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Editorial
by Jane Langan

Image: Hamid Elbaz

I started to write this before we let people know
our theme for this issue. It is an unusual anticipation – will they – the authors, the artists, the
creatives out in the world, get it? Will they understand what is going on in the minds of three
very different women who want to encourage
emerging writers and artists, like themselves, to
come up with something exciting, something
innovative?
Each time we think about a theme, there is a
whole lot of ruminating and discussion. Is it
broad enough, does it slap the imagination and
make it produce something creative something
interesting, something someone else wouldn’t
think of, because that’s the point, isn’t it? To
create something completely new, unthought of
– and in this ever-expanding world of the internet – this seems to be more and more difficult.
And yet our authors and artists surprise us every
time.
When we first decided on the theme of ‘Sizzling
Misdemeanours,’ my first thought was of Missy
Misdemeanour Elliot.’ Her song 4 My People
(co-written with Eve) totally fulfils the theme.
It’s mischievous, it’s sexy and it’s telling a story.
Due to copyright laws I am unable to quote the
song, but do check it out on YouTube here.

issue. There are many reasons for this and it is
something we have considered carefully. Many
of the reasons are personal, but some I will
share.
Creating an online magazine from scratch is demanding work, we did it to give ourselves and
other new writers and creatives a voice, but
somewhere in the process our writing took a
back seat and all three of us would like to concentrate more on that. Similarly, all three of us
need to eke out a living and creating Makarelle,
whilst working and trying to write, is a struggle.
I think that balance is one of those things all
writers find difficult.
So, this is it. Well almost it, we do plan to put
together another anthology, so all those who
have been published in our more recent magazines will be able to purchase hard copies in a
book format.
And our website will remain active for the next
few months so you will still be able to download
issues for free.
So, as I said in the very first magazine (thank
you, once again, Douglas Adams) – ‘So, long
and thanks for all the fish.’

Makarelle has been a labour of love for Ruth,
Dini and me, it has been hard work, frustrating,
inspiring and a huge learning experience for all
three of us. It has bonded us in friendship and
creativity in a way I didn’t think I would experience again at my age. So, it is with great sadness
that I must tell you that this will be our last
Makarelle
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Youth
Photographed in Prague

by Amanda Dolan - Harrison
Sculpture by Miloš Zet
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FEATURE : SHORT STORY FICTION

For One Night Only
Dedicated to il miglior Jimbo.

by J.W. Wood

Image: BestBe Models

Herbert Smith fingered the invitation in his
breast pocket: it was still there.
It came at short notice. Presumably some
PR had called his agent asking her to find a couple of meat puppets to fill the room. This was
the first after-party he’d been invited to in ten
years as a thespian: a full decade, not a single
premiere. Thus far, his professional life must
have delighted his family as they’d never wanted
him to be an actor.
Herbert was thirty-two. Since leaving university, he’d drunk deep of youth’s glorious trials: Bit parts. Stand-ins. The odd voice-over.
Even four speaking parts in films, two of which
finished on the cutting-room floor. To earn a living, he stacked shelves in a supermarket. Lines
of beige metal at 3AM, waiting for Herbert to
deposit another flat-pack of stewed tomatoes or
flour bags that weighed a ton and leaked through
their outer packaging.
He’d also earned cash pulling pints, waiting tables and temping. So far he’d never done
porn or driven a taxi – but yes, he’d do the former before the latter. Still, he’d found enough
acting work to justify carrying on: but not
enough to earn a living.
The worst thing in Herbert’s life, however, wasn’t his own failure. It was the existence of
Makarelle

a man who shared his name, Herbert Smith.
And worse than that, this Bert Smith – as he
styled himself – was an actor. A wildly successful one at that.
Famous Bert Smith was two years younger than our Herbert. His angular features first
cinema graced screens as CIA agent Craig Frank
in Undercover, then as the male lead in some successful “Hollywood-meets-art” films. Bert had
stolen Herbert’s name and run away to live his
dreams, from features in style mags to a trophy
girlfriend and football-pitch-sized house in LA.
Herbert first encountered his homonym
seven years ago, shortly after being promoted to
frozen vegetables manager at the supermarket.
Taking his regulation ten-minute coffee break
one night, Herbert flopped into the filthy staff
canteen with a cup of pseudo-espresso from a
hulking, outdated drinks machine.
He sat down and ran his hands over his
face. Another four hours of throwing sacks of
vegetables into a freezer before he could go
home and dream sad dreams of stardom. Across
the room, a figure in butcher’s overalls sat chewing the remnants of whatever snack it had just
ingested. After some time, a voice emerged from
its mouth to break the silence.

“What you working here for, then?”
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Herbert recognised the voice as that of
Jon Postlethwaite, Relief Night Manager in the
butchery department.
“What do you mean? I need the money,
like everyone else.”
“Not any more you don’t, does ya?”
Postlethwaite grinned and held up an
open copy of The Sun so Herbert could see the
headline on the showbiz page:
BERT’S A DEAD CERT!
Best known to audiences on the box as CIA
hunk Craig Frank, actor Bert Smith (23) has signed
up to play the lead in Kate Callat’s Neck Romance
– a story of vampires, love and intrigue in a big city
morgue. Beefcake Bert, who hails from Tiverton but
now lives in LA, has recently been spotted with glamorous Model/Actress/Whatever Querida Chingar.
Rumour says they’re house-hunting in Bel Air…

because the script was written that far. Herbert
remembered his agents’ jowls wiggling with excitement when she said he’d got the role. She
bought him lunch in the same Italian restaurant
she took him when she signed him. As the wine
flowed, his agent began making all kinds of
promise. Hollywood. Product sponsorship in
Asia. Nothing was too grand a fantasy after a
third glass of Frascati and fifteen per cent of a
thousand pounds per episode.
***
A week after that lunch, Herbert found
himself in a loaned dinner suit clutching the afterparty invitation.
He approached the paneled oak entrance
to the party. A PR person ticked names off, glad
-handing, air-kissing and smiling welcomes at
entrants passing through her spiritual meat
grinder.

The article pictured Querida diving off a
boat in the Gulf of Mexico, her perfect form glistening in the sun. Herbert slumped back on the
tearoom sofa and raised his eyes to the
flourescent striplights above.
This was the ultimate indignity. Failure
was cosy enough, most of the time: if no-one
knew your name, you had nothing to lose. But
to watch a contemporary live your dreams,
thinking it could be you, and one who had the
same name … he that steals from me my good name
steals something more precious than riches ...
Later that week, Herbert was walking
down Tottenham Court Road to an audition.
He looked up to find Bert Smith’s six-pack staring back at him from a huge underwear billboard. About a month later, he picked up a
stained copy of GQ in a dentist’s waiting-room a
wryly-smiling Bert Smith advertising “ROLEX.
BERT SMITH’S CHOICE.”
Herbert passed his nights tossing frozen
peas into metal sarcophagi, the monotony broken by occasional calls to do corporate videos or
auditions for parts he knew would go to whoever was banging the producer.
But one day Herbert’s luck turned. He
got a proper speaking part. One of those slice-oflife TV dramas set in a hospital. Herbert played
a male nurse of dubious sexual orientation – fitting, given his total lack of action since a confused fumble at a wedding three years ago.
He was guaranteed at least ten episodes
Makarelle

“Herbert Smith?”
Herbert nodded.
“But you go by Bert, right?”
“Well, actually, I” –
“Not another word. Let me know if the
paps are bugging you and we’ll get you out via
the kitchen, OK? Where’s Querida? I’m sooo
pleased you could make it, darling!”, she
gushed, enveloping him in an awkward hug.
She snapped her fingers. A young man in
a suit with a floppy fringe leapt forward from
behind a plant pot.
“Take charge of the line, William”, she
said. “And do me a favour? Put Bert Smith’s
name down as “VIP attended”, OK?”
William nodded his assent.

“Love your films” he wibbled before the
PR lady guided Herbert into the main room.
Herbert was flying and shitting himself
all at once. He spotted Mick Jagger chatting to a
model young enough to be his grand-daughter.
Naomi Campbell, the image of statuesque perfection in a tan-and-black gown. All of life was
here – or what passed for life in the parallel universe of celebritydom. A world hermetically
sealed against the likes of Herbert Smith – until
today.
“There are sooo many people you need
to meet. I thought you were based in LA.”, the
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PR said, steering Herbert through the crowd.
A waiter brought drinks. The PR lady –
Herbert couldn’t read her name-tag, she kept
moving so fast – handed him a champagne flute
and took one herself. Herbert necked a long
swallow. It had been a while since he’d been
able to afford champagne: this hospital series
would just about pay down his credit card. Almost.
He tried to guess the PR woman’s name
from the scribble on her nametag. Linda or Liana or something.
“Listen, Linda” –

“It’s Liana, Bert. But whatever.”
“Liana. I must tell you. I’m not” –
“HAAAARVEY! Oh my God! I thought
you were in New York! Let me introduce you to
Bert Smith! Yes, I know – in London! What a
surprise!”
The public relations dervish released Herbert’s arm and dashed towards an overweight
man in his fifties with a greying, unkempt beard.
The man wore an immaculate dinner jacket and
expensive-looking tie.

“Hello Bert. Pleasure to meet you. I’m
Harvey Linitz – producer of tonight’s film for
Sony Pictures.”
Herbert took another gulp of champagne,
feeling an overwhelming urge to dive into his
glass and swim away even as his pulse raced
with possibility.
“Hello”, Herbert croaked, taking Harvey’s hand and feeling smothered by his carcrusher shake.
“So what you working on?” Harvey
asked, looking him up and down. “Hey, you’ve
lost weight, right? Love the new hair colour –
quite the departure!”
Herbert grimaced. Truth time.
“Well, I” – he froze. Someone had
stuffed something in his pocket.
A woman brushed past him looking like
Marilyn Monroe in Some Like It Hot. She carried
a tray of cigarettes and chewing gum. She
popped something in the breast pocket of his
jacket. Herbert assumed she’d given him a packet of gum. But it was a note – he’d read it later.

Harvey Linitz looked at Herbert.
Makarelle

“Come on, Bert. I know your agent. You
can tell me.”
Herbert smiled and was about to utter the
greatest lie ever told outside the bedroom when
Liana the PR ching-chinged her champagne
glass for silence.
“Thank you for attending this premiere
of The Prophet’s Tears. I know we all have a lot of
suits to hug and air to kiss” – a ripple of laughter, though no-one found it funny – “but before
we get going, I wanted to ask Harvey Linitz to
say a few words.”
Applause, then all eyes on Linitz. Now
Herbert really wanted to disappear.
“Thank you, Liana. And thank you, everyone, for coming tonight. You know, I could
talk for hours about this movie. If you’ve got
any money, I probably already have. But let me
say this: I’m proud of what we’ve done. It’ll
gross millions, I’m sure. However, this is about
more than money. It’s about that moment when
you turn around and say, like the great Europeans of yore: je suis cineaste.”
Harvey’s Brooklyn accent macerated the
French phrase. Herbert glanced at the note the
Monroe lookalike had stuffed in his pocket. A
mobile phone number scrawled above a single
sentence promising a spectacularly vulgar sexual
favour. Herbert looked up as Harvey Linitz resumed speaking:
“ART!” Harvey bellowed. “ART! That’s
why we’re here. It’s true – everyone knows I’ve
made money for my investors. But I never lost
sight of why we’re doing this. Ladies and gentlemen, we live for art.”
Harvey put an arm around Herbert’s
shoulder. “As proof of how much we love art in
movies, I have with me England’s most talented
young actor. You will know him from Neck Romance. Or Undercover. Or maybe you’ve just seen
him in those underwear commercials” – more
laughter.
“But Ladies and Gentlemen, my friend
Bert Smith is an artist. He’s not just in it to make
moolah and end up in the Chateau Marmont
with six strippers and a slag-heap of cocaine.
No: he’s laboured for his craft. And to prove it,
he’s going to recite Shakespeare for us.”
Right, here goes, thought Herbert. My
moment. He clutched his glass in both hands,
that note from the Monroe impersonator twined
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between his fingers.
“Thank you, Harvey.” Herbert smiled at
his new friend in a simulacrum of the affection
veterans who’d shared a fox-hole must feel for
each other: “It would be my pleasure.”
Herbert began declaiming the soliloquy
from Act V of Othello.
“But soft you, a word or two: I have done the
state some service, and they know it…”
The audience listened in silence. Herbert’s eyes floated around the room as he ran
through the verses. Jagger moodily sipping
champagne and checking his phone … one whose
eyes dropp’d still their medicinal gum … Naomi
Campbell rummaged in her clutch, poking her
assistant and gesturing inside her bag … set you

Makarelle

down this: say you too, that in Aleppo once… as he
reached the thundering climax, there was first
silence, then an eruption of applause.
Harvey Linitz enveloped Herbert in a
bear-hug. “I don’t know who you are, kid”,
Linitz yelled in his ear over the applause, “But
that was wonderful.”
Herbert released himself from Harvey’s
crushing embrace. He may never be famous. He
might stack frozen peas for the rest of his days.
But tonight, for one night only, he was swinging
the world by its tail. And maybe that was
enough.

***
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I Dropped My Mind And My Kebab
by Jade Prince

I drop
my phone. It’s picked up by a tiny thing with
electric blue hair. We were
near some clubs with bright lights in them. Too
near. Hurt my eyes.

We could go in?
Can’t dance she snaps. So what I tease.

I can see her underwear. She drops her drink.
They were cheap.
I offer to get another but it’s turned down.
I thought she was made of stars. Beautiful
eyes.
She lights a cigarette. We ride and taste the
world together;
sip ocean waves of vodka and
post mix lemonade, popping moons like silver
acid tabs.
A cab? She says. I want her soul.
Picked up by a tiny thing with blue hair, we
were near some club with bright lights.

We could go in?
Can’t dance I snap. So what she teases. I want
a drink.
We sip cheap vodka and post-mix lemonade,
popping silver acid tabs. Taste like they were
made of stars.
I thought she was too near. She hurt my eyes.
I light a cigarette.
Beautiful eyes she says. I can see the world in

them, ocean waves, electric moons.

