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Explanation:

Three years ago, thereabouts, | thought a fun project would be to
write some stories of one hundred and forty words in length. Kind of
like Twitter, except words instead of characters.

This was a far harder prospect than it first seemed, especially
after the idea of one hundred and forty of the stories firmed in my
mind.

But here we are.

Most of the stories are standalone, althoug h there is one passage of
twelve which were an experiment in adapting a longer short story.
Not sure if it worked.

Really , each ofthese stories is a window into a larger world . Open
them up and you get a glimpse of something more.

My hope is that you, dea r reader, will find something here that

makes you smile, laugh, or even get a bhit, like, emotional knapsack .
Right on.

Thanks!

Copyright © 2014 Stu Andrews
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there was light.

Genesis1:1 -3
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Love, The Fiercest Din

Truly, neverly, always running over
The heart of the young is given

And given twice over again

To pursuits of power

Fully swayed

Love.

Always, tethered with cord
Three - fold is best

But alas not most

Gained and thought conquered
Lying await or grown

Love.

Gareth put down his pen. What rubbish, utter tripe.

But his heart longed. It ached . When they were apart the memory of
her encompassed every segment of his mind. When they were together

Lightning and fire and warmth.

She is all | can think about. Why is that? What manner
impulse  causes me to be so bewildered with love?

Gareth took up his pen.

Dear heart. Lonely no more.
Knocking at the door of love.
She opens, smiles,

And calls me in.

And all the while,
The fiercest din,
Beats within my soul.

of electrical
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Where It  Rains Every Day Except One

Once upon a time there was a city in which it rained every single
day of the year except for one.

On this one special day, people all over the city would stop doing
just to bask in the difference.

It was different, this city. They were a people of violence and
chaos. But on this day they stilled, halted, and their faces turn
upwards to the sunlight.

Tomorrow blood would be shed. Tomorrow anger would again rear it s
ugly head. Tomorrow the rain would fall and wash away the puri ty of
this one day.

One child remembers. She remembers the one day. And the hope that
sparks in that little child's heart is the same hope in a man dying
of thirst who sees water ahead.

It is the hope of life. Of light. Of a day without rain.
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Between The Water And Shore

Under the Bridge, between the Water and Shore, lies a realm you
would do best to stay away from. You Mortals and fish alike.

Nargaraki is a world filled with magic.

Not the magic you are thinking of - cones of ice and face - melting
f ireballs - no, this is the magic of colour and dreams. This is the

undercurrent of thought and subconscious imagination which drives

all people onwards.

Should you ever find yourself in Nargaraki, take care.

Desire and vice mix with beauty and purity. T here are creatures who
could grab your world in their hands and throw it like a ball, crush

it with a thought. There are beings who emanate such light as would

burn you to nothingness.

If you don't believe me, then come. Sit under a bridge, between
Shore and the Water.

It's easy.

See.
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A Rock own The Bund Of A String

#140Worols
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A Rock On The End Of A String

The burger was so very good. She hadn't eaten in days - ragged,
ruiny, retched - So it really was the most delicious and tasty food.
Carefully licking her fingers, despite the dirt and grime of weeks

on the run through city and field alike, Bethany came to her feet.

The alley was dark and gloomy. The perfect place for what was to
come next.

She muttered something about being too old for this kind of
adventure then took out a string with a rock tied to the end.

The three men appeared at the end of the alley. Men with golden eyes
and silver weapons.

Whirling, the string made a burr sound.

Whirling, the rock at the end began to sparkle.

The air began to buffet the loose rubbish and trash cans.
A door appeared.

Whirling

Bethany stepped through.
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Horror Film Script #1, Man In Black

Cue mysteriously hauntingly wondrously scary music.

The man in black steps out. He's awesomely scary. Also, he has a

hook for a right hand, no, he's holding it, no, a hook! And, AND ...
on his left hand there's a chainsaw. No, a machine gun ... NO! A

grenade launcher AND a chaingun.

MAN IN BLACK

Prepare yourselves for pain and darkness. | am darkness. | bring
pain!

SCARED TEENAGER

Sir, we were jus t watching a movie. Pray tell what egregious error
we have caused thee?

MAN IN BLACK
| am pain! | bring darkness!!!
SCARED TEENAGER #2
Eeeeeeekkkkk!
MAN IN BLACK

And here is my partner in crime and bringing painful darkness. Mr
Pain!

MR PAIN

GIRL WITH ATTITUDE AND TATTOOS

| know pain mister , and you ain't it. You don't scare me.
MR PAIN
GRRRRROOOAAARRRRR!!
End Scene.
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Seeds That Fall Out Of The Ground

The seeds fell out of the ground as the hoe dug along the surface.

