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How to F ind Us

Brighton Nighwriters  now has its own web-site, which you can see at
www.nightwriters.org.uk  — Don’t forget the .uk on the end, or
you will visit the web-site of Tulsa Nightwriters, in the USA! The site
needs updating - help or contributions are always welcome for both the
web-site and the bulletin.

If your postal address or e-mail address has changed, or it you prefer not to
receive this newsletter, you can also let us know via the web-site.

Go to: www.nightwriters.org.uk/members.html
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AsSlade reminds us from radio shows, office parties and
compilation albums throughout the festive period
‘IT’S CHRIIIIISMAAAAS!!!!!!!!!’ , or, at least

it soon will be. Unlike Noddy, however, we at Brighton NightWriters
shan’t be reduced to debasing our artistic credentials via the promotion
of a trendy bar snack: that’s what this ‘newsletter’ is all about (by
which I mean promotion, rather than debasement!). As for Christmas
and bar snacks, both of those are on the agenda too. Our AGM/

Christmas gathering is just around the corner - Wed, Dec 20th
 - and

as is customary, we shall be deviating from the normal proceedings by
inviting members to bring along a piece of someone else’s work. It
could be a Coleridge epic or a Cartland extract; Shakespeare sonnetry
or Sixties’ stream of consciousness surrealism - anything, in fact, that
inspired or inspires you in your life or literary endeavours. It doesn’t
even have to be written - one member brought along a song last year
(The Pogues, Irish Rover, I recall). As for the bar snacks, we’ll see to
those - and have no fear, the No Name’s lovely chef, Richard will
rustle up something a bit tastier than a bag of nuts for you to savour.
Feel free to bring a nibble or two of your own, though - I shall, as ever,
bring a few of my, dare I say, legendary (as opposed to
mythical) mince pies!
The AGM itself will commence at 7.00 sharp, so
arrive early if you wish to take part. After that, it’s
party time, folks; eating, drinking, general merriment
(you know the drill!). Hope to see you there…
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Jonathan’s November Novel
One of the problems to be solved in producing this newsletter is in
getting the articles to fit into exactly 12, or 16, or 20 pages. This issue we filled
up 18-and-a-bit pages. The committee vetoed my suggestion to fill up the extra
space with pictures of fluffy kittens. (Surely everyone loves fluffy kittens?).

Andy made a heroic effort to find something to fill the space, and sent
me a story by new member Tanya Murray, arriving at the very last second.
Good try Andy, but it’s a little too big! We would need to go up to 24 pages
(one extra sheet of paper, folded, adds four more pages) and then we would end
up with another gap to fill!

Tanya’s story can go into the next issue, but what we really need is a
pool of short poems (not 26 page epic sagas) and ultra-short stories, to fill the
little gaps. This also allows me to juggle everything better: the stories in this
issue are a bit jumbled, but there isn’t enough time now before the printing
deadline to re-arrange everything again

So I’m taking advantage of this prime advertising slot on page 2, which
needs to be filled, to appeal to you all: please, please, please, send Andy some
short contributions, as well as longer ones. Especially all you poets!

Now, how to fill page 15? I know: some of you will remember me
talking about National Novel Writing Month (www.nanowrimo.org)
which happens every November (and has just finished). The idea is to
strangle your internal editor, and just write very fast for a month, have
fun, and don’t worry about the quality. Nearly 200 people in Brighton
(and Hove Actually) took part.

On page 15, I’ve put an excerpt from mine, preceded by a short
introduction (otherwise it doesn’t make sense).

(Continued on page 15)
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something even if it was just a
morsel. He would talk a lot about
our walks together back in Queens
Park. I think he knew that we
would never be able to do it again.

I catch the excited sound of
children in the play area on the
other side of the pond. Those soft
shrieks hovering over the water. I
can just make out through the trees
on the far bank a child on a swing.
Rushing forwards and backwards,
the child’s feet splitting the air in
two, pulling on the chains and
leaning back, desperately surging
towards the clear blue sky; expec-
tant that they can break the gravita-
tional pull of the earth. I wonder if
it is the moment of realisation that
the swing will never release you
into orbit that marks the dividing
point between childhood and the
adult world. They will still return
week after week to the same swing,
to recommence their efforts hoping
that at some point they will suc-
ceed.

My hands tighten around the
smooth cold metallic surface in my
bag.

