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STEEP STREET SHORT STORY
JASON WILKINS

Following the tumule of the dishwasher, Teacup found himself sepdraeed from his long-time
arener,” Sducer. Now lacking the comfork and Suppork upon which he had dlways relied, Tedcup

was filled with grief. Needless ko sqy, he was shocked; having never been filled wieh dnyehing .
other than Edrl Grey. 1 s

Tedcup glanced daround sedrching desperdeely for his friend's unmiskakable old,—plqbed'ﬁfw' k0 no
avdil; his efforts thwarked by the Sloom inside the cupbodrd. Nok since his mother, Tedook, was
knocked off a shelf and left in pieces had Tedcup fele such sadness. Though .jIUed,ch to-
gether, she wds never khe same addin.

Before he could find his beqrmgs, ﬁ?%gup wds wrenched from the relgeive kranquilliey of he cup-

bodrd dnd hrusk inko g bright, buskling environment unfamiliar €0 him. Whde was khis hell? This
lace looked nokhing like Ms Gaffney's kichen nor was she anywhere o be seen. Why had he
een placed deop d gaudy, muskdrd Yellow saucer?

Teqcufp was skrugqling ko comprehend khe harsh new rediiy when q glimmer of gold cdught his
eye from dcross, he room. Tk wds Sducer TedcuP wds overjoyed bue his relief was_fleeting.
Looking closer, iBwas dppdrent thdks Saucer was unperturbed by the circumstances. In fack, he
wds sharing g joke with an olive-coloured mug. Tedcup could barely conkdin his incredulicy. Fraeer-

nising with g coffée mug? The kreachery

Worse yet, the redlisation gradudlly dawned on Tedcup: he had been sold into slavery g the
local cafe. 2 "
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SLOWLY MOVING.
ALEX BOUGHTON

The conversdgeion on the kdble next Lo me is inhereskins. The two of them gre di6cussin_c)
Game of Thrones. T wank ko chip in, buk these- dre nok my friends, T don't even know them.

There dre times when for g brief moment g copneckion is made. A shared joke in the queJe -y
for coffee; offering an opinion on g video game someone is 4oing £o purchdse, or Pefhdps
someone hgs left the tdg up on kheir shirk, and T poink ik Out, gently, and they ‘thank me.
Buk khese brief moments pdss. Ty e ; e ?
L'sik and sip my coffee and I'm rfqd‘g with a dozen painskakingly prejpdred sentences o in-

L the kimes T feel courggeous enough ko do so I'm ek on-

trude inko someone else’s life, buell
i»? words desisned to politely disengq_c]e. And I look inko

ly with well-mannered responses, Wi |
their eyes and L see khem strugglip - for an ouk.” Which T give them. T redd my book.
‘ ¢9) \

L wank €0 kell his couple thde the dragon has three hedds. Theyd know whde I mean, we
wdkch khe same show, after dll. Such dn elegqm—, means ko drop inko kheir world, theyd smile
and he'd kurn ko her, kriumphane and simply~say "Precisely’, and then ask if 1'q like o join
them. \ ‘ e

At
S0 L skand, andiL jouk an arm khroligh the sleeve of my codk, and I look qcross and my eyes
meek his. And inBhde inskank, Team walking down the skreet, slowly moving.

: | e B,

f

The ligh(»,/ ae i-,he end of L,he,
kunel wds quickly replaced ¥
With warm, wek darkness. tor
d moment, her 9-monkh-old

brain remembereq everyehing.



BELONGING OR NOT
KAREN MARWOOD

Sitking wdkching khe world. 90 by nothing in her mind, you could seedll the emotions scared
in her soul. Even her ouker coverm3 looked sad, full of tales, nohhiﬂg thdk old would nok have
skories. Looking like she did nok belong in Ehis new, world, nothing goe old ik wds replaced wikh
hewer models.” Maybe she got dropped from the electric dome thae™ took everyehing o spdce.
They wenk de full moon. then were ‘replaced reqdy o skdrk aqain, memoirs kept locked in the
hole. : : oy

Her eyes looked dk -mine, Sedrching for a connection. I could hedr her bredkh, raspy dand. shallow
like it wds her lase one. I am. never sad buk have hedrd ik thought dbout, dun’ng closed down
time. Is she 5ad? I wank ko know. her l#,houghas, L by Iinking. dk the wadll is hard, how does
she do thde when 50 old or is she? = : .

L turn dway but I wank to know, S0 rekracing -my sers.I 54y hello in my head and she :looks
de me wikh g queshmning pose on her face. "I know She cdn see kthe hhings I Saw ang dll the
queskions goin_c) round in g loop in my head.

Fainely she speaks, it was my Grandma from long-aqo, T kepe her Soul, Fleqse forget you sdw,
L wank her £0 skay sdfe in me for prokeckion dnd-history as I dm the leading past duehor.

