. Trust
me, he put up a bit of fuss and
hollering.
 After all, what Sheriff Hayden
Brower and his deputies’ saw had
them tossing their lunch and them

having dealt with the Shond’ha. They’d
seen a thing or two that wasn’t right
and could hurt a person in the head.
Yet there they were on the porch
emptying their bellies.
 Well, let’s just say it wasn’t a pretty
sight and leave it at that.
 They brought in a fancy
investigator. The kind that’s got lots of
letters after their name that doesn’t
spell a thing. And he’s the one who told
them that pretty Amara used a spoon.
It wasn’t easy he claimed and I will
take him at his word. Sometimes you
just don’t need to test a thing to know
it’s true.
 Well, at first everyone tried to
believe the Shond’ha had done it and
dragged off poor Amara. After all,
that’s easier for most folks. But seeing
Mr. Harold Boudreau had been about
to file for divorce, on account Amara
hadn’t got with child after a whole year
of trying. And Widow Wilson having got
with child after a month of trying, you
get my drift.
 Suddenly, we had what that fancy
investigator called motive.
 Now Amara, she’s twenty-two,
Harold was forty-one or there abouts.
And she’s a pretty thing, good size too.
Not a skinny old gal like me.
 Amara can put a rifle round
through a purple crow’s eye at a
hundred feet. People thought to
themselves that the girl should have
been more reasonable. Hunting
accidents happen all the time.
 But Harold, that old fool, he
decided he needed a reason to end
their nuptials, legal like. Apparently he
accused poor, though somewhat
vicious, Amara of having an affair with
Lindon. Now that is Lindon Chan, the
Boudreau’s head ranch hand. Was a
good man. And always had a soft spot
for the ladies.
 You might be wondering how
come I know these things. It is
because Solicitor and Barrister Mr.

Albert had been invited over for dinner.
One of them fancy type affairs where
you don’t use your fingers to eat and
you got more than just a spork. They
even have rags on the table just to
wipe your hands on.
 Just once, I plan on having me one
of them fancy dinners, but I guess
that’s a digression.
 Yes, sir, I’ll have another drink.
 Anyhow, old Harold he goes and
asks all polite the penalty for adultery
in our fair state of New Montana. Mr.
Albert he tells how the guilty party gets
nothing. Which isn’t so bad. You live in
Pacher’s Creek and they hand you
your procreating parts in a plastic bag.
  Then he accuses Amara right
there. Right in front of Mrs. Albert. Now
I am not one to judge, but you say
something within ten feet of that
woman and it’s in Settler’s Landing
before moonrise the next night. Hell,
she’s the one you should be talking to.
 That is as long as you’re carrying a
box of salt.

This is quite a tale. Keep the
drinks flowing and it will all
come out.

Or, you can read it in the
Current issue.
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The Bavarian
By Karen Snape-Williams

On reaching fifty and finding she had
little time to write, Karen Snape-
Williams took early retirement and
became a self-employed gardener.
Now working from dawn till dusk and
exhausted most of the time, she is
hoping for arctic conditions this winter
in order to complete her novel, a
western. Karen has written several
short stories. She is married to Griff
and lives in North Wales.

*****

O n the west coast of Anglesey,
a mile or so from the port of
Holyhead, lies an
uninterrupted expanse of

golden sand, called Thunder Bay. For
all its beauty, little is made of it. The
tide rises, gently creeps to a shingle
shelf then swiftly falls away. It is
as if even the waves recoil at the
memories that linger here.
 Five years have elapsed since I
left Thunder Bay. Before grief and war
overwhelmed my mind, body and spirit,
Robert Brown would have sprinted
along this path. He would have
scrambled up and over the dunes and
reached the water's edge in the time it
has taken the same man, the man I
have become, to edge my way
around the prickly gorse and man-high
banks of stinging nettles blocking my
route.

Battalion HQ. Ypres. Sunset.
 “Do you realise how many of our
men, our best men, are being killed by
Boche sniper fire, Captain Brown?”
 “No, Major.”
 “Eighteen a day. Eighteen! Some
bright spark has done his sums and
worked out they’ve got twenty
thousand scopes trained on our lines
at any given time, day or night. This
`game` as they’re calling it is
demoralising our men. Poor devils are
getting shot as they shit. Look here,
you’re cool-headed and an excellent

shot. Just the sort of candidate for our
new sniper school. Now don’t interrupt.
Your men are a fine bunch and will
cope quite well without you. Here, take
these . . . papers for you and Harry
Jones. Transport is over there. I say,
you can ride a motor bike?”
 “I’m afraid not, Major.”
 “Buggeration! Never mind, you’ll
soon get the hang of it. Cheerio.”