I phone a cab, offer to get her another but it’s
turned down. We ride together.

She drops her underwear. I drop my soul.
Image: Jane Langan

Makarelle

Page 10

‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022

A Night Without Mercy
by Dave Sinclair

Tuesday, 22nd

Hi Mercy,
Wow, that was a great plan you suggested at the weekend. I know we were both a bit
squiffy on Bloody Marys but I mean, it really worked a treat. Well, until it went
wrong, of course. I know you said that might happen but really, it went wrong in the
most super, brilliant way.
I’d booked onto the Divas and Devils dating site on Sunday evening – yes, I thought
that was a bit ironic too – and just like we agreed, I put myself up as: Mature lady, with
strong appetites – seeking younger male, willing to experiment – expect the night of your life. I
posted a photo from way back – you know the one, with me in that dress with the full
decolletage and the heaving bosoms – very Nell Gwynne I thought – just the eyeful
for someone to get their teeth into.
Well, I hooked up almost immediately. And was he hot? Yow-wee!! I could feel the
heat coming out of my keyboard – though that might just be a dodgy battery. So, anyway, we arranged to meet down at the Horseman’s Head on Monday night – it’s happy hour from 5-7 – two cocktails for the price of one. His name was Vladimir, said he
came from an aristocratic Russian family – but he wasn’t fooling me. He was hardcore Essex-man through and through, all that bare chest and 95 SPF. We shared a
Zombie and Sweet Poison and were really hitting it off until…. Well! – he said he
wanted a threesome! How about that!! I was keen but didn’t want to stop there. And
there was a really hairy guy at the bar talking to another guy who was hung like a
horse – so we went over and suggested a foursome! Yes, really!! Sadly the werewolf
ate poor Vlad, but I had a fab time with the centaur. You should have been there!!!

Love and tootles,

Cherry

Makarelle
Makarelle
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MEET THE AUTHOR : LILY LAWSON
Lily’s writing life
I started writing poetry in secondary school. The
first poem I remember writing was a fictional
tale of a woman who died by suicide in Glasgow
in 1825 haunting children as a ghost. I’m weird,
ok?
A shedload of teenage love poetry followed.
In my twenties my poetry was published under
my real name in obscure anthologies. I wrote on
and off after that, unsure what to do with my
efforts. I didn’t know any writers or poets. The
people who did read my work made positive
comments and encouraged me to keep writing,
so I did.
I ended up on Twitter
as part of my Open
University (OU) degree
in 2017, returning full
throttle in 2019. I met
my first writer and tried
my hand at writing for
prompts. I actually
shook when I tweeted –
how
things
have
changed!
The OU ran a Twitter
writing competition to
celebrate their 50th anniversary. I was shocked to win one of the eight
days, but I did brag a little. I won a Future Learn
course where I met the people who formed the
first poetry group I belonged to.
The OU Write Club liked my stories and I took
the leap of joining their Facebook Group, feeling
a bit more legit with a win under my belt – but I
still said I was a poet chancing their arm at fiction.
The 50th anniversary anthology they published
included the first short story I had ever finished
and three of my poems. I have had poetry, fiction and non-fiction published online and in
more anthologies since then.

publish my own books.
In June 2020 I published ‘My Father’s Daughter’ which is a collection of poetry about my
Mam's dementia, being a church volunteer and
my experiences as a writer. 'A Taste of What’s
to Come' followed in October; a kind of showcase of the range of my work. My latest book
'Rainbow's Red Book of Poetry', the first of the
seven book Rainbow Series was published in
June 2022. It celebrates love and tackling the
challenges we face as humans.
Putting together ‘My Father’s Daughter’ and ‘A
Taste of What’s to Come’ I combined some of
my back catalogue with recent poems.
‘Rainbow’s Red Book of Poetry’ has more of my
latest creations, my archives are well plundered
there’s not much left that’s usable.
I love interviewing authors for my blog and
some of them write guest blogs. My own blogging efforts include poetry, fiction, book reviews
and my rambling thoughts. Sending out blogletters means I get to add comments and exclusive
content to the latest post on my site.
If you want more Lily, check out my site. I get
around a bit so there’s a few links to click. You
can find my books on Amazon.
Don’t forget – everyone needs some Lily in their
life!
***

Being part of writing groups and connecting to
writers on Twitter gave me the confidence to
Makarelle
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FCD Kentucky
by Benjamin Lisle

Image: Jane Langan

'FCD, OPEN UP.'

The hammering at the door had lasted only a
few moments before the breach, the lock flying
across the room as the wood around it exploded
in a shower of splinters. He'd been half-way to
the patio door when the first officer had tackled
him to the floor, the cuffs around his wrists before he was even truly awake.
'COLIN SANDERSON, YOU ARE UNDER
ARREST FOR FELONY BARBECUE BY ORDER OF THE FOOD CRIMES DIVISION.'
He'd struggled, fought back for dear life, and
then the world had gone black.

'Well, Colin, looks like you picked the wrong
day for a cookout. We had a tip-off when a
neighbour smelled smoke, and where there's
smoke there's a fryer. We've got you down for a
dozen charges, felony barbecue, purchasing
hamburgers with intent to grill, possession of
condiments for use in the enhancement of flavour... you're looking at a long time in the kitchen here.'
Colin was silent, blinking to try and clear his
head, trying to think straight, trying to form
words that wouldn't come.

--Colin awoke in a darkly lit room, the bare bulb
overheard casting more shadow than light, his
hands chained to the heavy steel table in front of
him. It was cold, and his ribs hurt from where
the police had so thoroughly tenderised them.
He couldn't tell the time of day, maybe even
night, and had no sense of how long he'd been
out.

The door opened, and two men swaggered in.
Makarelle

One slapped a thick binder down and took a seat
at the chair opposite, the other still favouring the
darkness of the back wall. The first one opened
the binder, making a show of reading a few pages before looking up.
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The man shook his head, half sighing, an almost
sorrowful look on his face.
'How did it come to this? What, you click a couple too many tongs and suddenly you're some
big-shot flame flipper? Help me out here, we're
on your side, we just want to hear what happened. You work with us, maybe we can cut a
deal. The condiments we can overlook, experi‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022
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menting with a bit of special sauce, nothing serious. The burgers and the grill, much harder to
see past, especially the amounts we caught you
with. But if you work with me, tell me who seasoned the steaks, you could be looking at nothing more than misdemeanour sizzling. Come
on, do the right thing.'

The two men struggled for a moment before the
sudden sound of a ringtone from the rear man's
pocket interrupted them. There was a pause, and
then a mutual truce as the phone was answered.

The man leaned in, his voice getting quieter, almost conspiratorial.

'What... no, sir, you can't just...

'King here. Yes, we're just grilling him now.
Should have a confession soon, just give us...

'But we have...
'Who wore the apron, Colin? Just give me a
name, kiss the crook, and this can all go away.'
Colin looked up, met the man's gaze, and let his
shoulders slump in defeat as he answered.

'Yes sir. I understand.'
There was a quiet beep as the call ended.
'You're free to go.'

'Ronnie McD.'
The backhand came out of nowhere, throwing
him to the floor, still cuffed to the chair. The
man leaned over the table, knuckles and face
white with anger.
'You want to play games? Now? We have you
on camera buying charcoal, but you think we
don't know what you've been smoking? There
are kids in that neighbourhood, you think their
parents want them to grow up to be flippers like
you? We've been after you for a long time, and
you won't be able to to just pick your life back
up and throw it on the grill like you do those
filthy pucks you call burgers.'
Colin laughed sharply, the sound echoing in the
bare room.
'You think you have me? On a barb-charge? I'll
never see the inside of a kitchen and you know
it, I'm too valuable to the right kind of person.
You think anyone can get such perfect grilllines? I'm an artist, a visionary, and you're meddling with people who OWN the beef I cook.
Go ahead, have your moment, but in the end
the only thing burnt here is your own career.'

The rear man came round the desk, and uncuffed the suspect from the chair, letting him get
to his feet. Colin rubbed his wrists, smirking at
his two de-fanged interrogators.
'Like I said, I run with the real connoisseurs
who appreciate an original griller like me. Tell
your boss the Five Fellas say hi.'
He pushed past the two men, pausing just long
enough to flip the fingers over both shoulders,
before the door opened and he was gone.
The rear man patted the shoulder of the other
sympathetically.
'Next time, RB. Sooner or later, he'll click the
tongs one too many times, and when he does,
we'll be waiting for him.'
The two clasp hands, their iron resolve as-yet
unbroken. The life of one of the FCD's elite
would never be easy, nor glamorous. But the
work needed to be done, and until their dying
breath they would fight the smoky scourge of
unregulated barbecues and back-alley grillers.
One burger at a time.

The man lunged forwards but was caught by his
colleague from behind.

***

'No, leave it!'
'Let me go! I'll stab him with his own spatula,
the little greaser!'

Makarelle
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7 Reasons
by Helena Nwaokolo

Image: Edward Eyer

one

the blue of his eyes

two

the colours of his mind

three

the safety of his arms

four

the depth of his soul

five

the first time they kissed he didn’t want to stop

six

the second time nor did she

seven

the first time they made love
despite the passion and the panic
he gently kissed each baby scar
etched upon her stomach

Makarelle

Page 15

‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022

Thirsty
by Jonty Pennington-Twist

Image: Oliver Archive

The White Mountains,
Inyo County,
California.
Bone white trails
Cut about the arid desert skin.
All about us,
Thirsty looking trees.

But that day,
We too had a thirst,
Did we not, my love?

Our sun-ripened blushes,
We did what people do.
Swift and hot and rhythmic.
Had our fevered union
Been detected,
Surely,

A humid, small-town jail cell
Would await?
And I wonder to myself,

Breaking from the path

Whilst together,

And picking out a trunk

In there,

With ample girth,

Makarelle

So as to spare
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A Leave-Taking Of Friends
by Stuart Cavet

Image: Jane Langan

The sunlight strikes the ground like an anglegrinder. The sound of cicadas flares up like a
chorus of singing needles. It is stingingly,
woundingly hot.

The road is steep, begins to level out, and
is then steep again. My knees jar as I make my
way down. I am almost afraid of toppling over,
and so I tread a ridiculously slow and dainty, yet
heavy, tread.
From the houses comes only the sound of
air-conditioning units. There are no voices; there
is no movement, no sign of anyone. The road is
empty, too.
But how pretty everything looks. Pink and
purple flowers tower and tumble in profusion
over garden walls and fences. Broad-leafed palm
trees offer sporadic pools of shade along the
sidewalk. And glimpses of swimming pool here
and there spangle my vision with shards of turquoise and aquamarine.
Looking back up the hill, I lose my bearings and can no longer see my friends’ house. I
look for the sharp switchback and the place
where the goat’s shelter under the spindly thorn
trees, but everything is a confusion of dull green
and pale brown and the random geometric white
of occasional human habitation.
I have been polite long enough; as have my
friends, I suppose. Sometimes I have to escape;
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sometimes I think their smiles are held just a little too long. Sometimes I think there is a showdown just waiting to happen, something that can
never be taken back and which will end everything.
Yes, sometimes I just have to escape.
I carry on. The houses end. There are
fields of long brown grass, orchards, crumbling
earth, and stone. A white butterfly flits its insubstantial way through the thin air; then a black
one. The slope of the road is gentler now. The
hairs on my arms tingle.
I have been polite long enough. Not that
one shouldn’t be polite, but one shouldn’t feel
straitjacketed by politeness, not among friends.

A chain-link fence hums in the heat. The
overhead telegraph wires do likewise.
I have been polite long enough; that’s for
sure.
A lizard scampers over broken rock. Primitive graffiti in the local language covers the remains of a low wall. Blue plastic bags lie discarded and scattered along the roadside. I blow
sweat from my lips.
I have, I tell myself, been far too polite.

*
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My friends are generous, liberal hosts.
On several occasions they say, “We only
invite people we like.” But why, I wonder, is it
necessary to say that? Why would they invite
someone they didn’t like? Why would anyone? I
wonder, until it seems the real meaning of their
words must be the exact opposite of their literal
meaning. It must be irony, sarcasm, a mindgame. My friends, they, too, are straitjacketed
by politeness and cannot say what they mean.
They also say that I am welcome to visit
when they are not there. Especially when they are
not there, I surmise; preferably when they are not
there, I surmise. I am not stupid. I know what
they mean.
“Let me help with this,” “Let me do that,”
I say. And always they say, “Why don’t you sit
and enjoy the view,” “Why don’t you just have
a drink and relax.” “Thank you.” “Thank you.”
Thank you, thank you, thank you. It’s like a battle of competing politeness – or of something
dressed up and disguised as politeness.
Take nothing at face value, I say; trust no
one, I say. Especially when it comes to friends.