Bill would have liked the
service. I know that he would have
preferred it not to have taken place
in Derby but I just didn’t have the
money to have his body taken back
home. I picked the hymns that he

liked and asked the priest to read
out one of his favourite passages
from the bible. I was glad that a
few of the parishioners attended, I
wouldn’t have liked to send him
off with out any one else being
there to witness it. If I had been on
my own I would have questioned
as to whether it had happened at
all. The crematorium was as cold
and crisp as an autumn morning.
Bill used to love the park in au-
tumn, seeing the leaves change
colour and fall. He’d always say
‘Ah…can you smell that. I love the
smell of autumn… the smell of rain
in the air… the warm spicy smell
of the fallen leaves crunching un-
derfoot.’ Some times the pond
would freeze over. We’d take it in
turns to throw a stone to see how
thick the ice was; that dark hard
covering, dusted in frost, nothing
could penetrate it.

I take the urn from my bag
and unscrew the top. This is what
he would have wanted. I rise and
move to the edge of the pond. I tilt
the urn and empty out its contents.
The small grey heap sits momen-
tarily on the ponds surface. I watch
it sink, fade from view. I watch in
silence as Bill slowly disappears
into the depths.
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had first said that we should go to
Derby I didn’t realise it was a
town, I thought that he was going
mad; to me Derby was just the
name of a horse race. I thought that
maybe his gambling had got the
better of him. He said that the
market was right and we could get
another house up north for half the
price of the houses down here; we
could use the extra money to enjoy
ourselves with and go out more. I
didn’t disagree. It didn’t seem to be
that daunting really, we didn’t have
many friends left in the area;
Maple had moved to her daughters
place in Newhaven so she could
spend more time with the grand-
children. Dorothy had moved into
the home. I visited them both but
the gaps between the visits had
begun to grow longer. It wasn’t a
conscious decision on my behalf, it
just sort of happened that way,
like the lengthening shadow of a
tree as the sun slowly sets behind
it, before you know it the shadow
has disappeared, enveloped in
darkness.

We moved in May 1998; six
years ago, Bill achieving what the
Germans had failed to do. Our first
year in Derby was wonderful. It
took a while to get all the boxes
unpacked and get the house in
some semblance of order. Bill had

been right though, our money did
go further. We spent many an
evening at the local community
centre playing cards and darts. Bill
even began to grow accustomed to
the local bitter; although I’m sure
it was the price of the pint that had
more to do with it than the taste.
We made a few acquaintances but
it’s hard to get to know some one
new at our age. There is so much
that you don’t know, so much his-
tory and not enough time to find
out about it all.

After the stroke everything
changed. It was just after our first
year in Derby. The stroke left Bill
without the use of the left side of
his body, he couldn’t leave the
house. I looked after all the shop-
ping and made sure that I got him
some ice cream so that he could
have a treat each night after dinner.
Now and again I would pick him
up a few cans of Bitter, although he
had seemed to lose his taste for it.
He would have a few sips and
leave the rest of the can for me to
pour away when he had dozed off.
We couldn’t get out to the commu-
nity centre any more. I lost contact
with the few acquaintances that we
had made. It was a quiet time, just
me and Bill together, on our own. I
made sure that I read to him from
the paper every day and that he ate
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Fading
by Melanie McGinn

It has been a long time since I have
sat in this spot. The wooden slats
of the bench are welcoming; my
imprint has been left here waiting
for my return, renting out space in
my absence. The pond in front of
me is still. Gulls that normally fre-
quent its waters lie inanimate on
the grassy bank, overcome with the
lethargy of the day. A brief breeze,
a sigh from the salty air, momen-
tarily breaks the silky green sur-
face of the water. Ripples reflect
the spring sky overhead.

We used to sit together on
this very bench. Bill would bring
along a bag of bread crumbs to
feed the birds. Laughing together
we would stroll around the park
before stopping to rest here, at our
favourite spot. Sitting together,
just breathing in the day, watching
the water and losing all track of
time.

I used to think that the pond
was bottomless. We would throw
stones into the water and watch the
ripples spread out on the surface
like a flowing silken garment. I
would imagine the stone just
falling and falling, never reaching
the bottom, the water opening up
beneath it, perpetually sinking.
Walking around the pond together

I would never go near the edge. I
was too afraid of falling and sink-
ing from view. Just watching Bill
slowly fade into the distance, the
water distorting his face until it
completely disappeared. Bill
would always let out a hearty laugh
as he playfully nudged me towards
the waters edge. I don’t think that
he ever noticed the look of terror
that would cross my face.

