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The Last Fish in the 
River.  

Richard Dee

I come from a shingl famny,b utd I coty'g.d hee a ftdtre ng ndS vo 
I 'ecn'e' do ue die srhd oge do lo do tgnMerhnd,S I hdt'ne' marnge 
unoyol, ag' coahday ecoyol,S w, fadier han' diad nd “ah uecathe I 
coty'g.d dear m,heyf diad far a“a, from die “ed hdt”S

WId.h a und yade for ayy diadb- m, fadier lrtmuye'b “ieg I doy' inm 
auotd die cogherMadnog eyemegd of die cotrheS WEe.Me ueeg yed 'o“g 
u, okcnay'om ho mag, dnmehb diere.h iar'y, ag,dingl yefd do cogp
herMe ag,moreS- xMeg diotli I diotlid ie “ah rnlidb I hdnyy “agde' 
do maOe a 'n”eregce nf I coty'S

I “egd otd og inh dra“yer ng die ioyn'a,hb “inci meagd I “ah diere 
“ieg ie Rtyye' ng die uoDS

Pg dinh drnRb “e ia' loge ftrdier asey' for shib “e “ere o” die 
motdi of die znMer Aardb “ndi vdard Congd a iaT, ynge og die iornTogb 
“ieg ie iatye' die gedhS

Lh I dtlle' og die ynge ag' oRege' die Fo' eg'b die cadci Rotre' 
ngdo die ioRRerS I ha“ mnDe' shib a fe“ 'olshi ag' a unl ytmR of 
homedingl hthRncnothS

WFiecO diadb- Aa' cayye'b from “iere ie “ah yeagngl otd of die 
“ieeyiothe “ng'o“S WwaOe htre nd.h god a uomuS- 
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Fatdnothy,b I Reere'b nd “ah auotd a food ayogl eaci hn'eb coMere' 
ng “ee'h ag' uargacyehS Id “ah hGtare hn'e' ag' tgynOe ag, or'ngagce 
I.Me eMer heegS Einci “ah a reynefS

WId.h home hord of uoD or cogdangerb- I han'b reacingl for ndS 
WHoomb- hiotde' LyeDb die 'ecOiag' ag' I Rredeg'e' do 3ngciS 

wng' ,otb nd ia' hiocOe' meS I RncOe' die uoD tRb nd “ah ieaM, ag' 
hynRRer,S WFitcO nd uacO ngb- LyeD han'S

WBoReb I.m OeeRngl ndb- I reRyne'S WKiere mnlid ue homedingl 
Maytauye nghn'eS- I 'ralle' nd o” die 'ecO ag' ngdo die hdorehb “iere 
I fotg' ag oy' ual do Rtd nd ngS 

Pg die “a, uacO ng do HrnDiamb LyeD drne' do gelodnade for a hiare 
of ag, dreahtreS I doy' inm do led hdt”e'S Kieg “e ayy yatlie'S KreMorb 
die wadeb OeRd inh diotlidh do inmheyfS

Aa' yooOe' ad ndb WI hthRecd nd?h from a “recOb- ie han'S- WFtrregdh 
iaMe hyohie' nd arotg'S vee nf ,ot cag oReg ndb ,ot geMer Ogo“ “iad 
mnlid ue nghn'eS-

I 'ralle' die uoD iome ag' Rtd nd ng die hie'S Eader 'rnRRe' otd 
of ndb “iadeMer “ah nghn'e ia' uedder ue ma'e of 8oy'b or vnyMerS

Ee ia' a uaruecte diad eMegnglb “ndi m, lnryfrneg' 2ehb ier hnhder 
varai ag' AaMeb varai?h ithuag'S 

AaMe rag home nghiore crau ag' youhder RodhS Lh “eyy ah heyyngl 
'nrecd do yocay rehdatragdhb varai hoy' die mead from a caung ng die 
iaruotr do dotrnhdhS Badtrayy,b diad meagd die dayO “ah ayy auotd 
shinglb m, modier the' do iade ndb go“ hie “ahg?d iereb diere “ah 
godingl do hdoR thS wtm “oty'g?d iaMe hdoo' for ndS WEe 'og?d dayO 
hioR “inye “e?re reyaDnglb- hie the' do ha,S

Lfder die cagcer ia' daOeg ierb Aa' ia' diro“g inmheyf ngdo 
shinglS 4e “ah o” alang domorro“b for a direep'a, drnRS I “ah hda,ngl 
dinh dnmeS I ia' agodier 'a, o”b dieg d“o 'a,h of yecdtreh do lo doS

Ee had ng die lar'eg reyaDngl “ndi ueerh ag' home lrnyye' macOp
ereyb “ieg die dayO dtrge' do m, sg'S

Wvio“ diem “iad ,ot fotg'b- Aa' htllehde'S I “egd do die 
hie' ag' 'ralle' die uoD otd ngdo die yade eMegngl htghingeS Ee 
ayy hdare' ad nd ah I Rtyye' home of die dincOer “ee' a“a,b reMeayngl 
a medaypuotg' uoDS
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WEiad 'o ,ot recOog nd nhU- ahOe' 2ehS 
WI iaMe go n'eab- I a'mndde'b Wutd ad yeahd nd “ahg?d a uomuS-
WI.Me heeg home hdt” Rtyye' tRb- han' AaMeS WHtd geMer ag,dingl 

ynOe diadS-
WI dingO nd?h a hanyor.h 'ndd, uoDb- Aa' han'S 
WEiad?h a 'ndd, uoDU- I ia'g?d iear' of ogeS
WId?h a uoD for OeeRngl o''h ag' eg'hb god ay“a,h Maytauyeh utd 

,ot geMer Ogo“S I?Me fotg' a fe“ ng m, dnmeS Fya, RnRehb yedderhb 
hotMegnrhb eMeg a loy' rngl ogceS-

WAo “e iaMe do reRord nd do ag,ogeU- I ahOe'S WKie zecenMer of 
ErecO or homeogeS-

WPkcnayy,b ,ot iaMe ’5 'a,h nf ,ot dingO nd coty' ue dreahtreS vo 
,ot?' uedder led hdarde'b yed?h hee nf diere?h ag,dingl do reRord srhdb 
dieg “e?yy 'ecn'e “iad do 'oS-

Wvioty'g?d nd iaMe rodde' a“a,U- ahOe' varaib Wafder ayy diad dnme 
ng die “aderS-

WI dingO dinh oge?h ma'e of Vnlgtm qndaeb- ie han'S WId?h die iar'p
ehd “oo' Ogo“gb ho 'eghe nd hngOh ng “ader ag' aymohd nmRerMnoth 
do rodS Id?h gadnMe do die Farnuueag ag' qegeTteyaS Nrom die hd,ye 
of die uoD ag' die meday uag'nglb nd yooOh ynOe nd coty' ue vRagnhiS 
Kie “oo' iah ueeg dreade' “ndi home hord of RreherMadnMeb Rrouauy, 
vieyyacb diad?h agodier cyteb die yac ueedye comeh from Lhnab “iere 
die vRagnhi ia' derrndor,S- 

Ved th Ogo“ “iad iaRReghb die, han' ah die, “egd iomeb nd “ah 
eary, hdardh ayy rotg'S

Kie geDd 'a,b og m, o“gb I dacOye' die uoDS 
I hdarde' do cyeag die “oo'b nd “ah ueatdnftyy, RreherMe'b a dincO 

coad of “iad yooOe' ynOe Margnhi ia' Rrodecde' die htrfaceS Pgce I 
ia' remoMe' die uargacyehb “ndi a comungadnog of “eaO i,'rociyop
rnc acn' ag' a hcraRerb I fotg' diad diere “ah iar'y, ag, rod ng die 
“oo'S I yooOe' Vnlgtm qndae tR ogyngeS Id “ah a 'eghe iar'“oo' 
from Fegdray Lmerncab “inci sdde' “ndi die vRagnhi RroMegagceS 
Kie “oo' “ah syye' “ndi gadtray yturncagdhb nd “ah the' do maOe 
hderg uearnglh for hinR?h RroReyyerhS Kie meday uag'h htrrotg'ngl 
nd ia' god fare' ho “eyyb die, “ere rthde' ag' feyy aRard ah I drne' do 



KLVxv NzPw AxxCxvK ALz2xvK AxqPB ’6

cyeag diemS xMeg hob I coty' god Rrnhe die yn' o”b I coty' hee die 7ongb 
die laR “ah doo ding do ngherd a uya'eS 

Kiere ia' do ue homedingl eyhe OeeRngl nd cyohe'b a hecred yocOngl 
uar home“iereS I dtrge' die uoD oMer ag' oMerb yooOngl for ag,dingl 
diad hdoo' otdS Id ia' do ue “oo'egb ayy die meday ia' fayyeg o”S 

I fotg' nd ng die corgerhb fotr Rneceh of “oo' diad I diotlid “ere 
7thd Rard of die 7ongdhS Kie, ia' do ue rodade' og “oo'eg Rnghb dieg 
nd “ah a madder of Rtyyngl ag' yeMerngl tgdny die yn' reytcdagdy, ynfde'S

Ighn'eb nd “ah hdnyy iayfpsyye' “ndi “aderS Kiere “ah a ytmR of 
homedinglb Rrouauy, Rarcimegdb a Ryang urahh rngl ag' a hdrngl of 
rohar, uea'hS I “ah 'nhaRRongde' ag' auotd do cyohe die yn' “ieg I 
reaynhe' homedinglS Kie uoD “ah god ah 'eeR nghn'e ah die oMerayy hnTe 
htllehde'S Kie uahe “ah ynge' “ndi Ra''e' faurncb go“ fa'e' ag' 
roddegb oMer a uoar' diad madcie' die rehd of die uoDS Hndh of die 
faurnc “ere hdtcO ued“eeg die frame ag' die uaheS I fedcie' home 
d“eeTerhb careftyy, iey' a corger of nd “ndi diem ag' Rtyye'S

Kie fayhe uoddom ynfde' otdS I ha“ agodier ya,er of roddeg cyodiS 
1g'er diad “ah a 3ad lyahh uoddyeb die “n'e gecO hdoRRere' “ndi re' 
“aD arotg' a corOS Kie lyahh “ah 'arO uro“gb I coty'g?d hee “iad 
“ah nghn'eS wa,ue nd “ah fotrpitg're'p,earpoy' rtmU I hiooO die 
uoddyeb nd raddye' ag' feyd aymohd emRd,S I careftyy, cinRRe' die “aD 
a“a, tgdny I coty' Rtyy die corO otdS Kiere “ah homedingl nghn'eb a 
royy of homedinglS 1hngl die d“eeTerhb I careftyy, Rtyye' nd otdS

Luotd d“egd, hieedh of Rarcimegd “ere d“nhde' doledier ag' 
iey' “ndi a garro“ rnuuogS wohd of diem “ere syye' og uodi hn'eh 
“ndi ynhdh ag' hiord RaralraRihS Kie doR oge yooOe' more ynOe a 
yedderb ReriaRh nd “ah ag eDRyagadnogS

I coty'g?d rea' mtci vRagnhib I?' ogy, 'oge a ynddye und ad hciooyb 
ag' cerdangy, god die fotrpitg're'p,earpoy' Merhnog of die yagltaleS 
Htd I coty' rea' die o'' “or' ng die dndyeS Ig a uoy' ag' 3o“ngl 
hcrnRdb ah cyear ah die 'a, nd “ah “rnddegb nd han'S

Ultimo Pez en el Rio. Para la gloria del Rey Felipe II y el 
Papa Pablo IV.



K4x VLvK NIv4 IB K4x zIqxzS  Y

I lod znob diad “ah a znMerS CaRa “ah NadierS Endi die gtmuerb nd 
“ah Rrouauy, a CoReS Lg' ze, meagd 2nglS Eiad ia' I hdtmuye' 
ogU Kie “rndngl “ah cyearb nf ogy, I coty' rea' ndS

Id “ah hnlge' “ndi a inliy, ctrMe' hnlgadtreS
Kie deDd og die odier hieedh “ah ng hmayyer “rndnglb ah nf die hRace 

“ah ad a Rremntm ag' die “or'h ia' do ue ma'e hmayyer do sdS I coty' 
iar'y, maOe otd die ng'nMn'tay yedderhS I gee'e' a coR, of die hieedhb 
die, “ere far doo fralnye do “ndihdag' coghdagd iag'ynglS 

I “egd nghn'eb sre' tR m, comRtder ag' hcaggerb ma'e coRneh of 
ayy die hieedhS Kieg I Rrngde' otd a hedb dooO die ornlngayh ag' heaye' 
diem ng a hag'“nci ualS I Rtd nd ng Aa'?h hafeS

Lh I dn'ne' eMer,dingl tRb I reaynhe' diad “iad I ia' diotlid “ah a 
uayy of roddeg Rarcimegd “ah acdtayy, a “raRRe' ou7ecdS Ceeyngl uacO 
die ya,erhb I tgcoMere' a dng, hnyMer vaymogS vcarcey, ag ngci yoglb nd 
“ah Rerfecd ng eMer, 'edanyb “ndi a Radderg of hcayeh og ndh 3agO ag' ag 
a'nRohe sgS Id ia' a hmayy ioye ng die danyb ho diad nd coty' ue direa'e' 
og a ciangS

Eieg I yooOe' ad m, “adciS I reaynhe' nd “ah “eyy Rahd 'ngger dnmeS 
I Rioge'S 2ehS Wvorr,b I 'n'g?d cayyb- I han'S WI?Me ueeg reayy, uth,S- 

vie hotg'e' 3thdere'S WKiad?h P2b varai ag' I iaMe ueeg rthie' 
o” otr feedS AaMe.h come uacO “ndi a itle cadcib “e?Me ia' do 
RreRare nd rea', for domorro“S- 

WLre ,ot comngl rotg'U- I ahOe'S WBob- hie han'S WEe iaMeg?d 
sgnhie' iere ,edS Id?yy ue doo yadeS- 

WI?Me lod yecdtreh ng die morgnglb- I doy' ierS WI?yy hee ,ot domorp
ro“ eMegnglS- Lh die cayy eg'e'b I reaynhe' diad I?' geMer megdnoge' 
ag,dingl auotd “iad I?' fotg'S wore diag diadb hie ia'g?d eMeg 
ueeg ngderehde' egotli do ahOS I hio“ere'b ade a hag'“nci ag' “egd 
do ue'S

Ig die morgnglb I iea'e' o” do yecdtreh ng Cy,motdiS I “ah hnddngl 
ad m, 'ehO ng die cyahhroomb yooOngl ad die hcag of die yedderb dr,ngl 
do 'ecnRier more of die “or'hb “ieg I ha“ Foghteya Ae vnyMa come 
ngS vie “ah a hdt'egd og m, cotrheS Cedndeb 'arO ag' ngdegheb hie 
“ah from a shingl famny, ng Hnyuao ag' ia' die hame Rahhnog for 
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cogherMadnog diad I 'n'S I “og'ere' nf hie coty' ieyR me maOe heghe 
of die undh I coty'g?d tg'erhdag'S

WFag I ahO ,ot homedinglb FoghteyaU- I han'S WPf cotrheb- hie 
agh“ere'S

WEiad 'oeh die “or' CeT meagU- 
WKiad?h a shib- hie han'S WEi,U- 
WI?Me lod dinh yedderb nd?h dndye' xy 1ydnmo CeT eg ey znoS I Ogo“ zno 

meagh rnMerb I “ahg?d htre auotd die rehdS- 
vie had 'o“g geDd do meb Reere' ad die hcagS WKiad?h oy'pfahinoge' 

lrammarb- hie han'S WId meagh die yahd shi ng die rnMerS Eiere are ,ot 
leddngl dinh fromU- 

I hio“e' ier die hcag of die yedderS WI?Me lod dinh yedderb- I han'b 
Wdiad I fotg' ng ag oy' uoDS I?m 7thd “og'erngl “iad home of die 
“or'h meagS- 

WVed me iaMe a yooOS- vie hgadcie' nd from me ag' hdarde' rea'p
nglS WId?h iar' do 'ecnRierb- hie han'S WId megdnogh a mag cayye' 
zaRiaeyS Lg' homedingl iere auotd wnyndnab a urodierioo'S Id?h 
Mer, oy'b “iere 'n' ,ot sg' dinhU- 

I dooO nd uacOS WKiagOhb- I han'S WId hotg'h ngderehdnglS  Cyeahe 
'og?d megdnog nd do ag,ogeS-

WEand a mngtdeb- hie han'S WFag I hee home moreU- 
WI?yy iaMe do ahO m, frneg'hb- I han'S WId?h god reayy, mnge do hiareS- 
Hefore “e coty' cogdngteb die yecdtrer arrnMe' ag' “e heddye' 

'o“g for “orOS Ighdea' of ahOngl alang “ieg “e uroOe for co”eeb 
hie “egd hdranlid otd of die roomS Lh hie “ayOe' a“a,b I ha“ ier Rtyy 
ier Rioge from ier uacO RocOed ag' Rrehh nd do ier earS I 'n'g?d hee 
ier alang diad 'a, ag' coty'g?d ieyR “og'erngl nf I hioty'g?d iaMe 
hio“g nd do ierS 

Eieg I lod iomeb 2eh “ah diereS Wvorr, I mnhhe' ,ot ,ehder'a,b- 
hie han'S I doy' ier “iad I?' fotg'b hio“e' ier die hcagh ag' die 
vnyMer vaymogS 

WKiad?h ngcre'nuyeb- hie han'b “ieg I doy' ier die dndyeS WI “og'er 
“i, die “rndngl “ah in''eg ynOe diadU Kiad ciarm nh 'esgndey, oy'S 
An' ,ot Ogo“ diad vaymog the' do dirnMe ng die znMer AardU Kie, 
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shie' for diemb ng die xahd ag' Eehd Aardb rnlid tR do Enhdmag?h 
Eoo' og AardmoorS Ih diere a 'ade ag,“iereU-

I yooOe' ad die yedderS Ld die uoddomb tg'er a hnlgadtreb nd “ah 
'ade'b Pcdouer 0’dib 0Y55S

W%ot Ogo“ “ieg diad “ahb 'og?d ,otU- hie han'S
xMer,oge Oge“ “ieg diad “ahS WKie Lrma'a “ah ng 0Y55b- I han'S
vie go''e'S WKiad yedder nh 'ade' auotd d“o mogdih afder die uadp

dye of 8raMeyngehS Id “ah die egcotgder “iere AraOe ag' xkgliam 
“reaOe' iaMoc og die vRagnhi 3eedb “ndi ltgh ag' srehinRhS Bo“b 
“iad “oty' a vRagnhi mag ue 'ongl diegU-

WCeriaRh ie “ah “recOe' ng inh hinRb die yedder “ah homedingl 
hecredb diad gee'e' do ue in''egU-

Eieg I doy' ier diad Foghteya ia' heeg die yedderb hie “ah ftrnothS 
2eh 'n'g?d ynOe Foghteyab die, ia' med ad a hocnay eMegd ag'b ynOe d“o 
cadhb ia' cnrcye' eaci odier “arny,S

W%ot yed ier hee ndU WEi, 'n'g?d ,ot deyy me ,ehder'a,b “ieg “e 
hRoOeU-

W%ot “ere uth,b ,ot 'n'g?d heem ngderehde'b- I han'S vie “ah hnyegd 
for a momegdS WNanr egotlib I htRRoheb utd nd ia' hynRRe' m, mng'S 
Id?h 'oge go“b die Gtehdnog nhb cag ,ot drthd ierU-  

WI dingO hob- I han'S Wvie ogy, ha“ nd for a cotRye of momegdhS vie 
cag?d iaMe ia' a ciagce do rea' nd ayyS Lg' eMeg nf hie nh vRagnhib hie 
cag?d ue diad loo' ad rea'ngl ag' 'ecnRierngl fotrpitg're'p,earpoy' 
'octmegdhS-

WEieg 'o ,ot hee ier alangU- vie ahOe'S WKomorro“b “e iaMe a 
yecdtreS I?yy hee ier diegS-

WEe?yy 7thd iaMe do ioRe hie OeeRh ier motdi hitdb- hie han'S  
WEiere are die hcaghU die 'nlnday coRnehS-

WKie,?re og m, comRtderb- I han'S
Wznlidb- hie iea'e' do“ar'h ndS WI iaMe ag n'eab ag' diere are go 

'tunoth vRagnhi ya'neh ngMoyMe'S-  
WEiad are ,ot longl do 'oU-
WAn' ,ot dingO do 'o“gyoa' ag PFz draghyadnog Rrolramme 

ag' rtg die hcagh dirotli diadU-
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WBob utd I?m god a comRtder leeO ynOe ,ot areS Fag ,ot eMeg 'o 
diadU- I diotlid nd uehd god do ahO “iad PFz “ahb I coty' sg' otd 
from m, Rioge “ieg hie “ahg?d yooOnglS

vie hmnye'S W%ehb led me a lyahh of “ngeS-
Eieg I carrne' nd dirotlib hie “ah uegd oMer die hcreegb “ndi 

a malgnse' hcag ag' die rodadngl cnrcye ng'ncadngl diad homedingl 
“ah iaRRegnglS I?' daOeg a hgeaO, yooOb PFz “ah oRdncay ciaracder 
recolgndnogb ad yeahd I Oge“ diad go“S

Kie Rrngder hdarde' tRS WKiad?h die srhd hieed 'ogeb- hie han'S WI 
'n' die yedder srhdb I diotlid nd mnlid ue die mohd nmRordagdS- vie 
iag'e' me a Rrngde' hieedS WxhRecnayy, ah homeoge eyhe iah ayrea', 
heeg ndS- 

vie “ahg?d yeddngl dinh loS WP2b P2b- I han'S Wwehhale recenMe'S-
W8oo'S Kie odier hieedh gee' a und more “orOb ad yeahd ,ot 

hcagge' diem ad inli rehoytdnogS Id?yy daOe die Rrolramme a “inye 
do lo dirotli diem ayyS-

I had og die cotci ag' rea' die draghyadnogS

The Last Fish in the River. For the glory of King Philip II and Pope 
Paul IV.

My children, this is a message from your father, entrusted for 
delivery to you by my brother in arms Raphael De Silva e Coruna. By 
the time you read this, I will be dead from my wounds but rest assured 
your legacy is intact and awaiting your arrival, once the situation in 
this beautiful yet benighted country has improved and old enmities 
have been forgotten. Because at the end of it, we are all creatures of the 
Almighty, even the heretic English, I can see that now my end is near. 

I do not fear death, I welcome it, secure in the knowledge that I 
did my Saviour's will. For the same reason, you should not mourn me. 
What I could not tell you was that, three years ago, the Holy Father, 
yes, the Pope himself, through our glorious Monarch, gave me a sacred 
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duty to perform. I was to save the heretics of the English Isle and bring 
them back into the Papal fold, to the glory of His name. 

In total secrecy, even from you, my family, I was ordered to go to 
England, to the town of Dertemouthe, posing as a merchant in wines 
and wool. What I could never tell was that our vessel carried gold, as 
well as letters to the brave Catholics who resisted the heretic Elizabeth's 
persecution. 

And the reason, it was to prepare the way for the inevitable victory 
of the coming invasion. We were to unsettle the population in their 
heretic beliefs with insinuations of damnation and suggest that revo-
lution was their only chance of salvation. When we learned that the 
arch-heretic Drake and his acolytes had destroyed our ships by fire and 
the minions of Satan caused the winds to scatter the remnants of our 
fleet, I knew that all was for nothing. 

Wishing only a speedy escape and return to the bosom of our fam-
ilies, we secured our treasure and papers for safekeeping and set off 
for our ship at Dertemouthe. Near the ford at the hamlet of Hare-
burtonne, we were set upon by three men of the protestant militia. In 
fighting them off, I was wounded by an arquebus ball, which passed 
through my leg. Although no bone was broken, the wound has morti-
fied and I can smell the sure scent of corruption. 

So, I have put my affairs in order. The gold is safe, as are our papers, 
revealed in the place where the heretics Drake and Rawleigh sat. Let 
the enclosed token, which is a symbol of our brotherhood, be your guide. 
May the scales of misunderstanding fall from your eyes, as you behold 
the last fish in the river. 

With my love and God’s blessing, 
Your father, 
Sebastian Alvarez Du’Que. 
Dated the 12th day of October in the year of our lord one thousand 

five hundred and eighty-eight.
I had uacOS Eiad ia' I fotg'U Id hotg'e' do me ynOe a ioar' of 

dreahtre “ah in''eg home“iere og die znMer AardS Kie shi “ah 
die cyte: ayy I ia' do 'o “ah hoyMe die rn''ye of “iad “ah meagd u, 
'nhcoMerngl “iere AraOe ag' zayenli ia' hadS
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2eh “ah hnyegd ah hie “orOe' “ndi die Oe,uoar' ag' motheS 
WEiad 'o ,ot dingO “nyy ue og die odier hieedhU- I ahOe' ierS
vie fro“ge'S W8oo'gehh Ogo“hb- hie han'S WId?yy iaMe do ue homep

dingl hRecnay do foyyo“ diad yedderS CeriaRh nd?yy ue a ynhd of dreahtre ag' 
a maR diad daOeh th hdranlid do ndU-

WLg,oge auotdU- hiotde' AaMeb ah ie ag' varai came ngdo die 
iotheb carr,ngl CnTTa ag' uoddyehS WEiad are ,ot d“o tR doU-

VeaMngl die comRtder do 'o ndh dinglb “e had ag' ade die RnTTaS I 
doy' AaMe ag' varai “iad I?' fotg' ng die uoDS I hio“e' diem die 
hnyMer vaymog ag' die yedderb “inci die, rea' doledierb dienr motdih 
'roRRngl oReg ah die, lod do die eg'S

WEiad?h og die odier hieedhU- ahOe' varaiS WLre die, a dreahtre 
maRU-

WEe 'og?d iaMe ag, n'ea ,edb- 2eh han'S WKie comRtder nh hdnyy 
'ecnRierngl diemS- vie yooOe' ad meb I 'n'g?d megdnog ag,dingl 
auotd Foghteyab ag' hie 'n'g?d emuarrahh me u, urnglngl nd tRS

WEeyyb dinh nh homedingl do “orO ogb- AaMe han'S WIf ,ot cag led 
die game of die hinR from home“iereb ,ot cag lo do AardmotdiS 
Kie mthetm “nyy iaMe ayy die oy' iaruotr recor'hS-

WEiad 'o ,ot maOe of nd ayyb AaMeU- 
I dingO nd?h a Rard of die hdor, of die Lrma'ab- ie han'S WId hdag'h 

do reahogb die, “oty' “agd a sfdi coytmg og yag'b rea', do ahhnhd ag 
ngMahnogS Kie, mthd iaMe ueeg iere RreRarngl die Fadioync yo,aynhdhb 
die ogeh “io “ere ng in'nglS I ltehh die, “ere deyyngl diem auotd 
die Lrma'ab “iad “ah longl do iaRRegS Kie, mnlid iaMe ueeg orp
lagnhngl diem ngdo home Ong' of rehnhdagceS Kie, Rrouauy, ngdeg'e' 
do rnhe tR “ieg die Lrma'a yag'e'S Kie loy' “oty' ue do Ra, for 
dinglhS-

WxDceRd diad die, 'n'g?d rnhe tRS Id.h ayy cog7ecdtreb nhg.d ndU-
WEeyyb of cotrheb die facd diad die Lrma'a fanye' ciagle' eMer,p

dinglS Htdb “e 'og.d reayy, Ogo“ “iad acdtayy, iaRRege' or 'n'g.d 
iaRReg og die lrotg'b ad die dnmeS Kie dingl nhb nd ayy sdhb yooO ng 
die yedderS- 

Ee dayOe' auotd nd a “inye yoglerS I ia' do alree “ndi AaMe: nd 
ma'e hegheS Id “ah go“ eMeg more nmRordagd do sg' otd “iad “e 
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coty' uefore I ia' do reRord m, sg'S AaMe ag' varai 'rnfde' a“a,S 
2eh ag' I cyeare' tRS

WLre ,ot hda,ngl die gnlidU- I ahOe' ah “e “ahie' tRS
vie hmnye'S WI htRRohe I cagS-
Eieg I lod tR ag' yefd ier ng die morgnglb m, comRtder han' die 

draghyadnog Rrolramme “ah ;9J comRyede'b ho I yefd nd ag' iea'e' 
o” do tgnMerhnd,S I gee'e' do hReaO do FoghteyaS

Einye I “ah 'rnMnglb Aa' hegd me a deDdS I dooO a yooO “ieg I?' 
RarOe' tRS 4e han' ie “ah longl do hdoR otd for a cotRye of more 
'a,hb ie ia'g.d catlid mtci ag' “agde' do ad yeahd maOe a und oMer 
inh eDReghehb ho ie coty' Ra, die cre“ homedinglS

Foghteya “ah auhegd from yecdtrehS I ahOe' Hedib ier frneg'b 
“iere hie “ahS Wvie ia' do lo uacO do wa'rn'b- hie doy' me W4er 
lrag'fadier?h ueeg Mer, nyyS vie?h ay“a,h racngl o” do cayy inmS LRp
Raregdy,b ie.h og inh yahd yelh go“b hie?h ahOe' for yeaMe do lo uacO ag' 
hee inm oge more dnmeS-

Eieg I lod iomeb nd “ah mn'pafdergoogS 2eh “ahg.d diereb hie.' 
ue 'o“g ad die iaruotr “ndi varaib heyyngl crau hag'“ncieh do 
dotrnhdhS Kie roa'h “ere uth,b diere “ah Gtnde a Gtete of carh “andngl 
do led ngdo do“gS Hengl yocayb I Oge“ die uacO roa'h ag' dtrge' o” 
“ieg I ha“ diem 7amme' tRS If die, “ere ayy iea'e' for die iaruotrb 
hie “ah Rrouauy, uth,S

Kiere “ah a hdacO of Rrngde' hieedh u, die Oeddyeb ag' a godeb ng 
2eh?h famnynar hcra“yS  

WKaOe a yooO ad dieheb- nd han'S WEo“… Ee gee' do dayOb hee ,ot 
dognlidS I?yy ue ng die Rtu ad heMegS-

I ma'e a ctR of dea ag' had 'o“g do rea' die draghyadnog of die rehd 
of die RaRerhS

I RncOe' die srhd oge tRb nd “ah Rard of a ynhd of ndemhb “ndi dienr 
“enlidb hnTe ag' RohndnogS Id han' ad die doR diad nd “ah die yoa'ngl 
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magnfehd of die RebuffS vob “e ia' a hinR?h gameb “inci “ah a loo' 
hdardS Bo“ “e coty' sg' otd more auotd ndS

Lh I rea' og I reaynhe' diad “iad AaMe ia' han' “ah RohhnuyeS 
Kiere “ere megdnogh of loy' uarh ag' congh ng uarreyhS HoDeh of 
Rrocyamadnogh “ere ndemnhe'b Rrngde' ag' ng utg'yehb ayy rea', for 
'nhdrnutdnogS

Kiere “ah a ynhd of gamehb “inci “ah dndye' Peoples Loyal to our 
Blessed Cause of the Brotherhood of San Faustina. Kie, mthd iaMe 
ueeg die Fadioync h,mRadinherh of die 'a,b ng die AeMog areaS

Kiere “ere famny, gameh I recolgnhe' og die ynhdQ 8yeaMehb vGtnrehb 
x'lecomue?hb ag' a “ioye yod of odierhS

Id heeme' “e ia' hdtmuye' og a Rnece of inhdor, diad “ah tgp
Ogo“gS Id “ah a Rnd, diad m, fadier “ahg?d iereS Pr “ah ndU I Oge“ 
“iad ie “oty' ha,S 4e “oty' iaMe doy' me do reRord nd ayy do die 
zecenMer of ErecO ag' “ayO a“a,S Pg die odier iag'b I “agde' do 
sg' otd moreS I diotlid diad nf I coty' sg' die loy'b dieg iag' nd 
oMerb I mnlid led home of nd uacOS Cyth a und of fameS

I ia' a meayb hio“ere' ag' ciagle' ag' “ah “ayOngl do die Rtu 
u, iayfpRahd hnDS I yefd ayy die RaRerh ad iomeS Ee ia' a hafe in''eg 
ueing' a fayhe Ragey ng die laraleS Aa' OeRd ayy die shingl uoadh. 
RaRerh ag' famny, yelay hdt” ng ndS I coRne' die hcagh ogdo a 3ahi 
'rnMeb Rtd eMer,dingl ng ag egMeyoRe “ndi die ornlngayh ag' die vnyMer 
vaymog ag' yocOe' nd ayy a“a,S 

Kie fotr of th “ere hnddngl ng die RtuS 2eh ag' I ia' syye' die 
odier d“o ng og “iad “e ia' fotg'S 4er srhd Gtehdnog ia' ueegb 
WEiad 'n' Foghteya ha,U- 

WEio?h FoghteyaU- ahOe' AaMeS
Einci meagd diad I ia' do a'mnd do ier ngMoyMemegdS VnOe 2ehb 

AaMe ag' varai uodi alree' nd ia' ueeg a ua' n'ea do yed ier hee die 
yedderS 
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Kiegb I ia' do deyy diem hie?' loge uacO do vRangS Kiere “ere 
lroaghS WAo ,ot dingO hie?yy deyy ag,ogeU- die, ahOe' meS 

WI ahOe' ier god dob- I han'S 
2eh Rtgcie' me og die hioty'er W%ot.re ho gaXMeb- hie han'S 
WEio cag hie deyyU Id?h fotr itg're' ,earh alob htreb die yedder “ah 

ng vRagnhib utd nd?h iar'y, ynOey, nd “ah ier lreadplread reyadnMeb nh ndU-
WHtdb- han' varaib Whie mnlid Ogo“ ReoRyeS- 
WEiad auotd dinh urodierioo'U- han' AaMeS Wwa,ue die, hdnyy 

eDnhdU-
WKiad?h “iad “e?Me ueeg 'ongl dinh afdergoogb ng ued“eeg cthp

domerhb- han' 2ehS WEe?Me ueeg 'ongl home rehearciS-
Kinh “ah uedderS WEiad iaMe ,ot fotg'U-
WEe ciecOe' otd die Hrodierioo' of vag Nathdngab utd diere “ah 

go ngformadnog ad ayyb- 2eh han'S WMthd a Coynhi vangd from die eary, 
0!ïïhb- a''e' varaiS

WId mthd ue oge of diohe Fadioync hocnednehb- I han'S WCeriaRh nd 
“ah a hecred ogeb hRecnayy, forme' for die Lrma'a ag' die eDRecde' 
afdermadiS Bo“ ndh RtrRohe iah logeb nd?h 7thd ceahe' do eDnhdS-   

WI dingO “e hioty' lo do Aardmotdib- 2eh han'S WKo die mthetmS 
Ee cag hee nf die, cag hie' ag, ynlid og dinglhS-

WVed?h 'o nd domorro“b- I htllehde'S
Kiad gnlidb I had ag' diotlid auotd die yedderb die yahd 'a,h of 

veuahdnagS 4e “ah ',ngl ng a forenlg cotgdr,b Ogo“ngl dienr lrag' 
Ryag ia' fanye'S 4e mnlid iaMe ueeg auye do “rnde die yedder ag' heay 
nd ng diad uoddyeb utd ie Oge“ diad inh “otg'h “oty' eMegdtayy, ue 
eDcrtcnadngly, fadayS 4o“ 'n' diad maOe inm feeyb Ogo“ngl diad ayy ie 
ia' hacrnsce' ag' “orOe' for “ah yohdU Id han' a yod auotd inm diad 
inh yahd acd “ah do dr, do hayMale homedingl for inh famny,S

Eieg I hyeRdb I ia' hdragle 'reamhS Ig diemb I “ah uengl ciahe' 
dirotli die “oo'hS I coty' iear ReoRye hiotdngl ag' leddngl cyoherS 
I “oOe tR h“eadnglS

I RncOe' tR 2ehb ag' “e iea'e' o” do Aardmotdi
Lfder leddngl die ferr, oMer from 2nglh“earb “e RarOe' ag' 

“ayOe' do die mthetmS Id “ah hndtade' ng ag oy' Rard of do“gb auoMe 
hioRhS
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Ee med homeoge cayye' qnc Hroa'S 4e “ah ag arcied,Ray ynurarnagb 
nf ,ot Ogo“ “iad I meagS Veadier Radcieh og inh 7acOed eyuo“hb a 
Ogndde' dneb dincO lyahheh ag' dtfdh of rag'om ianr og a hemnpuay' 
RadeS  W4o“ cag I ieyR ,otU- ie ahOe'S

WI.m yooOngl for home 'edanyh auotd a hinRb from 7thd uefore die 
dnme of die Lrma'ab- I han' 

WEiad gameU- ie ahOe' meS I lod die feeyngl diad dinh “ah inh 
dinglS 4e coty' Rrouauy, deyy me ayy auotd die zeut” “ndiotd 
referegce do ag, of die eDinundh or arcinMehS

WThe RebuffS- 4nh uro“ ftrro“e'b I?Me god iear' of diad ogeb utd 
I.yy hio“ ,ot “iere ayy die oy' ye'lerh ag' Rord recor'h areS %ot ma, 
sg' homedinglS- 

4e ye' th do a room syye' “ndi oy' ye'lerh ag' hio“e' th “iere 
do yooO for die ,earh uefore 0Y55S Kiegb ogce ie ia' 'oge diadb ie 
“ag'ere' o” ag' yefd th do ndS

Lfder a yod of hearcinglb “e fotg' nd ng 0Y59S L ftyy d“o ,earh 
uefore die 'ade og die yedderS Kie Rebuff feadtre' ng die 4aruotr 
wahder.h yolh of Mehhey arrnMayhb 

Mtge 0’dib0Y59b han' die hcra“ye' egdr, ng die ye'lerS Kinh 'a,b 
Rebuffb a direepmahde' FarracOb arrnMe' from Hnyuao “ndi a carlo 
'ecyare' ah emRd, “nge uarreyhS FaRdang 4o“eyyb of Kodgehb ng comp
mag'S Bo 'eadih or 'nheahe og uoar'S Fyearagce lnMegb feeh Ran'S 
qehhey iea'e' tRrnMer do KtcOegia, “iarf do yoa' “ooy ag' cn'er 
fromNb die “or' “ah tgrea'auyeS

WKie, coty' ogy, gaMnlade tRrnMer ah far ah Kodgehb- han' 2ehS I 
yooOe' ad die maRh og m, RiogeS KtcOegia, “ah 7thd ueforeb tR a 
garro“ ngyed cayye' die 4aruotrge znMerS

WAo “e iaMe “iad “e came forU- ahOe' 2ehS WPgy, I coty' 'o “ndi 
ytgciS-

WId “oty' ue gnce do Ogo“ “ieg die hinR yefd alangb- I han'S WI?yy 
led ,ot ytgci “ieg “e?re 'ogeS-

Ee “egd uacO do die uooOh ag' fotg' die yader ye'lerS Ee Oge“ 
nd “oty' ue afder veRdemuer 5b 0Y55b die 'ade og die yedderb ag' “e 
fotg' nd ad die eg' of PcdouerS Ig die hame iag' diad ia' recor'e' 
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ndh arrnMayb nd han' AeRarde' dinh 'a,b FarrncO Rebuff ng uayyahdS FaRp
dang 4o“eyyb ayy feeh Ran'S Hotg' tgOgo“gS

WId mthd iaMe loge otd ag' lod catlid ng die hdormb- han' 2ehS WIg 
uayyahdb nd “oty' iaMe ueeg inli ng die “ader ag' yehh magaleauyeS 
Kieg nd hagO home“iere ng vdard Ha,S-

WI “agd do hReaO do die mag alangb dieg “e cag lo do KtcOegia, 
ag' daOe a yooOb nd?h og die “a, uacOS-

Pg die “a, do sg' inmb “e ha“ a hnyMer haymog ng oge of die 
'nhRya, cahehS Id yooOe' die hame ah die oge diad I fotg' ng die uoDb 
eDceRd die Radderg of die hcayeh “ah hynlidy, 'n”eregdS Kie car' han' 
nd “ah fotg' ng a sey' gear 4aruerdogfor'S I dooO Rncdtreh of nd

WIhg?d diad “iere die slid “ah diad At?Ote megdnoge' ng die 
yedderU- 2eh han'S 

WI Ogo“b- I han'S WI “ah dingOngl diadS Ao ,ot dingO diad coty' 
iaMe ueyogle' do oge of die ReoRyeU- 

WId?h Rohhnuyeb- hie han'S WHtd “i, nh nd 'n”eregd from die oge “e?Me 
lodU- 

WEio Ogo“hb afder ayyb nd “ah iag'ma'eS-
W1gyehh nd?h Rard of a cyteb rememuer “iad nd han' ng die yedderS 

Ved die hcayeh fayy from ,otr e,ehS CeriaRh die Radderg of die hcayeh 
nh hnlgnscagdU-

WAn' ,ot sg' die zeut”U- qnc ia' redtrge'S 
WEe 'n'b diagO ,otb- han' 2ehS WHtd “e iaMe agodier GtehdnogS-
WLhO a“a,S-
WAo ,ot iaMe ag, n'ea of a Ryace “iere AraOe ag' zayenli mnlid 

iaMe ueeg doledierU-
4e diotlid for a momegdb WKiere.h diad Rtu ng Lhiutrdogb die 

Py' xDeder IggS zayenli the' do lo diereS Ig facdb nd?h “iere ie “ah 
arrehde' for dreahogS AraOe mnlid iaMe ueeg diere “ndi inm ad home 
dnmeS-

Kieg “iad hioty' “e 'o go“U 8o do die Py' xDeder Iggb I 
htRRoheS

Eieg “e yefd Aardmotdib nghdea' of longl acrohh og die ferr,b “e 
iea'e' tR die roa' do“ar'h KodgehS Ld 4aruerdogfor'b I dtrge' o” 
do lo do KtcOegia,S Kie yageh “ere garro“b eMeg go“b nd “ah otd of 
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die “a,S PMer 6ïï ,earh alob nd mthd iaMe ueeg dodayy, nhoyade'S Kie 
roa' Rahhe' dirotli dincO “oo'h ag' sey'hb “ndi fe“ iotheh or hnlgh 
of ReoRyeS 

2eh “ah hdt',ngl ier RiogeS WKiere are d“o Rtuhb- hie han'b 
Wuodi 'o foo'S Kie Eadermagh Lrmhb ad die iea' of die rnMer ag' 
Kie waydhderh LrmhS Id yooOh ynOe diad oge?h u, a “iarfb from die 
Rncdtreh og die “euhndeS-

Wwaydhderh Lrmh nd nh diegb- I han'S 
Eieg “e lod diereb Kie waydhderh Lrmh “ah oge of diohe fagc, 

Rtuhb “ndi oMerRrnce' foo' ag' 'rngO utd a ueatdnfty Mne“S Lg' nd 
“ah cro“'e'b “ndi dotrnhdhS Eio coty' uyame diemb die rnMer “ah 
“n'eb “oo'e' 'o“g do die “ader.h e'le ag' ad geary, inli dn'eb die 
creeO yooOe' hdtggnglS Kiere “ere a fe“ ,acidh moore' do a hdrngl 
of uto,h ng die mn''ye of die creeOS Kie Rtu lar'eg “ah hed og ag 
oy' “iarfb die Rnyeh 7tdde' tRb the' ah moorngl Rohdh u, a Mnhndngl 
,acidS Ee fotg' a dauye oMeryooOngl die “aderb 'ecn'e' og foo' ag' 
I “egd uacO do die uar do or'erS 

WFag ,ot feey ndU- han' 2ehS WKinh Ryace iah ag admohRiereS- vie 
Rongde' otd ad die “aderb WIhg?d nd “enr' do dingO diad “iad “e?Me rea' 
auotd iaRRege' 7thd otd diereU-

WI coty' aymohd nmalnge die Rebuffb hnddngl ad agcior otd ng die 
mn''ye of die creeOb or dne' tR ayoglhn'e die “iarf god hnD feed 
from thb tgyoa'ngl die uarreyh diad cogdange' loy'b or die maOnglh 
of a ge“ loMergmegdS Hengl dodayy, otd of die yooR “ieg nd came 
do Ogo“ngl “iad “ah iaRRegnglS Eandngl for ge“hb dieg sg'ngl 
otd from die ReoRye “io ma'e nd uacO diad die Lrma'a ia' fanye'S 
4ahdny, rtggngl for die heab ogy, do ue “recOe'S Id “ah a Oayen'ohcoRe 
of cog3ncdngl nmalehS

I “ah ngderrtRde' u, die arrnMay of otr foo'S Id ma, iaMe ueeg 
eDReghnMeb utd nd “ah 'eyncnothS

WEiad hioty' “e 'o geDdU- 2eh ahOe'b ah “e sgnhie'S Id “ah n',yync 
hnddngl iereS I 'n'g?d “agd do moMeb utd yecdtreh uecOoge' domorro“S 
2eh ia' die hiacO do oRegS I yooOe' ad m, “adcib diere “ah dnme for 
oge more dingl do'a,S

WEe hioty' lo do die Py' xDeder Igg ng Lhiutrdogb- I han'S
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Ee yefd die Rtub I 'n'g?d lo uacO die “a, “e ia' come utd carrne' 
og 'o“g die roa' do“ar'h KtcOegia,S I “ah hdnyy nmalngngl die Rahd 
ag' iar'y, dingOngl auotd die roa' “ieg “e came do a 7tgcdnogS 
WEinci “a,U- I han'S

WVefdb-  2eh  reRyne'S  Ee?' iar'y,  loge sfd,  ,ar'h  “ieg hie 
ciagle' ier mng'S Wvorr,b- hie han'S WI hioty' iaMe han' rnlidS w, 
mng' “ah eyhe“iereS-

Bo“ I ia' do sg' home“iere do dtrg arotg'S Kiere “ah a 'rnp
Me“a, aiea' ag' I reMerhe' ngdo nd do comRyede die magoetMreS 

WAn' ,ot hee die game of diad RyaceU- 2eh ahOe' me ah “e 'roMe 
o” ng die rnlid 'nrecdnogS 

WBob I “ah doo uth, dr,ngl god do ind die ie'le or die ladeRohdhS-
WId “ah x'lecomue Hargb “ahg.d diad oge of die gameh og die 

ynhdU-
Id heeme' die “ioye area “ah dne' tR “ndi die yedder ag' “iad “e 

Oge“S
Ee eMegdtayy, fotg' die mang roa' ag' iea'e' do LhiutrdogS 

CarOngl ng die cegdre of do“gb “e “ayOe' uacO do die Py' xDeder IggS 
Kiere “ah a uyte RyaGte og die “ayy otdhn'eb commemoradngl Eayder 
zayenli ag' a lre, hnlg lnMngl die Rtu?h inhdor,S

W4o“ cag I ieyR ,otU- ahOe' die mag ueing' die uarS
WEe?re 7thd yooOngl arotg'b- I han'S WEe uodi iaMe ag ngderehd ng 

inhdor,b ehRecnayy, arotg' die Lrma'aS Ee “ere doy' diad zayenli 
the' do come ng iereS- 

WKinh Ryace iah a yod of inhdor,b- ie han'S WEe led ayy hordh of 
ReoRyeb from ayy oMer die “ory'b ng iereS KaOngl Rncdtreh ag' ahOngl 
GtehdnoghS Pgy, ,ehder'a,b “e ia' a vRagnhi Kq cre“ dtrg tRS Kie, 
“ere symngl a 'octmegdar, auotd die Lrma'aS-

4e iag'e' me a car'S Son Festina Productionsb nd han'S HnyuaoS 
wagtey Ae LyMareTb Rro'tcerS

Ee eDciagle' lyagcehb die game of die comRag, ag' die Rro'tcp
er “ere “orr,ngly, hnmnyar do diohe og die yedderS

WAraOe ag' zayenli cerdangy, came ng iereb- die uarmag a''e'S 
WKiere are recor'h of ndS Ig facdb zayenli “ah arrehde' iereS-
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Ee urotlid 'rngOh ag' “egd do hnd ad a dauyeS 2eh.h Rioge Rngle' 
ah hie lod a mehhaleS

Eio.h diad fromU- I ahOe'b ah hie hGtngde' ad die hcreegS
WId.h varaib- hie han'S Wvie “og'ere' “iere I “ahS-
vie d,Re' for a “inyeb WI.Me doy' ier “iere “e areb- hie hio“e' 

me die hcreegS WI?m ad die Py' xDeder Igg ng Lhiutrdog “ndi vdeMeS 
ImRordagd rehearciS PPPS-

WCeriaRh “e?' uedder 'o homeb diegb- I htllehde'S
Ee dooO otr 'rngOh ag' “ag'ere' dirotli die iayfp'eherde' Rtub 

yooOngl ad die oy' hmoO, “oo' RageyynglS I coty' nmalnge AraOe ag' 
zayenli hnddngl iere hiarngl a 'rngO ag' ciaddngl auotd ueadngl die 
vRagnhiS Kieg a maR og die “ayy catlid m, e,eS Id “ah a ueatdnftyy, 
'ra“g reRrehegdadnog of die rnMer Aardb longl from yefd do rnlidb from 
Aerdemotdieb die hame hReyyngl ah die yedderb tR do ndh hotrce gear 
Enhdmag.h Eoo'S

Htd diad “ahg.d die mohd ngderehdngl dinglS Id “ah die Rncdtre of 
die haymog 'ra“g ng eaci corgerb ag' alangb rnlid u, die hotrceS Id 
“ah aymohd n'egdncay do die haymog ciarm diad I ia'S Lg' die oge 
“e ia' heeg ng die mthetmS I dooO Rncdtreh of nd ayy og m, RiogeS

WEe iaMe do comRare die haymogb- 2eh han'S WI dingO diere “nyy ue 
a cyte do die yocadnog of die loy' og diemS-

WEeyyb die d“o “e?Me heeg “ere uodi 'n”eregdb ma,ue ayy die o“gp
erh ia' do ue doledier do hee die “ioye RncdtreU-

Id cerdangy, heeme' feahnuyeS
WAn' ,ot sg' “iad ,ot “agde'U- ahOe' die uarmag ah “e Rrep

Rare' do yeaMeS
WKiere nh oge dinglb- I han'S WKiad maR ng die uacOroomb of die 

znMer Aardb nh diad die ornlngay or a coR,U
Kiad.h a coR,b- ie han'S WKie ornlngay nh ng die Kodgeh mthetmS If 

,ot yooO careftyy,b nd ha,h 05j; ng die corgerS-
Ee “egd uacO do daOe agodier yooOS W%ot reaynhe “iad dinh meaghb- 

I han'S WIf dinh maR nh a coR,b nd mnlid god iaMe die hame ngformadnog 
og nd ah die ornlngay ogeS Kiere coty' ue errorh ng die coR,nglS- 

Ee yooOe' more cyohey, ad die haymogS xaci of diem ia' a 'n”erp
egd Radderg og ndh hcayehS WKiad iah do ue Rard of ndb- han' 2ehb Wnd mthd 
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ng'ncade homedinglS Eieg “e “orO otd “iad die 'n”eregceh meagb 
I.m htre diere “nyy ue a “a, “e cag maOe heghe of nd ayyS-

WEe gee' do meed tRb- I han'S WLyy fotr of thb “e cag diro“ home 
n'eah arotg' uahe' og “iad “e?Me fotg'S CeriaRh oge of th cag hRod 
a RaddergS-

WLg' lo do Kodgeh wthetmb daOe a yooO ad die ornlngay of die 
maRS-

Ee yefd die Rtub ah I dtrge' do iea' uacO do die car RarOS Foghteya 
“ah hdag'ngl ng frogd of meS

WEiad are ,ot 'ongl iereU- I han'S WI diotlid ,ot.' loge uacO do 
vRang do hee a hncO reyadnMeS-

WI.m horr,b- hie han'S WHtd die dreahtre nh otrh ag' “e “agd ndS-
WEiad are ,ot dayOngl auotdU- han' 2ehS
WI doy' m, fadier “iad I?' heeg og die yedder ,ot hio“e' meS 4e 

Oge“ home ReoRyeS Kie, ahOe' me do ieyRS Kie, are die Hrodierp
ioo' of vag Nathdngab- hie han'S WKie, are die 'ehceg'agdh of die 
ReoRye “io hegd die zeut”S-

I ia' do Rredeg' diad I 'n'g.d Ogo“ “iad hie “ah dayOngl auotdS I 
godnce' diad heMeray ReoRye “ere “ayOngl do“ar'h th ag' ioRe' diad 
die, mnlid ieyRS I dtrge' ag' yooOe' oMer m, hioty'erS Kiere “ere 
more of diem aRRroacingl from die odier hn'eS Kieg a heMegpheader 
car Rtyye' tRb uyocOngl th from crohhngl die roa'S Id ia' dngde' lyahhb 
die hn'e 'oor hyn' oRegS

W8ed ngb- oge of die meg han'b ng ieaMny, accegde' xglynhiS WEe.re 
longl og a ynddye drnRS %ot cag deyy th “iad ,ot Ogo“S-

Ee cynmue' ngdo die mn''ye ro“ of headhS Kiree meg lod ng ueing' 
thS Kie 'oor hyn' hitdS Foghteya lod ng geDd do die 'rnMerb ag' “e hed 
o”S

WEiere are “e longlU- I ahOe'S
W%ot?yy sg' otd “ieg ,ot “aOe tRb- han' die 'rnMerS I feyd iag'h 

reaci arotg' m, gecO from ueing'S 2eh mthd iaMe feyd die hameb ah 
hie ht''egy, hcreame'S Kieg a ral “ah Rrehhe' do m, faceS I hmeyye' 
homedingl h“eed ag' cyo,ngl: nd “ah die yahd dingl I rememuere'S





The Scone Affair.
Richard Dee

Joyce sat at her usual table in the crowded café. Begttinm her status 
as a remular custo,erv the reserped simn had been jlaced out for herv 
she was here epery afternoon at twov enEoyinm her fapouritev a jot of 
Garl Srey and a crea, tea.