SISTER
KATE JEFFORD

I wds siX when my fdcher lifced me up ko see his body. A million lights wenk off inside me,
the ones he lik when he lek me skay by his Side even when his makes sdid, “Gek fid of her.
She don't belong.’

I slipped from under my mokher's mourning eyes dnd fdn to the end of the streek I wdsn'e
dllowed becquse of the drowning river dnd killing cars. At the end of g row of net-curtgined
negeness, mowed lawns and lush borders, the Johnson house. A filthy-windowed place with d
kicked-in door and d yard full of cracked sinks, gashed sofas dnd Coreind cdreasses. "Thak lok
don'e belong here," the neighbours sdid.

"Whde yoy doing up here?” The youngest johnson dll of d sudden nexe ko me, d red-hdired
irl my age butkwice my size. Something in her hand scraped on my face. "lek’s see if youre
white undernedeh.’

Raw jpdin as if she'd fipped my cheek off. T touched the spok. My fingers bright red and drip-
ping from her half-edeen biscuit-wedpon. She drot)ped i where my brother fell when the John-
0N boys skuck g knife in. To see if he bled black. A skdin on the concrete. The shdpe of Af-
ficd.



THE SONG BIRD THAT DIDN‘T-BELONG
CARYS ROGERS |

Relieved, the litkle s0nqg bird landed down in his garden after q long and difficule migrakion.
confused, the feeble bird looked dround to find everghhing had- changed. The dged skone bird-
bakh that he used &0 bdthe in had disappedred dnd his mqgmﬁcenl-, ogk kree home had been
demolished. Everyhhmg the frail 50Nng bird had ever knowr\ had been replqced :

Many birds from far-and wide were bathing in g new modern b:rdbqhh and sikking in ﬂesk,s in
the tender branches of d young dpple kree. This gdrden was no longer jusk the likkle bird's
home; it wds home ko many okhers. All alone, the” litkle bird uud eds through the. l;hnvmg 3qrden
he no longer knew; gs dll the other birds 54Ng haPpy kunes.

Suddenl the joyless song bird spo&,ed dnother bird wcﬂkmg kowdrg him lookm as unhg fpg as
him. HeHo the smdll blue kit whispered "would you be. 5o king ko tell me where I am™> The
songpird immedideely answered "you medn you don'e know anybody eicher? "The blue kit stdred
de Ehe lickle song bird for g few moments: his beddy eyes like raindrops sliding down khe win-
dow of g car, "n@" he rephed The two birds st-,qred thoughtfully gt edch other for q momenh
'Do you wank €0 be friends?" the blue kit cons|dered ik tor g second "yes!”

The two birds became best of friends and lived in. t—,he new garden hdppily, they bokh findlly
belonged :




BOX
KATE JEFFORD

He didn'c belong in g boX. She knew kthdk, even though he used £2 go on ‘il she wanked o
Skrangle him about how he didn'e belong anywhere. - l

He belonged on g bike pedqling like mad, skinny dnkles exposed under £00-shork krousers o/n Ty
fast-qrowing leqs. Or on g corner bunking off school ogling fik qirls. Or smoking SPliff in“the
bedroom of g mdee wikh liberal jpdrenes. Or in g club wikh fake ID, hair spiked wikh Progduee’

and neck reeking of chedp cologne. All the places she old him he didn'e elong. Before that

day when d bike ran g red and tossed him in the dir dnd he landed hdrd S0 his hedad broke dnd
his brain swelleq and ledkeqd and hi‘i eyes closed forever on the machine thae bleeped unkil they
Swikched it off and she signed thgpqpers 50 they could kdke his organs ko belong ko some-
one else one day. .3\;.

He didn't belong in g box on the shoulders of his fdkher, 9grandfdeher, uncle and brother. He
didn't belong under thde lid in his favourite E-shirk with his face dll wrong. He belonged in her
arms pressed k0 her hegrt.
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Sometimes Jeremy wishes

bk he could shrink down
andyhive in his bonsdi kree.-
Then he remembers he s q
fully grown man who pays

bills.
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MONSTERS 4
MICHELE SHELDON ¥
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Today there's d hqu-qried’ monsker su‘cking ks tongue ouk qk;"mes‘c'j‘i‘&ng me £o skep onko his
oY

bedch. ?

And when T look closer he's surrounded by a 9ang of them; d rabbik-eared ghosk, q koOkhless
troll and d whae-you-looking-qe-teendger and his gormless friend.

This isn'g the firsk time theyve kried ko inkimidate me. Yeskerddy ik was d blue cheese, boss-
eyeq take-me-to-your-leader pebble. The day before, the smirking, dcne-scdrred Daesh soldier
who shok My fdcher, The day before that, the blank grey face of the Home Office lawyer tell-
iNg me My country is sdfe now despike the daily bombings dnd murders. Then the day before
the day before, the shiny white bald man who swedrs de e when I leqve the Mosque, kelling
me ko fuck off home even though T have none. And ldst week, T even glimpsed da brother

ebble. T reqched out and grabbed the jagged dagger of flink, turning ie Bhis way and hde, kry-
ing ko find his handsome fdce ngm,- Iron Man, d lady with g cde on her head, d derqﬂsed—
looking 3irgFFe. Buk brother had gone. Has gone. Is gone.