Nathan (Daddio) didn't think the harvest would be that great,
especially since this was the first time planting.

Gazing around, marvelling at the blocky beauty of his home and
surrounding landscape, Nathan (Daddio) wondered if he should go back

to his min e.

He'd just found a vein of diamond, five blocks. Five blocks! More
than enough for a diamond pickaxe.

But would that be a waste?

Nathan (Daddio) looked across the bridge he'd made in the beginning.

Watched the others busy toiling on their houses. The village was

coming along well. Of course, some people excelled in architecture,
and some not so much.

But it was all amazing.

A world where you can create what you imagine, within the limits of
the world itself.

Minecraft rules.
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Opening Doors With Code

The single piece of code swam before eHOx's two eyes.

It was past three in the morning, for the fourth night running.

I have to sleep before five.

Her alarm went off at six am, but eHOx was still at her desk,

fingers almost preternaturally skimmi ng the keyboard, code block
after code block stacking together.

This was not just an application. It was not just a game.

This is History, and it is the Future.

Seven million dollars was already in her account, forwarded by The

Big Eight, a consortium o f men and women with mind - boggling wealth
and influence.

Nine times out of ten attempts eHOx had successfully completed

projects for them. This was the eleventh, and if successful, it

meant something more than money could buy.

A door to another world, th rough code.

A land where my family is.
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The Doctor Wept To Fill The Ocean

The doctor wept to fill the ocean.

Before him lay hundreds upon hundreds of broken soldiers. Born into
tragedy, dying from sorrow and futility.

He brought his hands up, blood - smeared, and stared at them.
Blood - letter.

They brought him the sick and dying - too many bodies - and he
healed them.

It's not enough.

The fields were littered with tents and stretchers and makeshift
beds.

What hope is there in this war?

A Captain arrived, barked orders, then left.

He didn't really hear the man.

This madness cannot continue.

So the doctor - who fixed the broken - walked towards the Fields of
Glory. He shrugged off hands that would stop him. He broke limbs he

had fixed toge ther when they would halt his progress.

He stood in the middle of the war and spoke a word.

The war stopped.
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Twice Upon A Time

Twice upon a time there lived a little girl.
This little girl did everything twice!

She always ate two apples. Every night cleaned her teeth twice in a
row!

In the morning she would kiss her mother "good morning" twice, and
laugh at her daddy's joke exactly two times.

At school the little girl would answer questions once and then give
the answer again.

Nobody thought this was strange, because in this world, important
actions and words should be repeated.

Everything this little girl did and said (and even thought) was
important.

Why?

Because this little girl was the daughter of the King.

When the little girl grew up, she continued to say things twice.
She chose two suitors, and had two sets of shoes.

But then, on an important day, the little girl said only one thing.

"I will."
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Sir, We Would See Jesus

The preacher sat behind the pulpit, waiting. One of the
members was reading the Old Testament passage.

"For he grew up before him like a young plant, and like a root out
of dry ground;"

The preacher looked at the little piece of cardboard, stuck to the
back of the pulpit by his predecessor.

Sir, we would see Jesus.

"He was despised and rejected by men; a man of sorrows, and
acquainted with grief;"

The preacher gripped his own bible, sermon inside, and closed his

eyes.
"... Upon him was the chastisement that brought us peace,"

Sir, we would see Jesus.

The preacher gripped harder as memaories of past sins reared up.

"...  And the LORD has laid on him the iniquity of us all."
Sir, we would see Jesus.

The preacher stood and spoke to them of Jesus.

congregation
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Alackaday

Tears fell down craggy lines in the King's face.

"Alackaday!"

He gripped the podium with those great sword - tempered hands, hands
which had conquered the kingdom's enemies for the last thirty - five
years.

"Of nothing were we, to come to such great heights.

"But nothing | would return t 0, that she might be returned to me!"
The crowd was silent, grieving as the King grieved.

His rose, his light, his wife and closest friend was dead.

Behind the King, where his retainers and loyal servants stood, Lady
Veronica breathed out quietly.

Fin ally.

Veronica had to forcibly stop a smile from appearing on her lips.
His hope is gone.

The plans of a hundred years and more would soon see fruit.
Vengeance.

A people hunted to near extinction.

The truth will out.

The Southern Tribes would rise again.

And | will be queen.
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The Eye Of The Storm

The eye of the storm was not, as she had always heard, calm.

Stella closed her eyes for a moment before gazing again on the
destruction that surrounded the remains of her home.

Man sized clouds of ligh tning floated about, sending out deadly
tendrils at any living thing which came within a small radius.