Ihe had only been sittinm for a coujle of ,o,ents when her food 
arriped. 't was broumht to her by a waitress she didnkt recomnisev she 
loo‘ed at the badme on the dar‘ ajron they all wore. ’Ially“v it said.

HMereks your crea, teav ”ada,v- the mirl saidv jlacinm down a 
larme silper tray and settinm it out Eust so. Joyce loo‘ed at herv she 
had dar‘ straimht hair jarted in the ,iddle li‘e two curtainsv and 
an operW,adeWuj ,as‘ed face with the larme eyebrows that all the 
mirls these days see,ed to aCect. 't ,ade the, all loo‘ the sa,e. 
Joyce recalled it was called the 'nstamra, loo‘v whateper that was. 
Ihe found the desire for si,ilarity a,onm the, stranmev when she 
had been younmerv eperyone had tried to loo‘ diCerent. Dhen she 
had dejartedv Joyce joured herself a cuj of teav added a little ,il‘ 
and turned her attention to the scones.

Tarefullyv she cut one of the, in halfv jut the Ea, on and folW
lowed it with a dolloj of clotted crea,. 'nsidev she felt jleasure at 
the s,all act of rebellion. Ihe ,imht hape been in Aeponv and this 
was the Tornish way. But thenv she was a jroud Tornish wo,an. 
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Aere‘v her late husbandv had teased her about it when they grst ,et. 
HDhen we met ,arried and ,ope to Aeponv- he had saidv Hyou will 
hape to do it the correct wayv or there will be trouble.-

Ihe s,iled at the ,e,ory. Aere‘ had been mone a lonm ti,e nowv 
and she ,issed hi,. Ihe had loped hi, deejly desjite all his little 
Yaws. Oortunatelyv hapinm lots of ,oney and leapinm it all to her had 
not been one of the,.

H's eperythinm alrimht with your crea, tea3- 
Ially had returnedv Hyesv than‘ youv- she saidv Has usualv itks eQcelW

lent.- 
H' hoje you donkt ,ind ,e as‘inmv- said the mirlv Hbut are you 

Tornish3- 
Joyce s,iled. Lhe mirl had sjotted the way she had jut the Ja, 

grst on her scone 
H;esv ' a,v- she said. H”y late husbandv Aere‘v used to tease ,e 

about it. ' thin‘ of hi, epery ti,e ' do it.-
HLhat“s a nice ,e,oryv- said the mirl. HBut we are in Aeponv so 

technically youkre doinm it wronm.-
Lhat was a bit chee‘yv thoumht Joycev but then jerhajs a mirl was 

Eust tryinm to ,a‘e conpersation. Ihe turnedv as if to mov then she 
leaned in close. 

H' ‘now what you didv- she whisjered. Lhe words struc‘ fear into 
Joyceks heart. 'n factv she drojjed her scone in shoc‘. Mow could 
she ‘now3 Ffter a secondv she loo‘ed ujv ready to deny it and call 
her a silly mirl. But Ially had mone. 

Joyce tried to eat another ,outhfulv but the sweet scone and 
tojjinms had turned to ashes in her ,outh. Ihe mot uj and went to 
jay. Ihe had to met out into the fresh air. Ihe felt li‘e eperyone was 
watchinm her. 

HGQcuse ,ev- she said to the mirl at the tillv Hbut the waitressv Ially. 
' hapenkt seen her before.- 

HIallyv- said the wo,anv ta‘inm Joyceks ,oney. HDe hapenkt mot a 
Ially wor‘inm here.- 

Joyce felt faint. Ihe mrabbed at the counter to stoj herself fro, 
fallinm. HBut she Eust serped ,ev- she said.  HTan ' sjea‘ to Meather3- 
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Meather was the ,anamer and a jersonal friend. 
HMeatherks on a day oCv- said the wo,an. HMereks your chanmev 

hape a mood day.-
?ot ‘nowinm what to thin‘v but feelinm ,ore and ,ore uneasyv 

Ially headed out into the street. Fs she wal‘ed bac‘ towards the bus 
stojv she saw a blac‘ ajron jo‘inm out of a rubbish bin. quic‘lyv 
she julled it out@ before she loo‘edv she ‘new what the na,e badme 
on it would say. 

Rater that epeninmv Joyce was at ho,ev feelinm a cold dread. Mer 
head throbbedv and her sto,ach churned. Dho was that waitress3 
Dhat did she ‘now3 Ihe had ‘ejt the secret for nearly xA years. 
Aere‘ had not turned out to be the jerfect catch. Itartinm with his 
criticis, of the way she ate a crea, teav he had jroceeded to underW
,ine her congdence at epery lepel. 'n desjerationv she had ta‘en to 
juttinm tranBuillisersv jrescribed for herv into his foodv includinm his 
fapourite scones. Lhey had heljed to Buieten hi, down and mipe her 
so,e jeace. Dhen he had trijjed and fallen down the stairs in the 
,iddle of the nimhtv the jolice had thoumht it was an unfortunate 
accident.

Dhen she gnally slejtv her drea,s were of that nimht. Ihe saw 
Aere‘“s face amainv the shoc‘ when he realised that she was jushinm 
hi,v not stojjinm hi, fro, fallinm. 

Lhe noise he ,adev as he bounced down the stairsv was rejlaced 
by the ha,,erinm on the door.





Murder at the 
Wedding.

Richard Dee

The road narrowed and became even more potholed. The suspen-
sion was working overtime as we bounced along, the hedges were 
taller than the roof of my camper van, blocking out the view. I had 
no idea where I was, the last sign had been over a mile ago. I just 
hoped that nobody was coming the other way. It seemed unlikely, I 
hadn’t seen another soul since I’d turned oD the busy main road and 
entered the warren of Aevon lanes.  

I glanced at my watch. Wt least I had plenty of time. It was my “rst 
oYcial job and I had left well before I’d really needed to.

Wt last, when I thought that the lane would never end, it did. 
There was the gate. ”ith a sign, as I’d been told. Honor and Liam's 
wedding, it said. There was a man, too. Ws I stopped, he appeared 
from behind the hedge and leaned on the gate. I wound down the 
window and stuck my head out.

BGou must be here for the wedding,? he said. I suppose his eye 
was drawn to the word Confetti on the side panel and the Nowers on 
the door. BHut you’re not the Norist. Wre you Hride or zroomC? he 
added.

BLeither,? I said. Ee looked puSSled. BFatering then.?
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BI’m the celebrant,? I said. BRaetitia Foin-Toft, you can call me 
Tish.?

Ee opened the gate. BFome on in then, Tish,? he said. BIf you’re 
in charge of the oYcial bit, I suppose you can park where you like.?

BThanks,? I said, BI need to go at the front, the van’s part of the 
deal. I have a fold-out stage and sound system.?

Ee opened the gate, as I drove through, the vista opened out, 
and it was stunning. W grassy “eld sloped away towards a gorse-cov-
ered tor, with grey rocks catching the bright, slightly haSy Wugust 
sunlight. Mmall clouds drifted across a blue sky. Trees were grouped 
around a river. It was like a slice of heaven and the perfect place for 
a wedding. 

I could see rows of chairs set out. Aecorated with ribbons, they 
faced the river and the trees. There was a line of cars parked against 
the hedge, and a few people milling around. 

Floser to the trees, I could see a large white tent. That must be 
where the wedding breakfast was being prepared. It was surrounded 
by tables, covered with umbrellas and awnings. Eopefully, I could 
get a coDee somewhere. Wfter the drive, I was in serious need of 
caDeine.

I parked side-on to the chairs and about siq feet from the front 
row. That should do it.

Ws I opened the side door and pulled the awning out, a couple 
walked over to me, arm in arm. W blonde woman and a handsome 
man, both well-dressed. Eolding hands, they radiated happiness. 
They must be my customers, the soon-to-be happy couple.

BWre you the celebrantC? the woman said, BI’m Eonor, the 
bride-to-be. This is Riam. ”e spoke on the phone.?

BThat’s me,? I shook hands all round. BI8m Tish. I’m just setting 
up.?

BThat’s great, thanks for coming in at short notice. Overyone 
knows what’s going to happen. ”e had an informal rehearsal with 
the other person, before they had to cancel on us. Eelp yourself to 
coDee in the tent, and if you need the loo, they’re behind it.?



29KAOK WT TEO ”OAAILz. U;

They wandered oD and I got on with setting up. This had been 
a rush job. Their original celebrant had cancelled and they’d called 
me, would I mind oYciating without a rehearsalC The service was 
pretty standard, so as long as they knew what was going on, we could 
wing it. It would be a good one to start with, no pressure on me, 
and little in the way of eqpectation. If it went a bit wrong, nobody 
would mind too much. Hut, if I got it right, the word of mouth 
about the person who saved the day and how good they were would 
be priceless.

The custom-made stage, with its loudspeaker system, wouldn’t 
unfold. Ws I struggled with it, bent over and mumbling very un-cel-
ebrant-like noises, I heard a cough.

BFan I helpC? said a deep voice with a strong accent, BI’m Rau-
rence, the best man.?

I straightened up and turned. Tall, dark and handsome, he was 
the spitting image of the groom. Eis suit was identical, too.

BThanks,? I said. BI’m Tish. It’s the “rst time I’ve done this, and 
the hinges are a bit stiD.?

Ee grinned. BRet’s take a look then.?
BWre you related to the groomC? I asked, trying not to gabble.
BEe’s my baby brother,? he said, Bit’s about time he got himself 

caught.? 
”ith his help, we got the platform out and unfolded the speakers 

on their poles. BIs there anything else I can do for youC? he asked.
BLo,? I said, BI’m ready. I just need a coDee now.?
BRaurence,? shouted a woman, coming towards us. Aark-haired 

and wearing an eqpensive summer frock, she looked annoyed. B”hy 
aren’t you helping me with the childrenC?

BI saw the celebrant was struggling, KoS, just doing my best man 
duties.? 

B”ell, it’s not on.? Mhe looked me up and down. Aid she think I 
was some sort of threatC Vr was I just an innocent bystander in an 
ongoing …uarrelC

BThanks for your help, Raurence,? I said. B6lease eqcuse me, I’m 
going to get a coDee.?
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I walked over to the tent. 2ore cars were arriving now, the place 
was “lling up. I still had half an hour, plenty of time.

Inside the tent, it was cooler and the caterers were unpacking 
plates and glasses. There was a full kitchen and servery in here, 
people in cooks8 checks were preparing food. I could hear a generator 
humming. I went over to a girl by a coDee machine,

BEi,? I said. BFan I get a black WmericanoC?
BMure,? she grabbed a paper cup and “ddled with the machine. 

B”ho are you with, bride or groomC?
BI’m the celebrant.?
BVh, right,? she said. BI’ve never met a lady vicar before. ”ithout 

the collar, you’d never know.? Mhe handed me a cup, BEere you go, 
sit where you like.?

It didn’t feel worth eqplaining that I was civil, not ordained. 
Trying not to spill my coDee, heels were a bad idea on the uneven 
surface, I went to a small table and sat down. Ws I sipped, I had the 
strangest thought. 

I kept saying I was the celebrant, implying that I knew what I was 
doing,  but this was my “rst job in charge. I was really a Norist with 
a mobile market stall who had spotted a gap in the market. 

I “nished my coDee and went outside. Vne of the small clouds 
had covered the sun. It was suddenly darker. There were a lot more 
people about now. I tried to remember how many people Eonor 
had said were coming. I was pretty sure she had said it was around 
two-hundred. 

I’d have preferred a smaller audience for my “rst, but it was too late 
to worry about that now. There was just time for a comfort break 
before I got the ball rolling.

”hile I sorted myself out in one of a line of plastic cubicles, I 
heard voices, 

BIs he readyC? said a man.
BGes,? replied a woman. BEe has no idea.?
Bzood,? said the man. BRet’s relaq and act innocent.?
”hat were they talking about in such a secluded locationC ”hat 

my mother used to call my suspicious mind went into overdrive. 
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Mtop it, Tish, I thought, it was probably nothing, some detail about 
the speeches, or a going-away prank.

”hen I came out, there was nobody around. It was about time to 
call everyone in and get the show on the road. I went back over to my 
camper and turned the sound system on. The sun was bright again, 
we had been placed so it was oD to one side and not blinding me as I 
stood in front of the rows of chairs. ”hoever had laid out the seating 
had thought of photographsJ there would be no s…uinting or glare.

BRadies and zentlemen,? I said, my voice booming out, startling 
the birds in the trees. B”e’re nearly ready to begin. Fan you all please 
be seatedC?

The seats “lled, the bride and her father took their places at the 
rear, and the best man arrived. 6eople at the outer ends of the rows 
took their phones out and started recording the ceremony. It was like 
watching a machine start up, they had clearly practised. 

Oqcept for one thing. I was about to ask the best man for the rings 
when I spotted the missing detail.

B”here’s the groom, RaurenceC? I asked. 
BEe was having a last vape, in the trees by the river,? he said. BEe 

asked me to leave him alone for a minute. I think he wanted to calm 
his nerves.?

”e waited a couple of minutes, but Riam didn’t show. 6eople 
started to shu1e around in their seats.

BFan you go and get him, pleaseC? I said. Raurence nodded and 
walked oD. Eis wife glared at me again. I smiled right back at her.

There was a buSS of conversation as people “dgeted. I decided to 
introduce myself.

Bzood morning, everyone,? I said, BI’m Raetitia, your celebrant 
today. ”elcome to this beautiful location, where we’re gathered to 
witness the4?

There was a high-pitched shout from the trees, BEelp, someone.? 
”hoever that was, it sounded awful.

BThat’s Raurence,? said his wife. B”hat’s going onC?
Raurence appeared from the trees,  running towards us.  Ee 

stopped, dropped to his knees and vomited into the grass.
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I ran towards him. ”e all did. B”hat’s happenedC? said one of 
the men. I recognised the voice. It was one of the two I’d overheard, 
but I couldn’t pick him out in the group that was running towards 
Raurence.

BIt’s Riam,? Raurence panted, wiping his mouth on his sleeve. I 
caught the acrid smell of vomit on his breath. BEe’s down by the 
river. I think he’s dead.?

W cloud covered the sun. There was silence.
BMomebody call the police,? I shouted. 6eople reached for their 

phones.
B”e can do better than that,? said an older man, BI am the police.?
B”hat should we do, TerryC? one of the men asked. This time, I 

didn’t recognise the voice.
Bzet your car and block the gate, Oddie,? he said. BLobody 

leaves.?
There was a Nurry of activity. BI’m a nurse,? said one of the 

women, Bshould I go and see if there’s anything I can doC?
BLo,? said the man, B”e can’t contaminate the scene.?
B”ith respect,? she said. BEow do we know the man is deadC Ee 

might just be unconscious, badly injured.?
Ee thought for a moment. BPair enough,? he said. B!ust make 

sure you don’t move too much.? Together with a man, she set oD 
towards the trees. Then, he turned to me.

BGou must be the celebrantC? he said. BGou’re about the only per-
son here I don’t know. Aon’t you have to do last rites or somethingC?

BLo,? I said. BI’m not ordained. I’m a civil celebrant.? Then 
I remembered, BI overheard a conversation while I was having a 
comfort break. It might have been innocent, but now, I’m not so 
sure.?

BFan you write it downC? he said, Beverything you can remember. 
2ake a record, before you forget it.? 

BMure,? I went to the van and found some paper. I wrote down the 
conversation, using the words man and woman for the two speakers.

”hen I came back out, the gate to the “eld had been blocked by 
a Rand Kover. Overyone was sitting down at the tables, where we 
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should have been having the wedding breakfast. Eonor was sobbing, 
surrounded by a group of women.

The policeman had taken over. BMome of you know me,? he said, 
Bfor those of you who don’t, I’m Aetective Inspector Terry xenton, 
of Aevon and Momerset 6olice. ”hile I’m a guest here today, I know 
what’s re…uired to get matters sorted as …uickly as possible. W serious 
crime may have been committed. I’m going to have to ask you all to 
remain on site until oYcers get here to process the scene.?

There was grumbling, BGou were happy to be here all day,? he 
said. B2ost of you wouldn’t have left until after the party. ”hat’s 
the diDerenceC? 

”hen you put it like that, I suppose he was right, but you 
wouldn’t normally spend the day with a body in the trees behind 
you.

BI’m not,? I said. Overyone looked at me. 6eople gasped, and there 
was muttering. 

B”hat do you meanC?
B”ell, I’m not prepared to be here all day,? I said. BI have places to 

be. I was only booked till two.? I know, it sounded terrible, but it was 
true. I had no connection to these people, sure I was sympathetic, 
but that was about it.

The nurse and the man returned. I noticed that her dress and 
hands were bloodstained. Mhe looked at the policeman and shook 
her head.

Mirens broke the silence, reinforcements had arrived.

Three police cars and an ambulance arrived in a sort of convoy. 
Terry went over and introduced himself to the senior oYcer, whom 
he clearly knew, judging by the way they greeted each other.

The nurse spoke to the paramedics and took them over to the 
trees. The rest of the policemen started taking statements.
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Vne came to me. Ee started by asking my name and what my 
relationship was to the wedding party.

BThey employed me as a civil celebrant,? I eqplained, handing him 
one of my business cards. BPor three hours, which is more than up 
now.?

Ee made a note in this pocketbook. BWnd, do you know many of 
the people hereC? he asked.

BI don’t know any of them,? I said. BI had a call from the bride, 
Eonor, a couple of days ago. The person who was supposed to be 
oYciating had cancelled, and they were in a panic. Wll the arrange-
ments had been made and they needed a celebrant in a rush. 2y 
name came up.?

BAo you know who recommended youC?
B”e have a mutual friend, Mue Eolsworth, although I didn’t 

know it at the time.?
BI suppose you want to goC? he said. BLow there won’t be a need 

for you.?
B”ell, I have no attachment to anyone here, apart from getting 

paid to perform a service, so yeah.? I stopped, it sounded callous BVf 
course, I’m sympathetic to what’s happened and I’ll do whatever 
you say4but.?

BWnd did you see anythingC?
BThe best man and his wife were arguing when I was setting up, 

and I overheard a conversation.?
Eis ears pricked up and he suddenly became more interested. 

B”hat was saidC?
I told him, reading it oD the sheet.
BGou made a noteC?
BThe policeman in the entourage, Terry, told me to, when I men-

tioned it to him. I didn’t want to forget the eqact words, in case they 
were important.?

BWnd do you know who was talkingC?
BLo. I heard one of them again, the male voice. Ee was in the 

crowd running towards Raurence, but it was all so confusing.?
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BVx, we will probably want to talk to you again. I’ll check it with 
my boss, but I eqpect you can go.?

I went back over to the camper and started dismantling the stage 
and speakers, slotting them back into the cabin. I slid the door shut 
and got into the driving seat.

That was a strange way to start my career, and even more awk-
ward, I hadn’t been paid the balance of my fee. Wsking for it would 
be a problem, as I hadn’t actually done anything.

I started up and drove over to the gate. The Rand Kover had been 
replaced by a police car. B”here do you think you’re goingC? the 
uniformed oYcer asked me.

BI’ve been …uestioned,? I smiled sweetly. BGour colleague said I 
could go.?

B”ait a moment, please,? he said and walked away while talking 
on his radio. Ee must have been told it was Vx, as he got in his car 
and drove it clear of the gate. Ee got out and came around to my 
open window.

BAo we have your addressC? he asked.
BGou do, I gave the oYcer a card,? I said. Ee nodded and opened 

the gate for me.

Hy the time I got home, all I wanted to do was grab a meal, have a 
shower and go to sleep. I could sort the van out in the morning. Hut 
I still had things to do. There was an order to put in to my wholesale 
agent, for 2onday8s delivery. I had to rotate the stock in my cool 
room and make space for it. I had a deal with a care home, they 
took anything I couldn’t use, that had to be prepped for delivery 
on 2onday afternoon. I parked the van in the courtyard behind my 
shop and spent an hour sorting things out. Then I went upstairs to 
my Nat and tried to forget that the whole day had just happened. 
”ine helped.
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In the morning, I was up early. I realised that I had left my bag in 
the van. Eoping it hadn’t been stolen, I dressed and went out to the 
van. To my relief, I could see it on the passenger seat. Then, I noticed 
that the side door wasn’t completely closed. I was sure I’d secured 
it properly when I’d packed up yesterday. ”ouldn’t I have noticed 
if it had opened on the way home, although with all the shaking 
in the rough country lane, it was possible. I shut it up, opened the 
front, grabbed my bag and took a …uick look inside. Wt least nothing 
appeared to be missing. 

I  was  opening the shop when the police  arrived.  Two uni-
forms and a plain-clothes man, who introduced himself as Aetective 
Mergeant Euston. I recognised him from yesterday.

B”e need to search your camper van, 2iss Toft,? the detective 
said. B”e should have done it yesterday, but we didn’t have the 
manpower, and you said you had to be somewhere else. It’s purely 
routine. There’s a M.V.F.V. s…uad on the way. Eave you used it since 
you came back from the weddingC?

I was about to tell him that it might have been broken into when 
the shop door opened and a woman came in. Mhe had dark glasses 
and dark hair but looked vaguely familiar. 

BVf course you can,? I said. BOqcuse me a moment.? I turned to 
the woman, Bgood morning,? I said. BEow can I help youC?

Mhe looked stressed at the sight of the policemen, BI just wanted4, 
a business card,? she muttered. Mhe grabbed one from the counter 
and practically ran out.

BAid you know who that wasC? The female constable asked me.
BLo.?
BI think she was at the wedding,? she said. BThe shoes had grass 

stains on them. Low, why was she hereC?
I had no idea. This whole thing looked set to take up far too much 

of my time. BRet me take you to the van,? I said.
”e left the shop by the back and went into the courtyard. 'ince, 

my landlord, was coming out of his bakery door. Ee had probably 
been up since three, making the day8s bread supply for most of the 
local businesses.
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BEi, Tish,? he said, almost running towards me. BI was just com-
ing to see you. Hut you’ve beaten me to it and called them already.?

”hat was he on aboutC B”hat’s that, 'inceC? I said.
The van,? he waved at it. BI was taking a break just now, when I 

saw that the FFT' had been activated. Wt four a.m. The FFT' in 
the courtyard saw someone getting out of the side door of your van. 
They ran away, down the alley.?

That kind of stopped me in my tracks. The police looked inter-
estedJ you could sense them Neqing their investigative muscles.

B”ho are youC? asked the detective.
BI’m 'ince Hlackthorn. I own the building and run a bakery, over 

there.?
BI see,? said Euston. The male constable made a note. BFan we 

see the footageC?
BVf course,? said 'ince, Bcome over to my oYce.? Ee set oD. 

Euston stopped.
BGou two, make sure nobody touches the van,? said Euston to 

the uniforms. BVne of you, wait outside and direct MVFV in when 
they get here.?

BThat’s interesting,? said Euston. BIf someone used your van to 
leave the wedding.?

B”hyC?
BHecause we have no one on the list of people who were supposed 

to be there that couldn’t be found and …uestioned.?
B”hat does that meanC? I asked.
B”ell, he said. ”hoever it was wanted to get away, for some 

reason. 6erhaps he’d crashed the event, maybe he was going to raise 
an objection or, and this is right out there, he was guilty of murder.?

BMo it was murderC?  
BVh yes. It looked like it at the scene, con“rmed when we got the 

body back to the hospital.?  
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I had to ask, BEowC?
BEe was hit over the head with a rock, it smashed his skull. ”ho-

ever did it was strong, hit from behind, a single blow.?
The dry facts didn’t make it seem any less awful. I’d been talking 

to Riam, not an hour before, he had been full of life. I shuddered.
”e went into the bakery, with its aroma of warm dough. 'ince 

was sitting at his desk. Ee “ddled with his computer for a while and 
got us an image of the courtyard.

BEere we are,? he said, as the screen lit up. BThe lights and camera 
are motion sensitive. It8s Insurance Fompany speci“cation e…uip-
ment. The tiniest motion sets it oD. Rook.?

The image was so clear, you could see inside the camper van. 
Momeone was moving about inside, then the door slid open. Wpart 
from the shoulders straining at the seams of the jacket, there was 
nothing special about the “gure who emerged. Ee was wearing a 
grey suit, but you couldn8t see who it was. Momehow, his face never 
turned towards the camera. Ee slid the door shut and ran oD out of 
shot. 

BI need a copy of that video “le, sir,? said Euston.
BVf course,? said 'ince. BI8ll sort it out for you.? 
BIs there any earlier footageC? the policeman asked. B2aybe a clip 

showing him entering the vanC?
B'ince opened another window on the screen. BLo,? he said. 

BThe last video before that was at nine pm.? Ee clicked on the “le. 
2y van was parked in the same place. ”e watched as a cat strolled 
leisurely across the courtyard.

BMee what I meanC? 'ince said. B'ery sensitive.? Ee turned to me. 
BEave they taken anything, TishC?

BI don8t know yet,? I said. BI haven8t looked inside properly. I 
noticed the door wasn8t …uite shut when I got my bag this morning, 
but I thought maybe I hadn8t shut it yesterday. I was in a bit of a state 
when I left the venue to come back.?

B”e8d rather you didn8t look until my teams “nished,? said Eus-
ton. 
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'ince made us tea while the machine made a copy of the FFT' 
“le. ”e were “nishing it oD when the MVFV team turned up. I left 
them to it and went to the shop. Oven though it was Munday, I still 
had a business to run.  The deliveryman had arrived, and he was 
looking annoyed.

”hen Euston came in, I was …uite busy with customers. Ee 
waited, shu1ing about while I sold Nowers and took orders. Pinally, 
the shop was clear.

B2y team have “nished,? he said. BThey’re just packing up. The 
vans all yours. Fan you just come over with me and have a lookC 
I’d like you to tell me if anything8s missing. Then I have a few more 
…uestions to ask.?

BI gave a statement yesterday,? I said.
BI know, there are some things that need clarifying.?
BMure,? I said. BRet’s go over now while there are no customers.?
I turned the sign and locked the door. Together we strolled across 

towards my van. and while you8re doing that perhaps you can just 
repeat what you told my oYcer yesterday about your recollections 
of the day.

BAid you “nd anythingC? I asked.
BIt was …uite interesting,? he said. B”e got …uite a lot of “nger-

prints, but my man tells me a lot of them were smudged. It was as if 
someone was wearing lateq gloves. I’ll need a set of yours, as a control. 
The oYcer will be over to take them shortly. It makes me wonder if 
maybe our suspect had his escape route planned, using your vehicle 
to get away.?

”as he implying that I had something to do with itC Murely 
not. BHut I didn’t know I was going to be there until ”ednesday 
evening,? I said. 

Ee looked at me. BMo I was told. Hut …uite a few people would 
have known. I need you to tell me how you got the job at the 
wedding.? Ee took out a notebook.

BMure,? I said. BI know someone called Mu Tollen, from 9ni. ”e 
became friends because we both loved crafting. I didn8t know that 
she knew Eonor, the bride-to-be, but I found that out later. Mhe 
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happened to phone me up on the Tuesday before the wedding. ”e 
hadn’t spoken for a while. Wnyway, she called to say that she was 
going to Eonor’s wedding on Maturday, and the bride had phoned 
her in a state. The original celebrant had called to say she couldn’t 
oYciate. ”ould I be available on Maturday to do it at short noticeC 
Mhe knew I8d got my license and that I was looking for a “rst gig. 
Mhe would have seen it on social media. Mhe said they were a friendly 
bunch of people. Overything had been organised. There8d been a 
rehearsal and all they needed was someone to turn up with the 
authority to do the service. It seemed like a great idea. Mo I jumped 
at it.? 

BI see,? he said, Band you arranged all this on TuesdayC? 
I shook my head. BLo. It was ”ednesday by the time I8d spoken 

to Eonor. I told Mu it was all right for her to give her my number. I 
thought she would call me straight away, but it was ”ednesday when 
she actually called me. Wnd we agreed on it by email on ”ednesday 
evening. 

Ee had taken notes, Bzot it,? he said. BAo you know why the 
other celebrant cancelledC? 

BLo,? I said, BI have no idea, just that they had.? 
That’s useful,? he said, shutting his notebook. Low, if you’ll 

come over to your van with me and tell me what you see.?
”e walked over togetherJ everything that should have been in the 

van was there. I noticed that there were wet footprints on the carpet 
and a wet patch in one of the storage lockers under the bench seat. 

BThey weren’t there,? I said. BThere was no water in the van, I had 
no Nowers with me.?

B”e think they’re from whoever was hiding in the van,? Euston 
said.

BIt would mean that he must have been down by the water, where 
Riam was,? 

BThen that must be where he was hiding,? I said. BThe lockers 
were empty, they’re where I keep the Nowers for transit, and I didn’t 
have any with me. Ee must have been …uick getting inside, I looked 
when I closed up and then couldn8t see anyone there.?
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B”hat happens neqtC? I asked.
BI’d like you to come in and make a formal statement, just a 

written record of what you’ve told me and anything else that you 
can think of. ”e’ll type it out and you can sign it. ”e’ll need your 
“ngerprints as well, to eliminate you from our search of the camper 
van.?

BPair enough,? I said. B”ould Tuesday be alright, only 2ondays 
are a bit hectic. Hy the way, is there anything to stop me from visiting 
EonorC? 

BThe bride to beC?
BThat’s her. I want to give him my sympathies. Wnd I suppose I 

need to sort my bill out as well.?
BI know she is being interviewed again today,? he said. BMo you’d 

be better oD leaving it till tomorrow afternoon. Wpart from that,? 
he added, Bthere8s nothing to stop you seeing her, but we would 
ask that you don8t mention what we8ve been doing here today. Wnd 
certainly nothing about stowaways in your van. Hut yes, Tuesday 
will be “ne.? 

”hen we walked back over to the shop, there was a policeman 
waiting outside. Ee was dressed in a white boiler suit, carrying a bag. 

BFan I get your “ngerprintsC? Ee asked. 
BI’ll leave you to it,? said Euston. BThank you for your help. If 

you think of anything, just get in touch.?
”hen he’d gone, I put the closed sign up and locked the door. I 

didn’t want customers to see me getting my “ngerprints taken. They 
might easily get the wrong idea.

Vn my way back from the care home, on 2onday afternoon, I 
went to see Eonor. I almost got there at an awkward time. Raurence 
answered the door and it was pretty obvious from his

body language that he hadn8t been sipping tea, if you get my 
meaning.
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B”hat do you wantC? he said. 
B”ho is itC? shouted Eonor, coming to the door looking Nushed 

and tying a dressing gown around her waist. BVh, it’s you,? she said. 
Mhe sighed. BI suppose you8re here for the rest of your cash.?

It was the way she said it that annoyed me. I was sympathet-
ic to her plight, sorry for her loss and was about to tell her that, 
when I stopped. There was just something about the whole set-
up that felt wrong. ”hy was she spending the afternoon with her 
less-than-a-day-dead prospective husband8s brotherC I8d been going 
to let her oD the rest of the money, in a spirit of compassion and 
because I actually hadn8t done anything apart from arrive and leave. 
The deposit covered my mileage, but the fact that my van had been 
used as a getaway vehicle by someone and that they seemed to con-
sider me no more than the hired help was a bit much.

BI’d actually come round to oDer my condolences,? I said. BTo ask 
if you were Vx and if there was anything I could do.?

BVh,? she said. 
BMhe’s “ne, I’m looking after her,? added Raurence. BMhe’s fami-

ly.?
That was a bit of a stretch, surely she was not-…uite family. 9nless 

he meant that she was the current third in his possibly clandestine 
throuple.

BThe police came to see me,? I said. I had to be careful but I 
wanted them to know that I was aware of what was going on.

I eqpect they did,? she said. BThey were here yesterday, made me 
repeat everything I said in that bloody “eld.? Mhe stopped as she 
realised what she’d said.

BI8ll send you the invoice,? I said,
BMend it to my solicitor,? she replied. BThey can sort it out. Low, 

if you don8t mind and if that8s all you want, we8re done here.? I’d 
been dismissed.

BI8ll show you out,? said Raurence. zet rid of me so you can do 
more horiSontal grieving, I thought but I didn8t say it. I said nothing 
as I drove away. I realised what I had just seen was a motive for 
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murder. I also wondered what Raurence’s wife would say if I told 
her where he was. Wnd she hadn’t told me who her solicitors were.

The neqt morning, I found an envelope on the Noor, when I got 
downstairs. 

Keep your nose out of things that don’t concern you, it said 
in large, mismatched stick-on letters, the sort you could get from a 
craft shop.

This was something elseJ it scared me. I put it in a cellophane 
wrap, I was glad that I was going in to see Euston.

”ell, he said, when I was settled in his oYce. BThat throws a 
diDerent light on things. It’s a worrying threat, and we’ll take it very 
seriously. Fan I ask you to read the statement I’ve had typed upC If 
you want to add anything, you can, then we’ll get it signed.?

Ee handed me a sheet of paper. It contained what I’d told the 
oYcer at the scene and the notes he’d taken on Munday. It seemed 
comprehensive, I signed it at the bottom.

BThank you, he said. BLormally, I’d ask you to let us know if there 
was anything else and you’d be oD.? Ee paused, Bbut. ziven that 
you’ve now received a threat, I’m going to want more. It’s to do with 
the wet patches we found in your van.?

BEave you worked out how it wasC?
BLo, but we’ve narrowed it down. Fan you remember who had 

a grey suit on, like Riam’sC?
I tried to think, B”ell, there was Raurence, a couple of the ushers, 

I stopped. 2aybe some of the people I saw running, it was all a bit 
of a blur.?

B”e spoke to the suit hire company,? he said. BVne of them was 
returned with damage, a trouser calf was torn, and there were mud 
and grass stains on the fabric of the legs, which were water-stained 
up to about the knee.?

That was interesting BMo whoever was wearing them was in the 
riverC Wnd you think that he was in my van, tooC?

maybe he said they weren8t the ones that were on the body though 
because they8re still at the 2ortuary
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can you tell which suit belonged to which person he shook his 
head no they all came back together but there were only three with 
that siSe trouser. I was the groom, I was the best man and one for 
was a guest who didn8t turn up. ”e’re trying to track him down now 
the best man said he had to cancel at the last minute. Raurence, the 
best man, signed for them all.

Mo there had been a mystery man about. Wnd I had things to tell 
him. Ao you remember, I said I was going to see EonorC?

BI do,? he said. BWnything come up in conversationC?
BRaurence was there,? I said, Band, how can I put itC?
BThey’re more than friendsC? he suggested.
I nodded.
Vx,? he said, Bthat throws a new slant on things. ”as your friend 

Mu at the weddingC?
I hadn’t seen her on the day. BI didn’t see her, but I could have 

missed her, with everything else that was going on.
BMhe wasn’t there?, he said, Bher boyfriend Kyan had a business 

weekend in Hristol. Ee had a suit booked. Ws all the returned ones 
were worn, we don’t know which was his.?

B”hy wear it if he wasn’t thereC?
BOqactly, unless he was.?
B”e spoke to the cancelled celebrant,? Euston continued. BMhe 

had a call from a gentleman with a hidden number who eqplained 
to her that there8d been a change of plans and her services were no 
longer re…uired. Mhe thought it was a bit funny, but they had already 
paid her in full, so she just shrugged her shoulders and put it down 
to eqperience.? 

BWnd you think that everything8s connectedC?
B”e8re looking for Kyan now,? he said. BEe was certainly at the 

conference on Maturday and the lunch on Munday. Gou don8t know 
where he might be, do youC? 

BI have no idea,? I said. B”hat does Mu sayC? 
BMu says that she doesn’t know. Mhe didn8t go to the wedding 

because the only people she knew would be you and Eonor. Mhe 
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thought you8d both be too busy to talk to her much. Wpparently, it 
was Kyan who was friends with Rawrence and Riam.? 

BLow that is interesting,? I said.

”hen I got home and opened the shop, I was surprised to see 
Raurence’s wife come in. Mhe had been strange at the wedding, but 
I’d put that down to the occasion. Low I thought diDerently.

BEello,? she said. Mhe seemed nervous. I realised that it had been 
her who had come into the shop on Munday morning. ”hen she saw 
that the police were here, she had made an eqcuse and left. BFan we 
talkC? she whispered.

BMure,? I said,
B”e got oD on the wrong foot at the wedding,? she said, BI’m 

sorry.?
BThat’s Vx,? I said. B”eddings are stressful and you weren’t 

eqpecting me. Hut honestly, Rawrence was only trying to help me 
set up.?

BI get that,? she said. It’s a trigger.?
BGou mean he’s got formC? This wasn’t an easy subject to talk 

about. I didn’t want to say anything awkward, but I wanted to know 
all the details, if you get my meaning.

BVf course, I knew he was playing away,? she said, Bbut I never 
wanted to know all the details. Ee always came home, he was dis-
creet, and he was a good father. ”hen I saw you and him, it just set 
me oD. I knew you8d soon be another one on his list. I didn8t hate 
you, I felt sorry for you because I knew you would never resist him.? 
Mhe sighed, BLone of them ever could.?

BI think I might be able to manage it,? I said.
Mhe got my meaning without me having to spell it out. BVh,? she 

said. Bzood for you. There’s something you need to know.?
B”hatC? I wondered if it was to do with the message I’d got.
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BI overheard Raurence talking to someone the week before the 
wedding. Ee was asking them if they’d managed to get rid of her.?

B”hoC?
BThat’s what I don’t know,L she said. BI should tell the police, but 

I’m scared it’ll incriminate Raurence. If they start looking, they’ll 
“nd4,? she stopped, and I thought she was going to cry.

BI understand,? I said, Bthe thing is, it’s going to come out in the 
end4,?

BRaurence and EonorC? Mhe said. 
I nodded, BGou knew.? 
BGeah,? she said, and I thought I saw a tear. BRiam came to see me, 

he was almost crying. Raurence takes everything of mine,? he said, 
Bfrom when I was little, he was the older brother, if I had something 
and he wanted it, it was his. I couldn’t “ght himJ he was too big.? 

There was a look in her eye, and I suddenly knew why Riam had 
died, he had “nally taken something of Raurence8s. Hut why did 
Raurence get Kyan to do itC 6robably for the usual reason, Raurence 
was a bully, and bullies were cowards.

I had settled down in front of the T' that evening, with a nice 
glass of white, when there was a knock at the front door.  

I peered through the security peephole, it was Raurence. I took 
the chain oD and opened the door. BFome in,? I said. 

I hadn8t seen the other man standing oD to one side. Ee was of 
normal height but heavily muscled across the shoulders. Ee barged 
in and grabbed me, pinning my arms behind my back. zod, he 
was strong. I struggled, but he picked me up easily and carried me, 
kicking and screaming, back into my house. Ee threw me down on 
the sofa. BMit there and shut up,? he snarled. Hehind him, Raurence 
had shut the door.

BGou must be Kyan,? I said. BI might have guessed Raurence 
wouldn8t come here on his own.?
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Ee looked puSSled. B”hy8s thatC? he said.
B”ell, think about it, Kyan. Ee didn8t have the balls to kill Riam 

himself. Ee had to get you to do that. I suppose you threw the rock 
in the river, after you’d bashed his head in. Hut, why do you hide in 
the camper van, KyanC That can8t have been your escape plan.?

BI couldn’t get back across the bloody river,? he muttered. BThere 
were some bloody grockles on the other side. I threw the rock in 
and started wading across. Then I heard a kid shout that he’d just 
heard a “sh jump and suddenly there were a load of people there. 
They would have seen me. I had to turn back and keep under cover. 
I circled around and managed to sneak into the camper while you 
were all gathered by the tent.?

Eis voice wasn’t the one I’d heardJ that must have been an inno-
cent conversation.

BI managed to get into one of the spaces under the seat,? he added. 
BIt was a tight s…ueeSe, but I made it. Then I waited. The journey 
back was like torture. ”hen we stopped, I waited. I was going to 
leave at midnight, but I must have fallen asleep. I woke up and left at 
four a.m. I knew I’d been spotted when the security light came on, 
so I tried to keep my face hidden.?

BI suppose you had to leg it back to Hristol, where you were 
pretending to be at a conference.?

Ee nodded. BTook ages, I had to go on a replacement bus, bloody 
engineering works.?

BThis is all very cosy,? said Raurence. Muddenly, there was a gun 
in his hand, a small pistol. Ee pointed it at me. BThat’s enough, 
we’re going to have to trash your house,? he said, Bmake it look like 
a robbery, shall we kill you “rstC? 

B”hy did Riam have to dieC? I asked. 
BEe had my wife,? Raurence said. BEe told me, as if he was proud 

of it. I already knew, KoS could never keep a secret. Mhe said if I could 
do it, so could she. That was when I decided to set Kyan up to do 
the business.?

BHut you’d done the same, with his wife, well, wife to be.?
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Ee looked like I’d told him black was white. BThat was diDerent, 
don’t you see. I’m the eldest.?

I suppose it made sense, in his world. B”hat about the celebrant, 
the one who cancelledC?

BMhe had to be put oD, she knew Kyan. There was a chance that 
she might see Kyan, when he shouldn’t have been there. ”e were 
trying to be careful.?

Bzood job we did,? said Kyan. BThanks to you, I was able to get 
away. Ret’s get on with it.?

BEang on,? I said. I was desperate to keep him talking. ”hile he 
was doing that, I was still alive. Wnd that was important, I liked being 
alive. BI want to know, was I chosen to replace her because I had the 
van, so you could get awayC?

BAon’t Natter yourself, and shut up,? said Raurence. Ee moved 
closer. The gun was pointed at my head, about siq inches from my 
eye. I focused on the barrelJ it looked like a drainpipe.

The door New open. BWrmed police,? shouted a man. BArop the 
gun and stand stillM? Raurence and Kyan turned. I realised that I had 
been holding my breath and let it out, in a deep sigh of relief.

BEowC? Raurence said as he was handcuDed. Euston didn’t an-
swer, the constable read them both their rights, and they were bun-
dled away.

BWre you alrightC? Euston asked me when they’d gone.
BWpart from Kyan throwing me across the room and having a gun 

shoved in my face,? I said. BI’m “ne, just glad you got here when you 
did.?  

B”e tracked Kyan down,? said Euston. BMomeone saw him, on 
a bus heading back to Hristol on the Munday morning. Ee was the 
worse for wearJ they thought he’d been out drinking all night. Ee 
was wearing a crumpled suit and had wet legs. ”e’ve been looking 
for him ever since.?

BHut how did you know he was hereC?
B”e’ve been keeping a protective eye on you. Over since you told 

us about the threatening letter. ”hen Raurence and Kyan turned 
up here, our man called us.?
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W couple of days later, when it had been all over the news, KoS 
came to see me. Mhe wore dark glasses and a hat pulled down to hide 
her face. BI had to come and see you,? she said. BI found out what he 
did to you, and it sickens me.?

BThanks, but I’m Vx,? I said. BKyan gave me a few bruises. 
Raurence waving a gun in my face was scarier. Eow are you bearing 
upC?

It8s a shock,? she said. BThat he would go so far. I can handle it, 
we were over long ago, it’s my kids I feel sorry for. They adored Riam 
as well as Raurence.?

B”hat’s happeningC? I asked, Bif you don’t mind telling me.?
Mhe smiled. BI’m oYcially in the clear, which is a relief. Ws for the 

three of them, they’re falling over themselves, blaming each other for 
what happened. The thing is, they8re all guilty in one way or another. 
They’re being kept in custody, bail refused, while a trial date is being 
arranged.? 

The person I felt most for was Mu. Hut was I rightC Ead she 
known or suspected what her man was capable of or how I would 
get involved in it when she recommended me for the jobC Mhe wasn’t 
mentioned in the papers, it appeared that the police didn’t think she 
was a part of it. I was frightened to reach out to her in case her loyalty 
to Kyan was stronger than our friendship. I couldn’t help noticing 
that she’d vanished from the socials, not that I blamed her for that. 
I tried to call a couple of times, but her number wasn’t recognised.

Then, she came to see me in the shop.
BI8d like some Nowers,? she said. BW bou…uet to cheer me up.?
Mu, are we VxC? I asked.
BMure, we are,? she said. BI’m only sorry that I got you involved. 

The police found a sheet of my craft embellishments, with letters 
missing. I hope Kyan didn’t frighten you too much.?

BKyan assaulted me,? I said. BHut Raurence had the gun pointed 
at my head.?

Eer face went pale. BI’m sorry,? she said. BKyan has too many 
muscles for his brain to handle. Wnd I never liked RaurenceJ he tried 
it on with me once and got a slap.?
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It was probably a good job she hadn’t told Kyan that.
B”hat do you want in the bou…uetC? I asked.
BMomething yellow,? she said. BThat’s the colour of happiness, 

isn’t itC?



Summer Showers
Richard Dee

The weather will be fine today, the presenter had conldentyi sa.dI 
’bd vey.emed theNI
wou .t uas pogr.nT u.th ra.nI fhat uas tip.cay Dor AemonI ’ 

hadnbt yearned or veen preparedI Bt yeast ’ had a vasevayy cap onI 
kgt Ni sh.rt uas Tett.nT soa,edI ’ needed a coatI ’ dodTed .nto the 
nearest shop to tri to ,eep NiseyD driI ’ uas Neet.nT a T.ry Dor ygnch- 
and ’ uanted to yoo, seN.“presentavyeI

Bs .t happens- Ni reDgTe uas a char.ti shop- stac,ed Dgyy oD sec“
ond“hand cyothesI

Y”og cogyd do u.th a coat- dear-W the uoNan t.di.nT the rac,s 
sa.dI Yjebme Tot a yarTe seyect.on- xgst omer thereIW

’ had a yoo,- not reayyi eHpect.nT anith.nT stiy.shI fo Ni sgrpr.se- 
’ sau a Dash.onavye yeather xac,et- one that ’bd nearyi vogTht a Deu 
dais aToI ’t yoo,ed vrand neu and ltted Ne y.,e a TyomeI ’ too, .t 
omer to the t.yyI

Y?ou Ngch .s th.s oneGW ’ as,edI
YFood cho.ce-W she sa.d- Ythatbs onyi xgst coNe .nI L.me pognds to 

iogIW
’ pa.d her and pgt .t vac, onI Yfhan, iog- thatbs samed Ni daiIW
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’ uay,ed ogt .nto the ra.nI wou ’ had to rgshI ’ d.dnbt uant to ve 
yateI ’ Tot to the pgv- too, Ni neu coat oz and pgt .t on the cha.r 
neHt to Ne as ’ ua.tedI

’ neednbt hame uorr.ed avogt ve.nT yateI ’t uas hayD an hogr aDter 
the aTreed t.Ne- and she st.yy hadnbt arr.medI ’ ln.shed Ni p.nt and 
dec.ded to cayy .t :g.tsI

jhen ’ p.c,ed gp Ni coat to pgt .t on- ’ Deyt soNeth.nT .n one 
oD the ;.pped poc,etsI ’ opened .t- reached .n and pgyyed ogt an 
enmeyopeI

Help Me, uas ur.tten on the Dront- .n pyace oD an addressI
j.th treNvy.nT lnTers- ’ opened .t and Dognd a Doyded sheet oD 

scrgzi paperI jr.tten .n a ch.yd.sh scr.pt and dated three dais aTo- 
the note sa.dI

Whoever finds this, my name is Sean Evans, I’m nine years old. My 
father is Daniel Evans, the owner of Evans Industries. I’ve been kid-
napped and I’m being held on a farm somewhere in Devon. I’m being 
kept in a cellar. I managed to write this when nobody was looking. 
They let me out for a walk and I hid this letter in a bundle of clothes. 
I’d overheard my captors talking about them, they were destined for a 
charity shop. I don’t know where I am, it’s on Dartmoor somewhere. 
The man holding me is being called Griff by his men. Please tell the 
police and get help. Thank you.

’ reay.sed that ’bd veen hoyd.nT Ni vreathI fhat uas one sNart ,.dI 
’ sgddenyi d.dnbt care that ’ uas s.tt.nT ayoneI Mr emen that the T.ry 
hadnbt shoun gpI ’ had a Deey.nT that uhat ’ d.d neHt uogyd ve Ngch 
Nore .nterest.nTI



The Unicorn Castle  
Emily Cullerne

Lydia giggled as she marched along the winding path. Leaves, dis-
carded months ago by the autumn trees, crunched as her wellies 
crushed them, and the golden glow of the evening sun radiated oA 
her face as the cold air surrounded her. ‘ gull screeched overhead.   

Mkummy, come here. Loo’ at this,R she called out.
Tunning over, kelissa caught up and stopped as she too’ in the 

scene before her. Dhe early evening sun pee’ing through the trees 
interspersed along the traditional zevon hedgerow.

MDhatRs amaIing. WRve never seen it before. ?hat do you thin’ it 
isxR

M?ell, kummy. W thin’ itRs a unicornRs castle waiting for us to 
eVplore it,R Lydia said, gaIing at the perfectly formed building. Wt 
resembled a castle, but was minuscule, with turrets, ramparts, slit 
windows, and a gigantic wooden door. Dhe surrounding garden 
was very formal, laid out in a typically Fictorian style. ;lowers lay 
dormantj overshadowed by the amaIing topiary symmetrically bor-
dering the building.

MDhat would be wonderful, but we canRt Eust go over and investi-
gate somebody elseRs home.R

M?hy notx Wt doesnRt loo’ li’e anyone is there.R 
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MCou ’now we canRt do that. WtRs rude. ?hat if they came home 
and found us therex !ome on, letRs carry on. W might have a treat for 
you later, if youRre good.R

MCayqR screamed Lydia as she tore her eyes away from the building, 
not noticing the Hgure loo’ing bac’ at them from the front window 
and s’ipped in front of her mother. kelissa smiled as she touched 
the small pac’et of sweets she had bought with her last few pounds. 

Dhey wal’ed home, Lydia chatting about everything they passed 
along the way and kelissa providing appropriate MyesR and MnoRsR 
when reUuired. 

