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Introduction 

 
 This anthology came into being during conversations between 
the twelve students studying for the MA in Creative Writing at 

The University of Lincoln, 2012 to 2013.  
 We decided that we would like to produce a magazine to 
showcase some of the work we had been doing both during, and 

as a result of, the course. We each had to produce a pamphlet of 
work at the end of the second term. Because I had fallen in love 
with www.lulu.com in the course of putting my own pamphlet 

together, I offered to compile and edit the publication. 
 The anthology grew from a single magazine to the idea of a 
longer anthology, and eventually we decided to produce two 

anthologies, one in June 2013 and one in December 2013.  
  The title almost created itself, as it came from the names of 
our inspiring tutors on the course, Michael Blackburn and Phil 
Redpath (we unanimously rejected The Red Burn as a title). 

 The pieces contained in The Black Path 1 include a diverse 
mixture of subjects and styles, which were selected by and 
which represent the interests of the members of the group. 

 The anthology is also book-ended with two collaborative 
pieces which were created in the students’ FaceBook group.  
 

Shirley Bell, June 2013 
 

  



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

2 

 

  



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

3 

 

 
 

A Collaborative Tarot Sequence 

The structure was to be either a four line poem containing fourteen 

words, or a three line poem containing twenty-one words plus a one 

word title. The last word of the first line in each poem had to rhyme 

with the last word of the poem above. The numbers come from the 

typical tarot deck which contains four suits of fourteen cards each and 

twenty-one trump cards plus one trump, which is The Fool. Only the 

poems of three lines comprised of twenty-one words are supposed to 

have titles. These titles, as inspired by The Fool card, are meant to be 

foolish. These run in alphabetical order of the names of the writers – Ian 

Neville (as Turner) is the last in teach sequence which runs twice  

‘I am fortune’s fool!’ 

cried Romeo as Juliet 

reeled past, lashed 

to fate’s wheel. 
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FIREWORK 

The hanged man thrust his fetid heel 

towards the sun, moon and star, 

who had blasted the tower of these lovers. 

Intoxicated by knowledge, he discovers 

pleasures of seclusion 

awaiting an honest spark 

to ignite  

CASTLE 

Death rides and brings fright, 

skeletal, brandishing a rose; none understand, 

the old must die to make way for the new. 

DINNER 

Kneeling on stars of dew 

she holds captive the essence of existence, 

which oozes from chalices bringing life to the earth. 

BLOSSOM 

Rising from blood and mirth, 

blade of silver arcs resplendent through ashes, 

freeing the soul of his Mephistophelean veil, unlatch, unleash. 
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PALMIST 

O death! Is contemplating in you like hashish? 

No answer did I find, death is my fate 

As it is yours  

The heights of Everest, floors 

Of canyon and cave, 

Hanged men 

See it all 

 

TIRAMISU 

wait by the tree and leaves will fall 

and grow and cards are just a game 

until she wants her payment  

ZEBRA 

The Fool dines with Uncertainty, patient, 

treading the watery pathways wept by a scheming orb. 

On the banks, the wolf howls. 

Traitor on the prowl, 

Judas with a gun, 

In school, 

Their time has come.  
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SEAGULLS 

Yet after horror there is always sun, 

gilding the upturned faces of the flowers 

and drying the tears of our children.  

HAMMOCK 

The Blasted Tower, silly house and garden, 

the danged bivouac, the flippin’ penthouse suite, 

the blinking caravan, and the risible gite. 

Her trickery tastes sweet 

the manipulation of velvet gloves 

enchanting, deceptive, 

the Magician’s assistant 

The Hermit is distant, 

hiding from dragons 

of the real world; 

isolation impedes growth.  

IGLOO 

Bread comes by the loaf, 

Fruit comes by the pound, Gold comes by the ounce 

And death comes by the hand. 
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DIMPLES 

White feathers silver and grand, 

herald of the doomed man’s fame, 

loose the arrows in storm, ironic white flashes of scorn. 

 

Those opposing me will be torn 

My decisions are irrevocable 

no questions 

no suggestions 

I seek corrections 

To alter my world. 

These cards read directions; 

Let future unfurl.  

WALRUS 

passed up the Med from girl to girl 

Harut and Marut’s paper trick 

to lose you coins and empty cups alas  

MEAT 

Desolate eyes, harass! 

Pester the heavens strewn with possibilities. 

Find your sky shepherd and surrender your soul to be driven on.  
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Devil be gone, 

temptation and greed, 

sing a new song, 

find a new creed. 
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Rosie Temple 
 

Poems 
 

Faith 

 
Challenging trust in the invisible, 

a priceless possession disabled by doubt 

and lost 
then found and lost again. 

A fleeting creature. 

 
Tether it well. 

 

 
 
 

Doubt 

 
Persistent drooling creature 

hanging at your ankle. 

Don’t let it onto your soft furnishings; 
it will chew until saliva softens 

and metal springs lay bare. 

It’s aim is to kill. 
 

Slaughter on sight. 
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A Swan’s  Lullaby  
 

I drift in loops 

in loops I drift 
witnessed by the sun 

the moon 
together we cut still waters 

 
when you came to divide 

I opened my throat and sang you to death. 

 
 

The Dinner Date 
 

I had lunch with a monkey once. It wasn’t planned, it was just 
one of those chance meetings, like when you dine for one in a 

café where the tables are so close together you feel as if, by the 
end of the meal, you know the person on the table next to you, 
how they eat, how they drink, how they dab at their mouth with 

their napkin, how they smile as thoughts pop into their head that 
no one else can see, and at the end, when one of you rises to 
leave, you feel you should arrange another time to meet or say 

‘nice to see you’ just as you would with a friend. Well, that’s what 
it was like for me and the monkey. Except it wasn’t in a cramped 
café but on the balcony of a hotel in The Gambia, and we weren’t 

nibbling at neat little sandwiches or sipping Italian coffee, rather I 
was savouring the last remnants of sweating cheese and bread I 
had saved from the complimentary breakfast and he was sucking 

on a small green banana with his great elastic lips.  

 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

11 

 

We sat in silence, occasionally swapping testing glances and 
making the smallest of movements to settle ourselves into the 
comfort of each other’s company. I noticed how his fur shone 

green in the spotted sunlight that filtered through the trees above 
us and thought it must be oily. No doubt he thought the same of 
me as I had yet to shower and could feel my hair clinging to the 
mouldings of my scalp and becoming increasingly limp and 

pathetic in the gathering African heat. I suddenly felt self-
conscious and raised a hand to fluff it a little. The monkey 
watched my action with mild curiosity. His banana was almost 

finished, as was my bread and cheese, and I felt a little sad as we 
eliminated the last morsels in unison. I looked at him, unsure of 
how best to finish our meeting, of the correct etiquette when 

dining with a monkey. He seemed less concerned and simply 
discarded the unwanted banana skin on the tiled balcony floor, 
transferred his weight from his haunches to his feet and leapt into 

the branches of the overhanging tree without so much as a 
backward glance. I stared at the abandoned banana skin and felt 
used.  

Then the ants came.  

 
Time Spent with Like the Rap Star 

 
Marmite 

The first time they met he offered her a marmite sandwich made 
of air.  
She ate it gladly and accepted three more. 
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Joan 
Before she came she asked for his name. I told her. She rolled her 
eyes and stated “Like the rap star.” I smiled and said “You should 

hear his sister’s name.” 
  
Dear Rosie, 
  
I know I have already said thank you for my button heart, but 
can I have some help making it please when I come to visit? It 
says you need a sewing machine and I don’t have one neither 
does my school. I also have some monster cakes to make, can 
we do those too? And make the gloopy stuff we made last time? 
That was fun.   
  
Love Jessica 
 P.S. Like the Rap Star says he is missing you so much he will 
go nuts or bonkers!  
 
 Parcel Poo 

The fifth time they met, she enveloped him in a towel after his 
bath so that not one inch of skin was showing.  
Recalling many childhood memories when her mother had 
done the same to her, she began to feel for the protrusions of 

his limbs beneath the bobbled cotton, exclaiming at what an 
odd shaped parcel she had received from the postman that 
morning. Piece by piece she unwrapped him, and when she 

spied his rounded belly she blew a raspberry in the very centre 
until his uncontrollable giggles filled the air. It was then that 
he pooped on her lap.  
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Rosie 
He wanted to go on the rollercoaster now that he had reached 
the required height. I even witnessed him teasing his hair so 
that it sat like a cathedral on top of his head, just in case he 
needed the extra inches. 
 
We watched it do its rounds, roaring along the tracks and 
squealing to a halt to expel one group of pale faced riders in 
exchange for fresh meat. On his insistence, we became the next 
steaks willing for the mincing. 
 
We climbed aboard, me on the outside as I was the fattest, and 
pulled down the safety barrier. His belly began miles beneath 
the metal bar. I laid my arm across it. 
 
Sitting in front of us was a woman as thin as her partner's hair. 
 
The air drew a breath and we were off. He screamed the entire 
time, his face puckered and red. The drop was the worst. We 
fell down that unbent roundabout with our eyes squeezed shut. 
At last, we saw the end and his protests began to subside. Just 
as our carriage was about to click to a halt, the ride attendant 
flipped the switch again and sent us on to relive the memory. 
  

Jessica Turner Boo! 
8 minutes ago · Like 
Rosie Temple Yo cuz! How are you?  

7 minutes ago· Like 
Jessica Turner I’m ok, got lots of homework 

5 minutes ago · Like 

https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412550&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412550&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412545&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/


The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

14 

 

Rosie Temple Boo, that’s not good. Well, make sure you 
get it done early so you can have the rest of the evening free  
4 minutes ago · Like 

Jessica Turner Yes Miss! Like the Rap Star says hello 
3 minutes ago · Like 

Rosie Temple Hello Like the Rap Star! How are you?  
2 minutes ago · Like 
Jessica Turner He’s ok too, still annoying tho. He says he 

loves you 
2 minutes ago · Like 

Rosie Temple Ah, I love you too! Both of you. Looking 
forward to seeing you in a few weeks  
1 minute ago · Like 

Jessica Turner He says that he’s made you an angel and 
wants you to be his mummy 

 A few seconds ago · Like 
  

 
Joan    
She’s my niece. My brother’s oldest daughter. Out of all my 
nieces and nephews, she’s probably the one I’ve had most 
to do with, along with her sister. They’ve certainly been the 
most involved with the constant trail of kids I get through 
my door as a foster carer. They all take to Rosie. Even if not 
at first, she’ll wear them down until she has them smiling 
shyly or chattering away to her like monkeys. Whenever we 
visit her family in Essex, I always trust her to babysit for a 
day while her mum and I go shopping. She takes them to 
the park if the weather’s nice, then transforms the dining 
room table into a craft workshop with glue, paint and 
glitter. We always return to Hampshire with bags of mini 

https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412550&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412545&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412550&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412545&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412550&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.temple.1/posts/505000316230355?comment_id=20412545&offset=0&total_comments=3
https://www.facebook.com/
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creations that the children treasure until they are trampled 
on or new ones take their place. It came as no surprise to 
me when she decided to become a teacher.  
  
Yes, she’s a popular one amongst the kids, but Like the Rap 
Star was special. They had a lovely relationship, and I think 
she would have taken him in a heartbeat, his sister too. He 
loved going to see her, but he became a wise little four year 
old and knew when the last time was approaching. That’s 
the nature of fostering. One day, you have to say goodbye, 
and from thirty years’ experience, it never gets any easier. 
  
Butterfly Banana 

The eighth time they met they watched a butterfly eat a 
banana.   
He wanted to stay to watch the creature finish its meal, 
fascinated by its long tongue firmly embedded into the 
pulpy fruit like a straw. She told him that she would enjoy 
nothing more than sitting side by side with him for as long 
as it took, but that the other animals might get jealous 
because they were spending all their time with the 
butterflies. Like the Rap Star nodded seriously and 
suggested they feed the wallabies. 
  
Rosie 

I watched him push the tape in and then clamber up beside 
me on the sofa like a mountaineer. He nestled into my side 
and shoved his hand into his bag of sweets, rooting around 
for the perfect one.  
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We’d spent ages in the shop earlier, looking at all the plastic 
boxes with their sticky fingerprinted lids, wondering which 
ones to choose as the perfect accompaniment for our 
afternoon of lazing in front of the Lion King. Our 
indecisiveness matched. My parents used to drag me from 
souvenir shops screaming like a kettle when I was his age. I 
found it all so overwhelming, all those colours and textures 
crammed into one space. Cuddly toys, stationary, books, 
awes and wonders. Finally, we settled on strawberry laces 
and flumps; no screaming necessary. 
  
The film began. The African sun rose, hot and steaming. 
Animals sang, plots thickened. We ate. Wildebeest 
stampeded. 
  
His flump filled hand hung half way to his open mouth as 
Mufassa died. He looked up at my face, a knot of thought 
held tight between his eyes.  
“That little lion got no dad now.” 

Neither have you, I thought. 
“He not by his own though,” he continued. I shook my head 
in reassurance. He carried on eating while I watched the 
tear roll onto his cheek.  
  
Joan 

It worked out well for Like the Rap Star and his little sister, 
Like the Jewellery. Social services found them a home with 
a lovely couple up north. It was nice they could go together. 
My brother and his wife had offered to adopt Like the Rap 
Star if they could not be placed in the same home. I don’t 
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know if Rosie knew that. I suppose she does now. He would 
have been her little brother, but I think even she would 
admit that it worked out for the best.    
  
Southend Snow 

The last time they met, they danced in the snow and fell 
asleep on the train ride home.  
  
They had walked for miles along the seafront that day, in 
and out of the arcades and their bright, caterwauling 
machines, through the depths of the Sea Life centre with its 
alien inhabitants and ripple lighting.  
  
He had thrown up after a cup full of fluorescent slushy; she 
had mopped him up and made him laugh.  
  
He had tripped when his feet bowled over each other on 
the pebbly beach; she had picked him up and made him 
laugh. 
  
They had timed it just right as they made their way to the 
station. No sooner had their feet touched the first brick of 
the high street then the countdown began. Ten, nine, eight, 
seven, six, five, four, three, two, one…let there be light! The 
signal for Christmas to start, for another year to draw to a 
close in festive celebration. As they approached the giant 
tree in the centre of the town square, a grinning man 
flipped a switch and that’s when it began to snow.  
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The last time they met, he asked her if it was the last time 
he’d see her.  
  
She said yes.  
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Stewart Norvill 
Poems 

 
Keeping Bees 

 
you need a box 
and you need some bees 

and if you don’t want 
to chase trains 
through stacks of bricks 

and up ugly hills 
you’ll have to get up earlier, John 
 
Health 

 
bones hanging from the tree 

crisp morning for it 
 
In The Leaves 

 
There was a young man up a tree 

Who laughed and said “you see 
I saw the birds 
And I saw the bees 
And I chose to hide up a tree” 
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Goats Happen 
 

Kaldi, a grey-bearded Ethiopian goatherd, was sat by a log fire 

on a long, dusty stretch of field between two rocky hills in the 
fading light, his goats peacefully sleeping all about him. It had 
been a tiring year.  

His herd had discovered a bush of red berries on a hill. The 

berries had made them dance the most beautifully frightening 
dances in that pale morning sunlight. Excitedly, he had taken the 
berries to a holy man who cast them onto a fire, like any good 

holy man should. But when the holy man had gone Kaldi had 
returned to the burnt remainders of the berries, which had 
smelled so enchanting in the fire, and stirred them into a few 

drops of water he had with him. He called it coffee. 
Having spent the year spreading his coffee among astounded 

villagers and tribesmen, the now famous Kaldi felt restful. He was 

an old man and had, for some time, felt as though occasionally 
somebody was tugging gently at the back of his cloak or his 
shoulder. It was happening again now. He ignored it. 

He lifted a small cup of thick, fresh coffee up to his dust beaten 
lips. He heard a shuffling from the other side of the fire. He 
squinted through the light. One of his goats had stood up and 
cocked its head, staring at Kaldi’s cup.  