High up, her wings marking time - treading the air like water
Stella watched the edges of the storm.

From this point it seemed obvious that there was a single purpose
behind the lightning - clouds.

Oh. No.

Stella turned in a circle.

The eye was shrinking. Toward her home. Toward her.

That is what you get for loving and leaving the storm king.
With a b lur of her wings, Stella began to fly upwards. Faster.

Now | have to find him again. Another adventure. Better pack light.
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A Family Reunion

Hank was veteran police officer. He'd fought in the 'Natti Riots,

shed blood against the Capital Killer, and busted open the deepest
case of conspiracy in the government since that reporter had

disclosed the identity of a few dozen Super Heroes.

Sitting in the car - a stakeout - with William was a pleasant enough
experience. The young officer was eager to prove himself, and
excited to be partnered with the legendary Hank "Steel Bones"

Farris.

Hank grimaced at the name. He had no steel. All he could claim was
that chaos and blood hounded him. That was his "blessing".

So they waited. And Hank knew the night would not end peacefully.
"Get ready son. Something is coming."

They got out of the car. The air was quiet.

" FINALLY ."

Hank grimaced. His family had arrived, after many long years.

"Odin."
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Robin Hood, Not That Man You Think

The truth of the matter is that Robin Hood was a thief, brigand and
murderer.

Rabbich Hude never amounted to anything growing up. He was a poor
scholar, a poor warrior, and a poor friend.

He betrayed his companions, sold his wife and then, fleeing the
anger of his peers, joined th e army.

Rabbich linked himself with a commanding officer through petty like
mindedness and skul | duggery. He continued to ply his trade of
secrets and lies, selling gold and goods and man alike.

So Rabbich became skilled, as he never was as a child.

He h ad mastered the art of seducing the mind.

Prince John - The Mighty One, John The White, Slayer of Dragons
was a king born to rule, but for the sting of one petty man. Robin

Hood.

He is not the man you think he is.
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Fenrick The Dragon

The Dragon - whose name is far too short to repeat - snorted.

"Little manling, what are you but a moth? Fluttering about for a day
and then become dust.”

The man stood and watched the Dragon. He calmly met the eyes of the
majestic and fearful creature.

"Tiny one, ta ke care. Within me is the power of a star."

The man spoke without any fear.

"Fenri ck Flametongue. You are called to answer the many claims of
pillaging, destruction and murder most foul. On the fourth night of

this moon, be here in your stedfast. We will come to you."

The man then turned and began the long walk out of the mountains,
leaving Fenri ck - see, short - the Dragon to contemplate his words.

Fenrick sighed. He unfurled his wings and flew upwards.

They never imagine I'll just leave.
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Fenrick The Dragown

#4140 Words
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How Rugby Saved The Planet From Alien Zombies

The game of rugby union is the single greatest achievement of the
human race. Forget the light - bulb. Forget the internet. You can even
forget that social media app.

When the aliens landed in 2023, they weren't green, gangly, googly -
eyed little men.

They were zombies.
And they wanted our brains.

War broke out quickly, there was no quarter given. Man against
zombie, humans versus aliens.

And we were losing. Every battle more of us were dead, and more of
them dropped  from the heavens onto our planet.

One bright summer's eve, Battalion leader Gork Bloodmasher happened

across a pub that was showing repeats of the 2019 Rugby World Cup.
The final had been voted time and again the best game of any sport
across the span of time.

And they were hooked. The war stopped, the battles ceased.

Zombies love rugby.
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Bram And The Gorilla

Fear.

Whoever said that you need to conquer your fears never faced an
angry ten - foot tall gorilla.

Bram bent and dived away as the goril la charged. But the movies
lied.  Combat didn't work like that.

The gorilla simply changed course, grabbed his leg and hauled Bram
off the ground.

In a moment he was upside down watching massive fangs and razor -
sharp teeth grinning at him, an inch or two fro m his face. The smell

was unbearable.

Bram did the only thing he could think of. He screamed. A girly,
high - pitched, ugly squeal.

The gorilla dropped Bram on his head, seemed to lose interest, and
ambled off into the jungle.

Well if that wasn't the strangest

For the second time that day Bram felt hot, stinky, breath on his
skin.

Turning slowly he came face - to - face with a gigantic wolf.

Bollocks.
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Love Is Not Emotion

They sat out under the stars and talked all night.

Towards the end - when words melted as the sun began its ascent
their hands met and linked together, fingers entwined.

Theirs was a new love, born of the joy and frailty of two souls
meeting in youth.

There were many reasons why they shouldn't have mar ried, why they
shouldn't have shared that first kiss.