Sitting here now I can rest
my legs. Legs that have grown old
and weak. Varicose veins under-
neath the brittle brown bark of my
tights. I can’t walk as far as I used
to be able to. How I miss the help-
ing hand of Bill. I remember how
on Sundays we would walk along
the sea front, watching the wave’s
crash against the pebbled beach,
encouraging conversation; all
those little stones chattering away
to each other. From the sea front
we would walk along Upper Rock
Gardens towards Queens Park,
through the majestic Victorian
archway. I felt like a true lady, my
arm linked into Bills. I would
dream of being back in Victorian
times, a lady of leisure escorted by
her dashing gentleman. Every
week we would do the same no
matter what the weather.  In the
summer we would buy ourselves

(Continued on page 16)
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Editorial
Write an editorial?  What, about what
we do every week upstairs at the Pub
With no Name?  Why?  I mean, you
have to actually be there, don’t you?  -
you have to actually do the NightWrit-
ers thing.

But then Andy tells me editori-
als can be about anything  - autumn for
example (I ought to have got the idea
by now, having read a few of his).
Suddenly it seems possible, and I be-
gin to feel that tingle at the back of the
neck which in my case passes for in-
spiration.

Today the temperature dropped
a couple of degrees, and our Katie
began to complain loudly about the
central heating not being on, about the
unrelenting gloom and the freezing
cold wind.  Don’t know where she gets
if from, I love to see the leaves all
splashed around by the gales and left
to moulder in colourful heaps. And
those amazing clouds put all the Hep-
worths and Gormleys to shame; and
who needs to go to Skegness to be
braced, or Scandinavia to be birched,
when a good Sussex cyclone will dan-
der you up all you need?

Nature notes from a quiet sub-
urban crescent.  Do not an editorial
make.  But it is a bit relevant, because
every year at about this time I am
moved to write my annual autumn
poem.  It might make a book (in about
thirty years’ time), meanwhile it does
make an interesting marker for the
months gone by, to compare this year’s
effort with the last.

I sense a link (phew!).  Publish-
ing.  Shouldn’t we, as a group, be
doing more to get ourselves into print,
to be cashing in those big fat royalty
cheques  - or at least to be papering the
walls with rejection slips?  I feel a bit
guilty about this personally because I
haven’t sent anything in to a magazine
or competition for, well, years.
Shouldn’t I, as the group’s convenor,
be setting some sort of example?  Only
last week a newcomer asked me (as
they do) if many of our members had
had things published; and as usual I
nervously searched my mind for those
scattered success stories  - some poetry
here, a few articles or short stories
there, a longer book published and on
sale locally.  When did someone last
walk into the room and stun us to
silence with a letter of acceptance from
an established national publisher?  I’ll
tell you when it was, it was (**self-
censored**) with his dodgy novel
about (**sorry, this bit too**).

The one mega success story I
can recall is that of Mavis Cheek (yes,
her real name), one-time member
(along with yours truly) of the Rich-
mond Writers’ Circle.  You will find
her books today in every WH Smith,
Waterstones, Sussex Stationers etc.
(we don’t mention Borders in polite
company).

So now let’s ask it  - is
Nightwriters basically a group of ama-
teurs?

Better deal with that one
straight away.  No!  I don’t believe it
for a minute.  Casting my eye mentally
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inhaled deeply but still I couldn’t
catch the aroma of pepper. If it had
ever existed it was now long gone,
perhaps it was just the sting of
memory that brought water to my
eyes. As I sat there I watched a
street cleaner at work. As he came
near with the brush I tried to raise
myself up. ‘Don’t worry yourself
love, you stay right where you are,
don’t you go movin’ for me now’.
He quickly dragged his brush
around the base of the steps, a roll
of litter at the front of the bristles.
His work was never ending. Rub-
bish sacks were placed on the
street every week and every week
the bags were torn to shreds. Shiny
black plastic bags mirroring the
greedy, gluttonous eyes of the
gulls. Laid bare upon the street for
all to see; utility bills, private let-
ters, food wrappers, cosmetic lo-
tions. The sweeper stood the brush
against his cart and placed a hand
into his dirt encrusted trousers;
jangling a pocket full of loose
change his calloused fingers
smoothing the coins down, rubbing
away the engraved images. A little
extra payment for the task under-
taken. Coins dropped and dis-
carded on the street. Coins that had
fallen through a hole in a pocket.
Coins that people never noticed
were gone. A pocket full of lost

souls jangling away in the street
sweepers bulging pocket.