Maaaaaaaaaa  
“I think we’re about to serve Gandalf,” she whispered to Esmé 

who was working the counter with her and Ben that morning. It 

was about nine, the sun was up and shining and the Manhattan 
Starfucks on the corner of 8 th Avenue and West 39th Street was 
heaving again. 

Gandalf was an aged gentleman wearing a grey, floor length, 
cloak and causing quite a scene. The crowd inside the shop were 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

21 

 

parting to let him through. New York crowds don’t usually part 
unless you wave a nuclear missile at them. She stretched to see 
over them.  

He had a goat.  
“No no no no no!” she said and quickly ran out from behind 

the counter to confront the man, knocking over a tower of paper 
take-out cups in her haste. He had a long grey beard and deeply 

weather-worn face. 
“Hello, sir,” she said, smiling broadly. “Have you visited our 

Tarsucks before?” 

“No, maybe you are mistaking me for another ancient 
Ethiopian goatherd,” he replied in a thick accent.  

“No, we don’t get many of them in store... thankfully,” she 

added peering round him at the goat who glared back. 
The crowd watched her and Kaldi, like teenagers hungry to see 

a fight on the high-school field. Her tongue suddenly stuck like a 

livewire to the roof of her mouth. 
“I know what you’re going to say. It’s the same as the last five 

of these heinous places I tried to get in. I am Kaldi, for heaven 

sake,” he declared loudly, holding out his arm as though he 
expected a gasp.  

“Well, Mr Cowdy, would you kindly take your um...” 
“Henry,” he interjected. 

“Henry? Is that his name? Hello Henry,” she said, addressing 
the goat who continued to eyeball her menacingly. 

“Um, could I ask you to take Henry outside for me?”  

“Yes, yes, I will take him outside,” he snapped, adding loudly, 
“I am Kaldi, I have returned,” over his shoulder as he made his 
way back out and tied the goat’s leash to a street sign. But soon he 

was queuing up again, looking impatient. She subtly exchanged 
raised eyebrows with Esmé. 
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He’d just made it to the counter when she heard people 
laughing loudly and calling out in astonishment at the back of the 
store. She could hear stampeding feet on the upper floor, charging 

to the windows above. 
“Hey, Mr!” one of the other customers called out, directing it 

at Kaldi. “Mr, your goat’s tryna eat a man.”  
Some people laughed. She pushed her way over to the window as 

Kaldi ran outside.  
“Henry! Henry, stop that. Don’t fight with these people, 

they’re meanies!” he yelled into the street. The goat had a hold of 

some young Asian man’s denim jacket. The Asian man was hitting 
the goat over the head with a newspaper. Kaldi threw himself 
protectively over the goat and started kicking out at the Asian 

man. Two police officers intervened. The store went quite as both 
men were dragged apart and the goat was arrested. Kaldi threw a 
sandal at the police car as it drove off and stormed back into the 

store.  
Only the noise of the machines could be heard as she stepped 

back behind the counter and Kaldi once again joined the queue. A 

vein was showing on his brown, wrinkled forehead.  
This time he reached the front of the queue and ordered their 
best, strongest cup.  

“You could probably do with it, huh?” she said. He didn’t 

reply.  
When he was handed his cup with the word “Cowdy” 

scribbled on the side, his eyes twitched slightly. But then he 

closed them and smiled, lifted the mug to his lips and took a long 
sip.  

And immediately spat it out all over the lady next to him.  

“What the fuck is this!?” he demanded furiously. The lady 
started to cry. 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

23 

 

“It’s a double expresso, sir,” said Ben disbelievingly. 
“It’s disgusting! There is no coffee in this!”  
He argued and ranted for almost an hour before they managed 

to shoo him out of the store, still raging that after everything he 
couldn’t get a good cup of coffee.  

“I am Kaldi!” he squealed. He swore they’d be sorry.  
 

George, an accountant for an Indonesian coffee processing 
plant, was sat in his small office, doing his papers.  

“George!” - Blend to a powder then brew the beans in boiling 

water - equivalent of one bean per bathtub - evaporating all the 
flavour, catch the flavoured vapour in a tower, cool it to make 
sludge, dry the liquid left in the vat.  

“George!” - Drop a pinch of sludge in a huge bowl of the dried 
muck, package in thousands of sachets labelled by different coffee 
brands around the world. There’s one good way of cutting cost. So 

it would be equivalent of half a bean per bathtub from now on. 
“George!” - But now this commotion down the corridor. 
“There’s a goat in the bwender!” 

“What?” George followed the shouts.  
He found them standing over the giant, slowly turning 

blender. And there indeed, head and shoulders sticking out of the 
beans, was a goat spinning round and round and round.  

Maaaaaaaaaaaaa 
 

Back in Manhattan, the store was still heaving into the early 

afternoon when suddenly another fuss broke out. This time there 
was screaming.  

The place was too full to push her way through, so she stood 

on the counter, knocking another tower of take-out cups onto the 
floor. And what she saw out of the window was an abomination 
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heading towards them. An army of goats, on their rear legs, 
dancing in perfect synchronisation with heads cocked and eyes 
staring.  

They pirouetted in through the front door and people shrieked 
and cried as they scrambled clear of these monsters. 

They danced through the store like a well-choreographed gang 
of very ugly high-school cheerleaders and made their way behind 

the counter, surrounding the machines.  
She immediately reached for her cell and, still standing on the 

counter, she called the NYPD. But, astonishingly, unbelievably, 

they had no sympathy at all.  
Check the news, lady. We’ll get to you as soon as we can, but 

you’ll appreciate you ain’t our number one priority! 
She rang off and quickly scrolled through Goggle News. 
Goats Take Coffee Processing Factories Worldwide 
Dancing Goats Demand Beans 

Goats Waltz into Coffee Stores and Take Over 
Wall Street Crashes As Coffee Withdrawal Symptoms Set In 
Global Markets Wrecked By Dancing Goat Coffee Hijack  
Stirmucks Bust 
Dancing Goat Apocalypse the End 
Her heart boomed and she felt sick. 
The traffic outside was coming to a halt with sweet exhaust 

fumes and shrill cries creeping through the open door. A taxi was 
sat on the zebra crossing. From nowhere a man in a brown suit 
flew at the cab and started tearing away big strips of its yellow 

flesh with a crowbar and hollering “I JUST NEED A 
FRAPPUCCINO LIGHT!” 

Just then, Kaldi strolled into the store.  

“You see what I have done, New Yorkers?”  
“Excuse me, sir,” she said.  
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“No, you are not excused. All the world’s coffee is mine now! 
And I will drink it properly and you will have none!”  

“How on earth do you expect to get away with all this?” she 

demanded. 
“People will beg for my coffee,” he proclaimed, waggling his 

finger. 
She thought fast.  

“Henry,” she said calmly.  
Kaldi said nothing. 
“I can get him back for you if you put an end to this.”  

He scanned her face suspiciously.  
They argued, bickered and haggled for a few minutes before he 

finally, reluctantly agreed. And so he clapped his  hands and the 

goats left, dancing away into the shadows and corners of the 
streets outside where they seemingly disappeared.  

She fetched her bag from the back room, told a stunned Ben 

and Esmé that she’d be back soon, and headed out into the sun 
with Kaldi who she thought seemed sad. His pupils looked 
massive in the sunlight. His eyes generally appeared vacant but 

she noticed a clear film of water emerging. It also struck her for 
the first time that his head was constantly, ever so slightly 
cocked.  

“Do you ever feel sometimes,” he said, “like someone is just 

gently tugging at you from behind, trying to pull you away 
somewhere?”  

She didn’t. She didn’t think so anyway. She wasn’t sure. 

Maybe she just wasn’t sure what he meant.  
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Whilst they waited in silence at the station for some officer or 
another to appear, the cop they’d spoken to when they arrived 
said he was heading round the corner to Fartstucks and asked if 

he could get them a coffee. She looked at Kaldi. She said they’d 
pass. 
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Ian Neville 
 
From Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire  
 

Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire (i) 

 
The first time I went Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire I wasn’t 

driving at all, my Dad was. We must have driven clear hundreds 

and thousands of miles on those Lincolnshire roads of liquorice 
spaghetti unravelling across the pancake flat horizon of the 
fenland. He liked his foreign cars, either French or German or 

even Swedish. It was sort of a badge for him, a status symbol or a 
keep-up-with-the-Jones thing that said: he’s got a decent car, he 
must be doing all right. That’s maybe where Sunday Driving 

started, going out to see and be seen.  
In those days petrol was one shilling and seven old pence per 

gallon. You used to fill up at one of those village filling stations in 
the middle of nowhere, where you drive up and wait for the old 

lady to come outside and fill your tank. She’d walk straight out of 
one of those old sepia photographs you’ve seen at your 
Grandparents’ house. Those old photographs from a bygone 

Victorian or Edwardian era where inscrutable faces stare back at 
you, as if to say, “If only you knew the stories I know.” You look 
at them when you’re a kid and ask why their hair was so funny 

and why did people wear those funny clothes. There she was 
peering down at us from the sepia photo like a Victorian Sunday 
school teacher with her hair tied back and her glasses 

microscopically analysing every flaw in your young soul, ready to 
preach the wrath of God to heathen disbelievers, when she 
stepped right out of the photo and spoke to us in some weird 
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parochial extinct dialect, “Tha’d be far weltered if ‘t gate were 
ready shut me ducks. Is ye fer a fill ‘er up then dearie?” See what I 
mean: straight out of a bygone era. “There y’ is me ducks. Ten 

shillings please.” Ten shillings and you could drive forever until 
your car wore out but I never did like Sunday school.  

I remember those times when I see a petrol station out in the 
sticks or in a village, not attached to a supermarket. It’s like going 

back in time. You go into the village and there’s an old fashioned 
shop and old fashioned people saying quaint things. The English 
never say anything they really mean, they wouldn’t want to 

reveal too much about themselves. Instead they default to the 
weather. “A bit dull today.” Dull. Dull? Drab, dreary, grey, 
cloudy, it might rain, non- committal, uneventful, depressing, 

drizzly, grim, bland, unexciting, not something you would write 
home about, indecisive, neither here nor there, not hot, probably 
cool, definitely not bright, not good for shepherds at night, pot 

plants, cats and dogs or gardeners in the morning. Dull? Of course 
it’s dull, it’s always dull, we invented dull. We don’t do sun or 
climate. We have weather. Weather is rain, cloud, cold, mist, fog 

and especially dull. We perfected dull and we perfected how to 
talk about it. It’s a fail-safe mechanism for the English to avoid 
any excitement, any embarrassment, any of those, well, how can I 
put it, difficult moments.  

Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire you could be out on the open 
road and suddenly come across a four way pile up at one of those 
remote crossroads in the middle of nowhere. Multiple vehicles, 

casualties, a small but nevertheless alarming fire, sirens, general 
hubbub and hysteria and what do we do? We’d be walking into 
the petrol station and speak politely to the old lady, “Excuse me, 

Good Morning. Err. Rather dull for the time of year.”  
No acknowledgement of what was happening down the road, 
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just polite conversation. Forget the emergency, Sunday Driving in 
Lincolnshire, we talk about the weather. 

 

 
The Centre of the World (iii)  

 
Few people realise it but if you go Sunday Driving to 

Cleethorpes in North East Lincolnshire you can reach the centre 

of the world.  
Take the road to the seafront and drive past the old pier and 

along the beach to the boating lake and the Cleethorpes Coast 

Light Railway and turn left into Meridian Road just after the 
Engine Shed. On the path by the beach there’s a line that says:  
N< This is the line of the Greenwich Meridian Longitude 0*0’ 

O”>S  
‘Here east meets west.’  
This is the line that cuts the world in half like slicing an onion 

in two. Stand on the line and face south and the piece of onion in 

your left hand is the east and the piece in your right hand is the 
west. I think there was a song once, something about the world in 
your hands, it kind of makes you think as you lookdown at the 

two pieces of onion and all the layers in them, life’s more 
complicated than you think. Of course you can eat the onion 
afterwards. They’re quite good in stew or omelettes.  

This line has come all the way from the North Pole to hit land 
here in Cleethorpes. There’s a sign that says:  

North Pole 2517 miles  

South Pole 9919 miles  
That’s a helluva big onion; enough to make your eyes water.  
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When you go Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire you can head 
south to the old towns of Louth and Boston which are right on 
the Greenwich Meridian, which itself heads on down through 

Greenwich where they figured the whole thing out in 1884. Who 
would have thought, wherever you go in the world and you’re an 
hour ahead in Europe or hours behind stateside, the time is in 
relation to Cleethorpes (and Greenwich).  

 Can you smell those onions?  
 
Definition of Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire (iv)  

 
 This chapter is a fake, false, almost a lie, like a politician’s 
smile or a sure thing on the stock market or a friendly insurance 

salesman. Not because you’re about to see your standard of living 
take a dive but the whole idea of definitions isn’t as set in stone as 
the gravestone from the funeral director which receives an elegy 

engraved in memory and perpetuity to the dearly beloved and 
deceased. 

Here lies Sunday Driving Humpy. 

 He was our friend and we miss him. 
Have a good rest. 

A bit like the politician, that wasn’t what they really wanted to 
say. 

Sunday Driving Humpy. 
Born too late and died too early, 

especially because he owed us all money. 

Yes, he was our friend and we loved him well 
but maybe because he wasn’t as upright as the rest of  

us, he was always a bit of a pain in the neck. 

Wherever you are now 
we hope things are going better. 
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 So even when a definition is set in stone it’s usually not true in 
the first place which then begs the question of what’s the point of 
a definition anyway? A bit like Sunday Driving Humpy things 

change over time, stuff isn’t concrete. You could build the biggest 
engineering project like a bridge, such as the Humber Bridge 
which spans the River Humber to the north of Lincolnshire. You 
can’t but be impressed by the sheer size and scale of the 

engineering and the strength of the cables and the height of the 
whole thing and the way it’s attached to the banks of the river 
which keeps flooding down under it every hour of every day and 

night like some biblical tide. But time marches on and the bridge 
gets another year older, it looks the same but it’s different, times 
change, it’s all water under the bridge. 

 
 
 It’s like that with definitions, things that used to be good, 

change or get replaced even when everything seems to be going 
along as normal; they’re changing like the seasons. Things that 
were full of colour and warmth like a bluebell wood in the 

Lincolnshire Wolds in spring suddenly fade and no longer shine 
brightly until  they eventually get cold and hard in the January 
frost. Sometimes life is like that and there’s  nothing to be done. 
 

 
 So Sunday Driving in Lincolnshire is what works at the time, 
it’s what’s going on in life that’s good. It’s getting out and 

travelling around, seeing people and places, doing stuff or doing 
whatever you want. Dive in at the deep end and get into the 
swim. 
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The 3.11 to Staplehurst 
 

It was  

the year of our Lord 
one thousand eight hundred and sixty five 
it was  

the age of Victorian majesty, 
empire and industry, government, elegance, 
it was 

the age of the train, 
coal and steel, timber and steam. 
 

Ladies and Gentlemen 
this way if you please, 
platform 2, 3.11, 
Headcorn to Staplehurst- 

All aboard, safe and sound, one and all, 
husband, wife, brother, sister, 
young and old, rich and poor, 

writer, reverend, draper, soldier, 
everyone just as they seemed. 
Comfortable carriages, velvet and plush, 

first class, fit for a Queen, 
no room for the rest 
as fate decreed 

for the  
devil  
looks after his own . 
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So death 
sat down beside them and started to dream 
and draped his black cloak  

across this stage of flesh and bone, 
he mopped the young ones’ brows  
and comforted the old  
with a reassuring smile 

and helping hand, 
a surprising damp chill in this summer breeze 
and a strange stench of decaying fish, 

 he sharpened his scythe on rails of steel 
and counted the flagman  
five hundred to one thousand, 

no engineer could stop his smile 
nor brakeman steal his scowl 
as the birds flew away 

and the grim reaper took hold 
of steel and timber and souls. 
No bridge for redemption  

no escape  by whistle or steam 
as the dead and the dying  
lay in the blood of the devil’s dream. 
 