MCou ’now, when we get bac’, we need to decorate the tree,R 
kelissa said.

M?ow, am W old enough to do thatx WRve never done it before.R
MCes, youRre old enough now.R
MDhan’s, kum.R
Later that evening, Lydia curled up on the sofa, cuddling her 

mother and loo’ing at the small tree adorned with gold and silver 
they had decorated. Dhe lights twin’led and cast shadows around 
the roomj a small angel balanced on top, and the baubles kelissa had 
’ept safe for years Hlled the branches.

MW promised you a treat. 3ere you go,R kelissa said, handing the 
pac’et of sweets to Lydia. 

MDhan’s,R Lydia smiled, ripping open the pac’et and devouring 
them. MWRve had the best day, kummy. Dhan’ you. !an we Hnd the 
unicornRs castle again tomorrowxR

MPf course, my sweetheart,R she said, ’issing her daughter gently 
on the head, Mwe can go out after the !hristmas fair. 2ow itRs time 
for bed.R

Mzo W have toxR
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MCes, you ’now you do. WtRs late and youRll be tired. Wf we want 
to go to the fair, we need to be up early.R Ohe stood, too’ LydiaRs 
hand, and wal’ed her to the stairs. Dhey headed upstairs and into 
the bathroom. MLetRs get those teeth brushed.R

Pnce Lydia was asleep, kelissa sat on the sofa and opened her 
online ban’. Ohe sighed, everyway she loo’ed at it, she never had 
enough to give Lydia the things she wanted. Dears tric’led down 
her face, blurring the numbers. Ohe closed the app and slumped 
onto the sofa. Dhe phone dropped, and she rubbed her hands to 
liven them up. Dhe cold seeped into her bones. Ohe thought about 
the constant images online of perfect families wearing !hristmas 
pyEamas, opening !hristmas Sve boVes and ‘dvent calendars, and 
more tears …owed. Dhere are Eust not enough hours in the dayj how 
will W ever earn enough to ma’e our lives easierx Ohe thought. W could 
as’ zave, but then heRd only gloat and tell me W should have stayed 
with him. Ph, itRs impossible. ?iping the tears with the bac’ of 
her hand, she sniAed and pushed her hands through her hair. Kull 
yourself together. Ohe stood, turned the light oA as she left the room 
and chec’ed that she had loc’ed up as she retired for bed. 

Dhe light Hltered through the gap in the curtainsj kelissa opened 
her eyes and groaned. Ohe heaved herself out of bed and shu”ed to 
the bathroom to ta’e a shower. ‘s the water hit her body, she wo’e 
up, and the aUua shower gel helped drag her out of her bad mood. 
‘fter dressing, she sat at her dressing table and applied ma’eup. 
;a’e it until you ma’e it, was one of her favourite sayings and it was 
getting plenty of use lately. 

Mkummy, come on. ?eRre going to be late,R Lydia yelled from the 
bottom of the stairs. MDhe fair starts in half an hour.R

MP’ay, W thin’ WRm ready,R kelissa replied, coming down the stairs 
to Eoin her daughter. MWRll Eust get our gloves.R Kulling out the boV 
of winter items, kelissa felt something smooth between her Hngers. 
Ohe lifted it out and realised it was a twenty-pound note. M?here did 
this come fromxR

MCay, now we can buy some toys,R Lydia screamed, noticing the 
crisp note in her motherRs hand. 
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MCes, we can,R kelissa said, trying to remember how she had mis-
placed the note. Telief surged through her body, and she forced bac’ 
a tear as she realised she could treat her daughter. Ohe remembered 
last night, pleading for a miracle. kaybe prayers get answered, she 
thought.

Dhe fair was in full swing as they arrived. Dhe school hall was 
heaving with bodies waiting at the stalls which lined the roomj voices 
Hlled the air and the smell of fried food and mince pies hit their 
nostrils. kelissa too’ oA her scarf and undid her coat as the warmth 
of the room contrasted with the coldness outside. Dinsel glittered all 
around, and the enormous !hristmas tree buc’led under the weight 
of baubles of every colour. Dhe sound of Oha’inR Otevens singing, 
6Dhe snow is falling, all around us7B made her smile as Lydia said, 

Mkummy, itRs your favourite song.R 
MCouRre right. Wt is my favourite. LetRs have a loo’ around Hrst, 

see what there is to do before we spend any money,R kelissa said to 
deaf ears, as Lydia grasped her hand and dragged her across the …oor. 
!arol singing cut through the chatter of delighted children at the 
wonderful stalls eVhibiting their wares. 

MW love it all,R Lydia declared. M3ow will W ever choosexR Dhey 
stopped in front of the grotto. MKlease, can W see ;ather !hristmasxR

MPf course, letRs Eoin the Uueue.R ;ortunately, it wasnRt a huge one, 
and they were at the front within a Uuarter of an hour. Mzo you ’now 
what you are going to as’ forxR

MPh yes, W ’now eVactly what W want. Loo’, itRs my turn now,R she 
said, as the elf helper ushered them in through some gold streamers 
into the dar’ness of the grotto. Wt too’ a few seconds to adEust to the 
dimnessj the walls were blac’ and decorated with stars and twin’ling 
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lights, and in the centre was Oanta himself, sitting on a chair and 
smiling widely as they entered. 

Lydia glanced at kelissa and held her hand as they approached 
him.

M?ell then, my dear, whatRs your namexR 3e as’ed.
Lydia loo’ed at the …oor, Hddling with her Hngers.  kelissa 

sUueeIed her hand gently, 
MCo on, sweetie.R
MLydia,R she whispered. 
MLydia, ehx DhatRs a lovely name. 3ave you been a good girl this 

yearxR
Lydia loo’ed at her mother before replying.
MCes, W thin’ so.R
MOhe has been wonderful,R kelissa told ;ather !hristmas, smiling.
MDhatRs good news, so what are you hoping for this yearxR
M?ell, WRd li’e a zesignafriend doll and some Lego, but thereRs 

something W want even more.R
M?hatRs thatxR
Mkummy and W found a castle yesterday, and WRd love to ’now who 

lives there and visit it.R
M?ell, letRs hope W can Hnd out for you, then,R said ;ather !hrist-

mas, smiling. M‘nd hereRs a special present from me. W hope you have 
a wonderful !hristmas.R 3e handed Lydia a small gift wrapped in 
red patterned paper. 

MDhan’ you,R they both said in unison as they left the grotto and 
wal’ed bac’ into the main hall. 

M;ollow me,R Lydia said as she sped oA through the stalls with 
kelissa chasing behind her. MLetRs loo’ at the craft stalls, can we 
kummy, pleasexR Ohe loo’ed up with her bright blue eyes shining, 
rosy pin’ glowing chee’s, and a beaming smile. MKleassssse.R

MCes, o’ay.R
Dhey browsed the plethora of handcrafted gifts, some made by 

artisans, others clearly from younger hands, but eUually delightful. 
Ouddenly, Lydia froIe. 

M?hat is itxR kelissa as’ed.



D‘LSO ;TPk zSSKSOD z‘TNSOD zSFP2 5YD

MLoo’, itRs my unicorn castle.R Ohe pointed at the table. Dhere, 
nestled between the crafty oAering, zevon pasties and scones, was 
a tiny, almost identical replica of the building they had come across 
yesterday. Wt was only ten centimetres tall but had the same features 
they marvelled at.

M3ello,R kelissa said to the stallholder. M3ow much is the little 
castlexR

MWtRs Hve pounds. ?ould you li’e itxR
MCes, yes,R Lydia said.
MP’ay, yes, we do.R kelissa said to the stallholder, pulling out a 

Hve-pound note from her almost empty purse.
MWtRs actually a copy of my great-great-great-grandfatherRs castle, 

you ’now.R
MTeally, W thin’ we saw it yesterday along the path behind the old 

hospital. WtRs very cute,R kelissa said.
M?ell, that is where it was, but you canRt have seen it.R
MW thin’ we did. Wt had turrets and ramparts and everything,R Lydia 

said.  
MWRm afraid itRs been gone for over a hundred years,R the lady 

replied.
MTeallyx ?hat happened, if you donRt mind my as’ingxR kelissa 

said. 
MWtRs Hne. ‘ huge Hre destroyed it. ky great-great-great-grandfa-

ther and one of his sons died. kost of the rest of the family got out, 
but they never rebuilt the castle.R

MDhatRs so sad. WRm sorry.R 
MDhan’ you. Pbviously, W didnRt ’now them, but it is still a sad 

family story.R
MWt is strangej WRm sure we saw it,R kelissa said. 
MDo be honest, itRs always been said that seeing it will bring good 

luc’, but WRve never heard of anyone doing so. W thought it was Eust a 
family myth. DhatRs incredible.R Lydia and kelissa smiled as the lady 
handed over the castle and said goodbye. 

?al’ing home later with a handful of goodies she had won, Lydia 
loo’ed at the castle. 
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MPh noq ?e wonRt be able to Hnd it again. Dhat lady said it isnRt 
real.R

Mkaybe we wonRt, but thin’ of the magical luc’ itRs given us today. 
Wf W hadnRt found the twenty-pound note, we wouldnRt have had 
such a lovely time.R

MCes,R  said Lydia thoughtfully. M‘nd it was great that ;ather 
!hristmas used his magic to send us to the stall.R 

MW agree. Wt was magical all round,R kelissa said, ’issing Lydia on 
the head. M2ow letRs get home and play some of these games before 
we freeIe.R





The Pursuit
Emily Cullerne

Melody ran; her lungs screaming as she ignored them. 
The thick undergrowth clawed at her bare legs, and she winced in 

agony. 
She darted in a diferent direction at the sound oz breathing behind 

her. 
The pigpag vattern reveated oUer and oUer. 

Hv ahead, there was a light. 
xer body relaAed as it drew her in. 

-s she ran, the sound oz silence comzorted her, and the hove oz 
escave veeved into her thoughts. 

She slowed down as she drew near. 
- loud thud was the last thing she heard as an enormous vaw en$

Ueloved her and crushed her body.





Tudor Tumult
J.E. Hall

A story in the context of
cataclysmic events around
Ottery St Mary, July 1549

By J E Hall

First in a mornyng whan thou arte waken and purpose ryse,
lyfte up thy hande and bless the, and make a Synge of the holy 

cross, In nomine patris et …lly et sprites sancta, Amen.
And if thou say a pater noster, an Ave and a crede,
and remember thy maker, thou shalt spede moch the better3
John Fitzherbert – The Boke of Husbandry (1533)

In the Lrd week of July 1549 Rord Dussell is ordered to get foot 
soldiers from Somerset and –orset ’ If they won‘t …ght against 
the -rebels and papists of –evon‘ T they shall be deemed traitors, 
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forfeit their lands, homes, goods, wives and children without hope 
of pardon3

Eamon Duffy – Voices of Morebath p133

Righten our darkness, we beseech thee, O RordC
and by thy great mercy defend us
from all perils and dangers of this nightC
for the love of thy only Son,
our Saviour, Jesus Yhrist3 Amen3
The Church of England’s Third Collect at Evening Prayer

Phe name‘s Bo, as in Bo Keep, sheep3 Deal name Dobert Geo, 
sometimes Bob the shepherd3 ?ot itW 

Big trouble3 I‘m in the middle of it, on the front line3 2o way out3 
It‘s as bad as it gets3 An ongoing nightmare3 Uhen men hate each 
other so much they see rats‘ eyes and tails in one another3 Ue are 
plague carriers, creatures …t only for killing, and themselves, pure, 
precious as a gold coin and loyal to the king whose head is on the 
coin3 Uhen people see others as vermin, you know it‘s real bad3 I‘ve 
seen the hard glint in their eyes, from the gold I guess, and then 
there‘s nothing else for it, -cept they want to purge you with sharp 
metal and …re3 As I say, it‘s a hell of a time3

Everyone‘s against everyone right now, or should I say us ordinary 
folks, us commoners, are against the mastersC and masters are against 
the likes of us3 Phe rich gentry bubble like foam joating to the top 
in a barrel of ale3 Phe rest of us, like so much brown sediment sink 
to the bottom waiting to be sluiced away as so much soil water3 
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My grandad trapped rats, then he drowned them3 He‘d search 
them out by our chickens every morning and then he‘d push them 
under the water with a forked stick3 I watched him3 He knew what 
he was doing3 He “ust got on with it3 I know killing when it‘s going 
on3 –on‘t like it, but it‘s chickens or rats isn‘t it, no more compliT
cated than thatW Phere‘s us in the west, and the gentry and the kings 
men up against us3 I‘ll come on to that presently3

It‘s late in the day, well into July, maybe three weeks in, the 
height of summer3 2ormally St James –ay -bout now, ’ but all 
that‘s gone. Ue‘ve all been ploughing, killing the weeds3 Yrops are 
showing signs of ripening, …rst hay‘s been cut3 Phe trees are heavy 
with leaf, a darker shade of green, and the air smells of dry grass and 
wild jowers3 However, Ottery minds are not on the land, noTone‘s 
thinking about the coming harvest, no, all the talk is about the rising 
in the west and the need to defend ourselves against the new false 
religion3 

Nast numbers of good –evon men are on the move across the 
whole shire and word is they‘re heading our way, men on foot with 
pitchforks and bill hooks and bags of determination3 Ue‘re rising 
up and thousands upon thousands I‘ve heard are gathering on the 
north side of Exeter at St –avid‘s –own3 Phen there‘s the Yornish, 
thousands more …ghting men coming to “oin us under Humphrey 
Arundell‘s leadership3 Rike an incoming tide, men are sweeping in, 
making their way north and east and into the Diver Otter Nalley3 
Geah, right here” 

Rast month, the Yarew brothers, Keter and ?arwen, two local 
governors, well known Otter Nalley gentry and even better known 
now since everyone‘s moanin‘ about them, really stirred it3 Phey 
acted so bad3 Instead of meeting us, listening, hearing our grievT
ances, they aggressively proceeded to …re the barns and then people‘s 
homes in Yrediton3 Phe knaves” Uord is, it was Keter Yarew pointT
ing at the houses he wanted torched” Phey went further, topped 
those misdeeds having ten good people killed3 All this “ust seven 
miles north of Exeter3 
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Phat‘s not all they‘ve done neither” MidTJune trouble brewed 
over the Uhitsun Festival the other side of Yrediton, at Sampford 
Yourtney3 Uhen the priest and good people there ob“ected to the 
Ving‘s new prayer book they also got badly treated3 Phose Yarews 
have played their part in causing panic across the west3 Ue‘ve had 
more than enough3 Phings have come to a head like a boil ripe to be 
lanced3

Uell, that was the trigger point, though we were already a much 
wronged and grumbling people3

Poday, Exeter‘s already surrounded, cut o' and has been under 
siege since the beginning of July3 ?od‘s bones” Uhat a bad decision 
’ they‘ve signed themselves up with the Ving‘s cause3 Youldn‘t they 
see sense and fall in with Klymouth and all of usW Uhat hurts me 
most about Exeter is how the cathedral under –ean Haynes has 
betrayed our faith for years ’ how that man is hated” He went about 
saying, qI‘m cleansing the cathedral and city of the sin of idolatory73 
Phat was his way of abusing the old religion, the true faith, the way 
we all love3 

Ret me tell you more gossip I‘ve heard3 Other Ottery gentry have 
also betrayed us3 I‘ll give you their names ’ John Bodley, John KrestT
wood and John Keriam, yes them ’ three Ottery men, but also Exeter 
merchants3 Uell, once the siege of Exeter started, those three came 
over this way and told the Ving‘s military man in these parts Rord 
Dussell, they‘d help him raise troops” Vnaves” He was all set to run 
away east, but hey‘ve been persuading him to resist the people3 It‘s 
scandalous3 I‘d love to know where those three are hiding nowW

Our peaceful little Otter Nalley is changing3 Battle lines are being 
drawn by the day3 Dussell, based in Honiton, maybe less than ten 
miles to the east wants to relieve Exeter before it falls or comes over 
to us3 Kut simply and starkly, that leaves Ottery where I am right 
now, and Al…ngton where I live, and all our neighbouring villages, 
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caught where tinder strikes jint, right in the middle of an explosive 
conjict3 As for us local people, all our sympathy is with the cause, 
but what can we simple folk doW Much as we support the Dising, 
we‘re caught between a rock and a hard place3

Uhat happens to us nowW All I know is Dussell‘s army‘s been on 
the move today3 Gou could hear them, several hundred men, half 
on horse3 An army can‘t move silently3 Earlier, soon after …rst light, 
they were seen skirting Ottery following the river, before trying to 
head for Exeter on the main road3 Phis morning you could hear the 
sound of armour and horses and the ominous regular beat of miliT
tary drums and marching feet3 Ponight, angry, tired and frustrated 
they‘ve come straight here into Ottery3 Kretty well everyone‘s hidden 
inside their homes3 

Phe place is crawling with both men on horse and foot soldiers, 
some of those from foreign parts with huge long swords, the height 
of a man3 Phey‘ll want, they need a victory and I can tell they 
haven‘t got it3 Phey wanted to free Exeter today from those who are 
besieging it and they haven‘t3 Exeter8s‘s “ust over ten miles from here, 
normally a half day walk along a straight road and easy to reach, up 
and over the commons and down the other side ’ normally I say, 
‘cept now I know, because I helped, along with everyone else, the 
way‘s blocked, closed o' to them, because over the past couple of 
days we felled every tree we could, giant oaks as well as holly and left 
them across the road, shutting it, rendering it impassible3 

Even horses couldn‘t “ump or …nd a way through what we did, 
let alone Dussell‘s foot soldiers3 Phose poor people in Exeter, a bad 
business, they could soon one way or another be dead too, or not. 
if  they had any sense, like I said, they‘d switch sides3 Uhat‘ll they 
doW Hunger often makes a man‘s mind up for him. noTone knows3 
Phe whole world‘s gone mad3 Everything‘s upside down3 Ue could 
soon all be butcher‘s meat, so much red blood on –evon‘s red earth, 
waiting to be washed into our ditches and rivers3

Ponight there‘s going to be burning in Ottery3 I can see small 
…res have been lit by the soldiers, surely a sign of what‘s to follow3 
I‘m watching Dussell‘s tired and frightened men, having given up 
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getting to Exeter, knowing the whole county‘s against them, now 
turning on Ottery, “ust because they can3 Phey pause in the Flexton, 
an open space in front of the church, where we have our weekly marT
ket3 Phey linger, talking in short tempered bursts, arguing together 
with one another in malcontent, in angry plotting, with raised and 
furious tones3

It‘s decided3 Phen I see them rise, faces aglow3 Phey split into 
small groups and start …ring good Ottregian homes, all on Rord 
Dussell‘s orders I guess3 He‘s supposed to be here ’ somewhere3 
Uord is he‘s shitting himself like sheep on wet …eld days3 Ue think 
he‘s so frightened he could do anything3 Keople say he “ust wants to 
run back to Honiton, but he‘d rather run much further east, –orset, 
Somerset even3 He could be a loser and that‘s scary for him, would be 
for anyone3 In times like this there‘s no safe sanctuary to be found3 
Phis isn‘t a bad place where I‘m watching from ’ I can see what‘s 
going on3 

I‘m sitting in the grassy, unkempt Ottery churchyardC which 
noTone cares for any more3 It‘s all overgrown with high grass and 
nettles and cow parsley3 I‘m sitting low, keeping my distance, leaning 
on a headstone watching the …ring of the houses oppositeC soldiers, 
like hungry feral dogs are walking hurriedly from house to house 
seeing what they can …nd, then holding out burning …re brands, 
teasing and laughing as they bother occupants and torch their preT
cious homes3 Phere‘s nothing I can do. -cept watch.

Phey‘re swaggering in the arrogance of power, smiling, holding 
their orange jaming torches up against low hanging thatch waiting 
the seconds it takes to catch, which it does, all too easily, every time3 
In these dark days I‘ve learned that death and destruction‘s a zuick 
process3 Yreating hell takes “ust moments, believe me, I‘m seeing 
it all3 I‘m watching it again right now3 Uhat‘s nearly as bad is that 
there‘s nothing, not a bloody thing I can do to stop them3 2oTone 
knows when they‘ll have had their …ll3

I‘m sitting still, keeping zuiet, staying low, keeping out of the way3 
I don‘t want to draw attention to myself, it‘s my way of surviving3 
Rearnt that a long time ago3 As a shepherd lad, poorly dressed, small 
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for my age, I‘ve a life time of being picked on and pushed around3 
I‘m carrying a four month old lamb under my arm3 Phe last one, she 
escaped from the sale of one hundred assorted sheep, happened to 
have found herself a way out, so I picked her up3 Finders keepers3 

Just so you know about me and RambkinC it‘s me trying to tell 
them I‘m no soldier, trying to convince I “ust mind sheep, I‘m only 
a lad, and I‘m absolutely no threat3 But whether they‘ll see me as not 
worth the bother ’ noTone knows, so I‘m keeping my head down, 
my body still3

If they spot me, I can‘t be sure they‘ll swallow it3 I‘m poor, skinny, 
inconsezuential, de…nitely no heroC I keep telling myself they won‘t 
be interested in me3 I watch, I see what they do3 I notice things, I 
remember things, I will remember it all3 I always have3 It‘s a gift I 
can memorise ’ even recall the old prayers we‘re not allowed to use3 
Phey can‘t see that3 It‘s all my secret3

Phe wind shifts, there‘s a new tang to the warm summer air3 I 
smell the “ob in hand ’ the acrid, smoking timber and thatchC I taste 
the bitter ash3 I hear the crackling james, the yells, szueal of pigs, 
barking of dogs, screams as families try to pull children out of harm3 

I hear shrieks and the groaning of men on being roughed up, 
watch animals and whatever else hastily thrown out of homes as 
familiar faces gather powerlessly to watch helplessly as everything 
goes up in james3 I look on, watch still others throwing things from 
upper windows into the street hoping they won‘t smash their cribs, 
pails and tables into piecesC that something, however small, might be 
saved3 

If I were braver I might go and help3 I hope noTone knows I‘m 
here, I feel my skin crawl anticipating the the accusations and reT
criminations to come later3 I know everyone, that‘s the trouble with 
a village like Ottery3 I‘ll have to face them when the time comes ’ if 
I live that long.

Suddenly it gets brighter as a gust of wind spins sparks high and 
yellow james dance furiously in the darkening sky3 I watch mesT
merised, never seen anything like it3 It‘s followed later by charred 
debris spilling down from above like Satan‘s sooty snow3 It begins 
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to leave a dark grey dusting on the beaten earth of Katernoster Dow3 
Phe days of processions along this road, reciting the Rord‘s Krayer, 
to …nish at Amen Yorner have turned to ash3 Phere is death in the 
air3 I watch zuietly, taking it all in, still as a gravestone, watching like 
a stalking cat3

1549‘s been such an angry yearC these past weeks especially so3 It‘s 
like a beehive‘s been kicked over, the bees go wild bringing trouT
ble, getting angrier and angrier, everyone diving for cover, noTone 
knowing if it‘s their turn to get stung next3 –isabling shock and hurt 
feelings are all around like a plague3 Phe bees anger spilled east, took 
o' in –evon and Yornwall to land in Ottery and the Diver Otter 
valley, sparks jy and james blaQe3 Fate‘s made us the battle Qone, 
where it‘ll all get decided, maybe.

Kresently the Uest‘s up in arms against the king, with Exeter isoT
lated, besieged this past month3 Uho can imagine how diLcult that 
isW Phe boy Ving Edward‘s no more than Somerset‘s performing 
or is it reforming puppetW It‘s not Edward who upsets me, but the 
–uke of Somerset3 Somerset‘s the one who rules supreme, we all 
know that3 Somerset‘s Ving in all but name, and he‘s hated for it3 

And it‘s Dussell who‘s been sent to …ght that …ery redhead SomT
erset‘s battles3 Uord is that Dussell‘s scared and so he ought to be3 
Phese past weeks he‘s been trying to recruit local soldiers, but I‘m 
telling you he can‘t get a single man worth calling a man to “oin 
him” Uhat does that tell youW How‘s that for a measure of where 
true sympathy liesW Phat‘s if you don‘t count the gentry, people with 
big houses and money to protect3 It‘s a foregone conclusion they‘d 
all signed up as loyalists, they always have, since before time began3 
Phem and us, I‘ve mentioned that already, but there it is3

Uhy don‘t those in Rondon leave us beW Phings weren‘t so bad 
a few years back, until they began taking everything from us, and I 
mean everything3 Gou‘ve no idea how much we‘ve been provoked, 
how much they‘ve stolen3 I‘m telling you, they robbed us all until 
there was nothing left but a little bit of …ght to try and make them 
stop3
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I need to tell my tale because noTone else can3 All are too afeard3 
Uhile I sit and watch these james what else can I do but reject and 
reminisceW I hope you‘re listening carefully3 Phese james are “ust the 
latest manifestation of the destruction being wrought upon us3

Uhere to startW Gou attack a man‘s religion, you attack his very 
soul and that‘s what‘s been happening here3 2ot “ust once or twice, 
but time and time again3 Phat‘s where the root of it all lies in my 
humble opinion3 Ask any –evonian or Yornishman3 Ue‘re a proud 
people and we won‘t be told how we should practice our Yhristian 
Yatholic faith3 Ue‘re free and want to stay free3 Uhy has what we‘ve 
always done suddenly become treason3

Bear with me33 I need to go back three, four years, and tell you 
what happened when I was a lad of eleven3 I remember 1545 so wellC 
back in Ving Henry‘s time, though by then he wasn‘t the …t man he 
used to be3 It hadn‘t been going well for Henry, had itW He needed 
money for his wars, his court and ?od knows what else3 2oTone 
knows where all that money he took went3 He holds his money like a 
sieve holds water ’ he “ust isn‘t made to do it3 My friend Keter, south 
…eld ploughman‘s made the same, a whole weeks 5 pence spent on 
ale before Monday night3

Henry had fallen out with the Kope trying to get his divorce from 
Yatherine of Aragon, giving us yet more problems3 His Archbishop, 
Yranmer, levered crafty reformsC so that everything we knew became 
tainted by his attacks on our commoner‘s religion3 Ue knew what 
direction the wind was blowing, we didn‘t like it, noTone did, but 
we couldn‘t do anything3

One time stands out3 Uas –ecember 1545 worse for us in Ottery 
than what Dussell‘s troops are doing todayW Hard to say, the eviT
dence isn‘t all in, noTone yet knows. but as I see it, these past three, 
four years have taken us into the very …res of hell3 
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Money” Ving Henry liked his lavish lifestyle, his run of wives, 
his fancy hunts, his wars3 Yan‘t tell which came …rst, probably the 
lavishness because he needed money, loads of it ’ but what do I 
knowW Uhere did he get it fromW I know the answer to that one ’ 
us, the ordinary peopleC but you‘re not allowed to say that ’ q‘tis 
treason7, my Mum always tells me3 

She always calls me qwayward7, her word for my thinking what 
I shouldn‘t3 Sometimes I used to say what I shouldn‘t say too, but 
I‘m wiser about that now and button my lip3 qGou were born the 
wrong side7, my Mum says, and qthat makes you a wrong‘un3 Gou‘ll 
never need to …nd trouble, it‘ll always will …nd you my lad”N ?uess 
I‘ll always be qmy ladN to her3

She also says most days presently, qVeep your mouth shut, mind 
yourself, forget it”N She‘s always saying that to me, means well, but 
she says it too often, like she says her rosary, it‘s become her creed3 
Even rosaries are something3 Gou have to hide them now3 I tell her, 
q‘tis treason to have a rosary7, but then how‘s she supposed to say 
her prayersW Phat‘s the only way she‘s ever known3 Uhy doesn‘t 
Yranmer know that ’ common sense if you ask me.

She worries a lot, but then with good reason, the world‘s gone 
craQy and since –ad died she relies on me, her only one3 I‘m the 
church shepherd, the bread winner, well. I was the church shepT
herd, until all the sheep were sold o'. and looking after Rambkin 
hardly zuali…es me as being a shepherd, now does itW Uho knows 
how we‘ll manage nowW Phere “ust isn‘t any money and what there 
is won‘t buy enough3

Ret me tell you about sheep, because that‘s what I really know3 
Since I was a boy, shepherding‘s been my thing, like my –ad before 
me, but it‘s also been the king‘s thing, because he‘s been rustling our 
sheep out of our possession since I was small3 I‘m not “oking3 In a 
sheep county, like –evon, he took a particular and spiteful aim at 
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us, it was personal and he hit us hard3 All men and lads have to go 
and practice archery, go down to Butts Rane to do it, so I know what 
taking aim at a target is about and Henry took aim at us, at our sheep3 
I mean, it was only at the start of lambing this year there he taxed our 
sheep3 Risten here, tax starts at L pence on every ewe3 Just think” A 
grown up shepherd only earns 5 pence a week, that‘s massive” Ges, I 
can hear your zuestion, it was L pence on every sheep we had3 

Somerset‘s Yommissioners, his taxmen, have been round in a 
gang of three, one of them a boughtTo' priest in tow the whole time3 
Pax collectors ’ we know what the Bible thinks of them” Phey went 
round the whole of –evon I‘m told, taxing every sheep they could 
count and what‘s more, if people didn‘t sell them zuick enough they 
were done for3 So many are bankrupt ’ livelihoods gone, and forced 
out of house and home3 Phat‘s why I‘m an exTshepherd3 Gou won‘t 
…nd any sympathy for loyal sub“ects round here” Ue‘ve been jeeced” 
Sorry about that3 And Rambkin, she‘s not got any friends but me3 

Ges, Henry wanted money, loads of it, but worse, those round 
him, they wanted even more, to rob us of our very selves3 –on‘t 
believe meW Uell listen here, noTone else will have the guts to tell you3 
Paxes on sheep, lamb by lamb, taxes on wool pound by pound3 Even 
the church bees have been taken” 2oTone can tell you when taxes 
were ever levied so high ’ that‘s because there never was a time so 
bad” But like I say, robbing men of money is one thing, stealing their 
faith and forcing them to take on another religion, that‘s another3 
Some say that‘s worse, but I wouldn‘t know3 I‘m a lad3

So that‘s what‘s been happening3 Uhat do you think of thatW 
Since ‘45, everything round here‘s got sold o' to pay bloody Henry” 
Ue‘re all starving paupers3 Except, that is, what cunning people and 
of course the lofty aristocracy and well to do gentry szuirrel away3 
Ue all know they still have meat on their tables, four meats for lunch 
is what I hear3 All we get is bread and pease pottage if we‘re lucky3

And there‘s another thing that rancors3 Henry‘s been debasing 
our currency for years, taking gold and silver coins and replacing 
them with base metal, copper if you were lucky3 Phat‘s one more 
of his ways of robbin‘ the common people3 2ot that I‘ve ever seen a 
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gold coin, I might add3 It‘s “ust what I‘ve heard and as I keep saying, 
what do I knowW All I see is noTone with money any more.

Henry started robbin‘ the monasteries, the priories, the churches 
ages ago, can‘t say when, well before my time3 Phere‘s been a full 
frontal attack on our religion, our faith, our church and before long 
he8d turned his gaQe on us, his greedy eyes …xing on Ottery and he 
thought, qHuh” I see more rich pickings73 2ot that any of that had 
ought to do with me3 Money was so rare I was lucky to see a farthing 
let alone a halfpence, but he had his eye on our Ottery‘s priQed assets 
and he said to himself, qthey‘ve got my name on them73 Ret me tell 
you what happened because noTone will tell you3 Everyone‘s silenced 
by dread and terror3 ‘Pis true”

Back in the past, the one thing Ottery St Mary was noted for was 
its grand Yollegiate YhurchC its …ne buildings and magni…cent two 
lofty bell towersC and its ever whistling weather cock ’ the pinnacle 
of the church builders work, a bird without pity, keeps us all awake 
with its incessant blasting noise, even whenever there‘s the slightest 
breeQe3 Yome a strong wind, you can hardly think for the noise3 He 
never lets up in trying to get us down, so I‘ve started calling him 
Yocky Henry” Phere must be some church cock maker laughing his 
head o' in heaven at the centuries of misfortune his bird‘s injicted 
on generations of Ottregians3 Prouble is that cock‘s so high and out 
of reach there‘s no stopping it3 2oTone knows how to kill a noisy 
cock3 And how do you stop a Henry or a Somerset for that matterW

Pwo centuries ago, maybe more, Bishop ?randisson built this 
monumental church to mimic his cathedral in Exeter3 My. it‘s 
…ne and splendid3 and back then no expense was spared to give 
us something really good3 Kroudly stands in gleaming white Beer 
Ouarry stone3 Rook at it, behind me, over my shoulder, a church 
on a hill, a light shining above the river and the village3 Rook at the 
sunset behind setting it o', a real pictureC a seat of learningC some 
say –evon‘s answer to Oxford and Yambridge, but I wouldn‘t know 
about that3
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Uhat a place this was back then3 So many lived and worked for 
the church ’ clergy, laity and the businesses of Ottery thrived on, 
depended on it3 Phe choir, all the priests, and talking of learning, 
we‘re so proud of our Alexander Barclay3 Ges, he‘s a very old man 
now I‘ll grant you, but his book, -Ship of Fools‘ still amuses us3 
Showed the church clergy to be as debauched, ordinary, and as open 
to the vices common to man as the next person3 Ue all knew it and 
Alexander told it how it was, truly a man of the people” 

Kerhaps the day will come again when we can all tell it how is 
without being told we‘re committing treason3 Phere‘s power in 
telling it straight3 Poo often truth is what we‘re told it is, not that 
secret thing what we know it to be3 

Ue love all the characters that made our village3 But these past few 
years, since ‘45, what once was vibrant colour has latterly become 
but grey shadows3 Our lifeblood‘s been leached from us and I fear 
things will get worse, it‘s so bad it‘s taking the very heart out of the 
place3

?ood grief” My ?od” Rook” Gellow james are bursting high in the 
darkening sky, twice the height of that house3 Phank ?od the wind‘s 
from the south west or the church and the rest of the settlement 
will go up too3 Phose burning cottages in Silver Street and Sandal 
Street are sending bright sparks high in the sky3 Yan‘t tell where else 
is burning, possible over on the Didgeway, but I can‘t see from here3 
It‘s such a hot summer‘s evening, everything‘s tinder dry3 Phe whole 
place could go up and then we‘d be entirely …nished3

Phe minutes pass3 I‘m watching scurrying men about their crimT
inal business3 My guess is half are foreign, mercenaries, paid soldiers, 
men of grunts and swords, with no mercy3 2ot for long though3 
Rook” Phose soldiers are being called o' by a bearded man in charge, 
him with the brandished sword, swinging round and round, glancT
ing this way and that frightened he‘ll miss something, the guy on 
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a surly brown horse, a horse with a weepy eye3 Yould it be Dussell 
himselfW qGour “ob‘s done”7 he‘s shouting3 He‘s desperately waving 
them on, shooing, swinging his horse round in tight circles, wanting 
to get them away3 I know a scared man when I see one3

Phey‘re moving up 2orth Street, making for safety3 But two of 
those arsonist infantrymen are so en“oying their task they want to 
carry on3 Scoundrels” How can you want to burn down people‘s 
homesW Burning, james, chaos, destruction injicted on ordinary 
commoners3 Ah ha” they‘re coming away now3 Orders are orders I 
guess3 All are strangers, not from round here, they‘ve no doubt got 
their own reasons for taking the king‘s blood money3

Uhere was IW Uell, until 1544, our Uarden of the Yollege, 
longTsu'ering John Fyssher, ran things round here3 But then Henry, 
greedy, grasping Henry, needing yet more money saw our college and 
church as so much scrappage, precious metals and zuality cloths all 
his for the taking3 –issolution it was called3 I‘d never heard the word 
before3 Dape or murder, robbery too, I call it3 

Henry‘s inventory writing ruLans, his fat tellers, his greasy acT
countants with grasping claws and penning …ngers ’ they drained 
the valley‘s lifeblood, line by line, item by item3 Pogether they 
brought everything that had been our tradition, the world we knew, 
to an end3 Villed this place, bled it dry3 It was riches to rags for 
all common people3 Yenturies of good, that‘s if you forget for a 
moment the Black –eath that killed half the folkC centuries of good 
religion, good living, when everyone knew their place ’ it was all “ust 
taken away3

Gep, by the end of ‘45, Henry‘s men had destroyed Ottery3 It‘s 
treason to say so, but hear this ’ I BRAME HIM3 Rike some robT
bing Barbary pirate, Henry looted all our treasures and sacked our 
communities3 Rook around here on any market day these days, every 
head round this place is stooped in sadness, good people felled into 
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dire poverty, no religion to fall back on3 Everyone left heaving with 
resentmentC yes, all that and more. 

Other good people have left us, those landless, “obless, homeless 
sodsC gone to live with family or friends elsewhere, anyone who 
could have them3 Uhoever heard of refugees in our own valley 
beforeW 2ot me” Phereafter, after dissolving the church, dissoluT
tionTing it, if that‘s the word, there was no singing, no bell ringing, 
nothing ’ “ust a silent vacuum where once there‘d been life3 All 
the employment, all the processions, all the saints days, colourful 
festivals, all the lights, all the wealth, all the “obs ’ gone, for the Ving 
said he had need of it3 qHuh”7 

Phere‘s the thing3 I grew up thinking soldiers were to defend us.3 
Phat was before.

qHell”7 Phat soldier‘s seen me3 He‘s coming my way3 2o way 
out, nowhere to run3 Pime to look innocent3 Uhat does he wantW 
qRambkin, come closer, look who‘s coming37 

I stand awkwardly, raising myself slowly, not wanting to look tall, 
one hand half lifted in innocent greeting, the other still clutching 
Rambkin tight to my chest3 I try a goofy smile3 It doesn‘t seem to 
work, he draws his sword3 My heart is racing, my mouth drops open3

qIt‘s only me, Shepherd Bo, watching the …res.7 I plead3 I don‘t 
know whether he‘s listening or heard me and my voice sounds childT
like, pathetic3

He‘s right up close, too close, towering over me, smells of smoke 
and unwashed soldiering, wet sweat marks staining his grey shirt, 
black smears across his nose, his hairy cheeks and heavy brow3 A 
savage face with tired, black rimmed eyes3 He draws his sword drawn, 
raises it up, shoulder high3 Uith his other hand he‘s reaching out, for 
me. but grabs Rambkin round the neck and roughly pulls, snatches 
him from my grasp3 I don‘t resist, and he smirks as I stagger back 
and fall, my back against a grave3 Uill he leave me dead. it‘s a …tting 
placeW

He pauses, raises his sword above me3 My head drops, I don‘t 
breathe or dare move3 I sense him bending lower and then growling 
he whispers in my ear with a snigger and a Rondon accent, qPhanks 
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for supper, Bo,7 before turning, running with his now bleating 
priQe, chasing after his waiting mate up ahead to tell him of his 
unexpected bounty3 Phen they‘re gone, all the soldiers following the 
man on the horse, Rambkin too3 

Breathing deeply, relief washing over, I see the tail end of them 
gathering, to retreat in some kind of order, …nally disappearing 
round the corner into Katernoster Dow, heading north in the direcT
tion of Al…ngton and their base camp of two weeks near Honiton3 
Someone‘s begun tapping out a regular drumbeat as they fall in line3

I don‘t feel I need to hide any more and cautiously look on at the 
devastation around me3 I could see they were unpredictable, frightT
ened and frustrated men “ust waiting to take it out on us because of 
what had happened earlier in the day3 Phis morning they‘d followed 
the river, skirting Ottery, only to …nd their progress to relieve Exeter 
blocked3 Phey knew it was us, the common people of –evon rising 
against them, that‘d done it3 Phey were spot on, of course we did 
it” Adding to their sense of frustration, they‘d failed to engage any 
meaningful enemy forceC “ust small skirmishes had occurred here 
and there, was all I‘d heard, but nothing decisive3 Phe Dising was 
still a growing threat for them3 Phey‘ve gone for now, but like lice, 
they‘ll be back3 Our adversaries won‘t ever leave us in peace3 Phe 
Ving, sorry, –ooky Somerset, won‘t allow it3

Apart from the roars and hisses of still burning straw and timber, 
there‘s nothing but the occasional wail from women on the warm 
breeQe3 –arkness is beginning to fall3 On July nights like this, the 
reality of darkness comes slowly, night steals upon you as the day 
keeps hanging on, like a lover, reluctant to leave its beloved3 

More loss to bear, and apart from life itself, what is still left for 
usW Sometimes I think futility and hopelessness are as deadly an 
enemy as soldiers3 Only those away from the front line can have the 
luxury of dreaming of victory3 Make no mistake, Ottery and our 
neighbouring settlements are on the front line in this war, and being 
here means noTone knows which way all this will turn out3

I turn my gaQe away from the smouldering ruins to spy the houses 
of the wealthy3 !nsurprisingly they‘ve been left untouched3 Po be 
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sure, this was an attack on us commoners, ordinary folk3 Phe powT
erful punishing the powerless, seeking to cause us fear and dread ’ 
not hard to do3 Rife‘s become all about us and them when once we 
rubbed shoulders and kind of got along most of the time3 

I‘ve recently learned it‘s the time to shut up, the time for nonTconT
versations, a time for silence, when having only underground private 
thoughts is safe3 It stands to reason3 Phe use of open words, careless 
talk, simply paves the way to more su'ering and death3 And I mean 
really su'ering, injicted by the experts in pain, those practiced and 
ezuipped in their dark art and their Pudor masters, their paymastersC 
those who until only a couple of years ago happily used boiling to 
death as a means of execution3 Yruel times demand careful use of 
words3

I‘m not sentimental about sheep3 Rife‘s too hard for that3 RamT
bkin was going to one pot or another3 Better Rambkin taken than 
me3 I‘ll need to go foraging now all the lambs are gone3 2ot my 
favourite, but peas, beans and roots boiled up will have to do3 2ow 
Dussell‘s troops have all gone for the night, there‘ll be no more 
action, unless. unless they lay waste to Al…ngton on their way back3 
Al…ngton folks, like Ottery folks sent men to the …ght3 Phey too 
could face a …ring, or worse3 I need to get home and so you know, 
I‘m an Al…ngton lad, that village is, and always has been, my …rst 
home3

I‘m telling you this as I get up from my grassy graveyard eyrie 
and carefully begin my walk home, keeping a watchful eye out for 
stray soldiers3 Ad“acent to the dark church, I pass the derelict stone 
buildings of the ruined Yollege and make my way past the empty 
Uarden‘s House3 It looks like an abandoned builders yard, stones 
everywhere3 Stones that people help themselves too” I‘ll tell you 
more presently3 

I‘m taking the back way home, safest down beside the Diver 
Otter, avoids meeting those soldiers again who‘ll be on the road3 
I‘m thinking they‘ll be tired, scared, wanting to take the zuickest 
route back to their HO3 Phis way‘s usually a slow, muddy overgrown 
track, though dry now as it‘s midTsummer3 Phe path runs north and 
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west of Ottery, beside riverside apple orchards and …elds, straight 
back to our cottage on the north western edge of Al…ngton, maybe 
not …fteen minutes away3 

A sudden panic, a sense of dread stops me in my tracks3 Uill  Mum 
be OV, will our home be spared, will.W I must move on and faster3 
Dunning, I dodge low branches in the increasing gloom and curse 
whenever one I miss smites me across my face3 A pair of owls make 
early calls to each other with their tuTwhit tuTwoos sing song, which 
feels all out of place, as if nature is out of step with realityC wise owls 
should know and respect this time of human su'ering3 2oTone is 
sure of things any moreC some are saying even the earth is no longer 
the centre of the universe but the sun is3 I feel all is now disorder3

I mentioned the stones by the church earlier3 Gou might think 
with shepherding at an end I‘d be a begging vagrant tooC some might 
say I‘m one of the luckier ones3 I get work sometimes at John HayT
don‘s Yadhay Manor3 For those who don‘t know Ottery, Yadhay‘s 
one of the three underTmanors3 Uith the dissolution in ‘45 Somerset 
took the main Ottery Manor, the one by the church with all the land3 
How comeW’ a “ust man might ask3 I can‘t answer3 

Get so far as I know, Somerset‘s never been there, let alone lived 
there3 He‘s got his own …ne place in Rondon from what I hear3 Uord 
is, he demolished the church of St Mary, in the Strand, to build his 
own stately pile ’ a …ne, top dog, city mansion no less3 I‘m surprised 
he stopped at that3 I imagine it‘s probably a palace in all but name” 
I heard in the ale house, some poor Rondon labouring lads like me 
were paid to carry the stones from St Kaul‘s Yathedral to build it, 
yeah” I believe it3 Somerset also took the cathedral wainscotting from 
St Kaul‘s I hearC so when you hear that kind of detail, well, it‘s got 
to be true, hasn‘t itW Same‘s happened here, gentry help themselves, 
think they‘re entitled, though a few stones have gone into other 
houses, one along the Didgeway. Henry and all his thieves, I hate 
the lot of them3

Uhat I‘m telling you is ’ this is what they euphemistically call the 
reforming dissolution, but it‘s probably not the message you hear 
from the powers that be3 Gou know what I mean, the system that 
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lets the rich tell the story and take their pickings3 It all means –ooky 
Somerset and his friends can all live like kings3 

It8s commonly held that the First –uke of Somerset and ?od 
knows where else, is truly the Ving of England in all but name. 
that‘s the gospel truth, that‘s the reality, I‘ve made it clear already, 
but I‘m telling you again in case the penny hasn‘t dropped3 Royal 
sub“ects, and you might be one, don‘t like to believe these thing are 
true, now do theyW Phink about it3 I‘d swear to it on the Kope and 
Blessed Nirgin‘s name.

Rike I say, think about it3 Uhat can that small eleven year old kid 
Ving Edward, two years younger than me, know about ruling, know 
about anything for that matterW 2ought” Phe world is really run by 
Somerset and his men3

Somerset might be Rord of the Manor but he doesn‘t show his 
face round here3 He‘s always been an absentee landlord3 For all I 
know he‘s happy “ust taking Ottery‘s money3 His stooge Rord DusT
sell‘s his man of the moment, sent down here from Rondon to knock 
us in the west into shape3 Veep the peasant buggers down.

As I was saying, well beginning to explain, Ottery Manor is the 
main manor, but Yadhay, Vnightstone and Holcombe are the unT
derTmanors3 Phese three places all have their own gentry in charge, 
but for me, Yadhay‘s been the place for me to make some money3 

I have to confess I‘m ashamed of what I do, though proper conT
fession to a priest is hard to make these daysC but I only do exactly 
what John Haydon tells me3 Ges, I …lch those very stones from the 
church‘s old college buildings ’ stones from its library, cloisters, 
chapter house, any good building stones I can chip o' and make 
away with, anything I can take from the many buildings that have 
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been forced to close3 Phere‘s so much there, I think I‘ll be busy for 
years. maybe.

All I do is take and clean the stones, and with ?eo'‘s help I take 
them all with him in his cart to Yadhay3 Phere we unload them for 
the stonemason to use3 Uhilst we all struggle and get poorer by the 
day, he and the gentry get richer3 John Haydon wants those stones 
to build himself a …ne new Yadhay Manor House3 Oh, I get paid by 
the cart load, works out three pence a week3 Kerhaps he and Somerset 
share plansW I wouldn‘t know, but he has to get his lofty ideas from 
somewhere3 I like the Bible story, the one Jesus told of the rich man 
who builds ever bigger barns. you know the one, where the rich 
man gets his comeuppance3 It‘s become one of my favourites3 I think 
there‘s a “udgement and we reap whatever we sow3

I‘ve done a few trips now and the money‘s enough for me and 
Mum3 ?uy, the steward who runs Yadhay house for John Haydon 
says, his Master, being a lawyer, has been much used by Henry to 
carry out the dissolution orders and then by Somerset to continue 
closing priories and religious houses all over –evon3 Ue all know 
that man Haydon‘s done well out of it, like his fellow criminal 
Somerset3 2oTone locally dares cross him, he‘s untouchable, he get 
…rst pickings from the spoils left by the king3 Rike, he‘s the local 
governor round here3 Uhat I mean is, he‘s the king‘s man on the 
spot, and well, he‘s Somerset‘s man isn‘t heW First he had Henry‘s 
ear, now he has Edward‘s3 Phat‘s how it is3 Phe rich get richer, and 
me, I “ust move stones3

Uhat choice do I have to do any di'erentW Phere‘s no other “ob3 
I don‘t like what I do3 Every cartload is a hollow reward3 Uith every 
stone taken o' site, it‘s like taking the soul from the church3 All 
the choristers, clergy, trainee priests, chantry intercessors, sacristan, 
vergers, bell ringers, cooks, candlemakers, librarian, clerks, maybe 
forty or more people, I never counted, all gone too3 Uhen will it 
stopW Uhat‘ll be left of Bishop ?randisson‘s gift to this placeW Uill 
the …ne old church building itself be next in line for the chopW Uho 
knowsW It‘s already a shadow of what it was and there‘s noTone 
caring for it3
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Huh” Phat reminds me, in the vacant space since the position 
of Uarden was dissolved, the church has been left neglected, the 
income it once had all gone3 !nder the Ving‘s say so, Haydon‘s 
been made one of four soTcalled ?overnors to run what‘s left of the 
church3 Phat‘s a laugh3 Already townsfolk are taking a case to court 
for his ab“ect neglect in his duties as ?overnor3 My guess is, he‘d be 
zuite happy to get the very best remaining stones from the church 
building itself and create an even bigger, grander Yadhay Manor3 
But what do I knowW Ue‘ll have to wait and see3 Maybe he‘ll keep 
the church for his own …ne memorial chapelW 2oTone says mass for 
souls or lights candles any more3 So who knows what will happenW 
Uho knowsW

Al…ngton” 2early there, best be careful, make a slow approach3 
Phere‘s a noise, a murmuring on the night breeQe3 Phe soldiers must 
have stopped up as they were passing by3 Some disturbance is under 
way3 It‘s in the air, the sounds of night are all wrong3 Al…ngton‘s 
under attack3 –e…nitely time to lie low3 I‘ve already had one scare too 
many3 I can‘t be invisible much as I wish it, for there‘s still a hint of 
light in the clear summer night sky3 Phe moon and stars are already 
providing more light to see by for mischiefTmaking in the shadows3 
As I get nearer I hear yells, shouts and screams and crouch down3 I 
think it‘s over to my right hand side on the east side of the village, 
nearest to the through road from Ottery to Honiton3 

I‘m imagine Dussell‘s soldiers moving from cottage to cottage in 
Al…ngton, beating, abusing, thieving. Phese are my neighbours, 
my friends3 I hear more cries3 Phese heart rending yells continue. 
How longW I want to stop my ears but can‘t.