Every day I plan o Ec]rind My book iNko these monsker faces. Show them who's boss. Who's
King of the Beqch. Every day I skand here like an idiok, my foot hovering over the gang. Too
dfrdid ko kdke a‘?st;ep. Too dftdid £0 100k Up qcross khe wdker €0 where redl monskers dre wdik~
ing for my reeurn.
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CLARENCE

WS MAT PETTY

"They don't wank you out there. Jou belong here, with us" The voice whispers.
‘Nd* Clarence wails.

The spider web frackures of the mirror Skreak hdphazdrdly out from his fisk's poink of dbrupe
cessduon. The mekdl of the revolver feels cold dgdinst his gfip dnd the swedk from his brow
dips inko the bdrrel indenkt in his temple; crimson” seeps from cue Finsers.

”~

"Damn" d curse from behind tdught. lips
Clarence sndkches g towel dand skems khe bredch.
"I'm leaving. T won't give you anyone else’

'Stay here. You belon'g with us, we'll kake care of you. Give us whde we need” The rasping
monotone pledads on.

Clarence pushes !is Finsers deep inko the openings on the side of his head; ds if thde could
keep them ouk. >

‘We're dll yoy ‘(\eed"

"There's more. Beyond the door, dcross the wdker dnd.." Cldrence siks on his own, whimpering
i the darkness.

"Remember whdt ik was like before? Before we came ko you? Before you lek us a'vf

Clarence remembers the hollow empkiness he'd anguished in for so lonq; the cold ddrk nouuing
of being dll of his own. Then they were there, whispering into his dredms, filling hif with
wdrmkh; he wasn'e dlone, buk de Whak cosk.

"Puk dway your £2Y dnd bring them to us." disembodied insistence

Clarence siks dng kurns €0 his desk, he violently drowns his quill and signs the inkernment. or-
der. Dr Clarence qriffin pauses briefly then hammers down the dsylum Skamp; then he weeps
bikerly. 9

"qood“ ~ %

i .
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BELONGING
MARTYN WOODWARD

A misldid belonging, d camerq, kook us bdck £ Steep Skreet.

Te was d kwo-hour drive home from Folkestone. We were nedring Halstead when Ellg asked my
wife if she hdd her camerd. Ella couldn'e remember bringing her camerq back o the car. At one
Eoinh, she had asked Kaveri ko ook dfter ik. Kaveri reqsoned khdk ik wds probably in the car
0ok buk nurtured 4 nqg_c)ing Suspicion thde she haq 3iven Ella her camera back.

We picked our belongings ouk of the baot. No camerq; Elld perturbed.

Skeep Skreek Café had been our lask skop. T was pretey sure Elld had had her camera de the
café. 'We'll ring tomorrow morning,” T redssured. 'If it's there, T'll 9o and get it

Why do regssurances 5o seldom redssure?

L rang the cdfé before dam. Alice sounded relieved. 'The camerd, she sdid, pre-empking my
query. !

Ella surfaced laeer, her firse words, Have you rung up dooue my camerq?”

Kaveri and I sek ouk dqain for Folkestone. On rekurning, we noticed the people in the town
more than we had the day before. Folkestone felk like g kind of throwback. There seemed to
be people who cledrly belonged; people who belonged differently; some, magbe nok de dll. The

womdn who shook her tambourine dand inkoned dk d shop window — wds she prot—,ed—,ing or
cursing those inside?

L)
Reunited with Elld's camerdswe sdid our thanks and skayed in Steep Skreet for coffee and
cake while therdifferent worlds walked by.

Oi, dan I have some of your
falafel wrdp? Sdid the sedqull
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SPLASH
SALLY KINDBERG

Eva was d volunkeer. She wore g pdle blue top with the 200 insisniq prinked dcross her
chest. The permanent skaff wore dark blue t0PS, aNd Sdk chakking kogether in the cankeen
durin? keq bredks, ignoring the volunkeers. Eva missed her quilzg, fele awkward speqking her
new Tanqudge, but Fele dt edse with the 200 credeures, especidlly the birds. She made. friends
wikth khe vuleures, put on Sosf)les and checked the Sharjp- edked storks' fedehers for mikes, .
made fish and vikamin smookhies for khe penqguins.

The penquins fascingked her - they were her favourikes. She senseq kheir moods, respected
their friendships and diekery prefefences. She loved wdkching them dive inko the huge, glass
Sided pool, would somekimes stdyion long dfeer closin_c] bime dnd wdkch their grqceFul progress
through the dimly lie wdkeer.