It was  
Death in life 
It was  

Hell on earth 
It was  
The devil’s work: 

an end to a Victorian saga. 
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And 
as my shaking hand  
writes these words 

It is  
the end 
of me.                                                   
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Joel Leverton 

 
The Truth of the Matter 
 

Never in life has this been so, 
No deed undertaken that shakes such faith in man, 
No act so evil that the cage is too good, 

No work so barbaric that God turns his face, 
No performance so immoral that we know we do not deserve to 
live, 
No action so unloving, unthinking, so selfish. 

None in life. 
 
A Little Higher 
 

If I gave you clothes, would you wear them? 
If I gave you children, would you raise them? 
If I gave you love, would you return it? 

If I gave you joy, would you share it? 
If I gave you gold, would you invest it? 
If I gave you food, would you eat it? 

If I gave you shelter, would you live in it? 
If I gave you warmth, would you hold it? 
If I gave you peace, would you embrace it? 

If I gave you company, would you appreciate it? 
If I gave you water, would you drink it? 
If I gave you life, would you use it? 

… 
Tough. 
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Fleetings 
 

A track, the pig skates upon the steel. 

The raven swoops, dives, dips its wings into the nail polish river. 
Black, then red – or was it in reverse? 
The winding river. The fish rally from one bank 

to the other, skidding in mud, until the vole cries “Finish!” and  
waves a chequered flag by its tail. 
Black then red. 

The trees bend low and branches tickle the underbelly of the pork 
express, chugging through the forest of blue and pink, marooned 
and holding berries. The 

snout rises and the pig smiles, hurtling to its doom. 
The chequered flag goes up – black then red. 

 
Reveille and Wake Up 
 

The Major, now livid at the three minutes tardiness of the 
young Private, stormed across the parade ground to the barracks. 
Each bed was empty, made up neatly and impeccably as he had 
expected and as he had taught - all but one. He stomped across 

the bare room and drew up alongside the unmade bed, the 
contents of which bulked under the covers. He took his right 
hand and quickly grabbed the left ear lobe that protruded slightly 

from under the duvet. With a slow but strong force, the Major 
began to drag the boy out of the bed by his ear. The Private did 
not react. It wasn’t until the Major held the top half of the man 

out of the bed and the ear could not take the weight, that the skin 
tore and the head of the Private collided heavily with the hard 
concrete floor. The Major looked with astonishment at the boy 
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who now bled from both ears – one from a half attached earlobe, 
the other from a fractured skull - and for a time was flummoxed 
as to what to do. After ten minutes of staring at what he believed 

to be a corpse, gently stroking the severed lobe between his 
fingers, he quickly and quietly shut and locked all the doors, 
wrapped the body in a blanket and stuffed it into the metal locker 
that stood by the bed. He locked it, sought fresh bedding and 

made the bed as impeccably as he had taught. Then, satisfied that 
no trace of blood could be found following his clean up, he 
returned to the ranks that awaited him outside.  

 
The men were standing perfectly still and silent on his return. 

The Major, who had been fuming not ten minutes previously, 

now seemed a little flustered and in the throes of composing 
himself from what may have been some frightful experience. The 
men did not question it but remained motionless as the Major 

stood centrally in front of the ranks. He stood straight and still for 
a full twelve seconds before barking out orders to the men. With 
each order there was precision timing in their response – 

attention. Shoulder arms. With each new shout that echoed 
across the grounds, the sound of the boots on the tarmac followed 
them and so too did the metallic clunks of the rifles as they came 
into contact with the buttons on the uniforms of the men. And 

then silence again.   
 

The Major marched to the left of the ranks, then to the right. He 

made his way to the back and circled the neat square of men, 
looking for mistakes, catching them out, looking to discipline 
them. This return to the normality of the day eased his mind. He 

had killed before, but not like this. 
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  As he rounded the final corner and made his way back to the 
front of the men, he caught a smirk out of the corner of his eye. It 
came from a young man who had not been known for diverting 

from the code of practice for morning roll call. But here he was, 
clear as day, smirking for reasons unbeknownst to the Major. The 
officer wheeled round on the ball of his foot and marched 
headlong into the group of men to the third row where the young 

smirker stood. He came up face to face with the young man and 
looked him straight in the eye. Much to the surprise of the Major, 
the smirk broadened and a gleaming smile played across his face. 

The Major cocked his head and glanced around quickly to see if 
any of the other man had responded in the same way. None had. 
The Major turned back to the Private who now held a much 

darker expression on his face. His eyes had narrowed, his smile 
had vanished. There was an anger in his face, a hatred, but above 
all he showed knowing. Instinctively the Major drew his balled 

fist back and with a force like none he had ever used on any man 
in his life, hit him just shy of the bottom of his ribcage. As the 
Private dropped to one knee, winded from the impact, the Major 

grabbed the young man’s hair with his left hand and pulled the 
head downwards, revealing the back of the neck. In one deft 
move, he took his clenched right hand and ploughed it into the 
spine of the Private. Such was the force of the attack, the Private’s 

neck broke and he died instantly. The Major still clung onto the 
hair as the limp body fell to the floor. The men in the 
surrounding area did not move and did not speak. But each knew 

- the Major had only killed one man that morning, but would be 
tried for two. 
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The Ghost of Juniper Cottage 

I had lived there for nearly six years and never once suspected 

anything of the property. The drains had caused some slight 
issues, and while subsidence had been an initial problem, it 
transpired to be of no consequence.  

While the previous owner had tried desperately to fend us away 

from buying the cottage, we believed sincerely that the old 
woman had not wanted to part from her last fort of independence 
before being placed in a care home. I see now her true reasoning. 

It was perfectly convenient for our needs, two average sized 

bedrooms, and a lounge and kitchen mirroring them on the floor 
below. The bathroom was downstairs and had been in shoddy 
state on our arrival. It was, however, repaired and successfully 

met its requirements. 

 Structurally the building was sound, and the yellow sandstone 

frontage made the small cottage stand out among the deep green 
of the hedgerows that bordered the front garden. My wife had 

specifically chosen much of the flowerings that played against the 
white fence, displaying with twee affection the perimeter of our 
property. It was at this fence that I met Adrianna as she walked 

by one day. She was a beautiful woman, with long auburn hair, a 
firm bosom that held pearls I could not be kept from. I held back 
the temptation for many months, but I succumbed to her beauty 
one night – alas to my dismay, my wife became privy to the deed 

shortly afterwards. I was, and still am, heartbroken that I could 
have allowed such base desire to come between myself and the 
woman I truly loved. She left me, swearing herself to silence for 
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my own dignity. Since that day I have been torn apart, ripped 
from the inside for the most heinous act that a husband could 
commit; unfaithfulness. I lived alone in that cottage for three 

months more, until I realised I was not alone – then I left. 

There was an evening that I distinctly remember, not too long 

following the departure of my wife. That particular night was 
cold and I remember such for the chills that ran down my spine 
periodically. I put a great many logs upon the small fireplace and 

ensured that strong heat emanated from it and filled the small 
house. I sat with a glass of whiskey – a drink I had taken to of late 
– and stared out of the window from my seat.  

The rain was drizzling. I could not see it for the thick fog that 

crowded the window, but the tiny patter of the drops on the sill 
was evidence enough. The clock upon the mantelpiece struck 
eleven and I deemed it time to let the fire die down and retire to 

my bed. No sooner had this thought crossed my mind than I 
glanced something in the fire. A shadow of sorts, I could not say 
at that point. I brushed off the belief that I had seen something 

and passed it as a mere movement of logs on the fire. But as I 
stared deeper into the flames, the vision that was but a shadow 
moments ago had swiftly formed into a face, deformed, twisted. A 

woman’s face, a young girl maybe? The hair was burned and 
seared to the scalp above the eyebrows, the cheeks blistered, lips 
swollen and ears charred black. But the eyes, deep brown eyes 
stared at me intently. It did not move, but seemed to levitate in 

the fire, a face no bigger than any other, but as real. The flames 
licked the jaw bone, the skin that clearly had been touched by 
sensational heat now appeared invulnerable to the tongues of fire 

that swept over it.  
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I started with a cry and instinctively hurled my whiskey glass at 

the disembodied head. The glass smashed against the brick hearth, 
and the drink spilled across the logs, burning up as soon as 

touching them. The face, now appearing contorted in pain, 
opened its mouth wide and let out a piercing scream, while the 
fire grew and roared with anger. I covered my ears and closed my 
eyes as I scrabbled against my chair to escape the demon that had 

intruded upon my miserable evening. The howling screams 
diminished and the heat of the fire died down. I held steady, not 
daring to look or hear, not daring to breathe. There was silence, 

nothing. I opened my eyes and as though an eternity of time had 
passed without my noticing, the fiery inferno that had once left 
me shivering now crackled as the last of the dying embers faded 

into blackness. The cottage was silent, the night calm. I retired to 
my bedroom, severely shaken. 

The following morning I arose from a disturbed sleep where on 

numerous occasions I believed to have seen beings of a 

supernatural nature in my dreams. My head was extremely sore 
from the drink the night before and I determined for myself that 
perhaps it was this that caused such visions as the face in the fire. 

I opened the curtains in the small bedroom, the walls still pink 
following the decoration that my wife had insisted upon. The 
morning was dark, the fog and mist still swirling in large clouds 
across the fields and meadows. I could see no further than the 

picket fence, this being only just visible in the gloom. The light 
from outside too dim to illuminate my way around the house, I 
closed the curtains and trudged towards the landing. The oak 

wood floor was extremely cold underfoot, the boards creaking 
with every step. I ensured that every light was switched on as I 
made my way from the bedroom down the stairs to the kitchen at 
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the left side of the house. The harsh lights of the bulbs pierced the 
murky blackness and it eased my trepidation following the events 
that had occurred the night before. Much as I wished to place 

blame on the drink, the vividness of the evening was etched on 
the mind – it was difficult to remove and forget. 

I placed the metal pan upon the stove and switched the gas on 

full to make a quick and much needed cup of tea. While I waited, 
I resolved myself to erase the fear that kept returning to my mind 

and marched into the living room where it all began.  
Without expectation of seeing anything, my mind hastily set 
upon the previous night being full of fantasies and imagination, I 

was taken aback by the presence of a dark shadow standing in the 
corner of my room next to the window to the right of the fire. He 
was turned from me, for I was sure he was a man, and stood no 

more than an inch or so above myself. He wore a cloak of black, 
his silver-grey hair shimmering as though he stood under a pool 
of water. In his hand he held a silver bottomed cane, sparkling, 

barely used. My entrance had not disturbed him, and despite how 
shadowlike he was, I felt as though I ought to speak out to him, 
but no words formed. My heart beat hard and while my instinct 

urged me to leave, I could not. 

 The figure did not move and yet despite his being turned, I felt 

his eyes upon me. There came a deep laugh that rumbled around 
the room, reverberating against my chest and weakening my 
knees. The figure remained perfectly still, though the laughter 

bellowed louder, piercing with its thunderous depth and affecting 
my head. As the laughter filled the whole cottage, the fire that 
was dead now burst into flames of vivid blue and orange, and 

from it came the howl of the demon from the night before. I 
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turned to the fireplace, my knees trembling uncontrollably, my 
mouth dry with fear. The face was twisted in agony, pained by 
the flames it was now engulfed in. They burned higher, brighter, 

stronger. The heat was so intense that the fabric on the chair 
began to singe. My skin cracked with the heat, and I held my 
hand in front of my face to shield myself from the fire. 
Throughout, the shadow laughed, the face screamed and in a fit of 

terror I finally brought myself to call out over the cacophony of 
noise, called out to them to stop. The house shook and I cowered 
against the wall, believing that these were my final moments. I 

prayed to God and hoped that after all my misgivings he might 
listen to me. 

And then, as with the night that had passed, it all stopped at 

once. I looked up from the ground where I lay and discovered a 

brick that had dislodged itself from the hearth. It lay, perfectly 
innocently, on a stretch of the oak floorboards. I held steady for 
many minutes, glancing back and forth across the room. The 

shadow of the man had gone, replaced by the beginnings of a ray 
of sunlight fighting its way through the fog. The fire was silent, as 
though it had never been ablaze, the face gone, but not forgotten. 

The room was eerily quiet. I eased myself to my feet, my knees 
reluctant to cooperate and stepped gingerly to the brick that had 
become loose and now sat in front of the hearth. I picked it up to 
discover it had cracked the floorboard, presumably thrown by the 

spirit that had been there. Replacing the brick in the fire 
surround, I stepped lightly on the now damaged floorboard, 
which gave way beneath my foot. In the space below I discovered 

what appeared to be the bones of a small child - a young girl 
maybe? Beside her lay a black cape and a silver bottomed cane, 
sparkling, barely use 
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Muayyad Elwaheidi  
 

Thanks .... 
 

When I do not meet you 
Days are too tough  
Days are not perfect  

I believe you will always be here 
Supporting and encouraging  
I thank God 
For sending you 

I only meet you for a day 
But it affects the whole stay  
Until the next meeting  

I will never forget you 
You make my stay a heaven  
With your kindness 

With your love  
Your smiles  
Change my mood 

I can say no more  
You are really creative 
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Yazan 

 

You are a gift from God 
You changed my life 

You filled our small house with joy 
You brought happiness to the eyes of your parents  

I cannot explain my feeling 
 

My best moments are when I look in your eyes 
When I take you to buy something 
When I bring feast clothes to you 

When you smile and look at me 
Am I dreaming? 

 

I am a father! 
What else should I ask for? 
I just pray to see you grow 

And find your way 
While I am watching you 

 

So innocent you are 
How sweet you are 
My wonderful son 

I love you 
I do 
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You changed my world 
You filled my world with hope 
I am far away from you now 

But to you I will return 
To hear you when you say dad 

 

I cannot express my gratitude 
I am unable to say a word 

Yet I will raise you well 

And I will always pray 
That God guides you my wonderful Yazan 

 

My best moments are when I look in your eyes 
When I take you to buy something 

When I bring feast clothes to you 
When you smile and look at me 

Am I dreaming? 
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To my wife 

 

I am so lucky that you were sent to me my love 

We are together 

The same house embeds us 

Our new life starts now 

 

I will always be by your side 

True and honest  

I will stay with you 

To the end of my life 

You taught me the meaning of love 

 

I am really lucky that I have you 

I ask God to bless all our deeds  

You are the whole world to me 

You are not just my wife 

You are my friends, family and strength 
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You changed my life for the better  

I started reconsidering many things  

You opened my eyes 

Your guidance is all I need 

To start thinking about many matters 

 

I have no doubt 

That I will be faithful to you 

For ever 

I will protect you love you  

Because I have nothing in life but you and our small house  
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Coming back Husband 
 

“Hello?” 

“Yes. Who is that?”  
“My name is not important. Are you Dr. Sami? I have a horrible 

story and I need your help” 
“It is me, but I think it is too late to call and start telling me 

about your story. It is true that I receive calls to help people but 
not too late. Would you please call me tomorrow morning?” 

“I cannot wait until morning. Things are getting worse, and I 

think I am going to commit suicide if you do not give me an 
explanation for what is happening.” 

“Calm down madam. Tell me, what’s happening?” 

“I will tell you everything very briefly. I was told that you 
have experienced many complicated cases and you could solve the 
ambiguity of these cases.” 

“I think it is not a good time to start talking about my CV.” 
“It all started few weeks ago when my husband died. I am in 

my forties, married but I have no children. I used to be a secretary 

in a governmental office for very low wage. I used to do nothing 
really and I get almost nothing for doing that “nothing.” In the 
evening, I used to help my sisters studying and watch TV with my 
mother. Life continued in this boring way. Then, Mr. Kamal 

appeared. It is fake name of course. He was very rich man, who 
can make money through making some calls and shouting. I knew 
that he would ask me for marriage. All men love me then they 

refuse to marry me. At first it was because they know that I 
would refuse. Then, because in Gaza, people do not know why a 
beautiful woman has not married already.  