After a while, “ust as in Ottery earlier, there‘s a worrying silence 
followed by a sudden …ring of houses, maybe “ust those nearest the 
road3 Rooks like several homes have been …red3 Maybe Mum is safe3 
She always listens out and hopefully she heard what was coming 
and escaped toward the river, hiding amongst the oaks and holly 
trees along its steep bank3 Phe isolation of our tiny cottage on the 
outskirts might save her and our home3
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Another half an hour has passed and I‘m think the soldiers have 
had their sport and are moving o' again toward their camp3 Phey 
haven‘t stopped long3 It‘s time for me to begin approaching home3 
On the one hand the advantage is all mine, these paths, these hedges, 
these trees are all my playground and I know all the hiding places 
and how to best disappear3 But on the other hand even that o'ers 
little comfort, tonight every dark corner feels hostile and I am easily 
afraid3 I‘m reminded of once, when I was naughty as a small child, I 
ran out into the night, hid outside the house to escape a beating3 Phe 
same anguished feeling of fear lies there in the pit of my stomach3

So I pause and watch our tiny cottage from afar tucked in low by 
the Uarren Field hedge before creeping slowly toward the wooden 
front door3 I‘m casting glances in every direction, and nowhere feels 
safe3 I‘m right upon her before I make her out, she‘s totally still and 
silent3 I spot her before she hears or sees me3 2ow I see she‘s sitting 
all hunched up under the apple tree, looking scared, her face …xed 
upon our tiny home3 Startled at my …nal approach, she soon realises 
who it is and moves zuickly to seiQe and embrace me in pulsating 
emotion, jowing tears and gasping sobs3 

qBoW Gou‘re alive,7 she murmurs, qalive3 My Bo.7 and holds my 
face tenderly in her rough hands3

qBut Rambkin‘s gone and we won‘t be getting him back. –on‘t 
suppose the soldiers came up as far as hereW.7

q2o, I heard them the other end of the village, I watched from the 
orchard3 Someone called those dogs o', I heard them, they‘re rightly 
worried about rebels3 For soldiers, they sounded very frightened, 
worried about obstacles in the road, getting ambushed at night3 
Phey‘ve gone, I‘m certain of it, but I fear some of our neighbours 
have fared badly. come on, let‘s go and see what we can do. but be 
careful and mind what you say.7

Arm in arm slowly and silently we wander up the dirt track toT
ward our nearest neighbours and then on to the houses nearest the 
road3 Once more I smell bitter smoke, it stings my eyes and hear the 
crackle of embers3 I spot Jack, my best friend, sitting on the ground 
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opposite what was once his home3 He half smiles in greeting and 
shrugs in despair3 

qBo” It can be rebuilt3 It would be worse if it had happened in 
winter,7 he adds, always the one to see a brighter side, but zuite 
unable to hide the streaks tears had made on his ash stained cheeks3 
He waves his arm toward the side of the track, unable to speak3 Pwo 
men lie there, in dark pools of blood, all too visible in the gloom3 I 
can “ust make them out, two good men, Joseph and Uilliam, friends3 
Both worked the same …elds all their lives often side by side together, 
Joseph the whistler and Uilliam the singer, now dying together3 I 
picture them both in happier times.3

qYome and stay with us tonight,7 I o'er3 qBring Mary and your 
Mum and –ad,7 I tell Jack3 He nods and gets up, heading out down 
the lane to …nd them3

qPhere‘s bread and pottage,7 Mum calls after3 
He turns and adds, qPhe soldiers killed any man who looked 

useful, anyone they thought might be a rebel soldier3 Phey knew 
we‘d helped in the rising3 It was to be expected I suppose3 Someone 
must have spilled the beans though, betrayed us, grassed us up. 
Ue‘re on the leadingTedge here3 Everywhere west of where we are is 
held by those defending the way we choose to do things3 Have you 
heard how passionately those Yornishmen are in defending their 
traditionsW I hear they‘ve come with Arundell leading them, and 
have already reached Exeter to reinforce our –evon men3 Phey‘ve 
marched nonTstop east for days to get here3 Rike us, they‘ve had 
enough of being told how they must worship ?od and what lanT
guage to use3 Mind you half the time I can‘t tell what them Yornish 
are saying, but why shouldn‘t they do things the way they always 
have, the way they understand things3 If it was alright in Henry‘s 
day, it ‘s still alright now by my reckoning, but don‘t tell anyone I 
say so.7 Phen he‘s gone3

qMum, however this turns out, we‘ve got to …nd a way for those 
in power to remember that we the commoners carry the cause of 
truth3 Phere must be a way we can burn our own bright lights on 
dark nights, to show we rule our streets not them3 Phey try to snu' 



PARES FDOM –EEKESP –ADVESP –ENO2 6"4

us out like candles3 Yan‘t we light and hold a new jame and send 
them packingW 

Pomorrow, I‘m going to take Jack with me with any other lads I 
can …nd3 Ue‘ll walk over to the rallying point in Feniton to “oin the 
…ght3 Phe word is, that‘s where the Dising will take its stand3 After 
what I‘ve seen I know it‘s time to stand and …ght for all we hold dear3

One day, when things settle, when the Dising‘s done and the 
soldiers have all gone, when the history writers have made up their 
own story of what happened for everyone to believeC then us lads will 
meet again in the Ottery Ale Houses and we‘ll …nd a way to show 
the truth of it all, you wait” Ue‘ll roll a jaming barrel37

qBo” Gou and your big ideas”7 



Gareth and Devon’s 
Green Men

J.E. Hall

‘Indeed I have not seen them roused like this for many an age. 
We Ents do not like being roused; and we never are roused unless it is 

clear to us that our trees and our lives are in great danger.’
Tolkien, The Hobbit

“‘I speak through the oak’, says the Green Man,
‘I speak through the oak’, says he.”

William Anderson, The Green Man

Gareth Fencer was an only child. Tall, thin and angular he had the 
habit of tilting his head and leaving it at unusual angles. He would 
get in the way, lean across a doorway or lie on the poor, but Gareth 
felt he had every right to the sPace, his Piece of earth. 

MeoPle used to say to his mu‘, YBour ?eanPole, is he alright’- 
mu‘ would glance at hi‘ with a wistful air, then hux, turn and 
ignore the‘. Gareth had a ‘ind of his own and was usually so PreA
occuPied with getting his own thoughts straight it never bothered 
hi‘ what other PeoPle thought. ?eing siL foot tall he was often 



TESRO FDKm VRRMROT VEDNROT VR2K8 6kW

‘istajen for being ‘uch older. zhat he saw as the trivial concerns 
of others si‘Ply washed over hi‘, :ust lije one ‘ore ‘oorland 
shower. He was qne in his own world.

The two lived on Vart‘oor where fri……y haired, redAhead mu‘, 
ho‘eAschooled hi‘. Oince his Parent-s divorce, mu‘ had rented 
the bacj of an ancient stone cottage fro‘ the Giles-s, an elderly 
couPle who noisily occuPied the larger Part of the house. The Giles-s 
overca‘e ‘utual deafness by forever shouting at intervalsI regularly 
three ti‘es daily for a Pot of tea to be ‘ade and inter‘ittently to 
en!uire after the whereabouts of lost ite‘s. They had no concePt of 
noise. Gareth heard not only the push of their toilet but also every 
banging shut of the toilet door on entry and eLit. He could tell you, 
with a s‘ile, if you were to asj, the nu‘ber of ti‘es their toilet 
was visited each day together with any other nu‘ber of other ranA
do‘ facts, lije7 which T2 Progra‘‘es they watched and on what 
days. YHow can anyone drinj so ‘uch tea or lose so ‘any things’- 
asjed Gareth. mu‘ glanced understandingly in his direction before 
giving a YHarru‘Ph- and carrying on with whatever chore she was 
busying herself with.

E large Part of ho‘e schooling involved learning to looj and 
listen. His mu‘ Placed great store by the art of noticing things. 
–ronically, she didn-t notice that Gareth was dixerent to other boys 
of eleven. Ohe Put everything down to his gifts of character and indiA
viduality, !ualities she greatly Pri…ed. –n Particular she was i‘Pressed 
by the way he qLed his ga…e and his acute Powers of observation. –t 
led he to call hi‘ Y‘y sPecial-, but didn-t ‘uch lije it when other 
PeoPle did. 

Knce, when he was :ust qve years old and they were two ‘iles 
out into a su‘‘er-s day walj, she-d sat hi‘ down, stilled hi‘ and 
told hi‘ to listen qrst for the shrill call, then watch the ascending 
sjy larj. –t could be heard ‘iLing its ‘elodious notes with trills and 
bu……es. Yzait, Gareth, jeeP very still, follow its rising ever higher in 
the sjy. Rventually it will fall and land. SoojJ- Otill, down on the 
Pointy green ‘oor grasses and sharP heathers.
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Ten ‘inutes later and Gareth had led his mu‘ and found the 
hidden grassy nest with four Perfect, greyAwhite sPotted eggs. YOee 
the signs,- was one of mu‘-s catch Phrases. He was always hearing 
her say it. –f he ever went to school one day he-d fancy it as his school 
‘otto.

There was no broadband nearby and Gareth-s education greatly 
dePended uPon a well thu‘bed Pile of teLt boojs in Rnglish and 
mathe‘atics sitting on the faded, blue brushed velvet window seat, 
which served as his Place for tuition at the start of each weejday. 
mu‘ always sat on the poor, legs crossed lije a guru. The only othA
er educational resource was a s‘all Pine boojcase holding mu‘-s 
collection of novels 9 0ane Ryre, Terry Mratchett, 0N Dowling, so‘e 
thirty eight novels in various shaPes, colours and si…es. –n the absence 
of a T2, the boojcase was Gareth-s go to Place. However, whatever 
the weather, ‘ost of his learning tooj Place later in the day. mu‘-s 
enthusias‘ for teaching indoors invariably ran out by ‘idA‘orning 
and she-d, YHear the call of the wild.- Ohe loved nature and the great 
outdoors. 

Gareth sat neLt to his mu‘ as she drove. Ohe called the 5'WC, 
zolseley 5UCC, ;her classic car-, Part of the divorce settle‘ent, but 
to Gareth-s eye there was very little dixerence between its dented 
grey qnish and the Giles-s centuries old corrugated iron fra‘ed 
co‘Post heaP ProPPed uP by old car tyres. YHand built-, was how 
mu‘ Proudly described the oil thirsty engine. 8onetheless Gareth 
lijed the fa‘iliar s‘ell of the tattered old red leather seats ‘iLed 
with the real engine fu‘es that so‘ehow found their way to the 
front Passenger seat. He would run his qnger over the grainy wood 
dashboard wondering where the tree that ‘ade it had once lived. 
How could he qnd out’ Oo‘e things are not for learning.

Today it was a Ywherever it tajes our fancy- day, which Gareth 
jnew usually this ‘eant tajing a few ‘inutes to drive down the 
steeP sided narrow Vevon lanes to get to ziddeco‘be. –t was 
the nearest settle‘ent of any si…e and it had a ProPer school. He 
jnew mu‘ carefully avoided school ti‘es. Ohe had long since 
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tired of argu‘ents with other mu‘s as to why Gareth was being 
ho‘eAschooled. 

E swerve left, a s!ueaj of brajes, a growl and shush of tyres on 
gravel and the zolseley ca‘e to a stoP in the s!uare right outside 
the old stone built, last for ever, ziddeco‘be church. mu‘ yanjed 
the ratcheted handbraje uP high and hard.

YThis isn-t where – fancied,- retorted Gareth, his head leaning on 
his left shoulder away fro‘ his mu‘-s scanning eyes. Ohe briepy 
considered whether this was a hint of PreAteen rebellion before disA
‘issing the notion.

YEll clear,- she said, Ynow co‘e onJ- 
Gareth-s head lolled over to the right shoulder and then bacj and 

stoPPed in a vertical Position. He got out slowly and waited beside 
the car, noticing stea‘ rising fro‘ the last of the da‘P on the old 
car-s bonnet. maybe the sa‘e was haPPening fro‘ his ears, only he 
couldn-t see the‘. Qan anger cause heat and stea‘, he ‘used. 8o 
conclusion was reached and he tooj a deeP breath and cal‘ed hi‘A
self. There was so‘e creajing as hidden Parts inside cooled showing 
that the car was alive after all.

YSooj, it-s :ust a few yards,- his mu‘ said gesturing toward the 
church door. Y–t-s cool. Set-s call it a history lesson.-

Y–-d rather have Playti‘eJ-
–gnoring his Protests, mu‘ led the way, Gareth was once again 

lost in his own thoughts. –f he was asjed he-d have said, Y–-‘ thinjing 
about the ‘iracle of water turning to vaPour on the zolseley-s 
bonnet. That-s science. zill all the water in the world eventually 
turn to vaPour’- Then, before he jnew it, they were inside. 8ot their 
qrst visit, but the qrst of the weej. The Place was e‘Pty.

mu‘ went down near the front to looj inside a side chaPel where 
there was a ‘etre high ‘odel of 3ncle To‘ Qobley, his fa‘ous 
horse and a Party of other characters. He-d seen it a hundred ti‘es. 
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Ohe was haPPy :ust having what she called Yhead sPace.- meditaA
tion wasn-t on ‘ost school curricula, but mu‘-s ?uddhist leanings 
‘ade certain it was also on his. He left her to it.

zith his mu‘-s attention occuPied elsewhere, Gareth carefully 
laid hi‘self down on his bacj on the cold pagstone poor, strangely 
enough on toP of a worn out ‘e‘orial stone to so‘e long dead 
Vevonian. He found hi‘self lying eastAwest lije one ‘ore body 
awaiting resurrection. He beca‘e very still. This ‘ust be lije what 
it is to be dead, he thought. Sying in the centre of the nave he 
ga…ed uPward at the distant ceiling high above. –t was a dixerent 
PersPective and it intrigued hi‘. YHow ‘any PeoPle get to do this’- 
He said outAloud. Then he realised that aPart fro‘ his ‘editating 
mu‘ he was absolutely on his own.

Knly he wasn-t alone. Es if loojing down into the hull of so‘e 
large wooden boat, he saw right at the botto‘, a green ‘an-s face 
loojing bacj straight at hi‘. mouth oPen wide he loojed about to 
vo‘it through his white teeth fra‘ed by his gaudily Painted red liPs. 

Yzhy do they always looj that’- he wondered. Y8oAone goes 
round with a face lije that, not even Kdd ?ill, the Post‘an.- He ‘et 
the green ‘an-s ga…e with an en!uiring stare, seeing a face which 
he recjoned to be fro…en in ti‘e. He began wondering what it was 
lije to hold the sa‘e eLPression consistently for around siL hundred 
years. Y8ow that-s a very long ti‘e not to even twitch or s‘ile.-

E glance sideways and he noticed his mu‘ had ‘oved across to 
the central aisle and Parjed herself in a Pew. He could see the bacj 
of her head. Ohe wasn-t going to turn round. Her ar‘ reached down 
at her side to taje a booj out of her Plastic shoPPing bag to read. 
Otrange how fro‘ down here the orange of the bag and her hair 
see‘ed to blend as one. He ‘ust asj her whether she chose the bag 
to ‘atch her hair.

mu‘ was lije that, she left hi‘ alone with his thoughts, which 
suited hi‘. He shu4ed his head on the cold poor, !uicjly qnding, 
his eyes drawn bacj, as if drawn by so‘e invisible ‘agnetic force, to 
return again to the vo‘iting face of the green ‘an. zas that a winj, 
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a shudder or :ust a tricj of the light’ Qan-t be sure, the face is, after 
all, a huge height above.

His ‘ind wandered. Oo‘e oneti‘e ‘edieval crafts‘an had careA
fully carved the roof boss fro‘ hard oaj. –t ‘ust have tajen hi‘ 
ages, ‘uch longer than it tooj hi‘self to ‘aje his ‘odel boat and 
unlije hi‘self he-d ‘ade good :ob of it. ?ut, after all that exort 
why had he fastened it so high uP on the ceiling so that ‘ost PeoA
Ple would never notice his worj’ –t could only be because either 
it wasn-t good enough, well it was a bit crude but not that badJ 
or, it wasn-t !uite josher, didn-t qt, was a bit on the edge7 Vo 
trees co‘‘unicate’ Oo‘eone was saying they did. zas the wood in 
mu‘-s car related to the wood in the green ‘an’ maybe they ca‘e 
fro‘ the sa‘e wood. zouldn-t that7 He laughed at all the wood 
and woulds before he could co‘Plete his thought.

Gareth i‘agined the ‘edieval crafts‘an with his iron chisel and 
wooden ‘allet, bent over his bench taP taPPing away until the 
rough hewn ti‘ber beca‘e a living face. Kuestions, !uestions 9 
where did he get the idea of that face fro‘’ zas it lije so‘eone 
he jnew’ zhy surround the face with green foliage growing out 
of the corners of his ‘outh, his nostril, eyes and ears’  zhy go to 
all that trouble when it-s so hard to carve those curves’ Kaj was an 
unforgiving brute, so hard, and it sPlintered and sPlit so easily. zas 
this art, the green fra‘e for the face’ End whose face was it anyway, 
the carvers, the local Sord-s, God-s’ YH‘‘,- he said outAloud.

He beca‘e convinced the green ‘an was watching hi‘ with his 
wide oPen eyes. Oo‘ething to do with God’ zhat else in a church’ 
The face was held in sPace, lije the ‘oon, between earth and heaven. 
There were other bosses with old weird sy‘bols 9 on a nearby boss 
three rabbits or hares were chasing furiously in a circle nose to tail. 
E race was on, but as he loojed carefully he counted only three ears 
between the‘ yet they ran with every aPPearance of having two 
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ears each. 2ery clever, a nice carving of living things. YDesPect,- he 
‘uttered.

Ryes bacj on the green ‘an. YBou-re not the only one,- he said 
raising his right ar‘ to Point at hi‘, carefully lining uP his right 
indeL qnger as he did so. He-d heard so‘ewhere there were over 
seventy churches in Vevon each with their own green ‘an in wood 
or stone. Oo‘e churches even had several faces, so that ‘ade an ar‘y, 
‘aybe a hundred strong. They were all relations, brothers in a cause. 
8o green wo‘en he-d heard of, so an ar‘y, they had to be about 
‘en-s worj.

The poor was cold and he could feel a da‘P coolness Penetrating 
his !uilted :acjet. He wriggled and shooj hi‘self, but he wasn-t yet 
for ‘oving. He was on to so‘ething, lije following a sjylarj.

Oo‘e years bacj he-d :oined the local Ocouts, qrst as a Qub, :ust 
recently as a full Ocout. –t ‘eant a unifor‘, signing uP to a cause, 
belonging. He i‘agined the green ‘en to be the sa‘e, they-d signed 
uP to a cause, or rather their creators hadJ their unifor‘ was their 
green foliage, so ‘uch a Part of the‘ it lived on and grew out 
of the‘. ?ut their badges of green ‘arjed the‘ out as no ‘ere 
ordinary ‘en, but a trooP, a band of ‘ilitants. MerhaPs their oPen 
‘ouths ‘eant they were singing’ zas it an anthe‘’ 8o, surely not 
with such an oPen gabbing no7 here was a gobbing ‘outh. 

The face felt inco‘Plete without seeing the sPewing. The sjilful 
woodcarver had suggested, but o‘itted to carve and Paint the invisA
ible strea‘ of vo‘it. YThat was cleverJ- 

The face is intended to be ‘ysterious, deeP and darj, he thought. 
zhat ‘ight this ar‘y of green faces be saying’ YFoe or friend’;

Qan-t thinj there-s anything very Qhristian about the‘. They-re 
no dePiction of God in heaven – jnow of. Maintings show God as an 
old bearded ‘an sitting on a throne in :udge‘ent or being nice with 
a benevolently s‘iling face. This green ‘an is no God – jnow.
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Yzho is he’ E foot soldier for so‘e other cause’ E ‘essenger’ 
zhat does he ‘ean’- 

These ancient churches are their ho‘es, Places of Per‘anence 
in a world of changeJ hallowed, sacred, eternal sPaces where ‘any 
‘ysteries are held together. MerhaPs so‘ething very old is i‘agined 
here’ Ourely this green ‘an is a ‘o‘entary eLPression of ‘uch 
older ancient ideas and beliefs. –t-s lije he-s sneajed in behind the 
bacj of the vicar and found a high and dusty niche in which to hide, 
lije the bats in the roof. 

He-s got to be a ‘an linjed with nature, with really old beliefs 
that were once ‘ore widely heldJ The face above see‘ed to s‘ile 
jnowingly.

E noise, feet scraPing on stone poor. -Bou alright there, Gareth’- 
his mu‘ asjed, now standing right neLt to hi‘. –-‘ going to looj 
at the 8ational Trust eLhibition neLt door, YQo‘ing’-

Y8o.-
YMlease yourself then.-
Y–-‘ qne. –-ll stay here, won-t be long. The roof-s really interestA

ing.-

YKN,- she said, not convinced, her retreating footstePs Pattering 
ever ‘ore !uietly in the direction of the south Porch door.

mu‘ was good lije that, never de‘anded too ‘uch. zhere was 
he’

His eyes returned to the …one, focussing on the distant face above, 
trying to harness his thoughts. 

E green ‘an, ancient, Part of a wider ‘ove‘ent, ‘ade fro‘ 
natural things with a green headdress. His mu‘ had told hi‘ in 
YHistory- about Otonehenge, about the stone circles on the moor 
and also of the 0acj in the Green festivals. zhere did the green ‘en 
qt in’ They were old, really, really old too.
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Then, as it so‘eti‘es did, his ‘ind tooj a sideways turn. There 
had been a Picture of a lad called YOon of Owa‘Py- on the village 
shoP news stand. zhilst his mu‘ had bought the weej-s shoPPing 
he-d stood there waiting for her and read all about it. They were 
being called green ‘en, and the Vad, YOwa‘Py- was Passing down 
his green credentials to his teen son Dory. E continuity then 9 old 
nature beliefs, green ‘en Past and green ‘en Present7

E Pain near his shoulder blade. His long and bony bacj was beA
ginning to feel ‘ore unco‘fortable, yet he was fully alert, vibrantly 
alive and deter‘ined to follow his train of thought to its conclusion. 
He was so very close to the earthJ were the dead within reach’ Knly 
:ust above, on solid ground, this was nature too. Foliage above, soil 
below. 

Those two Owa‘Pys were jnown for getting into the trees and 
then under the earth lije green ‘oles on a ‘ission. They-d tried and 
failed ti‘e and again to ste‘ the pow of concrete roads and ‘etal 
railways. These guys had Plenty to say about hu‘an i‘Pact uPon 
nature. zere these the ‘odern ProPhets, today-s green ‘en giving 
voice to a long tradition of Protest’

Gareth thought of his mu‘ and the way she had Persuaded the 
Giles-s to let her grow things in Part of their garden. Oo‘eti‘es 
he-d helP her, turning over the darj earth before Planting things. 
They PrePared seed Potatoes together. First they had to let the‘ chit 
before Planting out in sPring, then ‘ound uP the earth over the‘ 
later to encourage the tubers and jeeP away the light, before qnally 
digging the‘ out at harvest in su‘‘er. 8ature, all around, tajen for 
granted, inti‘ately bound uP with food to eat. zhat you ate ‘ade 
you vo‘it.

Y2o‘itJ The green ‘an-s overAriding urge is to vo‘itJ Oo‘ething 
he-s tajen in, doing hi‘ har‘. He-s vo‘iting in Protest.- 
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He-s as rebellious a sPirit as a ‘odern green Protester, he and his 
hundred friends are a siren-s warning voice. That looj on his face, 
that-s a caPtivating, haunting, accusatory looj.

–t was ti‘e to get uP. 
Y– jnow what – have to do,- he said. He stood, tooj a Pace toward 

the door and Paused. 
Es he tilted his head over his left shoulder, then bacj to the right, 

there was an al‘ighty crash. The green ‘an boss hit the poor and 
shattered, sending sPlinters pying.

That green ‘an-s delivered his ‘essage, his ‘essage is sent, his 
tasj now done, thought Gareth Fencer. –t was for ‘e.

He went to qnd his mu‘, leaving the church feeling taller than 
ever, conscious he was a changed young ‘an, a green ‘an, with a 
green ‘essage to deliver, and a cause to qght.



Hidden Things
Paul Harrison

In a graveyard in the West of England squats a low pile of sandstone 
blocks. For centuries it has withstood the wet westerlies that deDne 
the Aevon weather. m si?ple ?e?orial placed by ?en whose na?es 
have been lost. What purpose drove the? to toil for daysP -ulled 
the? fro? their Delds and their cattleP What event were they ?arkj
ingP Was it to honour a great ?an or to celebrate a Ooyous eventP

Cr was it the oppositeP Sould it have been fearP Cr even sha?eP 
Were they hoping to atone for so?e dark deedP ,o?e foulN heinous 
cri?e.

Was it their own salvation that ?oved the?P Cr were they atj
te?pting to pass on a warning fro? their forbearsN to those that 
would follow.

mround this ?e?orial stretch rows of headstones. Each ?arking 
the re?ains of a body with perhaps a few words to su? up a life. 
Tearby stands the ?ongrel church j Tor?an bonesN ?edieval stone 
and neojclassical additions j that serves this ha?letN Ty?et zraceyN 
and its surroundings. Tow a ?ere cluster of buildingsN Ty?et 
zracey once tee?ed with life before a cleansing Dre raBed it to the 
ground. Was it a signP zhe population ?ay have thought so as they 
?oved to the newly for?ed village of Low.
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,o this pile of roughjhewn stones sits watching the weather and 
the years pass. It watches over a graveyard that continues to carry out 
its own purpose of transporting re?ains and reputations across the 
agesN because so?e deeds of ?en do deserve to be re?e?bered.

Lut there are also other things ?en do that seek to be forgotten.

zhe s?all Menault Vangoo sped through the early evening transj
porting its own cargo3 several crates of old booksN an overhead proj
Oector with assorted electricsN and a tense at?osphere. It ?ade its way 
along the m7‘‘ passing a signpost ?arked Copplestone. Lehind the 
steering wheel a young ?an focused on the road ahead.

xTearly at the ne’t turnNH said an older wo?an sitting ne’t to hi?. 
,he spoke Oust loudly enough to overco?e the noise of the engine 
and the radioN trying her best to sound positive.

zhe young ?an gruntedN eyes D’ed on the road.
zhey continued on into the village. xWhich turningPH
,he glanced at her phoneN xzhis one. So?ing up now. zhen 

about three ?iles ?ore.H
!e kept his focus straight ahead. zhe radio continued to play 

quietly as if trying not to upset anyone. m few ?inutes later the tune 
changed.

xCohN ,i?ple KindsGH said the wo?anN reaching over and turning 
up the volu?e.

xTot ?y eraN reallyNH said the driver.
xCh co?e on. zhis is a classic. ,urely your generation has heard 

it.H
zhe wo?an was older by at least twenty years. ,he wore si?ple 

Oeans but ?atched with a s?art light green shirt. !er auburn hair 
hung loose al?ost down to her shoulders e’posing a hint of her neck 
above the collar. !er ?akeup was prag?atic rather than dressy. ,he 
started singing xDon't, don't, don’t you forget about me.H

zhe driver scowled.
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xRookNH she sighedN xweYre nearly there. …ou can do your thing. 
zake as long as you want. I wonHt ?indN honest.H

!e studied the horiBon. xIf thereYs any light left.H
xzhereHll be plenty.H ,he studied hi? for a ?inute. xmle’N IH? sorry 

j again j for staying late.H
mle’ hu?phjed.
xIHve told you how i?portant it is for ?y work.H
!e still didnHt speak.
,he paused. xmle’PH
xI knowNH he conceded.
xmnd IY? sorry for how we got all ?i’edjup with you oJering ?e 

this lift  1H
xI donYt know how that happenedNH e’clai?ed mle’.
x... and yet you still kindly helped ?e.H
!e locked his Oaw.
xmle’.H she said softlyN xI donHt know what I would have done if IHd 

?issed the se?inar.H
mle’Hs face softened. !e let out a deep breath.
xzhatHs CV. I sHpose.H he saidN then addedN xAr. Sha?bers.H
,he watched hi? for a few ?inutes. !e also wore Oeans but these 

were dark greyN very tatty and held up with a silver studded belt. !is 
top by contrast was a s?art j and e’pensivejlooking j beige and dark 
blue 0ack Wills Oacket. !is face was pale and ?ade paler by his friBBy 
ginger curls.

x,oNH she saidN xtell ?e about this relic youYre afterPH
xWellN itYs described as a ?e?orial.H
xCkay 1PH
xIt ?ight be connected with one of the de zracey fa?ily.H !e 

looked like he was wrestling with a thought so she stayed quiet. xzhe 
de zracey fa?ilyN actually Willia?N was involved in the ?urder of 
zho?as Lecket in 88‘Q.H

xTow youYre talkingN and 1H
xzhe place where weHre goingN Ty?et zraceyN is na?ed after 

the?.H
xmnd there ?ight be so?ething related to the ?urderPH
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xWellN locals say the church was built as a penanceN so there ?ight 
be a reference to Willia?N or at least ?aybe the fa?ily.H

,he pondered this. x,o what infor?ation do you havePH
xTot ?uchNH he ad?itted.
x…ou ?ust have somethingN thoughPH
xItHs fro? the E’eter Sathedral Ribrary.H 
,he stayed quiet again to draw hi? out. !e continuedN xItHs an old 

photocopy fro? about twentyjDve years ago that I found stuJed in 
a book.H

xLookPH
xmn old catalogue.H
x,ounds interestingGH
!e glanced sideways at her and answered her sarcas? with silence.
x,orry. I am interested. …ou know I only do clay tablets. ms for 

actual paperP1 WellN thatYs too ?odern for the likes of ?e.H
!e s?irked. ,he s?iled in return as they both rela’ed a little.
xmle’N you can call ?e 0ean you know. I havenHt been your lecturer 

for over a year now.H

zhe su??er wind whispered through the trees around the 
church. mll was quiet as the ?inutes slipped by Oust as years and 
decades had doneN unobserved and unwatched by a living soul. zhe 
church was also ignored by the occupants of a car as it wound its 
way through the lanes fro? Low. It skidded to a halt on the gravel 
ne’t to a dishevelled white van opposite a s?all row of cottages that 
cosied up to the church gate.

zhe passengers held each other close for a long ?o?ent before a 
young wo?an e’ited. ,he had long dark hair and she was dressed 
in a s?art business skirt and halfjunbuttoned che?ise. ,he pulled 
oJ a strapless bra fro? underneath and threw it back through the 
passenger door hobbling in heels towards the gate. 

xSo?e onG 5uicklyGH she whispered loudly.



!IAAET z!IT', 66

,he followed a path that approached the church before turning 
south between the graves.

m young ?an also got outN re?oved his tieN and followed her 
across the road through the gate. !e wore his hair short and was 
dressed in the re?nants of a s?art suitN shirt now hanging out of his 
trousers. !e saw her waiting for hi? under a large tree to his right 
which overhung a nu?ber of the graves.

xmre you surePH 
,he stood ne’t to a stone wall looking up at the last of the afterj

noonYs blue sky. zhe rising ?oon s?iled down at her and she s?iled 
at hi? as he approached.

xWhy herePH he asked.
xLecause.H
xLecause whatPH
x0ust because 1H
xLut isnYt it all a bit 1PH !er lips prevented hi? fro? Dnishing the 

question and their bodies entwined. zhen he stopped.
x!ang on a second.H
xWhatPH
xzhis is all very nice and everything but 1H
xLut whatPH she stroked his Oaw with a red nailed Dnger. x…ou donYt 

want toPH
xWell of course. !aving bought you dinnerN IH? up for so?e 

dessert 1H he grinned.
xChN you tease1H zhey kissed again.
xLut..PH
xLut whatPH
!is brow furrowed. xLut why herePH
xWhatYs wrong with herePH
!e didnYt have an answer.
x…ou never done it in a graveyard beforePH
xSanHt say I have.H
x'raveyards freak you outPH
xWellN not freak e’actly.H
xWellN I love graveyards.H
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x,oN u? 1 I was told.H
,he started kissing hi? again. xmnd I love this one. I ?eanN I really 

love this one.H
xLut what was wrong with ?y placeP Cr yoursPH
xzoo stuJyNH she ?anaged between busy lips.
xWhatPH
x!???. zoo uptight. Lut here I can breatheN I feel like I can let 

go.H
xChN CV.H !e wasnYt sure where this was going.
xI feel uninhibited. To secrets. 0ust co?plete and utter 1.H
,he placed her hands around his face and s?othered hi? again.
xWellN if dessert and disinhibition are on the ?enuN then I have to 

say1NH he paused.
xWhatPH
xmll eveningN IHve been wanting to get ?y hands on your 1H he 

looked down at her chestN x... nipjnips.H
xKy whatPH she shrieked.
x…our nipjnips.H
,he screa?ed with laughter. !e tried shushing her and looked 

around hoping no one had heard but said nothing ?ore and Ooined 
her giggles. xI donYt know where that ca?e fro?N but I like it. mnd I 
also like them.H

!e reached out with his hands. ,he didnYt resist and they were 
kissing again.

xAo you get it nowPH she asked.
xI think IY? about toN yes.H
xTo. not thatNH she looked about. xzhis placePH
!e thought for a second.
xI think I do. ItYs weirdN but IY? beginning to like it. ItHs doing 

things to ?e.H 
xChN good.H
xmnd ?aking ?e want to do things to youNH then kissed her again. 

xmnd your Tip nipsGH



!IAAET z!IT', 8Q8

,oon they were on the ground lost in each other. Every so often 
the ?an would look up to see if they were being overheard but soon 
he no longer cared.

zhey were fortunate that Ty?et zracey was a tiny ha?let with 
few inhabitants and fewer visitors. RuckyN tooN that no belljringing 
practice was happening this evening. Even the little cottages ne’t to 
the gate stood dark and e?pty. mnd as for the residents at the far 
endP WellN they were gathered around the screen in the village pub 
watching the football.

When their own ga?e was over they held each other on the grassN 
under the tree by the wall. zhey lay there for a ti?e and shared the 
inevitable sweet nothings and sighs as they counted the early evening 
stars. EventuallyN they ?ade their way back to their car laughing 
together as he chased her. xTipjnipsNH he calledN xTipjnipsGH zhey 
e?braced one last ti?e before speeding oJ into the night.

zhe graveyard once again cloaked itself in its fa?iliar stillness. zhe 
clock on the towerN still illu?inated by the dying glow of the setting 
sunN showed the hour hand creeping further towards the nine.

m head popped up over the wall.
xItHs CVN theyYve gone.H
0ean looked down at mle’ who held his hand over his ?outhN face 

red and eyes da?p. zhey looked at each other and s?irked.
xMy whatP 0ean ?i?icked.
‘My nip-nips!H mle’ replied. zhey broke down in Dts of laughter. 

xCh. Ky. 'od. Aid he really say thatP zhat was sooo e?barrassing 
1H

xI suppose you would think thatNH she s?iledN brushing her top 
down. xmctuallyN I thought it was quite sweet.H

xTo it wasnYtGH he countered.
xCf course it wasGH
xWho even talks like thatPH
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0ean looked hi? in the eye. !e couldnYt face herN his cheeks red.
xTipjnipsGH she teasedN grinning.
xToNH he laughed. HI canYt unhear that.H
xTipjnipsGH she said again.
xTo. -lease. ,top itNH he couldnYt control his giggles. xAo people 

really say thatP 1H
x-eople say lots of things.H ,he s?iled again and studied hi? for a 

second. xI envy youN in a way.H
xEhPH
x…ouHre so 1 young.H ,he was going to speak again but held her 

tongue. zhen she hopped over the wall landing in the circle of 
Uattened grass by the tree.

xRights going. zhis ?e?orial. WhatHre we looking forPH
mle’ Ooined herN glad to talk about so?ething elseN and headed 

back to the west end of the church. zhe halfj?oon hung behind it 
in the darkening blue sky. !e reached into his rucksack and took out 
a dogjeared notebook.

xTo ideaN really. zhereYs no details but there is a clue to its location. 
zhereHs supposed to be a grotesque so?ewhere that points to it.H

xm whatPH
xm grotesque.H
x…ou ?ean a gargoylePH
mle’ looked at her and answered quite deliberatelyN xItHs not a 

water spout. ,o no. mbsolutelyN deDnitely not a gargoyle.H
!e looked up at the tower in front of the?. mny brickj or 

stonejwork that had an ounce of character had been rendered over. 
mt the top a bare Uagpole and a weathervane pointed the way to 
heaven. mle’ retrieved a s?all slip of paper fro? his notebook.

0ean wandered over to hi?. xIs this what youHve got to go onP 
What you ?entioned in the vanPH

x…esN so?e infor?ation fro? a researcherYs notebook. It ?entions 
a ?e?orial restoration fro? the late eighteenth century. Cr rather 
a photocopy 1 H

,he took it fro? hi? and peered at it. xIt looks like a scribble to 
?e.H
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x!ereN let ?eNH he took it back then repeated the words he had 
painstakingly deciphered.

xReaders Letter MT 1899 Volume XV speaks of deTracey memor-
ial, St Barts, Nymet Tracey. Grotesque of William deT. South fifteen 
paces. Repairs. 12s. Originally 14C. Churchwarden Accounts 1792. 
Okehampton. Strange occurrences.H

x,trange occurrencesP What does that ?eanPH
xTo idea. Lut I like the sound of it.H
xKzPH she asked again.
xKiscellaneous zract. 2olu?e Dfteen.H
xWhatHs thatN another bookPH
xWell yesN they were popular reading Oournals in 2ictorian ti?es.H
x!ave you read the originalPH
xTo. AoesnYt see? like any copies survived.H
x,oN hang on1H she took a slow breath. x1 you have a twentyjDve 

year old photocopy. mn actual photocopy fro? a photocopier ?aj
chinePH

!e nodded.
xCf so?eoneYs scribbled notes 1 fro? whenPH she pro?pted.
x867Qjish.H
xFro? the 867QsPH
x…es.H
xFro? so?eoneHs notebookPH
x…es.H
xWith details about so?e sort of restoration.H
x…es.H
xzhat they had read about in this 89Q year old 2ictorian 0ournal 

1H
xCnly thirty years old when they read itN ?indNH he interrupted.
x5uite. Lut this 0ournal. zhis also cannot be foundPH
xms I said 1.H
x... but ?entioned so?e church accounts 1H
xIn a letter fro? a reader 1H
HCVN whatever. mnd these accountsPH
xLurnt in a DreN I think.H
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xCf course they are. Lut ?entioned a restoration to a ?e?orial in 
this graveyardPH

x…eah.H
xm ?e?orial that no one has been able to conDr? the e’istence of 

1H
xSorrect.H
x... sincePH
mle’ waved the paper. xzhis guy reckons fourteenth centuryNH he 

added as if it was all obvious. x-retty straightjforwardN really.H
,he stared at hi?N ?outh openN then askedN xLut1 whyPH
!e thought for a secondN xItYs a ?ystery. I like ?ysteries.H
xIHll  say.  -referably  ?ysteries  in  the  ?iddle  of  nowhere  in 

'odjforsaken places like this.H
mle’ leaned into her. xLut donYt you get itPH 
x'et whatPH
xRook. ,o?ehowN so?ewayN this s?all clue survived 1 whatP zwo 

hundred and thirty yearsP It bounced around between old accountsN 
unknown researchers and lost books and now here it is. Every place 
or person it passed through has now vanished. ItHs like this ?e?ory 
is clinging on for lifeN Ar Sha?bers. I canYt ignore it.H

0ean had no answer. mll she could do was watch hi? wander oJ 
towards the church building itself. !e walked east to the chancel and 
the older part of the church which was constructed fro? ?edieval 
stone. zhere was a porch which e’tended out about si’ feet. m sunj
dial was placed into the stone above the entrance. mle’ disappeared 
into the shadows. m few seconds later he popped his head out and 
waved her overN x!ere he is. zhis is hi?.H

,he found hi? pointing up at a craggy worn lu?p of stone e?j
bedded into the wall above an old wooden door to the church. 

x!ere we areG zhis could be Willia?.H
,he saw a crudelyjcarved face looking down at her in the gloo?. 

It could have been a trick of the lightN or the fact it was covered in 
lichenN but it greeted her with a distinct scowl. 

xSould bePH she asked.
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xWellN ?aybe.H !e waved his piece of paper in the air. xLut it gets 
a ?ention.H

mle’ studied the scribble againN rejreading it to try and ?ake sense 
of it. !e looked out along a path that curved to the left. m grassy 
bank faced the? upon which sat rows of headstones. zhey stretched 
all the way down past the tree to the far end Dlling the space between 
the wall on the left and the road.

xWhat do you reckonP ,ee anything that rese?bles a ?e?orialPH
xWhat does it look likeP mny infor?ationPH 0ean scanned the 

graves.
xAunnoN could be anything. ItHll be centuries old.H
x-robably worn away then. mll I can see is regular graves. What did 

it sayP Fifteen pacesPH
mle’ walked down the path counting under his breath and 

cli?bed the bank. ms he reached the top he tripped. xSarefulN 0ane. 
Kind the step up.H

0ean stopped behind hi?. xWhatPH
mle’ inspected the groundN xzripped on so?ething. Tot sure 

what.H
xToGH she de?anded. x…ou said Jane.H
xToN I didnYtNH mle’ blurtedN turning his back to her.
0ean let the pause linger then said cal?ly. x,oN what was the planPH
x-lanPH
x…es. With 0ane. …ou know. Jane. Ky daughter.H 0eanHs eyes narj

rowed.
xI 1 I donYt know what you ?ean.H
xWas it to spook herP Were you going to be the brave protector for 

herPH
xJ?N no 1 x he respondedN his irritation apparent.
xYStrange occurrencesYYN it said.H 0ean quotedN xWhat kind of strange 

occurrence were you planningPH
mle’ ?ade a real eJort to look like he was studying the headstones 

between hi?self and the tree. ,he stepped up the bank to Ooin hi?N 
where she too tu?bled. Without thinking he held out his ar? for 
her to hold. xKind your stepN thereHs so?ething there 1H
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xCohN ?y heroNH she said sarcastically. xIs that what you were inj
tending for 0anePH

mle’ hurried to let her goN his cheeks turning red. 0ean watched 
hi? take a few steps away. ,he then let out a long sigh.

xItYs CVN mle’. I know what young ?en are. I also know what 
theyHll do to engineer being alone with so?eone they like.H

x!ow did you know1PH his face was now burning.
x…ou thought her Jni e?ail was O dot cha?bersN didnHt youPH
!e re?ained quiet.
x,orry buddy. zhatHs ?e. I nabbed the j a long ti?e ago. ,heHs j 

dot I dot cha?bers.H
mle’ sighed and ?u?bled x,hitG I did wonder 1HH
x…ou could have Oust asked herN you know. Ao young people do 

that any ?orePH
!e ignored her and resu?ed studying the graves in the fading 

lightN but then spun round to face her.
x!ang on. If you knew I had the wrong e?ailN why did you reply 

and accept ?y oJer of a liftPH
xI 1 I donYt know.H It was 0eanHs turn to be Uustered. xIH? sorry. I 

really needed the lift.H
xWhatPH
x…es 1 u? 1 0aneYs father Oust walked out on ?eN and 1.H she froBeN 

her hand sprang to cover her ?outhN eyes wide. xToN no. I didnYt 
?ean to say that. To one is supposed to know. …ou werenYt supposed 
to know. Ch ?y 'odG Even 0ane doesnYt knowGH

!er co?posure collapsed and she gasped. zears welled up in her 
eyes.

,he turned away fro? hi?. !er shoulders shuddered brieUy and 
she fu?bled in her pocket for a tissue.

xI 1 IH? sorryN Ar Sha?bersNH mle’ ?anaged.
zhe silence stretched between the?. mfter dabbing her eyes and 

blowing into a few ?ore tissues 0ean was able to face hi? again. ,he 
gently rubbed his ar?. xWellN we all have 1 lives 1 I suppose.H

mle’ didnYt know what to say.
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xWhy did I say thatPH 0ean ?ur?uredN xIH? not nor?ally such a 
blab.H

xWellN that ?akes two of us.H
0ean let out a s?all chuckle and cleared her throat. xWellN if itYs any 

consolation I canYt see you two together. 0ane wouldnYt co?e within 
a ?ile of a graveyard at night.H

mle’ stared at her.
x,heHs like her ?otherNH she answered his unspoken question and 

glanced around at the stones in the last of the dusk.
mle’ noticed the disappearing light and gave her a slight s?ile. 

xChN IH? sorryN Ar Sha?bersN but I would like to e’plore so?e 
?ore.H

xI a? getting a little bit spooked nowN if IY? honest.H
mle’ s?iled. x…esN like ?otherN like daughter. Lut ?aybe a little 

longerP …ou knowN Kstrange occurrencesLPH.
x,urelyN itHs Oust so?e old grave1.H
,he was cut oJ by two sets of headlights approaching up the road. 

m Rand Mover ca?e to a halt on the gravelN followed i??ediately by 
a silver mlfa Mo?eo. zhe bea?s blinded their darkjadOusted eyes. 

mle’ whispered x5uickG !ideGH
xWhyPH
xI donYt know. m hunch.H
xItYs probably the people in the cottages 1H 0ean protested but saw 

Dgures walking unsteadily towards the church gate.
xFollow ?e.H mle’ headed towards the far end past the wall. 

!e ?otioned for the? to duck down behind two of the largest 
headstones then peered back toward the church. zhe light of the 
halfj?oon was enough to ?ake out two elderly gentle?en. Cne 
waddled along in a pair of ?uddy wellington boots while the other 
sported a large red beard.

mle’ risked a look over one of the stones. zhe two ?en ca?e to a 
halt at a fresh ?ound of dirt twenty feet away. ,adN rotting Uowers 
were piled on top. mle’Hs nose twitched at a sharp s?ell.

x0eeB. It stinks of weeNH whispered 0ean. xIs this where you would 
have brought 0aneP ,uch a ro?antic.H
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mle’ shushed herN x,o?ethingHs about to happen.H
x,o?ething strangeN perhapsPH

xzhanks for co?ing.H said the ?an with the boots.
x…ou said it had so?ething to do with 1H zhe ?an with the beard 

looked down at the ?oundN x... xer.H
Loots also looked down and spoke to the pile of dirt. xHere I a? 

againN ?y dear. mnd this ti?e I brought so?eone you know.H !e 
spoke to Leard. x'o onN say Kello.H

x…ouYre drunker than I thought.H
xzhat I a?. zhat I a?.H he swayed slightly then caught hi?self. 

HLut noN noN stay with ?e. zhereHs so?ething I thought you ?ight 
enOoy.H

Leard was silent.
xItYs okay on your own but ItYs better with two. ,o I thought of 

you as you were the Drst poor sod to ?arry xerH.
x0eeB.H
Loots D’ed his gaBe on the soil then spoke with ?ockjsole?nity. 

x,he was one of a kind. Cnce you ?et xer she ?ade sure you never 
forgot xer.H

Leard rolled his eyes and scoJed.
xTowN donYt be silly. I brought you xere to give her a proper 

sendjoJ.H
With his back to 0eanN Loots stood facing over the ?ound and 

s?irked at Leard. xSo?e onN ?an. 'et yer cock out.H
x…ou whatPH
xSo?e onG RetHs see it.H
Loots began attending to his Uies. Leard watched hi? for a few 

seconds and slowly reached down to his own trousers. 0ean strained 
for a clear view. ,he glanced at mle’ who had screwed up his face. 
Fro? her position he watched Loots take LeardHs ar? and pull hi? 
closer.
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xTot done this before xav youP zrust ?eN itYll be fun. MeadyPH 
asked Loots. xRetHs go.H

0ean wasnHt sure where to look. zhen as she was beginning to 
wonder what was happening she wrinkled her nose at the un?isj
takable whiJ of urine. ,tea? rose in the air between the?.

0ean nudged mle’N gesturing toward the ?en. Meluctantly he 
turned his headN although kept his ears covered.

xFeel betterPH said Loots.
Leard thought for a second then chuckled. 
xFeel relievedPH Loots asked again.
x…esNH replied Leard. m few seconds later he laughed out loudN x!aG 

'ood oneG Relieved!Y
zhen between sniggers added x,oN xow long you bin doing thisPH
xSouple ti?es last week and again two nights ago.H
Leard thought for a ?o?ent then laughed again. x,houldHve 

called ?e sooner.H
xFirst ca?e up the day after they put her in the xole. I thought it 

was griefN but so?ehow ended up shouting at her. AonHt know whyN 
Oust couldnYt help ?eHself. zhen I took a leak 1 and 1 wellN xere we 
are.H !e chuckled. xxereN watch thisGH Loots looked down at the pile 
of earth before hi?. xCiN you stupid tartG …ou interfering old cowGH 
he bellowed with laughter then turned to Leard. x…ou xave a go.H

Leard looked uncertain then added feeblyN xLitchGH
x'o on. 'ive it so?e.H
x…ou bitchGH he said ?ore loudly but nervously scanned the gravej

yard. 0ean pulled her head inN worried she had been spotted.
For the ne’t ten ?inutes the two old ?en sworeN cursed and 

blasphe?edN adding their invective to the heap of dirtN as if pushing 
what lay beneath even further into the ground. zhe tirade ended 
with Loots bent over coughing harshly.

x…ou sound bad.H Leard took a step closer and put an ar? on his 
shoulder to steady hi?. x…ou canYt drive ho?e in that state. IHll drop 
you oJ in the village.H

xLest ?ake it zhe AukeN then.H
xIn your statePH
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x…eahN xcos then you can drive ?e to drink.H
Leard laughed.
Loots hoiked up so?e phleg? and spat it on the grave. xWellN 

thatYs what she did. Arove ?e to drink.H 
xWellN if weHre talking about driving then she drove ?e to despairNH 

countered Leard.
zhey laughed again before Leard addedN xand then to wrack and 

ruin.H
Loots got his cough under control then blurted outN xWellN she 

drove ?e to ?urderGH !e snickered to hi?self. zhen went silent. 
x,hitG Why did I say thatPH

xzhe coroner said it was natural.H Leard studied hi? for a long 
?o?ent. xAinHt xePHH

Loots thought for a ?o?ent. xWellN between youN ?e and the 
gatepost. I xad a chat with hi?. I was actually thinking of bunging 
hi? a few quid to look the other way.H

x…eahPH
xLutN I didnYt have to. zurns out he knew her fro? the Motary 

Slub.H
When  they  had  both  stopped  laughingN  Loots  aJected  a 

wellj?annered accent xit wasnYt the best use of ?y ti?e to do a full 
battery of tests.H zhen dropped to a halfjwhisperN xmwful sha?e how 
her heart ?edication got ?i’ed up.H m drunken Dnger reached up 
and tapped his nose.

Leard grinned. xChN awful. IH? sure.H
zhey both stood there giggling for a long while.
Leard spoke ne’t. x…ou probably saved us an ordeal. If she was 

dyingN you knowN of so?ething nor?al IHd always thought the cow 
wouldHve ?ade a big dra?a out of it. …ou knowP KLook at me every-
body. I’m dying. Woe is me. It’s all about meL.H

zhey both shared a laugh before both spitting on the grave again.
xRordy ?eNH said Leard. xFeels good to get that out.H
Loots slapped hi? on the back.
xzold you itHd be worth itN dinHt IPH
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Loth ?en spent the ne’t few ?inutes staring down at the ?ound 
sharing the ?o?entN before Loots slu?ped to his knees coughing 
again. Leard walked over to hi? and dragged hi? back up.

x…ouYre ready for bedN I think.H
xCnly after a drink Drst.H
xSo?e on. Kight even have one ?eselfN nowH.
Leard steadied Loots and they ?ade their way down the path 

and through the gate. zhe dark church tower watched on as they 
cli?bed into the Rand Mover and sped oJ.

0ean and mle’ peeked out fro? the headstone and watched the 
rear lights disappear up the narrow road. m long ?o?ent passed 
before either thought to ?ove and when they did mle’ realised she 
had been gripping his forear? for quite so?e ti?e. !e Ou?ped up 
and 0eanN realisingN let go. zhey both stood there in the ?oonlightN 
the gentle breeBe barely ?aking a noise in the trees.

xzhis is beco?ing a bit of a habitN isnYt itPH 0ean whispered. xEavesj
dropping on other peopleYs secrets.H

mle’ sniJed the air. xI would have preferred it if theyYd kept that 
to the?selves.H

xzhat kind of stuJ freaks ?e out.H
xWhatN you ?ean 1H he pausedN half a s?irk on his lipsN xstrange 

occurrencesPH !e chuckledN but not unkindly.
xRookN I wasnYt feeling too good about those two. mnything could 

have happened.H
xChhN theyYre probably ?ore har? to the?selves 1H
!e was interrupted by a squeal fro? not too far away.
xWhat was thatPH 0ean reached out and found mle’Hs ar? again. 

