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Publisher’s
Say

Photo by BellaTasha Images; bellatasha_images@hotmail.com

 The printing press: named the
invention of the millennium. In one
thousand years of life, the invention
that had the most impact was
something to provide written material
to the masses. This is fascinating to
me. From the printing press came
improvements on the machine until the
lithograph was invented, from there the
typewriter, to the computer and now
the internet. I’ve skipped stages in
between as there is only so much time
and space I can devote to that train of
thought, but ultimately, the internet
provides many things to our daily lives
and a big part of that is written
material. The material can be
newspapers, it can be blogs, it can be
eBooks and it can be online
magazines.
 Last month while on a trip to
Niagara Falls, I had the opportunity to
visit Mackenzie Printery and
Newspaper Museum. The amount of
work required to put out a newspaper
was phenomenal. The typesetter had
to read everything upside down by
placing tiny little letters in the right
spot. Of the letters used most often,
there were plenty but I did wonder
what would happen if the page they
were printing had more “y”s then
expected. What would they do? Alas, I
digress. The people that ran the
newspapers, or published books and
magazines must have been dedicated
to their craft as it’s such a labour
intensive process.
 Today, this magazine is available
to the world instantly. With the click of
a button it is created and with another
click of the button it is available and
with yet another click our readers can
start to enjoy the fascinating stories
inside. Not only is it available instantly

to the world, but the stories come in
from around the world. As long as
there is the internet and there is email,
stories can be sent to us for
consideration and possibly be
published in very short order.
 This issue of Pages Of Stories is
more international than Issue #1. In
fact, the authors that contributed to this
issue come from the UK, the US and
Canada. Of the 14 stories, 8 come
from the UK, 5 from Canada and 1
from the US. All excellent stories. We
have mystery stories, stories with
murder and mayhem, there are ghosts,
a story about a little known historical
figure is inside, there’s a story that will
make you cry, others will touch your
heart and yet another will make you
laugh. We have well published authors
as well as authors who are published
for the first time in this magazine.

John Floyd, for example, has
successfully been published in ‘Ellery
Queen’ magazine, ‘Alfred Hitchcock’
and ‘The Strand Magazine’. He’s been
published in other magazines as well;
you can read his bio on page 11. John
is a great story teller and will keep you
captivated until the surprising end. We
also have Alan Toner who has been
published in horror magazines and has
appeared on ‘Most Haunted’, check out
his biography on page 17. I was never
a fan of ghost stories and horror, but
truly Alan might be changing my mind
on that front. Lynn Cain (page 14),
Mark Russell (page 38), and Phil
Aston (page 34) have their first
published creative stories in this
magazine and we’re so glad that
they’ve turned their creative energies
into story telling. Julianne Harvey was
published in our inaugural issue as well
as this one. She made me cry three

times; once when she first submitted
her story, again when it went to second
reading, and yet again when I was
editing. There’s no excuse for me
either, I knew what was coming. You
can check out her bio and story on
page 9. Gordon Arnold has spent so
many years writing fact that you’d think
fiction wouldn’t come so easily. But he
keeps us guessing with his story on
page 4. Andrew Kirby tells us why we
should all have well thought out plans
in retirement with his story on page 26.
And then Gladys Gregg, romance
writer extraordinaire, surprisingly takes
us inside the head of a psycopath.
Definitely a story worth checking out on
page 29. Kaitlyn Till does a good job
of reminding us why we should keep
our family close on page 31. Lynne
King shows us how all is not quite
what it seems on page 40. Joan
Baragar reminds us that sometimes
when we hit our darkest moments that
love and support can come from the
most surprising corners on page 42.
Anne Brooke brings life to a little
known historical figure on page 46.
And last but by no means least is Alan
Kalupar, who successfully takes us
back in time to some of our biggest
childhood fears on page 51.
 I would like to thank the many
universities and literary guilds that
helped to get the word out about this
magazine to authors. As well, ‘Criminal
Brief’ (criminalbrief.com) participated in
discussions with me and as a result a
few more authors sent their work in.
And a truly big thanks to ‘Writers News’
in the UK for letting their readers know
about us.
Enjoy!
Darlene Poier
Publisher

http://criminalbrief.com
http://www.writersnews.co.uk/main/default.asp
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Gordon Arnold is a long-time
journalist within putting distance of
retirement. Since 1966 he has worked
as a reporter and editor at weekly and
daily newspapers across Western
Canada. Most of that time has been
spent at the Winnipeg Free Press,
where he is currently employed as a
senior copy editor and web editor. He
spent more than a decade as news
editor and another decade as special
projects editor running Free Press
commercial operations. During his
journalism career, he made brief
freelance forays into both television
and radio and for several years, he
was the Manitoba correspondent for
Colliers yearbook.
   *****

E dna sniffed in indignation as
the snippy little receptionist
rustled papers outside the
examining room door, a not-

too-subtle hint she wanted her to leave
quickly. Instead, Edna lingered for an
extra few seconds on each button as
she fastened her coat. Time was
running out she knew, but she refused
to be rushed, at least in the little things.

When she was done, Edna shook
her head. What would possess a nice
young man like Dr. Jonas to hire a girl
who wore skirts like that, climbing more
than half way to heaven knows where,
and blouses with necklines that
plunged to her navel? Did her mother
not teach her anything about modesty?
Fashion in Great Plains (pop. 74,850),
Edna supposed, was much more
daring than in Weldon (pop. 1,359). Of
course there was that time last Easter
when Millicent’s daughter wore an
outfit like that to church, but the choir
ladies soon set her straight.

The first time Edna met Dr. Jonas
at the oncology clinic six months ago

she took an instant liking to him. His
firm handshake, just like her father’s,
and his deep brown eyes − more, she
supposed like Uncle Luke’s, but no
matter − invited trust, as did his warm
smile and strong confident voice.
Patients were left in a gentle daze
when Dr. Jonas unfolded the worst
possible news.

Edna was emerging from that daze
as she finished fastening her coat. As
little as three weeks, no longer than
three months. That’s what  Dr. Jonas
told her. She realized with a start that
he had just given her a death
sentence. She stumbled, more than
walked, the five blocks to the Great
Plains bus depot. Most times when she
visited the clinic, she would treat
herself to a tea biscuit and a pot of
Darjeeling at Ye Olde Chocolate
Shoppe before heading home.
Sometimes she would splurge and
have her tea leaves read. Today’s
session with Dr. Jonas had taken
longer than she realized, and there
was no time. Nor, she thought, was
there any longer a point. Dr. Jonas had
delivered her future.

The Grey Goose for Weldon was
grumbling in lane three, belching black,
foul smelling diesel fumes when she
arrived at the depot. The driver
recognized Edna and waved her
aboard as he continued shoving
parcels into the cargo hold. Tom, she
remembered that was his name, was
always nice to her, but Edna much
preferred those rare occasions when
she could travel by Greyhound, with its
new air conditioned coaches and plush
seats. She spotted a seat towards the
back of the bus, and squeezed in.

As soon as the bus cleared the city
limits − big city traffic like that in Great
Plains always fascinated her from the
safety of the bus − Edna closed her

eyes and began to replay the
discussion with Dr. Jonas. You should
have come sooner, he had told her.
Two years ago we could have beaten
it, maybe even at 18 months. A year
would have been touch and go, but
there would have been a fighting
chance. “You just let it go too long,
Edna, there’s nothing medical science
can do. The cancer has just spread too
far. I’m sorry.”