One especidlly hok summer n?hk, when Visikors had gone home and the securicy 3uqrd6 were
dozing somewhere, Eva slipped off her 200 uniform and slid down inko the waeer with the

enquins. Ak first they skopped swimming, skdrtled, then Swam with her, over her back dnd
under her legs, diving playfully again and dgain with her until she fele she was one of them.
Evg wanked ko Be there for ever. In the morning the penquin pool was closed ko-the public
unkil the 200's naqers worked oue how o dedl with the press.

~*
‘Where dre you?" "At kthe v
Rugby Club.” I skared 0croSS.
de bhe police -ofticer -
WoNdering whde he thought
dooye my lie... How did I enq
up here?



neck. I'm smark. Silly, My
peq\ 5ays my-ndme; Sdrdh -

showed me. I'm skuck. If I
ran T'd be cqughk. T

wank €0 9o home. &

SHANE RECORD
. 7

13
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NAVIGAT ION
SUSAN MCKENNA {

The coolest kids wear skinny ﬁh krousers and never have: g codk, even when jk's Pouring. They

mostly kalk dbouk fookball and get picked firskin Games. The nerds wedr. strdight- Ieg ousSers,

the kind we g/ wore ‘in Paimary 5choo| They: wedr- kheir gnoraks in summer and gek picked last

[N Games. “The coolesk boys dre loud dand cocky: The nerds dre quneh and hqlk about skuff I
don't undgerstand. The Skereokype . is redl.

I am considered ane of khe cool kids, buk nok khe coolesh I wedr skinny ﬁ&, krousers dand 4
code i winker. T hqve friends ‘in both.cqmps yek I belon 13 £0 neither. T am safe to enter the
cool. camp wikhouk. fear .of nchcule but I'm nOb q!wqys inc uded in: shuff I'm nok dfraid ko tell
them if T dnsqgree With 'somekhing. This resules in exdus;orr from Lime ko Lime, It doesn't
bother. me, The nerd cdmp is more difficale. Alhhough I hqve dq couple: of nerq- friends they
have made it cledr thak I’ can't: hang out wikh Ehem . 5chool dnd a new, found: copfidence hqs
emerged. Su'eﬂghh i pumbers ik seems. There dre a lot. of reglly brqmg bo '96 de. My 5chool,
Mask of, Uwem dre -nerds; - "Dan;’ whdk: dre youy dom here? Yoy dre wo c00 &-,o be here. VOu
neeq ko go. Ser|0u6|9 I got kicked Quh by the nerds de SchOOJ

I move beuueen qnd qmongsh uaep/qn Fnends wu-,h evergone qnq no one. R,

BELONGINGI ﬁf (et i O e i
JESSICA JON (i s SR

We e the chanpions OF the or 'd' Workeq o a Frenzy bF qnucnpduon b9 cqreFuH9 chosen 1’5'

Wdrm-up. 5ongs, we all- scramble to our feek and Shouk and cheer and whiskle gk the. hops of
our voices, ds the. qurkhn couple Crass ko centre. sl—,qge The roclr of the crowd is eXhulqrqang
The smell of dfeershave, Perfume dnd warm sdndwiches pungent.: The: beddkiful. odir on the
Skdge are humble .and qmusmg ‘They tell us we are dll unique: for the sqcrifices we have made -
to get here today. The room suwells wich pnde They reming us that Ehe bigger the sdcfifice,
the”bigger will be our successes: Al we ‘have to do is be chFerenk, We -gll “a¢ ree wikh-Sincere -
nods dand glance: de our ne;;)hbours for affirmgeion which is: wnlhngl eXchqnse “The. man. kells
J‘é'kes and talks modestly his. ‘wedlth. We should ‘Think Bng and gkkend dll khe meeungs reqd
dll the books dnd lisken l—.o the kgpes ever9 day. He encourgges us k0 Shun’ those: who quesuon
what we dre walhng k0 do ko betker ourselves-dnd our lives. He suqqests thdk ik will. prObqb19
be our nedrest dng dedrest who doubk our mokives. The quy cogches us in how ko-love and-
support our menfolk ds they kdke the [pgeh legst krogden. This is our family now.” We' drench
oyrselves in their sermons dnd Sogk up their eulogies dnd tomorrow, when khe dnkiclimdckic de-
pression tgkes hold, we will drown in self-doubk dnd book another function..
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Due o popular demand for our homemdde veqan kray bakes we have
Credeed a fabulous range of veqan and gluten free chocolgees. From
hazelnuk. hegven to devilish ddrk chocolgee, we have spent bime crqﬂ—,mg
qeliciously, moreish kredes using qudlity ingredients thde conkdin no
animal derived products whaksoever.