I don’t like to talk about myself, and so I
try to be the one to initiate conversation, and I
try to do so with questions about my friends,
their family, and their interests, or about neutral
topics. But whenever the conversation threatens
to come back to me – “And what about you?”
“So, what do you think?” – I have to come up
with another question of my own.
I like to think I have become quite adept at
this. We were talking about some battle during
the Crusades and how Saladin outwitted and
defeated the Crusaders – how he managed to
avoid close combat with them simply by exhausting them in their heavy armour in the heat
and then picking them off with his archers. And
that, I thought, was a good analogy for my approach to conversing with my friends. I didn’t
say so, of course. But I wondered if my friends
thought so, too. They didn’t say so, either of
course. But I still wonder if they thought it; and
I now wonder if they simply go along with me –
aware, complicit, amused, disdainful even – letting me think that I am getting away with it.
And was it they, in fact, who first raised
the subject of the Crusades? Was it they who
mentioned that particular battle? Had they, in
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fact, engineered the entire conversation? Did
they want me to know that they knew exactly
what I was up to?
Since then, we seem to be avoiding each
other. They or I get up ridiculously early, or ridiculously late, so that there is no meeting up for
breakfast. And then I am outside while they are
inside, and I am inside while they are outside.
Or I am in my room while they move freely
about the house, and vice versa. Meeting up for
dinner, however, is something we either have
not yet figured out how to avoid or have decided, without saying so and without any discussion, of course – for that would be too awkward
– to preserve as one last memorial to our friendship. I don’t know. But the conversation at dinner is flat, desultory, forced, difficult; uncomfortable; painful even. And though the language
of the dinner table is relentlessly upbeat – “This
food is delicious!” “Today’s weather has been
amazing!” “I’ve had such a good day!” – that
only throws into relief the stark actuality of our
common daily experience.
And then there is that thing my friends
do, more and more often now it seems, that way
of ending a statement with yeah? or you know
what I mean? and transfixing me with a stare, as
if to force a reaction from me, to make me say
something, to give something away about myself. But I don’t say anything; I don’t give in to
them; I just stare back.
It’s as though a storm is brewing. Clouds
are gathering; thunder threatens; lightning, as
yet unseen, charges the air; unreleased torrents
swell the sultry atmosphere. A storm is surely
going to break; a cataclysm is surely going to
come; something terrible must surely be unleashed. You know what I mean?
*
I step off the ragged roadside and pluck an olive
from a tree that overhangs the wire fence. It’s as
hard as a pebble. My thumbnail makes no impression on it, and it has no smell, so I let it fall
to the ground.
No one sees; no one is coming. In any
event, there is no reason to be concerned; no
reason to be self-conscious, embarrassed or anxious; there is no need to explain; no need to
have a story ready.
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Behind me, the individual features of the
village have all blurred into one. Ahead, the
road continues for some distance, then disappears round a bend; the patches of cultivated
land are soon replaced completely by scrub; ultimately, there is the sea, a broad blue-bronze
shimmer much farther off. Actually, ultimately,
there is the horizon, a luminous and livid weal
of pink and purple, towards which both sky and
sea, heaven and earth, naturally and inevitably
tend.
I am now consciously breathing in and out
through my nose. If I open my mouth, it immediately becomes uncomfortably dry and warm; it
makes me think it might be possible to drown in
air.
It’s strange. There is something about the
glassy stillness of the hot air that suggests brittleness, that suggests that it might break if one
were to move too suddenly or too quickly. But,
in fact, it has a supple plasticity that constantly
yields and accommodates and envelops. It’s impossible to escape it; it clings to me and dogs my
footsteps like guilt.

have started up again. Their excited song rises
and falls as if measuring a wildly irregular and
feverish pulse. They then, as one, stop. And
then again, in perfect unison, they start, this
time not pulsating but accelerating away, louder
and louder, like an electronic scream.
It makes me walk faster. Yet always I
seem to be at the very epicentre of this deafening
racket.
My shadow walks faster, too, my anxious black ghost. It knows nothing of politeness.
It jostles and fidgets, and seeks urgent refuge beneath my feet, but always in vain. It, certainly, is
not too polite.
*
I slip out the back door, leaving my friends lying
in the pool. There are no last words.
***

I have been too polite.
Gone today are the muffled hammer
blows of distant construction work and the indistinct shouts and laughter of the workers. Today is silent, silent but for the cicadas, which
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Moving On!
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Miss-Demi-Nas
by Beck Collett

Image: Ekaterina Bolovtsova

Demi stood at the steps of the courthouse, trying
to control her breathing. The previous day, she,
along with another twenty-nine ‘ordinary citizens’ had assembled in the unseasonably hot
April sunshine, nervously making small talk,
and wishing to get their hands on a juicy case
that would ‘make the papers.’ Demi found it distasteful and kept herself to herself. The other
women seemed to pal up early on, but Demi had
a book with her so she didn’t care all that much.
The court clerk had warned them early on that it
was likely they’d spend the week sitting around,
doing nothing, so for goodness’ sake, bring a
book. A quick gaze around the room saw that
only four of them had listened. Two were sat off
to one side and were mirror images of one another. The third was young, like her, smartly
dressed, like her, and, unlike her, male. Unable
to see the cover of his book from her seat, Demi
made her way over to the tea urn behind him.
He wasn’t what Demi would usually term attractive. His wishy-washy blue eyes, framed with
long lashes, jarred against his acne-scarred skin.
She noticed his left ear lobe had a hole pierced in
it, but no earring. His nails, holding tightly to his
book, were bitten down. His hair was slightly
too long and overlapped his ears. All of this
Demi took in, but as for his book; she couldn’t
tell.
‘Morning,’ Demi offered, and smiled,
‘I’m—’
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‘Demi, I know. I’m good with names.’
The boy smiled, ‘I’m Antony. Call me Ant if
you want.’
‘What’s that you’re reading?’ Demi
asked, pulling out the opposite chair, ‘I can’t
tell.’
‘You first,’ he replied, gesturing at her
tome.
‘It’s a book about Shakespeare’s women,
characters, I mean.’ Demi nodded at the book in
Ant’s hand.
He held it to her, ‘Chekov. I’m teaching
myself Russian, my great gramps was from Kiev, when it was Russian. It’s in the blood.’
‘Is it?’ asked Demi.
‘Da, dorogoy – it means, yes, honey.’
Ant smiled and started to redden. ‘It’s a collection of Chekov’s short stories, Russian in the
front, English at the back.’
‘Wow,’ was all Demi could think of saying. If only she’d left it at wow. ‘I did German in
school.’
‘What can you say?’ Ant asked and saw
to his delight that Demi was rapidly blushing.
‘Umm, nothing useful in here,’ Demi admitted, ‘only Das Wetter ist heiß und sonnig.’

Ant nodded, ‘very hot and sunny.’
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Demi looked around for inspiration. ‘I
could probably have a go at describing someone,
I’m very observant.’
‘Alright, let’s pretend you’re in Berlin,
and you’ve witnessed a robbery. I’ll be the
polizist, and you’re the pretty little English tourist come to make a statement. We’ve got staff
shortages, nobody speaks English. OK, the man
over there, Darren, describe him for me.’
Demi looked over at Darren. She cleared
her throat, ‘ahem. Umm, der mann ist groß, mit
braun haaren, eine groß nase, und einen rot pullover. How was that?’
‘I think it should have been roten for the
jumper, but I’d probably still catch him.’
At that moment, the court clerk appeared
at the door.
‘Right, I’ve got good news and bad news.
The good news is that court two are ready to
swear in a new jury. The bad news is the aircons packed up, so you may want to leave your
jackets, and bring a drink. If I call your number,
follow me.’ She reeled off the names from her
sheet, until only three spaces remained. ‘03:
Darren Snodgrass, 13: Demetria Nasta (Ant let
out a small ‘ha!’), ’and 29: Antony Gulko.’
The mood changed as soon as they entered the
stifling court room. After the preliminaries, the
accused (Helen Sullivan, ABH) was brought in,
and so began the swearing in process.
Ant spoke clearly, staring directly at the
judge, Demi found herself looking at the accused as she spoke. The woman held her gaze,
and frowned. She had a face that could charitably described as a forensic artist’s dream.
Jury sworn in, the honourable (and very
sweaty) Mrs Justice Carpenter called a twentyminute break. As everyone filed out to cool off,
Ant
nudged
Demi
and
beamed,
‘Congratulations.’
‘Thanks?’ she replied, utterly mystified,

it was a little bit wonderful, that’s all. Don’t be
in a grump.’
Demi’s cheeks blazed fuchsia, and she
fanned herself, becoming hotter by the minute.
‘For your information, I’m not in a grump, it’s
just I’ve heard it before, that’s all. My maths
teacher used to call me it when I did my homework wrong.’
‘Sorry. Shall I carry your jacket? Might
help you cool down. I’m thinking of being rebellious, and taking my tie off!’
Demi tried not to smile, but failed,
‘Thanks. It’s the nylon lining, probably got pitmarks.’ She took her jacket off, and on inspection, there were indeed stains, but they didn’t
show up too badly. ‘Sod it!’
Ant took off his tie, and waved it at her,
‘rebels together!’
The court clerk rounded up the jurors, and Demi
and Ant filed in, giggling like the children they’d
so recently been. To say the trial was a disappointment was an understatement. The ABH
amounted to the accused running over the foot
of the plaintiff (George Stewart, jet-black hair,
tanned and muscular, irritated as he couldn’t
play football for three weeks after the alleged
assault), threatening to ‘run over the other foot
with her trolley when I shouted at her, your
honour, and then throwing a tin of tomatoes at
me,’ at 10:43am on 19th of July 2021.
The defence offered up two witnesses
who had been present in the aisle. One claimed
to have ‘almost been hit by them tomatoes, your
honour,’ but neither had seen the actual running
over of the plaintiff. The store CCTV would
have recorded everything, but had been wiped
by the time the police had requested it. Ant
shook his head and tutted. Demi said nothing.
The prosecution brought A&E notes, and
an X-ray of Mr Stewart’s foot. Surely the case
was clear cut?

‘why?’
‘Your name! You’re a miss, aren’t you?’
Demi nodded. ‘So, you’re Miss Demetria Nasta:
Miss Demi Nas!’
‘So?’
‘So, Miss-Demi-Nas, like misdemeanours. Perfect name for court! Sorry, just thought
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The jury were reminded by the honourable Mrs
Justice Carpenter that they could find the defendant guilty only if the prosecution had been
able to prove beyond reasonable doubt that Ms
Sullivan was responsible for Mr Stewart’s injuries. They then retired to deliberate – which, as
far as ten of the jurors were concerned, was
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clearly guilty as charged. And then there was
one.
‘Right then, everyone clear on what you
need to do?’ asked their cheery clerk. ‘Have you
chosen a head juror to deliver the verdict?’

‘The hospital notes and X-ray, for starters. Or do you mean to tell me the doctors were
all lying about his foot? I broke a bone in my
foot last year, and I couldn’t play for weeks.’

There followed a great deal of posturing
from two of the jurors – one with biceps so overdeveloped that he couldn’t put his arms by his
side, the other, a cocky semi-professional footballer nobody had heard of – before Demi
cleared her throat, and said, in an oddly-calm
voice, ‘Me. I’d like to do it.’ She looked at the
other two candidates, and immediately, they
nodded and sat down.

Demi smiled, ‘Sorry you couldn’t kick
your little ball around. I’m not saying he didn’t
have a broken foot, that’s not in question, but if
Ms Sullivan’s responsible for it is. He went to
the hospital hours after the supermarket. And
obviously we believe the doctors,’ this was directed at the footballer, ‘but that doesn’t prove
she broke those bones. We can only find her
guilty if we’ve got proper evidence that she did,
and we haven’t. We have to find her not guilty.’

Ant gave Demi’s hand a squeeze under
the table, and whispered ‘well done.’ She
smiled, but didn’t otherwise respond. The satisfied clerk left the room, and the deliberating began.

There was silence as the others took in
Demi’s argument. Ant was first to speak, ‘I
think you’re correct. Prosecution couldn’t prove
Ms Sullivan was responsible for Mr Stewart’s
foot, so legally…’

‘Well,’ began the footballer, ‘it’s obvious
she did it, isn’t it? I mean, if her own defence
finds two women who say she’s guilty, then
she’s guilty!’ He sat down to much assenting
from the others. But not Demi.

And though it took the best part of an
hour, one by one, the others had to agree.

‘The judge wants us to decide if she ran
over his foot, not if they quarelled. Both those
women said they didn’t see it happen.’
‘Yeah,’ interjected the gym-goer, ‘but one
of them saw the tin of tomatoes being thrown,
that’s assault too, that is.’
Demi shook her head, ‘did you notice her
hands when she was in court? Ms Sullivan, I
mean. Anyone? Nobody? No, I thought not.
Her hands were shaking the whole time. She’s
got something wrong with her that’s causing the
shaking. She wasn’t all red and sweaty, not like
him – Mr Stewart – not like he was. If she was
guilty, and lying, she’d have been a mess. I think
the tin fell from her grip when she was arguing
with him. We can’t look at the tomatoes as evidence she’s violent.’
‘Yeah, well, she still seems like a nut-case
to me, so I reckon she’s guilty,’ said the gymgoer, though with a little less certainty than before.
‘With what evidence, though?’ asked
Ant, finding himself totally convinced by
Demi’s argument. ‘Other than a “he said, she
said” thing, what evidence is there? The police
didn’t get the CCTV footage in time. Without
that, what’s left?’
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Back in the courtroom, Demi stood and
spoke clearly, ‘we find the defendant not guilty.’
Ms Sullivan looked stunned, but she mouthed
her thanks to the jurors. Mr Stewart, on the other hand, started spluttering and swearing at
them, though he didn’t appear to be directing
any of it towards Demi – but nobody picked up
on that. The judge thanked the jurors for their
hard work, and dismissed them.
Outside the court, the sun blazed on and
on. Ant walked with Demi towards the bus station, she, busy on her phone, so he didn’t interrupt her.
Demi looked up from her phone, and
smiled at Ant, ‘Mum says we’re having a barbeque tomorrow, want to come?’
The following day, Ant arrived at Demi’s address, wearing his loudest summer clothes (beige
shorts, cream shirt, flipflops) and carrying the
cider and hot-dog rolls Demi had requested. The
garden was rather unkempt, and thronging with
people. Demi forced her way through them
when she saw him, and kissed him on the cheek.
‘Life-saver! Can’t believe we forgot the
rolls! Grab a plate, and help yourself.’
‘Nice weather for a barbeque,’ Ant said,
cursing himself for such a stupid line.
‘It’s in honour of my step-dad, actually,’
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Demi said, grinning broadly.

ruled.’

She ushered Ant to the sizzling grill, where
steaks and sausages were being poked and prodded by a man with jet-black hair. He had his
back to them, but when he turned around, Ant
almost fainted.
Mr George Stewart glowered at him.
‘Oh, it’s you. Sausage, is it? Or you more of a
steak man?’
‘Sausage and a burger, please, Dad’
Demi replied, fully aware Ant was temporarily
mute.

‘Why, though? I mean, just why?’
‘You said it yourself, Ant,’ Demi said,
through a mouthful of burger, ‘I’m Miss Demi
Nas, can’t help being a bit naughty from time to
time, can I? Also, I hate him. Drink?’
Ant nodded, ‘and then some.’