!e didnYt reciprocate but didnYt shirk either.
mle’ peered into the dark. xWho knowsP Fo’ ?aybeP Cr a batPH 

!e s?iled then realised the twilight hid his e’pression.
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x,top itG I think IYve had enough of graveyards for the rest of ?y 
life.H

xIH? only Ooking. If you want to go then letYs go.H
x…esN please.H
0ean ?ade a beeline straight for the gate and waited for mle’. !e 

turned and studied the churchyard in the di? half ?oonN the clock 
face had vanished into shadow.

x,trange enough for youPH she asked.
xIHll say.H
xKust be the ?oon.H
x…es.H he repliedN  x... or 1NH !e pulled out his notebook and Uipped 

it openN before searching his pockets. xAid you see what I did with 
the paperPH

0ean shook her head.
xAa?nGH he ?uttered and ?arched back to the church.
x…ou surely canYt go looking for it now.H
xIH? sorryN Ar Sha?bers. I have to. IHll Oust retrace ?y steps. WonHt 

be long...H
!e dashed oJ into the dark leaving 0ean alone with the shadowy 

tower and the ?oon. !e returned a ?inute later holding the fragile 
piece of paper by his Dngertips. It was cru?pled. It was also soggy. 
0ean noticed the s?ell straight away.

xCur eulogy friends 1PH
xxFraid so.H !e tried to tease the Dbres apart but it broke into 

s?aller pieces. FrustratedN he dropped the re?nants at the foot of 
the stone wall by the gate. 0ean handed hi? a tissue.

xAid you ?ake a copyPH
mle’ re?ained silent.
xSan you re?e?ber what it saidPH
xI think so.H!e screwed his face up as he tried to recall. x,o?ething 

about the porch 1 twelve shillings 1  itHs all gone a bit vague.x mle’ 
looked back at the headstones and thought for a second. xItYs there 
so?ewhere. I know it.H

x-erhaps it was Oust a ?isre?e?bering or a story or  1H
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!e stared towards the rows of graves. xIf it did e’ist itYs doing 
everything possible to stay hidden.H

xml?ost like it doesnYt want to be foundNH she turned and studied 
his face. xmle’.H

!e continued staring at the church and let out a long sigh. xI donHt 
knowN Ar Sha?bers.H

x0ean.H
xWhatPH
xItYs 0ean. For 'odHs sake. San you call ?e 0eanN nowPH
!e thought for a second then faced her in the ?oonlight. xTo. I 

couldnYt. Feels weird.H Even with little light she knew he was blushj
ing.

x,oN are you done with graveyards nowPH
mle’Ys face broke into a large grin. xmbsolutelyN deDnitely not.H then 

added. xAr Sha?bers.H

zhe high ?oon kept watch over the neat rows of headstones of ,t. 
Lartholo?ewYs. zhe church continued to oJer a place of worship 
for the faithful and a quiet refuge for the lostN while the graveyard 
fulDlled its soleN unending purpose of transporting the re?ains and 
reputations of the dead across the centuries.

mnd if so?e stories went a?iss along the wayN then so be it.





A Frightful Mess
Paul Harrison

It has been a lifetime since I rost set fyyt in mv belydeL .iboaovp 
If theoe is yne ,lace that Lernes meu then this is sgoelv itp I feel 
as thygwh I hade s,ent mv xhyle eqistence heoeu anL xhen I am 
elsexheoeu I rnL mvself beinw iooesistiblv Loaxn ty this Wgiet xyolL 
xithin a xyolLp

Shen Jio 1yhnu 3Bth Caoynet yf the Dygntv yf kedynu tyyM me 
yn as a Mitchen byvu little LiL I Mnyx xhat xyglL axait mep .ittle LiL 
I Mnyx I xyglL becyme iooedycablv bygnL ty these fygo xalls anL 
theio byyMcases in xavs I am still nyt sgoe I fgllv gnLeostanLp

Hv seodice staoteL vygnw at the -ygse yn the Hyyop I xas LiliA
wentu anL I cynsiLeoeL mvself fyotgnate ty be blesseL xith a hgnweo 
fyo MnyxleLwe sy that bv mv miLAtxenties I haL oisen ty the eminent 
,ysitiyn yf Cgtleop Hv oelatiynshi, xith Jio 1yhn xas mgtgallv benA
ercialp I xas wyyL male cym,anv yn his hgntinw toi,s anL he oe,aiL 
that bv allyxinw me ty s,enL mv foee time amynwst the woeat xyoMs 
yf liteoatgoep ; ,assiynate oeaLeo himselfu he xyglL lyse himself ty 
fao axav ,laces all xhile sittinw in his fadygoite oeaLinw chaio si,,inw 
a cycMtailp -is eves miwht hade been yn the bleaM myyo bgt his minL 
xas xhy Mnex xheoep 

Jio 1yhn LiL myoe than mentyo mv lyde yf byyMsT he xas alsy a 
oyleAmyLelp ; man yf im,eccable myoalitvu he shyxeL me hyx a 
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wentleman cynLgcts himself ,oy,eolv at all timesu nyt ynlv in seodiceu 
bgt in lifep -eaden fyofenL that I shyglL edeo act im,oy,eolvp

Fqce,tu boieUvu yne Lavp Ehat fatefgl Lavp
Eheoe hade been manv yxneos yf the -ygse since Jio 1yhn's time 

bgt I symehyx seem ty be cynsiLeoeL a rqtgoep Kaoticglaolv yf the 
liboaovu xhich Iu infyomallv at leastu cynsiLeo mvself the cgstyLianu 
,eoha,s eden its ,oytectyop I xyglL allyx nythinw yo ny yne ty sgllv 
its ,eacefglness anL toanWgilitvp It is a sanctgaov yf Wgiet cyntem,laA
tiyn anL ty that enL I wy ty woeat lenwths ty ensgoe it is Me,t s,ytlessp

jnfyotgnatelvu this a,,oeciatiyn is nyt oeci,oycateL bv ytheosp 
EaMe the myst oecent yxneo fyo eqam,lep ;s if beinw an ;meoican 
xasn't baL enygwhu this yne ,yssesseL woeat xealthu eden cym,aoeL 
ty his cygntovmenu anL xas as lygL anL gncygth as vygzL eq,ectp 
In fact I beliede he bygwht the PlL -ygse xithygt eden Mnyxinw 
its lycatiynp I'm sgoe he xas deov Lisa,,yinteL ty Liscydeo it xas 
,eocheL yn the eLwe yf a baooen myyo fao ty the xest yf FnwlanLp 
Itzs faio ty sav I tyyM a myLicgm yf enGyvment foym this factp

-is ,oiLefgl iwnyoance miwht deov xell eq,lain his synp ; ,oecyA
ciygs g,staot xhy xyglL a,,eao ty hade inheoiteL all yf the myst 
ewoewiygs chaoacteoistics yf the fatheop Coashu aooywant anL that 
xyost sin yf xealthu entitlementp I haL thygwht he xas yf myoe 
haom ty himself than ytheosp jntilu that isu I encygnteoeL him in the 
.iboaovp

I xas ,atoyllinw the sygth xinw yne afteonyynu anL as I ,oyceeLeL 
alynw the hallxav ygtsiLe I ydeoheaoL the sygnL yf wiols wiwwlinwp I 
sei7eL the lynw boass hanLles anL ,gsheL the Lygble Lyyos y,enu 
symethinw I haL Lyne a thygsanL times befyoep 2yomallvu I xyglL 
lyyM fyoxaoL ty xalMinw inty an yasis yf calmp ; ,lace I haL cyme ty 
assyciate xith the rneo thinwsp ;nL eden rneo cym,anvp

Cefyoe me xas a siwht that assaglteL all yf mv sensibilitiesp Cyttles 
yf xine lav abanLyneL yn the cao,etsu theio cyntents eitheo cynA
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sgmeL yo syaMinw inty the yoiental ogws anL the ,ylisheL ,aoWgetp 
JmyMe yf a ,aoticglao sxeet eaothv aoyma UyateL in the aiop 

Cgt mv ,oeciygs byyMsu headen fyobiLu lav stoexn acoyss the 
oyymp ;s I styyL theoe anytheo yne Uex thoygwh the aio anL lanLeL 
xith a headv thgm,u its ,awes fyoceL y,en anL coeaseLp Ehe byyM 
lanLeL neqt ty a vygnwish man Mneelinw at an yccasiynal tablep -e 
helL a tyon ,awe oylleL g, inty a tgbep Pne enL he attem,teL ty hylL 
clyse ty a nystoil as he sxaveL bacM anL fyoth A ,oesgmablv gnLeo 
the inUgence yf the xine A the ytheo hydeoeL ydeo a line yf xhite 
,yxLeop Sith a shao, snyot the ,yxLeo Lisa,,eaoeLp -e blinMeL 
anL ogbbeL his nysep ; woin bewan ty blyssym acoyss his facep -e 
lyyMeL at a thgwwishu headv set cha, sittinw yn the cygchp Ehis xas 
the yxneo's synp Exy vygnw xymen sat eitheo siLeu byth attem,tinw 
ty Miss his necM anL eaos xhile theio hanLs oyameL acoyss his chest 
anL insiLe his shiotp I cyglL tell stoaiwht axav these xeoe Lernitelv 
nyt laLies yf wyyL stycMu anL nyt becagse thev xeoe claL ynlv in theio 
gnLeowaomentsp Ehev wiwwleL liMe teenaweosT ,eoha,s thev still xeoep 
Heanxhileu the ybGect yf theio attentiyn talMeL at hiwh s,eeL inty a 
mybile tele,hynep

…2yu bgLLvY kyn't miss the byat yn this yneY ? 9eah0 ?thatzs 
oiwhtY' he ,agseLp …‘yyLY ?thanM vyg mv foienLp I can wgaoantee 
this is syme seoiygs toi,le ; shit yn y8eo ? vyg xill not oewoet itp' 
; fat rnweo stabbeL the ,hyne ty enL the callp -e lyyMeL ydeo at his 
cylleawge xhy xas xi,inw his nysep

…Pyhu I lyde the smell yf slgLwe in the myoninwu' he snicMeoeLp …; 
fex myoe liMe that anL xe miwht wet ygt yf this vetp'

I styyL theoeu still gnnyticeLp ;nytheo byyM hit the ,ile yn the 
ogwp It came foym anytheo wentleman stanLinw at a wlass foynteL 
Lyyo yf a UyyoAtyAceilinw mahywanv byyMcasep ;ttioeL in a smaot 
shiot anL tieu he helL a laowe smyglLeoinw oeefeo in yne hanL that 
wade y8 the thicM headv smyMeu xhilst xith the ytheo he ,oyceeLeL 
ty ,icM anytheo item y8 the shelf A a beagtifgl 3:64s ,oint yf Dickens 
ny less A thenu maMinw a Leoiside oemaoM ty the amgsement yf his 
cylleawgesu sent it yn a lyy,inw toaGectyov tyxaoLs the hea, yn the 
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cao,etp I cynsiLeo mvself a tem,eoate fellyx oaoelv ,oyne ty a lyss yf 
cym,ysgoeu hyxedeou I haL seen enygwhp 

…Sellu I nedeoY Ehis is ygtoaweygsY' I coieLp …Shat aoe vyg Lyinw 
xith mv byyMs0 Shat aoe vyg Lyinw ty mv belydeL liboaov0'

Pne yf the wiols lyyMeL g, at mep Jhe shoieMeLp
Ehe man yn his Mnees sniwweoeLp …Phu ‘eoalLinep Jgch a oacMetp'
2y yne else oeacteL bgt the wiol snatcheL g, heo Loess ty cydeo 

heoself anL shoieMeL awainp Ehis time the ytheos fyllyxeL heo wa7ep
…-ylv f?u' saiL the man at the byyMcasep Ehe man Lyxn yn the 

ogw lyyMeL g, at meu eves wla7eL anL gnable ty fycgsu xhile the 
yxneo's syn was,eL anL shydeL his aLmioeos axavp

Ehe wiol xhy haL rost nyticeL me oaiseL heo hanLs ty heo faceu 
scoeameL awain anL bewan ty gtteo a xailinw nyisep Jhe then tgoneL 
anL oaceL fyo the Lyyoxav at the fao enLp -eo foienL scoabbleL 
fyo xhat clythes she cyglL saldawe anL LasheL afteo heop Ehe men 
xeoenzt tyy fao behinL anLu wlancinw ydeo theio shyglLeosu bylteL 
foym the oyym callinw ygt ty theio cym,aniynsp I LemanLeL afteo 
themp …SellY Shat in blge bla7es is wyinw yn0'

It xas ty ny adail anL mv dyice echyeL y8 the xalls anL byyMcasesp 
It xyglL a,,eao mv oe,gtatiyn haL wyne befyoe mep ;s wgaoLian A 
albeit selfAa,,yinteL A yf thisu mv belydeLu liboaovu I hade ty aLmit ty 
taMinw syme small ,leasgoe in thatp

I xas alyne ynce myoe feelinw Wgite shaMenp I haL nyt been sy 
fgoiygs in manv a lynw veaop PdeotgoneL tablesu s,illeL xine anL tyon 
,awes litteoeL the Uyyop EoeasgoeL byyMs scatteoeL liMe ogbbishp It 
xas a foiwhtfgl messp

I lyyM bacM at thyse Listant veaos xith Jio 1yhn xith xaomthp 
JaLlvu he xas taMen foym gs tyy eaolvp -is synu Jio OichaoLu xhile 
,yssessinw ,ytentialu syyn lyst his xav anL bewan ty haobygo Lesiwns 
abyde his statiyn anLu Wgite foanMlvu his abilitvp Hyst yf his time xas 
s,ent in .ynLyn attem,tinw ty ,gosge a ,ylitical caoeeop
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Ehe -ygse xas ny lynweo liMe it xas xith Jio 1yhnp JIo OichaoL 
mav hade inheoiteL the estate bgt haL cym,letelv faileL ty inheoit 
the boeeLinw attacheL ty his titleu eden if he LiL halfAheaoteLlv tov ty 
Mee, g, the a,,eaoancep

…Fnygwh yf this Loidelp I can yxn as manv byyMs as I neeLu' he 
xyglL sna, xhen I xyglL tovu yn thyse oaoe yccasiynsu ty ,yint ygt 
the dalge yf his liboaovp …Cgt I Lynzt hade ty oeaL a sinwle LamneL yne 
yf themY'

I xyglL cyncgo yf cygosep It xas nyt mv ,lace ty Lisawoeep It xas 
a toaweLv becagse his gtteo Lisinteoest in the xyolL yf liteoatgoe xasu 
in a xavu a cyntoibgtinw factyo ty his Lemisep

Shv anvyne xyglL leade behinL sgch a beagtifgl oesiLence is 
bevynL mep -e haL ny myoe inteoest in the ,oy,eotv than a myth 
Lyes in its LiscaoLeL cycyynp -yxedeou theoe xas alsy symethinw 
else he left behinLQ his xifep ; laLv yf foail bgilL bgt im,eccable 
chaoacteo anL an absylgte chaomp

Ehe Lavs yf .aLv -yxe xeoe manv veaos awyu yf cygosep In thyse 
Lavsu if the wentov haL ny wengine inteoest in liteoatgoe thev Mnex 
ty maMe an e8yot fyo a,,eaoances saMep Fden befyoe the ;meoicansu 
attem,tinw ty Uatteo the oich anL famygs xas Le oiwegop Jymetimes 
these attem,ts xeoe xyefgllv illAaLdiseLp Ryo eqam,leu theoe xas 
anytheo inciLent syme veaos ,oiyo ty the maoMet toaLeos?

I xas aleoteL yne edeninw bv a toemenLygs coash foym the liboaovp 
Pgo wgests xeoe a,,aoentlv symethinw in the mgsic bgsinessu stavA
inw ydeo enAoygte ty a ,eofyomance neaobvp I xas gnfamiliao xith 
theio ,aoticglao stvle yf mgsic beinw symexhat a fan yf Dygnt Casie 
mvself anL ,eoha,s eden syme Cennv ‘yyLmanp

I Uex g, foym the scglleovu woas,eL thyse familiao ,ylisheL hanA
Lles anL Ugnw the Lyyos xiLe y,enp Ey mv hyooyo the xinLyxs xeoe 
xiLe y,enp Pne cha, xith shyot haiou woimev tAshiot anL Geansu xas 
hgolinw byyMs ygt inty the niwhtp I xatcheL in sheeo Lisbelief as he 
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cygnteLu …nineteen ? txentv ? txentvAyne ppp' anL at each incoement 
he tysseL anytheo haoLAbacM thoygwh the y,eninw xith a smioMp 

-is foienLs ewweL him ynu syme haL staoteL cygntinw xith himu 
…txentvAnine ? thiotv ppu thiotvAyne ?'

9et anytheo cha,u xith lynw cgolv haiou stogwwleL LognMenlv g, 
foym his chaiop -e thoex his byttle yf xhisMv inty the seat behinL 
himu its cyntents s,illinw ygt inty the bogsheL leatheo yf the xinwA
bacMp

…Satch this VeithY' he slgooeLu xalMeL ydeo ty a small tableu ,icMeL 
it g, anL caooieL it ydeo ty the y,en xinLyxp -e then thoex it 
clgmsilv ygt inty the dyiL boeaMinw txy ,anes yf wlass in the ,oycessp 
‘yL fyobiLY I felt ,hvsicallv sicMp 

…‘yyL -eadensY' I xaileLu widinw dent ty mv ,ainp ;ll rde yf the 
men tgoneL ty lyyM at mep Ehev xeoe vygnw men in theio txenA
tiesu myst haL lynw haio anL mygstachesp Rlyxeov shiots anL UaoeL 
toygseos seemeL ty be the stvle yf the eoap ;ll yf them xeoe gnMem,t 
anL cyglL hade Lyne xith a disit ty a Lecent tailyop I haL been leL ty 
beliede thev xeoe a deov ,y,glao anL sgccessfgl mgsic ensemble anLu 
cynseWgentlvu eq,ecteL them ty be xell manneoeL as xyglL bert 
theio statgsp Cgt thisY Ehis xas gnfyowidableY Ehev xeoe Ggst LognMen 
ogIansp

I chaoweL tyxaoLs the xinLyx ty sty, anv myoe Lamawe beinw 
Lynep …Fnygwh yf thisY' I coieL ygtp Ehe vygnw man staoeL at me 
slacMAGaxeLu Loy,,inw a woeenAbygnL History of Thrace ty the Uyyop 
-e edentgallv watheoeL his senses anL bylteL fyo the Lyyop …I'm syoovu 
manY I'm syoovY' he shygteL ydeo his shyglLeo as he UeL the oyymu 
aoms oaiseL ,oytectinw his heaL as if adyiLinw a cli, oygnL the eaop

-is foienLs xeoenzt fao behinL himu Lashinw afteo him liMe eooant 
schyylchilLoenp

Ehe smell yf sxeet alcyhyl anL acoiL ciwaoettes hgnw in the aiop I 
cym,yseL mvself befyoe sgodevinw the Lamawep Eables g,enLeL anL 
thoyxn abygtu syLLen leatheou anL byyMs edeovxheoep ;nL the ogws 
I haL s,ent sy mgch time cleaninwu ogineL xith ciwaoette bgons anL 
shaoLs yf wlassp

Jgch a foiwhtfgl messY
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Sith the aooidal yf .aLv -yxe it became yne yf mv ,oimaov 
Lgties ty maintain anL tenL ty the liboaovp It xas Wgite a,,aoent that 
she anL heo hgsbanL xeoe mismatcheLp Jhe xasu fyo himu vet anytheo 
attem,t ty im,oyde his stanLinw in the xyolLp -e haL manaweL 
ty xyy heo xith his nyt incynsiLeoable chaomu xhile heo familv's 
fyotgnes xeoe yn the Leclinep .aLv -yxe Mnex xhat xas oeWgioeL 
yf heo anL LiL heo Lgtv xith the woace yf a toge Fnwlish .aLvp

;s I haL allgLeL ty eaolieou Jio OichaoL LiL nyt a,,oeciate the 
xyolL yf liteoatgoep -is xifeu yn the ytheo hanLu xas yf the entioeA
lv y,,ysite cyndictiynp Jhe cyglL thinM yf nythinw betteo than ty 
s,enL an entioe afteonyyn ,eogsinw the dast catalywge yf titles anL 
rllinw heo minL xithu as heo hgsbanL xyglL savu …nynsenseu faiov tales 
anL hywAxash'p ; myoe ,leasant coeatgoe I cyglL nyt meetp ; xyman 
yf sinwglao xit anL intelliwencep 

.yyMinw bacM yn thyse Listant Lavs I oecall ha,,ilv s,enLinw 
hygos cleaninwu oeaooanwinw anL ,oydiLinw foesh Uyxeos all ty cglA
tidate a sanctgaov yf Wgiet oeUectiynp It mav hade been fyo mvself at 
rost bgt nyx it xas alsy fyo .aLv -yxeu anL ydeo time xe settleL 
inty a oygtine yf txy yo thoee afteonyyns a xeeM Liscgssinw ygo latest 
oeaLinwp

I liMe ty thinM I ,oydiLeL an esca,eu a haobygo if vyg xillu fyo 
heo imawinatiyn ty taMe Uiwhtp Po at least the liboaov LiLp Rao be it 
fyo me ty ,oesgme it xas mv cym,anv she sygwhtu bgt I'm sgoe she 
antici,ateL ygo afteonyyns anL came ty lyde the liboaov as I LiLp 
Cehadiygo sgch as the afyoementiyneL mgsic ,eofyomeos' xyglL 
hade cagseL woiedygs anqietv ty .aLv -yxe if she haL still been 
aoygnLp

Jyme ,ey,leu liMe the mgsiciansu fail ty cym,oehenL xhat Lgtv 
toglv meansu yo the headv bgoLen it ,laces yn yne's syglp ;lthygwhu 
veaos befyoe that gwlv inciLent xe xeoe lgcMv ty hade wgests fyo 
xhym Lgtv xas a xav yf lifep
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Ehe -ygsezs ,ysitiyn yn the xilL myyo haL an attoactiyn xhichu 
in hinLsiwhtu xas ybdiygsp It ,oydiLeL an y,,yotgnitv fyo the toglv 
woeat anL wyyL ty steal a myment yf oes,ite axav foym theio ybliwA
atiynsp 9esu nybilitv itself eden LeiwneL ty disitu mgch ty the wlee yf 
the then yxneou an InLian shi,,inw mawnatep Cgt as mgch as the 
-ygse benertteL foym theio oaoireL cym,anvu I mgst cynfess that 
eden I oaiseL an eveboyx xhen thev tyy xeoe less than Liscoeetp I can 
ynlv sgomise that since the Lavs yf .aLv -yxe the xyolL haL taMen 
a tgon fyo the xyosep

It xas a late afteonyyn anL the sgn hgnw lyx castinw shaLyxs 
inty the dales anL clefts betxeen the tyosp I fygnL mvself neao the 
liboaov anL thygwht I xyglL Loy, in yn ygo wgests anL enWgioe if 
thev xyglL liMe a LoinMu ,eoha,s a win anL tynicu befyoe Linneop I 
stoylleL g, ty thyse familiao Lyyosu xhyllv eq,ectinw a scene yf Wgiet 
Liscygose yo ,eoha,s syme ,lavfgl amgsement ydeo an inteoestinw 
,gblicatiynp

Ehe Lyyos sxgnw y,en anL xhat LiL I see0 ;lasu mv cym,ysgoe 
almyst faileL mep Ehe liboaov xas in an gtteo state yf Listoessp Eables 
anL myoe yf mv ,oeciygs byyMs scatteoeL acoyss the cao,etp

Cgt the xyost yf it xas hiLLen foym diex bv a bli77aoL yf featheos 
hanwinw in the aiop Ehev rlleL the oyym anL cydeoeL edeovthinw in 
a xhite laveop Ehe tablesu the g,tgoneL chaiosu the ogwsp Fdeovthinwp 
InclgLinwu I nyx saxu a tall man A bgcM naMeL A xhy xas liteoallv 
the centoe yf the styomu fyo he helL the oemains yf a cgshiynu its 
seam tyon asgnLeou anL xas xadinw it bacM anL fyoth s,oeaLinw the 
cyntents hiwh abyde his heaLp Ehe Lis,eosal xasn't tytallv oanLymu 
hyxedeop Ehe maGyoitv fell ydeo a chaiseAlynwge in foynt yf himp

Roym gnLeoneath the ,ile yf Lyxn came a wiwwlep Ehoygwh the 
fyw yf featheos I LisceoneL the ,ale fyom yf a vygnw xymanu similaolv 
naMeLp
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In yne hanL she helL a cycMtail wlass A hylLinw myoe featheos 
than liWgiL A anL betxeen heo li,s she xas attem,tinw ty hanw yn 
ty a ciwaoettep Ehe cyntents yf the cgshiyn haL almyst cym,letelv 
cydeoeL heo foym heaL ty tyep Jhe wiwwleL sy haoL that the ,lgmawe 
shyyM foee foym heop

…JhhhY 2yY Jty, lagwhinwY' the man slgooeLu …-yx can I hiLe mv 
,oincess if vyg Lynzt sty, lagwhinw0' -e snicMeoeL liMe a lyynu cleaolv 
LognMp

I LisceoneL ny byttles gnLeo the mess bgt I LiL s,yt a blge 
O;R gnifyom LiscaoLeL syme Listance axavp Ehe vygnw xyman 
scoeecheL xith ,leasgoeu sheLLinw myoe featheos anL eq,ysinw UashA
es yf ,ale sMinp

I xas bevynL xyoLsp I feao I mgst hade ,oesenteL Wgite a siwhtu 
mygth mydinw bgt maMinw ny sygnLp Fdentgallvu the laLv nyticeL 
mep

…Phu KeteoY' she was,eLp
…Shatu mv lyde0 Hv little tgotle Lydep Hv ?' he nyticeL his ,aotA

neo's face anL tgoneL in mv Lioectiynp
…Cgt ?bgt ? bgt ?'u the hanLsyme man stammeoeLp
Ehe LoinM anL ciwaoette fell ynty the ogw as the laLv rnallv wade 

dent ty a scoeamp Ehis time nyt foym theio chilLish wame nyo foym 
eqcitementp

I staoeL at them fyocefgllvp ;s she Ggm,eL g, foym the chaio 
heo featheoeL attioe Loy,,eL ty the Uyyou oedealinw heo naMeLnessu I 
adeoteL mv wa7e bgt mv act yf Liscoetiyn LiL nyt ,oedent heo foym 
shoieMinw awainp Jhe ogmmaweL gnLeoneath the featheos neaobvu fyo 
xhat I can ynlv ,oesgme xyglL hade been syme cast y8 clythinwu 
bgt she fygnL nythinwp -eo cym,aniynu hyxedeou WgicMlv fygnL his 
shiot anLu in a shyx yf wallantovu xoa,,eL it abygt heop Ehev byth 
UeL the oyym leadinw a xhiolxinL yf xhite behinL themp

Ehis xyglL taMe syme time ty clean g,p Ehev haL left behinL an 
gtteolv foiwhtfgl messp
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9esu eden the nybilitv xeoe ca,able yf im,oy,oietvp Jgch iooedeoA
enceu sgch Lisoes,ect foym ,ey,le yne xyglL eq,ect shyglL Mnyx 
betteop

;s mentiyneLu yxneos came anL xent anL wgests yf all daoieties 
disiteL anL ,asseL thoygwhp Cgt I oemaineL steaLfast thoygwh all 
these chanwes anchyoeL bv mv Ledytiyn ty mv belydeL liboaov anL 
a reoce Lesioe ty Mee, it in ti,Aty, cynLitiyn at all timesp Fden if 
this meant cleaoinw g, the yccasiynal mess foym Lisoes,ectfgl wgestsp 
Jyme messesu hyxedeou  xeoe xyose than ytheosp

I mgst assgoe the Leao oeaLeo that I am a man yf myoal intewoitvp 
I stoide ty g,hylL the hiwhest stanLaoLs yf behadiygo anL feel I lideL 
g, ty Jio 1yhn's eqam,le fyo manv a veaop Fqce,tu yf cygoseu yn that 
,oediygslv mentiyneL fatefgl Lavp

In the Lavs yf .aLv -yxe A befyoe the banMeosu befyoe the mgsiA
cians anL eden befyoe the featheos A theoe yccgooeL an eaolieo edent 
that casts the lynwest shaLyxp ; myment I can nedeo fyowetp InLeeL 
it cynsgmes mv thygwhts ty this deov Lavp

I xas boinwinw a win anL tynic ty the liboaovp It xas .aLv -yxe's 
cgstym ty call fyo an afteonyyn oefoeshmentu at xhich ,yint she 
miwht indite me ty stavp I haLu as gsgalu assiwneL the sta8 ty ytheo 
Lgties sy xe xyglL nyt be ListgobeLp

Pn this yccasiynu she seemeL oatheo LeGecteL anL in an gneqA
,ecteL cynrLence saiL she haL oeceideL syme oatheo gnfyotgnate 
nexsp Jio OichaoL haL fygnL it haoL ty maintain his ,oyrtabilitv A 
you as I inteo,oeteL itu his lifestvle A Lge ty the ecynymic ,oyblems 
that haL oi,,leL ygt yf ;meoica syme veaos ,oiyop Ehe bglM yf his 
assets sWganLeoeLu he haL fallen yn haoL timesp DynseWgentlvu Jio 
OichaoL haL LeciLeL ty sell the -ygse anL thev xyglL be oelycatinw 
ty .ynLynp

Shilst I xas myst ,eotgobeL at the nexsu ,aoticglaolv cynceoninw 
the gnceotaintv yf mv yxn tengoeu I attem,teL ty cynsyle .aLv 
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-yxe bv ,yintinw ygt that the ca,ital xyglL wide heo abgnLant 
y,,yotgnitv ty minwle xith liMe minLsp

Jhe Loex clyse anL xhis,eoeL …Cgt it Ggst xynzt be the samep'
I haL nedeo styyL sy clyseu inLeeLu I cannyt oecall gs edeo shaoinw a 

,hvsical tygchu bgt nyx I xas clyse enygwh ty see heo eves myistenp 
Ryo the rost time I cagwht a wlim,se yf the syftness anL dglneoabilitv 
Me,t in checM behinL that Lgtifgl oesylde I haL cyme ty aLmioep ;s 
she s,yMe she gnxittinwlv ,laceL a ,alm yn mv chestp

Sithygt thinMinw I oeacheL fyo heo rnweosp Fdeovthinw sty,,eLp I 
cagwht the Lelicate aoyma yf heo ,eofgmep I xas clyse enygwh ty feel 
the Ugsh yn heo cheeMsp Jhe wentlv oetgoneL mv sWgee7ep Pgo eves 
lycMeLp

; xhis,eo esca,eL wentlv gnLeo mv boeathu …Hv belydeL'p
Ehe myment cyglL hade enLgoeL fyo secynLs yo mingtesu I canA

nyt be ceotainp Se xeoe LoawweL bacM ty the xyolL aoygnL gs bv the 
sygnL yf the Lygble Lyyos slamminw y,enp

…kidyoce mav be acce,table fyo that fyyl yf a Vinwu' Jio OichaoL 
bellyxeLu …bgt it xill nedeo ha,,en ty meY DatheoineY ‘et axav foym 
that man nyxY'

…Phu OichaoLp 2yY' xas all .aLv -yxe cyglL was,p -eo cov xas 
,aineL in a xav that tyoe at mv syglp

Ehe bacM yf Jio OichaoLzs hanL stogcM .aLv -yxe haoL acoyss the 
cheeMp Jhe shoieMeL anL cylla,seL inty a neaobv chaiop

…;s fyo vygu vyg scygnLoelu' he wlaoeL at mep …I let vyg inty mv 
hyme anL this is hyx vyg oe,av me0'

-e aLdanceL tyxaoLs mep I styyL mv woygnLu veaos yf silent cynA
tem,t rnallv rnLinw eq,oessiynp Ehen I nyticeL the Seblev seodice 
oedyldeo woi,,eL in his rstp I tyyM a ste, bacMp -e cyntingeL ty clyse 
the Listancep

…Ryowide meu Jio OichaoLp Ehis is nyt hyx it a,,eaosp Ehe .aLv is 
Wgite g,set at the nexs yf ?'

…Lgietu vygY'
Ehe wgn oyaoeLp Ehe sygnL yf the shyt LeafeneL mep I LgcMeL 

in syme fgtile attem,t ty adyiL the bglletu bgt faileLu anL I coasheL 
ty the Uyyop Jtogwwlinw ty cym,oehenL mv ,oeLicamentu I lyyMeL 
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Lyxn at a woyxinw oeL stain gnLeo mv oiwht aom,itp I toieL ty mydep 
;wynvp I feaoeL mv enL xas imminentQ ty xalM ydeo anL rnish me 
y8 xyglL taMe meoe secynLsp I thoex mvself at the meocv yf ‘yLp

Hv ,oeyccg,atiyn xith mv enL xas inteoog,teL bv a ,ieocinw 
scoeamp I fyoceL mvself ty y,en mv eves anL xatcheL hel,lesslv as 
Jio OichaoL stogcM his xife oe,eateLlv xith the woi, yf his oedyldeop 
Rinallvu xhen she xas oeLgceL ty a teooireLu sybbinw ball at his feetu 
he cycMeL the hammeop Sith a vell he ,glleL the toiwweop

Jhe xent silentp
Jymethinw xelleL g, in me foym a ,lace I LiLnzt Mnyx eqisteLp I 

stogwwleL ty mv feetu intense roe bgoninw in mv oibsp I lyyMeL ,ast itp 
Hv xygnLu xhile blyyLvu a,,eaoeL xyose than it actgallv xas A the 
bgllet mgst hade maLe a clean eqit thoygwh mv siLep

I stgmbleL tyxaoLs the man nyx hgncheL ydeo the gnmydinw 
fyom yf his xifep -e haL Loy,,eL the xea,yn anL xas nyx boeathA
inw headilvu oacMeL xith sybsp

I woabbeL the LiscaoLeL oedyldeo anL ,yinteL it at himu aom shaMA
inwp -e rnallv nyticeL meu stawweoeL ty his feet anL staoteL bacMinw 
axavp -e staoeL at meu teaos in his evesu ,leaLinwp ; boyMen anL 
,athetic manp

SeaM anL Li77vu I ledelleL the wgn at his chestp Hv oawe ,glleL the 
toiwweop

Ehe fyoce thoex him bacMxaoLs anL he sliL Lyxn the xallu leadinw 
behinL him a coimsyn smeao that ma,,eL ygt his last lidinw myA
mentsp

I let the xea,yn sliLe foym mv woi, then MneeleL ,ainfgllv besiLe 
.aLv -yxep Datheoinep Jhe xas still xaom bgt haL ceaseL boeathinwp 
ClyyL see,eL foym the xygnL in heo chestp I maLe a gselessu Les,eoA
ate attem,t ty stagnch the Uyxu bgt oeceidinw ny oes,ynse foym heo 
evesu I lifteL heo heaL anL coaLleL it in mv feeble aomsp

…Hv belydeLp 2yu mv belydeLY' I hyxleL xith woief anL oaweL 
alygL at the xyolLp

…Jio OichaoLY Jio OichaoLY'
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It xas the maiLp Jhe styyL foy7en in the Lyyoxav fyo a fex secA
ynLsu eves xiLeu befyoe cym,oehenLinw the siwht befyoe heop -eo 
,ieocinw shoieMs shyyM me ty the bynep

;s I'm sgoe I hade maLe ,lain bv nyxu I sim,lv cannyt abiLe 
gntiLinessp I oeacheL Lyxn fyo the wgn anLu since mv oiwht aom 
lacMeL all stoenwthu I cycMeL the hammeo xith mv leftp I ,oesseL the 
baooel beneath mv thoyat anL ,glleL the toiwweop

2eeLless ty sav theoe xas a foiwhtfgl messp





William, by Poison.  
Christine Jones

A SPECULATIVE DEVONSHIRE WHODUNNIT
Was it the jar of Wm. Radam's Microbe Killer…or not?

This jar was found in a shed at my parents' home after they had 
both died…ever the pity, as the chance to ask about the story behind 
it was gone.  From various passed down tales, some of which were 
outside of her parents’ memory, I have speculated on this jar.

My paternal great-grandfather (William) died in 1904 at the age 
of 59 at Cove, near Bampton, Devon, following an agricultural 
accident which left him unable to return to work for the last two 
years of his life…this told to her by her mother.  My father was not 
born until 1920 and this was the only story of William which 3ltered 
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through and his injuries were never known.  This man fascinated 
me (!uite typically, keep information away from a woman and she 
will always want to knowG) and the 3rst thing learned was that on 
William’s death my grandfather, then 10 years old, started work at 
the local !uarry as a matter of 3nancial necessity.

Back to the jar...I xoogled Wm. Radam's Microbe Killer and 
it was discovered that although 3rst developed for garden use (it 
seemed) it was soon hailed as a cure-all and production eQpanded 
from TeQas to London.  Radam was eventually regarded as a %uack 
and the ingredients of the li!uid were found to comprise 0.596 
sulphuric acid and 0.01Y6 sulphurous acid, amongst other things.   
Well, you are now up to speed and have probably come to the same 
conclusion as me.  I now believe that he had hoped Wm Radam's 
Microbe Killer was, as advertised, the answer to any pain known to 
man.  I suppose the accidental bit due to illiteracy was that he didn't 
know how much, or little, he was supposed to take.  What a dreadful 
way to die.  

Naturally, there are other possibilities which my rampant imag-
ination likes to indulge in.  Perhaps it wasn’t William so wracked 
with pain that he found a way out.  Maybe the accident had a“ected 
his head.  The accident had been told to me, by my mother (not 
even her grandfather…it was dad’s), as William being struck on the 
head of falling lodes (sides) from the haycart.  Maybe it changed his 
personality for the worse and we all know what to think here…errat-
ic, complaining, forgetful to the Nth degree, angry or even violent.  
Perhaps it was his wife who could take it no more and gave him the 
drink.

On the other hand, through counselling it has been interesting, 
revealing and comforting to 3nd out that a lot of what my mother 
said was not right, and it was after my younger, tech-savvy cousin 
showed me how to access archived local newspapers that a di“erent 
story came out.  Apparently, in 1902  William had swallowed lina-
ment (main component ammonia) which was recorded as accidental 
as neither he nor his wife could read or write.  So that was the 
agricultural accident.  He was a farm labourer so there is a tenuous 
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link.  But then I thought about the brown, blue or ridged bottles and 
couldn’t understand how it could possibly have been an accident.  
The doctor claimed the patient was improving.  He lived two more 
years.

Two other possibilities are are that someone gave it to him either 
deliberately or as a prank, unaware of the conse!uences, or the 
simplest of all….he was drunk, maybe to alcoholic proportions, and 
that was the ;accidental8 taking of the poison.

William and his wife, Mary, who was 9 years his junior, had 10 
children, my grandfather being the second youngest.  When William 
died the family who weren’t already married and away from the 
home moved into Bampton and my grandfather, at 10 years old, 
began work at Scott’s %uarry, leading the ponies pulling carts laden 
with stone.  Where they lived no longer eQistsI Scott’s %uarry no 
longer eQists and is now the site of many newish houses.  Time moves 
on, people move on, but somehow William and Mary, who lived into 
her J0’s, will always intrigue me and when visiting my parents’ grave 
at Bampton a few Kowers will also be placed on their grave.





The Old Chapel
Christine Jones

There was no point in arguing with her parents or even trying to tell 
them how she felt about their ceaseless crusade, brought up at every 
possible opportunity.  But on Christmas Day?  Really?? Just one 
visit without them trying to shape her life the way they wanted it to 
be is all she looked forward to.  She had to endure the afternoon and 
evening yet and, worst of all, breakfast time before she could make 
her way to Okehampton to spend Boxing Day with her cousin and 
her family.  She couldn’t wait to get there and join Sophie’s hunt 
for her family’s history.  By all accounts it was riddled with tales and 
hearsay and Sophie wanted them proved or dispelled. 

“Mum, Dad - I’m going out for a walk to get some of your 
country air and walk o… some of that lovely lunch'I’ve eaten far 
too much'and it will give you two time for a nap.  Don’t worry, 
I’ll be back before it gets dark and I”ve got my phone to ring you if 
necessaryA, Fnnabelle announced. She donned her coat, scarf, hat 
and gloves and cheerily stepped out of the house.  That done, her 
face could relax and she could look and feel as aggravated as she 
liked.  Wamiliar with the roads, there was no chance of her getting 
lost and she strode out with conLdence, leaving the growing village 
of Eilland behind. 
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She walked past the weir, stopping momentarily to watch the 
water crashing over the big stones, then on towards the next village 
of Nentisbeare.  Fs it happened, she didn’t get that far because she 
caught sight of a small country church or chapel which, although 
she knew of its existence, had never taken the time to take notice of 
it.  That is the joy of walking rather than driving - there is time to 
look around. 

Fnnabelle stepped into the little chapel and immediately felt re-
lief from the outside air and the complete stillness it o…ered.  Fll 
thoughts seemed to disappear bar wondering if this is what if felt 
like to be in a vacuum.  Cows mooing outside brought her back to 
herself and she gaHed around at the plain but adeYuate pews, the 
small organ in the corner and realised this was somewhere which had 
evaded modernisation.  The walls were white, a cold white, and bare 
which almost gave a hostile feel to the room. 

Drawing her coat closer to her neck, she stood in front of the 
small altar, thinking of nothing in particular when, with a slight jolt, 
she Lrst felt and then saw a tall and handsome young man standing 
nearby.  !e moved closer to stand beside her, apologising for making 
her jump. Fnnabelle said she must have been in deep thought as 
she hadn’t heard him come in and he told her she had left the door 
unlatched. 

“!i,A she said, “I’m Fnnabelle.  I came out for a long walk as my 
parents and I have di…erences of opinion shall we say.  They like to 
run my life for me'sorry - too much informationA. 

“That is Yuite alright, Miss.  I’m Frthur and, for what it’s worth, 
your plight is understoodA.  Frthur gave a Yuiet wry laugh and 
looked at her steadily with a hint of tears welling in his slate-blue 
eyes. 

“5ou have a similar mother or father?A Fnnabelle asked, and con-
tinued, “Mine have brought out the same old cookie that another 
year has passed and there is still no sign of me getting married and 
giving them a grandchild.  Oh my word9  I’m so sorry, Frthur - that 
is way too much'A. Knigmatically Frthur simply said, “FhA. 
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It  occurred  to  Fnnabelle  that  it  seemed  odd  that  a  man 
of'what?'30?'should be under his parents’ thumbs.  !er eyes 
took in his appearance - baggy trousers with turn-ups, the slightly 
oversiHed jacket and what looked like a folded Gat cap in his pocket, 
not to mention the shiny lace-up shoes.  She tried to place the look 
and came up with the 4;36s or z6s.   

“Sounds like you have a story.  Eant to share?A she asked with 
a bright but empathic smile. Frthur slowly began, “I was to be 
married here, but my mother'A  Fnnabelle kept silent, allowing 
him space to carry on.  “Wlorrie and I were engaged before the war 
started'A   

Fnnabelle controlled her face and stance but her head was spin-
ning - Ear?  Ehich war?   

“'but I was not in a good shape when we came home.  It was a 
rotten time and we had been through things no-one should have to 
witness.  Wlorrie and I were to set a date'it was what had kept me 
going through the war.  Being so long apart was unbearable.  Mother 
put a stop to our marriage - said I wasn’t Lt enough to support a wife, 
much less any children should they come along.  Ee were crushed, 
angry and argued but were all but forced to bend to her will.  My 
father died when I was a boy and I suppose Mother had a tough 
time keeping her life together whilst bringing us all up alone.  That’s 
probably what made her a formidable characterA.  Frthur fell silent 
again.  Then, as he stared at the Goor, his sadness showed as he said, 
“This is where I would have stood on our wedding day'A 

“Fnd I’m standing where Wlorrie would have stoodA whispered 
Fnnabelle more to herself than to 

Frthur. 
!e looked up at her but said nothing.  8iven a little more time he 

continued, “Wlorrie married my brother a few months later.  I should 
be ashamed to tell you this - we couldn’t make the break and carried 
on our liaison even after Mother’s intervention - but we had to stop 
after Wlorrie and Krnest marriedA.  Fnnabelle looked at him fully in 
the eyes, willing him to tell her more7 she could feel his need to tell 
her something important. 
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“Wlorrie told me she was carrying our child just days before she 
and Krnest wed - here, right here, where I should have stood with 
her.  Mother was right in that the war made me su…er badly - Wlorrie 
and I both knew that but Wlorrie was willing to accept me as I was.  
!owever, Mother made it impossible for usA.  This time Frthur 
fell completely silent and Fnnabelle dug deep for the courage to say 
what she felt she needed to. 

“Frthur?  If I ask you something will you stay and answer?  I don’t 
want to see you go and it seems you are telling me this for a reason 
but I don’t know what it isA. 

“I won’t disappearA he promised.  “Ee are both here for a rea-
son.  Fs you correctly say, I needed to tell you my story, and you 
are here because you are seeking answers to your parents’ incessant 
niggling about not having grandchildren.  Ehat do you want to ask, 
Fnnabelle?A 

“The war?  Fre you talking of the 4;4q-4H war?A 
“5esA he answered truthfully. 
“Frthur - you are a young man'what happened after the mar-

riage - if it isn’t too painful to tell?A 
“It is - was - painful, for both of us. Too painful to bear.  The 

child was born - a boy, Eilliam Frthur - but one day it became too 
much to see my son acclaimed as my brother’s child and us unable to 
publicly acknowledge him as ours7  I took my motorcycle and raced 
at full speed around the country lanes until the road took a bend and 
I didn’t.  The cycle and my body were found a couple of days later 
at the bottom of a steep embankment.  Wlorrie was distraught.  She 
didn’t have any more childrenA. 

“Thank you for telling our story, FrthurA came a woman’s mel-
low voice from behind them.  “Ee come here every Christmas Day 
and stand where once we should have.  5ou, my dear, know where 
this story needs to go.  Sophie, your cousin, has been searching a long 
time for the truth of what has become a family tale.  Tell her what 
you learned today and to follow the letters.  They are there - just 
hiddenA. 

“Wlorrie?A asked Fnnabelle. 
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“Indeed, dear.  Ee have a message for you, too.  Don’t allow your 
parents to dictate your life.  It is yours to live.  Ft the same time try 
to stay on good terms with themA. 

“Time for you to head back home now, FnnabelleA said Frthur, 
“and be careful of these roads. 5ou have time before the light begins 
to fade, but Lrst allow us to show you something.  8loves on, my 
dearA. 

The three of them walked outside together, along a path until 
they stopped at a gravestone inscribedJ 

Frthur !eggadon
4H;: - 4;33

Eilliam Frthur !eggadon
4;36 - 4;qq

Son of the above
“Ear is terribleA, murmured Fnnabelle.  “I will bring Sophie here 

- thank you both'A but when she turned to face them Wlorrie and 
Frthur were already gone. 

Fs she walked away two now familiar voices called, “1o'thank 
you, my dearA. 





Chairs outside  
Christine Jones

Anton had lived by the notion that old traditions are the best but 
little did he know that when he booked a cottage in Lydford, on the 
outskirts of Dartmoor, he was to encounter one he had not heard of 
before. 

It had been a stressful couple of years for Anton and, as is often 
the case, the time had come to sink or swim with it.  He, wisely, 
chose to swim with it in the form of a three-month quiet holiday, far 
away from everything that had been making him increasingly un-
well.  Having scrolled through umpteen possibilities his interest was 
keened by what Lydford had to o;erW it could feed his hobby-interest 
in old settlements and the beauty of even the pictures of the Fhite 
Lady xalls he found calming and inspiring.  He could barely wait 
to eUplore the Ppper Vlym 6alley, a site of some B sq. miles, so the 
blurb said, which was the home of zronMe Age, Nedieval and later 
sitesW  then there was the centrally situated square boU-like tower that 
had been built as a prison - a foreboding and miserable looking place 
which would surely make him appreciate his lifeW to the south there 
was an even earlier earthworks castle of the Sorman period and to 
the north sat TaUon town defences. 

Ehe three weeks before he could be at Lydford seemed to drag 
by but now he was here, seeing winter out and looking forward to 
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some sunshine.  He had been diligent in eUploring his immediate 
surroundings and chatting to the locals in shops and, naturally, the 
pub - always a good place to facilitate integration.  He was a little 
concerned about not being accepted into the fold but after the ’rst 
few days he was being greeted by name and en“oying good conver-
sation, the surprise was being told of Lydford”s ancient custom of 
putting a chair outside the home on 4st Narch.  He asked why it 
was done and everyone looked blank, then heartily laughed when 
they had to admit that no-one actually knew.  Rven more surprising 
to him was that they invited him to “oin in the tradition because 
YEhee”s bin yer 0 wick now, biy, tisgudnuf? -  that is what he heard 
and translated it into YCou have been here 0 weeks now, boy, that”s 
good enough? 

xrom the day he arrived Anton had decided to keep notes of 
anything interesting and although he was no Tamuel Vepys he found 
himself as a diarist.  Ehis tradition was most de’nitely going in the 
diary even if he might never know the story behind it.  Fhat better 
gentle challenge than to stay awake to see what happenedG 

Eonight was the night so he placed a chair outside by the door, 
surrounded himself with co;ee, biscuits and anything else he might 
need as he settled by the window to watch.  Nidnight - that was the 
time between the last of xebruary and the ’rst of Narch.  Fhatever 
was to happen could likely be then.  Ehe few street lights gave 
enough illumination to see all the chairs outside each home, and he 
waited. 

A gentle wind to make plants sway sprung up, and then a little lat-
er the wind picked up “ust enough to make signs and hanging baskets 
swing.  A silence seemed to envelop every cornerW he watched as some 
chairs twitched in the wind.  Ehen came the silent conversation 
which, oddly, didn”t worry him and he sat, riveted, concentrating 
hard on what he couldn”t hear. 

YHello, old friend?, spoke the gentle wind, YFhich of us will win 
this yearG? 
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Y@reetings, my friend?, spoke the slightly harsher wind, YLet us 
do battle to ’nd out.  Let us sit in each chair and our essences will 
decide?. 

Anton heard his own voice murmur, YDecide whatG  HowG? 
YFhich spring will arrive today?, was the “oint reply, YFe are the 

springs?. 
He thought for a momentA YEwo springsG? 
And again the winds gave the reply, YTome say 4st Narch is the 

start of spring and others say 
14st Narch.  Fhich of us has the greater acceptance of our essence 

becomes the winner?. 
YFhat”s the di;erenceG? He asked, now realising he would be 

given answers. 
YI am the RquinoU spring?, said one. 
YI am the meteorological spring? said the other. 
Anton acknowledged his understanding to them and was as-

tounded by their question to him. 
YFhich of us will you acceptG  Cou are an outsider yet you are 

inviting us by tradition.  Cou have our permission to take part in this 
ancient custom? 

YI don”t want to upset or disappoint either of you?, Anton whis-
pered. 

YSone will be taken.  Fe each “ust need the invitation?. 
YFell, then,? began Anton, YI have to say that although I love 

the spring season and look forward to it always, I am very much an 
RquinoU person?. 

YEhank you - we now know what to do?, and with the lightest of 
whistles the winds went on their way, the sounds of the cottage came 
back, and Anton felt the most privileged person in the world to have 
been made privy to Lydford”s priMed and ancient custom.  He could 
never tell the locals though. 





The White Lady 
Christine Jones

2007 
Holwell Farm, just two miles out of Bampton on the road to 

Shillingford, in this beautiful county of Devon, is where I lived.  The 
farm is old, dating back to the 15th century, but I didn’t live there 
until eighteen hundred and Wve when I was newly wed to Samuel.  
Me had no children but I was content enough, although Samuel 
wanted a son to pass the farm on to.  ;aybe given time we would 
have had a sonz  I knew he was harbouring a resentment that it 
hadn’t happened and I sensed that with every passing year he became 
increasingly unhappy.  He sometimes looked at me darkly when he 
thought I couldn’t see. That is when I took my pri-ed possession and 
hid it deep where noJone would Wnd it. Samuel never knew about it 
and that is the way it would stay but something made me feel uneasy 
about his manner towards me.  Pust small things at the beginning, 
glances, not speaking as we used to, a shortness in his words.  I died 
here, too, as did Samuel some years later.  I am still known around 
here J Bampton, ;orebath, Shillingford, Letton and further.  They 
call me the Mhite Nady. 