He was a nerd. She was a princess.

He loved comics. She dined with presidents and kings.

He wrote science - fiction movies. She starred in romantic comedies.
And yet, as with the best love stories, th ey covenanted to be one
together - until death did them part.

And when death came, swift and timely, they grasped hands.
Two folk, once young, now old.

Entwined. Beloved. Married. Covenanted.

Love is not emotion.

Loveis time .
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Eshiel's Friday At The Scary Hill

The sun bleached out the colour of the sky.
He was my friend.

Eshiel had not wanted to go to the scary hill, but his father and
mother had made it clear that they all would be going.

Eshiel had three sisters - Mary, Rebecca and Niah - and a younger
brother, Mathias.

He taught us about hope.

The crowds dwindled. Some of the adults had jeered, throwing insults
and rocks together. A few of the children too.

Eshiel and his siblings did not throw anything.
He cries out.

The sky darkened suddenly. Wind whipped and howled, appearing as
from nowhere. The earth began to move.

The cacophony was more than sight and sound. It wrenched at Eshiel's
chest, hurting the sad way.

He drops His head.
Dead. Dead. Dead.
He said "Follow Me".

Eshiel shut his eyes and cried.

Page 29 of 156



One Hundred And Forty #140 Word Stories

Eshiel's Sunday Of Good News

Eshiel was very sad. A heavy weight sat upon his little heart.

It was as though his family, his friends, his dog had all died and
left him alone.

Heart - broken.

The family sat quietly in the house . Father and Mother whispering to
one another.

The door burst open and a lady appeared, crying and laughing and
talking all at once.

"He lives! He has risen!"
Father jumped up. "He has risen?"

The woman grinned and nodded vigorously. "Yes. We have seen Him.
Touched Him. Heard Him."

Then she cried out. "HE HAS RISEN!"

Mother covered her mouth with her hands and began to cry, great sobs
wracking her body. Father put his big arms around Mother, and looked

at his children.

The family all came together, h ugging, crying, laughing, praying.

Eshiel's heart was full of joy.

He is risen indeed!
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Buzz And The Ice Cream Drop

Buzz flew around the kitchen. He was bored.

The life of a fly had many highs - finding a pizza box, a dead
kangaroo, spilt soda - buta clean kitchen was not one of them.

Gravity pressed down and Buzz felt its merciless effect on his tiny
body, on his membranous wings.

Curse you gravity.

Spotting what looked like a drop of melted ice cream on the floor
Buzz made his circular route down wards.

Yes!
Someone hadn't cleaned up the delicious sugary treat.

Buzz landed next to the sticky area and began snacking - alittle
here, a little there - until finally he went for it.

Nothing like jumping right in.
Unfortunately for Buzz, he got stuck and couldn't get out.

The lesson - for flies and humans - is that ice cream should always
be cleaned up.
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The War That Turned On A Kiss

The turning point of the war was a kiss.
Teresa Fallow was a princess. Daughter of the King of the Nines.

Maddrick Poll was a knight, Captain Commander of the armies of the
Redlands.

They met at a dance. They held hands a year later to the day.

Then the continent of Cammil erupted in war and they were on
opposite sides, of the war and of the world.

"She is my love!" Maddrick thundered. It made no difference.
"He is my dear heart!" Teresa pleaded. It made no difference.

And so, through secret and mystery, they covenanted to meet
together, a year to the day of holding hands.

Under the bright moonlight, amongst the trees in the sacred grove of

snow lil  ies, they kissed.
The kiss ended the war.
How?

The kiss turned them and the armies into frogs.
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The Little House At The End Of A Little Road

There once was a little house, found at the end of a little road.

This little house was built by a husband and wife at the beginning

of their marriage. They toiled for many hours, sawing, hammering,

gluing and boiling the kettle.

They put their mailbox at the entrance to the little r oad. It read
"Mr and Mrs Gilmore. Lovers of fine wine and other historical

pursuits”.

One day a tall man walked to the end of the little road and read the
mailbox.

The tall man laughed as he knocked on the door of the little house.
Mrs Gilmore opened th e door and her face blanched.
"Hello Mary. May | come in?"

The door slammed shut. The tall man tsked. Before setting out on the
little road he scratched a mark on the mailbox.

Another time. | will return.
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The Boy Who Could See Methane

Hello. My name is Steve. And | can see methane.

It's not a super - power of choice. It's a curse really, when you
think about it.

I mean, | see every single expulsion from the human body. Don't get
me started on cows.

"It's a gift boy." In his gruff voice my father woul d try and
encourage me.

Some gift

For a while | began to go all "Doctor Evil", using my powers for the
detriment of other people's dignity. Evil cackles and sniggers were

in abundance.