***

Away from the grill, Ant rounded on
Demi, ‘what the hell! You know you shouldn’t
have been on that jury if he was your step-dad!’
‘Not important,’ she laughed, ‘but if he
asks, tell him I argued for him but I was over-

Peck
by Wendy James
It was always fish on a Friday. The hot fat
spat back at him from the sizzling white flesh
in the pan, as his mother looked on disapprovingly from the kitchen table. The smell of
chicken shit permeated his pores. He would
feed them after and then meet her under the
tree, before her husband returned from the
fields. And as the scraggly birds pecked manically at the corn, he would once again taste
her bright red lipstick.
***
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Around The Clock
by Jane Langan

We spent so many hot sunny days in your granny’s
yard,

An eye on the door, I step forward, I’m closer to the
board.

aiming at that old worn board.

I let my flights fly,

Around the clock, adjusting the flight, closing one
eye.

I leave one in two, then seventeen and three.

One, eighteen, four.

A can of Fanta handed over.

Miss.

‘Wow, you’ve overtaken me.’

Your go,

‘Yeah, a bit of luck, still my go.’

One, eighteen, four, thirteen.

A hiss, the scent of artificial orange.

Miss.

A sip.

Tug the darts out, the tips reluctant, enveloped in
sisal.

I pull my darts, step back behind the line,

You’re back

aim for nineteen.

Miss. Your go.

My dart smacks and hits the floor.

I watch you squint, the sun is overhead, time for a
drink.

‘Shame.’

Thirteen, six. Miss.

Your go.

You now.

You win. My little cheat, null and void.

Six, ten, fifteen, two. You’re on a roll.
‘Any chance of some pop?’

In you go.
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In Pursuit
by Lily Lawson

For love is the name you give to this emotion,
that sweeps you up in its arms and carries you away,
you leave the world behind,
as if it be discarded wrappings of your latest snack.
You lie, your bodies spent and tangled in the sheets,
the other’s name lost in the minutiae that crowds your brain,
the buffet of their nakedness displayed to satisfy your greed,
you find the room within yourself to feed once more.
Recovering from the drunkenness of your desire,
you recognise the imposter reeled you in.
You may yet know love,
but it’s not lying in this bed.
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Crimes and Misdemeanours
by Louise Wilford

Image: Julissa Helmuth

‘What’s the difference between a crime and a misdeameanor anyway?’ asked Mitch, sprawled on the
sofa, surrounded by basking cockerpoos, and gazing curiously at the TV screen which was trailing
the Woody Allen movie. ‘I mean, legally?’
‘Well, it’s not clear-cut,’ said Sal, who’d
been a police officer before she won the lottery.
‘Felonies are the big crimes. Misdemeanors are
less serious – you know, so-called victimless
crimes, minor stuff. They carry shorter sentences.’
‘So, it’s the difference between, say, throwing your KFC packaging into the road, and throwing your granny into the road?’
Sal laughed. She was looking out of the window at the neighbouring garden through a pair of
binoculars. The Hemlocks were setting up for yet
another party on their immaculate lawn. Tricia
(never ‘Trish’) referred to her frequent outdoor gettogethers as ‘cocktail parties’, but they were basically barbeques. Mitch called them ‘barbeques on
steroids’, but a barbeque is still a barbeque, whatever you call it. Their swimming pool glittered in
the afternoon sunshine, fringed by matching sunloungers. White tables had been set up on the huge
patio and the caterers were already loading them
with luxurious-looking food. A young man in
chef’s whites was lighting the fire-pit at the back of
the garden where, apparently, they were going to
Makarelle

Page 27

roast several whole chickens on a spit above the
coals. No dodgy Aldi sausages for Tricia and Gabe
– not even M&S posh dogs.
Sal and Mitch had moved to Spain to get
away from all that oneupmanship crap, all the dinner parties full of women in knock-off designer
gear engaged in competitive name-dropping and
the gossiping school gate mums bragging about
their latest trips abroad. But it seemed that it existed everywhere – only the details changed.
Sal laughed mischievously.
‘That’s right. It’d be a misdemeanour to
dose your neighbour’s barbeque sausages with a
mild laxative – but a crime to dose them with
strychnine.’
*
‘What am I supposed to wear for this soiree, then?’
asked Mitch, later, staring at himself critically.
‘Well, not those, for a start!’ Sal was fastening her hair up into a loose chignon. ‘Tricia’s
barbies aren’t like the ones we used to have in Catford, you know! We’ve only been invited so she
can show off…‘ Sal put on a voice that she hoped
satirized their next-door neighbour’s boomingly
theatrical voice. ‘…her FABULOUS hosting skills,
dahling! You’d better wear those linen trousers and
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that Armani shirt.’
‘I’ll be sweltering in this heat. Anyway, they
actually invited us so they could show us off – you
know, the chav couple from Sahf Landan who won
millions on the lottery! We might as well play up
to their expectations. Tell you what, I’ll wear that
pink luau shirt and those old BHS shorts…’
‘Good God, Mitch! The shop shut down in
2016!’
Mitch shrugged his shoulders and grinned at
her.
‘Imagine Tricia’s face!’
‘Well, if that’s how we’re going to play it, I
was going to take them a couple of bottles of
champagne, but maybe I’ll dig out that Tesco Lambrusco from Maxine’s thirtieth.’
‘I’ve got a better idea. Leave the drink to
me.’
‘It’s a pity we can’t take the dogs,’ said Sal,
sadly, looking at the three curly-haired cockerpoos
who were now lying side by side on the four-poster
bed. All three looked up, their tails beginning to
wag.
‘Not with that bloody long-haired thing she
calls a cat….’
‘It’s a Persian.’
‘My point is, she hates dogs.’
‘Simone won’t thank you for getting them
revved up.’
Mitch rolled his eyes as he tickled Buddy,
the ginger dog, behind the ears. They were such
attractive, sweet dogs, he thought, patting the biggest, Richard, on the head. One was honey-blonde,
one gingery and the third chocolate brown, all
three friendly and affectionate, though Richard was
rather greedy, and they all tended to get easily excited, and Lenny, the pale one, who was still only a
puppy, had yet to learn where and when he could
poo appropriately.
Simone, the dog-sitter, a qualified dogbehaviourist, had given them a list of dos and
don’ts for the dogs, but Sal and Mitch didn’t follow it closely – one instructions, for instance, was
not to allow the dogs on their bed. They were both
suckers for those bright brown eyes and featherduster tails. They’d wanted a dog for years, so
when Sal won the lottery and they moved to Spain,
they’d decided to get three. It wasn’t as if the villa
wasn’t big enough, was it?
‘I need a word with Simone before we go,’
said Mitch.
*
‘Welcome, dahlings!’ gushed Tricia, ostentatiously
air-kissing first Sal and then Mitch, both cheeks
each. She was wearing a white all-in-one with
flared trousers and a halter-neck, her lustrous
chestnut-brown bob swinging round her face like a
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shiny curtain as she moved. Sal wondered how she
managed to get such an even tan. She herself just
tended to go red and blotchy in the sun, and her
naturally blonde hair usually resembled straw since
they’d moved out here, despite all the expensive
products she put on it. Mitch was hiding his shiny,
pink bald patch beneath a straw trilby, and he
looked exactly like the ageing, gone-to-seed PE
teacher he used to be.
Mitch proffered his six-pack of Newcastle
Brown.
‘You shouldn’t have, dahlings!’ said Tricia,
her voice faltering slightly as she registered what it
was. ‘You really shouldn’t have.’ She caught the
arm of a passing waiter, instructing him to put the
cans in the fridge so they could chill. Turning back
to Sal and Mitch, in much the same tone, she said
she’d catch up with them later and pointed them at
the bar.
‘Can’t bloody wait!’ muttered Mitch, ironically.
‘It’s quite impressive, though, isn’t it?’ said
Sal, staring around at the well-dressed people milling about around them. The small crowd had
spilled onto the lawn now and they could see Gabe
standing near the fire-pit, saying something to the
caterer they’d hired to man the barbeque.
‘I suppose so, but I thought the point of a
barbie was so the bloke could show off his culinary
skill, not so he could just boss the staff around.’
‘Welcome to the world of the rich,’ laughed
Sal.
Despite her promise, it was some time before they
saw Tricia again. They took a stroll round the perimeter of the impressive garden, pausing for a moment at the tall wrought-iron gate that separated
their two houses. The previous owners had installed it to facilitate easy access between the two
households; they’d been big pals with Tricia and
Gabe. ‘Bet they were swingers!’ Sal had joked.
The gate had been locked shut since Mitch and Sal
moved in, and the hedge on either side had grown
up round its edges. Both families had a key, but
there was an unspoken agreement never to use it.
They acted as if the gate wasn’t there, and Sal privately thought that Tricia and Gabe were hoping
the hedge would finally grow over the entire thing
so they could pretend it never existed. That was
fine by Mitch and Sal.
They circled the large swimming pool, smiling at the well-dressed guests lounging around its
perimeter, many of them already dressed for a dip,
some already in the pool. They were all tanned,
slim and beautiful, and Sal was uncomfortably
conscious of her dimpled thighs and slightly wobbly belly. She’d been very fit in her younger days,
when she’d worked for the Met, but she’d let herself go as she got older. She glanced at her hus‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022
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band, who seemed completely unashamed of his
increasing girth and bald head, and felt a wave of
familiar affection rising through her.
‘Ah, there you are!’ Tricia was striding towards them across the lawn, a huge false smile
plastered across her face. ‘Enjoying yourselves?’
‘It’s all lovely,’ said Sal, politely.
‘Oh, look at Phoebe!’ said Tricia, pointing
towards the poolside where her white Persian cat
was allowing herself to be petted by two tall, slender women in bikinis and billowing gauzy wraps.
‘She hates the water, but she does like attention!’
‘That’s cats for you,’ nodded Mitch, slightly
awkwardly.
‘So much nicer than dogs,’ agreed one of the
women petting the cat. ‘And very fashionable
now.’
‘Oh, I entirely agree!’ said Tricia, with a
flamboyant wave of her arm. ‘Dogs are so loud
and messy and, I don’t care what people say,
they’re all potential killers. Oh, sorry, I forgot
you’re dog-lovers.’ She didn’t look very contrite.
‘Each to their own,’ said Sal, through gritted
teeth.
‘The chickens are ready!’ announced Gabe,
suddenly, from the other side of the pool.
‘Oh, fabulous!’ gushed Tricia. ‘They’ve been
marinaded in a special sauce provided by Chef
Bernard at Delfino’s! You’ll love them! We
thought we’d serve them in flatbreads – the rustic
touch is so in at the moment.’
With that, she strode off towards the fire-pit,
gathering up guests on the way and leaving Sal and
Mitch to follow in her wake.
‘Won’t be a minute,’ said Mitch, walking off
in the opposite direction, towards the gate adjoining their own garden.
*
It was while they were queuing for the chicken and
flatbread that they heard the familiar giddy barking
of three young cockerpoos. They spun round, with
everyone else, to see three streaks of floppy hair,
one the colour of honey, one ginger and one – the
biggest – chocolate-brown, bounding across the
grass towards the pool.
‘Oh, my god!’ said Sal.
Tricia screamed.
The scent of roast chicken driving him
wild, Richard headed straight for the fire-pit, arriving with an excited, hopeful bounce and immediately snatching one of the cooked chickens off the
table where it was waiting to be carved. The bird
was very hot, and Richard dropped it on the grass
immediately. Guests leapt backwards away from
him and his prize. His tail wagging like a flag, he
pounced on the juicy carcass, gingerly attempting
to rip the flesh from the bones without burning
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himself, while all around him people shouted and
squealed in horror.
Buddy, the ginger one, had spotted Phoebe
and he ran up behind her and gave her a playful
push. Startled, the plump white cat slid into the
pool, shooting out almost instantaneously like an
Exocet missile, and haring across the lawn towards
the house. Buddy followed, pursued some way
back by a distraught Tricia, yelling to the catering
staff to stop them both.
Lenny, the smallest cockerpoo, leapt
straight into the pool himself, with a splash completely out of proportion to his size. He immediately began paddling towards the group of bathers
who seemed initially bemused by the whole thing.
However, suddenly Sal’s hands went up to her
mouth in horror as she spotted a small brown object floating in the water behind Lenny’s frantically paddling legs.
‘Oh God! He hasn’t, has he?’
The bathers in the pool seemed to conclude
that indeed he had. With a series of screeches, they
began hastily clambering out of the water.
‘They’ve ruined everything!’ sobbed Tricia, running back out onto the lawn, carrying a
very wet and bedraggled cat. The party was now a
scene of utter chaos. Gabe was trying to wrest the
chicken from Richard, who growled menacingly
and clung on with his teeth. Lenny was still splashing happily around the pool, and Buddy had
emerged from the house, triumphant, a clump of
white fur sticking out of one side of his mouth.
‘How did they get in?’ Sal whispered to her
husband.
‘Someone must have left the gate open,’
said Mitch, nodding towards the usually-locked
wrought-iron gate.
‘You didn’t?’
‘Well, someone must have.’
‘But why were they out in our garden to
start with?’
‘Well, I did tell Simone they could have a
run in the garden this evening.’
Sal looked at her husband’s innocent face,
and the wave of affection rose once again.
‘Well, crime or misdemeanour?’ he asked,
grinning.
‘I’d call it a perfect anniversary gift,’ she
said, and kissed him on the lips.
The End
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A Summer Misdemeanour
by Sue Davnall