Edna had just blinked, managing to
hold back the tears as Dr. Jonas’
words flowed by. How could she
explain to this nice young Dr. Jonas
why she just didn’t want a doctor
poking away down there?  She had
been so mortified by her first
examination 23 years ago, that she
had vowed to never go through it
again. It wasn’t the doctor’s fault, she
realized. It was George’s fault. The first
time she went for an exam, the family
doctor had wanted answers to a lot of
questions she didn’t want to answer,
and in many cases, as a naïve young
housewife, didn’t know how to answer.

 The everyday abuse and pain
George inflicted on her was bad
enough. Edna had a hard time
explaining the frequent black eyes and
broken bones to her Bible study group.
She hoped God would forgive her for
these little lies. But the humiliation of
explaining what happened down there
to a strange man − even a doctor −
was just too much for her. Maybe
George didn’t cause the cancer, but if
he’d treated her better, she would have
gone for help sooner

Edna’s despair morphed into a
consuming rage as the miles clicked
by. As the bus bounced through a
pothole, Edna was jolted by an
inspiration. “Yes, that’s it. George will
pay for this.”

George Will Never Know
By Gordon Arnold
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George Will Never Know

What do
you think will really

happen? How will George
pay? Find out by

purchasing

Issue #2.
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All Been Said
By Julianne Harvey

Julianne Harvey resides in small town
Alberta with her husband and 2 small
children. She has been writing
screenplays since she was a teenager,
and dreams of selling one and
watching it become a movie. She loves
writing in any form, teaches Creative
Writing through her local library, and
blogs daily about mothering, writing
and dreams at
www.thedreamtowrite.blogspot.com.
Julianne’s story ‘June 18th’ appears in
the inaugural issue of ‘Pages Of
Stories’.
   *****

M y granddaughter is coming
to visit today. I was hoping
she’d bring the kids, but
Kelsey is in kindergarten

now, and James, the sweet,
mischievous three year old, pushed so
many buttons on my hospital bed last
time that Beth got mad. That little
James can do no wrong in my eyes.
Beth named him after my late
husband, and her beloved grandfather,
and for that I will always be grateful,
because something of my husband
James will live on through my great-
grandson.
 I’m getting very tired of the
hospital. I want to go home, to the
house I’ve been living in for the last
sixty years. When my only daughter
started to make noises about a nursing
home, leaving brochures all around for
me to find, I was deeply offended. Only
really old people went to those places,
with ludicrously cheery names like
Shady Acres or Apple Blossoms. I was
only eighty-five, thank you very much,
and I still cooked for myself, and raked
my shag carpet, and walked around
the block twice a day, once in the
morning and once in the evening. “If
you don’t use it, you lose it” was my
philosophy, and be darned if I was
going to lose it.

 When my daughter Louise got the
hint that I wasn’t leaving the home I
shared for so long with my husband,
she sighed a lot and eventually moved
in with me. She was divorced and her
three kids were grown, so it all worked
out quite well. I know there were many
days where she didn’t think it was such
a great arrangement, but it suited me
just fine, and deep down I’m grateful
that she made the sacrifice.
 Everything was going fine until I
got the stomach flu, and I couldn’t
seem to shake it. Suddenly nothing
would stay down, and I’ve always
hated vomiting with a passion, much
more so than the average person.
Louise fussed and clucked around me
like a mother hen, and when I started
losing weight she forced me into the
doctor’s office where he poked me with
every needle known to man and made
me furious.
 Eventually the results came back:
cancer. Lots of it. Tumours spotting
most of my organs like stars in the
night sky. I know Louise didn’t think I
understood the doctor when he told
me, but I got it just fine. I’m going to
die. At ninety it wasn’t a huge shock.
I’ve lived a pretty long and satisfying
life. I have one daughter, three
grandchildren, and seven great-
grandchildren. I have lots of friends,
most of them dead now, but at least I
could make friends and keep them until
nature took its course. I worked for
years for the Government, and I had a
husband who made me laugh virtually
every day. For thirty years I’ve
imagined this reunion and it seems like
it’s coming a little faster now.
 I find it hard to talk to Louise about
death. Some things are too big and yet
too personal at the same time. Ever
since the cancer diagnosis, she’s
always asking, “Are you ready? Is
there anything we should be talking

about?”. She means well, I know she
does, but I don’t know how to answer
those questions. Is anyone really ready
to die? It seems to me that we all have
to live like we could go at any time,
because there are no guarantees.
When I turned ninety, I stopped making
a lot of long term plans, but that didn’t
necessarily mean I was ready to die, or
at least no readier than anyone else.
 We were watching ‘Dancing with
the Stars’ one Wednesday night about
a week after I was told I had cancer,
when suddenly I couldn’t breathe. It felt
like an elephant was sitting on my
chest.  “This is it,” I thought, but I
wasn’t calm at all. How can you be
calm when you have about one inch of
breathing space in your lungs? I could
see the panic on Louise’s face as she
called the ambulance and waited with
me. She thought this was it too. I was
really hoping for a better ending, but
you don’t get to plan your own finale.

Read the
conclusion
to this story
in Issue #2.

Now
available for
purchase.
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Weekend Getaway
By John Floyd

John Floyd hails from Brandon,
Mississippi and his work has appeared
in more than 200 different publications
including; ‘The Strand Magazine’,
‘Writer's Digest’, ‘Woman's World’,
‘Alfred Hitchcock's Mystery Magazine’,
and ‘Ellery Queen's Mystery
Magazine’.  A 2007 Derringer Award
winner, John is the author of three
collections of short fiction: ‘Rainbow's
End’ (2006), ‘Midnight’ (2008), and
‘Clockwork ‘(coming in 2010).
    *****

A t 8:40 on a clear Friday
night in July, Jesse Pratt
escaped from Building A
at Crow Mountain State

Penitentiary, stole a pickup from the
staff parking lot, and promptly drove it
into a lake some fifty yards away. The
truck was located; Pratt was not.
Workers were dragging the lake bed
for his body when sheriff’s deputies Ed
Moody and Jenny Weir arrived the
following morning.
 Neither of them had ever been
inside the facility before, and their
uniforms and credentials weren’t as
intimidating here as they were in the
outside world. It took them twenty
minutes to locate someone who could
answer their questions.
 “You sure he didn’t make it out?”
Weir asked. The warden was away on
vacation, but if he looked any tougher
than the assistant warden—a scowling
giant named Sid Braxton—Weir wasn’t
sure she’d want to meet him anyway.
 “Positive,” Braxton said. “We got it
all on tape.” He studied the two
deputies. “You the only folks coming?”
 “The others’ll be along soon,”
Moody said.
 The tape was from a videocam
mounted on the prison roof. Six
cameras watched the grounds every

night from dusk to dawn (8 p.m. to 6
a.m. this time of year), and the one
aimed south had filmed the final
moments of Jesse Pratt’s miserable
life, from the time the stolen Ford
Ranger exited the lot to the time it
entered the lake. The assistant warden
left Weir and Moody alone to fast-
forward through the videotape, looking
for any possibility that Pratt might have
escaped the submerged vehicle.
 “He’s a goner,” Moody agreed,
after the third viewing. Throughout the
tape, the entire lake was as still as a
glass tabletop and well-lit by both the
moon and surrounding lights. Nothing
broke the surface and no one came
ashore, in orange coveralls or
otherwise—at least on this side. The
far bank, where the employees’
families lived, was also illuminated, but
was more than a hundred yards away.
 “We’re goners too,” Weir said, in a
low voice, “when the state cops show
up.” No one had yet questioned the
two deputies’ presence here—it was,
after all, their county, and the sheriff
was out with the flu—but that wouldn’t
last long, even in this remote outpost.
Jenny Weir’s unspoken hope was to
uncover some telling evidence about
this odd-sounding “escape attempt”
before the state investigators
swaggered in with their square jaws
and crew cuts and sunglasses and
pointed her and Moody to the door. Or
assigned them to go fetch burgers and
fries for the team.
 Weir rewound the tape and
watched it again while Ed Moody left to
interview the guard Jesse Pratt had
overpowered during his ill-fated bid for
freedom. Weir also asked for access to
the prison’s personnel files, and—
surprisingly—received it without too
much difficulty. She had finished

reading Pratt’s record and was halfway
through the staff bio sheets when
Moody returned.
 “Nothing new,” he said. “I think
we’re done here, Jen.” He ran a beefy
hand through his hair. “There’s a
cafeteria down the hall. Want some
lunch before we go?”
 “Hold on,” Weir said. She put down
her files and picked up the VCR
remote.
 “You’re not hungry? That’s a first.”
 “Shut up and look at this.”