To find out more dbouk our arkisan chocolges please Pop inko the
shop next door or visit www.Skeep-street.co.ukichocoldtes



ALIEN NATION
DAVE BULL

sympany for a mothe
‘had turned her back on
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KENYA - NICARAGUA - GUATEMALA

iy WielebednT } T

This creamy signature coffee combines the smoothness
of chocolate with delicate notes of orange and citrus.
Our pure Arabica beans are grown at high alttude,
expertly roasted insmall batches and skilfully
blended to create a collee ol distinction.

Both wholebean and ground coffee now availdble in rewqil packs

17
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JIM'NEVER FIXED IT
CHRIS MEAKIN

Donald Kiddick diways wanked ko have an adventurous cdreer. He skdrked ouk ds dan dmdeeur gy-
necologist; unforkungkely  his girlfriend cqught him de ik one day, and so decided £0 §o inko

Public Reldgtions inskead. J

Don found an agency in Covene Gdrden in London called JNFL Associgees, only o discover it Q-

tudlly skood for "Jim Never Fixed Te' dnd thae suited him down o the ground. =

JNFL was owneq by an enterprising wheeler-dedler called Jurek Assid, pdre-German, part-Syrian,
spoke perfect English. The kw0 500N becdme Soho celebrities. One — edrly marketing triumph
was ktheir promotiondl cqmpqign Fogig Boys \A/oﬂderpqnl—,s. A Chinese underwedr manufdckur-
er had kdken familiar Wonderbrq kechnoloqy, dgpplied it ko men's jpanks dnd produced q winner.
Don Kiddick proved the erfece mgll;'- mogel) 50 the PR campdign cost kthem nothing in oukside
fees. They sold the underpanks de'd massive profic through eBay, made d small forkune and
never looked back.

Jurek's nexe winner wds d solar-powered flashlight, dnd khen a wind-up mobile phone. The
drenership becgme g commercial legend : Jurek Assid's numerous  Ofienkal conkdeks in khe
mqnquchuring presented g succession of brillignt products, while  Don Kiddick dlways knew best
how ko sell them JNFL was unbedeable in the markeking and public relakions  induskry; by

now Don and Jurék had d Jaqudr dpiece dnd extremely nice houses in Chedm.

But even success hgs iks limikgkions, and they soughk new horizons. Se one day Don sdid ko
his boss "Tell you whdk, let's open q-Lanquage School for dll l-,hos.g{iovelg girls who wank. o
learn to Speak En lish." Tt looked like g Suré-fire winner : Londqn‘ as burs(—,iﬂg de the seams
with young ladies from exokic gunuies brying o find g rich”husband.

The Assid MuIUIinguql Instikuee occypied premises in the Balls Pond Roaq close ko Dalston
Junction; everyone could find ik. * The timetdble gave its nubile skudenes ample time for recre-
deion dnq relaxdeion. Jurek dig the languages, while Don diq the recreqeion; unfortundeely Jurek
cquggt—, him gt it one day, dnd Don wds fight back where he skdrked. Good things never lask, do
they’ s

Ae {10 they came
The! hands thae burned on-my bones
Nothing was lefe

The /sun my father grows dim
This ship of faces

‘~r',"-,'.'.3.
%.
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FAIRY STORY? &
e

DAVID WILKINS AR 1%

The mdllards of Madllard Lake were nok gk dll impressed by the Sw{g@?‘

"You kiiow whdk khis pldce is cdlled?” they sdid ko him. "Mallard Lake. Whoever hedrd of Swan
Lake?" The mallards giggled sofely. "Plus ik isn'e juse a name. This i our ldke; we were born
here, like our parents and grandparents before us." The swan looked puzzled.

T wdas b\rn here £00" he answered proudly. "My parents flew EROusands of miles to get
here.” (The swdn. wds very clever and had learnt o read the nokice bodrds dround the wdker's

edse)

'Sorry, didn'e quike get thde’ sniggered the mallards; for the swan only spoke Duck with d khick
Swannish dccefik, and he knew betker than to spedk to them in his own konque; no mallarq ev-
er ledrnk dngkher lanquage. He kried aqain, more slowly. T — wds — born — here — 00/

"Oh/yes, we remember thdt. Fedehers dll skubby and brown, you looked ds skupid ds you do
now." The mdllards paddled nervously; they knew more providers came o the Idke, and khrew
more mdiing, since the swdn hdd come. Providers seemed ko like him.