The once-lurid Polaroid colours had faded, the
facial features were blurred. Rob could just make
out a background of palm trees and yachts - the
south of France maybe. The scene reminded him
of a visit to Nice some years ago with Angie, before the kids came along and their holiday ambitions were reduced to self-catering in Cornwall.
The young woman – just a girl really –
looked awkward. Her knee stuck out at an angle
which pulled her into a slouch. Her biscuit-pale
complexion faded into her dull brown hair. Her
bikini top was an insipid baby blue, her denim
shorts neat and unsexy. English girl on holiday
abroad for the first time, Rob surmised. Her
companion, by contrast, had the relaxed confidence of the young Mediterranean male – mahogany torso and limbs, artfully tousled hair,
one arm thrown casually around the girl’s shoulders, teeth gleaming at the camera. It was difficult to tell whether the girl was smiling or not;
she stood sideways on to the camera as if trying
to disappear.
Rob stared at the picture. Did he know
this girl? This boy? He didn’t recognise either,
but people change a lot over the years and if he
had to hazard a guess, he’d say the photo was
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mid-1960s or thereabouts. The couple would be
getting on a bit by now. Assuming they were still
around.
‘Are you going to be much longer up
there?’
Debs, always the more dynamic of the
two, had no doubt finished downstairs already.
‘Sorry, won’t be a mo.’
Rob tucked the photo into his shirt pocket
and headed down to the kitchen where Debs
was throwing a pile of margarine pots into a recycling bag.
‘Kettle on?’
‘Just boiled. Coffee please, brother dear.’
‘Coming up.’
‘Lord, how she liked to hoard! Anything
worth keeping in the spare room?’
‘Not really. Old parish magazines, some
of Grandpa Frank’s daubs, Grandma Ruth’s
sewing box. All for the bonfire, I’d say – none of
it’s reusable. Oh, I did find this…’
Rob pulled out the Polaroid and handed
it to his sister. She reached for her glasses.
‘Where was it?’
‘In the little cabinet in the corner. There
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was a pile of stuff in there.’
‘Hm, Grandma Ruth, do you think?
She’s about the right age.’
Rob spluttered.
‘Are you kidding? Grandma? In a bikini?
In a sexy clinch with Lover Boy?!’
‘OK, I just thought, there’s a bit of a likeness around the eyes.’
‘I don’t see how you can tell, the pictures
so faded.’
‘I’ll ask her when we pop in this afternoon.’
Rob rested a cautionary hand on his sister’s shoulder.
‘Careful, Debs, you don’t want to upset
her. What if it’s an old friend who died young?
And Grandma’s kept this as a memento?’
‘That’s a bit melodramatic, Rob, even for
you. Anyway, it might not be hers, it could have
been Grandpa’s.’
‘A lost love, you mean? That’s worse!
Why would you want to remind Grandma of
that?’
‘I’m sure Mum said something once
about a broken engagement. Before Grandpa
took up the post here. He was a bit older than
Grandma, could have had quite a history for all
we know.’
‘I really don’t think you should stir things
up with Grandma. She’s well settled in now, on
an even keel; why drag her back to the past if it
might be painful for her?’
‘Alright! Point taken. I’ll see if she remembers the photo being there before I show it
to her. But you’ve got to admit it’s exciting –
maybe this family has a dark and mysterious
past!’
‘Now who’s being melodramatic?’
Rob felt a vibration against his thigh.
He’d forgotten to unmute his phone again.
‘Hey Debs, text message from the diocesan
office: do we have a clear-out date yet? They
want to redecorate before the new chap arrives.’
‘Next Monday? I’ll get the clearance people in to finish up at the end of the week.’
‘OK. I’ll let them know.’
Rob loved the care home. He’d been worried
when he first realised that Grandma Ruth would
need to move out of the vicarage after Grandpa
died. She was too frail to look after herself and
neither he nor his sister had room. Mum and
Dad weren’t an option: shipping her out to Canada would probably finish her off and anyway
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he and Debs would miss her too much. A trawl
around local residential homes left them goggleeyed at the astronomical cost - way beyond their
limited budget.
Then the diocese came to the rescue; at
the tail end of the 1800s a benevolent - or guiltridden - gentleman had bequeathed to the
church his country mansion to be a home for
‘distressed’ retired clergy and their dependents.
Grandma Ruth qualified on two counts: vicar’s
daughter, she’d married the curate and spent the
rest of her life in the house where she was born.
Debs grabbed his elbow, almost causing him to
swerve as they made their way up the long
drive.
‘Look at that rhododendron, Rob! Glorious!’
With the house came acres of rolling parkland, lovingly maintained by local volunteers
and the more active residents. Grandma’s favourite place to sit was at the tall lounge window with the best view of the gardens. Rob had
thought that she might resent the move but she’d
accepted the upheaval with her usual good
grace. She was soon well-loved by all the staff
and fellow residents.

‘Hello! How lovely to see you both again.
Your grandmother is her usual place.’
Eunice grinned at them and gestured in
the direction of the lounge, her hands full of tea
tray.
‘Can I help you with that?’
‘No, you get along, I’m just popping in
here. Thanks anyway.’
Grandma was indeed in her favourite
chair, her reading glasses in her lap. A halfempty teacup and an open book lay on the small
table in front of her.
‘Rob, Debs! I’m so pleased you came.
There’s the sweetest little bird on the bush out
there – can you see him? I’ve forgotten his
name. Isn’t he pretty?’
Rob kissed her cheek.
‘It’s a robin, Grandma. Like on the
Christmas cards.’
‘Of course it is! I did know, I just … it
slipped my mind for a minute.’
Debs and Rob exchanged glances. These
blanks were becoming more frequent. Thank
goodness Grandma didn’t seem distressed by
them.
‘Grandma, can we ask you something?
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You remember in the spare room, that little cabinet with the Chinese vase on top?’
‘Oh yes! We bought that vase at an antiques fair in Stow. Piece of rubbish, really, but
your grandfather liked the pattern.’
‘Do you remember there being a photo in
there? An old Polaroid?’
‘There wouldn’t be any pictures there,
dear. They’re all in the albums in the living
room.’
‘Are you sure, Grandma? A picture of a
young couple? Somewhere foreign?’
She looked at them gravely, her blue eyes
fogging over as she considered. Then she was
back with them, the happiest of smiles lighting
up her face.
‘Antibes!’
Debs leaned closer.
‘You remember, Grandma? You remember the photo?’
Debs nodded at Rob to bring out the picture and show it to the old woman. Grandma
Ruth took it between arthritic fingers and
stroked the face of the young man in the picture.
‘Rafael.’
‘Is that you, Grandma? With Rafael? I
thought you’d never been abroad in your life!
You always said you didn’t like travelling.’
When Grandma looked up, she had tears
in her eyes, happy tears. The joy of recovering a
lost moment of her life. They both sat quietly,
afraid that a sudden move might burst the bubble of her recollection.
‘When I left school at 18, I wasn’t sure
what I wanted to do; my dad thought it would
do me good to get away for a bit so he found
work for me as a nanny. An old college friend of
his was going on a three-month sabbatical to the
south of France and taking his family with him.’
‘Crikey, Gran! You must have been excited!’
‘Hardly! I was terrified. I didn’t like children, I couldn’t speak French and I used to feel
seasick on the local boating lake, let alone crossing the Channel.’
Grandma fell silent, sinking into the
chair for a moment so that it appeared that she’d
dozed off. Then she sat up straight again.
‘The first two weeks were dreadful. But
then I met Rafael.’
‘How? Where? Who was he?’
The questions came tumbling out but
Grandma wasn’t listening. She was back in Antibes almost sixty years ago.
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‘I was supposed to have the afternoons
free but the children were a handful and the
mother prone to migraines so I had to be available the whole time. The father – Reverend
Haines his name was – spent the days with clerical colleagues; they were writing some academic
paper or other. Seemed a bit of a waste of time
coming to the south of France just to do that, I
thought, but there we go.’
Grandma fell silent for a moment, looking through the window - not seeing the gardens, Rob guessed, but rather that summer so
many years ago.
‘Grandma? You were saying… you were
going to tell us about how you met Rafael.’
‘Oh yes. There was an afternoon when
the Reverend was at home. I don’t know why, I
can’t remember, but he suggested that I go have
a look around the street market, maybe find
some souvenirs for my parents. I bought the
sweetest little glazed bowl for Mum; I can see it
now, little sprigs of yellow flowers on the inside
and a dark blue rim. She used to keep her hair
clips in it…’
‘That sounds lovely. But Rafael?’
‘He was working on the stall where I
bought the bowl. I was having a bit of trouble
with the French money and he came round to
help me count it out. Then he offered to take me
for a lemonade. He spoke little English, and I no
French at all, so we mainly smiled at each other.’ Grandma Ruth giggled softly at the
memory. ‘Then he walked me back to the pension where we were staying, and just before we
got there, he took my hand in his. We agreed to
meet the next day if I could get away.’
‘How did you manage that, Grandma?
Must have been tricky.’
‘I told Mrs Haines that one of the ladies
at the market had offered me language lessons.
She thought it was a good idea.’
‘So how often did you meet? What did
you do?’
‘The next day he took me swimming, to
a lovely little beach that only the locals used. I
met his friends, we drank Coke, ate frites and
just generally spent time together. Neither my
French nor his English got much better – we
didn’t spend a lot of time talking!’
She grinned.
‘We spent maybe two months together.
Then it was time to come home.’
‘Was this before or after you met Grandpa?’
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‘Oh, after. Grandpa had come to work at
the vicarage when I was sixteen. But there’d
never been anything between us then.’
‘It must have been so difficult to say
goodbye to Rafael.’
‘Not really. He wasn’t the love of my life;
your grandfather was. As I realised soon after I
got back. But Rafael had taught me how to embrace life and Frank was very accepting, very
forgiving.’
‘So did Grandpa… I mean… when was
Mum…’
Rob knew that Debs was working out

dates in her mind; he was doing the same.
Grandma just smiled at them and raised an arthritic finger to her lips.
They dropped the subject. An hour later,
after a cup of tea and some general chit-chat,
Rob saw that the old woman was becoming
tired so he nodded to Debs and they said their
goodbyes. As they left the room Rob looked
back to see Grandma Ruth still gazing tenderly
at the photo in her hand.
***

Fun with Frank
by Penny Benedetti
Frank only ever cooked at our annual barbecue.
His stomach wobbled with laughter under a novelty
apron of a woman’s torso in sexy lingerie. ‘She asked
me to take her somewhere different... I took her to
the kitchen.’
He downed another can and stabbed the meat
so the flames leapt.
Frank wasn’t funny whatsoever, after the
guests left.
This year, I cooked.
A roast, slowly rotating.

The thick fat generating incandescent purple
flames.
Whilst the guests devoured the meat to the
bone.
‘Frank left without a forwarding address’, I
confided, glancing at the freezer and wiping grease
from my lips.
***

Image: Guzalo Guzman
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In The Shadow Of Vesuvius
by Amanda Dolan-Harrison
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Things Don’t Matter
by D.H.L. Hewa

Image:Ketut Subiyanto

I'm finally free.

Sitting at the table, I draw my wooden
chair forwards. Open the book at the last entry.

Free of revision.

Catch my breath.

Free of exams.
My last O' Level done and dusted yesterday. All that's left for me to do is, enjoy the long,
long Summer. Please just myself. My sister, having finished her final A' Level, is out on a shopping spree with friends, my brother, attending
lower school, my parents, at work.
The house is silent.
I am alone.
Switching on the portable radio, turning
the volume to maximum, I stretch my arms to
their fullest extent. Bopping in and out of the
streaks of sunlight in the bedroom, I bounce
across to the built-in wardrobe. Sliding the door,
I scrabble under a pile of neatly folded jumpers.
Find my diary. Hugging the A4 journal to my
chest, I dance towards the bureau which overlooks the garden. A family of sparrows flutter
their wings, chirruping, gathering around the full
bird feeder for their mid-morning snack..
Lovely.
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Stare.
Stare.
Stare at the large red capitals scrawled
across two pages, obscuring the flowing, flowery
writing underneath.
The words, 'WHAT A LOAD OF RUBBISH' blur, and fade.
Blur, and fade.
Blur, and fade.
My brother.
Been in my room.
When?
Stomach churning, head spinning, I slam
the personal account of my life, shut. I've only
ever written my entries at night, sat up in bed.
He isn't even in the room then, having been
packed off to his own bed. It's my sister who
shares this space with me.
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hours and hours under a glaring light to stop my
teeth sticking out, wiped out, in an instant.

My sister.
How could she?
The first born. The one who should be setting a good example. Ganging up with my
brother, the youngest.
Against me.
The one in the middle.
Is it the same in other families? Does the
middle child have to fight their corner?
Always?

****
Taking a long, deep breath, I stand up, steadying
myself against the desk. Leaving my diary on
the table, I turn off the racket on the radio and
trudge downstairs.
Once in the lounge, I slump on the sofa.
Switching on the TV, I page through the channels.

Is it because the middle child doesn't have
adults pressuring them to do well, unlike the
youngest and the oldest?

Searching.

Searching.
Searching.

I've no idea.
All I know is, that's how it feels like, to
me.
My sister tells me I'm not part of the family, that I'm different, adopted. I'm not sure that's
even true, but I don't want to ask my parents. It
might hurt them. They always treat me the same
as my brother and sister. If only I could find my
birth certificate. That'll tell me.
Before that though, I'll have to find a different way to record my experiences. Perhaps in
a notebook with a lock, or store it in a lockable
box, with a safe hiding place for the key.
Brain whirring, blood bubbling, I stay
glued to my seat. Two squawking sparrows,
feathers flapping, attack each other on the lawn
outside. The sun on the glass pane in the window reflects my face back at me. Grimacing, I
run my tongue on the underside of my front
right tooth, feeling its rough texture. The
memory fresh, even after a year.

Crossing my legs, the blemish on my left
knee catches my eye. A reminder of a friendly
neighbourhood cricket match played on the
dusty road that runs alongside our houses. My
brother and I, chosen to play on opposite sides
by the captains. Each team member bowling,
batting and fielding, due to a lack of numbers.
Underarm, overarm, throw, any form of bowling allowed.
Nominated to bowl first, I face the opening
batsman.
My brother.
Heart racing, I run up, hand clenching the
ball.
Make the delivery, the only way I know
how.
Underarm.
Fast.
The daisy cutter races along the dusty
road, onwards.

****

Onwards.

Refusing my brother's insistent call to play outside in the heat, I cling to the nearest door frame
as he tugs, tugs, tugs at my arm with all his
strength. Losing my hold, I tip forward.

Straight.