Leaving the Pepper Pot
standing tall behind me I walked
down past the Bowling Green. It
was here that we used to see
Dorothy walking her dog, Buster.
She used to love those Buster
Keaton movies, and the dog was
aptly named; really clumsy and
never did as it was told. It nearly
broke her heart when she went into
the home and couldn’t take him
with her. Her son took Buster in. I
think it was the first thing that he
ever did for her. I had never heard
Dorothy talk about him; never. He
took the dog in all the same
though. I saw him a month after
Dorothy went into the home. I was
on my way in to see her and he was
on his way out. I asked how Buster
was doing. ‘Buster? Oh yeah, the
dog. He was run over the week we
took him in. I don’t think you
should tell me mum. I don’t think
she could take the news.’ I didn’t
mention it to Dorothy and she
never mentioned that he had vis-
ited.

I will have to do it soon. I have to
move on. The train back to Derby
leaves in an hour.

It was Bills idea to move. When he
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an ice-cream and I would laugh at
the white blob left on the end of
Bills nose as he greedily devoured
it. Caught out by the first rain of
autumn we would seek shelter un-
der one of the trees, its branches
providing temporary cover until
the deluge grew in intensity, pene-
trating the canopy and soaking us
through.

The sound of the sea seeps
into the park, singing to the still,
enclosed water of the pond, re-
minding it of the proximity of its
larger cousin. A gull lands on the
surface, a glint of ripples erupts in
response; spreading to the waters
boundary; responding to the call of
the sea. The clock tower strikes
twelve metallic beats. The gulls
take flight from their grassy bower
and screech their discontent at the
intrusion of time.

I know I don’t have long. I
will have to do it soon, before I
leave.

I would have liked to have
walked along the sea front before I
got here, just like we used to. My
legs just wouldn’t have made that
distance though. I came straight
from the station; across the Level
and up Southover Street. The hill
was painful on my legs. Looking
back on myself I could see across

to the railway arches that sup-
ported the Brighton to London
mainline. I could remember them
being bombed when I was a little
girl. My mother had said ‘Let the
Germans go ahead and bomb them,
we’re not leaving anyway, they
won’t shift us.’ A train crawled
slowly across the brick viaduct as
a sea mist slowly drew its veil, a
cataract obscuring the view.

Unbuttoning my cardigan I
continued on up the hill to the
Pepper Pot. It was a strange build-
ing, a lighthouse signalling the en-
trance to the park. Bill always used
to tease me about it, saying that it
really was full of pepper. He said
that a rich tradesman who imported
spices had lived in one of the big
houses nearby and had wanted to
keep his stock in close proximity.
The council had refused him per-
mission to build a normal ware-
house. They had said that it would
have been out of character in a
residential area, so he built the
Pepper Pot instead. The Victori-
ans, so fond of monuments and
follies, had no difficulties in ap-
proving the design. Part of me be-
lieved Bill, part of me wanted to
believe him, every time we passed
by I would hope to catch the scent
of spice.

I sat down on its steps and

(Continued from page 3)
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around the table, past and present, I
can see only one or two who write (or
wrote) only to be heard by the group.
(Oddly enough though, these people
are often in a class of their own, tran-
scending the term ‘amateur’ by several
orders of magnitude.)

No, we are nearly all aspiring
professionals (even me).  Not until the
day we put our pens down (OK, turn
off our PCs) and go back to the soil (I
mean gardening and bowls) can it be
said we were really just amateurs.

OK then  - what sort of a group
would we be if we could boast
amongst our numbers a novelist or two
sipping beer paid for out of their latest
advance?  Or some poets bearing the
proofs of their new collection to be
published by Bloodaxe or Faber?

I’m not going to be trite here
and argue that those who write for
money are prostituting their talents
(though a few undoubtedly do).  But,
at the end of the day, if writing is your
living then it’s the publisher and read-
ership who are boss.  That makes for a
great discipline: but, as with any boss,
the danger is that it begins, so subtly
and so beguilingly, to sketch out limits
to your thinking.