*****
 Beads of cold sweat trickle down
my spine as I reach the summit of the
dunes. A salty breeze carries the
chime of the church bell striking the
hour of ten. I pause to catch my breath,
my gaze retracing my steps back to the
inn. Obscured by the greenery of
summer, smoke spirals upward.
Sunlight glistens on wet, grey slate.

*****
 I had arrived late last night and
was muddling with my suitcase and
umbrella when I heard my name
called. I turned around to find dear old
Harry Jones, striding towards me
having broken away from his chums
inside the smoke-filled snug.
 “Captain Brown? I thought it was
you! How are you, sir?” He shook my
hand. “Let me buy you a brandy. You
look as though you need it.” I thanked
him for his offer but made the excuse
of a long and exhausting journey.
 “Tomorrow night? After your meal.”
I declined again. Life has taught me
never to make promises I cannot keep.
 I am cooler now. Wisps of white
cloud pass evenly above a patchwork
of fields partitioned by low hedgerows.
My gaze moves to the terrace of
workmen’s cottages, then onward, to
the point where the path meets
cobblestones, achieving its destination
in the village square where several
houses nestle. Though still inhabited, I
see they are in a poor state. The metal
gates are rusted, the gardens
neglected, their wooden timbers

bleached. My old home lies amongst
them. As does Isabella’s. A sudden
recollection of her sweet face, framed
by black curls that no ribbon could
contain and those dark gypsy eyes
causes my heart to pound within my
chest and for a moment my courage
escapes me. A sea breeze carries her
voice. She calls my name. Her words
floating across in a whisper. Soft and
low. And then she is gone.
 I raise my gaze higher. Above the
village stands a house that dominates
all others. Four bay windows overlook
the ocean. The White House.

*****

Sometimes the line between
friend and enemy is blurred.
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The Door Between Mary
By J. Michael Shell

Southern writer J. Michael Shell is a
serious and dedicated artist. At the
University of South Carolina (B.A. in
English) he studied under the great
American poet and novelist James
Dickey. Internationally published,
Shell’s fiction has appeared in the
Shirley Jackson Award nominated
Bound For Evil anthology and many
different magazines.  His novel, ‘The
Apprentice Journals’, is scheduled for
release sometime in 2012.

*****

T he ancient Romans named
the hottest days of summer
after the star Sirius, which
rose in their August-

morning skies. They called that
celestial body “The Dog,” and those
simmering weeks of heat became
known as “The Dog’s Days.”
 Though there may be hotter places
on Earth, the low country of South
Carolina rivals them all with its stifling
air, when those days of the Dog arrive.
Even the kudzu weeps in that
gruesome scald, while leaves of wild
cherry and sweet gum curl like dead
men’s tongues. Only the Spanish moss
seems unaffected, as it lazily hangs in
the summer steam — mimicking, with
its drooping posture, the misery of
every creature there.
 But in all that tropical haunt of
swelter, there is one place that seems
always hotter, always more of a burden
to lungs and sinew. It is the site of the
ruins of St. Mary’s church, pockmarked
all around by the sunken graves of her
colonial congregation. On the coldest
winter day, with frost bejewelling those
remnant arches and pane-less
windows, one might call those ruins
appealing to the eye. But during that
time when the Dog reigns over his
days, there is no more oppressive
place to be, and it’s said that even
those long dead parishioners seek to
escape the wretched burden of their
interment there.

 Though stories abound concerning
malevolent summertime apparitions
appearing at this place, their origins
are so lost in time that they are
nowadays taken lightly — considered
to be superstitious ramblings left over
from a long gone culture and era.
Other than very small children (who
shouldn’t be told such stories at all)
most people who hear these yarns
simply laugh. Perhaps it is the distance
in time from which the stories have
traveled that makes them seem too far
removed from modernity to be taken
seriously. But there is one such
occurrence (which few know about)
that took place on the back porch of
today — forty years ago, in 1969.

*****
 Her name (by coincidence, some
would say) was Mary, and her beau
was a lad called Will. Mary and Will
were just completing their second
decade of life in the world, and were
little more than full-grown children. But
they were hardy children, born and
raised in the sultry climes of Northern
Georgia, and able to stand the long
waves of hot days that were common
to that region.

This is like no ghost story you’ve ever read before.
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The War issue will be
available for purchase off
the website on October
25, 2011.

This special edition
features stories of war
from all over the world and
many different
confrontations.

We’ve got Florence
Nightingale in the Crimean
War of 1854 all the way up
to the troubles in Kenya
after the 2007 elections
there.