What did
Jenny find

on the video
tape?

Get the
answer to

that question
by

purchasing
Issue #2.
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Waiting for the Kingfisher
By Lynn Cain

Lynn Cain lives in North-East England.
She has been a fashion model, a
marketing executive and an academic
and currently works for the Open
University. She has a Ph.D from
Newcastle University and her doctoral
thesis formed the basis of ‘Dickens,
Family, Authorship: psychological
perspectives on kinship and creativity’
which was published by Ashgate in
2008. Lynn is a former editor of ‘Stand’
literary magazine but has only recently
begun writing fiction herself after
studying creative writing with the OU.
‘Waiting for the Kingfisher’ is her first
published story.
    *****

“W hat’s the matter with
your face?” the girl
demands.

 “Tanya! Don’t be rude.” The
mother smiles weakly in Stuart’s
direction but avoids making eye-
contact.
  “She’s not being rude,” Stuart
says, turning towards the child. “Are
you, Tanya?”
 “No.” Tanya darts a triumphant
glance at her mother.
 He grins. “This the first time you’ve
been bird-watching?”
    *****
 He’s been in the hide since
daybreak. First one there tops up the
bird food and on Saturdays it’s
generally him. Funny really. When he
was a kid his Mam couldn’t get him out
of bed some mornings: slapped a wet
flannel on his face when shouting
didn’t work. God he howled! These
days he couldn’t sleep past five at
weekends.
 He doesn’t have much kit. Just his
binoculars: Zeiss, rubber-coated, four-
hundred-and-fifty quid thirty years ago
and worth every penny. No camera,

though. Cameras make you too
obsessed with getting a good shot to
see what’s there. Like those Japanese
tourists with their camcorders,
recording everything, seeing nothing.
Made him want to shout in their faces:
“Look at it. See it. Be here.”

*****
 “The important thing is to see
rather than just look.”
 “Mmm.” Tanya is picking at a rust-
red scab on her elbow.
 “Here,” he passes her the
binoculars. “In those reeds over there -
the first clump you come to. Can you
see a bird: long bill, cream with brown
stripes down its back?”
 She shakes her head and he
adjusts the focus.
 “Is that better?”
 A pause, then “Yes. I can see it.”
Her voice is a whisper.
 “That’s a snipe.”
 Face aglow, Tanya turns to her
mother. “I’ve seen a snipe,” she
announces.
    *****
 It was the Observer’s Book of Birds
that got him hooked. Mam had given
him one for his seventh birthday and
he’d studied the illustrations until the
birds flew off the page and fluttered
around his head. And inside his head
too, his Mam said, giving him a clip on
the ear. He bought I-Spy Birds with his
pocket-money and ticked off each
species as he spotted it, clocking up
the points until he had collected a
thousand.
 The final tick was against the
kingfisher. He spent weeks hanging
around the river watching for it and had
almost given up hope when he
glimpsed the brilliant turquoise arrow
flashing under the trees one evening.
He felt like King of the Universe when

he put that final tick against the
kingfisher with his chewed pencil stub.
Next day he sent off to Big Chief I-Spy
for the feather badge that came with
the Tribal Rank of Bird Spotter.
Odhu’ntinggo, REDSKIN.

*****
 “What’s that funny noise?”
 “That’s a woodpecker drumming.”
 Tanya’s brow crinkles.
 “Drumming?”
 “It’s tapping its beak against a
branch to attract a female woodpecker
to mate with. Look, there it is. That
black-and-white bird on the tree-trunk
over there. Got it?”
 She nods.
 “See anything special about his
head?”
 A few seconds pass, during which
she watches the bird intently. “It’s got
some red on it,” she says at last.
 “That’s how you know it’s a male: a
male great spotted woodpecker.”
 She puts the binoculars down and
screws up her nose. “Why is it called a
spotted woodpecker? It hasn’t got any
spots.”
    *****
 Mam said it was just teenage acne
that would disappear as he got older
and bought him some Quinoderm
cream from Boots. But the lumpy red
patches on his forehead didn’t go
away. They crawled down his face and
under his collar to cover his arms and
back with scaly patches of
inflammation. He felt like a freak the
way folk stared at him, though it got
worse when their gazes skittered away
when they saw him coming. He didn’t
blame them. By then he’d stopped
looking in mirrors because it wasn’t
him looking back any more.
 Psoriasis, his doctor said it was.
There was no cure, though there were
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some drugs and creams that might
help control it. But he wasn’t to have
any unrealistic hopes. He had to learn
to live with it. “Thank you, Doctor,” he
said, stupidly polite.
 He left the surgery and walked for
miles, out across the winter-bare fields
and into the woods. He hid in a hollow
down by the stream, put his head in his
hands and sobbed. And the birds
stopped singing.
    *****
 Tanya is tugging at his arm.
 “Can I have the binoculars back?”
 “Say ‘please’, Tanya,” the mother
interjects.
 Tanya makes her eyes goggle as
though they’re popping out of her
head. “Plee-eese.”
 Stuart smiles and passes them to
her, then turns to the mother. “It’s
okay. I like telling kiddies about birds.”
    *****
 He never met a girl who would kiss
him, never mind marry him. He
pretended not to care about the faces
they pulled behind his back, but he did.
Of course he did. His mates stopped
asking him to go out with them. “Sorry
Stu, but you know how it is. You put
the chicks off.” He knew how it was.
 Even if he had found someone to
marry him, the dermatologist said he
shouldn't have any kids because the
drugs he was taking could damage an
unborn baby.
 “You mean my medicines can
affect a baby I father?”
 The dermatologist fiddled with his
plum-coloured fountain pen. It was an
expensive one with a gold clip.
 “I’m afraid so,” he replied.

*****
  “Listen, that’s a wren. Can you
hear it?”
 “No.” Tanya’s attention is starting
to wander.
 “She’s stopped. Wait a bit and
she’ll start up again.”
 The girl’s eyes widen at the
eruption of birdsong. She raises the
binoculars and peers through them.
“Where is she? I can’t see.”
 He points. “On the tip of that
branch. She’s tiny. Keep looking.”
 “What, that teeny-weeny one?”
 “The wren’s one of our smallest
birds but she has one of the loudest
songs. You’re lucky to hear one. After
last winter there aren’t many about.”
 “Why?”