What makes NightWriters for
me such a fascinating and stimulating
place to be on a Wednesday night is
that we exist on the fringes of all that.
As writers we still have no bosses but
ourselves, no limits but those of our
own ambitions, abilities and ideas.
Ours is a kind of quantum world of
possibility :  wild things can happen

there, we are alternately puzzled and
dazzled, moved and excited (OK, and
occasionally bored or even offended  -
but not very often).  Erratically then,
‘possibility’ transmutes into
‘actuality’, in the shape of books and
articles published locally, an appear-
ance on the web, radio or performance,
or in anthologies; or success in a com-
petition.  Some readings leave that
shock of real discovery coursing deli-
ciously down ones spine: surely this
one must catch the public eye and
launch the author on his/her way?  But
very often we settle down again and
open our ears to those strong individ-
ual voices, telling out their take on life
and literature; maybe not with the full
accomplishment of the professional,
yet as characterful and as penetrating
as anything to be found in the city’s
bookshops.

Time now to prove worthy of
my art and link neatly back to autumn.
But it’s all gone wrong.  Outside, the
wind chills  - but in our pub room it’s
warm as ever, and the discussions add
several further degrees of heat.  In the
parks and gardens, the leaves begin
their slow decay and fall; but our mem-
bership is rising, ideas are flowering,
what’s going on?  It must be spring-
time after all  - welcome again to
Brighton Nightwriters.

Tim Shelton-Jones
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 POTLUCK
 Two of us were on a six-berth
yacht off the Turkish coast. This
was a ‘potluck’ flotilla sailing
package where you take a chance
on who else will be sharing the
boat. Luckily there had not been
enough people to crowd the boat to
capacity but perhaps I was not so
fortunate in the man allocated as
my shipmate. I didn’t know what to
make of my new companion; he
was not very talkative and volun-
teered little about himself. The en-
tire flotilla consisted of only two
other craft; one of these with three
newly acquainted men on board,
the other with a young couple em-
ployed as the flotilla leaders. After
a couple of hours of keen sailing
these ‘leaders’ were left some way
astern of their charges.

‘OK, you guys---you obvi-
ously don’t need us.’ Came the
voice over the radio.

We were free to sail how
and where we pleased. The other
designated skipper, a bronzed Aus-
tralian who drank the fiery raki
neat, agreed that we would meet up
at various times as we sailed along
the coast. I had a feeling that I
would need some convivial en-
counters with him and his crew as
there seemed little prospect of
much interesting and stimulating

conversation from my shipmate.
Wallis had little actual sailing ex-
perience but was well versed in the
theory and technicalities of his
new-found hobby and had brought
several sailing manuals with him.
He was keen to learn the practicali-
ties of sailing although his careful
and deliberate approach was at
times frustrating when the situation
required a degree of urgency. But
he bore my impatient demands
with a stolid acceptance.

A few days into the holiday
we were sailing along the coast
looking for a taverna or any place
where there was the prospect of a
cooling beer but this thickly
wooded section seemed uninhab-
ited. Then it appeared---a table and
some empty chairs by the sea edge
in a small bay. The anchor was let
go in water clear as air and a line
from the stern was secured ashore,
Mediterranean style. The glisten-
ing white yacht, afloat on its lucent
image, dazzling in the sun’s glare.

We headed for the table and
the waiting chairs. Above them,
nailed to the trunk of the shading
tree, was a wooden board on which
were two simple drawings: one of
a chicken and one of a fish. We sat
down and saw up through the trees
a dwelling of sorts dug into the
hillside. A man came out of it,
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An excerpt from J. Cunningham’s November novel
The characters:

Xalpas is an elf. He is the High Priest of an elven temple
dedicated to the Goddess Belisama.

Katya is a human girl, about seventeen years old, who has
travelled to foreign lands to learn medicine. She has ended up in this
temple (to study medicine) but things are not going quite as planned …

Belisama: A goddess who has decided to incarnate in the temple.
Xalpas finds this a little inconvenient. Belisama (‘Sam’ to her friends)
enjoys teasing Xalpas and, for reasons not made clear, she has taken a
liking to Katya. Sam is both omniscient and omnipotent – useful if you
are a god or goddess – when the mood takes her. Mostly it doesn’t, and
she pretends not to know what is going on.