Aew custodians have bought the farm and I watch now as they 
move their housewares and furniture in to the rooms familiar to me.  
They are a family of husband, wife and three children, the youngest 
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of which, a girl with long, dark, wavy hair,  appears to be of around 
q years of age.  The animals will be here soon and I look forward to 
seeing what they bring.   

Samuel and I were dairy farmers with chicken, goats, ducks, geese, 
always one dog and some cats.  If we didn’t have any ducks some 
would soon appear on the pond, xuacking merrily and turning 
bottomsJup as they dived for food.  Kne of the ganders was a nasty 
piece of work and would try to attack at every opportunity.  It wasn’t 
until the day Samuel hit the gander with his shovel knocking its head 
clean o“ that I began to see a di“erent side to him.  The look on 
his face was thunderous but satisWed.  Efter that day I looked for 
e”pressions as a marker for Samuel’s mood. 

I have to warn this family.  I have to Wnd a way.  There is something 
they need to know before something befalls them.  There have been 
many families here since Samuel no longer owned the farm, all of 
them e”cept one falling to the curse of this place.  Some lost their 
children to illness, the land failed for others, or the stock stolen 
by thieves, savaged by wild dogs or a lack of milk production or 
breeding stopped income.  There have been so many terrible things 
happen herez the wars could not have been caused by the curse but 
perhaps the deaths of the youngsters who grew up on the farm and 
sent o“ to Wght were.  I like this family J they need to stay and happily 
so.    

1820 
?I want that man’s land and I shall have it.  It is time to show that 

I mean businessY, barked Samuel at Rli-a. 
?Mhy, SamuelC  Mhat drives you soCY, asked Rli-a with concern 

in her voice. 
?If I can’t have an heir I shall have money and that means increasJ

ing the si-e of my farm. 
His land is good and I want itY, was his adamant reply. 
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?But how can you ruin another to gain advantageCY, Rli-a almost 
begged. 

?!ou don’t understand business, wife, now go and busy yourself 
with my dinnerY, was Samuel’s harsh dismissal and he stormed out 
of the farmhouse to ride Bo”er the faithful farm horse to 6yril 
2ickery’s farm at Letton. 

He had been simmering all the way there but could hold his 
tongue no more when he found only ;artha 2ickery at home.  
;artha was a Wery woman, her small si-e belying her ability to 
match any man’s belligerence, and he rode back to Holwell Farm at 
a furious pace.  Rli-a heard the crashing hooves as Bo”er delivered his 
master home and instantly saw he was in an evil mood.  She didn’t 
go to speak to him.  He took himself o“ somewhere to calm down 
she assumed. 

It was later in the afternoon when horse hooves were heard again, 
this time not Bo”er’s. 

?Mhere are you, 6ottrellY, the rider hollered.  ?Mhat is the meanJ
ing of threatening my ;artha7  Mhat is wrong with you, manC  Show 
your face and e”plain yourself7Y. 

Rli-a was instantly fearful and rushed to the door and in a state of 
controlled alarm asked, ?6yril7  Mhat is going onCY 

?That louse of a husband of yours all but whacked ;artha.  
Mhere is heCY  6yril looked kindly at Rli-a, his voice back to normal. 

?I’m here.  I knew you’d come running to meY, Samuel smirkedz 
?!ou know what I wantY. 

?Mhy the hell should I sell my land to you, 6ottrellCY 
?I’ll tell you why, 2ickery.  If you don’t, I’ll just take it anyway.  

Mhat will you do, ehC  Mhat can you doC  !ou’re piss poor J can’t 
a“ord legal help.  I’ll have it whether you say so or notY.  Samuel 
was swaggering towards 6yril with the nastiest e”pression on his face 
Rli-a had ever seen.  6yril stood tall, a bigger man that Samuel. 

?!ou shall not7  Haven’t you taken enough from me, you weaselCY 
Rli-a stood rooted to the spot, her mind racing with imaginings 

of how this scene would play outz no scenario was good.  She knew 
what Samuel had taken from him.  Her. 
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?I took what I wanted, 2ickery.  Do you want her now J my barren 
wifeCY 

Rli-a ran in between the two men and sxuared up to her husband. 
?!ou lied to me, you hateful man.  !ou told me 6yril had left the 

area for good but I know you had him imprisoned for nothing and to 
make his life worse then pursued me.  !ou played on my broken heart 
J took complete advantage of my grief until I married you. Thank 
the good Nord we had no children7Y.  Rli-a’s eyes burned with pure 
anger driven straight into Samuel. 

He could not control his vitriol and struck Rli-a so hard her feet 
left the ground before  she collapsed to the ground.  6yril bent 
to her, cradling her shoulders, xuietly asking, ?!ou got the ringCY  
She nodded and gave a watery smile, knowing what he was saying 
without the words having to be spoken or heard.  They were written 
already. 

?Mhat ringY. MhenCY, Samuel demanded of them both 
Aot ready to stand, Rli-a looked at 6yril and said, ?E year after I’d 

wed J too late for us. I’m glad you’ve got ;arthaY. 
6yril rose and landed a hefty punch in Samuel’s unprepared 

paunch followed rapidly by another to his face and a kick to his 
arse as he lay crumpled and bleeding, whimpering. Rli-a was helped 
up by 6yril but rejected his plea to take her home to ;artha who 
would tend her injuries, saying it would only make matters worse.  
She told him to go and she would sort Samuel out.  Oeluctantly 
he left and didn’t hear any more about the landJgrab Samuel had 
threatened but he did keep an eye out for Rli-a’s safety until one day 
he heard that she had gone from the farm.  AoJone knew where she 
was, apparently not even Samuel.  6yril had niggling doubts, as did 
;artha, but proof of nothing.  Samuel had brooded for weeks until 
he Wnally boiled over.  Rli-a was fetching water from the well when 
he confronted her, grabbing her by the shoulders and twisting her 
round to face him.  ?Mhat ringCY 

DeWance rose in her, ?!ou know what ring J the one 6yril sent me 
before he knew I was wedY. 

?Mhat did you do with itCYz his temper was holding. 
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She stared him straight in his evil eyes, ?Vept it.  Burnt the letter 
so you’d not seeY. ?Mhere is itCY  

?MhyC  Mhat you going to do with itC  Mear itCY  
?Mhere is it, womanC  Tell me now0Y and not for the Wrst time 

Samuel struck Rli-a, this time knocking her backwards and she hit 
her head hard before landing in a heap on the ground, a nasty gash 
across her forehead. 

?Mhere is itC MHROR IS ITCY, he kept yelling louder and faster. 
Rli-a had time to whisper, ?Hidden0Y before she became still and 

silent.  Samuel didn’t even bother to check if she was still breathing 
and with a shout of ?MHKORY he threw her slender frame into the 
well. 

2007 
Desperate to warn this lovely family I have stayed close to them 

watching, listening, talking.    I am particularly drawn to the little 
girl and tried to join in games with her, all to no avail, until  a couple 
of weeks ago when little Sophie was playing outside on her own. 

?Hello,Y said her young voice, ?Do you want to play hide and 
seekCY.  I looked around but saw noJone else e”cept Sophie’s mother 
hanging out the washing. 

?Aot now, Sophie,Y answered her mother. 
?Aot you, mummy, this nice ladyY, she told her mother, pointing 

at me. 
?Mhat lady, SophCY 
?This lady0she’s been here since we moved inY. 
?Kh, I seeY, said her mother, thinking I was another invisible 

friend. ?I can’t see her J what does she look likeCY 
Sophie’s description was, ?She’s got brown hair and is wearing a 

long white apronY. 
?Mhat’s her name, SophCY 
?Mhat’s your name, nice ladyCY relayed Sophie. 
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?;eC  I’m Rli-a.  Rli-a 6ottrell.  I used to live here,Y and Sophie 
repeated the information to her mother, whose response was a natJ
ural ?KhC MhenCY 

?Mhen, Rli-aCY 
?I came here in eighteen hundred and Wve, Sophie, with my husJ

band SamuelY. 
?Righteen hundred and Wve, mummy, and she wants to know 

your nameY. 
Et that, her mother stopped hanging the washing and asked her 

little daughter to keep talking to ?her new friendY while she went 
to get a pen and some paper.  She wrote down Samuel and Rli-a 
6ottrell 1G95.  ;any xuestions were asked and answered through 
Sophie but there were things I knew a four year old shouldn’t hear so 
I told Sophie to ask her mother to concentratez ?I’ll see if I can help 
her to hear me, better still, see me J like you canY.  It was a slow and 
rocky start but it wasn’t long before Debbie could feel  me touching 
her shoulder or hand.  Eood.  The rest would come.  Mith Sophie 
conveying my words, I asked Debbie to go and sit somewhere she felt 
safe, comfortable and wouldn’t be disturbed which would be after 
the children had gone to bed.  I would Wnd her. 

The Wrst night Debbie saw a shimmer J a heat ha-e J asked if I was 
there and was rewarded by feeling my hand holding hers.  E channel 
of communication had been opened and by the end of the week 
Debbie could see me, just as Sophie had described. I told Debbie 
the story of how I died and that if she heard tales of a white woman 
rising from a well it was me they were talking of.  Samuel had Wlled 
in that well and built another but I still rose from the original well. 

?Debbie, I need to warn you all of the other thing that haunts this 
place.  E house will absorb what it’s inhabitants give out.  !ou have 
to know that Samuel’s jealousy and malevolence remains here.  It is 
like an invisible mould that creeps over the walls invading every pore 
of those who live here and it causes strife  in di“erent ways.  ;any 
children have  died in this accursed place leaving the parents grief 
stricken to the point of their own deaths sometimes by their own 
hand.  Haymaking has failed more than once and not because of the 
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weather, stock has failed by way of death or barrenness, there has 
been a murder here.  Horrible, terrible strife.  Samuel is still here, in 
the walls, on the land, spewing his evil. Do not let it ruin your lives.  
Do you understand what I’m telling youCY 

It wasn’t long before Debbie and Tom researched the property 
and everyone who had lived here and, learning of the disasters that 
had befallen them arranged for an e”orcism and cleansing of the 
whole farm.  They learned of me and Samuel, just as I had said,   but 
nowhere was it recorded that Samuel had killed me.  They learned of 
6yril and ;artha by following my direction.  End the ring.  They 
learned of that, too, and of its hiding place.  I had buried it in the 
Weld at the place where the oak tree nearest the house stood.  For as 
long as Samuel lived, I watched him search for the ring, upturning 
furniture, even knocking down a wall, convinced it was in the house.  
So angry would he get that more than one dog had been kicked until 
it could live no more.  He died a lonely, angry old man and never did 
Wnd the ring, nor get 6yril’s land. 

There was something about 6yril and ;artha that led to DebJ
bie’s research taking a di“erent direction.  Aothing could be proved 
because some records don’t go back further than eighteen hundred 
and thirty Wve but her discoveries strongly hinted that Tom could be 
their Wfth generation grandson.  E Milliam 6yril 2ickery of Letton 
had been found in eighteen hundred and forty.  Debbie doesn’t 
believe in coincidences but believed me when I could conWrm that 
Tom is a direct descendant of 6yril. 

I led them to the tree which had been not much more than a 
sapling when I buried the ring in a small tin.  Aow, 499 years later, 
it has grown into a majestic tree providing shade or shelter for any 
animals in the Weld.  Tom dug where I pointed and after allowing for 
land movement he Wnally found the tin which looked very old now.  
I cried with delight and many other emotions when it was opened, 
revealing a simple gold band engraved with ?I love youY. 

?Ere you sureCY, asked Tom, unaware that he had heard me telling 
him to give it to Debbie, then to be passed on to Sophie eventually. 



TENRS FOK; DRRLRST DEOVRST DR2KA 4159

Sophie looked up at me and asked, ?6an we go and play, please, 
Rli-aCY, to which the only reply could be ?of course, my dearY.  I 
knew that now the ring had been found Samuel’s essence would have 
no reason to be in the house.  It was no longer my ring.  It was back 
with the 2ickery family.  6yril’s family.  Rven so, I do not trust that it 
will be an easy battle won so will stay until I see the Wbre of the house 
free of Samuel 6ottrell. Aobody needs that kind of evil around them 
and may the good Nord forgive me for saying 

?Eo to Hell Samuel 6ottrell.  ;ay your soul never returnY. 

 



The Past Came 
Looking

Christine Jones

She felt both lucky and happy living as she did halfway between De-
von’s north and south coastlines, with both Dartmoor and Exmoor 
in easy reach.  Not only that, her home was equidistant from Bristol 
and Plymouth.  It suited her perfectly.  Amelia’s life had always been 
rural and in childhood found a certain solace in climbing trees to 
sit as high as possible in order to survey the landscape.  It amused 
her to think she could see three parishes.  Often her thoughts and 
imagination drifted to who had walked, lived on and worked the 
land during the Bronze Age, Iron Age or any Age she felt like.  Did 
dinosaurs ever roam these hills she could see?  Probably not; the 
south west peninsula was largely submerged in those times. 

About 7 years ago she had found a fossil in the little river Rowing 
through the village which she took to the Moyal Albert 1emorial 
1useum in Exeter who con0rmed it was of a sea urchin, dating it 
from as young as 3TT million years old up to as old as /TT million 
years old.  Che RintLclay compound in which it was set - Fhert she 
thought it was called - had been washed down from further up the 
county, or maybe Somerset.  It de0nitely showed that that part of the 
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south west had been covered by sea at least during that timeframe.  
She treasured that fossil, common as it may be. 

Now, in adulthood, whenever life took the liberty of upsetting 
her equilibrium she would often take a trip to the moors, letting 
the purer air whistle through her thoughts in the hope order would 
resume.  1ostly it did, maybe not immediately but it started the 
process.  On this particular day as she took the familiar road to 
Exmoor nothing was feeling any easier, with not even the promise 
of relief coming along.  Kater she found she was not walking the 
moor as usual, she was pounding it and realised nothing about the 
surroundings was registering.  If anything, she was becoming more 
agitated.   

jhatever was it that had upset her rhythm so badly?  Chere had 
been the nights of disturbed sleep brought on by the bad dreams 
which annoyingly could not be remembered 0ve minutes after wak-
ing.  If this was the case, could they hold any meaning at all?  “sually 
only remembered dreams carry any meaning, symbolic or literal.  
She’d had lots of those but none had worried her.  Che childhood 
dreams had worried her - the giant spider on her back, running but 
getting nowhere, impossibly disproportionate settings, the bogey-
man under the bed - but she had been too young to understand 
then. jhat had been the most recent dream? Ah, yes - waking in 
fear, afraid to extend her arm to switch on the bedside lamp because 
someone would chop it o” if she did.  Amelia wasn’t Hust afraid, she 
was terri0ed so she became still as the dead, listening, swivelling her 
eyes into the bedroom darkness.  No sound, no shadowy movements 
until the door slowly opened and her cat Humped on the bed asking 
for cuddles. She relaxed, realising there was no danger lurking in the 
bedroom.  Che cat would not have been so happy if there was.  She 
put the light on, had a pleasant chat with Eddie, only switching the 
light o” when he settled down, stretched out in bliss beside her. 

None of that explained the indescribably deep feeling that had left 
its mark.  So deep that it must be in her soul she surmised.  It was 
something she could not truly name but 0nally agreed with herself 
that Gthe unknown4 was the culprit.  Chat turned into a rabbit hole 
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that would take Amelia to the edge of her limits.  8ad she known 
that at the beginning would she have gone?  jhat guarantee was 
there of coming back? 

Che following weekend when her boyfriend was working away 
again she set o” once more for Exmoor, desperately in need of some 
clearing and cleansing.  Amelia tended to feel more in need when 
Alec worked away.  It wasn’t until she arrived at Exmouth it dawned 
on her that she had no recollection of the entire trip and it had been 
made on autopilot.  She had expected to arrive at Exmoor.  No mat-
ter; the solitude was here, very few people on the long sandy beach 
stretching between the docks where the 0shing boats unloaded their 
catches and Orcombe Point which was beautifully bountiful with 
rock pools and cli”s.  One day she would walk the coastal path to 
Budleigh Salterton, but not today.  Che tide would turn soon so 
she sat on the warm sand clutching her knees and idly wriggling her 
toes, letting the sand run over, under and between them, whilst she 
watched the sea, salty air in her nostrils and losing herself in a noth-
ingness.  Nothing heard, no thoughts, not even aware of the water 
sparkling with dappled sunlight.  Cime had become irrelevant. 

But something wanted to be relevant and with the slight Holt 
of reality kicking in Amelia’s gaze was drawn to a shadowy 0gure 
on the water’s edge.  She stood, realising without reason that this 
0gure was directly in front of her albeit at a little distance.  Each 
frothy surge of the ocean gave the illusion of the shadow coming 
closer rather quickly; as she turned to look behind her she realised 
that she had been taking steps towards it.  Che gap was closing 
between them.  She couldn’t see clearly but there was something 
eerily familiar about this 0gure.  Amelia couldn’t recognise what she 
was feeling - apprehension was near enough, yet it was an interested 
apprehension, almost an excited apprehension. 8er eyes focused, 
the 0gure lifted its head to look at Amelia.  She froze as she stared at 
her own face, trans0xed by the accented voice but only able to pick 
out two words - GDeath.  Foming4.  8er next memory was of sitting 
in a pub with a young lady asking if she needed any help.  Chey sat 
together for the duration of a Katte, nothing much being said about 
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whatever had occurred save that she had had a bit of a shock.  jhen 
the young lady saw a big improvement in Amelia she let her drive 
home.  Chat was an unnoticed but very necessary act.  Chat young 
lady would become heavily involved in Amelia’s life. 

Alec’s smooth voice o”ered a viable explanation - she had simply 
misheard the time he had suggested they meet.  8e clearly remem-
bered telling her 6pm, not 7pm.  She felt foolish and apologised for 
accusing him of being embarrassingly late, yetJ.there was a yet.  9et 
this was the third time she’d got the time wrong even if it was she 
who’d suggested it.  A niggling doubt was gaining ground but she 
swallowed it, telling herself that her boyfriend was right.  She had 
been stressed lately - that must be it, stress was getting to her.  Amelia 
vowed to be more attentive to detail from now on.  Kife would be 
awful without Alec and if she kept getting things wrong he would 
surely leave.  Chat thought gave her a physical pain and tears prickled 
her eyes.  8e couldn’t leave, he was her reason for living.  Chat 
sounded Over Che Cop but it was genuinely how she felt. jhen 
Alec and Amelia met it was an immediate magnetic force.  Che 
impact was that strong for both of them, why should she question 
it?  It was unfathomable, inexplicable, unusual to say the least but 
there was no denying the strength of the pull between them. In truth 
that strength could not give room to any doubt at all.  Chat voice by 
her ear was irritatingly still there. 

…etting married at W3 was the biggest mistake Amelia had ever 
made.  Vour years  in that marriage was more than long enough 
to have made an enormous mental impact which took almost a 
decade to get over, although that wasn’t wholly true.  At /7 she was 
still a”ected  by those years in unexpected but not always big ways.  
Chank goodness for Alec.  Che rapidly development of their mutual 
attraction seemed unreal but she was happier than she’d been in a 
long time.  8e brought a general calmness, never spoke sharply and 
if she ever got cross he would say, GI’m sorry you feel like that4, and 
it would all blow over. 

9esterday was the 0rst time in the several months they had been 
together that it was di”erent.  Amelia had stood her ground on 
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domestic violence against women.  8e hadn’t argued per se but she 
noticed a sti”ening in his manner and a slight edge in his voice.  
It didn’t last long but long enough to stop her.  Alec’s usual de-
meanour soon returned and later he told her he would be working 
away in Bristol on Saturday.  Che lightbulb moment in her head 
indicated his edginess must have been about that.  jorking again 
at the weekend must have been playing on his mind.  She didn’t 
recognise the dullness of the lightbulb.   

Amelia didn’t enHoy having their time together cut down so much 
but she understood. 8eaven forbid that she become too clingy.  Alec 
had said his ex-girlfriend had been clingy and he loved how Amelia 
was not.  But here she was, lamenting all the weekends cut short by 
his work.  Chat, she decided, was the peril of being so good at his 
Hob.  She didn’t understand technology like he did and the Hargon 
often put her in a spin but Alec would calmly and smoothly say in 
lots of words that it was nothing for her to worry her pretty little 
head about - he was there to combat any problems.  Chat was truly 
wonderful but she mustn’t stop trying to understand technology. 

jith a whole Saturday free ahead of her she planned to drive to 
the moor.  It got to the stage where more often than she thought 
about it that inconvenient voice would override her intentions and 
insert Exmouth instead of Exmoor into her head.  Amelia had to 
admit that, scary as it had been to see her own face staring back at 
her, there was an increasing curiosity to visit the beach again Hust 
to see if the 0gure would reappear.  jas that her own thoughts or 
did the voice have anything to do with it?  Of course it was her own 
thoughtsJshe wouldn’t let a voice sway her, and so she decided to do 
the coastal walk from Exmouth to Budleigh Salterton on Saturday, 
a day with no time constraints and noone but herself to please.  It 
sounded perfect. 

On Saturday morning she parked at Exmouth and began the walk 
knowing she could do it at any speed she liked.  She stopped to look 
out over the still sea a few times realising at last that she didn’t like 
the ocean, or any expanse of water for that matter, and somehow 
when it was still it gave o” a sinister air. jater was deep, dangerous, 
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too powerful and it killed.  Even so she found her eyes pinned to 
the horizon, wondering about all the countries beyond.  Che sun 
was playing hide and seek and only once did the thought of shadows 
invade - momentarily at that.  A micro thought holds too many nano 
thoughts she discovered and all manner of strange things began to 
hang in her mind suspended in a broth of Gwho, where, why, what, 
when, how?4.  Amelia shook herself out of it and continued her 
walk, legs starting to ache, head feeling tangled.  jas she consciously 
thinking or was whatever that was going on forcing itself upon her?  
It was Hust the heat, it had to be. 

8unger and heavy legs dictated a pub lunch at Budleigh, a place 
she had probably only ever visited once, before making her way 
back to Exmouth by bus.  Chree minutes into the Hourney a casual 
peek out of the window turned into a hard glare of questioning 
and disbelief.  Chere was Alec with a woman - a woman wearing 
an identical dress to one of hers hanging in the wardrobe at home.  
jas it?  jas it still in the wardrobe?  Che woman’s hair was dark 
and she was willowy.  Amelia suddenly felt inadequate, undesirable, 
hurt beyond repair and a myriad of other negative emotions.  After a 
short while and they were out of sight she involuntarily gave a single 
cough of laughter, directed at her own silliness.  It wasn’t Alec, he 
was in Bristol all day.  8er mind was playing tricks. She must be far 
more stressed than she’d imagined and the impulse to get o” the bus 
to follow them subsided. 

Che 0gure on the beach didn’t appear again but she did see the 
young lady with whom she had spent time over a co”ee after seeing 
the apparition two weeks ago. 

G8ello,4 she’d called, GI thought I’d see you again,  how are you?  
I’m 2atharine, by the way4. 

GI’m 0ne, thanks, 2atharine, I’m AmeliaJit’s good to see you.  
8ow are you?  Do you live here?4. 

GNo, I visit now and again, sometimes for work others for plea-
sure.  jhat about you?4 asked 2atharine, knowing full well that 
G0ne4 as an answer was the ultimate deRection. Amelia was not 0ne. 
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GI usually visit the moors but the day we met I ended up here.  
Didn’t intend to and didn’t remember driving here.  jeird.4 an-
swered Amelia. 

2atharine took the bone that her GHob4 threw her and piqued 
with interest to learn more asked, Gjhat happened on the beach 
that day, if you don’t mind me asking?  It felt like you needed to tell 
me but couldn’t4. 

Amelia felt completely at ease with 2atharine but also a little silly 
about what she had seen.  Gjorking 2atharine4 picked up on it and 
probed a little deeper. 

GDon’t tell me if you can’t but I will tell you I am a trauma 
counsellor.  I’m also a  medium, which a lot of people can’t or don’t 
want to accept.  Chere is nothing that will surprise me, nothing I 
can’t deal with and I don’t Hudge4, and then 2atharine waited. 

Chey had another co”ee together and after talking about medi-
umship and reincarnation Amelia felt comfortable enough to tell 
her about the apparition and 0nally about the two wordsJ4death4 
and Gcoming4. 

GVirstly4, began 2atharine gently, GI don’t feel this was strictly an 
apparition.  It feels like the manifestation of another part of yourself 
which is trying to Hoin up again, and certainly to tell you something.  
It also feels that the word Gdeath4 in this case doesn’t mean death 
is coming to you; it might mean that death was the separation or 
split of your soul and this other Gyou4, the manifestation, is part 
of your soul.  Ket me explain a bit better if I can. jhen something 
truly traumatic occurs the soul becomes fragmented, like a smashed 
mirror if you like, and one or more parts of it stays stuck in that 
lifetime whilst the rest goes on to future lives.  If those pieces aren’t 
retrieved you will always feel that something is missing.  A lot of 
us will have fragments of our soul left all over the place.  Each 
time we die a piece may be left behind.  Part of my Hob is to help 
with the retrieval of these fragments.  Not all traumas are from our 
current lives but any unresolved traumas in previous lives will have 
an e”ect on a current life.  Che counselling training combined with 
mediumship works well together4. 
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Amelia wasn’t sure what to do with that information but some-
thing sat comfortably in her core.  After long discussions, and dis-
closures on Amelia’s part, 2atharine said that if she ever felt she 
could help she was to contact her and passed over a card with all 
points of contact, including a website. 

jhen she arrived home, Alec was there asking where she had 
been.  She wasn’t expecting to see him at all and then felt a little 
cheated of her completely free day especially as she had a lot to think 
about.  She told him where she had been but o”ered no other details.  
She asked how his day had been, it must have been busy, etc., and 
waited for his response.  Che words next from her mouth surprised 
her - she told of how she thought she had seen him at Budleigh but 
he curtly countered with, GDon’t be ridiculous, you know I was in 
Bristol.  I’ve come back to see you and then you all but accuse me of 
being in Budleigh all day4.  8er head went back to her 0rst husband 
and coolly said it had been a Reeting and mistaken thought and she 
was sorry for making him feel accused.  jhat she didn’t say was, 
GHust then you didn’t say you were in Bristol all day, but you did say 
I’d accused you of being in Budleigh all dayJwhich I hadn’t.  She 
was on alert now and noticed the tiniest smirk of satisfaction on his 
face.  

At her 0rst opportunity she rang 2atharine and asked for help. 
Chey covered everything over the ensuing months from childhood 
to 0rst marriage to Alec.  2atharine was kept a guarded secret from 
him.  Amelia knew he was seeing changes in her and detected an 
unease in him.  Chen came the day she met 2atharine’s husband.  
8er therapy room was at her home and that day it was he who 
answered the door.  

G8ello Amelia,4 said this man of diluted Asian descent with a 
look of quasi recognition on his face and he gave her a big hug 
which surprised them both.  GFome in, come inJ4, and 2atharine 
appeared with her characteristic sunbeam of a smile.  It horri0ed 
Amelia when that smile turned to a very straight face and there 
was silence until she quietly said, GI know who you areJJJ4 and 
after a knowing exchange of glances between 2atharine and her 
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husband she continued, Gje know who you areJ4.  Amelia felt she 
had done something wrong, but what?  She felt out of her depth.  
She had no understanding of what had Hust happened and wanted 
to turn tail and leave immediately but there was another look on 
2atharine’s face - one of incredulity, nothing short of utter disbelief, 
all comprehension there but not communicable.  Chere was a tear 
in her husband’s eye because of his own 0nal recognition, 2atharine 
was seeking words and Amelia’s heart was pounding. 

Chree teas were made, husband disappeared to elsewhere in the 
house, both she and 2atharine ensconced themselves in the therapy 
room where 2atharine gabbled out the bare bones of what she now 
irrevocably and intuitively knew.  But it all began with, G9ou must 
get Alec out of your life NOj4.  It wasn’t a request, it was an order.  
jith the most urgent message given, the rest came tumbling out. 

In Persia a very long time ago Amelia had been the 1atriarch of 
the town where she provided the physical guidance and needs of the 
population.  Chere was a 8oly 1an  who provided the spiritual and 
healing needs.  2atharine had been attacked and killed by one of the 
merchants who was hell bent on taking her and her death left behind 
a husband and young children.  Being responsible for their safety, 
and given the heinous nature of the death of the young mother, 
Amelia removed 2atharine’s family to a secret place where no man 
was to know about.  Che women who knew were sworn to total 
secrecy and took oaths to talk to no-one, not even their husbands 
or children, about it.  Che men were to be frozen out. Chat didn’t 
explain why Alec had to be eHected from Amelia’s life until she heard 
her own voice saying, GAlec was my husband and he killed me4. 

Each week during sessions the story would unfold a bit more, 
some information coming from 2atharine and some from Amelia.  
Amelia had begun dreaming weird and wonderful dreams, some-
times given clues via symbolism, and together they would deci-
pher them. Sometimes she would 0nd something or have incredibly 
strong memories or intuition or, almost disturbingly, strong feelings 
for someone.  Che help from 2atharine’s guides was invaluableJa 
guide being an attached higher evolved being.  Che unfolding story 
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was a classic case of fragmented souls and it became clear that they 
were helping each other to retrieve fragments of their respective 
souls. 

Che strongest feeling for a person that Amelia had was for the 
boyfriend of her teenage years - much stronger than she remembered 
from the time.  She hadn’t seen him since she was WT but now, 
suddenly, her heart Ripped and she smiled every time she thought 
of him.  It turned out that he had been the 8oly 1an for the 
Persian community and as such would have worked closely with 
Amelia.  Alec, her aggrieved husband, likely Healous of the power and 
prominence his wife had, fell in with equally aggrieved merchants 
who would have baulked at having to pay for one of their own’s 
unlawful and dishonourable behaviour by being frozen out.  8er 
husband accepted money and promised recognition to get his wife, 
the thorn in his and their side, and her ally the 8oly 1an out of 
the way. jith both gone, the merchants would have carte blanche 
within the community.  8is part became the killing of his wife and 
disposal of her body.   

It took weeks of dreams, symbolism, memories from about /,TTT 
years ago to get as much of the story as they could.  Alec had drugged 
his wife with perhaps slow acting snake venom in order to walk her 
to a disused shaft and pushed her in before she was dead.  It was 
in that drugged state that the reality of the depth of betrayal by her 
husband hit her so severely that her soul fragmented.   

jhen she felt emotionally and mentally strong enough to con-
template letting  Alec go, Amelia decided to put his loyalty to the 
test.  8er acceptance that it had not been  him she had seen in 
Budleigh that day with another woman had waned.  She opened 
her wardrobe doors and began moving the hangers as she looked for 
the dress.  8e was so quiet that she hadn’t heard him come into the 
bedroom and it made her Hump when his quiet voice close to her 
asked what she was doing. 

GBlimey, Alec.  Don’t creep up on me like thatJ  I’m looking for 
my green dressJyou know the one.  I told you, when I mistaken-
ly thought I saw you in Budleigh that the woman accompanying 
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whoever it was that looked so like you was wearing a green dress like 
mineJ4 and she let the words dangle in the air.  She knew very well 
she hadn’t mentioned the woman.  Chis was his test. 

GI know the one,4 he said as he took a step to be beside her, pulled 
it o” the rail   and handed it to her, GIt is here, right on the end.4 

8e had failed.  It was all she needed to know.  Never had she ever 
put it on that end of the rail - in all the time he’d known her it had 
never struck him that she had a particular system for hanging her 
clothes.  Che slimeball had had that woman in her home and for 
some obscure reason which she didn’t want to know he had allowed 
her to wear that dress.  Amelia was now a lot wiser after the coun-
selling sessions with 2atharine who had explained about narcissists, 
psychopaths, the danger they presented and, most importantly, how 
not to react to them.  So she smiled and thanked him. 

Chat night as they slept she had a terrifying dream.  Chat is what 
it started out as but she was actually living it and very much awake in 
her mind.  A black tornado was advancing rapidly towards her and 
trying to suck her in; if it succeeded she knew the end game would 
be death.  Vear gripping her to to core, she found herself reciting 
the Kords Prayer, 0rst of all not being able to get past the 0rst line, 
then having to start again and achieving two lines, starting again and 
achieving three lines, until eventually she got to the end and she was 
safe.  Che tornado disappeared and she felt spent and frightened.  
Intuition didn’t need to tell her it was Alec who was controlling the 
tornado.  She didn’t sleep again that night. 

Che next morning it was diKcult to pretend all was well and 
luckily it was a pretence not needed for long as they both went to 
their respective employments and she wouldn’t be seeing him again 
for a couple of days.  Che relief running through her was almost 
overwhelming and a sense of foreboding nestled in with it.  She 
listened to it. 

Che next night as she prepared the vegetables for her dinner she 
heard his familiar quiet, but this time slimy and menacing voice 
saying, G9ou said you were going to Exmoor that day.  9ou should 
have done that, Amelia.  9ou should not have been skulking around 
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Budleigh.  I’ve had to come back here tonight now4.  8e had a plan, 
ending with the Rat being ransacked. 

She didn’t turn immediately, but instead looked ahead, out of the 
window above the sink. 8e wasn’t prepared; she was, but not for the 
way it would turn out.  8is reRection in the glass told her exactly 
where he stood and when he moved.  She felt his hands grab her 
neck and as an automatic reaction Amelia swung her hands down, 
grabbed him by his balls, squeezing hard and twisting at the same 
time.  jet warmth spread over her hands and she felt satis0ed that 
losing control of his bladder would 0ll him with humiliation; she 
had to get out of there and 0nd help.  8e crumpled, letting go of 
her neck, screaming. Not sticking around for him to rally and attack 
her again she ran to the couple in the Rat below, hammered on the 
door, all the while shouting for someone to open the door quickly.  
jhen she was safely locked in their Rat and  1itchell was phoning 
for the police and an ambulance Sarah sat Amelia down to tend to 
her bleeding hands.  Chen she asked if she could take the knife from 
her.  Amelia had no idea she was still holding the vegetable knife; 
not only that, she had no inHuries to her hands, no inHuries at all.  
8er reactions and her face told the police she was in a state of shock 
but they still had to take as much information as they could safely 
get.  Che ambulance crew and one of the policemen hurried upstairs 
to Amelia’s Rat and found Alec surrounded by a pool of blood. As 
they stretchered him down to the ambulance 1itchell heard him 
say, GCell her we are even now4, as he passed.   It was not much louder 
than a whisper but he heard it.   

Alec died two days later from complications arising from surgery 
to repair the cut artery but his urgent, whispered messages to the 
nursing sta” and attendant policeman made it clear that he had 
tried to strangle Amelia thus implicating himself.  Che forensic team 
pieced the whole thing together.  Che bruises on her neck con0rmed 
his admission, and the angle of the puncture in Alec’s groin con-
0rmed that it was not a deliberate stabbing. As she Rung her hands 
behind her the knife she was still unknowingly holding plunged into 
him, damaging the artery.  8e must have instinctively felt he was 
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going to die and their past, or at least his part in Amelia’s demise in 
Persia, was made known to him which made him recognise that this 
was his time to pay his debt.   

She faced a court hearing, of course, but it looked likely that 
there would be a great deal of leniency for her.  It took a very long 
time to come to terms with everything that had happened and she 
eventually grew accustomed to him being gone and that nothing 
was her fault.  Amelia was learning to feel whole.  Che two words 
she had heard at Exmouth 0nally made sense.  GDeathJit was time 
for the death of the past, and FomingJI’m coming back to you4.  
Amongst her dreams had been a word in large print and unspoken 
knowledge that this had been her.  A1EMA.  Chere was also the 
beautiful, dark haired young woman leading a camel through the 
desert dunes, heading towards her with a smile.  And there was the 
dream of monks on the mountain.  As often happened, Amelia 
would be able to write about situations, dreams, meditations, in 
a way she was unaware of being capable of.  She looked for these 
writings and was surprised to 0nd one from when she met Alec and 
was surprised at the information in it.  Che warning was there, she 
was meant to listen.  8ad she listened the domino e”ect would not 
have happened and her soul would not have had the chance to be 
healed.  She’d had to keep Alec around because it led to 2atharine, 
her husband and the unravelling of a very old lifetime.   

Che woman with the camel remained a beautiful picture in her 
memory - Amera with a smile of recognition and thanks.  And it was 
Amera who had appeared to her as a shadowy 0gure on Exmouth 
beach.  Death to the pastJI’m coming to Hoin you. 





Poems
Christine Jones

Broken Human

Three thousand years
Fifteen lives

Ties that bind
Love that doesn’t die

A heart that aches
It’s beat shaky and troubled

A smile that fades
The eyes that die

A will that cannot go on

Amera

Silent knowledge lay dormant in the soul
Until it made its way into the dreamworld
Where it whispered, and whispered louder

Needing to be heard
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The conditioned brain could not comprehend;
Flailed and failed many a time

The soul screamed as it had never before
And spilled the tightly held silent knowledge

Into consciousness
Piece by piece

As there was no other way
Yet all the knowledge was there, all around

In physical forms, waiting to be found
Hailed, blamed

Regretful, contemptuous
Murderous, caring

The knowledge howled
Screamed

Jettisoned itself into the conscious
It was time

It is time
Three thousand years of silence is over

I am Amera from the dark
I am Amera, safe now in the Light

Monks on the Mountain

 
A striated black mountain, severe, dark and unrelenting
Where just a few, clad in black robes as those of a monk,

And just one clad in maroon,
Walked con.dently along the narrow ledges

To form an unreadable huddleB
Today, as my story unfolds, it is clear that this group

Is of those who attacked, wishing for me to fall and break
7efore I could become meB

The mountain shows its truth as a black tourmaline
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Absorbing hate and negativity, ensuring the fall is not completeB
I am now encouraged to .nd the strength to face

All that happened over decades, to
Relive the years relegated to memory, of worry, fear,
Uncertainty, disbelief and self disrespect, inabilityB

7ookCcover happiness a step too far to face past decadesB
I don’t want to do itB  ?an I take the pain again9 Will I survive9

I can cope as I am, but is that living9
?hallenge is one thing, bravery anotherB

Wisdom is the winner, advising to always remember
The real self and cast out for all time

The parasitic destruction
Which I so wrongly acceptedB





It was just a bike in the 
lane......to start with!

Richard Lappas

A weekend shift on duty one or two jobs on the diary, football on the 
Saturday, all in all a mundane weekend until Saturday night heard 
the rumbling of the phone in my room as I walked through the 
door.....A young girl had gone missing while on her paper round 
that very afternoon and all that was to be found was a bike laying 
Wat in Lithin Bane on the outskirts of Aylesbeare.

6y 0 cc am Sunday morning, it was Grystal Glear that we had a 
major searGh on our hands for a missing sGhool girl Galled Tenette 
Mate who had bumped into her pals Haggie Peavy and MraGey !ratt 
at the top of the lane but had vanished into thin air before she got 
to the bottom of the laneq

Aylesbeare is a pretty -uiet plaGe at the best of times, a sleepy vilE
lage on the outskirts of Dast xevon with most people only knowing 
of its eFistenGe beGause the signs for the village are on the road where 
you turn oR for the airport....but all of that Ghanged in an instant as 
the -uiet stillness was shattered by the arrival of hundreds of poliGe 
and the media GirGus of whiGh I was a part.

Oor me it felt like an intrusion, these people are deGent, honest 
Gountry folk who live their lives as  normal but it had beGome very 



MABDS OKVH xDD!DSM xAKNDSM xD2V1 7'3c

obvious that life for everyone in the village was about to Ghange, it 
had Ghanged and there would be muGh more to Gome.

Mhe piGture of Tenette4s bike is eFaGtly as it was found but it is 
a reGonstruGtion whiGh took plaGe under the watGhful eyes of Supt 
DriG Kundle and his media Ghief Koger 6usby .Mhe bike had been 
returned to Tenette4s home by Haggie and MraGy as they thought 
that their best pal might get into trouble for leaving her bike in the 
road.

Bittle did they know what was to unfold as the 1ational spotlight 
was GasGading all over this tiny Dast xevon village as the biggest 
missing persons in-uiry in history, began to unfold. Mhe image of 
the bike in the lane, desGribed as haunting by many, was to me eFaGtly 
what it is, a piGture of a bike in the lane, but what it aGhieved was to 
illustrate the story whiGh is what I have always set out to do. Its very 
likely that this image has been published more than all of my piGtures 
put together as the story still rolls on, the searGh for Tenette  Bouise 
still Gontinues, the young, happy go luGky, '’ year old newspaper girl 
remains missing nearly Cc years on.

Mhrough that time, Izve revisited Lithin Bane on a number of oGE
Gasions, Izve also photographed and interviewed  her mother Sheila 
Jook and with hand on heart, every visit has felt like an invasion of 
privaGy, there is an eerie atmosphere around the lane, its like nobody 
goes there, maybe that nobody should go there. In the doUen or so 
times Izve been there and sometimes for an hour, Izve never seen a Gar 
driving along Lithin Bane and news photographers are supposedly 
hard nosed, maybe they are but this story is something else, its 
diRerent probably beGause it has remained unresolved.  A few years 
ago, I visited Haggie Peavy with my Golleague Simon Mrump and I 
Gould see how Tenette4s disappearanGe had wreGked her life and her 
hope even though she managed to put on a very brave faGe for me 
whiGh you Gan read about later.

Izve often been asked what my thoughts are about Tenette4s 
disappearanGe and instinGtively Izve never been GonvinGed about 
Kobert 6laGks involvement , without some kind of help anyway and 
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for that Izve thought that a good look AGloser to homeB would be a 
plaGe to start.          

Mhe piGture was taken on a !entaF N'ccc with a 7Cmm lens.





Under the Southern 
Cross

Chip Tolson

She had been warned, she’d even bought herself a woollen coat 
before she left home. Hampered by luggage, her case trailing behind 
on wheels, her travel bag slipping from her shoulder, she stepped out 
from the terminal into a bitter wind. 

January in England, near freezing, it’s a shock when you’ve left 
behind your mid-summer homeland with a stop en route in Singa-
pore. 

There was no welcoming face to greet her. Departure twenty-‘ve 
hours ago had been a family axair gathered round in tee shirts, shorts 
and Aip Aops waving good-bye, fun and a few tears. 

She repeated the name of the hotel the company had booked for 
her under her breath, YSt Ermin’s Hotel, St Ermin’s Hotel’, surely 
every taji driver would know it.

Ls the afternoon wore on, Fvette was unable to adRust to the 
time dixerence. Determined to stay awake until local night time, she 
wrapped-up warm and went out to walk along crowded afternoon 
streets. 
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qsing the map in the company brochure, she found the building 
housing the Oondon oBce, her workplace for the nejt sij months 
on attachment. She walked on through St James Nark, over Horse 
Cuards Narade into Ihitehall, eventually ‘nding herself in Narlia-
ment S8uare looking toward the legendary silhouette of the tower 
housing 5ig 5en. 

Fvette had supper alone in the 0ajton 5ar, a meal she didn’t need 
after hours of airline meals, uncertain whether they were serving 
breakfast, lunch or dinner. 

Her  plan  for  a  sound  overnight  sleep  was  interrupted  by 
wide-eyed wakefulness at what her mobile told her was two in the 
morning. She checked her emails, replying to those from home. 

Pealising sleep was not returning, Fvette searched in her bag for 
her grandfather’s notebook. Qt was one of the series he’d left to her a 
couple of years back knowing she was the family member most likely 
to follow-up on his studies into the family’s history. 

Her grandfather had spent hours on the internet and in libraries, 
researching arrivals from various countries over the decades linking 
into the family history. The one forebear he had spoken to Fvette 
about and which had given him his greatest interest and pride was 
her sij times Creat Crandfather, Thomas 0hater. 

He’d stepped ashore in January UG;; at what became Sydney 
0ove, coming ox a vessel of the Mirst Mleet. 

The eleven vessels of the Mirst Mleet landed seven hundred and 
thirty-sij convicts, the ‘rst of many men, women and children to 
be transported to the new penal colonies being established in the 
recently claimed 5ritish 0olony of 7ew South Iales. 

Mrom numerous sources, Fvette’s grandfather had established 
that Thomas, an eighteen-year-old farm labourer had been caught 
poaching by gamekeepers and eventually sentenced to Transporta-
tion. There must be more facts for her to establish while in England. 
High on her list was to locate the village of Thurloake in the 0ounty 
of Devon. This was the place where Thomas had been born and 
where she guessed he’d fallen foul of the local landowner and his 
gamekeepers. 



q7DEP THE SKqTHEP7 0PKSS UG?

Lfter ‘ve months at sea having called at Santa 0ruz and Pio, the 
Aeet arrived at The 0ape of Cood Hope on the toe of Lfrica. Their 
stores were replenished and livestock purchased to be taken onboard 
the supply vessels. 

Thomas seized his chance. He volunteered on the strength of his 
rural background to trans-ship from his berth on the vessel 0har-
lotte across to the Mriendship for stockman duties with the cattle, 
sheep, pigs and poultry on the long passage across the Southern 
Kcean. 

Kn arrival in 7ew South Iales all the livestock, together with 
Thomas and three other convicts, were put ashore onto 0attle Qs-
land, renamed from the indigenous people’s Tubowgule. Two cen-
turies later, that same ground became the peninsular site of the Syd-
ney Kpera House, a place that now held added interest for Fvette.

Lfter his time working with the livestock, Thomas was sent in a 
team of convict labourers to clear land licenced for development as 
a sheep station to build the merino wool ejport trade to Europe. 

Qn the U;46s, by then for many years a freed man, Thomas left 
employment at the sheep station to Rourney into the outback with 
his wife and their two sons to establish their own Aock to Roin the 
burgeoning Verino wool ejport trade to Europe. Thomas died in 
his eighties in the mid-U;?6s with 3ueen 1ictoria on the throne and 
having never breathed the clear air of Devon again.

Fvette’s mother had teased her daughter when she’d talked of her 
family research mission whilst in England, branding it a Yreverse 
transportation’. Her Rourney by air in 46U? was scheduled to take 
twenty-‘ve hours9 her sij times Creat Crandfather Thomas’s Rour-
ney by sea had lasted eight months.

YHow is hotel life treating you, FvetteE’ Debbie, her workmate in 
the oBce, asked during her second week in Oondon.

YThe hotel is ‘ne, 8uite grand for a few days. 7ow Q’m ‘nding 
my way about Q need to move into digs someplace. Ihere do you 
hangoutE’
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Debbie was in a Aat sharing with two others. YLs it happens one of 
my Aatmates is moving out. Fou’re welcome to come round to have 
a look or do you think work and play don’t mijE’

Two weeks later Fvette met Debbie’s remaining Aatmate, Jenny. 
She transferred her few possessions into the neat ‘rst Aoor Aat near 
Turnham Creen. Ls soon as she was settled the three went round to 
the nearby Tabard Qnn. Lfter they’d got their drinks in and ordered 
food, they sat at a table close to the open ‘re.

YHow did you two meet upE’ Fvette asked her new Aatmates.
Y0hance, both on the lookout for somewhere to live’ said Debbie.
YLre you from OondonE’
Y7o, both brought up in the Vidlands, but we’d never met.’
YIe went to universities at opposite ends of the country before 

gravitating to work in Oondon,’ Jenny added
YQ went to Edinburgh and Jenny to Ejeter.’
YEjeter, that’s in Devon isn’t itE Q have a forebear who was born 

in Devon. Q hope to ‘nd out more about him while Q’m over here.’
YDevon was great, Q have an qncle and Lunt living in the county, Q 

often stayed with them. Cood to get away every now and again when 
student life got too heavy.’

YIhat did you both do at qniE Q did Oaw at Vonash.’
That’s in Velbourne, isn’t itE Q thought you were from Sydney.’
YQ am, Q wanted a bit of space from my brothers.’
YThat’s why Q went to Edinburgh,’ Debbie laughed, Yit was a 

four-year course. Q did Economics and Nolitics.’
YHistory for me at Ejeter, specialising in local Rudicial systems 

through the centuries,’ added Jenny. 
Their meals came and broke into their conversation. 
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Oying in bed on Sunday morning, Fvette read again her grandfa-
ther’s notebook. She wondered whether to open up to Jenny about 
her forebear. Lfter qniversity at Ejeter with her interest in matters 
Rudicial she had to be a good source of relevant knowledge.

L month later, taking a Mriday ox work, Fvette was being driven 
past Stonehenge on the LG6G bound for Devon. Pesearching with 
Jenny, they had already established that Thomas 0hater had been 
tried at the Ejeter Lssize in UG;F and might have been hanged days 
later that summer had his sentence not been commuted by the 
2ing’s Nardon to Twelve Fears Transportation, ‘rst sending him to 
a prison hulk lying ox Ioolwich. 

Iith typhoid rampant on the decaying vessel, Thomas’s health 
declined before he and others were transferred to the transportation 
Aeet in Nortsmouth harbour waiting to sail to the other side of the 
world. 

Despite the harsh conditions on board, with regular feeding and 
sea air, Thomas’s health improved. 

Mrom reports at the time of the trial it was clear that the then heir 
to the landowner of the huge Thurloake estate, Mrederick St John 
5radleigh, owning the village and the land for miles around, had 
argued forcefully for the original capital sentence to be carried out 
to set an ejample to the local population.

Fvette wanted to know if 5radleigh’s descendants were still living 
in Thurloake. She’d persuaded Jenny not to tell her qncle Ciles and 
Lunt Vary that Thomas had been transported, Rust that he was local 
to Thurloake before he emigrated. Qf they thought about it, they 
would no doubt guess he’d been a transported convict.

Qn the village church, they found Thomas’s name listed in the 
record of baptisms. They even found a collapsed gravestone with 
several 0hater names on it. 
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However, the story that emerged that evening when they had a 
pub supper together with Jenny’s uncle and aunt at the 5radleigh 
Lrms, was of the 5radleigh family not ‘nding success. Ls the 
evening progressed, the landlord and a few pub regulars were en-
couraged to reminisce about local history. 

L tale emerged of 5radleigh misfortunes. The family had per-
sisted as landowners into 1ictorian days, but their wealth had been 
gambled away by a young heir to the fortune. The house and estate 
had fallen into ruin and little remained in the in the Twentieth 
0entury to be seen of Thurloake Hall, only the footings of walls and 
a derelict ‘re-damaged tower.

Kver Sunday lunch before they set ox back to Oondon, Jenny’s 
qncle Ciles told them that after the gossip in the pub he’d been 
looking through local history pamphlets remembering he’d read of 
an Lustralian connection with the 5radleigh family. 

Qt was told that the heir to the estate in late Ceorgian days travelled 
out to Lustralia believing there might be good money to be made 
shipping wool back to Europe to be worked in the family’s Iest 
0ountry woollen mill. Ieeks after he arrived in Sydney, he’d gone 
missing travelling deep into the outback sheep country, possibly 
waylaid, his party thought to have been robbed and killed. 7o trace 
of him or his guides was found, a mystery never solved. 

Qt was the missing 5radleigh’s young son, aged only ten who 
inherited the estate and the 5aronetcy on his grandfather’s death. 
Ls a young man he frittered away the 5radleigh fortune, selling land, 
the woollen mill and family treasures to ‘nance his dissolute lifestyle. 
He’d died friendless and diseased in a Oondon poorhouse in his late 
twenties, the 5aronetcy dying with him. He left only his grieving 
mother and unmarried sisters to end their days as Thurloake Hall 
fell into ruins about them.