Can you imagine what it's like to be able to know just who dealt it?

But today is the first day of a new job in a software development
startup. We're going to change the world. Nobody here knows about my

little ocular olfactory secret.

And no, I can'ts ee my own gas. Thankfully.
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It's Hard For A Dragon To Find A Home

Fenrick sighed again.

He had been flying for many weeks now, ever since that pesky calm
man had come and called him to account.

They never think about how hard it is for a Dragon to find

Ahead was a line of mountains that showed some promise.

Dragons don't see cartography the same was as humans. Being able to
fly has something to do with it, but mostly it's about the passage

of time.

See, a Dragon can only be killed by great v iolence, or if they
simply grow tired and give up their ghost.

Fenrick soared across the face of the mountains, over a village or
two, and then he landed with a ground - shaking thump in front of a

cave entrance.

Oh.

Ericka Heart - Breaker, a green - eyed mo nster of a Dragon, appeared.

This could be painful.

Fenrick sighed.

a home.
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A School Without Bullying

Have you ever been to a school where nobody made fun of you?
Now that would be something huh?

My mother used to say a school where nothing bad happened was
school without people. | guess that's true.

But Longshore's Prepatory Academy, Prepacad for short, was such a
place.

At least, that's what | thought for the first few weeks.

If you were to peer under the surface you would discover something
far diffe rent.

You see, down under the library sat a withered old woman. She didn't
eat or drink, and she never spoke.

But she was the reason the school could boast it's impeccable
record, high marks and prestigious alumni.

Margarite. Binder of souls. Dream Walk er. The Silent Librarian.

How the school was freed is a long emotional story for another day,
but today you have the beginning.
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A Thief In The Rain

The driver of the taxi stank. Not just a polite smell, but the
disgusting smell of unwashed skin. Sweat layered upon sweat upon
sweat.

Nasty.

Amanda wondered again why she was sitting in the taxi. Or rather,
wondered whether what she was doing was the right thing.

A ring of gold, a mask of bone and a book of lies.

Three items of untold power and wealth, or so various heavyweights
in the antiquities world believed.

It began to rain as the taxi slowed to a halt in front on the King's
Hill museum.

Stepping out onto the curb Amanda tilted her face towards the sky.
The rain feels so good. So ... hatural.

Amanda walked up the stairs to the museum entrance.

Gold. Bone and Lies. Walk in, grab them, walk out.

Easy enough.

Turns out it wasn't really.
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Professor Jones And The Importance Of A Subp lot

"The main  plot is important, but the sub plots are just as vital in
the scheme of creating a good story."

Professor Jones walked across the stage, looking out over his
students.

"Too many writers, aspiring and paid, make the mistake of
underestim ating the importance of the sub plot.

"For example, imagine a road. On the road walks a man and his dog.
It's a large dog, perhaps some wolf blood in the family tree. The

scene opens "

A student had put their hand up. Professor Jones stopped talking and
motioned to the student.

"Professor , | was just wonde ring, what happens when the sub plot
becomes more important than the actual plot line?"

He laughed. "Lost?"
The class laughed.

"There are many examples in our world today. Keep an eye out. The
truth is v

The students responded with gusto , "OUT THERE!"
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The Little Man With A Blocky Walk

The little man walked on unsteady legs across the bumpy ground.

His whole body leaned left, leg moving off the ground, then he
leaned right. It was an almost - comical wooden dance.

The little man's thoughts were laced with fear and worry.
Dismemberment, reanimation, eaten by gigantic monsters.

Ahead, along the bumpy ground, lay his house. Or at least, he
thought it was his house.

Today there was a door. Yesterday there hadn't even been a roof.

The little man opened the door to his house and walked inside.
Strange.

A car steering wheel was attached to the floor.

This is crazy. Why would | want a car steering wheel on the floor?
The ground shuddered.

Oh no.

A massive hand appeared and picked up the little man.

A voice boomed, "Come on Fred, it's time to play with the Lego!"
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Scotland The Brave

"Light blossomed from beneath the statue. It sprang out of the
ground in tiny shafts, bits and pieces, growing and emanating until
the surrounding area was illuminated as day.

"The statue was of William Wallace.

"And that was the day he came back to save the Scots.

"Of course, for this to all make sense | need you to forget what you
know of your own earth history. Easy enough right?

"Wallace neve rlost.

"That's right. He never lost at Falkirk, and that's where things
will get a bit messy for you."

Drill - Seargant Jim Carrick Lawsson laughed. An evil
if you ever heard one.