The story follows: Katya is in the refectory (where the whole
temple eats) and (against her will) is seated at the High Table, in the
most exalted position. Xalpas sits beside her, on her right hand.

Xalpas is explaining why Katya has to sit in such an exalted
position. He has just given her two reasons, including how glamorous
the (merely human) Katya seems to many elves.

The story excerpt:
“And thirdly,” Xalpas said, oblivious to the thoughts racing

through Katya’s head, “Belisama has told me …” He stopped suddenly.
“Thirdly what?” Katya said around a mouthful of greens, trying

to seem unglamorous.
“Thirdly, Belisama just told me to shut up.” He looked rueful,

and spooned some roast nuts into his own mouth before continuing.
“She doesn’t do that very often. Not telepathically anyway. I think that
she wants to tell you the ‘thirdly’ herself.”

“You mean she was listening to us?”
Xalpas nodded. “All the time. I think she monitors me, too.”
“All the time? What about when I’m on my own?”
“All the time. She’s, to put it bluntly, a bit nosey.”
“Even in the bathroom?”
“It doesn’t bear thinking about, does it?” He speared some more

food onto his fork.

(Continued from page 2)
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he just handed me one little half soggy crisp. Then he danced around on
the lawn and scoffed the whole packet in front of me. He knew that by
just giving me one I’d get the taste for them and he enjoyed eating them
all the more knowing that I was drooling. Raelene Cruikshank was
doing the exact same thing with her tongue.

 Wedgie yelled “Ding!-Ding!”
As we drew away I caught sight of her eyes and that’s what really

scared me. They were completely expressionless. She stuck out her arm
to Wedgie. Wedgie handed over the documents and she strolled back
towards the school gate looking through the papers as if nothing had
happened.

 Wedgie was grinning ear to ear. “Fuck, Mate, the things I do for
you! Well, Dazz, how’d it go? Did you get a hard on or what?”

“Yeah, I did. Let’s get the footy out. We haven’t had a kick for
ages.

Rob Paraman.

COMPETITION RESULT
Tim Earl wins, by default, the prize for naming the bulletin with the
best and only entry. But which of his suggestions is favourite?

Tim says, “As our 'mascot' is a cat, my suggestions are all cats
mentioned in literature.” Tim made three serious suggestions:

Pangur Ba'n, First cat ever mentioned in literature. Inspired an
otherwise unknown 8th (or 9th) century Irish monk to write a poem
cataloguing their similarities.

Selima. Pet of Horace Walpole, who wrote 'Ode on the Death of
a Favourite Cat Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fishes' after it drowned in
a goldfish bowl.

And his favourite, for its Shakespearean connections: Tybalt ,
Romeo's friend, but also a popular name for cats at the time (possibly
the origin of 'Tibbles'). Capulet tells Tybalt he wants to 'take one of
[his] nine lives'.

I think Tim’s favourite is also mine, although Ilike Selima too.
What do you think? Have Tim’s suggestions inspired you to come up
with something you like better? Let us know. Jonathan
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stooping under the low doorway, a
tall, thin man dressed in the loose
clothing of the country people. A
man with a wide, welcoming smile
greeting us like brothers. The
words he used were unintelligible
as were ours to him. There was
little need of them to sense that
here was a man happy with his
abode in the hillside and content
with his collection of chairs gath-
ered beneath a tree.

He sat opposite us at the
wooden table, smiling his pleasure
at our presence. He made a drink-
ing gesture and, in response to
nods, sped up the hill. Our host
returned with bottles of beer and
cola which he proudly displayed
on the rough table. He would not
have a drink himself but sat smil-
ing encouragement and sharing our
enjoyment of his beer. The wine-
dark sea of Homer, at this time of
day more sapphire than claret,
lapped at our feet and shimmered
away to the horizon. There was an
aroma of pine; a cracking from
heated trees; bursts of cicada
chorus---and more beer.

The fish outline was pointed
to on the tree notice. Our host lost
his smile and sadness showed in
his eyes. ‘No fish?’ ‘No feesh,’ he
confirmed, empty hands turned
outwards in dismay. We were

joined at the table by the family; a
girl and a boy, aged around five or
six, and their mother whose dark
beauty had resisted the rigours of
her existence. Come to see the for-
eigners from the white yacht and to
share in the occasion. They sat
close alongside the father, arms
around one another, mirroring his
smile, their eyes curious. The ex-
pensive white yacht with its tall
silvered mast loomed like a threat
to such blessedness.