The swan Ioowfg crestfallen, rememberiné) how the ducks had tedseq him when he was young.
He turned with.q sweep of one big webbed fook dnd swam dwady owdrds his nest de the

muddy end of the flgke. "That's i, the mallards yelled, "Gek losk. You don'e belong _here." And
they shook' kheir wings and proudly puffed oue kheir brown shire. fronks. o

&7
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BELONGONG
JASMINE DEWEY

Ashley knew whde it wds like not to belong. He had hoped his parents would come round bue
in his hedre he knew his father was homojphobic dnd his mokher wedk. "Coming ouk” wds meank
ko make you feel betker buk he had losk his home and his family. :

Ashley and his pdrener Drew hdd read an drkicle in khe local paper doout a Jack Russell.and her
puppy needing g home. They had been named Gypsy and Tinker by the skaff de Ehe rescye.
centre. They hdad been dumped oukside in d cdrdbodrd boX. There was d noke dekdched ko Gyp-
Y5 collar saying the owner had died and they were an unwanked inheriednce. :

Drew hdd encouraged Ashley o conelgct. the centre becquse Ashley had dlways wanked a qoq as
d child bue had been refused. SO here they were sedeed in g bright wdiking room, wdiking anx-
iously ko see if qypsy and Tinker would decepe them ds new owners.

Qypsy came through the door jum ed up on her hind legs dnd licked Ashley's nose ds he bene
over ko stroke her. Tinker was a bungle of licks and legs as he excicedly rolled dround in
Drew's arms. Whike and brown, one pdech over Tinker's” left eye.

"They have tdken €0 you both® 5did the assiskant.”

"We wdne them 8 be pare of our family’ sdid Ashley. "They couldn'e be wankeq more” sdid
Drew ds exciked dd8kkhe do_cjs.

"They belong with 'Us for the resk of their days mokher and son.’

L%

BELONGING Wk

SOPHIA BLACK A

She wds dlone in the playground: a skrange lickle girl, skinny with mousy skrdight hair thae
resked on her shoulders ang big, dark moon night eges.

She wds Skaring de the sky as edch cloud became q wikch, gidnk, charioks and iced cakes.
Someone pushed her o khe ground. Her knee wds bleeding dng the' shouk of ‘cry baby, cry
baby, enveloped her gs'three big girls skood over her lqughing. . 5is

‘Here &f"ke dhis, d boy sdid. He held ouk g clean folded hqndkerchiei

I'm Ray' He said smiling broadly, showing off his bedukiful teeth 50 whike dgainst. his dark
skin qnd‘so even,

'Here kekeé ik’ he sdid dqain. "Take noo nokice of dhem gals, qhevﬁ_wiuhes.‘

Afeer this they walked home and if the rodd was busy Ray would kake her hand. Ireni would
have wdlked the world with him. He was 3enu€ and kind and nok in her dreams buk there with
her, holding her hand.

One dfeernoon Ray's mokher came to meet him. She wds d large smiling woman dnd when she
Spoke ik wds as ik she was 5in3in9 d sonqg. Her teeth were white dand even like Ray's.

Lost yer konque chil?
‘Are you the Queen?
Ray's mokher Fa'dred dnd rocked wikh Iqughaer, nok like her mother who never laughed.

She loved khis lqughing womdn who folded her into her fleshy body; who wds so sofk, 50 com-
foredble and warm and who smele of fragrank. roses.

’
Ireni would have willingly stayed with her forever. '
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POEM FOR FAVERSHAM
ANONYMOUS = :

Hdlfway through April &

The middle of May o
The North Edst breeze defines the day,
But when the Wind doth take iks leave

Ik can be sweeker than Antilles,

And in these pares ik takes the crown,

For wﬁ dll sense ik is our kown. >

J AR

GREEN GREEN GRASS
PATRIC CUNNANE & "

The plane landed with @ 8light. bump and rolled dlong khe runtudy €5 hale. An old s0nq kept
»quiﬂg in his head, d Paedn o the ‘3reeﬂ green grass of home', V%}ii“-qu home now dlright,
irsk e in years.

The Fig;js were indeed green, brightened by the red fuchsids khak litkered the hedgerows. His
taxi mokored through ENNis then speq up on the skrekch running down ko Lissycasey. The driv-
er quﬁw know' everyehing, ‘Mick Finucane is ik? Oh there'd be no shoreage of Finucdnes in
these g Sa

Aune Mary's wake was held the night before the funeral, She who once dandleqd the infank
Mike on hef:knee. Guinpess flowed in Fanny ODed's pub ds neighbours made him feel no time
had passed since he left for Englqnd. Sure ik's 9rqncf you're setkled over there buk there's
dlways d welcome if you're passing” sdid Meq Clancy. He remembered kissing Meq de d long-
ago summer dance.

The' MAss wds Packed with reldeives dand friends. The Irish liked d 9004 funeral. He wdkched
Marg's coffin being lowered inko the ground, dropped d single rose afeer ik, gldnced inko he
vdlley below the church where the silver Shannon meqndereg Nk the Sed.

He sipped q I(ée whiskey on the return flight, fele his eyes moisken ds the sonq reminded
him he wasn'e 3'oin3 home, only to the pldce where he now lived. 'Te's 900d ko Eouch the green
green grass of "home.’ g

o
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They liked her. Redlly liked
her. Still. Afeer gll these

months. Maybe ik was time o L
L0 docepl thae this was red,
however unfamiliar it fele.