"So, my little soldiers, you've stumbled into an alternate

dimension. We don't care where you came from, who your mother or

father is. And we certainly don't care about you.

"Welcome to Scotland the Brave."

- sounding cackle

Page 40 of 156



One Hundred And Forty #140 Word Stories

Me And My Light Brown Van

"Have patience, have patience,"

The song was being sung towards the back of my head, in a place |
couldn't easily squash it.

Traffic was bad today. The rain pelted down and at angle, making the
windshield of my car a barely penetrable by the eye wall of liquid.

Cars ahead. Cars behind. Cars to my left, to my right.
Why do we do  this day in and out?
A taxi, ahead of me and to the right, suddenly veered into my lane.

It was obvious that breaking would cause the car behind to crash,
and there were no spaces to the left of me.

Nothing for it then.
| reached into that place and pulled the car upwards.
Me and my light brown van soared above the traffic.

I guess this is why | do it. What about you?
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The Collins Crime

Detective Daine Stevens surveyed the crime scene.

Mr Collins, the husband of Mrs Collins, lay face down o

of the foyer in their mansion. Ragged cuts across his back, legs
broken, placed at strange angles.

Perhaps he fell down the stairs.

Brown's voice rang from up the stairs.

"Daine."

There was no need for him to say Daine would "want to see t

They had been working together long enough that a simple call was
enough.

Daine took the stairs slowly, two at a time. Carefully.

Detective Brown stood at the entrance of the bathroom. As Daine
approached the room he stepped out of the way.

The fi rst thing Daine saw was Mrs Collins. Dead.

The second thing Daine saw was the writing on the large ornate
mirror.

The Shadow King Rises.

Not good. Not good at all.

n the tiles

h

P

IS™.

Page 42 of 156



One Hundred And Forty #140 Word Stories

Love And The Battlefield

Juss growled as his horse shuddered.

Around him was the carnage that battle is. Blood and chaos, death
marching and gathering to his company.

Juss belted the man in front with his hammer, Uresheim . It meant
"Your Time Is Now". Juss did not like it, but a prince must abide by
his father's demands.

Uresheim had  been a gift for his twenty - first birthday. Juss had
then devoted himself to mastering the weapon, regardless of his
feelings.

And so, Juss the High Prince of Garrick, Kings Clan, wielded
Uresheim to the dismay of enemies.

All except her.
A brown - cloake d horseman appeared, swinging his sword at Juss.

Thinking of that blasted woman had nearly cost him his life, or at
the very least a limb.

Juss grunted as he let the sword hit his shield.

Love has no place on the battlefield.
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Larry And The RockChewer

Larry the worm moved through the earth.

Although he did not have legs, he felt that if he had his calves
would be burning, his feet would be sore, and his thighs would be
chaffing.

Larry could feel an itch on his neck. Well, on his back. It was that
it ch, probably latent telepathic ability, which said he was being
followed.

He sensed a rock up ahead and made to detour around it.

No, hold on. | could get a glimpse of what's behind me.

He carried on, as though not noticing then wiggled underneath and
directly behind the fist - sized rock.

Larry waited.
And waited.
The rock shuddered, and a gigantic creature passed by.

Phew. A RockChewer. Good thing he's not hungry.

Larry waited a good ten minutes before continuing on his way home.

The itch was stil | there.

Great.
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Tommy The Bug

Tommy was a bug. A big hairy audacious bug.

He loved his life. It was awesome. Flying about, touching things,
leaving festy germs everywhere. The sort of thing bugs do.

But there was one thing Tommy loved best above all
Tommy loved to eat.

He would eat three times a day, or more! Breakfast, lunch and
dinner. Elevenses. Oneses. Fiveses and Midnight snacks.

One day at the gates a tall handsome figure arrived.

Kaerig the Bug Hunter.

else.

Tommy wasn't scared. He'd fool ed Kaerig before. But that had been

months ago. Kaerig looked like he'd come a long way since then.

Tommy flew away and hid. Kaerig tracked him and found him.

Tommy escaped again, by the hair of his chinny - chin chin. But again

Kaerig tracked him down.

And with extreme prejudice, Tommy, a piece of rogue code, was
squashed.
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Longing For Sleep

Sleep.

Belle knew that things were bad when she couldn't remember the last
time sleep had comforted her. It had been at least a week ago.

How could the body endure such a time?
I have to sleep. But they'll be there.

Bone- weary, Belle stumbled over the rocks, upwards, ever upwards.
The hillside was fast becoming mountaintaneous

The word made her laugh a little, although a strange cackle was the
only soundt  hat came out. Years ago, when everything had been
different, she had come up with the word on a driving trip with the
family.

