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Editorial
It is so exciting when one of our members wins a national prize for their work. This month it is Laura Maynard’s turn. You can read her story below. In the
last few months Sobhna won a prize for a poem and in the past Denise Fielding has received accolades for her poems, one of which we shared in our
first edition.
Our stories in this edition cover gain and loss, loss of face and dark memories. We hope that you will enjoy them. And we hope you’ll take up our latest
challenge!
Before that, our readers have responded to the challenge of composing a limerick. Who said they couldn’t write??

Laura Maynard writes:
At last I have received my prize from the Whisper Poetry Club of a book with my story, When the Rains Came published in it, as well as my poem My Child
written for my grandson. “The Whisper Poetry Club” was an NGO that supported the rehabilitation of emotionally disturbed & suicidal youngsters, and relied
on donations to publish their books of short stories & poems. However with the pandemic, lockdown & lack of funding, they have had to ‘close shop’ & this is
the last of fourteen publications.
WHEN THE RAINS CAME
We were in the grip of a severe drought. For weeks on end no breath of wind came to relieve the unbearable heat. Then as if from nowhere a large dark cloud
appeared, and filled the sky. The air became thicker, and a ghastly vivid light covered the earth below. A cold wind shook the trees. Forks of lightning lit the
scene. Thunder crashed and cracked, and the rain fell in huge drops - slowly at first then faster and faster, till it was a deluge of water falling from the skies.
When the rains came, they came with a vengeance.
It rained day and night for five days without pause, consequently the river flowing nearby burst its banks, and part of the town was flooded. At the time I was a
boarder at the girls’ school that was directly in line of the torrent. The water just continued to rise, and soon the building was filling up. “Climb on to the roof,”
shouted the head mistress. Some of us terrified girls, including my friend Theresa, were already clambering up the pillars, and were soon on top. We stood
clutching each other, and sobbing. It was not long before the roof was under water, and we were ripped apart by the raging current. Theresa disappeared from
my sight. I called out to her in anguish, but there was no reply.
I couldn’t believe what was happening. The flood waters were filled with people, and animals, living and dead, as well as household furniture, and the windows
and doors of ruined buildings. All were rushing by at great speed, and I was implacably drawn into the surging flood.
Above the sound of the roaring water, I could hear people screaming. I lost count of time, but knew that I, and everybody and everything around me were far
from home.
At last the swirling waters started to abate. I realised I couldn’t carry on much longer. Fortunately, a door floated towards me, and to my surprise a sodden,
and sad-looking Felix - the boarding school cat was clinging to it! I grasped hold of one of the sides. It was a comfort seeing something familiar, as well as
finding an object to help me stay buoyant.
We continued like this for a while longer, when at last we came to the end of our travail. We had reached a large dam, with people in boats helping to rescue
those in the water. I took hold of Felix, and someone lifted us out.
Happily, my friend Theresa had also ended up in the dam. We were some of the lucky ones. Many people did not make it.

I’m sure we can all relate to this
experience …

Before and After
By Jenny Evens

Barbi was going shopping – the first time out since baby Lily was born a
month ago. She felt emancipated and her first port of call would be her
favourite shoe boutique. Her feet had taken strain during her pregnancy
and were still swollen from all the weight she had been carrying.
One of the challenges the budding writers are
given – designed to teach us not to be verbose – is
to write a full story in a set number of words. It is
not always easy!

Barbi had always loved shoes. Whenever she felt the need to reward
herself, it was always with a new pair of shoes. She had cared for her feet
with regular pedicures and fitting a shoe was a delight, until she fell
pregnant.

THE NUMBER GAME IN FIFTY WORDS

She walked into the air-conditioned shoe shop and immediately felt at
home. I met her at the door, offering to assist her. She decided to take her
time – browsing and occasionally fitting on a sandal from the display shelf.
She explained that she had recently had a baby and that her feet were still
swollen. Eventually she squeezed her foot into a pair of Hush Puppy
sandals. She admired herself in the mirror. In her eyes the sandals were
perfect– except for the colour. She never wore white shoes.
Without
hesitation I said to her,

“Three numbers correct…
Four numbers correct…
I’ve got four numbers – I’ve won!
Five numbers correct…
Whoopee!

Six numbers.
This is unbelievable!
And the bonus number!
It can’t be! Totally unbelievable!

“They are gorgeous on you– why don't you dye it”. She turned to me in
horror and said,

Honey, I’ve won!
I’ve won the Lottery!
I’VE WON THE LOTTERY!”

“But I am going to Weigh Less”. Now it was my turn to be horrified – I had
meant that she should dye the shoes another colour.