Votoring back to Oondon Fvette said little. 
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Jenny couldn’t resist. YFou didn’t see that one coming, Fvette.’ 
Her companion, deep in thought, didn’t answer.
Jenny, watching the growing traBc, tried again. YVaybe you have 

unravelled a cold case of revenge, ‘nding the solution to a long-
standing mystery.’ 

Fvette countered, Ythere was never any proof 5radleigh was mur-
dered. Vaybe he Rust got lost and went missing in the outback. He 
wouldn’t be the ‘rst, or the last, to suxer such a fate.’

Jenny drove on into Town in the Aow of cars carrying weekending 
people returning from their breaks. 

YQ agree with you, Fvette. That must be what happened. However, 
when we get back to Town, let’s drink a toast to the 5radleigh’s 
unfortunate visitor to Lustralia and to the spirit of your sij times 
Creat Crandfather, Thomas 0hater.’ 

YVaybe my forebear wasn’t the loser the people of Devon might 
have thought him to be. Ie’ll toast them both tonight. L toast with 
a ‘ne Lustralian wine.’ 

Fvette gazed at the traBc ahead as their Rourney slowed. YThank 
you, Jenny, it’s not the tale Q was ejpecting. The two men, 5radleigh 
and 0hater, may or may not have met under the Southern 0ross in 
those long-ago 1ictorian days.’ 





Dead Artist
Chip Tolson

Amanda clattered down the stairs from the studio, buttoning her 
coat as she went. Once out in Greek Street, she pushed her way 
through the Soho crowd determined to have it out with her agent, 
Agnes Sinclair. 

An hour later, she was sitting in the Soho Theatre bar with a glass 
of red, seething over her exchange with Agnes and coming to terms 
with life without an agent. 

It had been abrupt and loud. What did Agnes think she was doing 
by sending her to that sordid audition? 

Amanda had been surprised that no other candidate was waiting 
in the ante-room. Once inside the o‘ce, it became obvious it was 
not the sort of opportunity she was expecting.

KO’ dear, grab a robe, you can strip oN behind the curtain.U
KWhat the hell do you mean?U
The man looked at her with his mouth open, revealing a dental 

horror story. KGet your kit oN so we can get on with the audition.U
Kjot bloody likely, what do you take me for?U
KLp to you, love, if you want the Eob strip oN, otherwise go home 

and stop wasting my time and yours.U
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Amanda woke the next morning regretting the evening. One glass 
of red had led to an evening of red wine, linking up with others 
to watch a mediocre comedy sketch on the basement stage before 
taking a piBBa back to the Yat for an unsettling late supper. 

Amanda resolved to get out of Fondon, to go down to the West 
3ountry and stay with her cousin 3hrissy at her cottage deep in rural 
Vevon.

Hreakfast at the cafe on the corner, a source of reviving coNee and 
warm croissants, helped get things onto an even keel. Mully awake, 
Amanda sent Yowers to Agnes as a peace oNering. ;ou never know 
when you might need an agent again, even Agnes. 

Hack at the Yat, her suitcase packed, she rang 3hrissy, who sound-
ed bored yet welcoming. She asked Amanda to ring once her train 
was underway from 2addington. 3hrissy would meet her at Tiver-
ton 2arkway. 

3rossing the Somerset Fevels that afternoon, the train slowed to a 
stop. The train guard was working his way along the carriage, talking 
to passengers. 

There was a problem, a tree had fallen across the line beyond 
Taunton. Alternative arrangements would be made to relay passen-
gers beyond the blockage.

Amanda rang her cousin. K3hrissy, you havenUt left home, have 
you?U

Kjo, but IUve got my coat on and was about to go out to the car.U
KThereUs a problem, a tree is down across the line. IUm going to be 

stuck in Taunton. I donUt know whether IUll be coming on by bus 
today or on a train tomorrow.U

Amanda asked 3hrissy about their mutual cousin, Timothy. 
KVoesnUt he live in Taunton? If I have a long wait, I could go and 
see him. Vo you have an address for him?U 
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KAunt 3harlotteUs old address. 4e still lives in the house. I did call 
on him once. 4e was out or not answering the door. 4is house is 
not far from the station.

KSend me the address, I havenUt seen Timothy in years.U
KI believe he spends all his time painting? I looked through the 

glass beside the front door. The place looked a mess.U
KIs it Eust him living alone?U
KAs far as I know, it is?U
KI donUt know when I last met him! I was probably still at school. 

I never got to Aunt 3harlotteUs funeral.U
K;ou didnUt miss much, a hurried service at the 3rem followed by 

a salad lunch in a pub.U
Kjot a good family get-together, then.U
KMor a 5nal gathering of the three brothers, TimothyUs and our two 

fathers, it was a poor do, but they never were the best of friends.U
K6ust as well that I wasnUt there.
Once the train pulled into Taunton station, there was no infor-

mation as to what would happen next. Although buses had been 
mentioned on the train, no arrangements had been made. 

It didnUt take Amanda long to 5nd TimothyUs house, at least the 
house at the address 3hrissy had emailed. It took her an age to get 
Timothy to come to the door. She knew someone was at home from 
the bright light coming from the dormer window looking onto the 
street. She could see a moving shadow. 

Amanda was certain she could be heard! the doorbell was loud, 
then she used the door knocker with increasing blows. 

A man passing by with a dog on a lead looked over. K;ouUll have 
di‘culty getting Pr Sanders to come to the door this time of day, 
not if he is in his studio.U 

KIUm his cousin,U Amanda replied.
In the end, she resorted to shouting through the letterbox.
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KTimothy, I know you are there. 3ome to the door and let me in. 
IUm Amanda, your cousin.U 

At last, there was a sound of movement, then heavy steps on the 
stairs. KTimothy, itUs me, IUm Amanda, your cousin.U

3hains were unfastened, but one remained in place! the door only 
opened a few inches. Timothy, with Yashes of blue paint on his 
forehead and 5ngers, stared out frowning.

KGo away and stop banging on my front door.U
KTimothy… Mor heavenUs sake. I am your cousin, Amanda. Fet me 

in, I have come to see you.U 
The man on the other side of the door stared out. In truth, 

Amanda didnUt recognise him as her cousin. It had been years since 
they had seen each other on his last school summer holiday at their 
grandparentsU farm.

K3ome on Timothy, stop messing about and open the door, I am 
getting cold out here.U

K;ou donUt look like Amanda! you havenUt got pigtails.U
KOf course, I havenUt got bloody pigtails, they were cut oN the day 

I left school. jow get the chain oN the hook and let me in.U
With reluctance, the door was unchained and slowly opened. 

Amanda pushed in, entering a cluttered hallway lit by a single un-
shaded bulb hanging from the ceiling. Timothy reconnected the 
door chains before turning to look at Amanda. K4ow do I know you 
are Amanda? ;ou donUt look at all like my cousin.U

KTimothy,  itUs  years  since we last  met,  IUve changed,  youUve 
changed. I am on my way to stay with 3hrissy in Vevon. Py train is 
stuck in Taunton. Something about a tree on the track.U

K2rove who you are.U
KTimothy… Pust you?U Amanda searched in her bag. KThis is no 

way to greet a girl.U She pulled out her wallet. K4ere, my driving 
licence, is that good enough for you?U

Timothy held her wrist to the light. KIt doesnUt look like you.U
KWhoever has an IV photo that is the least bit like them?U
Mor a moment, she wondered if the man was Timothy, maybe 

someone else lived in this house. 



VRAV ADTIST zC7

KThis 5asco with the train has allowed me to come and see you, 
Timothy, if you are 3ousin Timothy with blue paint on your face.U

4e made no reply. 
K4ow about a cup of tea, or something stronger, if you have it? 

2oint me to your kitchen. IUll put the kettle on.U
KIt will have to be black tea. I have no milk. ;ou are interrupting 

me. I am painting. I do not like being disturbed.U
K3ome on Timothy, IUve come to see you, you have every day to 

paint. FetUs make tea, or have you got instant coNee? We can take it to 
your studio. Then I can see what you get up to in your spare time.U 

KI donUt let anyone see un5nished work.U
KTimothy. I want to see what you do. I might want to buy a picture 

if you have any 5nished pictures.U
KIUve got several hundred around the house.U
K4undreds… Vo you ever sell any?U
Kjo. I give a few away, from the early days after my time at Art 

3ollege.U

TimothyUs kitchen was a bad experience, stacked with unwashed 
dishes, the worktops heavy with empty and unopened tins of soup, 
baked beans and rice puddings. Amanda found an open Ear of in-
stant coNee, washed a teaspoon in the grimy sink and looked for 
a mug. Timothy, standing in the doorway, pointed to a cupboard, 
declining her oNer of a cup, reaching over to switch on an ancient 
electric kettle. Without talking they waited for it to boil. Once she 
had poured boiling water into the mug, she looked at her cousin 
unmoving in the doorway. 

4e returned her gaBe, debating whether to let her come up to 
his studio. She smiled in response. Timothy turned to lead the way 
upstairs, painted canvases balanced on every step, propped against 
the bannisters. On the 5rst landing, more pictures. Going up to the 
room in the roof needed care! the stairway was steep and narrow. 
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The studio was lit by two bright neon tube lights on the ceil-
ing, together with the dormer window looking north out onto the 
street in the gathering gloom. On the other side of the room, a 
Yoor-to-ceiling Mrench window looked out over a balcony to the 
railway tracks. jothing was moving. 

4alf an hour later, they were chatting as Amanda picked through 
a pile of pictures from the multitude of paintings stacked around 
his studio. Timothy had started to talk after she told him she had 
studied a 4istory of Art course at Goldsmiths for a year. She im-
plied it was a full-time course - it had been weekly evening classes 
threaded into her shift routine waiting tables between minor acting 
Eobs. Fuckily, sheUd picked up enough knowledge to enEoy regular 
visits to Fondon Galleries. Amanda had followed up her classes at 
Goldsmiths with life drawing evenings at St PartinUs.

Amanda knew the subEect well enough to take a constructive 
interest in TimothyUs paintings, probing the thinking behind his 
work and asking 9uestions that took his interest. Once Timothy 
relaxed, she suggested she should go to the corner shop sheUd passed 
on the way to the house to get something to drink and maybe eat.  
She had not expected him to agree. 

4aving made him promise he would not put the chains back on 
the front door, she went to the shop and bought two bottles of 
3alifornian Perlot, packets of nuts, crisps and a couple of sausage 
rolls.

Hefore she returned to TimothyUs house, she rang 3hrissy to tell 
her there was no point in continuing her Eourney until the next day.

K;ou are not going to spend the night with Timothy?U
Kjot with Timothy0 at TimothyUs place. If I cannot 5nd a bed, 

IUll sleep in an armchair.U
KHest of luck, the one time I called it looked a mess.U
KIt still is, but his paintings are good, very good in fact, fascinating 

subEects. I think he does little else, Eust endless paintings from ideas 
in his head. And he never sells any. An exhibition in the right place 
might do very well. 4e could make some money and get help to 
clean the place.U
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At the end of the line, there was silence before 3hrissy added, 
KIUve always thought artists had to be dead before their pictures made 
good prices.U

Amanda hurried back to TimothyUs house, the bottles clinking 
in the carrier bag supplied by the shopkeeper. Lnlike her earlier 
greeting, he was waiting for her at the front door, brandishing two 
wine glasses. Fater, examining her wine with a light shining through 
the glass, Amanda was sure the glass was old, even Georgian. She 
wondered what other treasures there were lurking about the house 
under the domestic debris.

With the 5rst wine bottle empty, the second going the same way 
and the food eaten, AmandaUs eyes were blinking into sleep. When 
she told him she was going in search of the KlooU, Timothy suggested 
she go downstairs to 5nd the W3 oN the front hallway. 

Instead, she found a surprisingly neat bathroom on the 5rst Yoor. 
Its walls and the ceiling were painted with the orgiastic happenings 
of ancient Gods and Goddesses, little left to the imagination as the 
lush 5gures portrayed their erotic lives to the full.

KTimothy, you have the most wonderful bathroom I have ever 
seen. Someone should make a documentary 5lm of it.U 

KThat room is strictly private, Amanda. ;ou were not meant to see 
it.U

K2rivate, maybe, it is also tremendous. It has made my visit here all 
the better.U

It had gone midnight by the time Amanda wrapped herself in a 
musty blanket, stretching out on a drawing room sofa, oNering a 
surprising degree of comfort, exaggerated by the contents of the best 
part of a bottle of wine.

There was one thing Amanda had discovered in the last few 
hoursZ her much older cousin, a 5gure of awkward amusement to 
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be teased by his younger girl cousins in their youth, was a person of 
considerable artistic talent, even if he lacked easy-going social graces.

Rarly in the morning, once Amanda had got her eyes open, she 
put on a shirt and Eeans and went upstairs to the bathroom to 
freshen up and get a drink of water to sluice out her mouth from the 
eveningUs excess. She lost all sense of time sitting on the closed loo 
seat, gaBing around the room, taking in the whole scope of Timo-
thyUs imagined orgies of the deities. Ogling the fresco, she wondered 
how Timothy had 5gured out a way to combine the whole tableau 
into one Yowing epic picture. 

Pake of it what you will, it had to be a signi5cant piece of work! 
ancient masters would have cast envious glances at such artistic skill.

Amanda knew that she should not do it, but she did it anyway. She 
panned her mobile around the room to put everything on record.

Amanda found Timothy in his top-Yoor studio, concentrating on 
his painting. 4e said nothing as she stood in the doorway.

KAre you always up at this time, Timothy?U
4e stared at a detail, a spot, in the picture.
Kjot talking to me this morning, 3ousin Timothy? Is there 

somewhere nearby where we can get breakfast? I canUt be too long 
as the trains will be running again. I must get down the line to meet 
up with our cousin 3hrissy.U

KI seldom have breakfast. There is a place near the station where 
you can get something reasonable to eat. It opens early.U

KIUve got to eat before long, will you come with me, Timothy! you 
must eat something during the day.U

KIUll come in 5fteen minutes when IUve done this bit, IUve been 
thinking about it all night.U

K;ou have been to bed, havenUt you?U
KMor an hour or two. After your interruption yesterday. jow I 

need to get this done, or it will bug me for days.U
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KIUm sorry I interrupted, Sir. Vo you always work like this? I would 
have thought you needed your sleep.U

KI can sleep in the day as long as no one comes hammering on my 
front door.U

KI donUt think you are such a grumpy old man as you are trying to 
make out, Timothy.U

KIf you want me to come for breakfast, go downstairs and sort 
yourself out. IUll Eoin you in 5fteen minutes.U

Vismissed from the studio, Amanda went down to the kitchen. 
She was pleased to 5nd there was hot water! she began to make an 
inroad into the washing-up pile of dirty dishes. 

It was half an hour before Timothy appeared.
The cafe Timothy took her to presented a simple breakfast menu 

written in white chalk on a blackboard suspended over the counter, 
a choice between a MarmerUs Hreakfast or a Hasic Hreakfast. Amanda 
didnUt bother to ask the diNerence, opting for the heavier breakfast, 
half-expecting it to come with a pint of cider. Timothy stuck to the 
KHasicU. Hoth were served with hot black coNee.

4aving eaten, Timothy walked with Amanda to the station and 
waited while she sorted out the timetable. She had twenty minutes 
to wait for her connection to Tiverton 2arkway. She suggested he 
didnUt need to wait, guessing he wanted to get back to his studio.

KFet me have your telephone number, Timothy. I want to keep in 
touch. There is something very special about your paintings. Thank 
you for the one you gave me.U 

To AmandaUs surprise, he reached into a pocket and pulled out 
an embossed card, the kind seen years back, with his fatherUs initials 
crossed out and KT 4, for Timothy 4untrissU inserted, the address 
and phone number remaining. 

K6ust a landline? 4ave you got a mobile number or email?U
KA proper telephone is all I need.U
KI thought everyone had a mobile these days, they are very useful.U
Kjo, Amanda, everyone does not have a mobile. I have no wish 

for one. I have a reliable camera which IUve had for many years and a 
house phone is all I need.U
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KVo you have to take your 5lms to the chemist to get them devel-
oped?U she asked with a laugh.

K2eople only use their phones to take photographs these days. jo 
doubt you have been snapping away at some of my pictures during 
your stay.U

Amanda smiled at her cousin. K6ust a few, I want to remember 
them.U

KI thought you were a long time in the bathroom this morn-
ing. Demember they are my copyright.U Timothy looked sternly at 
Amanda, meeting her guilty grin with raised eyebrows.

KI must ring 3hrissy.U Amanda reached up to kiss Timothy on 
both cheeks. While he didnUt return the compliment, he held her 
5rmly, his cheek pressed to hers. 

3hrissy collected Amanda at Tiverton 2arkway. Once they were 
driving on the jorth Vevon link, the trees alongside the road show-
ing the 5rst Yush of springtime green, 3hrissy 9uiBBed her cousin 
about her stay with their cousin, Timothy.

KIUm surprised he let you in.U
KIt was touch and go. I had to hammer on the door and shout 

through the letterbox.U
KWhat did he think of your antics?U
KI had to produce my driving licence to prove I was his cousin… 4e 

appeared to think I should be in school uniform with pigtails. Once 
I was in his house, he was not so di‘cult. 4e even let me out and 
back to get something for our supper from the shop on the corner. 
That was when I rang you.U

KI thought we might go back there after Aunt 3harlotteUs funeral. 
jot a bit of it ” a corn beef salad in the local pub, then he and Lncle 
3harlie were the 5rst to go. We thought we might have to pay the 
bill, but they had done that.U
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3hrissy turned oN the link road jorth of Tiverton, setting oN for 
Pid-Vevon country.

KSo, you have never seen his paintings, theyUre stacked everywhere, 
along the corridors, up the stairs, hundreds, no, there could be over 
a thousand.U

KWhat does he do with them, sell them?U
Kjot a bit of it. 4e says, why should he? They are his to keep.U
KAre they not much to shout about?U
Kjo way. They are good. I buttered him up a bit, exaggerating 

the courses I did at Goldsmiths and later at St PartinUs. I implied I 
maEored on the 4istory of Art. 4e was easy to talk to after a while.U

They were travelling through ever-narrower lanes, twisting across 
the countryside between high hedge banks.

AmandaUs memory was stirring, recalling long-ago Eourneys in the 
back seat of the Mord &ephyr, her mother driving, lecturing her to 
behave well while staying with her grandparents, not that the Two 
Old Gramps, as the cousins always called them, ever saw what the 
three youngsters got up to out on the summer-time farm.

K;ou wonét have seen the mural in TimothyUs bathroom.U
KI havenUt seen anything of his,U 3hrissy replied, intent on driving 

rather faster than Amanda, used to FondonUs bus-crowded streets, 
thought was wise.

KWe will have to mount an invasion on Timothy in his studio, 
descend on him mob-handed. IUll get him to open the door, then we 
can both go in. ;ou must see his bathroom. When we get to your 
place, IUll show you the short bit of video I took.U 

3hrissy drove on, expertly backing thirty yards to a gateway to let 
a tractor and trailer s9ueeBe past.

KThat was neat.U
K;ou soon learn to back a car when you live in these parts.
KI could swear this is the way to The Gramps farm.U
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Kjot any longer, it isnUt. It is the way to my farm.U
K;our farm?U
KVid I not tell you my late, but elderly husband, was rich, very 

rich? 4e made me happy and I made him very happy. Sadly, it was 
not to be for long.U

KI never met him. Are you a farmer, now?U
Kjo, dear. The farmhouse, the stable block and the ancient stone 

barn, all upgraded to twenty-5rst-century living, with two 5elds 
attached, make up my KcottageU as you so sweetly called it over the 
phone. This is where I live. The other land was sold oN between The 
Gramps selling up and my late husband buying the place.

3hrissy swung the Dange Dover in through a gateway between 
two stone walls! AmandaUs mouth fell open as she gaBed at the 
farmhouse sheUd known as a child remodelled into the Twenty-Mirst 
3entury.

KWhat do you think, Amanda? ;ou are seldom lost for an opin-
ion.U

KIUm staggered… IUll have to explore.U
K3oNee 5rst, toast and marmalade. I didnUt have any breakfast.U
KIUll  Eoin you for  coNee,  my breakfast  was  huge,  a  so-called 

KMarmerUs HreakfastU with Timothy in a cafe between his house and 
the station.U

K;ou seem to have got on well with our cousin Timothy, spending 
the night with him and escorted to the station.U

KAs I explained, dear 3hrissy, I spent the night at his house, not 
with him. 4e was painting most of the night.U

Over the next few days, dodging rain showers, Amanda was led by 
3hrissy to some of the favourite places they had known as children. 
3hrissy was con5dent of her bearings, even on the sold-oN land, but 
Amanda was uncertain until suddenly each scene became familiar, 
but somehow changed.

On a day when it rained heavily, 3hrissy enEoyed showing every-
thing she and her local builders had done to the house and particu-
larly the old stone barn, now converted into three cottagesZ one with 
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a single bedroom, the other two with three double bedrooms, all en 
suite.

KWhy the big diNerence? Anyway, what are you going to do 
with them? jot selling them oN, I hope. TheyUre too close to have 
strangers on your doorstep.U

KIt was 4aroldUs idea. 4is background was rather upmarket. 4e 
said they were for visitors with staN. ThatUs not for me. I Eust went 
along with the ideas he had discussed with his architect friend, 
Donald. I didnUt want to rock the boat! 4arold and Donald went 
back a long way.U

KThat barn has made a wonderful cottage conversion. Will you do 
summer lets?U

KIUm not keen on that either if the truth be told.U

Delaxing, warmed by a log 5re, in the sitting room of the old 
farmhouse, eating scones with cream and Eam, Vevon style, the 
cousins talked of their exploits during their teenage summer visits 
to The Gramps.

Amanda felt something was missing.  
KWe must get Timothy down here to see this wonderful place, 

3hrissy?
K4eUll never come. Mrom what I know and what you have told me, 

he wonUt venture out from his sacred studio?U
KIUm not so certain,U Amanda smiled. KI could take photos of our 

favourite places on the farm, the places we used to go to on those 
summer holidays, places he might want to work into his paintings.U 

KWhy would he want to do that? Surely, he is happy where he is.U
K4e has great imagination, but I think a bit of real countryside, 

Nen plein airO as the art world says, would galvanise him into a frenBy 
of new paintings. FetUs try to persuade him to come to visit, maybe 
stay a while in one of your cottages. 
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3hrissy smiled, K4e could live there for as long as he wanted, 
setting up a studio. We could keep him fed and watered while he 
concentrates on his painting.U 3hrissy warmed to her idea. KThen, 
we could gather up paintings from his house in Taunton, set up a 
website and market them. ThatUs ideal, the artist disappears. To the 
world and the art market, he becomes Na late artist, a dead artistO. 
Then we drip-feed his work onto the market. I like it.U 3hrissy 
beamed. 

Amanda raised her eyebrows. Kjot so fast, 3hrissy. They are his 
paintings. ;ou must cut him in on the proceeds.U 

KWeUll be giving him free board and lodging. We can get someone 
in daily to do housekeeping for him. 4e can paint all day. What more 
could he want?U

The next day, Amanda was surprised to 5nd that 3hrissy owned 
three cars, with two parked in the garage, in addition to the Dange 
Dover. There was a classic drophead PGH for summer days, as 
3hrissy put it, also a Pini 3lubman. 

Amanda had never owned a car of her own, having borrowed 
from her parents on occasions such as moving Yat. Otherwise, she 
saw no point in owning a car in Fondon.  She could understand why 
a car was essential for living deep in the country, but three cars for a 
single person had to be excessive.

She chose the Pini for her expedition back to Taunton, armed 
with her photos of 3hrissyUs Ncottage in the countryO, seeking to 
persuade cousin Timothy to visit for old timeUs sake. She arrived at 
his cluttered Taunton house bearing motorway-bought sandwiches, 
having said she would bring lunch for them both.

Amanda was surprised at his enthusiasm as she arrived back at 
3hrissyUs Ncottage in the countryO later that afternoon with Timo-
thy in the car with her. 4e was excited over the photographs of the 
one-time NGramps MarmO and the idea of painting out in the open 
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air. 4e had 9uickly put sketch pads, acrylics and watercolour paints 
with a folding easel into a well-used rucksack and been impatient for 
Amanda to set oN, chiding her for her belief that he never left his 
house.

If Amanda was surprised at TimothyUs enthusiasm for his visit, 
3hrissy was astounded. 4earing the car return earlier than expected, 
she went out to commiserate with Amanda, stopping only when 
she saw she had a passenger, then stood with her mouth open as she 
realised who it was.

KAnd you must be grown up 3hristine,U Timothy greeted her.U
K4ow0U
K3hrissy, Timothy wants to have a real look around and do 

sketches of The Gramps old farm. 4eUs told me he did a few sketches 
during that last summer we all stayed here, but the sketch book has 
gone missing over the years.U

KTimmy0 Timothy, welcome back to the Marm. ;ou should have 
come0U 3hrissy managed to say in welcome, still puBBled to see him 
after AmandaUs tale of how she had to persuade him to even open 
the door to her.

KI had no idea you were here in Vevon. Fet alone that you owned 
this place,U said Timothy. KIt looks a bit diNerent. The farmhouse was 
covered in ivy when we were here all those years ago.U  So saying, with 
no more delay, Timothy strode oN toward the 5elds, away from the 
girls and the buildings, his rucksack on his back.

KTimothy, supper tonight, seven oUclock.U 3hrissy called after her 
cousin. KVonUt be late.U

KIUm as Yummoxed as you are, 3hrissy,U Amanda watched the 
bubbles rise in her GPT. KAs soon as he saw the photographs of the 
farm, he was ready to come.U 
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K4e used to stay up late with The Gramps after we had been 
dispatched to our beds.U 3hrissy was thinking out loud. K4e must 
have had a far better understanding with them.U

K4e has been very sweet all day, so changed from the reception I 
got when I went to see him on my ill-fated train Eourney stuck in 
Taunton.U

KVid you manage to bring any of his paintings with you?U
K;es, a boot full, Timothy helped to load them into the car with-

out asking why we wanted them.U Amanda laughed. KI said I must 
show them to you as you didnUt believe me when I told you they 
were good and all over the house,U

3hrissy decided. KTomorrow, we start a website to drum up the 
market for our dear, lamented cousin, the late Timothy, artist of 
Taunton town.U 3hrissy smiled.

KGuess so.U Amanda had her reservations over the scheme, but she 
could 5ght that battle another day.

KOh, that sketch-book Timothy spoke to you about. It must be 
the one The Gramps gave me when I stayed here on my own years 
later, before they sold up. They thought the book was mine. It must 
be at my Yat.U

K;our Yat?U
K;es, I still have a Yat in Rxeter, the last place I lived, before I 

married 4arold.U
KIUm sure Timothy would like to have it. 4e mentioned the sketch 

book as we drove down. 4e had wanted it for his portfolio at Art 
School.U

KIUll get it when I next go to Rxeter. 
Timothy was not back before they started supper.
KWhere can he be?U 3hrissy worried.
KItUs almost dark, do you think heUs lost?U
K2robably, I doubt he has too good a memory of the land. 4eUs 

either lost or fallen into a pond. Vo you remember that?U 3hrissy 
laughed.

KWhen the branch broke. 4e was trying to impress us with his tree 
climbing skill. That awful cracking sound.U
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KAt least he got out on his own.U 3hrissy added.
KThe Gramps were very cross. They threatened to send him home. 

They told us a cow had drowned in the pond. 
KWe canUt wait any longer for him. FetUs eat.U 3hrissy brought a 

dish from the Dayburn to the table revealing a shepherdUs pie she 
had made. K2robably not enough for three of us anyway.U

KThey had almost 5nished their supper when the phone rang.U
KTimothy hasnUt got a mobile.U Amanda stated.
3hrissy went into the next room to answer the landline. KTimo-

thy, where are you?U She listened for a while. 
K;ou are in the pub… The Doyal Oak?U 
KWith who?U 
KVickie jetherby?U
KIUll come and get you, Timothy. We both will.U
3hrissy came back to the dining Doom. K3ome on, weUre going 

out, Amanda, Timothy is in the Doyal Oak with Vickie jetherby.U
KVickie who?U 
Kjetherby, he worked on the farm for The Gramps.U
KThe old man? 4e always looked frail, but he could lift sacks of 

corn, no bother.U Amanda shook her head. KMrankly, I realise IUve 
misEudged our cousin Timothy.U

3hrissy looked at her younger cousin. KPaybe, Amanda. 4owev-
er, I think he is an ideal subEect for testing my theory of the increasing 
value of works by NVead ArtistsO. We have to persuade him to come 
and live in one of the Harn 3ottages, to disappear for a lengthy stay.U

Kjot that many people know about him.U
ThatUs our 5rst task, to build up his story as an important, but late 

artist.U
After two weeks, Timothy was happily living in jo z, Harn 3ot-

tage, taking early morning walks into the 5elds to sketch. Then back 
to the 3ottage and his new studio in the second bedroom, to work 
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up his pictures. 6udging by the lights, he worked most nights for long 
hours.

The two cousins, in the main house, were surprised at the extent 
of his meals. At 5rst, he had dined with them in the house, but was 
happy when it was suggested that his meals could be delivered over to 
the cottage. 4owever, he didnUt agree that a cottage cleaner should 
be arranged, say once a week, to visit and tidy up for him. 4eUd said 
he had a plan for cottage maintenance.

The website went live in the same week that the Government, 
5ghting to stave oN a jational Rpidemic, told the nation to stay 
home and not make any unnecessary excursions. 

Amanda was happy to stay as a guest with 3hrissy. Through an 
open window, Timmothy said he was happy to stay as he was. 4e 
had two notebooks of sketch ideas to paint into 5nished landscapes 
in his converted studio.

After a few weeks of the national lockdown, Amanda admitted 
to her cousin that she watched the lights of jo z, Harn 3ottage 
at night, easily seen from her bedroom. The curtains were always 
drawn, but the lights in the rooms were turned on and oN. This 
surprised her! she expected Timothy to be keeping long hours in his 
studio. 

KI guess we are not meant to, but might we investigate?U 3hrissy 
said.

Amanda agreed, KThe next time I know he has gone out sketching, 
IUll sneak over and look around to see how he is coping in his new 
home.U 

A day later, Timothy was seen striding out into the 5elds with his 
rucksack over his shoulder. Amanda watched jo z, Harn 3ottage, 
from her bedroom window. A curtain was pulled over, but no hand 
was seen of the person who cut out the daylight. Amanda waited a 
while longer before she crossed over to the cottage.
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The kitchen was surprisingly tidy, no overdue washing up on the 
draining boards, all the cups and saucers, plates and cutlery tidied 
away in their rightful places, the dish towels hanging from hooks. 
Amanda doubted it was all TimothyUs doing.

The studio was diNerent. Heside his easel, on a small table, there 
was a half-full whisky bottle and two empty glasses, one with a 
lipstick smear on the rim.

Amanda lifted the cloth covering the canvas on the standing easel. 
It was not a country scene. She had to admit the model was beau-
tiful! she was someone younger than either 3hrissy or herself, yet 
there was a familiarity about the girl. 3hrissy took a photo of the 
painting.

She resisted going into the other bedroom, its door was closed. 
Without a sound, she let herself out of the cottage and crossed back 
to the old farmhouse. 

With a cup of coNee, she waited for 3hrissy to get back from 
Tiverton. Wearing a mask, sheUd told Amanda she had to do a big 
shop as they were running out of essentials.

Amanda looked again at the photo of the life study Timothy 
had on the main easel in his studio. There was no doubt he was 
a skilled portrait painter and excelled at 5gure painting. There was 
also little doubt the model had a familiar face, but Amanda couldnUt 
place where she had seen the girl, maybe amongst the younger actors 
at the Soho Theatre. Or could the painting be from TimothyUs 
imagination? Hut Amanda was certain there was someone else, no 
doubt the model, staying in the cottage with Timothy.  Or could it 
be somebody in the public eye, sitting naked, glimpsing a con5dent 
smile at the artist?

Amanda went to the kitchen to pour another coNee. She heard a 
car turn into the yard. 3hrissy was still wearing her face mask.

KItUs all in the back. It should last us weeks unless Timothy invites 
more friends in0 if he has any.U

KI think he does0 have at least one friend with him in the cottage. 
IUll show you when weéve got this lot stacked away in the fridges.U
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A huge pile of boxes, tins, bags of fruit and a round cheese was 
brought in from the car.

KIUll make us both a coNee, strong mugs of coNee. I really donUt 
understand how I totally misEudged our cousin Timothy.U

KHut that was the Timothy you saw the night you were stranded 
in Taunton.U

KIt was, but maybe I should have read more into that incredible 
mural he has painted in the bathroom of his home, Aunt 3harlotteUs 
old house. What would she have thought of his work?U

3hrissy laughed. KAmanda, you have to take the credit for getting 
Timothy to come down here, to see The Gramps old farm. ThatUs 
what has worked the transformation.U

KPaybe0 but does Timothy still measure up to your idea of a 
NVead Artist?O 4e doesnUt 5t the bill at all, sketching outdoors every 
day, even when it rains.U

KIt will be di‘cult,U 3hrissy conceded.
KAnd the model in his latest painting? IUm certain he painted her 

from life. She is a familiar 5gure ” to put it mildly. IUm sure IUve seen 
her before, maybe on television or acting in some failing play. I think 
there is somebody staying with him in the cottage.U

KVid you see who it is?U
Kjo, but the place is too tidy for Timothy to be doing the house-

keeping and there was a lipstick smear on one of two glasses in 
his studio.U Amanda took out her mobile to 5nd the picture on 
TimothyUs easel. K4ave a look.U

3hrissy looked at AmandaUs mobile, a smile breaking on her sur-
prised face. KOh yes, she is familiar. We have both seen her, Amanda, 
and recently.U

KWhere?U Amanda was puBBled.
KIn the Doyal Oak, that 5rst night you brought Timothy down 

here. She was behind the bar, mixing cocktails.U
Kjo way… 2erhaps you are right. I wonder who she is.U
KWonder no more. Amanda. She is Vickie jetherbyUs grand-

daughter, 3assandra. Vickie described her as being at a loose end 
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and unable to get a Eob after doing her Pasterés with Yying colours 
at Rxeter in some rather technical 5eld.

K4ow did you learn all that?U
KVickie bent my ear as we extracted Timothy from the pub. 

Paybe we didnUt get him out 9uickly enough.U
K4ow could my Eudgment of Timothy have been so wide of the 

mark? What has happened to him?U
3hrissy laughed. K3assandra, has happened to him. ;ou let him 

loose and oN he went.U
KWhat if that tree hadnUt fallen onto the rails that day. Would he 

still be the hermit painter of Taunton? I canUt make sense of it all. 
What do we do now?U

KI know what we do. We invite Pr Timothy Sanders and his 
partner, Piss 3assandra jetherby, over here for dinner.U

The next day, an invitation was pinned to the door of jo z, Harn 
3ottage, asking Timothy and his partner to dinner.

3hrissy made an eNort remembering the occasions she had 
played hostess for her husband 4aroldUs business contacts in their 
all-too-brief marriage. She managed separate courses, after making 
another trip to the shops, the morning before the planned dinner.

Salmon terrine with asparagus
Doast leg of lamb with sauteed potatoes and runner beans
Vevon style Tiramisu or strawberry crumble
Focal blue cheese and Mrench biscuits
;ou can sort out the wines, Amanda, saying which, 3hrissy gave 

her the key to the wine cellar 4arold had stocked before his terminal 
heart attack.

Timothy was a changed man, constantly smiling, wearing an old, 
ill-5tting suit bought for a younger Timothy, if not a leftover from 
his fatherUs wardrobe, as he introduced his 5ancQe, Piss 3assandra 
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jetherby, a dashing young lady, dressed in a gown that would im-
press a whole ballroom given the chance.

Timothyés cousins were struck in silence for seconds before 
3hrissy half-stammered out the 9uestion of how long had Timothy 
and 3assandra been engaged. 

KSince yesterday evening,U was TimothyUs con5dent reply. We 5xed 
it with 3assandraUs grandparents this morning.U

KHut arenUt you a scientist, 3assandra?U 3hrissy took the beaming 
young womanUs hand.

KTo be correct, IUm an unemployed scientist who will be marrying 
a secret artist while we set ourselves up as farmers over my grandfa-
therUs few remaining 5elds.U

KAnd Pine?U asked 3hrissy.
KGiven the oNer, yes please.U
Fater, while dinner was served, 3assandra again led the conversa-

tion, turning to 3hrissy. KIUve seen your website, 3hrissy. It is very 
good how you present TimothyUs paintings, but I do think much of 
the wording will have to be changed if we are all going to enEoy the 
bene5t from the sale of TimothyUs paintings.

Mor a moment, there was silence. Hut his cousins couldnUt resist 
the broad grin on TimothyUs face.

KPy dear younger cousins, you have done me a great favour. Fittle 
did I know what a favour you were doing, Amanda, when you 
forced your way into my house that evening, the day my painting 
was stalling, however many weeks ago it was. Since then, everything 
has fallen into place. Vear 3hrissy, you have taken me into your 
wonderful home, I have a new impetus in my life.U

Mor a  moment,  Timothy,  his  younger cousins and his  even 
younger 5ancQe all looked from one to the other around the table, 
waiting for Timothy to continue.

KPaybe I am Na dead artist wakingO. I have broken free from my 
attic. I am saved from my secluded life by my wonderful cousins of 
such happy memories of The Gramps, and by 3assandra, a frus-
trated young scientist and wannabe farmer, who has awoken my 
agricultural being and agreed to be my partner in lifeU.
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The three women were silent for a moment before 3hrissy 
reached for the open bottle of wine. KFet me 5ll your glasses. Tim-
othy, that was a wonderful speech. To The Gramps, they would be 
proud of you, dear Timothy.U

When the meal was over and everyone was sitting in relaxing 
chairs in a half circle in front of the log 5re, 3assandra suggested 
cocktails would be a great way to celebrate the evening and all that 
had happened in the last few weeks. 

Mor a while, 3assandra was busy with the tools of the cocktail 
trade before all were given her latest and greatest vivid concoction.

K4ereUs to everything,U 3hrissy announced, KI name this brilliant 
new cocktail, NT4R GDAP2S SLD2DISRO. 

And congratulations to two new Vevon Marmers, the Scientist 
and her 2ainter-man.U

It was late before they all weaved their tired way to bed after several 
more cocktails on that happy night in the old Vevon farmhouse.





Summer Vacation
P.J.Reed

Amelia Taylor turned down yet another winding lane. 
There  was  a  scraping  sound  as  untamed  bramble  branch-

es dragged across the passenger side of her car. The paintwork 
squeaked. She groaned and steered to the right. A branch whipped 
across the side of the car, narrowing missing her face. Amy quickly 
retracted her arm and pressed a button. The window slid majestical-
ly upward. It was better to slowly desiccate in the unnatural summer 
heat than be ripped by the towering banks of green that lined the 
tiny lane.

The ‘Country Cousin Cottages’ advertisement had spoken of the 
converted barn being down ‘a series of quaint country lanes’ but 
had not prepared her for the ninety-degree turns or the wide strip 
of scrub grass growing in the middle of the road. According to the 
sat nav, which was wavering precariously on her dashboard, she was 
still on a road, but it looked to her more like a farm track. 

Amy turned another blind bend and breathed a sigh of relief. 
Peering down at her from above the dense green undergrowth of 

wild bushes was a grey stone farmhouse. She steered into a clearing 
in the woods, her car tyres crunching over the gravel driveway, which 
swung around to the back of the farmyard. 
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She slowed the car; parking between two Howering plum trees. 
Cautiously, Amy opened the car door, slung a battered brown 

leather handbag over her shoulder, and manhandled an ancient 
leather suitcase from the boot. She looked at the instructions one 
more time. SatisWed that she was indeed in the correct place, Amy 
grabbed her suitcase and, with two hands tugging on the detaching 
handle, heaved the suitcase up the narrow muddy pathway, which 
opened out onto the silent farmhouse courtyard.

The farmhouse dominated the little courtyard, which was a rather 
grandiose name for a concrete car park edged with an assortment 
of ornamental grasses and the odd Howering bush. The farmhouse 
itself was a much grander aBair with towering grey stone walls and a 
steel grey roof split into two wings, which formed one corner of the 
courtyard. Their roofs were topped with tall stone chimney shacks, 
which ended in red chimney pots. 

The large white farmhouse door swung open, and an enormous 
middle-aged woman appeared. Yer clothes were hidden by a bulging 
green apron gaudily declaring the delights of Devon fruitcakes. 

‘?elcome to the Old Garn holiday cottage, m’dear. …ou be Miss 
A. Taylorx’ the lady said, squinting at the crumpled piece of paper in 
her hand. She shoved the paper into a substantial bra, which peered 
out from her white shirt, and thrust out her hand. Amelia shook it 
and nodded an aUrmative. 

‘…es, Amelia, but my friends call me Amy,’ she smiled. 
The lady smiled. 
‘7ood afternoon8 err8 Alison, wasn’t itx I’m ?innie Little. Let 

me show ’ee around the cottage. Gut I must be quick. I’ve thee family 
coming over an’ they’ll be wantin’ their tea.’ 

Amy was going to correct her host, but ?innie had disappeared. 
She rolled her light blue eyes and followed ?innie into the Old Garn 
Cottage, a small barn conversion nestled between the farmhouse and 
the surrounding woodland.

The Wrst thing that hit her was the smell. 
It was a mi–ture of old dog and mould. 



S9MMER VACATION 20z

Amy felt her heart sink. She gripped her suitcase tightly, her Wn-
gernails digging into the palms of her hand.

‘This be the kitchen, an’ ne–t to it is the downstairs bathroom.’ 
?innie swept a hand across the open space comprising all the elec-
tric goods necessary to create a kitchen. She opened the downstairs 
bathroom door. Sitting on the shelf to the left of the door, a Yen-
ry Yoover stared out mournfully. Obviously, the bathroom also 
doubled as a cleaning closet, which was quite ironic, as the room 
itself had rarely been cleaned. Its window, covered in a collection of 
dust-lined spider webs. 

‘9pstairs be the bedroom to the left an’ main bathroom on the 
right.’ She looked at her watch. ‘?ell, I must be goin’ there’s lots to 
do before thee children arrive.’ ?innie turned and bustled out of 
the Old Garn.

Amy called out, ‘Thank you,’ to her host’s back. 
She puBed out her cheeks and climbed the narrow staircase, 

which seemed to twist back on itself as it rose. The suitcase bashed 
into the whitewashed wall several times and narrowly missed the 
piece of twisted wood on a slit window cut into the barn wall, 
halfway up the staircase.  

The staircase opened onto a small landing. 
Amy took the left turn and entered her bedroom for the weekend. 
It was a cheerful little room with a pair of large French windows 

situated opposite the double bed, through which Amy could see 
the end of the farmhouse standing only ten metres away. A wall 
of low-lying windows ran around the right side of the bed. Amy 
grinned and pulled the amber leaf-print curtains shut. She didn’t 
want ?innie or any of the incoming relatives accidentally seeing her 
lounging in bed. 

She jumped on the bed, which softly gave way under her body, 
as she stared at the beautiful wooden beams that formed an arched 
roof to the room. Amy smiled as she rela–ed into the bed and felt the 
stress fall from her body.

Coming to Ashdurton has been a great decision. 
It was ironic how one book could change your life. 
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She had picked up the battered copy of Escape Your Fear Bubble by 
Reverend P. RadcliBe from her local charity shop. Initially sceptical 
of Wrst having a fear bubble and second escaping it, she had read the 
book from cover to cover8 twice. It was then she had realised that 
her life consisted of work, housework, and pleasing her family and 
boyfriend. All of which was conWned within a ten-mile radius of her 
East London Hat. The realisation had hit her almost like a physical 
blow to her stomach, and she had decided to escape the microcosmic 
bubble that her life had become. 

Amy had found the Old Garn Cottage while searching the inter-
net. It didn’t have many reviews, but it has everything she longed for 
: tranquilly, peace, and isolation. 

She felt her eyes close and rolled over onto her side, wrapping the 
lavender-smelling, purple duvet around her body like a cocoon. 

It had been a long drive.

Amy woke to the sound of screaming. 
She lay in bed for a moment, uncertain of where she was, clutch-

ing the duvet to her chest. The screaming broke into giggles as 
gravel crunched outside her window and a child sang ‘La- la-la,’ in a 
high-pitched scream. 

Amy groaned, discarded the duvet, and wandered across the green 
carpet towards the French window to see her new neighbours. Two 
little girls in summer dresses, their dark hair cut in severe lines just 
above their shoulders, were taking turns pushing a battered ‘Little 
Tikes’ police car across the gravel courtyard just in front of the main 
house. The eldest girl looked up. Amy waved. The girl watched her 
for a moment and carried on screaming across the courtyard. 

Amy smiled ruefully. 
So much for her quiet country retreat. She stretched and ran her 

hand through the knots at the back of her blond hair. 



S9MMER VACATION 20!

From the corner of her eye, she saw a shadow move across a small 
window set in the gable wall of the farmhouse, which looked directly 
down upon her bedroom. She squinted upwards. A dark-haired 
man stared back at her. 

Amy blushed and waved at him.
The man took a sip from a brown glass bottle and continued 

to watch her. She backed away from the window and stumbled 
backward until the backs of her legs touched the bed. Amy sat down. 
A familiar feeling of panic started to rise from the pit of her stomach 
and squee/e at her chest. Amy tried to breathe deeply, in a rela–ed 
manner, but felt herself hyperventilating as she gasped for breath. 
She jumped up, Hung her suitcase open, and rummaged through the 
neatly packed layers until she found a scuBed, dog-eared book. 

Amy sat cross-legged on the carpet beside the suitcase and Hicked 
through the pages, stopping at a down turned page signalling the 
start of Chapter Five.  

She read the Wrst line. ‘There is nothing to be scared of e–cept your 
imagination; rationalise your fears and move on with your life from a 
position of strength. Do not let your own weakness deWne your life.’ 
The Wrst line had been highlighted in yellow. Amelia ran her hand 
through her hair. ‘Rationalise your fears,’ the word Hoated into her 
brain.

All she had seen was a man drinking at a window.
It was nothing. 
She had to push past her fear bubble and move on with her life.
Amy got up and walked down the stairs, casting a furtive glance 

through the split window. As she suspected, no one was there look-
ing back at her wearing a hockey mask and carrying a chainsaw. 

She really had to stop watching so many horror movies.
Once downstairs, she made her way to the kitchen and Wlled up 

the kettle. Then, she opened one of the spacious pine cupboards, 
searching for a mug. Amy snee/ed as a pungent odour oo/ed across 
the room. It was the acrid, earthy smell of mould, even though 
the kitchen glowed with freshly whitewashed walls. Amelia opened 
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another cupboard, sniBed, and closed the door. The whole kitchen 
reeked of decay. 

The only place the mould could be hiding was behind the kitchen 
units. It was annoying but not catastrophic. She took a sparkling 
white mug from the cupboard, quickly closed the cupboard door 
again, and washed the mug thoroughly in the gleaming silver sink.

Amy poured herself a mug of tea and wandered into the living 
room. 

A large, open-plan room Wlled with green settees arranged on 
three sides of a square around a pine coBee table, facing the tele-
vision. The room itself was tastefully decorated with relics from 
the countryside4  a jam jar, a large brown china jar marked ‘Finest 
Scrumpy,’ several vases of dried Howers, and assorted Howered china.

9nfortunately, the clean walls and polished woodwork could 
not detract from the fact that the room smelled of mould. Amy 
snee/ed again and opened the hori/ontal window, which ran along 
the right-hand side wall of the living room.

The front door rattled and groaned as it swung open.
Amy fro/e. Yer heart thumping in her chest. The cup in her hand 

spilling hot tea over the pale green carpet.
‘Only me8 Alison5’ ?innie called out as she walked into the cot-

tage and placed a large tray of sturdy looking scones on the kitchen 
table, closely followed by the two sombre girls, one carrying a plastic 
pot of clotted cream, the other a jam jar. ‘I forgot to bring ’ee my 
little welcome to Ashdurton, a traditional Devonshire tea. I made ’ee 
some scones, homemade blackcurrant jam, an’ some clotted cream.’ 

She turned and spoke to the girls. ‘Put the things on thee table, 
my loves.’ 

‘Oh yes,’ she smiled. ‘I forgot to leave this with you.’ She handed 
Amy a Hower-covered book entitled ‘7uest Comments.’ ‘My guests 
always leave such nice comments. Make sure ’ee don’t forget to write 
in it before ’ee goes on Sunday morning, before ten o’clock.’ She 
handed Amy the book and bundled the girls to the door.

‘Er8 thank you,’ said Amy as she walked into the kitchen diner 
and stared at the plateful of scones. She paused for a moment. ‘9m8 
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it’s a beautiful place here. I saw cattle gra/ing in the Weld when I 
drove in. Is your husband a farmer thenx’ She asked as casually as 
possible.

‘Ye was but poor Mr Little died near Wve years ago in a tractor 
accident. 7od rest his soul. It’s just me an’ the kids. My son Peter, 
daughter Kayleigh, an’ thee grandkids now. Peter sees to thee cows 
an’ chickens, but ’ee’s out this evenin’. It’s just the Wve of us ’ere. So, 
’ee can ’ave a lovely quiet stay.’ 

She patted the youngest child on the head, took both children by 
the hand, and left. 

Amy smiled and waited for them to leave, then dashed to the 
kitchen and wiped the wet tea from the front of her light blue sweat-
shirt. An ominous brown stain appeared on the blue. She stripped 
the oBending garment oB and left it soaking in the sink. Perhaps she 
had just imagined the face in the windowx 

It had been a long drive, and her parents had always warned her 
about the dangers of an overactive imagination.

She walked into the living room and sat on the green high-backed 
sofa as she Hicked through the visitor’s book, wondering if any previ-
ous guest had complained of the mouldy smell or more importantly, 
a strange man staring at them through the bedroom window. 

9nfortunately, apart from the lack of a ?i-Fi signal, nothing neg-
ative had been mentioned at all. Everyone who stayed had loved the 
quiet Devon countryside of dark green Welds intersected with hedges 
teeming with wildlife, or walking through the ancient, twisted trees 
of Ashdurton ?ood. Some holidaymakers had even drawn pictures 
in the book - a favourite plant, the hedgerows or the local ginger cat, 
which looked more like a tigerHspider cross with overlong legs and 
a tall, pointed tail. Someone, probably a child, had graUtied in the 
book, writing a random letter in the corner of each right-hand page. 

She Hicked through the pages; the letters spelt - 7ETO9. 
It obviously meant something to the kid, but Amy knew little 

about children, e–cept they seemed to make a lot of noise for their 
si/e ratio and should be avoided at all costs. She placed the book on 
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the wooden coBee table. It served ?innie right for forcing people to 
write in the bloody book; she thought with a grin. 

Amy snee/ed and wiped her nose on a neatly folded napkin.
The mould smell was deWnitely strong in the living room, and 

the bricks of the open Wre, which dominated the little room, were 
sprinkled with dust. Yere and there, spider’s web dangled from the 
white ceiling like forgotten Yalloween decorations.

The old barn conversion had been cheap and empty in the height 
of the summer season. It had been too good to be true, but it would 
be an e–cellent base for e–ploring E–moor and the beaches. If she 
didn’t contract some sort of Hesh-eating disease Wrst. Amy shook her 
head, physically cleansing her brain from such negative thoughts : 
a tip she had learnt from reading the Reverend P. RadcliBe. 

She shook her head one more time and turned the television set 
on. 

The light Hashed red and died. It was not a promising start, but 
she had her iPad in her suitcase and luckily, had the world of NetHi– 
bo– sets to enjoy. Perhaps an early night would do her goodx Every-
thing always looked better in the morning. She went to the kitchen 
to pour herself a cup of metallic tasting water and went upstairs to 
her bedroom. NetHi– in bed sounded like a great night in after the 
trauma of the breakup. 