'Nooooo,' I scream, as the ground comes
to meet me.
From my horizontal prone position, I see a
small pile of white powder next to my face, My
tooth. One half remains attached to my gum.
The other lies on the floor, smashed to smithereens. Months and months of visits to the dentist,
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So straight.
Passes between the bat and my brother's
legs.
Breaks the wicket.
Out.
For a diamond duck.
A massive cheer rises, followed by laughter, high fives, and slaps on my back, from the
fielding side. Looking past the people around
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me, I see my brother, glowering, whacking his
bat on the ground.
I feel the vibration.
Watch him starting to stride. Towards me.
Dark clouds gather for a storm.
Before I'm ready, he grabs my arm, dragging me along the makeshift pitch, ignoring my
cries to stop, let go, even when I fall. Hauling
me along the ground. Bare legs scraping the
gravel, my knee catches a sharp-edged stone.
Blood flows down my leg.
Everyone is now silent.

Watching him, and me.
Luckily my visiting grandmother sees
what's happening. Runs out. Makes him stop.
Takes me indoors, dresses my wound, lets my
parents know, when they return from work.
My parents mete out punishment to my
brother, but I'm left with a broken tooth, and a
knee scar, battle wounds from sibling wars.

Getting off the sofa, I wander into the
kitchen. Look through the cupboards. The red
and white kitchen clock tells me it's three
o'clock. Not had anything since breakfast. Don't
want anything. Pouring myself an orange juice,
I trundle back to the front room and sit back
down. Find a programme on volcanos. Mesmerised by the orangey-red liquid spitting out of a
mountain, and the fiery grey streams of lava
winding down the hillside, I miss the sound of
the front door opening.
Dressed in his cricket whites, holding his
bat, my thirteen-year-old brother struts in. Depositing his bat against the side of the fireplace,
he takes out a packet of spearmint gum, unwraps it, scrunches and crackles the paper in his
hand. Folding a slice of gum into his open
mouth, he chomps, making a loud smacking
noise. I keep my eyes focused on the documentary. He walks in front of the set, weaving
around, as I move my head, to continue watching. Swaggering to me, he lifts his bottom, lets
out a rasping fart and steps away.
Jumping up, I grab the brass poker from
the hearth, and lunge at him, hearing my voice,
high pitched, a banshee bent on revenge. Smirking, he stays undisturbed, a stone statue. I start
to swing at him, but something makes me stop.

****
On top of all that, now this.
This.
Him going into my room.
Finding my diary.

Stop.

Reading it.

Think.

Defacing it.

Think.

Putting it back carefully, so I wouldn't
know.
Leaving it for me to find at a later date.

How will my parents feel?
Letting the poker fall to the floor, I look
this way, then that.

To know that he has read it.
Not even my private thoughts are private
anymore.
Nothing's safe.

I'll show him.

I'll show him.
Snatching his precious bat, I head for the
kitchen. I'll break it. Right here, right now, in
front of him. Stop him playing, at least for a bit.
Need something to bash it against. The garden
wall? That'll wipe the stupid smile from his face.
What if the neighbours see me? They might if I
go outside. Mother and father will never live it
down. Better if I hit it against the lounge wall.

Any more.
What can I do?
I can't show it to my parents.
He knows I won't want to.
It's up to me to sort out.
Alone.
The television screen mists. Blinking hard,
I sigh, shake myself.
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Having reached the kitchen door, I lift the
bat as high as I can, bring it down with a wallop.
Miss the wall.
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Hit the kitchen door. The frosted glass on
the upper part crumbles, tinkling to the floor.
I look at the bat.

Prising the cricket bat from my clasp, father places it on the floor, holds me as I sob, sob,
sob.
'Stay where you are young man, I want a
word with you.'

It's unmarked.
Oh God.
My brother's voice echoes in the distance.
'You've gone and done it now.'
Clutching the bat, I slump against the wall,
crumpling onto the nearest chair. A spider scuttles carefree, over mocking bits of broken glass.
Should I sweep up, or wait until my parents
come home? It's all they need. Having to work
even longer hours, to pay for a new kitchen
door.

Father's roar makes me jump. Look up.
My brother, eyes large, is rooted to the oak
wood floor, the smile wiping off his face as if, by
a magician’s wand.
***

What an idiot. Thinking I could best my
brother.
There he is. Calm as anything, sitting on
the sofa, across from me, contemplating the TV,
a sheepish grin on his face. Making a fist of his
right hand, he knocks it against the palm of his
left.
Again.
And again.

And again.
So, we wait.
Together.
Yet apart.
My ears ache with listening. Finally, father's car pulls up. I hear the engine switching
off, the key fumbling in the front door, footsteps
coming down the hall. Entering the drawingroom, father stops, scowls, his eyes flicking
around, taking in the space.
'She did it dad,' my brother says.
I lift my head, wet my lips with my tongue,
taste salt.
'I'm so, so so...r...r...y,' I say.
Striding across the room, father kneels next
to me, taking my free hand in his.
'It's OK, just don't let it happen again,' he
says.
'I promise to pay you back,' I croak.
'It's alright darling. Things don't matter.
They can be fixed. As long as no one's hurt,' father says.
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Branding Patrick
by Jonty Pennington-Twist

Image: Jane Langan

The ‘Big shop’,
Circa 1994.
My brother and I,

Loath, to a trudging of the aisles,

“It can’t be that hot”,
I said.
“Hold out your arm”,

I said.

‘Guarded’ the car.
After all available knobs and dials
Had been duly interfered with,
Only the cigarette lighter
Remained.

He still bears the scar
And, it seems,
A not insignificant level
Of dissatisfaction,
Regarding the whole affair.
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Vassiliki
by Mark Harrison
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On holiday in Greece
Having sex on the beach.
One night on the sand
Got Jack more than he planned.

Arriving Back home
He soon changed his tone.
His misdemeanours that night
Gave his missus a fright.
And a trip to the clinic,
every fortnight!
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Another Lunchtime In The Art Room
by Ken Smith

Image: Pexabay

Outside, the heat is fierce.
The sun rages white, in a whiter sky. Beneath it,
grass dries to an apocalyptic brown. The world
is being punished.
Inside, behind the locked door, the heat is fierce
too.
She sits astride him, enjoying the fullness, working against it; until the spark comes and her
body combusts, radiating yet more heat into the
air around her, flowing onto the body below.
Then, a little later, she lays side by side with
him, their breathing slowing. She becomes conscious of the sweat of their exertions, the salt
surface that covers them; and of the temperature
of the air that surrounds them, which tightens its
grip again. It’s too hot to touch each other now,
not without a more immediate purpose. Not
yet.
“It’s so hot.”

“Too hot.”
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They’re lying on a combination of futon mattress and fleece blankets, thrown across the art
room floor.
“Do you think she knows?”
“The Head? I don’t think so.”
“She’s not immune from the occasional temptation herself,” he says; “bit of a reputation on the
conference circuit”.
A line of windows runs along the top of the
room. One of them has been opened, in the vain
hope that clearer, cooler air will find its way in.
Through it, instead, come the sounds of teenagers squabbling, competing, testing each other,
moving noisily through the tropical lunchtime,
seemingly immune to its assault. Their clamour
slices the air before it congeals again.
“And why not,” she says.
“Rekindling old flames, maybe; a little unfinished business like us … or just another dalliance.”
‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022

Short Story - Fiction “Another Lunchtime In The Art Room” by Ken Smith

“Head’s privilege.”

“That’s a little rich.”

The scream of an outraged adolescent ricochets
in and out of the room.

“Well, it’s all about choice, isn’t it?” She finds
herself wondering about her own. In this moment the heat has split her into two lives, into
two present possibilities.

“Who are we to judge.”
“As long as we’re not judged.”
Her thoughts skim quickly over possible dramas
in others’ lives and then return to the room. She
notices the wall clock opposite them ticking
loudly, each second’s strike sticking and pulling
itself forward again, creeping over the dial.
“I guess time will only tell about that – and how
clever we are.”

“And your wife – does she suspect?”
“No – but then she’s busy elsewhere.”
There are pictures on the art room walls: brazen
sunrises, melting volcanoes, fantasy worlds
where sea and sky blur into a single mass of
steam; images scorching themselves onto paper,
canvas, card, pushing more hot air into the
room.

He says, “I’ve never been propositioned in a
staff room before.”
“I thought it was a neat variation.”
“Do you want to see my figurines, you said?”
“Well, you did, didn’t you?”
Another silence. The heat is debilitating and
provocative. In the simmering quietness, she
suddenly becomes conscious of their nakedness
on the improvised bedding. It stirs the compulsion again. There’s something that needs to be
done. There’s an emptiness to be filled, it
seems; for her and perhaps, she wonders, for
him, though she is doubtful.
From behind closed eyes, trying to hold back the
humidity, she asks, “What’s the time now?”

“Is that the current theme?”

“Just gone one.”

“Yes, light and fire,” she says, “I so wish it had
been waterfalls.”

“Twenty minutes then, before we resume our
teacherly selves.”

More silence now. The clock wades through it,
forcing itself forward another minute. There are
faint, cooked odours of oil paints, gauche,
graphite and glue.

“Time enough.”

“God, it’s hot.”
The light flickers. Something has moved across
the sun. She feels its touch, a feverish sting of
doubt: the breaking of a spell.
She lays wondering whether, in this envelope of
terrifying air, something new is being forged; or
an older, nostalgic desire running out, near exhaustion.
She’d felt a compulsion move
through her on seeing him again, unexpectedly,
in what had become a dangerously small world.
It brought them rushing together here, this pressing, unforeseen appetite. She thought they had
ended, after the collision that had closed their
student days; after their own “dalliance”.

It’s helpless and hopeless and necessary.
“Are you sufficiently restored?”
She looks down and sees the answer to her question. He pushes carefully at her thigh. Understanding the signal, she turns over. He moves
behind her. They start again.
The ticking of the clock fades, replaced by a
rhythm of their own. The student pictures melt
into the wall, lost to view. Outside, the heat is
still fierce. They’re generating their own again
now, oblivious to anything outside the room
and their unlikely reunion; indifferent to how
the world is being punished.

***

The word sits stone-like in her mind.
Trying to shift it, to soften its weight, she asks,
“What are you on this afternoon?”
“Citizenship and gender relations.”
“Don’t forget to tell the boys about consent.”
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Finger Lickin’
by Jane Langan