“Would you please start telling me the strange events that led 
you to call me?” 
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“This introduction was necessary to understand the 
background of what I am going to say.” 

“Ok.” 

“As an eastern man, my husband’s dignity did not let him 
make any check up to see why we had not had children, and he 
insisted that it is my problem. I didn’t need to be so clever to 
know that he got married again. Later, I knew that he is suffering 

financially, but he never confessed. After a week, he travelled to 
Alexandria in Egypt, and that was his last day on earth. Many 
witnesses said that they saw a man going into the water; he did 

not pay any attention to darkness or rough waves. Then, nobody 
saw him again. He left a letter saying that he was indebted and 
asked me to call the lawyer.  

“I contacted the lawyer who said that the most important 
documents that help us to determine succession are not found. 
We spent months looking for it in vain.”  

 
“After that, the lawyer told me that this problem had one 

solution. I was astonished when he told me that we should have a 

séance! I went to the medium the lawyer told me to use and told 
him that I need to know where my husband hid his papers.” 

“The man asked me if I was ready to bear the consequences of 
such session, and I told him ok. The light was turned off, and only 

red light was there with relaxing music. The smell of incense 
penetrated my body.”  

“We sat around the table and that man started reciting some 

verses from Quran, saying the name of my husband several times 
while he was closing his eyes. I was sure that nothing would 
happen, and even if anything happened, this would have been a 

trick. Nothing happened and the man said that the soul refused to 
respond. When I was about to leave, one of the chairs moved. At 
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that moment, the medium was convulsing and then he stopped; 
he called me with my name. His voice was different. It was for a 
man in his 60s. This could be the voice of my husband or not.”  

“Did his speech indicate whether he was your husband?” 
“He said that he didn’t understand the reason behind this 

séance. He said also that he hated me and did not want to tell me 
anything.” 

“The medium said that we could try it again later, but I 
preferred to die and meet my husband in hell than paying more 
money to the medium. I paid him a fortune already!”  

“Three days later, I was at my mother’s house in the village 
where my family used to live. It was very humble house in a 
remote area. You know this kind of houses when you have no 

neighbours and you are surrounded by green areas. About 
midnight, I was watching TV with my mother who fell asleep. I 
am a nervous person, and often feel that there is someone 

observing me. You know this Dr. Sami, don’t you? You feel that 
there is something at the back of your head and you suddenly 
turn to look in certain direction. I looked and I saw a man 

wearing blue pyjamas.” 
“I shook my mother, and I was shouting. I told her that there 

was a man in the kitchen!” 
“What should we do? Should we call the neighbours?” my 

mother asked. 
“My mind was telling me that I was hallucinating and seeing 

something that was not there.”  

“I grabbed a knife and told myself I really could kill a man 
with it.”  

“I entered the kitchen and my mother was behind me. I was 

sure that I would see him.” 
“Whom are you talking about?” 
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“My husband! I saw him when I lit the light. He was looking 
right at me. I started to shout but he disappeared. My mother saw 
him. You can imagine how we spent that night. We were shaking 

and reciting Quran all night.”  
“Does everything end at that point?” 
“Everything has just started! I started seeing him everywhere 

with his blue pyjamas. I asked many people for advice but they 

were just ignorant. The wisest suggestion was that we should 
leave the house. Yet, who said that he would not follow us? What 
made things worse was that I have not understood why was he 

looking at me in that way. I never hurt him. Why did he appear 
at that time in particular?” 

“Maybe it is the séance itself. That medium could not have 

asked the soul to leave.” 
“I went and asked him about that, but he said that he was 

unable to explain that, he suggested that we should have another 

séance to ask my husband about that. The other experience was 
convincing, and the chair moved earlier; this meant that the soul 
was in the room,” said the wife. I asked the medium, who was 

speaking on behalf of that soul, ‘Why are you chasing me Kamal?”  
“It is revenge.”  
“His voice was similar to my husband’s voice. “ 

  “Why?”  

“Because you are stupid; the most stupid woman I have ever 
seen. Everything was going smoothly until you insisted to know.”  

“To know what?” 

 
“I did not know what he was trying to say, so I asked him the 

question that I wanted to ask long time ago: ‘Did you marry after 

marrying me?’ ”  
“I was not before that but I did afterwards, but you ruined 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

53 

 

everything,” 
At that moment I knew that the war between us would 

continue. I have no hope, and your call is the last hope for me.”  

“Your story reminded me of an accident that was written in 
newspaper the last week of September. When did you say you 
had the first séance?”  

“The twenty third of September. I will never forget that day.”  

“I still remember a report about someone whose photo was 
exactly as you described your husband. It was about a Palestinian 
person who was in Alexandria, where your husband travelled. I 

remember the photo because it for a person who looks like one of 
my old friends.”  

“But my husband died few months before that date.” 

“This is what I am talking about. Now, be imaginative for a 
while. Your husband is a merchant who suffers financially. He is 
not well educated. Committing suicide and depression are some 

characteristics for a world that your husband does not belong to. 
He would never commit suicide. Nobody found his dead body. 
His important documents disappeared. How can we explain that? 

He ran away after convincing everybody that he committed 
suicide.” 

“But …. but this cannot be true. I cannot believe it.”  
“Have not you understood yet? When you went to that 

medium, he found difficulty in séance. He could not found the 
soul. Then, the soul was there but it was confused and terrified.”  
 “What the hell does that mean?”  

“This simply means that the séance was for the soul of 
someone else.” 
 “This is crazy..”   

 “But what happened after that deserves to be considered. A 
man who was standing in his balcony, suddenly died. Heart attack 
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is ready reason for that, but I am sure that if you checked the date 
of his death, it would be the 23rd of September. I am afraid that 
you committed a mistake that regret is not enough to amend it, 

madam.”  
 “What should I do? This is really horrifying.”  
 “You can consult the medium. He is the one …..”  
 “Dr. Sami. He is standing here. He is in front of me now!!” 

 “Your husband? Did he come back?” cahoots   
 “Go away….it was not my mistake. Leave me alone!”   
 “I am not sure whether you are hallucinating or not, but I 

advise you not to stay alone.”  
 Oh. Dr. Kamal. Do something. He is approaching. He is 
pointing at me. He is accusing me. He wants me to go to the 

balcony!” 
   “Please do not do ….madam? Hold on! He is trying to force 
you ….”  
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Matt Ellis 
 

Spies 

 
 "Spies, spies, spies, my whole business is pissing spies!" Why 
are they all sociopaths? 
 It had been a long day and Horovus Mirador was tired, he was 

bored, and he was sick of espionage. 
 Horovus sat in a silk lined chair-cum-throne of rather 
disgraceful magnificence.  It should have been comfortable but 

his back ached from all the idle sitting, and to add to such 
inconvenience; he wasn't a young man anymore. His right leg 
wasn't what it had been. Oh there were days, eons ago mind you. 

But days where Horuvus would be fit enough to walk across The 
Seven Deserts of Thravanis, but that was in his youth and he 
hadn't felt youthful in a very, very long time.  

 The Red Tower of Justice was the highest building in all of 
Morvont, the great border city of Thravanis, or at least that's what 
the tour guides would tell you, but to put it mildly: It was a shit 

hole, it stank of corruption and disease, and it was about as 
desirable to tourists as a dinner of flea infested rats. 
 Horovus was officed in the highest room in the city, he hated 

stairs, the League of Spies knew he hated stairs, and that's 
probably why they stuck him in the highest office. Maybe I 
should just jump out of the window, at least I won't have to take 
the fucking stairs. The same thought crossed his mind every day, 

every single day.  
 Horovus' clerk was a short, beady eyed bald man with a scar 
on his forehead and he possessed the attractiveness of a boulder. 

He glanced over towards Horovus' horrendously expensive 
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mahogany desk and gestured towards the high double-doors of 
the office: "Last one for today I believe milord." 
 "Ah excellent Bravus, excellent. Send him right in!" The 

enthusiasm in Horovus' voice belayed the aching pain through his 
back, he winced and sat upright in his chair to meet his last 
customer of the day. 
 The man bowed and swept forward his long black coat to greet 

the master of spies. He reached into his pocket and produced a 
wisp of paper crudely signed and sealed by his illiterate hand. The 
man coughed hoarsely and began to speak. "The Northern Ridges 

report a few things, mainly the comings and goings of strange 
travelers through the pass. But of specific pertinence is the 
description at the bottom. I suggest you read it immediately, err, 

my lord." The man swept back his coat and stepped back before 
the door, stood silent and fixed his moving eyes on the letter he 
had just so elegantly produced.  

 I assume this 'paragraph' of scrawl is the description of who 
managed to smuggle three hundred whores inside one barrel of 
ale. Horovus began to read the dispatch.  

 "I report movement from the Northern Ridges for 4 nights 
hence, and once again tonight. Scores of men dressed all in black, 
and hooded transporting what seem to be slaves, yet I cannot 
make out, they walk slowly and with hunched backs and their 

knuckles scrape the floor, all of them appear to be from the same 
place - they all look unnervingly identical. Though my eyes are 
tired and wet, they all look the same, to the very number of hairs 

on their heads. So far I have counted in excess of 4 thousand, by 
my best estimation. They carry a blanched mist with them 
through the night. Tomorrow I plan to move closer to the column 

from my position here, overlooking the pass. I intend to report 
what exactly these creatures are, though I hold no hope in my 
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own safety, this matter is of great pertinence to the Republic." 
 "Why have you troubled this office with tales of simple slaver-
--" 

 "Shut your hole Bravus! This is grave news indeed, I merit you 
for bringing this specific piece of scrawl to my attention, you will 
be rewarded for your perception, Sir. Now please leave us and 
close the doors behind you." 

 Horovus' face was drained of colour as he produced an 
expensive piece of parchment from his bottom drawer, removed 
his quill from its case, and began to write with the finest whale 

ink, in what was a remarkably elegant hand of cursive: 
 To the High Republic of Thravanis.. 
 

Annie 
 
 Hair red as fire and eyes to match are the words her Daddy 

would use to describe her. 
 Annie lived in a leafy suburb of Ankeny Iowa. Her Daddy was 
a pastor at the local Baptist Church, and he liked to be very strict. 

Annie wasn't allowed to watch all the TV shows her friends did 
and she used to hate her Daddy for that. She went to bed early, 
even when the sun was still out in the long Iowan summers. 
 Annie felt lonely and left out. She had always been obsessed 

with fire, kind of like an obsession to fill her empty heart from all 
the loneliness her Daddy had bestowed on her. 
 Annie would love to sit in front of the log fire and watch the 

flames dance. She was sat there so often her Mommy would say 
that her face would soon be black with soot. Annie didn't care, 
she loved the fire for its warmth, and in a small way it replaced 

the love her Daddy never bore for her. One day when her Daddy 
was at the mall Annie sat in front of the empty fireplace and 
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started playing with matches. She burnt them until the flame was 
almost at her finger tips. Then blew them out, she enjoyed the 
smell of the smoke and the enchanting nature of the orange 

flame.  
 Her Daddy caught her. And he raised all hell unto Annie. And 
she was banished to her room, for months, no school and no 
dessert. She had never been so alone, she cried into Tibbers her 

teddy every night and prayed for deliverance. 
 Her daddy drove a 1951 Buick Skylark, it was fireball red. Now 
the trunk on his old Buick never latched properly. So it would 

always click and clack when he went over bumps in the road. 
 One day Annie escaped from her room, down the trellis on the 
outside of her Daddy's big white house. She brought Tibbers with 

her, and some matches she had hidden under her mattress. Annie 
climbed in the trunk, hiding under her Daddy's spare pastors 
robes.  And she waited, counted the bumps before her Daddy 

pulled up at the gas station. The one on Belial Street, it had a neon 
sign that'd flash and buzz and never quite work properly. Annie 
knew it well.  

 Annie climbed out without her Daddy's notice. Tibbers in one 
hand and the matches in the other. She walked round the Buick 
just as her Daddy was filling it with gas.  
 "Daddy! Tibbers wants to play with matches!" 

 Now Tibbers had a really rough nose and Annie knew it was 
like the outside of the matchbox. She struck a match and it lit.  
Annie dropped the match carefully into the open gas tank, her 

Daddy's mouth was agape. The car enveloped in flames and then 
exploded into a fireball, the gas station went up with it. A halo of 
smoke could be seen from miles around and the glass in nearby 

houses smashed inwards.  
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Annie skipped away giggling to herself and to Tibbers. Her bright 
eyes and freckles silhouetted on the red horizon.  
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Jennifer Fytelson 
 

Pós  dom? 
 

My ring finger is curious 
you let that marital idea leave your lips; 

you, me, together 

did you mean it? 
Cause if I’m being honest; 

and I am being honest 
it was a nice sentiment 

two hearts, arteries and veins 
conjoined 

but one can not just have a home 

it takes time and money 
and money is on my mind, constantly 

Who will pay the bills? 

I needed an education 
Sallie Mae had the papers ready 

indentured servitude… 

so no, I can not marry you 
I’ve got to work off my time. 

so how do we make this house a home? 

My ring finger is still naked 
and butterflies do not lie. 

so ask me again 

because I’m pretty sure 
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I’d just ignore all the 
crap 

I want you to be my last, 

So my answer would be yes. 
 
 
 

Golden Girl 
 
a girl that held the world in a paper cup 

I couldn’t’ allow the others to pretend anything with her 
now I don’t want to make excuses 
but if the world was ending, 

I’d want something beautiful. 
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Crying Wolf 
 

Chapter One 

Jack 
 

 Our first date was at the county fair, right on the outskirts of 
town. Chelsea was going on and on about how she is like pie, 

apple pie to be exact. She compared people’s liking of apple pie to 
herself. 
 “Everyone likes pie, and I’m like pie, so everyone likes me” 

quipped Chelsea 
 “That doesn’t even make sense.” 
 “Why sure it does, Jack, you see…” 

 “Listen if you’re so keen on pie, there is a pie eating contest in 
five minutes, bet you can’t do it!” 
 “Puh-lease, pie is my middle name, hungry is the first.” giggled 

Chels 
 “All right then let’s put your stomach where your mouth is.” 
 “Ready eaters….and GO!” shouted the referee. 

 Once I heard that whistle I don’t know what came over me. I 
never wanted to win so badly. I couldn’t let a girl beat me, 
especially Chelsea. I was a man for Christ’s sake, I just had to win.  
 “Times up, close your mouths!” said the referee 

 “Well Mr., how did you do?”  
 “Just fine, I tucked away five pies missy.” 
 “Good job! I only got three.” 

 “Aww too bad, shouldn’t let a girl do a man’s work.” 
  “Yeah Jack, that’s it, Oh my gosh I think I gained a whole 
pants size!” exclaimed Chelsea. 

 “Ha, yea I feel your pain I think my stomach grew. I now 
know how Santa feels.” 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

63 

 

  “Jack, umm you got something, right there…ouch!” 
 “Why do you think you can just reach your hand out at my 
face? What are you stupid?” 

 “I’m sorry; you had some pie jam on your lip. I was just going 
to wipe it off.” explained Chelsea 
 “Oh, well…ummm, go ahead wipe away.” 
 I don’t know what came over me. I know sometimes I have 

anger issues. But at the same time it was her fault. She is the one 
that startled me. Chelsea never questioned why I snapped so 
harshly on her for trying to wipe my face off. I guess she just 

thought I was in a mood. 
 
 

Chapter Two 
Chelsea 

 

  Our first date was rather humorous once I stop and really 
think about it. A pie-eating contest, who enters a pie eating 
contest on their first date? Well Jack and I sure didn’t care; it was 

apple, my favorite. When I was a little girl I always thought I was 
like apple pie, warm, nostalgic, and liked by everyone.  
 “Jack, what is your favorite flavor pie in the whole wide 
world?” 