“But darling, that’s last week’s ticket. Here’s this
week’s.”
Noreen Burton

What a good laugh we had once the air had been cleared.

Anyone who harms children,
whether physically or emotionally, or
even unintentionally, has a lot to
answer for. Some scars, however
slight, remain for ever.

UNCLE NEVILLE
by Noreen Burton
The woman sat in an arm chair, her frail hands folded in rest over the knitting on her lap, her lilac cardigan tightly
buttoned up against the cold weather. Her children had only recently admitted her to the retirement home. A weak
mid-winter sun streamed into the room through the sun-filter curtains, casting a warm glow on her wrinkly cheeks.
She shivered; not from the cold, but from the memory.

What had sparked the long-forgotten memory was the old ‘gentleman’ she had seen at the dining table at lunch. He was tall with a bald head, except
for a ring of snow-white hair that still clung tenaciously from ear to ear at the back of his head. He also sported a dapper white moustache, clipped
neatly into what was called a ‘pencil’ under his nose. He was a ‘portly’ man, although she thought of him as just fat.
The moment she had spotted him her heart began to race, her eyes dilated, she gasped involuntarily and the feeling of dread resurfaced… Uncle
Neville!
Suddenly the woman was transported back in time, a pre-adolescent girl in her parent’s home, almost seventy years ago.
Uncle Neville was a middle-aged bachelor friend of Aunty Molly and Uncle Bunny, friends of her parents. One afternoon Uncle Neville had driven them
over for tea. She had adored Aunty Molly and Uncle Bunny, and often spent whole days at their house, but she had instinctively disliked Uncle Neville.
The woman had three sisters, and they all dreaded visits from Uncle Neville who made them feel very uncomfortable. He was what they described as a
‘feeler’. He liked holding them close to his body, his hands under their armpits, and then landing a wet, prickly kiss right on their mouth.
Uncle Neville had liked the woman best and promised her, in a loud voice whenever he visited, that when she turned 16 he would give her a ‘proper’
kiss. She was horrified and terrified at the same time!
The woman shuddered. She remembered how she would always make sure she was out with friends whenever she knew Uncle Neville was coming to
visit.
One day Uncle Neville had arrived unexpectedly, a lady friend in tow – and she had been home. Filled with dread, she had refused to come out of her
bedroom. After Uncle Neville had left, her mother told her that he was to marry that rich lady.
Her dreaded 16th birthday came and went, but no Uncle Neville. In fact, to her great relief, she had never seen him again.
Sighing softly, the woman picked up her knitting. She pondered: if she had been so scarred by her emotional experience, what must it be like for
women and girls who suffer physical abuse at the hands of men like Uncle Neville?

DESPERATE CIRCUMSTANCES
By Ed Smith
The high-powered vehicle hardly made a sound as it automatically changed gears to climb the steep hill
to a highly-recommended mountain resort.

A good story grabs your attention
and keeps you reading, wanting to
know what’s going to happen next.
Ed Smith once read us a story that
had us on the edge of our seats.
Here it is.
Like all good ‘page-turners’ we
couldn’t wait for him to turn the page
and complete the story.

The couple had scarcely exchanged a word since they left their two teenage children with their
grandmother two hours ago. Jennifer’s mother had bravely offered to accommodate their warring teens
so that their parents could try to work out their differences at the mountain retreat.
Alan was enjoying the luxury of driving the three-hundred-thousand-Rand-plus vehicle. He glanced at
his wife who had been studiously ignoring any attempt he made to break the ice. He knew that his new
acquisition was another contentious point in their marriage but reasoned that after all she had been
spending freely on her health-spa and designer clothing.
Unexpectedly, Jennifer broke the silence to point out that the vehicle’s temperature gauge was flashing
red.
“I know”, he muttered, “I also have eyes.”
Jennifer lashed out,
“So what are you going to do about it?”
As they reached the top of the hill which yielded a panoramic view of the valley Alan noticed a wisp of
smoke coming from the dashboard. There was a sudden click as the doors locked automatically.
“Get in the back Jennifer. Immediately! Buckle up and throw me your coat.” Alan unbuckled her seatbelt
and tried to pull her into the gap between the front seats. Initially she resisted but the wisp of smoke
had turned into a flame so she did as she was told.
Alan gunned the engine and put it in auto-drive while trying to smother the flame with Jennifer’s coat.
As they reached the bottom of the slope Alan switched to manual and wrenched the wheel to veer the
vehicle off the causeway into the river.
All went blank for the passengers as the 4x4 hit a rock and turned over.
Send your contribution to Sobhna Poona
sobhna.poona@gmail.com