Amy walked into the little bedroom and stopped. 
A frown swept across her forehead. 
Yer suitcase was on the Hoor at the end of her bed, just as she had 

left it. E–cept she did not understand why her best white lacy bra and 
matching knickers set were lying on top of the rest of her carefully 
folded clothesx 

‘Shit5’ she cursed. ‘I must be in a worse state than I thought.’ An 
unwanted thought settled in her brain. Perhaps she should go and 
get some tranquili/ers like her e– had suggestedx After she had Wnally 
broken free of her fear bubble and thrown him and his soul-crushing 
asides out of her life. 

She carefully refolded the garments and collected her ‘Prosecco 
Princess’ pink pyjamas from the bottom of the case, stepped towards 
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the bathroom, and promptly fell down the step which led to the 
slightly sunken room. 

A large black spider watched her in terror from the sink.  
Amy struggled up from the green carpeted Hoor, quickly rubbing 

her sore knee and apologised to the spider. 
Minutes later, she was wallowing in the bliss of a deep, hot bath. 

The stars thrown across the falling velvet blue sky twinkled at her 
through the skylight placed just over the bath. She closed her eyes 
and slid further into the water. The day’s tension ebbed slowly from 
her pale body. The Old Garn Cottage might not have been as idyllic 
as the Country Cousins website had stated, but it was good to get 
away. 

She could heal here. 
Low voices cut through the silence. 
Amy’s eyes blinked open. She looked up at the skylight, which 

had been left slightly ajar on the hot summer evening. More muJed 
chatter Hoated through the open window. Amy bit her lip as she 
stared suspiciously at the window. The Old Garn Cottage was lit 
up like a beacon in the darkness. The skylight was angled diagonally 
towards the garden behind the cottage. There were people outside 
the cottage, standing just below the bathroom. ?hy would anyone 
do that she musedx 

Amy gasped in horror as she realised that they were watching her 
through the angled glass reHection. 

Amy stiHed a scream and leapt from the bath, backing into the 
far corner of the bathroom, between the radiator and the toilet. She 
quickly dried herself with the complimentary white mini-towel and 
threw on her pyjamas. 

She stood there panting for a minute. 
The voices outside grew louder, and feet crunched across the 

gravel as they began to circumnavigate the barn.
Amy’s fear bubble e–ploded in terror. 
She thought back to the guest book. The random letters scribbled 

in the corner of the pages. 7ETO. Amy spelt them out and gasped 
as the words ‘7et Out’ burned into her brain.
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She ran from the bathroom, threw her suitcase together, and leapt 
down the stairs. Amy grabbed her handbag from the kitchen table 
and ran to the door. Yer shoes, which had been neatly positioned 
by the front door, had vanished. 

Discordant voices came from the side of the cottage.
Amy ran to her car, the gravel pricking into her bare feet as the 

suitcase bumped against her legs. She rummaged through her hand-
bag. The keys were hiding in the broken lining, with shaking hands, 
Amy pressed the unlock and jumped into the safety of her car. She 
locked the doors. Then turned the headlights on full. Caught in 
the full beam, ?innie and a younger version of herself backed away 
from the blinding light, covering their faces with their arms. Amy 
slammed the car into reverse and roared backwards down the gravel 
drive. The car turned sharply to the left and disappeared down the 
lane. 

?innie and Kayleigh looked at each other and shrugged. 
Some city people just could not cope with the deafening silence 

and blackness of the countryside once night fell.
The youngest grandchild picked something up from the gravel 

and gave it to ?innie. It was a mobile phone, one of those e–pensive 
iPhone things, the city people liked so much. It’s case sparkling in 
the lights of the farmhouse. It was useless. Ashdurton ?ood stopped 
all mobile signals and was what the man from GT called a ‘black 
spot.’  

‘Look at this girl5 It must have dropped out of her handbag.’ She 
waved the book under Kayleigh’s sharp nose. ‘?e’d better check the 
cottage an’ make sure ’ee didn’t leave any valuables or inappropriate 
items behind. …ou’d be surprised at what some holidaymakers pack 
in their suitcases. ’Tis enough to make ’ee blush.’ 

She took a crumpled piece of paper from her bosom.
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‘Miss A. Taylor, 3K, Gurridge Court, Tower Yamlets, London, 
perhaps ne–t time Petie goes oB on his wanderings, ’ee can deliver 
’er the mobile in person. Ye’d like that. Ye’s always such a friendly 
boy.’

‘Oh  Ma,  there  you  go  always  thinking  ’bout  your  guests,’ 
Kayleigh’s e–pressionless face almost cracked into a smile.

‘Come on, kids, back to the farmhouse. ?e need to get up early 
tomorrow. Chickens don’t feed themselves,’ Kayleigh shouted into 
the shadows. The four of them trooped back to the tall farmhouse, 
its yellow lights bla/ing through the black night sky.

Peter swore furiously under his breath. 
Ye rolled out from underneath the double bed, carefully putting 

the arm with the skinning knife above his head, so he would not 
accidentally slice himself. Petie crawled to the end of the bed, and 
with the help of the heavy amber curtains, pulled himself onto the 
bed. Yis joints moaned painfully at him for being rigid for so long. 
Yis head pounded with disappointment. The pulsing adrenaline 
ebbing away as a feeling of crushing depression washed over his 
body. Petie kicked at the trail of clothes strewn across the light green 
carpet. 

The lacy bra and pants fell at his feet, and he sniBed them one 
more time. They smelt e–otic, like some brand of fancy perfume that 
the scantily dressed women on TV wore. Ye quickly stuBed them 
into his blue boiler suit pocket to use later, when his Ma and the girls 
were sleeping. 

Peter was about to leave the room when he noticed the book that 
had been dropped carelessly onto her bed. 

Ye turned it over and read the title, Escape Your Fear Bubble by 
Reverend P. RadcliBe. 

Ye Hicked through the book. 
Then sniBed the browning pages. 
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It was in relatively good condition. Perhaps it was just what he 
neededx 

Ye slid the book ne–t to his naked skin under his boiler suit and 
headed to the back to the shabby Land Rover he had parked in the 
woods behind the farmhouse. Ye could read it while he waited. Ye 
wasn’t due to return from Ashdurton until after pub closing time. 

Perhaps the book would give him the conWdence to leave this 
godforsaken shithole once and for allx Single female holidaymakers 
were so rare in Ashdurton. The ache between kills was getting al-
most unbearable. Ye un/ipped his boiler suit, took the lacy knickers 
from inside, and rubbed them against the slight rash of dark stubble 
spreading across his face. They felt warm and soft to touch, like a 
freshly dead body. Yer odour still lingered on the delicate fabric. 

In the distance, he saw the upstairs lights of the farmhouse go 
out and his home fade into blackness. Ye leant over and opened 
the glove compartment, an array of delicate underwear spilling over 
the little door. Petie shoved the bra and pants inside the straining 
compartment. 

Ye turned the key in the spluttering ignition and smiled as he 
drove home through the black lanes. Ne–t weekend he might even 
pay her a visit. If only he could Wnd her address. 



The Woolcombe 
Werewolf

Brian Willis

Wolves were hunted to extinction by the 18th century.
There are many legends of wolf-like, devilish creatures, partic-

ularly around Dartmoor and Exmoor. Devil’s Footprints and the 
Beast of Bodmin Moor come to mind.

There is a mention of an archaeological Lnd of a human skeleton 
in the area around “ynton and “ynmouth, with a wolf’s head.

Folklore has it that ”wereA animal transformations, involving 
wolves or similar beasts. 5s with the ”Devil’s FootprintsA mentioned 
earlier, in 18SS in 0outh Devon, it is said, ”there were tracks of a 
cloven-hoof-like beast in the winter snow stretching for over 1CC 
miles.A

These were believed to be made by a supernatural demonic entity. 
(utty Dore )5shburtonR. There is the legend of (utty Dore, a local 
menacing creature described as a demon or monster that haunts the 
Yiver Oeo )now 5shburn YiverR, believed to snatch children. While 
speciLc ”werewolfA myths are rare.

The combination of Devon’s sparse population and moorlands 
provides a backdrop for supernatural wolf-like creatures, stories of-
ten linked to devil lore.
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5 werewolf can be destroyed, it is said, a silver bullet is the 
favoured method, through the heart or the head. Mercury is as good 
as a silver bullet, hence the name ”JuicksilverA. Yemoving the heart 
or head is another way of destroying a werewolf or lycanthrope, to 
use another name for such creatures. Both are humans that turn into 
wolf-like creatures, often when there is a full-moon. 3anuary q, 4, or 
6, this year of writing, qCq%, was a ”wolfA moon. The moon comes 
closest to Earth, and it appears to be 16H larger and 4CH brighter 
than a normal full moon, so called in the 2orthern Gemisphere be-
cause it was believed to be the time of the year when wolves howled 
more due to a scarcity of food.

0o, wrote TarJuin 0mith, seated at the table in his motor caravan 
parked in an out of the way, woody spot overlooking a remote 
valley in Exmoor, 2orth Devon, he was writing a treatise of Exmoor 
legends. Gis intention was to submit it to the Barnstaple zajette, 
which had previously published some of his work. Ge was a free-
lance writer, more than a Iournalist. Ge did earn money from his 
writing work, not enough to live on, though. Finally, he was well set 
up, having been left a large legacy from the passing of a maiden aunt 
whom he didn’t even know of.

Both his parents had passed away nearly 6 years ago. Ge was an 
only child. Ge had once been married, but his wife had been killed 
in a terrorist bomb attack in central “ondon. 2eedless to say, this 
left him devastated.

Gis %Cth birthday was fast approaching. Ge was unmarried, at-
tached to no one in particular. 5lthough he got on well with most 
people, he was basically a loner. Ge was very much, in life, an ob-
server of life, an outsider looking in. 5 gibbous-humpbacked moon 
shone down, sometimes obscured by nebulous clouds of ill-deLned 
shapes. 5ll was sinister. 0till, not even an owl screeched. The silent 
curtain was violently ripped apart by a vibrant and terrifying howl. 
The moonshine was obliterated by the awesome shape of a gigantic 
wolf. 9ts howl shattered TarJuin’s eardrums.
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2ear to where TarJuin was staying in his campervan was a large 
private estate surrounded by high brick walls with rajor spikes all 
over the top. 9t was virtually impossible to surmount in or out.

The great iron gates that were the only entrance, were wide open. 
9nside was a large ?atbed lorry with its tailgate dropped. 5 huge cage, 
which had been burst open, had unsuccessfully retained the huge 
occupant that was intent on giving TarJuin some severe pain.

Pne of the ?atbed lorry’s occupants held up what looked like a 
large bajooka. Ge discharged it. Gis aim was true and accurate‘ the 
creature was felled so close to TarJuin he got the full blast of the 
great beast’s hot and foul-smelling breath.

9n an instant, he was surrounded by heavily armed men, then 
forced by gunpoint to another lorry, the convoy. Ge was strapped 
down on a gurney, then inIected using a hypodermic.

Ge blacked out.
When he Lnally came to, struggling to open his eyes, everything 

seemed Iet black. Finally, his vision cleared. There was a thin shaft of 
light from high up, in what can be described as a dungeon. Ge stood 
up unsteadily and stumbled forward, but only managed about % ft. 
Ge had an iron clasp on his right ankle with a heavy-gauge iron chain 
attached‘ this was riveted to the dark, towering granite wall of the 
prison.

Why on earth was he here° What had he done to incur this un-
warrantable incarceration°

There was the sound of a hefty key being turned, a formidable 
lock. The metallic grinding of a heavy door being opened. 5s it 
slowly opened, bit by bit, light ?ooded in. When it Lnally opened, 
TarJuin could see a group of a hundred men in dark, nondescript, 
what could best be described as uniforms. This gang was completely 
black. 2o colour visible. Their headgear too, was black. 9t resembled 
the type of ?ying helmet worn by Y5F Lghter pilots in shape. 5ll 
were wearing re?ective glasses. 9t made it impossible for TarJuin to 
assess anything about them as individuals.
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The huge door was now open wide‘ TarJuin found himself sur-
rounded and hemmed in by this homogeneous unit of strange be-
ings.

(ould they even be human°
Ge was marched along what seemed to be an endless corridor 

with monotonous walls and ceiling, which Lnally led into a hold-
ing prison. Ge became extremely fatigued and Lnally blacked out, 
which was Iust as well. 9f his conscious mind had not shut down, he 
would have lost all reason and become a jombie-like incompetent. 
Time, which to TarJuin was like the passing of eons, moved on. 
0lowly, he awakened from his extreme torpor. Ge became aware that 
he was in a richly furnished room.

0eated on a throne-like chair was a conservatively dressed gentle-
man sporting a monocle with a mild grin across his lips.

”9 suppose you are wondering where you are and why you’re here. 
Furthermore, why the complicated subterfuge used to get you here° 
9 will explain. 9 am the head of an unknown, secret department 
of the Ministry of Defence. 9ts brief is to follow up any strange, 
unexplained phenomena that has been reported to any government 
department or branch of the armed forces. Well, you wrote about 
one of these events in 2orth Devon without knowing what you 
were doing. Oour intention, as a freelance Iournalist, was to submit 
it to the 2orth Devon zajette as a story of interest.

We could not let this happen.
9t was reported to us that an obIect from outer space crashed in 

5ntarctica and penetrated deep into the 5ntarctic ice cap, releasing 
something that had frojen for eons. 9t was huge and now alive.

5live but comatose, this unknown species of creature ?oated on 
the surface of the 5ntarctic water with blocks of sporadic icebergs all 
around it, which helped to buoy the creature up. 5 British 5ntarctic 
survey vessel had spotted this phenomenon and radioed its base. 
5rrangements were made to deal with this situation. This was done 
and the being was transported in a van, in a very complicated and 
roundabout way.

Gow this was done is not important to you.
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What is important is that it was being taken to a remote 2orth 
Devon secret research centre to be secured and observed. Before 
this could happen, it woke up and escaped from the lorry that was 
transporting it, which is when you came across it. The rest, up to a 
point, you know.A

”9 am afraid,A said the monocled man, ”you will have to be in-
carcerated for the duration of the UunidentiLed creature’ situation is 
resolved.A

TarJuin started an outburst of protest‘ he was silenced immedi-
ately.

The monocled man continued, as 9 said, ”you will be retained in 
our care, not in a prison‘ perhaps my choice of Uincarcerate’ was the 
wrong one to use. Oour accommodation will be Lve-star eJuivalent‘ 
you will remain there until the whole creature situation is resolved.A

TarJuin mentally shrugged his shoulders. Ge thought to himself, 
things could be a lot worse. Ge could have been ripped apart by the 
creature when it escaped from the lorry.

(aptain TarJuin Morgan looked from the bridge of the ice 
breaker ship that he commanded.

5lthough an icebreaker, which was meant to cut through thick 
ice to clear the way for other vessels, instead it was stuck fast itself, 
in ice up to deck level.

9t was going nowhere.
This was in 5ntarctica, the coldest place on Earth, with temper-

atures ranging from between -6S!( to %C!(. 9t can be as cold as 
-1CC!( due to wind chill.

The  Lrst  mate,  3ack  White,  scanned  the  horijon  with  his 
high-powered binoculars. Ge saw something that intrigued him. 9t 
looked like an iceberg. This was strange. The rest of the area was an 
ice plain that had been that way for possibly eons in time. 0o, an 
iceberg suddenly being there, 3ack called over the captain and drew 
his attention to the anomaly.

(aptain Morgan’s ship was also used for surveying, so checking 
this out came under its remit, so he beckoned to ask for volunteers 
from his crew to man a Lve-man task force and go and check it 
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out. The men loaded it up with as much eJuipment and supplies 
as it could, this would take some time. The prospective Iourney 
would be fraught with danger. 5lthough the terrain looked level, 
it undoubtedly would have splits and even chasms which had to be 
negotiated. (aptain Morgan was checking any natural or meteoro-
logical phenomenon that could have caused the iceberg situation. 
Ge noticed that some weeks previously, a Lshing vessel at the edge 
of the vast iceLeld saw a Lreball or meteor crash down from the sky, 
breaking through the 5ntarctic ice sheet.

9t was then when the iceberg slowly appeared. This was noted in 
the ship’s logbook, and it went on its way.

9t must be the inappropriate phenomenon that he saw before 
him, mused the captain. 9t seemed to him that the Lreball had melted 
the surface of the ice sheet, allowing the iceberg

obIect to rise to the surface. “ooking through his binoculars, he 
could see his volunteer crew making painstaking progress to the 
iceberg. Ge could only wait the outcome.

The Lrst mate of the crew manned the harpoon gun at the bow of 
the exploratory ice tractor, in case something untoward happened.

The ship had formerly been an 9celandic whaling ship, so it had 
all the accoutrements of an active whaling ship. When the tractor 
got up close to the iceberg-like obIect, the Lrst mate discharged the 
harpoon gun. 9t struck its target and stuck fast. The harpoon was 
attached to a strong cable on a heavy metal reel. The Lrst mate slowly 
reeled it in. 9n so doing the ”icebergA began to break up for it wasn’t 
a true iceberg‘ it had no depth. 5lso, it was clear with apparent air 
bubbles in it.

9n the middle of it was a huge dark shape‘ the harpoon hitting the 
iceberg caused it to split apart, disclosing the massive outline of the 
obIect retained in it.

The Lrst mate told the boatswain to steam the boat alongside the 
strange entity. Jp close, the Lrst mate was perplexed as to what this 
was. 9t was about twice the sije of a gajelle, which would be 8 ft. 9ts 
head was, however, wolf-like.
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The monocled man and his team from the obscure Ministry of 
Defence department with no name, virtually unknown. Gaving no 
rank as such, but seniority counting for leadership, gathered around 
the creature. Geavily sedated as it was, they had to decide what was 
their next move. 5ll biological tests and examinations had proven 
inconclusive‘ it did not Lt into any known living group or species.

The unanimous decision was to deep-freeje it and secure it in a 
former World War Two deep bunker and pack it with large blocks 
of ice, and seal it up like a time capsule for future generations to deal 
with.

The situation was dealt with to the satisfaction of all.
Deep under the 5ntarctic ice, something stirredK





‘Trapped’
The Winning Flash Fiction pieces 

from Ottery Literary Festival 2022

My Safe Place – Bella Tiley (Age 11) 

This is my place. Condnef. ConrtonginY. Feg mine.
Iot as lonY as b can temem,etv b ha-e ,een pagtollinY ghese cotu

tifotsv seatchinYv sctwginisinY rot a sw,gle chanYev a chance rot ghe 
indnige gRisginY cottifots go enf. ko,wsg ,ticD Ralls loomef o-et 
my e-ety gwtnv yeg ghis Ras comrotginYv homely.

b am ghe Yhosg. The Yhosg or ghe casgle. GatDness is Rhete b ,elonY. 
(lifinY silengly o-et ghe pa-inYv misg meeginY Righ Ytanige. b DnoR 
ghese gwnnels liDe ghe ,acD or my hanf )nog ghag b can see igO anf b 
Rill alRays ,elonY hetev rot e-et mote anf ,eyonf. Ht so b ghowYhg.

JissinY gawngs ag ghe feet heafs on ghe Rallsv taspinY otfets ag ghe 
twsgy swigs or atmowt. UwYYlinY ghe ,wllegs in ghe ca,inegv RhispetinY 
go my shafoRy rtienfsv b am ghe twlet or my ptison.

;nDnoRn anf insiYnidcangv b maDe wse or my loRly lireA mat-elu
linY ag ghe ,ansheesv anf RishinY gheit honowt Rete mine. b sniYYet 
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ag ghe polgetYeisgsv afmitinY gheit common heisgsv anf RhisD hwtu
tiefly arget ghe ot,sv gheit rwnv b soaD wp anf a,sot,.

Lll Ras peacerwl anf sarez ghe occasional sDelegons Ralg’inY pasgv 
ghe Yhosg chilften YiYYlinY as ghey tacef go ,e dtsg in line.

Then one fayv e-etyghinY chanYef. MwnliYhg slappef ws all in ghe 
race Righ ghe rotce or a gswnami as ghe latYe oaD foots ghag haf 
,een sealef rot so lonYv sRwnY open. Mpitigs Rho haf ,een fitecgly 
in rtong or ghe footsv inclwfinY ghe choit or ,eawgirwl ,ansheev 
Righetef ,erote my eyes anf ftoppef go ghe Ytownfv legginY owg 
getti,le shtieDs or pain anf fespait. MDelegonsv Yhosgsv -ampites anf 
shafoR denfs ,eYan …eeinY rot gheit li-esv so,,inY anf ,eYYinYv 
shephetfinY gheit inrangs goRatfs cwp,oatfs anf gtapfoots.

b am no lonYet gtappefv ,wg rteefom isnjg alRays a Yoof ghinY.

The Crash Scene – Alyson Hilbourne

See …
  ghe  sgtaiYhg  toafv  linef  Righ  senginel  sptwcesv  ghe  lottyv 

xacDuDniref actoss ig liDe a‘ Rownfef animalv ghe fti-etjs Rhige race 
loominY ,ehinf ghe Rinfscteen.

  ghe cat o-etgwtnef on ghe -etYev ,onneg ctwmplefv one Rheel 
spinninY rotlotnly in ghe ait.

  a chilfjs plwsh goy finosawtv igs paing ,o7 colowts Yawfy on ghe 
Ytey gatmac.

  ghe police cat atti-ev ghe yownY consga,le -ieR ghe scene anf 
swcD in his ,teagh.

Taste …
  ghe rettows ganY as ghe consga,le ,iges his lip. Jis dtsg accifeng 

scene. Jis dtsg‘ fay owg alone.
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  ,ile tisinY sowtly in his ghtoag. Je sRalloRs anf Yitfs himselr 
go in-esgiYage.

“hag Rill he dnf” Cowlf anyone swt-i-e” Je gwtns o! ghe siten 
anf sgeps owg or his cat.

Smell …
  ghe tesinows atoma rtom ghe gteesv teminfinY him or ramily 

Chtisgmasesv a Ratm toomv raity liYhgs anf ptesengs sgacDef wnfet 
ghe gtee.

  a shatp chemical ofowt ghag gicDles insife his nose anf sgicDs go 
ghe ,acD or his ghtoag.

MomeghinY is leaDinY. Je Yi-es an in-olwngaty shwffet anf 
,ownfs goRatfs ghe cat.

Hear…
  ,oogs ctwnch on ghe gatmac.
8“asnjg my rawlgv mage. Mhe came owg or noRhete.q The lotty 

fti-et sganfs ,esife him.
The consga,le looDs wp. The fti-etjs eyes ate filagefv his sDin pale. 

Jis roteheaf
catties a slicD sheen.
MhocDv ghe consga,le ghinDsv ,wg his aggengion is on ghe o-etgwtnef 

-ehicle.
8Can yow help”q he asDs.
The shafoR or ghe cat fti-etv gtappef wpsife foRn ,y ghe seag 

,elg is -isi,le ghtowYh ghe splingetef Rinfscteen.
Je Ytips ghe foot hanfle anf pwlls.
8Come onBq
Je gwYs anf ,taces a roog aYainsg ghe sife panel.
The shatp clicD as ghe foot teleases echoes townf ghe gtees. Je 

gaDes ghe Romanjs ‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘ ReiYhg as ghe lotty fti-et teleases ghe clasp. 
ToYeghet ghey halr lirgv halr ftaY het rtom ghe cat. L xammy smwfYe 
or ,loof conYeals on het roteheaf.

Eaif on ghe Ytassv she opens het eyesv anf sgatgsv seatchinY rot 
someghinY she cannog see.

8Py ,a,yBq Jet shtill -oice slices ghtowYh ghe rotesg silence.
Je ,teaghes feeply go sloR ghe hammetinY in his chesg.
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L ,a,y”
Je fifnjg see a chilf.
Je apptoaches ghe cat aYainv ghe smell or rwel sgtonYet.
The rotesg is ,toofinYv ghe 1wieg opptessi-e. Je sRalloRs anf 

licDs his lips.
The teat passenYet foot is open.
L Railv liDe an alatmv enYaYes rtom someRhete ,eyonf ghe -ehiu

clev loR ag dtsg anf
ctanDinY wp go a hiYhetv detcet pigch.
3erote he can mo-ev ghe ait atownf him is swcDef aRayv in a lowf 

Rhooshv as ghe cat etwpgs in …ames.
Jeag gties go scalf him as he citcles igv eyes sginYinYv go dnf sgill 

sgtappef in a cat seagv a goffletv race gRisgef in rwtyv dsgs giYhgv mowgh 
openinY rot anoghet yell.

LnYtyv ,wg ali-e.
Feel …
  telier hig him liDe an wppetcwgv maDinY him sgaYYet.
Iot a momeng he shwgs his eyesv legginY ghe Ratmgh or ghe …ames 

Rash o-et himv ‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
 ,erote he teleases ghe cagch anf lirgs ghe RtighinY gofflet ingo his 

atms  

Wenna’s Walls – Max Bowler (Age 10)

2o one temem,etef Rhy ghe Ralls Rete ,wilgv no one Rishef go lea-e 
eighet. 2o one e7cepg “enna.

“enna Ras sgill yownYv ,wg het ,tiYhg ,lacD eyes looDef Reaty.‘ 
Mhe Rote a towYh cloaD ghag …oagef o-et het ghinv ,ony ,ofy anf 
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het lonY hait hwnY lirelesslyv soaDinY Reg rtom het RalD in ghe tain 
on gheit hwng rot roof.

WFow mwsg rolloR ghe twlesv ghe twles Deep yow ali-evj commanfef 
“ennajs moghet.

“enna DneR ghe twles o! ,y heatg.
Q. 2o one can lea-e ghe rotesg.
6. 2e-et Yo owgsife or ghe ca-e arget ghe swn Yoes foRn.
4. 2o asDinY 1wesgions.
3wg “enna haf asDef many 1wesgionsv wngil het moghet haf 

,ecome anYty anf sgoppef speaDinY ag all.‘ Jet moghet meang Rell 
,wg het Rotfs Rete somegimes wnDinf. “enna Ronfetef a,owg ghe 
mysgetiows scats on het moghetjs ,acD ot Rhy het moghet ne-et 
alloRef het go Yo owg alonev anf ghe sgtanYe noises ghag she heatf 
owgsife in ghe fatDness or ghe niYhg.‘ 

;ngil ghag niYhgv ghe niYhg Rhen “enna RoDe wp Righ a xolg. Jet 
eats pticDef wp ag ghe sgtanYe shtieDinY sownfs cominY rtom owgsife 
het ca-e. Cawgiowslyv “enna ctaRlef owg or het towYh sgtaR ,ef anf 
gipgoef goRatfs ghe engtance go ghe ca-e. Mhe helf het ,teaghv looDef 
,acD ag het moghet sleepinY in het ,ef anf sRirgly lerg het home.

“enna sgoppef. Mhe sgatef ag ghe setene sDy.‘ bg Ras a cloaD or 
fatDnessv liDe ghe one “enna Rote on het ,acD.‘ S7cepg ghis sDy 
cloaD haf ,een sptinDlef Righ pteciows Yems ghag shimmetef anf 
gRinDlef in YlisgeninY colowts. Mhe sgoof mesmetisef ,y ig all.

Uwsg ag ghag momengv ghey saR het. The cteagwtes. (lifinY e!otgu
lesslyv ghey sRoopef foRn goRatfs het. They pwllef ag “ennajs 
cloaDv picDinY het wpv hiYhv hiYh ingo ghe fatDness or ghe niYhg sDy. 
Uwsg as 1wicDly as ghey haf picDef het wpv ghey leg het Yo.

MhafoRs swttownfef het as she rell.‘ “enna relg ghe Rinf twshinY 
ghtowYh het maggef hait.‘ Mhe Ras liDe a maYneg aggtacgef go ghe 
Ytownf.‘ Iasget anf rasgetv she hwtglef goRatfs ghe mossy eatgh. 
“enna closef het eyes anf ,tacef hetselr rot ghe impacg.‘ Ls she 
closef het eyesv she relg a sgtanYe sensagion anf ghen ghe twsh or Rinf 
sgoppef.

MloRly openinY het eyesv she tealisef she haf sgoppef rallinY anf 
Ras ho-etinY in ghe ait.‘ Mhe looDef o-et het showlfet anf saR Rhy. 
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Jet RinYs Rete neatly as gall as het ,ofy anf Rete a ,eawgirwl ,lenf 
or ,toRnv specDlef Righ Yolf. “igh a hea-y sgtoDe or het RinYsv she 
soatef ghtowYh ghe hea-ens.

“igh a sense or wneasev she tealisef ghe cteagwtes Rete noR …yinY 
,esife het.‘ EooDinY closely ag ghemv she tecoYnisef ghey haf ghe 
same ,tiYhg ,lacD eyes anf lonY hait as she fif. “enna tealisef ghag 
she Ras one or ghemv a ,itf. ToYeghet ghey …eR o-et ghe rotesg Ralls 
anf ingo ghe -i,tang YloR or a neR swntise. L neR lire Rhete she 
cowlf ,e rtee.

Unravelled Life – Rosemary Gemmell

Sllen picDef wp ghe giny peatlv gtanslwceng Righ ptomisev a petrecg 
sphete. IashioninY an eiYhg Dnog go secwte ghe ,eafv she ghteafef 
ghe ne7g peatlv gaDinY het gime go afmite het RotD. Mhe loopef ghe 
ghteaf once ghen ,towYhg ghe enf o-et anf wnfetv giYhgeninY ig go 
rotm ghe Dnog go holf ghis one in place. 

Jet misgtess e7pecgef petrecgion e-en noR.
KawsinY go fash a swffen geat rtom gitef eyes as het RotD Ras 

neatinY igs enfv Sllen gtief nog go ghinD or ghe cominY fays. Mhe haf 
,een a Yoof anf loyal seamsgtess go het yownY misgtessv menfinY tich 
ra,tics ghag haf ptogecgef ghe Reatet rtom colf casgles anf hatf tifes 
o-et towYh Ytownf. MeRinY ela,otage TwtDjs heaf Dnogs go aggach 
small ,wggons on silDen YoRns rot Ytanfet a!aits.

JoR cowlf a lire wnta-el so complegely” EiDe ghe wnpicDef hems 
or ghe liggle Yitl Rho haf tegwtnef rtom roteiYn shotesv ptomisef a 
DinYfom ghag noR pto-ef het wnfoinY. 



WTkLKKSGj 64Q

Sllen sgoof go tw, het loRet ,acD ,erote het misgtess tegwtnef 
rtom ghe shotg faily RalD ghag Ras het only telease rtom ghe imu
ptisonmeng she noR racef. Sllen DneR or ghe illuragef mattiaYesv or 
ghe cowtgly plogs anf poligical gwt,wlence. 3wg mosg or all she apu
pteciagef ghe gallv no,le Roman Rho lo-ef het peoplev Rho shoRef 
Dinfness go ghose wnfeset-inY or igv anf Rho alloRef goletance in 
Rotship ghag many fenief.

EirginY ghe peatlusgwffef heafftessv Sllen seg ig asife rot appto-alv 
afmitinY ghe Ray ghe scang liYhg rtom ghe nattoR RinfoR illwu
minagef each ,eaf. Mhe picDef wp ghe ra-owtige peatls ghag Rowlf 
ne-et aYain encitcle ghe pale slenfet necD ag cowtgly ,alls anf colowtu
rwl paYeangs. bg lay hea-y anf colf in het Ynatlefv Dnoggef dnYetsv 
sRollen Righ aYe anf ingticage seRinY gasDs. 

JeatinY liYhg roogsgeps apptoachinY ghe footv Sllen Raigef.
Jet misgtess seemef in Yoof spitigs gofayv pacinY a,owg ghe toom 

as ghowYh het enetYy cowlf nog ,e congainef in swch a small space.
8bg is swch a ,eawgirwl fayv Sllenv ghag b Rangef go tife actoss 

ghe cowngtysifev ghe Rinf gwYYinY ag my haitv ghe swn on my racev 
ghaRinY ghis ice YtippinY my heatg. “hy fo ghey sgill locD me wp 
Rhen b mean my cowsin no hatm”q

Sllen sgoof silenglyv Rhile het misgtess temo-ef het Ratm plaif 
anf segglef in het chait once mote. 2o ansRet Ras e7pecgefv ,wg she 
alRays lisgenef Righ fisctegion anf lo-e rot ghe Yitl Rho Raigef in 
-ain rot rteefom.

8Kass me my em,toifetyv pleasev Sllen. b see yow ha-e dnishef 
secwtinY ghe peatls go my heafftess. ThanD yow.q

Sllen cwtgsief anf passef ghe em,toifety anf ghteafsv rot het 
misgtess Ras as dne a neefleRoman as any. 

8b mwsg dnish ghis ,erote...q 
Patyjs -oice ralgetef rot ghe dtsg gimev as Sllen Ragchef het seR 

ghe ne7g Itench Dnog ghag shoRef het dne sgigchinY. Lnf het heatg 
,toDe rot ghis ,eawgirwl yownY Romanv 5ween or Mcogsv Rhose lire 
Rowlf enf goo soon in ctwel e7ecwgion.
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It May be Futile – Annabelle Harper (Age 15)

Smmajs pen paggetef aYainsg ghe fesD in a spotafic thyghm as she 
tesgef het chin in het oghet hanfv slowchinY in fereag Rhile het eyes 
ftirgef go ghe RinfoR. ThtowYh ghe Ylassv a lone spattoR …wggetef 
a,owg ghe chain linD rence ghag sepatagef ghe school rtom ghe owgsife 
Rotlf. bg fancef anf ,owncef on inganYi,le plagrotmsv fatinY go 
Yeg closet anf closet Righ e-ety …ap. S-engwally igs Yame or cag anf 
mowse Righ ghe sgagionaty o,xecg came go an enf as ghe small ,itf 
fatgef ghtowYh ghe Yap.

“ellv ig gtief go …y. bg gtief go fash ghtowYh ghe fiamonf shapef 
hole. bg gtief go lea-e. Smma fifnjg 1wige wnfetsganf hoR igjf hapu
penef ,wg het heaf petDef wp sliYhgly anf posgwte sgtaiYhgenef in 
angicipagion as ghe liggle cteagwte manaYef go RefYe igselr ,egReen 
ghe RitinY. Mhe cowlf see ghe spattoR sgill momengatily in shocD. 
Complege patalysis o-etgaDinY ig. Mhe Ragchef in rascinagion as ghe 
tealisagion or igs pteficameng segglef in liDe motninY feR. Mhe cowlf 
almosg reel ghe panic anf fteaf ,eYin go tisev anf tise ig fif.

The liggle ,itf ,eag igs RinYs e7petimengallyv oncev gRice u ,toRn 
anf ,lacD specDlef reaghets sloRly incteasinY gheit gempov gesginY 
ghe limigs or igs rteefom. Then ig YteR rtangic. bgs RinYs mocDef a 
hwmminY,itf as ig ghtashef igs giny ,ofyv felicage reeg claRinY ag ghe 
sleeD plasgic. The gappinY or Smmajs pen acceletagef in ganfem Righ 
ghe ,itfv sympaghegic ,acDYtownf mwsic go igs sgtwYYle.

Jet race Ras ,lanD fespige ghe pigirwl scene. Mhe teally showlfj-e 
,een payinY aggengion go het geachetv ftoninY on anf on a,owg ghe 
impotgance or 1waftagicsv ,wg ghe spattoR commanfef het aggenu
gion Righ ghe same le-el or metcy ig tecei-ef rtom ghe sgoic rence. 
Mhe cowlfnjg Rtench het eyes aRay rtom ghe em,ofimeng or rwgiligyv 
igjs enfless enfea-owt go ,e rteev anf egetnal petse-etance YaininY ig 
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noghinY ,wg e7hawsgion anf pain. The RinfoR Ras closefv ,wg she 
cowlf see ghe RailinY chitps ghag Rowlfj-e spillef rtom igs open ,eaD. 
bg RtiYYlef wselesslyv gtappef ,egReen ghe ,ats or a caYe nog meang 
rot ig.

Kigirwl yeg mesmetisinY.
S-engwally ghe ,itf sloRef anf Righ igv Smmajs mot,if ingetesg 

fRinflef. Jet hanf YteR gitef anf she sloRef ghe sympaghegic ,agu
getinY or het pen. TwtninY ghe oghet cheeD go ghe noR fwll spattoR 
in ra-owt or alYe,taic e1wagions. The geachet Ras noR hanfinY owg 
RotDsheegs ghey haf go complege rot homeRotD. Smma Ronfetef 
Rhag ghe cangeen Rowlf ha-e rot lwnch. Thete Ras only gRengy 
minwges lerg or ghe lesson anf ghe Ralls or ghe classtoom Retenjg 
YegginY any mote ingetesginY Righ ghe passaYe or gime. 

Hnly a passinY ghowYhg helf 1wesgions or ghe wnrotgwnage spatu
toRjs swt-i-al. Pay,e ghe categaDet Rowlf spog ig anf rtee ig. Mhe 
fifnjg ,oghet RasginY any Ylances owg ghe RinfoRv Rhete she Ras 
swte ig hafnjg yeg Yi-en wp. 

Ten minwges lagetv she dnally sgoppef gappinY het pen.

Peacock Kite – Cheryl Burman

The ,oy is goo small. The Dige goo ,iY. 
3lwsgetinY s1walls Rhich Rhip ghe Ytasses slopinY go ghe cli! efYe 

gwm,le ghe Dige ghtowYh a lowtinY e-eninY sDy liDe a nesguless …efYu
linY. bgs ti,,onef gail ganYles in a snatl or colowts. The ,oy clinYs 
go ghe linev atms giYhg aYainsg igs ftaY. Jis heaf ,o,sv DeepinY gime 
Righ his …yinY goy. 
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b s1wing ingo ghe Rinf. “hete is ghe raghet Rho ghis motninY 
lawYhef Righ ghis ,oy on ghe swnny ,eachv YwifinY his small hanfs 
on ghe line” 

Kegtichot haf hwnY in ghe aitv as mwch ptoor or ghe passef shoRet 
as ghe YlisgetinY ftops Rhich gwtnef ghe sea ghtirg go pinD gowtmau
line. b haf sgoopef go Yaghet ghe toseggeuheatgef …oRetsv cwtiows ir 
gheit sem,lance go ghe xeRel miYhg Deep ghe fe-ils in gheit hells. Iot 
a gime.

kowsef ,y a chilfjs xoyows shtieDv b lirgef my heaf go dnf ghe 
raghetv sonv anf ghe Ylotiows Dige. KeacocDushapefv ,tilliang RinYs 
owgsgtegchefv igs gail reaghets cowtsef actoss a rteshuRashef sDy.

TwtninY ,acD go my YaghetinYv my hanf ho-etef o-et ghe gempgu
inY yelloR poison or hotnef poppy. 2o. b gowchef a dnYet go 
my Wgowtmalinej anf snippef Ytey rtonfs or RotmRoof. JealinY 
rtonfsv ptessef go cwgs anf ,twises. Mhowlf ghey ,e callef rot. 

The ,oy haf twn alonY ghe sanfv ghe Dige dllinY his Rotlf. The 
raghet pto!etef me a 1wicD Ylance anf sgtofe aRay.

2oRv on ghe cli! gopv a gwmwlgwows Rinf effies atownf ghe Digev 
gosses ig hiYhetv sgill hiYhet. The Dige swtYesv rallsv YotYinY on ghe 
Ywsgs go soat a,o-e ghe Rhigeucappef Ra-es ghwnfetinY aYainsg ghe 
tocDs ,eloR. (wlls tise rtom gheit nesgsv scteechinY teptoor. 

The ,oyjs eyes ate d7ef on ghe Dige. Jis reeg slighet on Reg Ytassv 
leYs gawgv ,ofy wn,alancef. The peacocD RinYs sRalloR ghe gwt,wu
lencev sRellinY anf collapsinY in imigagion or ghe ,illoRinY Ra-es. 
They yanD ghe ,oyv gwYYinYv hawlinY him goRatfs ghe Ywlls O goRatfs 
ghe plwmmeginY ftop.

Iowt mote sgwm,linY sgeps. Thtee. TRo  
Eeg YoB b scteam aYainsg ghe Rinf. Eeg YoB
Je cannog leg Yov cannog escape ghe Digejs wntelenginY ftaY. The 

,oy is as ensnatef as a dsh on a Rotmulafen hooD.‘‘ 
2o gime go ponfetv go consifet ghe conse1wences or condtmau

gion. 
b spteaf my atmsv ,ofy lirginY‘   anf b am …yinY   dYhginY ghe 

sgotm   atms ,tacefv dnYets claRef go plwcD anf sa-e  



WTkLKKSGj 64P

Lament of a Poet’s Wife – Melanie Barrow

Toil rtom fay go fwsD b fov in ghis fampv taguinresgef coggaYe. Feg 
he Ytanfly annowncef ghag he’d Deep no set-angv he’d RotD hatf 
genfinY ghe piYv YatfeninYv cooDinY. JwhB Iancy Rotfs u oh yes hejs 
Yoof ag ghosev ,wg igjs me ghagjs lerg RotDinY gill my ,acD aches.

 Resgv ghagjs Rhag he foes ,esgv lyinY in ,ef all fay Righ some illness 
ot oghetv ftinDinY ghag poison Rhich ghose “otfsRotghs say rwels 
his cteagi-igy. I can teafv I can speaD Itenchv I can Rtigev I Ras 
ptodcieng in maghemagicsv foes he e-et consifet ghag I miYhg liDe 
go sig ag a fesD anf scti,,le a,owg ghe ,a,y ag mifniYhg insgeaf or 
chanYinY anf reefinY ig” JoR can I tesg Rhen ghetejs Raget go regchv 
meag go ,e gaDen go ghe ,aDet go cooDv ghe piY go reefv anf noR e-en 
a lofYet rot me go cate rot” 

Atgisgjs liDe him fonjg eatn a teYwlat RaYe. W(eg a ptopet xo,vj b 
implote Wso b can pay ghe gtafesmenjs ,ills u poems fonjg pay ghem.j 
br only he Rete mote liDe ghag nice Pt Koole u so cowtgeows anf 
rtienfly anf Righ swch a lo-ely howse anf li,taty. WJelp yowtselrj he 
saif go me u nog xwsg go Mamwel. Those “otfsRotghs ne-et galD go me 
liDe ghagv bjm xwsg gheit sDi--y. Je foes swch a log rot ghe -illaYe goov 
segginY wp ghe Romenjs sociegy anf a ,anD anf school goo. 

Poligics anf KangisoctacyB Thagjs Rhy Re meg anf Rhy b swppose 
Mam mattief me in ghe enfv so he cowlf rolloR his wgopian ifeals u 
his ,iY Lmetican fteam Rhich seemef so e7ciginY ghen.

Philosophy he Rangs go sgwfy noRv so hejs o! go gowt (etmany 
Righ ghose “otfsRotghsv spenfinY ghe “efYRoofsj annwigy anf 
lea-inY me ,ehinf nwtsinY ghe neR ,a,y. Goesnjg he ghinD bjf lo-e 
go Yo goo” Thete Ras a gime Rhen ko,etg Mowghey anf b fiscwssef 
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philosophy u pethaps b showlf ha-e mattief him insgeaf or Mam anf 
ghen bjf ha-e my oRn howse liDe my sisget. 

EfiryinY he says ig Rill ,e. Hh yes ,wg ig foesnjg pwg roof on ghe 
ga,le foes ig” bjm lonely hete in ghis ho-el Righ noghinY go fo rot 
rwn. MgoReyjs nog e7acgly 3agh u hoR b miss igv anf ghe rashiona,le 
cloghes u ir only raghet hafnjg Yone ,anDtwpg. 3wg ghen Rhag foes ig 
maggetv b Ronjg ha-e gime go fo anyghinY oghet ghan chotes anyRay. 

Deagh or owt ,a,y Rasnjg enowYh go ,tinY yow home ghen” “hy 
fifnjg yow hwtty ,acD insgeaf or gaDinY a d-e mongh RalDinY holu
ifay” b haf no hws,anf go comrotg me anf shate my Ytier. 2ine 
monghs b Ragchef o-et himv ghe tesponsi,iligy or his lire ReiYhef so 
hea-ily wpon mev anf noRv fespige my catev hejs Yone. Py ,eawgirwl 
,toRn hait all rell owg anf noR b Reat a RiY. Hh Rhete ate yow” Hnce 
yow Rtoge Wbjm mattief go ghe Roman b lo-e ,esg or all Cteagef 3eu
inYs.j JoR easily yowj-e rotYoggen. Hh hoR yowj-e lerg me gtappef. 







Emily Cullerne 

Emily Cullerne was born in North Devon in the early 1970’s and 
has lived in many parts of the UK. She was a primary school teacher 
for 15 years and is currently a stay-at-home mum, gttinx in writinx 
around her children. 

Emily is a member of both the EAeter Tuthors Tssociation and 
Wwyford Hriters. Ler grst short story submission resulted in a third 
place at the Wiverton Fiterary 2estival competition in 601k, which 
inspired her to eApand her ambitions and write a full-lenxth novel. 

She has since written two novels and is draftinx her third. Whe 
grst is set in North Devon and is a cosy mystery drawinx on Emily’s 
love of her childhood home and her eAperiences as a teacher. Whe 
follow-up novel sees the protaxonist move to Normandy, 2rance, to 
solve an old family mystery datinx bacj to Horld Har Wwo and a 
modern-day murder.

Tway from writinx, Emily has a blacj belt in the martial art of 
Tijido and en!oys runninx, which she could do with doinx more 
oftenM She also loves readinx and watchinx mysteries, particular 
favourites beinx Pidsomer Purders and 5oirot. 





Richard Dee

I was never a writer, at least not for ages. I made up stories in my 
head, based on dreams and events in my life, but I never did much 
with them. Life, a wife, three daughters and now kve grandchildren 
have Pept me busy.

I spent forty years in shipping, krstly at sea, then in Cort Tontrol 
and as a Rhames Wiver Cilot, with adventures to match anything I 
could imagine. jhen I retired, I Sust moved them out into space, 
changed some of the names and wrote them down.

I write Fcience xiction and FteampunP adventures, as well as 
chronicling the eAploits of -ndorra Cett, reluctant amateur detec’
tive. 

jhen IDm not writing, I baPe bread and biscuits, cooP delicious 
meals and walP the 2evon coast.

IDve published thirty novels and written over 0qq short stories. 
IDm currently worPing on more preYuels, seYuels, and a few new 
proSects.

-ou can knd me at www.richarddeescik.co.uP





J E Hall

J E Hall has recently produced a number of contemporary thrillers 
on the challenging threat posed by extremism and issues of our time. 
Set in London the Middle East, Turkey and Devon they are a great 
read. Though his novels are all linked, they can be read indepen-
dently of each other. Accolades have come from Rowan Williams, 
Ann Widdecombe amongst others. His inspiration is drawn from 
his personal experiences travelling and meeting people at home and 
abroad. 

A one time Academic, Probation OCcer and Fhurch of England 
minister, the characters he draws have depth and the stories he tells 
are gripping. 

His books are (lashbacks 2016)I, 7Stanbul 2016’I, Harry8s Eng-
land 2016’I, Domain 20169I and Truth 20165I  Harry8s Awakening 
20101I Deactivation 20106I 

John has since written two very di4erent books, The Modern 
Trooper 20100I which is an illustrated poem in the style of ST Fo-
leridge8s Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner and to celebrate the 0V1th 
anniversary of this son of Devon8s birth. 

Then in 010q John published his !rst Tudor novel Murky Wa-
ters, set in the Otter ;ale in the tumultuous 6Vq1s. A much antici-
pated se<uel is planned=





Paul Harrison.

A West Country lad; born, bred and buttered in Bath. Paul took 
up mountaineering and travelled the world. 

When his arms gave out he took up long distance running, when 
his legs gave out he dusted oj his notebook and pen and had another 
crack at that thing he had en oyed since his teens. 

Writing.





Christine Jones

Christine Jones was born shortly after ERII’s coronation near 
Uucml,eD vegonD  a gillade listeB in the voo,sBay koop which was 
co,1leteB in 087.H  

2er way of thinpind is that it was only romdhly 0S lifeti,es adoD 
baseB on ligind to .7 each ti,eH  

-he has always ligeB in vegonD as BiB her 1arentsD dranB1arents 
anB so,e dreatWdranB1arentsH  

FiBoweBD she liges with fomr iBiot cats anB wishes she haB listeneB 
when her father trieB to teach her abomt darBenindH  

-he  has  two  chilBren  anB  one  gery  actige  anB  interactige 
twoWyearWolB dranBsonD all of who, ,ean egerythind to herH  

-he Boesn’t ,mch care for coopind or cleanindD sho1s ,ainly 
for fooB anB mnintentional thindsD loges tracind ancestorsD hel1ind 
heBdehods smrgige wintersD Classic M:D anB cri,e storiesH 

kmt can neger worp omt whoBmnitH  
Mmn facts(  )rst loge W -te1hen ;when .–A seconB loge 3 keethogenH 

9de when )rst roller spateB anB went Bown a sliBe 3 6SH 9de when 
abseileB 78ft anB dot )rst anB only tattoo W 86H  





 Richard Lappas

For over 40 years, Richard worked for a wide range of clients, 
including corporate and PR, national newspapers and magazines, 
sport, fashion, the NHS and local government. 

Hundreds of his photographs have been published around the 
world.

As one of the founding members of Exeter Authors Association, 
he enjoyed a second career as the author of children's Jction and was 
working on many new projects at the time of his death in 2uly 606-.

Richard was always ready to tell a fascinating tale of his paparazzi 
life and will be greatly missed for his warmth, humour and willing,
ness to help anyone.





P.J. Reed

Writer of Warlocks. Destroyer of Worlds.
Hi! I'm an archaeologist, teacher, and historian by trade and an 

author by chance. I'm a 'genre-puid' author, so I can turn a Fage to 
most things. wor younger readers, I vrite magical animal and fairy 
adPentures under the name Rami Eeed.

xMFlore :y WritingT
She Dark Worlds: BFeculatiPe Cction and dark literary vorks.
Haiku WhisFers: She home of haiku, senryu, and seasonal col-

lections.
She Sherven Wood ’ooksT -hildren.s Cction by Rami Eeed.





Chip Tolson

I grew up in the West Country. After National Service in Germany, I 
worked in the ship-owning industry in Liverpool, Plymouth, Lon-
don, the Far East and Edinburgh. My wife and I then came back to 
the West Country and now live on Exmoor.

In the business world I wrote a multitude of words. On my 
retirement, I decided to turn my writing to creative 2ction. I 2rst 
independently published a collection of 3B of my short stories titled 
PEzzLES, some of which have won pri;es.

Since then, I have written and published four novelsR the 2rst, 
QEUVIEM FOQ PQITAHE 1VG1ES, is set in the 950Ds Malayan 
Emergency and in West Somerset, the second, zIQC1LANY 
1ALL, is set in West Xorkshire, the third, PVFFzALL PAQAYOJ, 
is set on Exmoor and in zattersea, London and the fourth novel, 
H1E QEGISHEQ OF ’OE/S HQEES, an AngloKAmerican novel, is 
set in Su:olk, London, South Yakota and zoston, VSA.

I am now working on my next and 2fth novel, which has the 
working title of YALHONFOQY 1ALL, set in the West Country 
with links to 1ong @ong.

My 2lm script, SANYSCAPE, was directed and produced by 
Somerset Film and is available on XouHube.  

My website can be found atA www.chiptolson.com





Brian Willis

I'm Brian Willis, a retired Cambridge University Technician.
I moved with my wife Barbara to Tiverton, Devon, from Sukolx 

some sipteen years ago.
I am a short story writer and Eoet and a member of the Apeter 

Muthors Mssociation.
:y -rst short storyG War StoryGF was insEired by visiting a churchF

yard with a memorial to the Nerman ,irst World War dead while on 
holiday in Mustria in the -ineteen Seventies.

The secondG The Twyford Curse GF  was whilst driving through a 
:idFDevon village on a winter Sunday evening and not seeing any 
sign of life.