 “Well, the smallest birds couldn’t
survive the harsh weather. They died
in their thousands.”
 Tanya is momentarily dismayed;
then she brightens. “But this one
didn’t.”
 “No, this one survived.”
    *****
 Grief, the doctor said, could be the
cause of his psoriasis. He persuaded
Stuart to see a psychologist who
unsettled him by harping on about his
feelings towards Jennifer.
 “Her name was Jenny,” he
interrupted. “Jenny-wren.”
 He couldn’t seem to make her
understand that he’d loved his sister.
 “Of course you loved Jenny,” she
said, “but you were annoyed, weren’t
you, when you had to stop doing what
you wanted in order to look after her?
And it must have been painful when
you found you didn’t have your mother
all to yourself after she was born.”
 He went to three sessions then
packed it in.
 Mam blamed him for Jenny’s
death, he could see it in her eyes, cold
and hard as headstones behind
wreaths of grey smoke. “Coffin nails”
she called cigarettes. Helplessly, he
watched her hammer them in one by
one.
    *****

Waiting for the Kingfisher

What happened that
Stuart was blamed for

Jenny’s death?
Find out by purchasing

Issue #2.
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Resurrection Rosie
By Alan Toner

Alan Toner was born in Birkenhead,
Merseyside, in 1961. He has always
enjoyed writing stories, has had some
of his work published in small press
horror magazines, and also in two
book anthologies featuring local
writers. He is the Webmaster of two
popular websites:
www.trueghoststories.co.uk and
www.horrorwriters.net. He has
appeared on the TV show ‘Most
Haunted’. He is currently working on a
full-length horror novel, and is also
planning to write a horror screenplay.
    *****

T he Ford Escort made its
way along the winding
country lane, its
headlights cutting twin

beams into the darkness of the night.
Its driver, Trevor, a young man of 28,
wore an utterly pissed off expression
on his face as he reflected again on
the night out at the posh country club
from where he was now driving home.
  There was no question about it –
he’d had a real disappointing, real
crappy night. The country club just
hadn’t been his scene at all: full of
posh nobs and general haughtiness,
not to mention all those “grab-a-
granny” women that were there, their
hair as thoroughly blue rinsed as a
Tory election banner. He’d thought
there might have been some real
classy younger bits of talent in there.
Huh, how wrong he’d been! And then
there were all those expensive drinks.
Christ, he couldn’t down many pints in
there at those exorbitant prices! He
might as well have nipped down to the
local Labour club, as he’d have had a
better night.
 He wasn’t, by nature, a man who
usually visited such out-of-the-way
places as country clubs. It was just that
he’d been influenced by quite a few
favourable comments from various

people about this particular venue, and
as he’d recently been going through a
period in his life in which the desire to
try out new things socially had been
picking at his brain, he thought he’d
take a drive out to this club to see for
himself what it was like. Big mistake.
 No, the country club just wasn’t his
scene at all, and he certainly wouldn’t
be going back there again in a hurry.
Among all those stuck-up posh twits,
he’d felt like a spare prick at a
wedding. They’d charged enough, too,
to get in. Well, they would do, wouldn’t
they, being the high class place that it
was. Bloody good money wasted.
 He was just wondering whether he
could stretch what was left of his
dwindling finances to the end of the
week until he got paid again when his
thoughts were suddenly interrupted by
the sight of a white figure running into
the road, right into the path of his
speeding car.
 “Jesus Christ!” he cursed, startled
as he slammed his foot down hard on
the brakes. The car came to a
screeching halt. It was lucky he had his
seatbelt on, otherwise he’d have surely
gone through the windscreen.
 The figure that had caused his car
to stop had come to a halt itself. It
stood there in the middle of the road,
about twelve feet from the vehicle.
Hands on hips, big eyes staring fixedly
into the car at him, flimsy white dress
blowing in the night breeze, it was the
figure of a woman. The soft skin of her
face and her bare arms seemed almost
as white as the calf-length dress she
was wearing.
 As Trevor peered closely at the
woman through the windscreen, he got
the strangest feeling that he was
looking at an image from an age gone
by. The 1920’s immediately sprang to
mind, for some reason. Perhaps it was
the style of dress she was wearing that

evoked that feeling, for it did look a
little old fashioned. The bars of the
famous 1920’s dance, the Charleston,
also rang through his mind. Complete
with her equally white headband, she
did look as if she had just stepped right
out of a ballroom of that era.
 Trevor heaved a heavy sigh, trying
to regain his calmness following the
shock he’d received from the sudden
appearance of the mysterious figure.
What the hell was she doing out here
so late, running so recklessly out of the
woods like that and into the path of
speeding cars? She could have
caused a bloody accident. Was she
pissed or something? On drugs? Was
she running away from somebody?
Well, there was only one way to find
out. He wound down the side window
and craned his head out to speak to
her.
 “Hey, love, what’s your game?” he
shouted out.
 The mystery woman made no
reply, but just started walking away
from the middle of the road and around
towards the side of his car, from where
he was staring interrogatively, and a
little vexedly, out at her. As she
approached him, the woman folded her
arms across her ample bosom and
shivered against the cold December
wind. Trevor wasn’t surprised at this, in
view of the fact that she didn’t seem to
have any other item of clothing to
cover her body except the flimsy white
dress. She stopped at the side of the
car and leaned down her head towards
him.
 “Erm, sorry to have startled you
like that,” she said in a soft, rather
nervous-sounding voice. “Can you give
me a lift, please?”

http://www.trueghoststories.co.uk
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Resurrection Rosie

What was this woman doing out on a
cold night in nothing but a light dress?

What happens to Trevor?

Find out by purchasing Issue #2.
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In Vino Veritas
By Andrew Kirby

A.J. Kirby is the author of two
published novels, ‘Bully’ and ‘The
Magpie Trap’, and over forty short
stories. Recent publication credits
include appearances in two books in
the Nemonymous series - ‘Cern Zoo’
and ‘Cone Zero’ - in the forthcoming
Legend Press anthology ‘Ten
Journeys’, in Radgepacket 4 from
Byker Books, and in ‘A Fly in Amber’
webzine. In 2008, he was awarded
third prize in the Luke Bitmead Writer’s
Bursary competition, and he has also
been runner-up in the Huddersfield
Literature Festival short fiction
competition, as well as being short-
listed in the Mere Literary Festival.
Andy lives in Leeds with his girlfriend
Heidi and lucky black cat Eric.
    *****

T he vineyard looked
abandoned and
overgrown; corked. More
worryingly, the house,

which seemed to hold such a vintage,
rustic charm back in the Town and
Country estate agents on Smythe
Lane, looked rather more run-down
than we’d anticipated. I used to think
that I had a good nose for a bargain,
but as we navigated the tree-lined
approach to the house, the view simply
got worse. Wooden shutters blinkered
the windows and it looked like a
number of birds were nesting in the
roof. I tried to put a brave face on it.
For Margaret’s sake.
 “Once we get the shutters open,
it’ll look a bit better,” I said.
 Margaret fermented. She bubbled
and boiled as she stared tight-lipped at
the peeling paintwork.
 “And we’ll get a man in to touch up
the frontage,” I continued, reaching
across to touch her hand.
 Her vinegar-eyes flicked round to
meet mine. “It’s always get a man in
with you, isn’t it?” she snapped. “Why