There are stories of daring
escapes, and stalwart
survival and amongst
them are two poems that
will make you think.

These are real stories of
real people and what they
saw.

It will be available in both
electronic and printed
format. Send an email to
info@pagesofstories.com
to reserve your printed
copy today.
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Revenge
By Stanley Wright

A Scot living in France for the past
eight years, Stanley has been a
journalist, lecturer, owner of a
hotel/restaurant. He spent two years
travelling around the world as a
freelance journalist and lecturer. Now
in semi-retirement, he writes articles
and short stories for various UK
magaznes, has published two 'how to'
books, and is 50,000 words into a
novel. This is Stanley’s fourth time
being published in Pages Of Stories.
You can check out his other work in
the previous issues.

*****

M aggie was Grafton’s most
prized possession. She was
30 years old, but looked as if
she had just been driven

straight from the car assembly line,
although the manufacturers in Oxford
had long since ceased to exist. Her
chrome sparkled, the blue paintwork
gleamed without a blemish, the tyre
treads were sharp and well defined,
and the windows were so clean they
might not exist.
 Maggie was seldom driven, except
on occasional summer outings when
they visited his wife’s sister in
Cirencester, or paid their annual duty
visit to his brother in Torquay. And
once a year she was carefully loaded
with suitcases and a picnic hamper
when they drove sedately to Aldeburgh
for a week’s holiday, stopping to eat
cucumber sandwiches and drink a
flask of tea at a favourite spot just off
the M11.
 Maggie had been purchased from
one careful owner 26 years ago,
courtesy of a second dividend from
Littlewoods Pools in the days before
the national lottery existed. She was
christened Maggie for fun, because his
wife’s sister of that name considered
her an extravagance. The car
represented what Grafton had
previously considered to be the
unattainable, and being now of vintage

class, she was a status symbol which
kept him on speaking terms with the
yuppie executives who had moved into
new houses adjoining their estate, with
their fast cars and satellite televisions
and designer kitchens.
 Maggie passed her annual test
with flying colours since she covered
no more than a few hundred miles from
one year to the next. The boys at the
garage took bets on the likely mileage
she had travelled, and argued about
whose turn it was to test drive the car
which had ceased production long
before they were born.
 She was cocooned every winter,
and when spring arrived, Grafton
removed the lined covers under which
she hibernated, he recharged the
battery, filled the radiator and sump,
and Maggie was washed and polished
twice a week throughout the summer.
Grafton was particularly pleased with
his afternoon’s work, and as he stood
in the driveway admiring Maggie’s
smooth clean lines, he was aware that
his neighbour,young Ian Davidson,
was casting envious glances over the
adjoining fence. He would be
particularly pleased to drive her next
day on their final outing of the year to
visit his brother in Torquay. Grafton
had never been particularly fond of his
brother, even less of his taste in cars.
More than 20 years ago he was
laughed at when he first drove Maggie
up to Gavin’s house. But when she
appeared again and again at their
annual meetings, the laughter
gradually subsided, and last year
Gavin had actually made Grafton an
offer to buy Maggie .. a ridiculous
amount and several times what he had
paid for her .. and which he took great
delight in refusing.
 After supper Grafton spent the
evening leafing through maps,
pencilling distances and times on a
pad. He knew the Torquay road well,
but every year he tried to find a new

route, and when he had finally selected
one, he wrote it all out again with road
numbers and place names, and he
studied it with his wife so that she
could navigate easily when they left in
the first light of dawn.
 The Graftons were always in bed
by ten thirty and that night they agreed
on an extra half hour because of the
drive ahead. Both were blessed with
easy sleep and within minutes of the
bedside lights being switched off, they
both drifted off into a dreamless peace.
Thinking about it later, Grafton could
not explain what woke him. No sound
disturbed the night, yet he was
suddenly awake and alert. He peered
at the faintly luminous dial of the
bedside clock which showed a quarter
to one. He lay still for a few moments,
staring at the curious patterns cast on
the wall by a combination of moonlight
and trees. He closed his eyes again
but sleep would not come, so he began
to visualise the route to Torquay,
remembering landmarks and villages
they would pass through, and where
they might stop for coffee. Fifteen
minutes later, Grafton knew that
something was wrong;
 He began to retrace the events of
the evening. He remembered turning
off the hall light and the television set:
the gas had not been used since
supper. Whatever troubled him must
have happened earlier. Supper? Map
reading? Before that he had locked the
garden shed after putting away the
hoe. He had washed and polished
Maggie and cleaned the inside of the
windows. And he had locked the car..
hadn’t he? Then his mouth went dry.

Who gets revenge for what?

Find out in the current issue.
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