 “Uhh pumpkin, I guess?” 
 “Oh really then why do you…OUCH!” 
 “What the hell Chelsea! Why are you coming at my face?” 

 “You had apple jam on your lip; I was just going to wipe it 
away, crabby much?” 
 Guess he woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning. 
Oh well he will cheer up. 
 After about a month of dating we were madly in love. We 
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were on our way back home from a hiking trip through the 
Rockies, and I remember him saying it was such a nice evening 
out that we should sit in my back yard, it was an enchanting 

night. The stars danced around as if following a maestro. We lay 
side by side under the willow tree and that is when he asked me 
to be his wife. It was one of the happiest moments of my life. Jack 
made me feel so free, free to be me.  

 
Chapter Three 

Jack 

 
 On one of our later dates we were driving back to Chels’s 
house, the night was absolutely magical. I have never seen the 

stars shine so brightly before. The way the moon light reflected 
off Chelsea’s face was like that of an angel. I decided right then 
that this was the night I would ask her to be my wife; my wife… 

that had such a nice ring to it.  
 “Chels, why don’t we go sit in your back yard. The night is too 
young for us to go our separate ways.” 

 “All right dear, let me just get a blanket…here we go.”  
 Chelsea and I laid side by side for what seemed like eternity. 
 The old willow tree blew in the summer wind giving a 1950’s 
feel.  

 “Chels, we haven’t known each other for a very long time, but 
I feel if I lost you, I would only being losing myself.” 
 “Jack, I feel the same way. You found me when I was so sad, 

and ever since then I have been...happy.” 
 “Will you marry me?” 
 “Oh….”stammered Chelsea 

 “Chels just say yes…say it.” 
 Yes, yes of course I will!”  
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Chapter Four 
Chelsea 

 

 About a month after the wedding we bought our first house. It 
was just as I had always dreamed, an old Victorian with a 
wraparound porch and a tree swing in the back yard. But before I 
knew it that house became my own personal hell. I never noticed 

the possessive trait in Jack until right after we had finished 
arranging the house. I was speaking with our new neighbors, 
Michael and Maryann. Maryann recently found out that she was 

pregnant and the three of us were discussing it. Michael in a 
joking manor touched my stomach and went, 
 “So when are you going to start popping them out?” 

 We all laughed; that was until Jack stormed out of the house 
right towards Mike. I saw Jack’s face for a split second. But in that 
split second I was never so terrified for in his eyes I saw pure 

hate. He then proceeded to tackle Mike and yell 
 “Don’t you ever touch my wife again! You hear me? You 
bastard do you hear me?! 

 As Jack turned and walked back into the house I was left 
speechless. 
 “Jack! What the hell is wrong with you?” 
 “What’ wrong with me? What’s wrong with you? Letting 

another man touch you like that?” 
 “Mike didn’t mean anything by it. He was joking; you don’t 
even know what we were talking about.” 

 “Don’t call me stupid!” 
 “Jack I didn’t call you…” 
 “Now look what you made me do!” Jack yelled 

 “Oh my gosh…” Chelsea sniffled 
 “Don’t you ever make me do that again! No say you’re sorry! 
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Say it!” bellowed Jack 
 “I’m sorry” 

 

Chapter Five 
Jack 

 
 Our first house was out of this world. I had always wanted the 

perfect life. And I was almost there; I had the wife and now the 
house. We chose an old Victorian manor. It had a wraparound 
porch and a tree swing in the backyard. It had a great 

neighborhood, filled with young couples just like us and little 
children! I was in the kitchen one day putting away the plates in 
the cupboard, when out the window I saw Chelsea talking to our 

neighbors.   
 “I wonder what they could be talking about? What? What is 
that guy doing? Holy crap no way!” 

  “Don’t you ever touch my wife again! You hear me? You 
bastard do you hear me?”  
 I had so much hate in my eyes, who did this guy think he was. 

I had to go back into the house, cause if I didn’t I was too afraid to 
see what I would do next. 
 “Jack! What the hell is wrong with you?” screamed Chelsea 
 “What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you, letting 

another man touch you like that?!” 
 “Mike didn’t mean anything by it. He was joking; you don’t 
even know what we were talking about!” 

 “Don’t call me stupid!”  
 “Jack I didn’t call you…” 
 “Now look what you made me do!” 

 “Oh my Gosh…”sniffled Chelsea 
 “Don’t you ever make me do that again! Now say you’re sorry! 
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Say it!” 
 “I’m sorry…”whimpered Chelsea 
 Holy shit! What did I just do? I just hit my wife! I have never 

felt like that, all the anger swimming through my veins…the rage 
that I felt. It overcame me, it gave me power, I liked it. But wait 
what about Chels? Where is she? 
 “Chels! Chelasea? Where are you?” 

  Why isn’t she answering me?  
 “Chels….there you are. What are you doing in the bath room? 
Have you been throwing up? And for God’s sake stop hugging the 

toilet.” 
 “Uhhh…” moaned Chelsea 
 “You know I love you….don’t you?” 

 “ Umm….” 
 “Of course you know I love you. I am so sorry that I did that to 
you. You mean everything in the world to me…” 

 “I know Jack…I forgive you” 
 “I knew you would…those vows mean everything. It says 
there will be hard times. And I promise this was it.” 

 
Chapter Six 

Chelsea 
 

 After the first incident I was so scared the rest of the night. I 
sat in the fettle position next to the toilet for a good portion of the 
evening. Every time my mind flashed back to that moment he 

made me apologize I became sick to my stomach. At around two 
in the morning Jack knocked on the door and came in. I didn’t 
even have the strength to run away. He picked me up and took 

me into a bedroom where he laid me down and sat next to me. He 
told me how sorry he was that he hit me and how much he loved 
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me; that I mean the world to him and he would never ever do it 
again. He sounded so sincere; I couldn’t help but forgive him, I 
loved him right? For better or worse, sickness and in health, 

clearly this was the worst.  
 But it didn’t stop. Jack started beating me at least three times a 
week. I didn’t have any control anymore. I didn’t have control 
over the house, or Jack, or even me. That is when I started to 

throw up regularly. I stopped eating and if I did it eat it didn’t 
stay down long enough to be digested. It might sound silly but my 
weight was the only thing I could have control over. Over the 

next year I went from a healthy 130lbs to a fragile 100lbs. So on 
top of hunger pains I also had numerous black eyes, both my legs 
had been broken and the same goes for my hands and all ten 

fingers. Imagine having your cornea totally smashed, I was blind 
in the right eye for three weeks. That injury was caused by Jack’s 
military style boot that he kicked me with. And every time I 

would go to the hospital the doctors would all stare and look at 
each other as if to say “there is the wife that gets beat on.”  
 I still can’t tell you why I never reported him. I think deep 

down I was afraid to be alone, I mean even though Jack hit me he 
was still there. And I got it stuck in my head that if he hit me 
there was a good reason for it and he loved me. 
 

Chapter Seven 
Jack 

 

 I don’t know why I made that promise to her. It broke my 
heart to lie to her like that. The thing is I couldn’t stop. No matter 
how hard I tried I just kept hitting her. I did spread it out though; 

I ended up doing it only about three times a week. Chelsea 
gradually got thinner and thinner. I didn’t understand why she 
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was, I just assumed she went on a diet. I swear women and their 
obsession with their weight. It got to the point where I got so fed 
up with her that I started dating another woman, Elizabeth. She 

was everything that I thought Chelsea would be. I mean Chelsea 
was perfect at one time, but something inside her just changed. 
The worst beating I gave her was when I came home from a date 
with Elizabeth. I always told Chels that I was staying late at work; 

she could be so dense sometimes. I walked into the kitchen to 
make myself a snack, as I reached into the cupboard for a plate 
that’s when I snapped. The plates were backwards! The design 

was facing the back of the cabinet when I specifically told her I 
wanted them to face front! Is it that hard to listen to directions? I 
charged up the stairs and through our master bed room door. For 

a minute I almost felt badly for about to wake Chels…but she was 
wrong! I ran to her and grabbed her by the neck, and then pinned 
her up against the wall.  

 
Chapter Eight 

Chelsea 

 
 The scariest beating of my life was right after Jack had come 
home from “work.” In all reality he wasn’t at work but with his 
other girlfriend, Elizabeth. It was weird he treated her the same 

as when we first began dating. Any way Jack had just arrived 
home and I was in bed sleeping. The next thing I know I am 
being held up to the wall with a bone crushing hand around my 

neck.  Jack was screaming at me for not putting the plates in the 
cabinet correctly. He then began to hit me over and over again. 
Every time he raised his hand over his head I prayed that this 

would be the blow to take me away; the blow that would take me 
up to heaven where nothing could hurt me again. Jack then 
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picked me up and threw me into the bureau. He started pelting 
me with books and yelling at me. At the end of Jack’s tantrum I 
was so badly beaten up that an ambulance was called to the 

house. On the ride there I couldn’t hold back the tears. I had been 
strong or stupid for so long that I was fed up. As I arrived at the 
hospital the doctor’s faces told me everything, and it was not 
good. I had to be rushed into emergency surgery. Jack had broken 

two of my ribs and they were now resting upon my lungs.  
 
 

Chapter Nine 
Jack and Chelsea 

 

 I put her in the hospital that night. For two weeks she was 
there…and I couldn’t even talk to her. All I did was stay at home 
and fix those plates. As I cleaned the front porch there she was, 

right in front of me. 
 “Where do you think you’re going?” I bellowed 
 “This is the last time Jack ! I’m done playing the role of your 

punching bag!” 
 “What are you talking about Chels…I love you!” 
 “I’ve heard that one too many times Jack. I thought you loved 
me but no one who truly and deeply cares for someone would 

hurt them the way you hurt me! Now get out of my way!” 
 “Chels you’re being ridiculous! Come on we can work this 
out!” 

 “There’s nothing to work out Jack. It’s over!”  
 “Chelsea I love you. Look how amazing you look! You are 
beautiful!” 

 “If you call beautiful a woman with two black eyes, two 
broken ribs, and bulimia beautiful then yes I’m on fire! Good bye 
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Jack!” 
 “You’ll be sorry Chels…” 
 I still can’t tell you why I didn’t put up a fight. You think I 

would have…but deep down I knew I was hurting her…and this 
was the only way to let her go safely. I pretend that I am happy 
that Chelsea went away. But I think I am dying inside. I know I 
wasn’t the best husband…But really who is?  

**** 
 

 “You know Jack, I always loved you. But I don’t think you 

always loved me, and that’s your loss. Now get the hell out of my 
way.” 
 December 16, 2006 is my independence day, the day I had the 

courage to begin my life over. It wasn’t easy taking everything 
and leaving. But it would have been harder to stay. I couldn’t 
stand to see myself die like that, because odds are he would have 

killed me eventually. I want to die with some gray hair on my 
head and arthritis in my hip, not with the look of fear on my face. 
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Tina Daley 

 
1 - Four leaf clover 

 
His hand trembled as he teased the letters from the mouth of the 
post box.  

 
The sloping of the writing on the brown envelope caught his eye.  
His breath stuck in his throat and his heart stopped momentarily.  

 
It was here. 
 

He stroked the written words and paper of the envelope like silk 
in his hand. 
Sliding his finger under the seal he broke it, freeing its contents. 

 
A four-leaf clover fluttered to the floor and with it the broken 
pieces of his heart plummeted. 
She had returned his love like an unwanted gift.  

 
It was over. 
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2. 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 As Daina stared down at the old tatty photograph her mother 
had sent her, she saw almost no similarity between the child’s 

smiling eyes and her own. The yellowing world of this child 
seemed a lifetime away from her own. 
 Yet it was this exact moment captured in the photograph that 

had led to this life she seemed to be floating through. 
 Her mother had sent this memory to her in genuine love to 
show how proud she was. Her little Daina, - “The pearl of the 

show” the New York Times had called her. 
 Daina wondered just how proud her mother would be if she 
discovered that the little girl stood under the hotel sign with all 
the ambitions of a bright-eyed child had sold her soul to gain her 

dream.  
 If she discovered that Daina’s golden showbiz status was 
actually down to her ‘casting couch’ career. 

 She took another two sleeping pills among her steady slugs of 
straight vodka as she pondered this . . . 
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3.   
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
  

(To be read in a South American accent) 
 
 “I hold in my hand here exhibit A, a photograph of the murder 

weapon. 
 An ornate lamp, really quite beautiful, or so I’m told . . . I don’t 
really know much about antiques if I’m honest, they’re really not 
an area my knowledge stretches to. I do know, however, about 

pain, and I know ivory is extremely hard and heavy . . . And I 
know that if I were to hit someone, no slam someone in the side 
of their head with a heavy, hard ivory antique lamp, they would 

die. 
 Therefore I put it to you good people of the jury that Ms. 
Anna-Lee intended, no, hoped to kill poor John-Paul. 

That she had taken this antique lamp from the storage box in the  
barn and dusted it down not with the intention to take it to 
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antiques road show, but with the intention to use it as a weapon 
to murder her husband. 
 I put it to you that she knew the damage it could do, she 

picked it specifically because of its weight and shape, and she 
probably even practiced swinging it at the approximate height of 
her husband Paul-John’s head! 
 And I put this all to you, because good people . . . 

I believe it is the same weapon she used to kill her last poor 
husband too!” 
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4.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 Under the poster two figures were held close. Their embrace 
warding off any frost that dared to come near, their kiss almost 
sending sparks to light the wood pallets behind them. 

 The dock seemed empty but for those two figures. 
 “One day my darling, one day I shall take you on the Northern 
Star, all the way to Amsterdam. Where I shall marry you . . . One 

day my darling, I’m afraid just not today. 
 For today I must leave you. Today I must go . . . 
 I’m sorry, my darling. No, do not speak. For next time we meet 

you may not recognise me, so I wish to savour this moment, hold 
this moment in my heart forever . . . But, oh, you will recognise 
me, won’t you darling . . . You’ll know. You’ll just know it’s me.  

A love like ours does not have faces, does not need faces. A love 
like ours is the intertwining of souls . . .” 
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5.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
  

The drain blocked. The plug jammed. 
  Her hair was everywhere. So much hair, so much of her, 
everywhere. 
 He plunged his hand down through the water, the bleach 

burned his skin, the chemicals burned his eyes. 
 When would she be gone, when would she leave him alone for 
good. 

 The water began to drain again. 
 The red began to go, but the lower it drained, the more of her 
it revealed. 

 
 
6. Carnival Love 

 
He’d planned this for months,she stepped on first, he followed as 
her dress flowed up showing the white skin of her shin. 

He faltered for longer than he intended but finally managed to 
squeak 
“Mary, my love . . . Will you marry me?” 
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But, before she could answer, the wheel stopped . . . 
 
7. Bank Notes 

 
 She flung the notes around the small dank room, scouring each 
flimsy sheet with the torch left to her for any clue, any sign of 
who knew her secret. But all she found was the watermarks, a 

clear ‘X’ on every single twenty-pound note. 
 Her head was swarming with questions. Whoever it was, why 
didn’t they take the money for themselves? They clearly knew 

about her role and involvement in the embezzlement. Did they 
also know about the affair? Why did they wait over a year after 
the murder? . . . 

 A train shot past, shaking the entire room, rattling the iron 
bedframe and shifting the notes further. She panicked, her head 
feeling as scattered as the money. She began to grab at handfuls of 

the bills, stuffing them back into the duffel bag and down her 
blouse and skirt, anywhere she could hide them. Whatever 
questions she had, she would have to find the answers later, right 

now she had to concentrate on getting out of that apartment, 
possibly for her own safety. Whoever it was who led her to that 
room and bag could be back at any moment and she didn’t want 
to know what they wanted from her just yet. 

 
8. 250 words short story – To include: a female main character. 
Drama/comedy. A pen. 