can’t you be a man yourself and do
these manly jobs? It’s not like you’ve
got anything else on your plate, is it?”
 Her acidity stung. I had plans;
dreams for this place. I would not go
quietly into the good night of retirement
as so many of my former colleagues
had done.
 “We’ve got the wine,” I whispered.
 “We’ve got an overgrown vineyard,
Maurice,” she sneered. “Which you’ll
probably get a man in to tend while you
drink away any hope of profit.”
 Sometimes I thought she blamed
me for our growing old and bitter
together. Certainly she blamed me for
going through with this probably ill-
conceived attempt at bottling a new life
for ourselves in a new country.
 The Volvo crunched to a halt on
the gravel turning-circle directly in front
of the house. Still gripping the furry
steering wheel, I turned to my wife
again.
 “We could take a turn around the
grounds before we start to unpack.” I
suggested. “Or you could go in and
have a cat-nap. It was a long drive
after all; it’s no wonder that you’re a
grouchy so and so.”
 Margaret raised her eyebrows.
“You’re an idiot, Maurice,” she sighed.
 Light-bodied, she climbed out of
the car. She stretched with a feline
grace that she’d always possessed,
and then turned her back on me. If
she’d had a tail, it would have been
scything back and forth. Instead she
hinted at the full and rich bouquet of
her anger by fishing her mobile phone
from out of her handbag; this despite
the fact she’d promised me that she
wouldn’t use it so frequently over here.
 I shook my head and regarded the
view in the rear-view mirror; all of those
boxes I’d have to carry in. All of those
pointless ornaments and candles and
cushions that Margaret thought we

couldn’t possibly live without. I decided
that I would not let her spoil the
moment; the moment that I’d worked
all of those long, parched hours for.
 France had been my dream
throughout those twilight blue-sky
thinking meetings and those 5am starts
to beat the traffic. It had been the one
thing that had kept me sane as
younger colleagues sniggered behind
my back about my misunderstanding of
the new technologies and new systems
of work. There were no such worries
out in the supple Burgundy
countryside.
 I centrally-locked the Volvo and set
off back up the driveway. It was
blissfully quiet, but everywhere was
alive with the spices of nature. Those
mistletoe pompoms, sprinkled so
haphazardly into the trees, did not
have IP addresses. There was no
CAT5 cable plugged into the back of
the scurrying red squirrel in the
undergrowth. The honeyed breeze
which played on my bare forearms did
not contain whisperings of
redundancies and restructuring.
 Guardedly, I chanced a whistle,
but then felt foolish and stopped.
Something had caught my eye;
something or someone. There was a
robust, Jeroboam-sized shadow
edging its way between two of the
vines over to the side of the road. The
shadow shouted something, waving
frantically, and then started to move
towards me as though I was the one
trespassing. Perhaps word had not
spread as quickly as I’d thought that
the long unoccupied mansion house
had a master at last.

Who was the stranger? Does
Maurice get a crop to make wine

with?

Find out by purchasing Issue #2.
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The Flip Side
By Gladys Gregg

Gladys has been writing for several
years. Romance is her first love but
occasionally a darker tale will work it’s
way on to her laptop.
Living in the north-west of Ireland and
inspired by her travels in the British
Isles and Europe she has had travel
and lifestyle articles published, as well
as her short stories.
Always fascinated by people, she has
had a variety of jobs, from dental
nursing to selling lingerie, greetings
cards, cosmetics and working at
reception in a very busy A&E/ER
department.
She is delighted to say Hi! to readers
on ‘Pages Of Stories’.
    *****

I ’ve lost her.
 Alone, in this cell like room, I close
my eyes and her voice comes to me.
Soft, gentle and loving. Her smile, her
eyes, filled with love.
Memories of that last evening when we
walked by the river, the sun
shimmering around us.
 Is it only a year since I tried to
persuade her not to go?
 “Your future lies with me. Why are
you doing this to us?” Resentment and
anger at her stubbornness had surged
through me.
 We would still be together if she
hadn’t defied me. But she was
determined.
 “Tom, you know how much this
means to me. You don’t really want me
to miss this opportunity, do you? I’ll
come home as often as I can, and you
can come visit me as well. The time
will fly past.”
 “For you, perhaps. Not for me.
Can’t you see? Don’t you

understand?” I had railed at her. “I
can’t let you go!”
 Then I was shaking her. So angry I
couldn’t speak. So afraid of losing her I
could see nothing else. So afraid that
at college, she would realize what I
knew in my heart. That at 32, I was
way too old for her.
 “Tom, you’re hurting me!” Her
frightened cries had eventually
penetrated my anguish and frustration.
 Stunned, then horrified by the fear
I could see in her eyes, I’d pulled her
to me, raining kisses on her face, her
eyes, her trembling lips. Our tears
mingled, as we clung, comforting and
soothing one another. But I could not
change her mind.
 She’d left.
 As the weeks and months passed,
my resentment and frustration
continued to fester and grow. I knew
that every stud would be after her and
I couldn’t endure the thought that even
one of them might touch her.
 I phoned every evening, so that
she could tell me what she was doing.
Hating the times when I couldn’t reach
her. She had teased me, loving my
possessiveness. She was enjoying life
and had made loads of friends but she
was careful not to talk too much about
her male friends.
 I can still remember the tortures I
went through, that weekend I couldn’t
contact her. By the Monday, when I
finally got her, I was in a filthy mood.

Where had
she been?
How had
Tom lost

her?

Find the
answer by
purchasing
Issue #2.
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Better Luck Next Time
By Kaitlyn Till

Kaitlyn Till lives in Nanaimo, B.C. and
is a third year creative writing and
publishing student at Vancouver Island
University. She is VIU's official student
blogger and her short story
‘Anaphylaxis: A Love Story’ was
published in the 2010 edition of ‘Portal
Magazine’. She works at the public
library and spends most of her life
surrounded by books but does
occasionally emerge from the stacks to
enjoy the gorgeous Nanaimo scenery.
    *****

S am buys six lottery tickets
every Wednesday
morning. One for Mum,
one for Dad, one for

Miranda, one for Toby, and two for Ally
Jane. Sam takes the unchecked tickets
to the cemetery, and lays them on their
graves, using stones for paperweights.
In the six months since the fire she has
bought one hundred and fifty six
tickets, and hasn’t checked a single
one.
 “Six separate tickets on the 6/49.”
 “With or without the extra?”
 Sam wants the extra.
 “You sure?” asks the girl. She
snaps her gum; according to her name
tag she is called Amber. “Could try the
double dip?”
 “No.”
 “Mini-dip is four dollars.”
 “Six on the 6/49. With the extra.”
 “Could try a Scratch and Win?”
 “Six on the 6/49. Forget the extra.”
 Amber spits her gum into what
Sam hopes is a waste receptacle
behind the counter and shrugs. “You
got it. Twelve dollars.”
 Sam hands over twelve dollars and
takes Mum’s and Dad’s and Miranda’s
and Toby’s and Ally Jane’s tickets.
    *****
 Sam moved out three weeks
before the fire. Six months on, most of
her boxes are still unpacked, in that

state of transit between places,
stacked in the hall closet and the
second bedroom and the living room of
her apartment. She has to edge
between them each morning to open
the curtains, made by her mother.
Only the living room has curtains,
though the space can hardly be called
a living room, with the boxes and the
lack of living that goes on there. The
real living is done at the kitchen table
where Sam sits every night with half a
glass of cheap red wine and a cheaper
paperback novel. She wears giant red-
framed reading glasses, so far out of
style that they could only have come
from eBay. The glasses make her feel
like a bug, a fly on the wall, looking into
other worlds. A stack of unread
paperbacks lingers on the end of the
kitchen counter. She gets through five
or six a week and does not care
whether they are romance or mystery,
horror, science fiction, fantasy or
western. She would prefer a
combination of; space cowboys fighting
wizards while fending off zombie
invasion while solving a sinister murder
mystery, with lots of blatant sexual
tension between the main characters,
of course. Sam hasn’t yet found a book
like this, but she won’t give up.
 On Saturday afternoons she walks
to the public library, puts on her
glasses, and exchanges her ID for an
hour with the precious ‘Globe and Mail
Book Review’. She never reads any of
the actual books reviewed, but she
does read every article, learning about
the latest from Margaret Atwood, or
Jane Urquhart. Sam used to read
these kinds of books, but she doesn’t
any more. This kind of literature has
lost its appeal; it cuts too close to the
matter, exposes bones.
    *****
 Tickets folded safe in her jeans
pocket, Sam drives directly to the

cemetery. She walks through mid-
morning mist up the grassy hill and
places the tickets, without the extra, on
their graves.
    *****

What
happened in

the fire?
Why does
Sam buy

lottery
tickets?
Find the

answer to
these

questions by
purchasing
Issue #2.