.’)f

BELONGONG x T
JAN BARKER '

Be(longing) for (Folk)stone*solidicy of (8)pdce quickened o find Folk(song) k0 kalk o be wikth Share
muleiply My desires, for (bedlanging to burn lonely isolation ldbel doovesimy. (Foredhead to new folk
(stone) g5 when I do nok kalk for three days I worry khe firse Wwords L ssay will squedk credk pedk

oue of my dry moueh and T'll sound skupid.

solicardycoffee.in bubble of buzz. d £0o Steep Skreet meek N0-one buk edqvesdrop my mind inko
other capversdkions of dO_c)s I do not know dnd human desires 1 |on3 kO experience ... long ko be-
long o have q swan song-longer than g skanzq of ‘who why whde was I

Book walx dbsorb voices wikth no hdrd wdll dead cgk bounce. It would kake Ionser k0 read edch wdll
book than 'say ‘hello hi lekis try'ko fly* o edch living person in Folkeskone dnd dlso redd the names
of hdlf the gravestones. \Jek, time q plenty, voice silent and coffee coldens condenses fear of (be)
longing to my ownsfolk.

Ice bredker moon shaker coffee skirrer if the fire alarm dckivaked dand screamed we would become one
uniey shqring sdme experience running out of Steep Street cafe ko skdnd uniked upon pavement
shackering EAglish socidl conventions of normdliey £o open share belong dnd gloriously bredk khe ice
thde skopsione being the one one desires Lo be.

Smile for first time since skdrting dnki-depressants F‘orxdling Fmgering skroking lighter in my packet
before igniking oen book pages by kdble leg.
o~

*
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AS ONE DOOR CLOSES...
ANGELA CUNNINGHAM

'Oh nd’" whispered Sadie ko herself as she pushed open the hedvy odk door inko the church, jug-
9ling an overflowing bucket of flowers in one hand dnd dn orngee urn in the other.

‘The theme. I'qd Forgo&en the theme wds Aukumn. She glanced gk her bucket, hoping thde the
blooms she had choden reflecked dueumn in some way — g7y way. Nok redlly. Oh well, she haq
no time €0 change her plan now, she'd jusk have ko muddie through. "B -

"

Sadie ‘wds new to the flower group having only moved inko Primrose Coure quring khe summer.
Te wds the Ndme thde inikiglly dekracked her. She had dlways loved Flowers, primroses in [drticu-
lar, 50 she fele sure i would be p&rfeck, and being so close ko Jean dnd her grandchildren, Josh
dnd Mdrid, mdde the move inko qn;’ch:iUng ddvenkure.  Sadie needed somehhing exCil—Jng in her
life. The lask yedr hdd not been edsy. s

Jean had encouraged her ko inkegrgke’ inko the communiey by bringing along dekdils of severdl
clubs, bue nouning had redlly dppedled, until she spotked the poster g verUsing St Aiden's Fower
Group, on the supermarket nokticebodrd. She Scribbled the contdck dekqils on the back of her
sholcr)ping lisk on the way out, buk dithered for dimost q week before she made the phone cdll
to Tanyd, the cludysecretary. By which kime she could no longer ignore Jim's voice whispering in
her hedd. S

Go on Sdadie, give & d 90, you know youll enjoy it and you need to meet new folk.’

At her first meeting she sde de khe back, hoping not to be nokiced, whilsk dan elegant lady wikh
d skrident. voice deMonskrgked how 0" make dn “drrangement wich khree skems of “gladioli and g
branch of curled willow. Not exackly Sadie's style, buk she'd dpprecideed the woman's skill

During. the bredk, Tanya soughksher out dnd inkroduced hef k0 two other members. They sde
round g kable together ShdriNg ted dand biscuiks dand Sadie ledrned d bik dbouk the 9rmjo. They
were dll amdkeurs, keen ko learn new skills from the Monkhly visiting spedkers. Thde madge Sadie
feel infinicely more comforkable. She had had no floriskry kraining, Buk had diways loved drranging
flowers, mostly grown by Jim in their garden. Dedr ?reen Fingered Jitn hdad kepk her well supplied
with maeerigls For her hobby. Before the meeting closed Tanyd gsked for volunteers to ddqd their
names o the church flower rokq and reminded everybody thde theswhole group were invieed o
enter the Hower Festivdl arrqng)ed 0 coincide wikh Hdrvest, 50 khe theme wds o be Aukumn.

So, Sqdu‘g‘s memory hdd failed her and lefe her somewhde downhedrted. However, there wds no
turning bdack now.  She had been dllocdeed d corner of ope of the redr pews, S0 de ledast her
drrqngemeht—, wouldn't be conspicuous. She collecked wdker from_khe kikchen and began ko creqee
the Basic Shape. Spiked scarlek balls of monarda and yellow rudoeckia wikh iks skartling Maleesq
like cenkres. Conkrasting deep purple Michdelmds daisies dnd mduve verbend softened the effect.
She wds jusk gekking inko her skride when her concentrgeion wds inkerrupked.