 
 She delved through her bag, rummaging through with the 
ferocity of a tiger in a jungle. 

 Finally she found it, but not before it had left its mark all up 
her hand. 
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 She pulled it out, determined to look serious through her 
anger, and with it she signed the divorce papers, right there in the 
middle of IKEA. 

 “Err, that’s my pen also, I believe”. 
 ‘The fucking cheek of it’ she thought. With all the humiliated 
rage she felt to raise her arm and stab him in the eye with his 
stupid pen. 

 If it weren’t for her young daughter standing innocently at her 
side with her hotdog and parrot teddy. She hoped to God that this 
moment didn’t take a permanent place of residence in that sweet 

little brunette head. She knew it would though, there was no way 
it couldn’t. As soon as the child was old enough to realise what 
had just happened whilst she had been innocently eating her 

hotdog, she’d be scarred for life. 
 Fucking men!’ she thought, ‘inconsiderate of his own fucking 
daughter, and in fucking IKEA of all places, and with his new 

fucking tramp on his arm!’  
 “Fine. Take it! Should’a known it was yours! Stupid fucking 
pen never where it’s meant to be either!” 

 She threw it at his face. 
 “Here, have our IKEA pencil too why don’t you!” 
 Which she then threw at his tramp’s face before barging past 
her, whacking into her with the trolley as she stormed off. 

 
 
9. Possibly the first and/or last mention of University of Lincoln 

Shorty 
(After  Richard Brautigan’s Trout Fishing in America) 
 

 Tuesday was the first day of spring and in England this 
apparently means short shorts and bikini tops for girls and board 
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shorts and sandals for guys. We had the day off and so decided to 
take the new pup to the common. 
 

     Surrounded by half clad people lying on the grass like the 
melted inky spots on a jaguar, we walked through the park until 
Pup had pee’d on a sufficient amount of trees to make him feel his 
canine worth. 

 
     Back when he was with his bitch mother he had been the 
runt of the litter, like the final bowl of cereal poured from a box. 

But we had seen a sweet kindness in his character that caused us 
to adopt him. 
 

     A characteristic momentarily absent at this specific instant, as 
we watched him pee up his twelfth tree, which he knew full well 
Lincoln University Shorty was currently hauling himself over to 

with the intentions of leaning against. 
 
     This morning, as Shorty stared at his reflection while rapidly 

brushing his teeth, like the street cleaner’s cart clears our 
pathway, he had no idea he would ever meet Pupp. 
     
    Laughing to himself at Pupp, Shorty maneuvered to the left 

tree instead. One of his pepperami sticks dropped from his bag as 
he did so, like a tiny seventeen-foot heavy bark-less caber being 
tossed by a miniscule Scottish man living inside his bag. 

 
    This tiny meat smelling caber took Pupp’s attention and he 
caught it between his teeth on its third bounce.  

 
    University of Lincoln Shorty tried to coax Pupp over to him for 
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a stroke. Pupp had retreated behind Shorty’s wheelchair to 
demolish the pepperami caber safely and was now directly 
underneath it, poking his nose through the front between the 

metal wheels as though he were a bloodcurdling troll defending 
his metal infused bridge. 
    "Come here, boy," he said. "Come over and see lil’ University of 
Lincoln Shorty." 

    At that moment the fence bush grew thicker, clustering like a 
rock face and Pupp noticed the fallen branches at the border of 
the field. 

 
    The possibility of falling sticks suddenly seemed more fun to 
Pupp than the attention of University of Lincoln Shorty, 

especially as he could see no more shrunken edible cabers. 
 
    He was drawn to take advantage of the thickening face of 

clustering leaves and sprayed the remaining of his canine stains as 
he clambered over. 
 

    University of Lincoln Shorty stared after him from his tree as if 
the growing space between them were widening like pastry 
dough being flattened and stretched by a rolling pin. 
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Poetry 
 

8 13 ways of looking at rain 

Through the window I watched the silent drops of the rain fall 

from far above. 

Each little drop with its own little story. 

Yet some fall without any acknowledgement. 
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Laura Clipson 

 
Counting the Rain 

 
 I run through the checklist embedded in my mind, counting 
my steps as I go. Five steps to the kitchen, where I check the gas is 
turned off; it is. One step to each of the plug sockets on the wall; 

all switched off. Three steps to the back door; I twist the key in 
the lock and check the handle, making sure. Three steps to the 
window opposite the stove; locked.  

 Twelve steps through the house to the front room, no, 
thirteen: odd numbers only. I check the window; it’s locked. I 
check the plug sockets; all switched off. My mental checklist 

complete, I breathe a sigh of relief.  
 Anxiety arises; did I check the stove? What if the gas is still 
on? Maybe I didn’t lock the door properly? I need to check 

everything again, to make sure. Ten, no eleven steps back to the 
stove, where I check the gas again. One step to the plug sockets; 
switched off. Three steps to the back door; locked. Three steps to 

the window; locked. Thirteen steps to the front room window; 
locked. Relief fills my mind, although I know it won’t last.  
I go up the stairs calmly, touching each pole on the banister as I 
ascend. Thirteen steps. Twenty six poles. Five steps to my 

bedroom, where I pick up a jacket; it’s raining outside. I stand at 
the window, watching the raindrops slide down the glass. 
 Anxiety claws at my brain, making me flinch. I try to beat it 

back, but as always, the anxiety takes hold and refuses to let go.  
I begin counting the drops of rain landing on the window. It’s 
easy at first; one, two, three…I’ve counted fifty before they begin 
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merging, making it difficult to differentiate one drop from 
another. The relief I crave eludes me, and the anxiety escalates.  
Five steps back to the top of the stairs and I head down, touching 

the poles again. I put my hand on the doorknob ready to leave the 
house, but I panic, and feel the familiar urge to check everything 
again. Fifteen steps to the stove; off. One step to the sockets; off. 
Three steps to the back door; locked. Three steps to the window; 

locked. Thirteen steps to the front room window; locked. A small 
measure of relief returns, but I still have to find a way to count 
the rain.  

 I walk the seven steps to the front door and head outside into 
the downpour. I turn back to the door and lock it, then unlock it, 
and lock it again. I test the handle three times; it’s locked. I slip 

the key into my pocket, knowing that I won’t be home for a long 
time; I have an important task to accomplish. 
 I feel the raindrops dripping on my head, and begin to count. 

 One, two three…The rain is steady, and the drops are falling 
slowly, making them easier to keep track of. Seven, eight, 
nine…The soft drumming on my head is soothing, slightly easing 

my constant anxiety. Fourteen, fifteen, sixteen… 
 The rainfall suddenly changes, becoming heavier, pounding on 
my head. Twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three, it’s much 
harder to count now, twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty. It 

continues to beat down on my head, far too fast, but I am 
determined to do this properly. Forty-one, forty-two, forty-three, 
it’s coming down too fast, it’s impossible! Forty-nine, fifty, fifty-

one… 
 The raindrops fall faster and faster, and I’m unable to keep up 
with them. I curse loudly in frustration. I look up and see the old 

man from next door stopped halfway up his front path, staring at 
me. “Morning,” I say, and I feel my face heat up. He says 



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

85 

 

“Morning” and unlocks his front door, glaring at the dark sky as 
he hurries into the dry confines of his house.  
 Paranoid, I start walking down the street, imagining the man’s 

eyes peering at me through netted curtains. I hope he thinks I was 
cursing at the weather. I don’t like people knowing the real 
reason; I know what I do is irrational, but people tend to look at 
me like I’m insane when I let my impulses show. They never 

understand. I try to look normal as I walk away, but the urge to 
touch every gate I walk past takes hold of me. I try to resist, but 
the attempt is futile; it only succeeds in making me even more 

apprehensive. 
 I surreptitiously reach my hand out to touch each of the gates I 
pass, and immediately feel calmed. However, the urge to count 

the rain is still at the forefront of my mind, and the more failed 
attempts, the more concerned I get. I need to do this properly. 
Twenty-five gates later and I reach the park at the end of the 

street. I find a bench that has a large puddle in front of it and sit 
down, and the cold water instantly seeps through my jeans.  
I watch the raindrops falling into the puddle, and begin to count. 

One, two, three…Maybe I should have chosen a smaller puddle. 
Seven, eight, nine…Anxiety builds again as the drops begin to 
elude me. Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. Can’t keep up. Twenty-two, 
twenty-three, twenty-four. This time I cry out in frustration, and 

then quickly look around to make sure nobody heard me. A small 
feeling of relief; I’m alone in the park. Just me and my irrational 
urges.  

 I stand up. This is ridiculous. Counting the rain. What a stupid 
thing to try and do. It’s impossible; nobody can physically count 
the rain, you need all sorts of technology and equipment to 

measure rainfall. I know that. I kick the bench, the feelings of 
frustration at myself mounting almost as high as the ever present 
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feelings of anxiety.  
 Ninety percent of my mind knows that my impulses are 
irrational, but what if they’re not? There has to be some reason 

why I feel this way, and why I feel better when I follow through 
with the urges… 
 Sighing, I wander around the small park, looking for a smaller 
puddle. My clothes are wet through, and this bothers me. I should 

have dressed more carefully; the thin jacket I picked up is doing 
nothing to keep the water away from my skin. I feel the levels of 
anxiety rise, and I accept the concern without a fight; it’ll find its 

way into my angst-ridden mind in the end anyway.  
 A new urge pushes its way into my mind; to walk around the 
park three times. Resigned, I begin walking, counting my steps as 

I go. One, two, three…One hundred and forty nine, one hundred 
and fifty, one hundred and fifty one...That’s once. On the second 
circuit I need to touch the top of every bin; there are seven in 

total. On the third lap, I touch each of the twenty seven lamp 
posts. A feeling of tranquility floods through my mind when I 
complete the final lap, only to be replaced by the persistent 

anxiety.  
 I find a small puddle, and once again begin counting each 
individual raindrop that ripples the surface. One, two, three...this 
is much easier than the large puddle. Eight, nine, ten…The 

raindrops seem to be slowing down, which makes me hopeful. 
Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen…Maybe this time I’ll manage it, and 
the anxiety will lift for a while. Twenty, twenty-one, twenty-

two…Excitement floods through me at the prospect of finally 
completing this task. Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-
nine…The rain stops.  

 I stare into the sky, where the sun is beginning to shine its way 
cheerfully through the grey clouds. The sunlight reflects off the 
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many puddles surrounding me, and suddenly the world is too 
bright. The warmth filters through my thin jacket, beginning to 
dry my sodden clothes.  

 A feeling of despair ripples through me. I always knew it was 
hopeless, but some small part of me thought I would succeed in 
counting the rain. Not for the first time in my life, I wish I was 
someone else. Anyone else, as long as I don’t get these ridiculous 

urges anymore. This is no life, when all I can think about is 
counting and checking, and absurd rituals that take up hours of 
my day. 

 I start walking again, shoulders hunched, trying to ignore the 
swirl of emotions in my head. I don’t know where I’m going to 
go, but I can’t go home; not until I’ve completed my task. Maybe 

if I walk somewhere else, perhaps find a bigger park, I’ll have 
more chance of succeeding. Maybe it’ll start to rain again. I have 
to stay outside until it does.  

 I search the sky, looking for rain clouds. Most of the sky is 
blue, but there are some dark grey clouds moving away slowly. I 
change direction; I’ll follow those clouds until it begins to rain 

again. I need to do this.  
 As I walk down the street, I begin counting the puddles on the 
ground. One, two, three… 
 

Lightning Flashed 
 
 Lightning flashed across his face as he stood in the dark 

bedroom, emphasising the dark shadows under his eyes and the 
stubble covering his jaw. The weather had been restless all night, 
and now it had finally broken. Rain spattered the window as 

distant sounds of thunder echoed through the air, interrupting 
the quiet night.  
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 He crept to the window and gently pulled back the curtain, 
gazing out at the gloomy street, drinking in all of the familiar 
details; the wheelbarrow in the front garden overflowing with 

weeds and debris that had been there since their disastrous 
attempt at landscaping; the battered Fiesta in the driveway, the 
first thing they had bought together; the flickering orange street 
lamp they had been begging the council to get fixed. Insignificant 

things, but knowing that this would be the last time he would see 
them, he couldn’t look away.  
 Mentally shaking himself, he turned his attention back to the 

bedroom, his eyes drawn to the sleeping figure in the bed. She 
looked so peaceful; her dark hair was splayed across the pillow, 
and he could hear her soft breathing. His mind whirled with 

agony as he pulled a crinkled piece of paper out of his pocket and 
laid it onto the pillow next to her head. She moved restlessly as if 
she knew, fast asleep in her dream world, that something wasn’t 

right.  
 He looked around the room one last time, trying to fix all of 
the details permanently to his memory. A single tear slid down 

his cheek as he crept down the stairs and out of the front door, 
into the stormy night. 
 
Cinderella’s Revenge 

 
 Alone in the darkness, she gazed at the bloody knife in her 
hands. They lay at her feet, the beautiful dresses they had 

squeezed into for the Prince’s ball torn to shreds. Their eyes 
stared blankly at her, their faces even more repulsive in death. 
 The hate and resentment had been building ever since her 

father married that vile woman; ever since his death, when she 
was forced to be a servant to people she despised. She had finally 
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snapped after the ball, unable to stand her step-family’s cruel 
words any longer. “He’d never choose you…” “You’re too ugly to 
be a Queen…” “Who would want to marry a servant like you?” 

 She felt no guilt, just relief. She was finally free; no more 
cleaning, no more waiting on people, no more taunts. A blissful 
smile spread across her face as she contemplated the future she 
had always dreamed of. She would marry her Prince and live 

happily after ever, just like she had always wanted. He’d be on his 
way; she knew he was looking for her, the girl with the glass 
slipper. She’d been keeping it safe, proof that it was her, although 

she was sure she wouldn’t need proof. He’d see that she was his 
Queen, and then… 
 Her grin vanished as she realised her dream was just that; a 

dream. There were strict laws in the Kingdom, laws that the 
Prince had to abide by, no matter who was implicated. The 
punishment for murder was severe. A tear trickled down her 

cheek. No happy ever after, after all. 
 A knock at the door echoed through the empty house. They 
were here. 

 
Survival 
 
 It is better to be the right hand of the devil than to be in his 

path. This is my mantra, the reason I am here, still living in this 
world, but it comes at a price. 
 I stand in the shadows by the window, watching her sleep. I 

have done the same every night for the past week, gradually 
building up the courage to do what must be done. Tonight’s the 
night. 

 Her eyelids flutter, and she sighs before rolling over, turning 
away from me, oblivious to the danger she is in. The sound of a 
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distant siren interrupts the quiet night, heralding some 
emergency elsewhere in the sleepy town. The curtains rustle as a 
gentle breeze comes through the open window, softly tickling my 

skin. 
 I glance around the darkened bedroom, taking in the 
overflowing wardrobe, the chest of drawers with a small 
television perched on top, and a group of stuffed animals looking 

out of place in a room that tries hard to be grown up.  
I feel the familiar pang as I realise; the girl sleeping before me will 
never grow up. She has been chosen for a fate worse than death. 

 But if it wasn’t her, it would be me.  
 I step forward.  

  



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

91 

 

Cassandra Cash  
 

Reserved 

 
I said I would drive because I never like being a passenger and she 
never minds. She hates being called ‘she’. Dad has told me off 

countless times; ‘She? Who is she? The cat’s mother?’ No, she is 
my mother. I lived in Hull for the best part of eighteen years but 
still now I need precise directions to the cemetery. Mum goes to 

place flowers on birthdays and holly wreaths near Christmas. 
Grandma was buried in the middle of a row, with the granddad I 
never got to meet; though I am told he is where my hair comes 

from. Uncle is buried next to a reserved plot. Mum said ‘that’s 
where I’m going, along with your father.’ Mum would be buried, 
dad cremated; together forever in the same plot. I cannot say 

when mum bought it, but it was a fair while ago. My brother 
thought of it as hugely depressing, but mum saw it as planning 
ahead. ‘It will be a nice place to spend death’ she said, ‘But I 

would prefer somewhere that was not in the shade of a tree’; she 
likes the sunshine. ‘I will chop the tree down for you’ I promised.  
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The Letter 
 

I hide between the words like a single comma. I am the pause in 

her speech, though easily missed by the hurried mouth reading 
aloud. The words linger in the air, swirling around me before 
swallowing me whole. These pages smell like her side of our bed, 
a fragrant reminder of what was no more.  