Lost and lonely in the mountains, Belle Tallahas hadn't met a single
person in weeks now. And because of the dreams - those fear
dreams - she hadn't slept in days.

Where are you Dad?

Belle fell down and wept. Then slept. Without dreams.

ful
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Cheryl's Musical Nature

The music blared loud, almost crushing Cheryl's mind with its force.
Implanted within her, not from any set of hea dphones or speakers.

It's in me, within, surrounding, encompassing.

The music - suddenly quiet, haunting, melancholy - did not hurt as
much as tear and rend at the heart.

I'm breaking apart.

The music - now pulsing with energy like the sun - threatened to
burst forth into the surroundings, the class that sat around her
unknowingly.

In their eyes I'm already strange. But am | strange because of the
music, or is the music part of my strangeness? How can | hear it?

Questions that had been a par t of her as long as the music.
Questions Cheryl had no answer for.

The music - loud, soft, pulsing, heart - breaking, uplifting - mixed
all together, discordant and harmonious at once.

Help.
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Win Or Lose, Today We Fight!

Focus.

General Liam Whittaker - the third of his name, but not his rank -
surveyed the ground below him.

Sitting high on his warhorse, Hawkeye, the view was clear across the
gentle hills.

His battlefield! The thought was fierce.

Momentum.

Arriving first was of great importance, even if his fighting men and

women were a little tired. The strategic value was so vital that,

even against superior numbers - sometimes especially against such
numbers - the battle would turn in his favour.

Concentration of Force.

Whittaker worked over the strategy once more, even as the soldiers
were swiftly moving into position.

The stream a mile away would be the first contact. That hill over
there would be scouts, making themselves seen. And here, from his

hill, this would be where the charge started.

Win or lose, today we fight!
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The Funeral Of William Brown

Detective Daine Stevens stood at the back of the crowded church.
William Brown had been his partner, his friend His brother in
many ways. T hey had shared food, trials and tribulations, blood and

sweat and tears.

His face, in contrast with every other face in the church, was clear
of any salty tears.

Brown had been loved by many people. His grace and charm won over
hearts easily, and he had been selfless with family and friends.

But Daine could not mourn, not right now.
They are here, amongst the crowd.

The people who had murdered Brown had sent him word that they would

attend.
The letter had simply said, "We will honor our enemy with pr esence".
Perhaps they do not fear me. More fool them.

Detective Daine Stevens closed his eyes and bowed his head.

"Our Father Lo
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Sung A Little One

Starlight. Star. Bright.

Glistening with sweat, Boranadorous Melkiridale Fes bent over,
breathing hard.

Looking back, over the trees, the black smoke piled higher and
higher into the sky.

My people. My family.

"Sung a little one. Over the hills, far away. Sung a great long
song. Under the hills, right unnnn - derrr."

Boran jumped. So close. How could she be so close.

She - the Monster under beds, the Lady who never dreams, the Fairy
Who Walks - had butchered every one of his family, every one of his
village, and laughed while watching Boran run.

"Sung a little one. Booooorrrrrrraaaaaannnnnnnn.”

She comes.

Boran stopped. He would end this now, one way or another.

"Come out monster. Come out, come out, where - ever you are."
And the Lady came out.

And the battle was fought.

And the victor sang a little one.
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Daddooo!

"Daddooo!"
The cry of joy greeted my husband as he walked through the door.

Our seventh, still a baby, waddled forward with speed to her father,
giggling and grinning and more cries of "Daddooo!".

Jim picked up Roza in his arms as the other kids swarmed in.
We ar e so very blessed.

Later - as the kids were cleaning their teeth, helping the younger
ones, bickering back and forth - we talked in the kitchen.

"It's so different hon," I'd been stirred up that day at playgroup,

comments about raising kids from people w ith one child, people who
send their children to daycare four or more days a week. "It seems

like our choices veer further and further from the rest of our

world."

Jim folded me in a big hug.

"That's not a bad thing baby."

So very blessed.
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Mr Kingwelder Brings Hope

"Here lies one who died of apathy. Not his own, but others."

Charlie imagined his gravestone would say something like that.

Since he could remember Charlie had faced apathy. He loved to create

things. He loved to take apart machines and put them back together
better than before. He grew in skill and stature, making wonderful

objects, building works of art.

But nobody saw him.

Apathy.

Now Charlie had a different life. He lived in a city with millions

of other folk. He worke d for a company, entering data all the day
long.

Then, on a rainy overcast day, an email arrived.

"Charlie, | met your father at a conference last week, and he showed
me one of your designs and the object itself. I'd like to talk.