© 2010 Pages Of Stories Inc.15

Knife Culture
By Phil Aston

Phil lives in Cornwall in the UK. He has
previously written professionally for
magazines but in the last six months or
so has focused on fiction writing. ‘Knife
Culture’ is his first published credit in
this field. He is also working on a
fiction book which he hopes to have
finished by the end of the year.
    *****

“H ey, Sal, look at
this!” Jim and Sally Prosper had been
married for years. Before taking their
vow’s they were childhood sweethearts
in the sixties who travelled far and wide
across the American continent
together. On their return to the UK they
settled in Nottingham.
 Now, recently retired, they had
sold their four-bedroom house in West
Bridgeford – when their thirty five year
old son Paul, had finally moved out –
and bought a two-bedroom house in
Woodthorpe.
 On this particular day in autumn
they were both in the garden. Jim was
digging the footings for a section of
patio he planned to build. It was during
this digging he had found the thing that
he was so keen for his wife to look at.
 “What is it, Jim?” Sally was on the
lawn.“You’ve not come across a
problem over there have you? I told
you I wasn’t happy with having half the
garden dug up, didn’t I?” She looked
over at her husband.
 Jim was more interested in his find
as opposed to any mess he’d made;
he didn’t reply. He was engrossed. As
he rubbed the earth off it, the curious
nature of the thing showed itself. In
fact, come to think of it, the earth
around it had seemed looser; like
it had been freshly dug. Had a stranger
been hiding things in the garden and if
so, why?

 It was a knife - an ancient looking
knife. The blade was fashioned out of
what felt like glass; the handle from
carved bone. “What the hell is a thing
like this doing here?” Jim was thinking
out loud now.
 Sally saw the reaction of her
husband and instinctively went over.
Jim was kneeling down in his half dug
trench, turning his find over and over in
his hand, head bowed as if in prayer.
 “This must be years old,” he
marvelled.
 “Jim, come on love give that here,
let me have a look at it,” Sally was
cautious and hesitant as she held her
hand out.
 As Jim looked up he tightened his
grip on the knife, almost as if his wife
might snatch it from him. “One minute,
let me wash it first, then we’ll both have
a look at it properly.”
 Sally did not want her husband’s
find in their new house, whatever it
was. “Jim, use the outside tap, don’t
get the kitchen dirty.”
 For the second time that afternoon
Jim ignored her. “Jim,” her voice was
raised now, “I will not have it in the
house; stop there and let me turn the
outside tap on for you.” She had
caught up with him across the lawn
and placed her hand on his shoulder to
arrest his apparent loss of hearing.
 “Get me a cloth would you Sal?”
Jim was still in a complete world of his
own.
 Sally sighed hard. “Ok, but it’s not
coming in the house, and that’s final.”
 As she peered into the kitchen
cupboard the front doorbell rang. Paul,
she remembered, it was Sunday and
he always brought his washing over.
 “You’ll have to hang on, Jim, Paul’s
here,” she called through the open
back door.
 But Jim wasn’t paying any
attention. He’d washed his new find

and he loved it. Free of earth, its real
beauty shone through. The blade was
made of glass; exquisitely forged and
polished, it was blue in colour and the
tip sparkled in the autumn sun.

A knife with
a blade
made of

glass? And
why was
Sally so
adamant

about it not
coming in

the house?
Find out by
purchasing
Issue #2.
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In Flight
By Mark  Russell

Mark is 26, and lives in Glasgow with
the rain and the clouds for constant
company. When he is not writing he
works as an accountant. More fond of
dressing up than a grown man should
be, he is a football fan for his many
sins and is having a grand time
adjusting to married life with a
wonderfully strange woman he has
known since childhood. His ideas
pretend to be eclectic, but veer
towards the dark and disturbing. This is
his first published story.
    *****

N ot much to say here. Never
was very good at
speeches. Always
clammed up, forgot what I

was going to say. Anything important,
any time I had to use words that really
mattered, I would plan out exactly how
the conversation was going to go, wait
up for hours at night anticipating every
turn, dodging the semantic missteps,
until I had it perfect. Then the moment
would come and I would mess up.
Forget all my lines. The other person
would be talking to me, trying to get me
to respond, and I would just stare at
them, looking like a retard who'd lost
his sanity stick. Every single time.
 Once, when I was breaking up with
Jessica, that girl you called a
succubus, I ran out of the room when
she asked me what was wrong. I tried
to get the words out, I really did, but “I
think we should break up” just would
not climb out of my throat. I turned, ran
out of her house, turned the phone off,
hid from my viewscreen for three days
until the messages stopped. That's the
sort of person I am, the man I always
will be.
 You never have problems like that.
Everybody loves you. They say we are

similar, nobody has ever been able to
tell us apart, but we are nothing alike.
I came over to apologise. There are
many things I have done. Many times
in my life I have needed a big brother,
even one who is just three minutes
older, and you have always been there
for me. Whatever it was, whatever I
needed, you would drop everything
and come help me.
 Remember that time in
Manchester, when I had been down
doing some work for the Clarke
brothers and everybody got arrested? I
was hiding in that barn for three days,
with just a pair of trousers, a phone
and whatever food I could steal from
the farmhouse once it was dark.
 The pigs knew my face, if they had
found me they would have had me on
serious nix, I may still be in Gallowgate
Prison waiting for the end of the world.
But you came down, driving some
geriatric car that was held together by
spit and rust. Hell, the thing was made
in the 21st century! You came down in
that, and smuggled me back across
the border away from prying eyes.
Upstanding citizen such as yourself, it
must have been awful trying to avoid
the cops with an idiot brother hidden in
the back seat and knowing that one
slipup means the end of your shiny
white life, but you did it. You were
there for me.
 That's why it's such a shame that
you have to rot here with the rest, and I
get to be saved. Talk about a death
sentence. Whatever they say on those
viewscreens, there is no way they can
save the planet.

What’s
happening?
Why does
Earth need

to be saved?
Where are

the survivors
going?