I creep between the two hand-written pages, hoping no one will 
find me here. This is my place of solace. Explained here are my 
flaws and in some moments, hers too. I swing loops around the 

verb ‘leave’ it can never be a happy word, unless it follows after a 
‘must not’ or ‘cannot.’  
The paper was poised upright in my favourite mug, perhaps a 

signal that I should stand tall. Or on the other hand, remain in the 
safety of my favourite mug with its rounding walls and slippery 
sides; climbing up only to slide down again. Or perhaps she left it 

there because she solemnly believed a cup of sweet tea solved all 
heartaches. Yet, what I could say for sure was that she had left 
me, and worst of all, fixed a painful memory to my favourite 

chipped blue mug.  
 
 
 

Car Park 
 

The world is busy, like a car park when the sun comes out. Time 

is money and on this land we pay by the hour for a rectangle of 
concrete. I pay it all with five pence pieces just to hold up the 
rush of people tapping their foot in the queue. The traffic warden 

walks around and counts down the seconds on his watch before 
placing a fine on the windscreen. One minute over is still over 
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and now the driver has a fine for not keeping within the time he 
paid for. 
I do not need to park here. I pay to sit on the wooden bench next 

to my car and watch all the busy people too busy to notice what 
they miss. Yes, she parks her car next to yours everyday for a 
reason. And yes, he waits for five minutes longer before driving 
away just he can see her smile pass by his door. I stand and slowly 

pay with five pence pieces in the hope that they finally stop to 
speak about the old man who always holds up the car park queue. 
All the busy people rush, paying by the hour. 
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Steve Blessett 
Poems 

 
Oh Bottle of Piss 
 
Oh bottle of Piss 

on a garden wall, 
morning vestige of 
a night on the booze. 

 
What aching relief 
as a bladder was drained, 

surreptitiously 
into your plastic womb.  
 

Do not lift such a bottle 
and take a long swig! 
Or swap for your own 
in a urine test. 
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It's Normal, Mr Husband 
 
 

Not sure what to think  
 
about  
 

my wife's fantasy 
                 
I just find the idea... 

 
is this sort of thing 
                normal? 

 
Medical study found 
nerve endings. 
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Human Wheelie Bin 
(An extract from The Beelzebub Enlightenment) 

 
 Next morning I wander round the camp, in search of an 
industrial-size wheelie bin. Once I’ve found one, I go to work 
with a Stanley-knife and some paint. When I’m done, I push it 

towards a busy crossroads near the campfire. Then I climb inside.  
 I’ve sliced a round hole in the centre of the bin. I shove my 
face through, feeling like a criminal sentenced to a day in the 

stocks. Some Feku walk up, looking intrigued. They stop to read 
the words I’ve painted on the bin: Human bin. Donations 
welcome! 

 Minutes later, my first donor approaches. It is Pus. He tips a 
bucket of mouldy potato peelings into the bin, and I feel the cold, 
rotting peel slithering down the back of my neck. 

 ‘How’s that?’ asks Pus. 
 ‘Pretty good.’ 
 He looks puzzled. ‘Why don't you keep your head inside? 

You’ll get a better sense of the rubbish, then?’ 
 I grin apologetically. ‘I want people to know that it isn’t just 
another bin. And this way I have to imagine what it smells like 
inside. It's like a tease.’ 

 My human bin proves disturbingly popular. There are 
contributions throughout the day, including chip-fat, animal 
dung, human faeces and, worst of all, a decomposing rabbit. I 

have to fake a welcoming grin whenever I see a bucket-wielding 
Feku approaching. But I dread the surprise contents of their pails. 
At least my face stays clean. 

 By the time evening arrives, a painful cramp has set in. I long 
to stretch my legs and wash the rubbish off. But I need to show 
that I’m as extreme and fanatical as the pig-dancer was. The task 
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is made excruciatingly hard by one detail – the live maggots 
crawling around inside the bin.  They must have left the dead 
rabbit, hoping to burrow into my human flesh instead. They 

crawl up the back of my neck, where they tickle exquisitely. The 
thought of them reaching my ears and nose makes me shudder. 
 Eventually I spot plumes of smoke rising as the big campfire 
gets lit. It won’t be long before Fek does his rounds. I ask a 

passing Feku to light a small fire in a discarded metal bucket, and 
put it by my human bin. She’s pleased to help out. The smoke gets 
in my eyes, but the orange flames illuminate my demeaning 

sideshow to good effect. 
 I hear Fek and his right-hand man murmuring in the distance. 
I strain to glimpse him from the corner of my eye. I feel like a 

contestant in a degrading TV talent contest. 
 Fek kneels in front of the human bin, grinning right at me. ‘I 
like the game you’ve invented! I think I’ll have a go myself one 

day.’ 
 ‘Really? I mean, yes, please do! The bin is yours, anytime you 
like.’ 

 He seems genuinely impressed, as if I’d saved a family from a 
burning house. A maggot wriggles in my armpit. 
 ‘Do you know how many Feku have copied your idea so far?’ 
he asks. 

 I waggle my head, constrained by the head-hole. ‘No. I’ve been 
stuck in here all day. I mean, I’ve been communing with decay.’ 
 Fek ignores my slip. ‘At least four. One of us has even set up a 

human latrine.  You’re quite the trend-setter, Mr.?’ 
 ‘Dust. Just call me Dust.’ 
 ‘Right.’ 

 Fek lowers his tone so no-one else can hear. ‘I don't know if 
you’re enlightened, but I like people who invent new games. How 
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did you come up with it?’ 
 ‘In a dream.’ 
 He smiles wistfully. ‘Ah dreams. I stopped dreaming after I 

became enlightened. They say dreams are wish-fulfilment. But an 
enlightened person has no wishes left to dream about. So perhaps 
it's better to hold back, after all?’ 
 I try to shrug, but the rubbish has congealed around me like a 

block of quick-drying cement, making movement impossible. 
‘Who knows?’ I say. 
 Fek smiles and taps the bin. ‘So will you join us in the landfill 

site, Mister Game-maker?’ 
 ‘Yes. That sounds great.’ 
 ‘Good. Meet me at the campfire tomorrow morning. I’ll escort 

you through the barricades.’ 
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Shirley Bell 
 
The Scarecrow Christ 

 
The fields are flat and brown, it's hard to think 
they'll ever stand high with corn, flare with rape 

again this summer. For now the scarecrows lurch 
at crazy angles. They trail old coats and rags. 
Polythene bags flap around the suggestions of 

their shoulders. And yet the wind lifts 
their shoddy clothes and they are touched with 
magic; they always seem about to fly. 
 

It's Sunday and I've taken you to Chapel. 
Everything is grey and earnest. There's no 
incense here, though  a sense of well-meaning  

sifts gently through the air. I don't think I belong. 
It's Lent and the sermon is all about temptation. 
I feel I would not pass those tests. Now I see 

distraction in the corner of my eyes; a painting. 
When I can, I take a picture on my phone. 
 

It shows me strips of cloth, snarled around  
an empty cross, a tenuous fabric 
lifting in air currents, tangled with light. 

Something. Nothing. Faith, elusive as a sigh. 
A scarecrow pinned to a stick.  
Leaning forwards, with the wind stirring its tatters. 

And always on the point of alteration, 
by some sudden unexpected angle of the sun.  



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

100 

 

Jury Service 
 

 Before  the train reached her station she already knew she had 
missed the last bus. 

Helen stared helplessly out of the carriage window into almost 
complete darkness, because outside there was nothing but flat 
fields that stretched to the horizon, with occasional  pin pricks of 
light twinkling from scattered villages.  

There were no buses after 6.30 p.m but the man at the jury 
swearing-in had told them they could claim for all legitimate 
expenses, including taxis. 

She got off the train and pulled her coat up around her throat. 
It was cold and the wind funnelled along the platform and picked 
spitefully at the hem of her coat and swirled around her legs. She 

had dressed in a smart suit and heels, instead of the jeans and 
shirts she normally wore, because she felt she needed to look 
serious and trustworthy while she was sitting in the court.  

But now the high shoes slowed her down. She wasn’t used to 
clicking along in them any more, she usually wore trainers these 
days. The suit and the shoes belonged to the old days, when she 

worked in the bank in the city, and had never imagined she 
would end up in this strange flat landscape of billowing cabbages. 
The whole place smelled like a fart. And she was with the 
children all day at the moment; she had become a mummy. 

 Simon drove her into town every day and dropped her at the 
station and then went on to the hospital where he was working as 
an administrator. It was a good position; he had done really well, 

though she could not quite see what she was going to do in the 
future in this place,  when the children went to school. Though 
they had three under fours. It wasn’t going to be any time soon.  
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The other passengers had all hurried up the stairs and crossed 
the bridge over the line ahead of her and then they were gone, 
melting out into the front of the station towards the car park or 

the taxis. Helen looked around her. The taxis. Shit.  There was 
only one left now and there was already a fare in the front seat. 
Helen froze with despair, it was a long walk into town to the 
other cab ranks. She was tired. She just wanted to be home. She 

tapped on the window. 
The cab driver opened it. 
‘I don’t suppose you can take me to Swineshead? All the other 

taxis have gone.’ 
He looked her up and down. She could not see him very well 

but he had a round friendly face, under thinning slicked back 

hair. He gave her a snaggle-toothed smile. 
A thin, dark man was sitting alongside the cabby. He was also 

looking towards her. His eyes were shadowed but she caught a 

glimpse of the whites.  
‘Course I can, love. But I’ve got to drop my fare off first.’ 
‘That’s fine.’ 

Helen nodded and got in the back. It made no difference to 
her, she wasn’t paying after all. Neither of the men spoke as the 
car turned out of the station forecourt, towards the main road, 
then turned left to the roundabout. They drove off towards the 

centre of the town, passing closed shops, the Chinese, the two 
Indian restaurants, Pizza Hut, the cinema, the municipal 
buildings. 

Helen lay back in the seat and closed her eyes. She was having 
to get up at 6.00 to get the train to Lincoln to get to court house. 
Each day was long and dull. The case was a mean little offence by 

a shop manageress accused of fiddling refunds. It involved endless 
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lists of till receipts, and irritable shop assistants who were bitter at 
being made into suspects alongside their erstwhile manageress. 

She had lunch each day with her co-jurists, pizza or a burger, 

that was all. Then back up the stairs, through a crowd of what 
seemed to be an undifferentiated  mix of defendants and witnesses 
and the public, before returning to the stuffy court with its 
panelling, high windows,  men in wigs, and heat and stuffiness 

and droning on and on. After that,  it was home, a sandwich, 
sorting out the children’s clothes and food for the following day 
ready for the child-minder; bed; the alarm clock; getting everyone 

up and dressed; dropping the children off, and then she went back 
again to Lincoln. It felt like a prison sentence. She could not wait 
for the case to be over so that she could get back to her normal 

life. 
She opened her eyes. 
The taxi was crossing the bridge over the river. The two men 

still hadn’t spoken. The driver was in the right hand lane at the 
lights, his indicator clicking on and off, waiting to turn down 
alongside the river. Home was miles away, in quite the opposite 

direction, along one of the main roads out of the town and past 
the shopping centre and supermarket, and then the long straight 
road through empty fields before the turn into her village.  

Helen groped in her bag, but she already knew where her 

phone was. It was on the kitchen counter charging. She had 
forgotten to pick it up and when she remembered it in the car 
Simon said they could not go back for it or she would miss her 

train. She would have to do without it for today. 
The cab turned into the docks. Helen looked out of the 

window. She could see the bulk of containers, grain chutes, and 

the darker outline of ships against the darkness of the sky 
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The cab slowed down, turned and drew to a halt in kind of  
tunnel between walls of containers. It was shadowed and quiet. 
She thought she could see a metallic glint, where  the surface of 

the water heaved  to and fro beyond the two rows of containers. 
There was a long silence. The car engine ticked a little as it 

cooled down. 
Shit, thought Helen. Shit. Shit. Shit.  How could I be so stupid? 

‘What are you doing?’ she said.  
Somehow she still hoped it was all going to be OK. They 

would drop off the passenger who would be returning to his ship, 

yes, that was it, he was returning to his ship, and then the 
friendly cabby would smile at her and  start the car and reverse it 
and  turn out and drive away from  the quiet sinister shapes of the 

docks, back into the lights of the town, back across the bridge and 
out along the long A  road back to her village. 

‘We won’t hurt you,’ said the cabby. ‘Just do as we say and you 

won’t get hurt.’ 
The passenger snickered. 
Later, very quietly, Helen entered the water with a soft plop. 

They had tied weights to her body, concrete blocks they had 
found  by the dockside, secured with a rope from the boot of the 
cab.. She turned slowly as she sank to the .bottom of the dock 
basin. The two men high-fived one another, laughing, then they 

drove  back to the railway station, ready to meet the next train. 
Back home Simon waited and waited. At half past nine he 

phoned the police. 

At court the next day everyone was really fed up. A juror had 
not turned up, so the jury was dismissed and the old panel had to 
go back and sit and wait for hours in the pool of potential jurors, 

to see if they would be called again to form a jury for another case 
or whether they could go home. They sighed and grumbled.  
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The fraud case began again. 
 
How Simeon Came to Sithiche Hall; an extract from a magic – 

realism novel 
 

 Simeon strode into the hall and looked around at the spell-

bound women with an air of satisfaction. 
 “Where is William?” asked Bella. 
Without answering, Simeon strolled around the large room 

with its endless reflecting mirrors interspersed with portraits 

long-limbed, beautiful people with a flash of malice in their eyes 
despite their indolent posturing.  

He ran his fingers down the strings of Bella’s harp with a 

discordant jangle of notes. 
“Oh he told me that he’s tired of female company. He has 

decided to join the faery troop again in the Perilous Realms, and 

he is riding in hunts with the faeries and the dead. Here is his 
ring. And here am I, Simeon, at your service” 

The two women looked suspiciously at his face then down at 

the large signet ring that glittered on Simeon’s left hand. It was 
William’s. 

Now they looked at Simeon, who was an exceptionally 

handsome specimen. Sarah and Bella turned their own beautiful 
faces on one another and nodded. Simeon would do as well as 
William; maybe better , as William was always dreaming of 

gaining his freedom. 
Of course, the signet ring had been the only thing that had 

bound William to them. Bella had slipped it on William’s finger 
when he was concentrating only on enjoying their lovely bodies, 

and with a hoot of triumph she and Sarah had told the chastened 
faery that he now belonged to them, body, and soul such as he 
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possessed one.  
The ring could only have been passed on to another if Simeon 

was willing to be their companion and they were at a loss to 

know why he had taken William’s place. 
“I am weary of the endless processions, the hunts, the masques 

and balls, the interminable days of feasting and celebrations. I am 
tired to the very death. I heard of William’s trials, languishing in 

this magnificent hall with his beautiful lady companions, and I 
decided that his life was infinitely more appealing than my own.”  

So this was how Simeon came to Sìthiche Hall. 

Time or what equated to it there passed and Sarah was ready to 
give birth to a child she had conceived with Simeon. 

“You must go and fetch a midwife.” 

Simeon nodded grimly. He had never intended this child to 
manifest itself. Birth in their world always involved complex and 
dreary manoeuvres to find a human midwife and inveigle her to 

attend at the labouring woman’s bedside. Their own people were 
too selfish and squeamish to do anything as menial as midwifery; 
that was always human work. The purloined midwife was not to 

suspect anything other-worldly about her business and was to be 
returned to the human world, unscathed and ignorant. 