Reginald Kingwelder, CEO King Maker Enterprises, Fortune 500,
Revealer of Dreams."”
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Tell Me How Can Music Listen?

Music drifted across the face of the wind.

Long notes of string plucked against wooden boxes, constructed with
diligence and the utmost care.

Here and there, over the bridge and under the rainbow, the music
halted for a moment. And the music listened.

You might now ask - and quite rightly so - "Tell me then, how can
music listen?"

Notes and chords, dots and strokes - mixed together on harp and lute
and lyre. Tambourine  shakes as guitar strums. Piano keys as violin
draws.

Music listens because the nature of sound is to cause vacuum in it's
absence.

Music listens because - inthe end - there is nothing else for it to
do. Once composed, once played, once heard and felt, music claims
the space between sound and listens.

What does it listen for?

A reply in kind.
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The Fear Of Fenrick

It is said - by village paupers and city magistrates alike
Dragons know no fear.

Bollocks, said Fenrick to himself. Plen ty of fear in me now.

The truth of the matter is twofold.
First. Dragons do know fear.

And second, far more intriguing, is that they know the day of their
death.

Fenrick perched atop the mountain, surveying the village below him.
He had arrived a year ago, after that nonsense to the far south.

He had arrived, but someone was waiting. A little one, tinier than
usual.

A child

She had watched the great Dragon land, dust and leaves billowing
everywhere. She had stood there ... Now there was fearles

And then the little girl had said hello.

So now, with the day of his death approaching, Fenrick feared. For
loss. Heartache. And for the little girl.

- that

Shess .
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What Brendan Knows

"| feel like God has abandoned us. Does He hear our prayers?"

Careful. Even though you treat yourself with brutal honesty, your
wife is a precious jewel to be loved with grace and compassion.

Tears streamed down Helen's face.
Such a beautiful face.

Brendan wanted to take her in his arms. He wanted to whisper things
will be okay, everything will be okay.

But he didn't know what the Lord had planned. He didn't treat
himself to any trite sympathies. God is Sovereign. His will always

happens.

Oh Lord God. Please ... Please save us from this misery. From this
situation of our own making. We are nothing.

The moment continued, clinging in the air.

Brendan moved across the space between them and wrapped arms around
his wife.

"He works all things for our good. That is all | know."
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The Battle Joined

Fifteen men thundered acro ss the ground towards the enemy. Bloodlust
and fire were in their eyes, their hearts pounding fast.

Five or six of them focused in on the point of impact.
The signal had reached its apex and the trajectory was laid plain.
It would strike ... There.

Nathan watched carefully as he rushed forward, trusting in his
instinct but also calculating.

The ball would be caught by that big tall fellow. They'd shaken

hands a few minutes before, looked into each other's eyes and saw no
guarter given. At least, Nathan had seen it. He hoped the other had
seen something of the same in his eyes.

*CRASH**

The next few seconds stretched, longer than normal. Nathan took the
tall player in the sweet spot, directly under the arm, in the ribs.

**CRUNCH**

Nathan ploug hed forward, bellowing.
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As Life Flashes Past

"Oh."
Blink.

The wedding bells rang out. The preacher spoke of Christ and His
love. The rice was surprisingly soft.

Time slowed immediately.

Jasmine Hunter, born on a cold day i n june. Beautiful eyes. Her
mother's eyes.

Arching upwards while turning, the dashboard came into focus. Adam
had never noticed the hairline cracks.

Davey had taken his first steps that afternoon, giggling with
delight.

Downward now, still turning.

Jasmine on the steps of school. Davey, Lockey and Becca standing
with Susan.

A long way down. The rocks and water were visible out of the glass.
Susan putting out the washing.

Still downward, still turning.

Lockey on his wedding day.

Close now.

Becca's funeral.

The force was colossal, coming just before a great crack blew
through his hearing.

Adam woke, sweat and fear mingling together in his nostrils.

Was | dreaming?
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Ferocious Pete, The Fiercest Man In The East

"But Mum, come on!"

Ferocious  Pete was a Mummy's Boy.

Not in a weak sense. In a sweet caring way.

Ferocious Pete, the Fiercest Man in the East, loved his Mum.
Right now however, his Mum was being a tad annoying.

"You can't leave now. There's a million things to do. We've got the
Imperials to harry, the Colonials to betray and the Loyalists to

meet head on. It will be a busy week. And ..."

His mother, beautiful still at ninety years of age, watched her son
with a mixture of compassion and toughness.

"And | need you Mum."

Raising h  er hand to his face required effort, but most things worth
doing did.

"You are my Pete."

And with a sigh the mother of Ferocious Pete, Fiercest Man in the
East, left her little boy alone in the world.
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