Makarelle

Page 44

‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022

The Private Eye
by Ron Hardwick
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‘Mr Hawksworth?’
‘That's what it says on the door.'
‘The private detective?’
‘I was when I last checked.’
‘Can I come in?’
‘Help yourself.’
The lady swept in like a battleship and
plonked herself down in the deal chair I keep for
my clients. She dusted it with a handkerchief
first. I admit this isn’t the Ritz, it’s a poky little
office above a betting shop in Sydenham, but the
furniture is clean-ish.
‘Well, you’re in now. What can I do for
you, Mrs…?’
‘How do you know I’m married?’
‘If you wanted to keep it a secret, you
should have left your wedding ring off before
you came here.’
‘Oh, I see. My name is Mrs Peggy Wilberforce.’
I looked at my client. She was a large,
imposing woman, with grey hair cut short, a
beak for a nose, a pair of eyes like gimlets and all
the dress sense of a tent manufacturer.
‘What can I do for you, Mrs Wilberforce?’
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‘It’s my husband.’
‘Playing away from home, is he? A little
peccadillo with the office typist?’
‘How dare you! My husband is a paragon of virtue.’
‘So was Lloyd George, but he still found
time for a mistress.’
‘Mr Hawksworth, my husband does not
have a mistress. However, he has been absent
from home a lot recently and I’m worried about
him.’
‘He in business?’ I asked
‘He works in insurance in the city. Boniface Mutual of Candlemaker’s Row. Perhaps
you know of them?’
‘Yes. I insure my dog with them.’
‘There’s no need to be facetious.’
‘Sorry, Mrs Wilberforce, it goes with the
job.’
I asked her where they lived and she gave
an address in a posh part of Bromley-by-Bow. I
didn't know there were any.
‘You want him followed?’
‘Yes.’
‘Bear in mind, Mrs Wilberforce, that it’s
a misdemeanour to put someone you’re follow‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022
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ing in fear.’
‘I’m sure you know your business, Mr
Hawksworth, but I can assure you, my husband
doesn't frighten easily. After all, he does sell insurance.'
‘We need to discuss my fee.’
‘Must we? It’s so grubby, discussing
money.’
‘Mrs Wilberforce, it’s grubbier still if you
have an empty wallet and you're living on used
tea bags.’
‘Very well. What are your fees?’
‘Forty pounds an hour, plus expenses.’
‘You’ll give me a fully itemised bill?’
‘Lady, I’ll even put a full stop after every
entry.’
‘When can you start?’
‘Well, I’m engaged on a case just now,
but I’ll ask the Prime Minister to wait. Will tomorrow do?’
‘Mr Hawksworth, you really are one of
the rudest people I’ve met.’
‘That’s what I remind myself of every
day when I look in the bathroom mirror.’
I asked her if she had a photograph of her
husband. She opened a bag that would have
swallowed a stone of potatoes and took out a six
-by-four image. It showed a thin, hatchet-faced
man with slicked-back hair and a pencil moustache, the type of bloke who would go round
during the war with a load of watches strapped
inside his coat. I was amazed that such a shiftylooking cove would hitch up with a woman like
her.
‘Handsome, isn’t he?’ said Mrs Wilberforce.
I turned the photograph over.
‘From the back,’ I said.
‘You're an insufferable man.’
'Thanks, I'll add that to my curriculum
vitae.'
Mrs Wilberforce harrumphed like a seal
with emphysema and bustled out of the office.
The next day dawned dull and cold. It
being August, that wasn’t so unusual. The
cleaner, Mrs Fagg, came in and waved a duster
at my various fixtures and fittings - to whit, a
bookshelf, a desk, a safe containing my sandwiches, two chairs, a telephone, and a hallstand
with a moth-eaten umbrella in it.
‘You got a case, Mr Hawksworth?’ she
asked. She asks the same question every morning.
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‘Yes, Mrs Fagg. I’m moving up in the
world. I’m to follow an insurance agent tonight
around the fleshpots of London, including Kennington Oval and the British Library.’
‘That’s nice,’ she said. She always says
that, even though I often don't have a case at all.
At five ‘o' clock, I walked from my office
to Candlemaker’s Row. I needed the exercise.
Besides, I didn't have the tube fare. I should
have asked Mrs Wilberforce to give me an advance. I stood opposite the entrance to Boniface
Mutual, trying to make myself as inconspicuous
as possible. That was difficult, in that I'm sixfeet five inches tall, thin as a pipe-cleaner, and I
was wearing undertakers' clothes for a disguise.
I didn’t have to wait long. Mr Wilberforce, clad in a long raincoat and a black fedora
hat left the building at six ‘o’ clock prompt and
took off on foot towards the city centre. I followed at a discreet distance. Wilberforce
stopped at an Italian restaurant and was shown
to a table he’d probably booked earlier. He
picked up a menu as big as an Ordnance Survey
map and ordered something from a waiter who
genuflected so much you would have thought
that his customer was the Sultan of Oman.
I took up a position behind a street lamp
and prepared for a long wait. The waiter
brought Wilberforce pizza and chips, a prosaic
meal for an insurance agent, and he ate his food
with gusto. He arose, paid his bill, and left the
restaurant. I plodded along behind him, trying
my best not to look like the chief mourner at a
funeral.
After a twenty-minute walk, we reached
Soho. Wilberforce quickened his pace and almost galloped along the Chinese quarter towards Covent Garden and I had trouble keeping
up with him. He turned into Kingly Street and
stopped outside a nondescript three-storey Victorian building, sandwiched between a pavement cafe and a bespoke tailor's. He looked
carefully right and left before he went in. I waited five minutes before I entered. There was a
sort of reception area behind which a peroxideblonde woman sat. I went up to her.
''Tell me, lady, what is this place?'
She looked up at me with total disdain.
'Can't you read?'
'Damn, I knew there was something I
should have learned to do before I came here.'
'A joker, ay? Well, we have ways of dealing with jokers. Petey! Joker alert.'
A huge johnny with fists the size of hams
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and with the frontal development of a three-toed
sloth burst in from behind a pair of double doors
and confronted me.
'What you want, Joe?' he asked.
'I came here for a loan. A hundred
smackers ought to do it.'
'Wiseacre, uh?'
'At least I've something to be wise about,
you brainless boob.'
I always feel attack is the best form of
defence. Petey lunged at me with those huge
fists. I sidestepped him and brought my hand
down in a chopping motion on the back of his
neck. Well, I've seen all the Jackie Chan movies. Petey went down like one of Fred Dibnah's
chimneys. Peroxide Lady, looking scared all of
a sudden, left her desk and fled out into the
street. Maybe she'd gone to fetch a policeman.
I didn't wait to find out.
I barged through the double doors into a
passage, which was so softly lit I wished I'd
brought a box of Swan Vestas. There were
rooms off each side of it. I opened the first one
on the left, very carefully. No-one there. I crept
up to the next, and there I found my client’s husband. He was reclining on a plush chaiselongue, clad in a rich navy-blue dressing-gown.
His clothes were neatly stacked nearby. On one
wall was a two-way mirror. I looked through it.
All I could see was a king-sized bed, some arc
lamps, a camera, and a chap with his cap on
back to front.
Wilberforce spoke, a high, crackling,
neighing voice that had the same effect on me as
someone drawing a nail down a blackboard.
'Who the hell are you?'
'I'm a blackmailer, come for my just desserts. I take it you're not here to sell insurance?'
'You can go and boil your head.'
'No thanks, I'll shower later.'
There was movement next door. The
cap man gave orders to someone and the lights
were turned up. I could see that the walls were
covered in rich plush velvet and the bedcovers
were gold. A tall dark man, completely naked,
hove into view, followed by a woman in similar
pose. She looked the wrong side of forty, with
make-up trowelled on and hair like spun solder.
I didn't need to look anymore.
'A voyeur, ay?’ I said, ‘how much are
you paying to watch this little bit of rumpypumpy?'
'What are you talking about?' said Wilberforce.
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'I suppose you're going to tell me they’re
filming a documentary about skin diseases.'
'I'm not going to tell you anything. You
can sod off.'
I flashed my licence at him. It had expired two years before but I couldn't afford the
three hundred pounds to have it renewed. He
couldn't see it in the half-dark, in any case.
'Your wife hired me to track you down.
She thought you were engaging in secret sessions of illegal flat-green bowling.'
'My wife?' A look of dread washed over
Wilberforce's mean face.
'Your wife. Mrs Wilberforce, the human
Graf Spee.'
'Oh my good God. How much to shut
you up?'
'We'll see once you've told me the absolute truth. If I think you've lied, I'll spill the
beans to her quicker than you can click a camera
shutter.'
'I always wanted to be an actor,' said
Wilberforce. 'They said I hadn't the looks or the
voice.'
'They were dead right there.'
'Then I saw this advertisement in a Soho
newsagent’s shop asking for willing amateur
thespians to appear in avant-garde, art-house
films. I saw my chance and took it.'
'It’s no more avant-garde or art-house
than a tray of cookies. You're acting in a pornographic movie.'
‘Nonsense. It’s got Polish subtitles. I
have to wear a thing like a coal-scuttle on my
head and carry a cat-o-nine-tails. There’s not
much dialogue, though. That’s disappointing.’
‘Is there a woman in this film of yours?’
'Oh, yes, Mrs Maxwell. She lives in
Muswell Hill. She's getting changed across the
passage.'
The door opened and a woman in her
fifties poked her head around. She was wearing
an ostrich feather in her hair and a pink cotton
tube covered the lower half of her portly body.
'Are you ready, Wilbie? It's so cold out
here I got goosebumps. They want us for the
sideboard scene.'
'I've got to go,' said Wilbie. 'Please don't
tell my wife. There's a thousand in it for you if
you remain quiet.'
A thousand? I wouldn't normally earn
that in three weeks, then I remembered my principles.
'Bugger them,' I said to myself.
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‘You asked me to call into your office as
a matter of urgency,’ said Mrs Wilberforce.
‘I did.’
‘Well?’
‘I am, thank you.’
‘I didn’t mean “Are you well?” I meant
why did you ask me to come here?’
‘I have good news about your husband.
He’s squeaky clean.’
‘I told you he would be. What’s he been
up to.’
‘He’s been doing a spot of amateur dramatics. If you go to the Live Theatre in Barnes,
you’ll see him playing Luchetta in ‘The Two
Gentlemen of Verona.’
‘A leading part?’
‘You could say that. Half the time he’s
in drag.’
‘Drag?’
‘Dressed as a woman.’
Mrs Wilberforce made a noise like a
burst li-lo and fainted clean away.
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‘Come on missus, I was only joking.
He’s acting in a pornographic film in a private
club in Soho. Shakespeare’s the next step up for
him.’
Thankfully, being dead to the world, she
didn’t hear me.
I caressed the grand in notes in my pocket. I had been amply rewarded but still managed to maintain my principles. Such duplicity
is what makes being a Private Eye such a vital
social service.
***

‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’ Summer 2022

Strike While It’s Hot
by S.A. Henderson

Image: Jane Langan

Melting hot today but the world’s back in its place.
I wish I could have seen the look upon his face.
Sewing up his trouser legs, sending photo’s to his mum.
Of our “holiday” together while I sat out in the sun.
“Where’s my socks?” I imagine, searching everywhere.
Well I don’t know, who cut holes in pair.
He may have found his car keys in the loo. I’m such a teaser.
He may have even found the cat food oven ready in the freezer.
The odour from the heat though must be driving him insane.
He won’t ever find the fish oil smeared on every window pane.
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Burnt Offerings
by Suzanne L. Burn
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High summer, yet
my breath catches
in the eastern air,
and icy waves break
against the shore.

down in the dunes with
warning signs against fires,
where blanched grasses
stand like sentinels
against the wind.

Where I cradle
your carcass, still
feathered and warm.
Cause of death
cement dust in your gut

Where the sky hangs
close enough to touch,
and then trace,
tendrils of your trust
like smoke which floats

from mass construction
along the coast, your
habitats lost forever.
And I kneel to touch
a match to your pyre,

across the blue.
I’ve broken the law
but my tears fall for
the loss of you,
as icy waves break
against the shore.

INSPIRATION FOR BURNT OFFERINGS

Burnt Offerings was written in situ on Walberswick beach on the Suffolk coast, not far from Sizewell B Nuclear
Power Station. And it’s the construction of a new Power Station (Sizewell C) on that site, with all the threat to
wildlife that entails, which has been my inspiration for this piece.

Makarelle
Makarelle

Page
Page
5067

‘Sizzling Misdemeanours’
‘Love is Love’
Summer
1/2022
2022

The Damned With The Dead
by Lauren Carter

Image:Jane Langan

Okay, breathe.

it.

This isn’t the first time you’ve dealt with a
body, and it won’t be the last.

With what though, a knife? There’s not going to cut shit. You know this calls for an axe or a
chainsaw. Good thing there’s a butchers nearby
which may have that sort of thing.

Don’t start spiralling or you’ll be saying
hello to a panic attack and that won’t help the situation. Think about your wife waiting for you at
home and that smelly cat of hers, Snowball. She’s
a stroppy old thing, just like you. Which is probably why your wife loves it.

You look at it and can’t decide how best to
dispose of it. Usually, you would dump them in the
sea and let the fish deal with the flesh. Perks of living in a seaside town, there’s a giant dumping site.
But this thing is too big to carry, even after consistently hitting the gym this year.
Acid? No, where would you get it? Especially at this time of night.
Burn it? No, the fire could get out of control and draw attention to the body rather than the
usual discreet removal.

No, you know you’re going to have to chop
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You conceal the body as best as you can
before breaking into the butchers. Learning how to
pick a lock has definitely come in handy. What you
don’t account for is the blaring security alarm
which you smash with your elbow in a panic.
You’ve got no clue how these things work and
whether or not the police have already been called.
You rush to the back and find a saw among
the many tempting tools that are on offer. Chainsaw was probably a stretch and likely a good thing
it wasn’t available. Think of the mess you would
have made, bits of skin flying all over. You get out
as quick as you can and shut the door (yeah, like
that will disguise the break-in) and run back to the
body in the alley.
Dumpster diving certainly wasn’t on the
cards tonight, but you can’t leave a spot of blood,
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you need something to cover the ground. Newspaper and old clothes will have to do. At least you
were prepared with the bin bags to put the body in
or, to be more accurate this time, body parts in.
Cutting through human tissue and bone is
not like carving the turkey dinner at Christmas.
Though the turkey is cooked by that point
and this lump certainly isn’t. You consider going
back to the butchers to shove it in the oven but realise it is a stupid idea. You, of course, cannot carry it – we’ve already established this.
Blood squirts on your face; it may not be
pumping around their body anymore, but it’s
pumped on yours. Some gets on your lips, and you
resist the urge to lick it. Not to taste it but to get
the cold feeling off of you. You instead wipe it, but
it only smears further across your face.
It gets harder to saw the deeper you go, the
tool wobbling in your hand causing sweat to trickle
down. Shouldn’t have skipped arm day at the gym,
this person clearly didn’t with those biceps. Maybe
you should have started with a leg, they’re like
twigs compared to the rest of them.
It’s taking you far too long, you’ve only
managed to secure 2 limbs of his so far and not
even tackled the head yet. Just think of it as a beheading, using a guillotine would have been fun.
You freeze when you hear the siren.
They’ve responded to the butcher’s breakin. At this time in the morning? It’s not like you
stole meat, you borrowed a saw. Not that you left a
note to state that.
First, they’ll investigate the butchers, then
broaden that search to the surrounding area, you
know this like the back of your hand. Too many
dealings with the police is a blessing and an actual
curse. You don’t have much time, so you smash
his teeth in, take his wallet and cover him back up,
making sure he’s hidden behind the dumpster.
You hope and pray to whatever God is listening they don’t find him, and you can come back
later.
You think about your car, only streets away
but can’t risk it. Police likely won’t hear it, but
someone might and take your number plate down.
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Not worth the risk.
Saw in hand, you run. The kind of run that
kills your lungs and makes you breathe so hard it
hurts. Just get away, as far as you can before anyone sees you around the area. You dodge any light
and hug the shadows tightly all the way back
home.
You didn’t plan for a five-mile run today.
The lights are out at the front of your
house, but you know your wife is in the back,
awake, waiting for you to return. Still, you are quiet. You tell yourself it’s because of the neighbours
but really, it’s for her.
She’s sitting at the kitchen table, nursing
the same tea she had when you left.
‘Did you clean up the mess?’ She asks you,
not looking at you.
You nod. ‘I did.’ No need to tell her the
truth now, you’ll sort it out tonight.
‘She’s upstairs.’ She’s looking into her tea.
Must be something mighty interesting in it the way
she’s fixating on it.