Find out by
purchasing
Issue #2.
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Flawed
By Lynne King

Lynne King was born in Kent, England.
Plenty of job changes; waitress,
secretary, gardener, media and
working for animal welfare charities
has allowed her an insight into many
walks of life. She feels this has helped
with her short story writing enabling her
to switch between genres. Her short
stories have been published in UK
magazines and on-line and she has
had a romantic suspense novel
published. Now living and working on a
rural estate in Oxfordshire, Lynne feels
that reading and writing have always
been her one constant passion that
she can escape too.
www.myspace.com/lynnekingauthor
    *****

A t last he had left the
congested town traffic, the
road ahead clear as
hedgerows and open fields

now met his view. The blue flashing
light seemed to appear from nowhere.
Michael glanced away from his rear
mirror to look at his speedometer, the
needle was touching fifty but he had hit
a dual carriageway and was within the
limit.
 He began slowing down expecting
the flashing light to pass in pursuit of
some other – it didn’t. The headlights
were dazzling him as the interior of his
car lit up, and then it came out from
behind him and was alongside him
now; the passenger signalling for him
to pull over. This had to be a mistake,
he assured himself; perhaps he had a
broken rear light, the car due a service
next month.
 Michael pulled over as near to the
verge as he could and put on his
hazards. The unmarked police car
pulled up in front of him. Removing his
hands from the steering wheel, he
rubbed them together, their
clamminess adding to his discomfort.
He had done nothing wrong and yet

felt guilty, panicky thoughts like where
had he placed his driving licence, in
the kitchen drawer, the bedside
cabinet? When did he have it last,
when they went to France back in the
summer? The conversation continued
with himself as he watched the
passenger door open and out stepped
a heavily built man, the yellow high
visibility jacket probably exaggerating
his build.
 Afterwards he had been asked
whether the man wore a police cap, he
thought he caught sight of one in the
lights of the hazards flashing on and off
or did he, it was so dark, his thoughts
wasted on where his driving licence
might be.
 The man approached and then
surprisingly opened the rear door.
“Do not turn around Michael Fuller. We
have your wife. You do exactly as I say
and the two of you will be reunited.
Don’t comply and you will have no
wife, understand.”
 He felt breathless as if someone
had struck him into the chest.
Struggling he forced the words out.
 “What are you talking about? I
don’t understand.”
 “It’s quite simple Michael. We have
your pretty young wife and will not
hesitate to harm her. I think you know
what we want from you, now drive.
You’re going back to work.”
 Michael drove his car down the
private road and into the car park at
the rear of the shop. Pulling into the
bay reserved for himself and the
assistant manager, he switched the
engine off. Now his fingers were idle,
the shaking grew worse and he had to
place them back on the steering wheel.
The Skoda, which he had thought was
an unmarked police car, drew up next
to him. The rest of the parking area
was in darkness except for one
security light that shone from the rear

entrance lighting up the metal bars on
the windows and especially the
impregnable metal door.
 His assailant, he realised was
wearing some kind of prosthetic
disguise, the facial features when close
up were like looking at a wax work
dummy, all plastic and shiny. The
effect was more frightening than if he
had been wearing a Halloween mask
and the only real part of his face was
the lifeless black orbs that served as
eyes. And that voice, robotic, almost
polite even. That was unnerving; it
gave no insight to this man’s state of
mind.
 He stood facing the metal door, the
security light beaming down lighting up
the plastic faces of the three men who
surrounded him.
 “How do I know this isn’t a bluff
and that you don’t have my wife?”
Michael didn’t know why he was
questioning what, was obviously an
organised plan. They wouldn’t have
gone to all the trouble of the disguises
and timing if they hadn’t taken Sally.
But they needn’t have, he would have
done everything they asked, he was no
hero. They had no reason to take
Sally. He clenched his fists and stared
defiantly back at his assailant.

Why do they want
Michael to go back to
work? What’s his line
of work that creates

such interest?

Find the conclusion
to this story in Issue

#2.
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Stirring the Pot
By Joan Baragar

Joan is a prairie person who thrives in
the sun. Lake and forest bring her
healing. Making music does, too. And
dancing.  And writing...
From the time she first held a pencil
and knew her alphabet, she has been
creating stories and poems. It was
hard to let go of the pencil. Now, as a
sometimes-published author, she can
be so attached to her computer that
she forgets to eat or do her share of
the cooking for her and her husband!
Children – she had four, now grown
and providing her with many
grandchildren – are favourite subjects
of her writing. From them, and from
friends of all ages, she continues to
learn what she needs to keep her
hopes alive and her face to the sun.
    *****

A re you on your feet
yet?” The voice is soft
butter with a blunt edge
that belongs to the

butter knife.
 I consider saying No, my feet are
paralysed this morning …but I actually
answer with truth and tacked-on
enthusiasm. “Well, I’ve got as far as
the kitchen.”
 Why had I picked up the phone? I
knew who it would be, knew what the
voice would say next:
 “Good.  Now grab your towel and
have your shower.”
 Grab my towel. That means going
back upstairs to the bathroom beside
the bedroom.
 “And don’t use that as an excuse
to crawl under the covers again.”
 I hang up.
 At the foot of the stairs now. I can’t,
I keep saying. Out loud in case I miss
the screaming in my head. I can’t! I
didn’t sleep again last night. How am I
going to face those Grade Five

monsters today? Climbing… Six steps
behind me, six more to go. I turn - and
flop like a rag doll.
  Bits of an A.A. Milne verse
accompany me:
  Halfway down the stairs is a stair
 where I sit;
 There isn’t any other stair
 Quite like it…
 …
 And all kinds of funny thoughts
 Go running ‘round my head.
 It isn’t really anywhere.
 It’s somewhere else instead.
 Perfect. That’s how I feel. Not
really anywhere. Maybe I’ll just stay
here with my funny thoughts in this
somewhere else instead. And not
answer the phone when – inevitably –
it rings again.
 The thing is, I know I’ll answer the
phone. If I don’t, a note will be waiting
for me when I check my mailbox.
Worse, my doorbell will ring. There is
no escape from this interfering Dutch
neighbour who calls herself my friend.
 So I take my damn shower. I’m on
the way out of the bathroom when I
hear that insistent ringing again. Water
drips down my back and legs under the
grey towel which, like my grey mood,
drapes me from head to toe. Trailing
sloppy footprints over to the dresser, I
pick up the cordless, walk around till I
find my terrycloth slippers and dutifully
report my progress to the caller,
leaving out a confession about not
washing my hair.
 “OK.  What’s for breakfast? ” It
seems to me her voice is louder, more
demanding.
 “Coffee,” I say in my dead voice,
not adding instant. “And toast, I guess.”
I wonder if I’m going to get a lecture on
food groups, but Sofie is surprisingly
compliant.

 “Well, you don’t have time for
much more. It’s almost 8. Will you
be able to make it to school by
8:30?”
 “Sofie, let’s be clear about this. I
don’t want to make it to school. I can’t
even think straight. My husband has
just dumped me, remember? How can
I go to work?”
 “Your husband has just dumped
you. How can you NOT go to work?
You may have had better days but
you’ll make it through this one if you
keep moving. Now get going. I’ll be
over at 5:00 with something that tastes
better than instant coffee and burnt
toast.” Instant.  Burnt. How did she
know?

    *****
Reference: Halfway down the Stairs, A.
A. Milne – from ‘When We were Very
Young’

Read the conclusion
to this heartwarming
story by purchasing

Issue #2
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Little Bird
By Anne Brooke

Anne Brooke’s fiction has been
shortlisted for the Harry Bowling Novel
Award, the Royal Literary Fund Awards
and the Asham Award for Women
Writers. She has also twice been the
winner of the DSJT Charitable Trust
Open Poetry Competition. Her latest
novel,’The Hit List’, a romantic gay
comedy about friends, family and
fantasy hit lists, and her latest short
story is ‘The Boilerman and The Bride’,
an erotic comedy about a very unusual
wedding day. She once took a balloon
flight in Egypt but spent most of the
time screaming and hopes she never
has to do it again. More information
can be found at
www.annebrooke.com.
    *****

I  have left no legacy. From
the beginning, it was one of
the things that marked me
out from the others. In spite

of being the eldest, I have all my life
been the daughter nobody noticed.
Small and thin, with hair that curled too
much no matter what I did to straighten
it, I was never the one my father was
most proud of, though I think I was the
one he loved most. He called me his
little bird, a name I was always to
carry.
 Until, that is, the man from Egypt
came amongst us.
 My six sisters and I had taken my
father’s sheep and goats to water them
at the well. We had set out early as I
was afraid of the jostling and unkind
words of the rebel shepherds. I have
never been at ease amongst men,
although my sisters dealt with their
jibes well enough. Flirted with them
almost. If my father had known that,
they would not have been allowed to
set foot outside our home for at least a
two-month. I always kept their secrets
for them.