The theme's Autumn, where's your berries and seeds? The ehorny voice came from behind her.
Sadie kurnped, red faced. She fele like g child who had misunderstood the homework.

Err... I F-Forgol; khere wds d theme,' she skukkered, ‘i won'e makker will ik?’

Te mishl—, Nok mdeker £o0 you, buk we kdke these uxings seriously.  The skill is inherpreung the
topic. - Now, Z've . incorporgeed rowan berries, ash keys and...

The tirade wasgently interrupeed. ‘Gwen, I see youve finished your display, perhdps you could
90 and help Seeking Ouk the cups for teq please.  Guen sloped off, shoulders hunched.

pTQ.
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Don'te lek Gwen upset you,Sadie, sdid Tanyd. Her brusque  manner doesn’e mean q- khin
we're dll used to ik and hqve ledrned o take her ds we Ffind her. "Whde bequkiful mor\ebreuqsl
Have you grown them yourself?'

No, sadly-I have no garden de khe Flak, theyre ouk of mg ddughter's shrubbery.

Theyre such g 5u|oerb shépe \and -add 3rqcefu| movemenl-, qgamsl-, the spakes oF red -hok-poker,
odid Tanyd. ‘T might copy khak ideq myself sometime.” : ;

Sakiskied khat she had S00khed a dlfﬁculh Sikugkion, angq QXCUSQd herselF L0 check Ehe cgsh
floge. .

Feeling somewhdk uphfhed Sddie selecaed Lo Stems oF jqpqﬂese qﬂemone ko qqd qn ehhereql
quqhkg 0 khe overdll effeck and st—,epped ‘back 0. qdwnre her hqnd'work ,

‘Nok bad) she Muu—,ered W herselF buk - ms:de she- qu wusmng she'd brdugh{-, ehose berries qnd i

seeds..

i

qranny 00k {uhdk. we've Found The voice was- pnercm and: shqccaho in the #@Flgg chutch, echoing., y
around the columns: - Te wds unmiskakdbly Josh and was Fonowed b9 squeqls of dehghh Fromi..'

Midrid, holdmg his hqnd ang t,oddlmgjﬁorlg bes:de him. - %

‘Close . gour eyes qnd open your hands.’ Josh presen&ed “hér: wikh q bdj She peeked ms‘de It—,
was full of conkers, some i their: Jreen. spiky shells 4nd some 3Iowm3, shmg brown.

'‘We -found l;hem m hhe churchgqrd sq.djosh (i T iy A, ~

‘Under g bn_q tree, scud quq her e9es wade wuhh wonder ‘A horse uree
‘A hotse chesu\uk, Eree corred,ed “Josh, uuen qum_cL he s*nOuked Mummy we ve Found Garcmny

ds he spied his mother in the doorway, dnd befofe Sadie had. d- chance to guve the children d‘..' i

welcommg hug, hheg were chqsms qcross the church and kowmg her. dqugh&er back. .

Jean dpologiseq for diskurbing her. mokher qnd was qbou&, to us%er the chuldren qwq9 when joshl",",

Ehrusk. the bqg of conkers. de his: Granny. - P o

.for keg.

Sqdue wds overjoyed. ‘Thank 90u 50 Much, bou\ of 90u I Shqi-lueqsure Unem," she sqj_'q, 3iy.—‘-.

ing edch child d big hug and qumg them oFF

A wdrm qlow neskled in Sqdnes hedrt qs she puh the: ﬁnql touches o her qrrangemem—, uwen =

sakisfied she had done her best she qdthered up -her bucket, hqndbqg dnd the recious bqs OF
conkers. - Then, dn ideq skruck her.. Though she would have much preFerred to display them de
home, perhdos she could mcorpoqu,e some of the conkers inko her drrangement, o betker sdk-
isfy the origindl brief. She was pondering the best wady £0 do this when she fele d nudge de
her elbow. Turnmg) She gqsped ds she rédlised Gwen had been relegsed from her crockery du-
ties gnd wds back again. 'Oh NO, whae Now?' she thOught.

‘T wondered whether you mi thl—, like some of these' sdid Guwen, svmhng q likle hesitantly and
offenns up some sprigs of rowdn and elder berries. 'L brought more ahqﬂ L needed, so
hhey re bpqre

Sdadie was quike kaken qchk but remembenns Janya's daqvice she smileq broqd19

How very kind Guen, she 5did, welcoming khde feeling-of belonging. de last; and dccepking the
gift graeefully. - She paused, then- added, perhqps 9ou could helo me o plqce them. — Two hedds
are qunablg betker than ope.

These -are for. yoy erqnﬂy We're - oFF ol ﬁnd some more For qud9 before he' comes home

. “i‘-s