Simeon set off on his white horse, riding fiercely and enjoying 
the freedom from the sometimes claustrophobic walls of Sìthiche 

Hall. He was annoyed with the carelessness that had resulted in 
the conception of the child, and wished the lacklustre process of 
the birth was over and done with. Faery children were seldom 

what one might have hoped. 
Now that he was in the human world Simeon drove his sleek 

white Jaguar into the village of Fairchase, which was the nearest, 

ethereally, to Sìthiche Hall, and found the midwife’s house by the 
instinct that his people had.  
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He knocked loudly on the door. A confused woman in pyjamas 
with printed kittens all over them opened the door and stepped 
back at the spectacle of male perfection in front of her. Susan East 

was a private midwife who was much in demand by the local 
women who wanted joyous home births with no intervention, or 
by the women who had so many children already that it was 
almost impossible for them to leave the house and go to hospital 

without total chaos ensuing.  
“My wife urgently needs your help” said the glorious man. 

“Money is irrelevant.” 

Susan saw the sleek white Jag against the kerb and purred at 
the sight. She changed out of her nightclothes, grabbed her bag, 
and sank into the aromatic leather upholstery of the car. 

Susan could never have explained afterwards how and where 
they travelled; she was aware only that the sound of engine 
turned into the roar of the wind in her ears, as the ground flashed 

under the hooves of the big white horse. In time – how long she 
could not say – the sweating horse arrived at the gates of Sìthiche 
hall and grooms ran forward to take it away as Simeon hustled 

her towards the door. 
Puzzled, she turned towards the tall man who had brought her 

there. He flung open the door and she thought she could hear, 
faintly, the familiar sound of a labouring woman. 

Simeon looked coldly at her. 
“You will see all, do all, and then forget all. But it will not go 

well for you if the child you deliver is not a strong and healthy 

one.” 
Susan blinked and forgot everything. 
It was a long and difficult labour and at many moments Susan 

thought she would lose one or the other or both of her patients. It 
was all very well wanting a natural birth, she grumbled inwardly, 
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but sometimes a natural birth is the last thing you need. 
Eventually a dark-haired baby girl was delivered, tiny, but alert 
and seemingly well. 

“I shall name her Perdita,” said Sarah weakly. “For I thought 
she was lost.” 

Perdita wailed. It was a thin but penetrating cry which pierced 
Simeon like a terrible migraine.  

“I must take you back,” he said hastily to the exhausted 
midwife, and the wild ride was repeated until Susan was returned 
to her cottage in the sleek white car with no memory of her 

night, but with a generously filled purse which was both pleasing 
and puzzling at the same time. 

Perdita grew but she did not thrive. She was a fretful and 

unhappy baby and as time went by her eyes sunk into her head, 
and her cheekbones stood out in her tiny face, which looked 
something like a starveling monkey’s, according to Simeon. 

Just as the human midwife was essential to a successful 
delivery of a child, so human medicine was sometimes the only 
remedy for the illness of the faery child. As a weak and sickly 

child Perdita was smuggled into hospital where she was 
successfully treated by the staff who both could and could not see 
her. 

For ever afterwards the doctors and nurses who had been in 

the hospital at that time were plagued with self-doubt about what 
they had done or not done, and of course to whom, during the ten 
days while Perdita and Eleanor were in their care. The faery 

family used their powers to ensure that the medical staff saw 
what they expected to see, and forgot anything that might have 
puzzled them, although they were left with a gauzy sense of 

something.  
And so, in the course of time, Perdita was well again and 
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Simeon was sent to retrieve her.  
Simeon returned, crashing into the hall, carrying a small 

bundle in his arms. His face glowed with pleasure. 

“Come and see!” he gloated 
“You have her?” exclaimed Sarah, pausing in her pacing 

around the beautiful room. 
“Well…,” said Simeon.  

 “What – have – you – done?” 
“I saw Perdita in the next crib. She was well but…” 
“But?” said Sarah, in a freezing voice. 

“She is such a skinny, small, ill-favoured creature. I thought 
you might want this one instead. Don’t worry, no-one will notice, 
I have used the herbs of forgetfulness and I have sealed the gate. 

They cannot pursue us here. She is ours. I suggest we call her 
Perdita anyway to prevent confusion.” 

And Simeon went off whistling while his indignant 

companion looked balefully at the pretty little baby he had 
swapped for their own child. 

“You or I should have gone,” said Sarah looking at the infant 

with a softening expression. “A blonde haired, blue-eyed baby!  
Irresistible to us, of course! But who would have known that the 
temptation would be there?” 

Naturally, Sarah, Bella and Simeon all doted on their 

changeling. Like all of their kind they relished the possession of a 
healthy human child whom they could nurture and cherish. 
Nevertheless she and Bella wondered and worried about the little 

girl that Simeon had left behind.  
With difficulty they procured a scrying bowl of unspeakable 

magnificence. In its rippling surface they could see all the secrets 

of the past and present, but Sarah and Bella chose to watch their 
faery child, abandoned in the human world by Simeon. Perdita, 
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too, was consumed with curiosity, for this was her true family. 
 “Some time the curtains between our two worlds will lift 
again, and we must be ready to draw Eleanor to us,” said Sarah, 

staring at Ellie’s peevish face. 
“What will happen to me? I don’t want to go there - back 

there – ever. I want to stay here,” said Perdita anxiously. 
“Of course you shall,” said Bella carelessly. “We have you and 

we will hold you. However, we want Eleanor as well. She is one 
of our own, after all. And those big clumsy humans have got 
plenty of other children. They will scarcely miss Eleanor and she 

is a very poor fit with them; you would have thought they would 
have noticed.” 

So time went on as Sithiche Hall. Simeon ensured there were 

no more births to spoil his harmonious days with the sisters . 
However Sarah, Bella and Perdita were not so contented and they 
watched and waited for the opportunity when Eleanor could be 

retrieved from her distressing human existence. They were 
certain that their time would come.  
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Another collaborative piece 

 
 The idea was that we each produced a mini saga, 50 words 

precisely, including an object and a setting and a rough genre 
given us by the previous contributor. i.e.  an orange  -  an iceberg 
-  Chick Lit 

 
Shirley Bell: a cactus  - Nelson's Column - Gothic 
 

Ian Turner (Ian Neville):  Death stalks a beauty this London night 
(black), a vampire shroud (smog) swooping down from Nelson’s 
high pride (column) low into a maelstrom of Victorian sewers of 

stench (squalor), plague (pestilence) whereupon lewd caricatures 
(lusting) suck her mortal (warm) blood in a searing scream spiked 
as dry as a cactus.  

 
Rosie: a cactus-Texas-spaghetti western. 
 
Rosie Temple: Saloon doors regurgitate a lone star dweller. 

Whisky drips from slackened lips, carving pathways through a 
sheen of sweat. He sees her, perfectly formed by the trickery of 
the midday sun, arms held aloft in welcome. Staggering, he falls 

across his angel.  
Beneath the stinking wretch , the violated cactus spikes.  
 

Stewart: a paperclip - a shed -fable 
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Stewart Norvill:  Once upon a shed wall. 
“Shit,” said a precocious young banana. 
This was Bryan’s real home. The paperclip’s chorus goes - 

“In the end 
our one true friend, 
who loved us in his shed, 
swore himself to silliness 

and now he’s fucking dead” 
- the banana lived happily ever after. 
 

Joel: poo - a monastery -science fiction 
 
Joel Leverton: The Abbey was empty. Brother Victor lifted his 

head to the stars in prayer. His eyes widened as he saw the shape 
of an overweight Librichman Alien of the Grantian Galaxy named 
Colin swiftly falling in his direction from the sky. His fear took its 

toll on the pants hardest.  
 
Jennifer: Tesco brand apple - a space station - period piece 

 
Jennifer Fytelson: The voice over the intercom reverberated and 
the antenna shook; the Tesco apple floated to the ceiling. 1969 
was already such a big year; Led Zeppelin had released their 

album, the moon landing. Though I am pretty sure no one wants 
to live on a Space Station, one starts to miss gravity and reality. 
 

Mido: Swiss Army Knife- Galapagos Island -horror 
 
Mido El: She knew that her end was approaching. She heard that 

call through space. Something was calling her to be in that Island. 
Her nightmare from which she has always shivered became 
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reality. Being alone with only Swiss Army Knife means that fear 
became the king. Death dominates everything there.  
 

Matt: ring - Egypt - fable 
 
Matt Ellis: A black man with black intentions; that's how Thadeus 
described him. Slunk in the Inn's grimy corner grasping a half 

cracked flagon of ale. A man he had tracked for well over two 
thousand miles - through heat and sand. The ring of Ortharons 
wedged onto his finger. Dreams, dimly purring.  

 
Tina: cheese –forest - sci-fi 
   

Tina Daley:  He had eaten and worn only cheese for the past two 
moons, to hide his human smell. Exhausted, he slept under the 
roots of an ancient oak tree, an emblem of a dying world. There 

was scarcely any greenery left in the forest and who knew how 
many humans remained… 
 

Laura: toy/teddy parrot - Italian Mafia meeting/setting - Comedy 
   
Laura Clipson: They crowded around the chair in the centre of 
the basement, a bright light shining in the face of the occupant.  

“Tell us who did it, or else.” Tony whispered menacingly, his face 
pressed close to theirs. 
The fluffy parrot remained mute, its glassy eyes staring defiantly 

at its captors. 
 
Cassie: a woolly hat - the Eiffel tower - horror 
   
Cassandra Cash:  Sneaking in to the Eifel tower she’d wait until 
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tourists were without help. She looked dirt-free; wore clean 
clothes. But then she would approach begging with a woollen hat. 
I saw a man refuse her once. She slit his throat with a sharp Paris 

souvenir and watched the blood gush. 
 
Steve: bunny rabbit -Disney Land (Florida) - romance. 
Stephen Blessett:  Fiona and Graham lay in post-coital bliss in a 

honeymoon suite at Disneyland Florida. Very improbably, 
Thumper from Bambi bounced in. 'Ooh look at the cute bunny 
rabbit,' cooed Fiona. There was a harsh revving sound, followed 

by a steady thrum as the Disney character's chainsaw went to 
work...  
 

Shirley: candlestick, The Library, Sun Journalism 
 
Shirley Bell: Curvaceous Samantha Scarlet was shaking with 

horror when she spoke to our reporter. “I saw Colonel Mustard 
going into The Library with a candlestick”, she sobbed, running 
her fingers through her glossy curls. “Then there was a wet 

mushing sound and he had smashed her skull! Miss Peacock was 
dead!” 

 
  



The Black Path Issue 1 

 
 

114 

 

Author Biographies 

Shirley Bell:  Shirley’s  poetry has been published widely, 

including in anthologies by Anvil and Faber and in many 

magazines including Poetry Review, Ambit and The Spectator. As 
Shirley-Anne Bell, she has had gardening books published by 
GMC publications.In 2013 She her short story, 'Jury Service',was 

published in the The Darker Times Anthology 3. She also 
published 'behind the glass',a pamphlet of poetry and art work as 
a mandatory part of her MA course in Creative Writing at the 

University of Lincoln, and is now working on her dissertation, 
which will consist of parts of the novel she is writing about the 
cruel and adult world of faerie (no Tinkerbells in sight). She has  

enjoyed editing The Black Path 1 , and is looking forward to 
editing The Black Path 2, which will appear in December 2013. 
Contact her at:  shirley.bell@me.com; 
http://shirleybellblog.wordpress.com 

Stephen Blessett:   Page Seven hunk Steve works in the family 

bookshop in Stamford. He once thought of becoming a fireman 
for 0.1 seconds. So it's no surprise that ladies in his home county 
of Lincolnshire are getting HOT under the collar.IHis favorite 

writers are Daniel Pinchbeck and Aleister Crowley. He's founded 
two cults, both of which have zero members. 
Contact him at:   

Cassandra Cash: Cassandra is originally from Kingston upon Hull 
and she has now lived in Lincoln for three and a half years. 

Whilst studying MA Creative Writing at Lincoln University she 
has found a particular enthusiasm for short fiction writing. At this 

mailto:shirley.bell@me.com
http://shirleybellblog.wordpress.com/
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time Cassandra is working on a collection of short stories. 
Contact her at:   
 

Laura Clipson:  Laura has lived in North East Lincolnshire all her 
life. She spends most of her spare time writing, whether it’s 
poetry, fiction or posts for her blog. She likes nothing better than 
to read a good story, and create her own.  

Laura is currently finishing her Masters degree in Creative 
Writing. As a result of the degree, she has published a collection 
of poetry, and has been published in an anthology created by the 

University of Lincoln Creative Writing Society, of which she was 
a member. 
Contact her at:  Email: lauraclipson@gmail.com 

 
Tina Daley : Currently completing an MA in Creative Writing at 
the University of Lincoln, Christina is still exploring all genres of 

writing to find her preferred style. 
The pieces included in this anthology are taken from both her 
undergrad and MA portfolios. They make up some of her first 

works.  
Contact her at:   
 
Jennifer Fytelson: Jennifer Fytelson lives in Waldwick, New 

Jersey where she spent a year working for Pearson Publishing. 
She spent four years at William Paterson University where she 
received a Bachelor of Arts with a concentration in writing. She 

has also just finished her Masters of Creative Writing at Lincoln 
University.  
She spent her undergraduate as an associate editor for the OP-ED 

section of her school newspaper; as well as being the voice of the 
news for the school radio show. Jennifer has been published twice 
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in Canada’s oldest literacy magazine, The Mitre. Her future 
endeavors include traveling so she can gather some fresh ideas for 
her writing. 

Contact her at:    
 
Muayyad Elwaheidi:  Muayyad is originally from Palestine. He 
was born in Kuwait in 1976 and lived there until 1992 when he 

moved to Iraq and then to Gaza Strip in 1996. Muayyad is visiting 
the UK for the first time in his life, he is finishing his Master 
Degree in Creative Writing at the University of Lincoln. Muayyad 

is a translator and Interpreter at United Nations. He enjoys 
writing short stories and love ghost stories. Muayyad got his 
Bachelor from Gaza in English Literature and finished his first 

master Degree in Business Administration in 2011. Muayyad 
believes that UK is just fascinating country and people are 
unbelievably friendly.  

Contact him at:   
 
Matt Ellis :  Matt Ellis lives in Scunthorpe North Lincolnshire. He 

spends his spare time writing, watching films and gaming. Matt is 
a student of the MA Creative Writing course at Lincoln 
University. 

Contact him at:   

Joel Leverton: Joel Leverton was born in 1987 in Great Yarmouth, 

the eldest of four children to Andrew and Keri. After studying 
Performing Arts in Bedford he turned his hand to DIY, healthcare 
and education before putting more of his time into writing. He 

has written plays for the stage, several sketches and is currently 
working on his first novel and a two-hand stage thriller whilst 
completing an MA in Creative Writing. 
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 He has lived in Doncaster in South Yorkshire for over two 
decades, where he currently resides with his wife Abbi and their 
cat Titus Andronicus 

Contact him at:   
 
Ian Neville: Lived in Greece where he worked as a teacher. He is 
now a student on the MA Creative Writing course at Lincoln 

University. 

Contact him at:   
 

Stewart Norvill:   Twenty-two year old Stewart Norvill is tall and 
has a beard. Sometimes he writes things. Keeping Bees and In The 
Leaves were taken from his MA portfolio. Goats Happen was 

taken from his MA pamphlet. He hopes you enjoy them. 
Contact him at:   
 

Rosemary Temple: Rosemary is from Essex and is currently 
living in North Lincolnshire. She had her first Fantasy Fiction 
novel published in 2011 and is currently working on some short 

travel writing pieces as well as poetry. Rosemary will be moving 
to Texas in October and is excited to see the direction her 
writing takes in a new environment. 

Contact her at:   

 

 

 