 That morning, I saw no-one when
we approached the watering-place.
The sun was already bathing the
cypress trees with the beginnings of
light and I could hear the distant
bleating of my father’s sheep. The
horizon was clear of the tell-tale signs
of rising dust.
 We were safe. For now.
 Without any ado, I led my flocks to
drink while my sisters laughed and
gossiped with each other. When I was
finished, I gestured at them to take my
place but they simply shook their
heads and giggled more.
 “Don’t you want to wait for the
rebel shepherds, Zipporah?” my
youngest sister asked, tilting her head
to one side so she looked more like a
bird than I did. “It seems a shame to
miss them when they’ve come so far,
just to see us.”
 My face reddened and I turned
away, the sound of their laughter,
crueller now, pressing against my
back. Trying to ignore them, and
knowing I could never compete with
the net of words and arguments they
would use against me, I led my sheep
to one side, hoping none of them
would come to harm on the journey
home.
 If I had any courage, I’d walk
away, take the road back to my father’s
house myself, but I was too afraid. My
sisters were always both my protection
and my burden. So I waited as they
watered their own flocks, my eyes
darting back and forth between the well
and the skyline. Soon what I feared
most came to pass: the low clouds of
dust signalled the arrival of the rebel
shepherds.
 Their leader was a brute of a man
– tall, with shaggy hair and a crooked
nose. His voice grated on my skin like
sour bread in my mouth. He and his
men pushed through our small group

and led their flock to drink before ours.
One of them put his arm round the
waist of our middle sister and she
folded herself against him, both of
them laughing. That seemed to be the
signal for all of them to find a woman to
play with amongst us. None of my
sisters objected, but when a large hand
clutched at my breasts, I screamed
and tried to push my assailant away.
 “Hush your cackling, little bird,” one
of my sisters cried out with a laugh.
“You know our father will let us have
no pleasures while we are his. We
must take our joys wherever we can.”
 When I screamed again, the man
who had imprisoned me clamped his
broad fingers over my mouth and
began pulling me away from the group.
I struggled against him, but it was no
use. He was far stronger than I. My
sisters took no notice, the youngest
dismissing me with a wave of her
hand, and I fell against a thorn bush,
pulling the man down on top of me.
 He laughed and his breath flowed
over me: stale spices and something
rancid I couldn’t name but which drew
bile to the back of my throat. “Ah, is
that what you want, little woman? Then
you have chosen well; your wishes will
soon be fulfilled for you.”
 As he spoke, with his free hand he
began pulling at my clothing, baring my
neck and breasts, and reaching down
between my thighs. I had no strength
to fight him, not air enough to scream
again. All I could do was whisper over
and over again: “Please, no. No, don’t
hurt me, please.”
 Just as he’d uncovered himself
and was forcing apart my legs with his
knee, his head jerked forward and
blood spilled over his hair and my face.
The acrid heat of it seemed to sear into
my heart. His body tumbled sidelong
across mine and I gasped, blinking
upwards into the light. The next

http://www.annebrooke.com
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moment, he was lying at my side,
motionless, and I could hear the
murmurings of his fellow shepherds
rising. Just as the dust had risen from
the land on their approach. As
secretive and as deadly.

Little Bird

What happened to her assailant? Do all the young
women make it home? Did they get help? Who is
the woman? And who was the man from Egypt?

Find the answers to these questions by
purchasing Issue #2.



© 2010 Pages Of Stories Inc.21

A Walk in the Woods
By Allan Kalupar

Allan Kalupar lives just outside of
Winnipeg and supports his leisurely
pursuits working for the Province of
Manitoba. Originally his  stories were
written in an attempt to pique an
interest in reading in the troubled youth
he was working with.  Building on the
success of that endeavour he is now
starting to share his works with  a
wider audience.
    *****

C ome on eleven”. Saying it out
aloud might make it happen.
Robbie’s boot was on the
Waterworks square and if he

rolled eleven he would land on
Boardwalk. He would owe me two
thousand dollars and finally be
bankrupt. Robbie won the last two
times we played Monopoly and if he
wins three in a row he’ll be unbearable.
He managed to avoid both Boardwalk
and Park Place nine times in a row.
Nobody can be that lucky.
 He rolled a pair of threes that
moved him to Pennsylvania Avenue.
He owns that property and is safe, but
since he rolled doubles he has to roll
again.
 “Come on five”. I was louder this
time. It worked. The die tumbled
across the board settling on a three
and a two.
 We got pretty wrapped up in the
game and it got a little late. Actually it
got more than a little late. If I quit
before someone went bankrupt I would
forfeit the game. Rules are rules. I was
cutting it real close this time. My Mom
would not be impressed if I’m not home
by 9:00. I have about a half hour walk
however, I can be home in about ten
minutes if I take a short cut through the
woods. It’s 8:45. Walking through the
woods with my friends in the daylight is
creepy. Walking through the woods all
alone is really creepy. Walking alone

after dark is just plain stupid. I did it
anyway.
 I said my good-byes to Robbie and
his mom. I like his mom. She makes
the best chocolate chip cookies I have
ever tasted. They are even better than
my Grandma’s. They are really good
when they come out of the oven.
Robbie and I let them cool just a bit
and then start inhaling them. We would
eat the whole batch if his mom let us.
 I put my jacket, toque, mitts and
boots on. It’s colder now than when I
walked over. The snow that fell in the
afternoon has crusted over a bit. The
snow talks to me when I walk down the
sidewalk. I know that means its cold
out. My Grandpa told me to make sure
I bundle up when the snow ‘talks’ to
me. By ‘talk’ he meant the creak I hear
from under my boots when I step
down. Listen for it next time you’re
walking outside in the cold. You’ll hear
it too, even with your toque on.
 It was weird walking to the corner. I
seemed to be walking fast and slow at
the same time. I was walking fast to
get home and slow to put off entering
the woods at the end of the street. I
looked up at the sky. There were
streetlights guiding me down the
sidewalk. When I get to the woods
there will only be the moon. It’s almost
full. It actually looks kind of like my
hockey coach’s head. It even has the
scar that’s on Mr. Grant’s forehead. It
starts between his eyebrows and
curves over his right eye. He told us he
got hit by a puck when he was in
college. He was lucky he didn’t lose an
eye. I wear a helmet and facemask to
protect me when I’m playing hockey.
There is nothing to protect me in the
woods though and I am only three
houses away. I wish I had my helmet.
 I am only two houses away from
the corner now and I can just see the
edge of the woods. It looks okay from

here, so far so good. The moon is
partly covered by clouds now and it
looks like Coach Grant is wearing a
scarf. I hope he takes it off. The more
light the better. I am passing the last
house. My head is itchy under my
toque. I shouldn’t be sweating because
it’s so cold out, but I am.
 I’m at the corner. I take a deep
breath. What’s worse……getting
grounded and missing hockey
tomorrow or cutting through the woods
to get home on time? There can’t be
anything in the woods now that isn’t
there during the day……can there?
 I’ve made up my mind. The woods
it is. I’m ready. I’m going now. My feet
aren’t so sure. They aren’t moving. I
take another deep breath. I stall and
look at my watch. 8:52. I tell my feet to
get going. There is no way I am going
to go through the woods and still get
grounded. That would be really stupid.

What
happens in
the woods?
Find out by
purchasing
Issue #2.
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