It was time to eat and the
chicken drawing on the wooden
menu was indicated. The whole
family enthusiastically affirmed its
availability. They left together
stepping under the sun-dappling
trees up to their woodland home. A
white sail appeared around the
headland barely moving in the still
air. My fellow skipper was here! I
waved him into the bay and gave
the family to understand there were
extra orders for chicken. The
Aussie arrived accompanied by
one of his crew.

‘Bloody Hell!’ Was his re-
proachful response to our venue.
He said they were on their way
further down the coast where there
was a real bar and a restaurant---a
proper place.  He was given time to
sink a few beers before being told
this is where he was eating, the
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meal already being prepared. Up by the family dwelling smoke was
rising from an outdoor oven. From its vicinity came a desperate
squawking and figures were darting between trees. Without any warn-
ing Wallis leapt off his chair and rushed up through the trees. We
watched in astonishment as he joined in the chase for the condemned
fowl and was able to grab the bird. He held it up by the legs in one hand
and was in the act of dispatching it by dislocating its neck by the other.
He was halted by a gesture of disapproval by its owner who was
obviously worried by the prospect of such alien slaughter. Wallis,
respecting the requirements of Islam, handed back the chicken for ritual
killing. He returned to his chair with a rare smile on his face. It was the
first but not the last time I would be surprised by this man.

The chicken came to us on four plates with a salad of home
grown tomatoes. Sure it was tough, I agreed with my Aussie pal, but it
had been quite a sprinter. We chewed diligently, closely observed by
the attentive family. On a scrap of paper the father produced some
figures, a ridiculously small sum. We paid our grateful friend the
amount he had written and then pressed notes into the hands of the
children. There seemed a reluctance to see us go. Leaving in the sleek
yacht we waved to the family, sitting yet at the table in the darkening
shadow of their tree.

That night we ate at the Australian’s intended restaurant. From
the sea it was a string of coloured lights along the shore. There was a
new jetty and a wooden walkway; a hubbub of voices and Western pop
music came from the bar. The owner, smoothly suited, perspiration
showing on his forehead, greeted us in excellent English. The menu
was extensive. I have no memory of what we ate.

By George Marshall.
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role of a boxing referee, laying down the rules, before two pugs were
about to start slugging each other. He placed a hand on each of our
shoulders.

“Rule One, as arranged last Tuesdy arvo – The pash goes for
forty-five seconds. Rule Two – Dazz can put his hands on your hips but
they can’t move from there. Rule Three – Raelene gets the exam
answers after the pash, O.K. contestants? Let’s keep it clean! DING-
DING!”

Raelene didn’t move. She was looking straight through me like
they do on T.V. Ringside.

“Rule Four, Edwards!”
“What?”
“Rule fucking Four!”
“Oh, yeah, Rule Four-No-one is to ever tell anybody else about

this for as long as they live! DING-DING!”
“Stand over there, behind the slide, Edwards, ya little perv!” she

demanded.
The pash started off alright, I mean, I’d pashed Chloe Skerrett

that time in the chappel, so I kind of knew what to expect. But at about
the fifteen second mark she started doing all these strange kind of
flourishes with her tongue. The underside of hers was enticing the tip of
mine then swirling around it and then enticing it again. Right fucking
then I clocked on to what it was all about. Tongues were made to do
this. Raelene and I could just keep doing this for the rest of our lives
and always be happy. But just then her lips lost all their softness and
her tongue went dead and rubbery and I remembered the face on the
blow up doll that me and Wedgie found down the creek one time.

Wedgie yelled “Fifteen seconds to go!”
But her tongue had already returned to its corner.
One time, Wedgie and me had been in the water at the Billibe

Baths for a whole hour. When we got out Wedge opened a bag of salt
and vinegar crisps right under my nose. I don’t know why it is but
there’s something about chlorinated pools and salt and vinegar crisps
that makes them taste a thousand times better. He knew very well that I
was starving hungry and had no money and when I asked him for a few

(Continued from page 12)
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A Novel Excerpt
One slug was climbing on top of the other one. “Wedgie, come

and see this! Two slugs are having sex!”
Wedgie wasn’t convinced. “They don’t have cocks. How do you

know if they’re doing it or not? They could be trying to kill each other
for all we know.”

“Their fights must go on forever, they’ve got no fists or weapons.
What’s the time?”

Wedgie checked his watch. “She’s eight minutes late. Maybe
she’s afraid of a bit of rain. I’d laugh if she got Snapper to give her a
lift, you’d run like fuck over the back fence wouldn’t ya?”

“No, I wouldn’t, I’d pash her right in front of him and then I’d
tell Snapper that you arranged the whole thing.”

“Do you reckon the two of us could beat up Snapper?”
“Wedge, don’t even fucking think about it! Snapper is a Mel-

bourne Sharp. The next thing you know Billebellary would be swarm-
ing with skinheads and we’d end up on the front page of the Observer.
Actually, that wouldn’t be so bad, then everybody in Billebi would
know I pashed Raelene Cruikshank! They could engrave it on my
tombstone, DARYL MAXWELL RODERICK DIED 14 YEARS OLD,
PASHED RAELENE CRUIKSHANK, (BIGGEST SPUNK IN DIS-
TRICT.) CONSEQUENTLY BASHED TO DEATH BY MEL-
BOURNE SHARPS. Yeah, Wedge, and you could be buried right
beside me, HERE LIES WILLIAM FOSTER EDWARDS. AGE 14,
PASHED CHLOE SKERRETT AND A FEW OTHERS AROUND
BILLEBI BUT NO-ONE IN THE SAME CLASS AS RAELENE
CRUIKSHANK WHO WAS A SUPER SPUNKY SIXTEEN YEAR
OLD.”

“Here she is, now!”
And there she was coming through the school gate in a blue

raincoat. It wasn’t exactly how I’d imagined it. She came over to the
swings and she didn’t even smile. She was on business. “Have you got
all the answers, then?”

Wedgie, who had enjoyed all the wheelings and dealings of the
whole thing quickly flashed her the cover of the science exam as if it
was plans to blow up the Sydney Opera House. Then he took on the
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ARIF

 We study maps
Arif and I
He smells of perfumed sweat and spice.
He points to where he lives.
Cant’ say I recognise the place.
Admit I’ve never been there

Afghanistan.

Bad men, he says.
My father says bad me is there.
But me I study EENGLISH.
I note his slender fingers, golden rings.
Wristwatch showing Global times..
I thank him for his gift.
Amber necklace earrings, bracelet.

I do a little turn
Smile a little smile.
Imagine waves of desert heat
Feel foolish, as polite, he nods.
Aware these baubles need young flesh
With downcast kohl rimmed eyes.

But is it true I ask him
The Taliban!
The toenails?

His brimming chocolate eyes half close
His narrow shoulders shrug.

But I read it in a serious book
It must be true I say.

(Continued on page 10)
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 The Taliban, on horses
Bearded savage faces scarved
Fanatic eyes agleam
Kalashnikovs held high.
In fingers finely manicured

Nails glinting ruby red.
Slender feet adorned in golden sandals
Painted toenails splaying
Sand encrusted.

I find the book, I show him.
Sitting prim within my prissy kitchen
Munching chocolate biscuits

Sipping tea  (no milk, no sugar blease!)
Exotic as an orchid
He perches on my kitchen stool
(From B&Q a bargain!)

“I know nozzing of such tings but I AM MUSLIM
What you tink”
I shrug and tell him” Nothing! Nothing till I know you
But I must not be facetious
So young, so far from home.

“All I ask is do not smoke
Bring girls home or splash the bathroom floor
Your God is you’re affair.”

His fingers touch his smiling lips
In vain I search for makeup
Polished nails

(Continued from page 9)
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Instead it’s  T-Shirts, jeans and trainers
Maps of Brighton, bus pass details
Burgher cartons in the thrash can
Pizza bits and dirty socks

Kalashnikovs!
Forget them.

By Noreen Brown.

We drove up the Corniche, the sun setting before us,

The sea rapt, indigo far below trailing into Monte Carlo Nights.
The same unsoken thought betweeen us held us fast
Untill the little, ancient palm-fringed house.

Under the eves a blood-red bed
The mosquito net flowed down white like a wedding
Your hair smelled of cinnamon.I could not see your face
In darkness above me, but felt your eyes.
Afterwards, you said, "Noi solo amiccis".
My heart boomed in the coming storm
But I replied
"Always":

By Sian.

*

(Continued from page 10)