You don’t want to make the trip, even delaying your steps thinking this will prolong the inevitable. She already knows you’re here; she heard
the door go and now can hear the stairs creak as
you climb.
You open the door to her room and she’s
sitting in the middle of the bed, tail swishing from
side to side as she looks at you. Her white fur
dowsed with blood down her front and around her
mouth. The white sheets have bloody claw marks
on them, and you notice fragments of flesh stuck
between her claws.
‘It’s done,’ you say, and you expect her to
curl up and sleep like she’s done every other time.
But she doesn’t, instead, Snowball continues to
stare at you. She knows.
You take a step back and the floorboard
underneath creaks under the weight.
And that is your biggest mistake.
***
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What happened to Snowy?
by Lucy Weaver
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Hot Flush
by Dini Armstrong

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” her husband groaned.
“What is it this time?”
Linda had pushed him off and jumped out of the
bed mid-act, without warning. Naked and
drenched in sweat, she rushed towards the window and opened it. She stood there for a while,
her burning skin exposed to the cool breeze of a
Scottish summer morning until she felt her temperature returning to normal.
“Just a hot flush,” she murmured in a
hushed tone, as if offering up a juicy piece of
gossip to a confidante. His sensuous lips contracted into a disgusted snarl.
“When are you going to go to the doctors
about them flashes,” he demanded, and his surly
tone reminded her of a 5-year-old, who was given a bag of carrot sticks at McDonald's. Flushes.
She wanted to correct him, but instead, she swallowed hard. He lay on his back now, his erection
still pointing skywards, as if wagging an accusatory finger. His abs were chiselled from daily
crunches and weekly sessions with his personal
trainer. He was adhering to a strict keto diet and
had sworn off all refined sugars years ago. She
tried to diffuse the tension.
“Hasn't your mother taught you that it's
rude to point?” Nick didn't laugh. Instead, he
looked at her, much like that child would look at
the carrot sticks and his erection faded.
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“Cover yourself up, woman.” The bedroom window faced directly onto the law, so,
apart from the occasional seagull, she did not
have to worry about exposing herself. The sudden realisation hit her like a slap in the face. He
meant cover yourself up in front of me, woman. She
placed her hand on the wobbly pouch that was
now her lower abdomen, flooded with the urge
to cover up - not her nakedness, but the stretch
marks, wrinkles and recently acquired fold of fat
that hung loosely over her pubic hair. She felt
her face flush again.
“Well,” he sighed, “I might as well get on
with it then.” He rolled over to the side and
swung his legs out of the bed. “That driveway
isn't going to pressure wash itself.” She knew he
would disappear into his study later and sort out
his frustration by shaking hands with the milkman,
as she'd heard it called in a TikTok. She tried
hard not to mind, but she knew his senses would
once again be conditioned to be aroused by the
sight of perfect bodies, and he would once again
be taught that women want to be choked, fucked
hard, called good girls, while punished for being
sluts, would watch the screen women come at
the slightest touch, cum-glistening lips parted,
thankful for the attention. She reminded herself
that his behaviour was as much hormone driven
as her own, and that he had just as little control
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over it as she did.

“I thought HRT was associated with a
risk of breast cancer?” she asked her GP, who
was tapping away on his keyboard like a woodpecker.
“Not really,” he replied in the monotone
voice of someone who recited a well-rehearsed
line. “These modern body identical oestrogen
gels are transdermal, so they have been found to
be very safe.”
“Transdermal,” she repeated, slowly and
thoughtfully and, misunderstanding her, he continued:
“Yes, absorbed through the skin. It's just
an odourless, clear gel. You rub it onto any part
of your body and that's it. No pills, no patches.
One squirt per day only. There's a bit of a shortage globally just now. Brexit delivery issues. So,
I'll prescribe enough for the next three months.”
His tongue protruded a little as he focused on
aligning the pointer of his mouse with the appropriate dropdown item on his screen. Linda nodded. “Only on the external skin, mind you,” he
added, “not inside the mouth or, you know, intravaginally or something.”
Condescending wanker, she thought and
said: “Thank you very much. That's very helpful.”
Back home, she marched straight into Nicks office. The drawers of his desk were unlocked, and
she found the tube of lubricant almost instantly.
For a smoother, more pleasurable experience, it
promised, in a cool and clinical typeface. Clearly, he kept it handy at all times. She unscrewed
the cap and sniffed. There was no discernible
odour. She pointed the nozzle over the wastepaper basket and began to squeeze the tube until
every last drop of the gel was ejaculated onto a
small pile of crumpled tissues on the bottom of
the basket. She pulled a clean tissue from the
man-sized box on his desk and placed it over the
blob. Then she tore open the brown paper bag
that held three bottles of Estrogel. After a bit of
fumbling, she managed to insert the nozzle of
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the pump into the opening of the tube and began
to pump out enough gel to refill the container to
the approximate weight it had been before she
had emptied it. She replaced the cap and returned the tube to the top drawer.
“What is it this time?” Linda exclaimed.
Nick sobbed uncontrollably.
“I … don't … know,” he wailed between
sobs. He sat on the bed naked, knees drawn up.
His flaccid penis had flopped onto the sheet between his thighs. Next to him, lay an open tube
of Cadbury's Roses, the contents, or what was
left of them, spilled out onto the sheet like the
terrible evils from Pandora's box, mixed in with
crumpled and empty wrappers.
“Why are you naked?” she asked.
“I can't … I just can't! The tee shirt is
chafing my nipples – look!” He sat up, straightened his back and pointed to his moobs. They
had swollen, and little hard protrusions just under the skin made them look like the nipples of
an excited teenager. With satisfaction, Linda
noticed the rings of fat around his hip and lower
abdomen. The muscles of his arms and legs had
lost definition and the hair on his calves, previously wiry and black, had thinned.
“It's OK,” Linda soothed. “We'll get
through this.” She stroked the skin on his shoulder. It was smooth and soft. The sobbing
stopped and he let out a soft moan. She let the
tip of her finger wander lower, tracing his shoulder blades, feeling him shudder with pleasure.
When she reached his hip, he arched back and
offered up his lips. They kissed deeply, exploring
each other with tongues and fingers, until they
both lay spent and smiling. He snuggled into the
crook of her armpit.
“I love you,” he whispered. And with a
gentle smile, Linda replied:
“Good boy.”
***
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Jesolo
by Jane Langan
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I can see the condensation on the inside of the tent.
Turning my head, he’s there; mouth open, bum fluff
sporadically dispersed around the bottom of his face,
a small amount of drool making its way down his
cheek in a line to the small sponge pillow, leaving a
damp looking puddle.
So that was that. Virginity gone. I pull myself
out from under the open sleeping bag and climb into
my discarded knickers, t-shirt and shorts. The morning smells fresh after the stuffy heat of the tent. The
birds are singing in the trees surrounding the
campsite. I make my way to the toilets on the other
side of the small enclosure. As I wipe myself a small
amount of blood browns the toilet tissue, I watch it
circle after I flush, then disappear.
I see myself in the smeary mirror, the same
face, the same blue eyes, the same dark hair, the
slightly crooked nose, the big lips. I lean down, cupping the water and splashing my face. Yep. Still the
same. What was the big deal? It had just felt hot and
a bit uncomfortable.
I walk the small sandy path to the beach, the
flap of my flip flops sound loud in the quiet of the
morning. When I see the sea, I start to pull off my
shorts and my t-shirt and then run the small distance
into the water. My knickers could pass for bikini botMakarelle
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toms and everyone goes topless here. I need to
cleanse. I need to swim.
The sun is starting to rise past the horizon.
The clear blue waters of the Adriatic are perfect,
calm and deep. I swim out away from the dolomite
yellow sands of the beach, through the gentle waves
tasting the salt in my mouth. When I am far enough
out, I turn onto my back and float, letting the waves
bob me as my arms and legs relax. I feel the warm
sea caress my fingers and toes. I think about the
night before.
There had been a fire and someone was making Paella over it, in one of those massive circular
flat pans, the smell of smoked paprika filled the air,
no one had told them that it was a Spanish dish. I
was drinking rubbish white wine and laughing at
something Nikki had said when he caught my eye.
Dave, David. That’s how he introduced himself,
‘Hi, I’m Dave, David.’
He had looked at me through dark eyelashes,
which hid his bright green eyes. Blonde curls circled
his face. He looked like a surfer, kind of golden. I
hadn’t seen him before.
‘Mia, hiya.’ I smiled back.
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He pushed some hair behind my ear as we
talked about nothing and everything. His fingers felt
slightly rough as they skimmed my face.
This was my last hurrah before we all went
to Uni, a holiday near Venice at the Lido Di Jesolo.
A little bit of culture and a lot of sunbathing. I had
been there ten of the fourteen days we were staying.
I knew the sun liked me and my tan made my blue
eyes pop. I grinned at him in the firelight. He had
grinned back, then looked down. He was beautiful, I
couldn’t look away.
We were in the now, so when he kissed me, I
kissed him back. It was a good kiss, firm. I felt his
arm reach behind me, he pulled me closer. I put my
glass down to hold his neck, I felt the curls of his
blonde hair and pushed my fingers into it. He looked
like an angel, a buff, muscular angel. He said he was
going to study Physical Education, he was athletic
whereas I was academic, nose in a book. And then
we were in the tent, grinding our hips as we tried to
pull off our clothes. Then, a gap, a moment of silence, I found my shorts and the condom in the back
pocket. As I put the condom on, I had a moment to
look at his lean body, taught muscles. Before he
turned back to me and said,
‘Is this, OK?’
‘Yes.’
We slid against each other in the heat, both of
us sweating. He watched my face until I pulled him
closer and put my mouth on his neck, I could taste
the sea. We both fell asleep after, his arms wrapped
around me.
I swim back to the beach and walk back to the
tent; the sun is up and the campsite is coming to life.
I get back into the sleeping bag.
‘You’re back,’ Mumbled, morning breath
washing my face.
‘Yeah.’
His hands reach for me and pull me closer. His
erection, hard against my stomach.
This time it’s slower, his eyes watching me. I
enjoy it more. He tells me to touch myself as he
pushes into me. I close my eyes knowing he is
watching me, as he holds himself up so our bodies
are only connected where he pushes slowly, in…
out…in…I feel the length of him. This time I come
just before him, my toes curling as my back arches.
He puts his hand over my mouth to quiet me, tents
don’t block out the noise. Then puts his mouth over
my nipple flicking it with his tongue before he lies on
top of me, kissing me as he comes.

‘OK.’
I watch as he dresses. I can’t help but admire
his body.
Nikki leans against me at breakfast.
‘He was gorgeous, where’d he go?’
‘I don’t know?’
‘Are you going to see him again?’
I shrug my shoulders and she turns the corners
of her mouth down and puts her arm around me to
squeeze me. I don’t want to talk about it yet.
I am relieved it’s not a beach day. We walk to
the ferry port and I sit alone watching the seagulls
swoop as we cross the lagoon to Venice. We are going to an art gallery today then lunch in St Mark’s
Square, before a tour of the city by gondola.
We head to the south bank of the Grand Canal
to The Gallerie dell ’Accademia. On any other day I
would have been absorbed in the incredible beauty
scorching my eyes, but today all I can see is him.
Every time I see blonde curls on a brown neck, I
think it’s him. My heart is constantly racing.
Nikki and I are drinking, much too expensive
double espressos, in St Mark’s square. I watch the
pigeons as they surround the tourists and the Basilica
like small herds of flapping sheep. It is another beautiful day, but the heat feels oppressive in the city and
the smell of cigarette smoke fills the air. It’s then that
I see him. He’s leaning against a wall on one of the
smaller roads going off the square, he is topless and
wearing shorts. I see an older man approach him.
The man gives David money, the action is practised,
discreet. David puts the money in his back pocket as
his eyes flit everywhere. I think he sees me, but he
quickly looks away. The man drapes an arm over
David’s shoulders and they disappear into the darkness of the alleyway. I have stood up, I am staring
after him, but he is gone. I feel Nikki tugging at my
hand.
‘What’s wrong, what’s going on?’
‘Nothing. It’s fine. I just thought I saw someone I used to know.’
I sit back down.

***

Afterwards, he smiles and kisses my mouth,
my neck, his lips are soft.
‘I have to go.’
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The Injured Queen Of England
by R.E. Loten

The heat shimmers in the air above the gardens.
Sweat slides between my breasts, under my stays and
pools beneath my arms. My body is slick with it and
yet I am cold. Frozen. God has judged me and I
have been found wanting. Charlotte is dead. The one
truly good thing in my life is gone and I cannot even
say goodbye to her. He will not allow it. My gaze
falls on the barren branches of the dead tree at the
bottom of the villa’s garden and I cannot help but
compare myself to it. I too have been stripped bare,
denuded of all dignity, denied even a covering of decency.
I never should have married him. What kind
of man doesn’t even have the courtesy to tell his wife
when their only daughter dies in childbirth? I’ll tell
you what kind – the kind who sends his mistress to
meet his fiancée when she first arrives in his country.
Even the people of England saw the offence in that.
Prince of Whales they call him now. How he must
hate it – such a cruel moniker for someone so vain
about his appearance. I wonder which he hates most
– that name or me?
Hate has always burned strong between us.
They say it’s the closest emotion to love, but I disaMakarelle
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gree. I cannot bring myself to be indifferent to the
man who has humiliated me at every turn. But even
for him this is low. I had to find out about the death
of my daughter and grandson from a sympathetic
courier on his way to the Pope.
The Whale has tried everything to destroy
me and yet here I sit. I have a man who loves me, a
comfortable home and the support of the common
people of England, but without my darling girl, it
means nothing. She stood by me when he turned his
back. There were others who did so, but I know deep
down that many of those who encouraged me did so
because they hated him not because they loved me.
She was a symbol of hope to so many – their future
Queen when the mad one and the fat one are dead.
But she was more than a princess to me. She was my
support, my reason to live.
I miss her laughter. I miss her love.
I miss her.
In the years that have passed since my dear Charlotte’s death, I have grown reckless. I no longer care
what people think of me, or at least that’s what I tell
myself. When you’ve been accused of bedding half
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your household and of bearing multiple illegitimate
children, you grow accustomed to the sideways
glances and the knowing looks. The advantage of
age is that you no longer have to take heed of them.
When I left England I had choices again. I
could have returned to Brunswick, but that would
have been a step back. I wanted to get away from my
marriage and my husband, yes, but not to return
meekly to my father’s house. Alone. In disgrace. No
thank you. I wanted to live. To have the life I should
have had. The life I deserved. So, I came here to Italy.
The other advantage of age is that you become more aware of your own value. My father may
have admitted I was ignorant (and if I am, whose
fault is that?), but whilst my education was lacking, I
know the importance of public opinion and I’ve
learned how to use it to my advantage. A regent who
spends all his country’s money on his own wardrobe
and flaunts his mistresses, whilst complaining that
his wife does the same, was never going to be popular. Meanwhile, his poor put-upon wife, cast out of
polite society and threatened at every turn? She is a
figure of sympathy. Of pity. And if she misbehaves
in her turn, well who can blame her? A woman is
weak, in need of protection. If her feeble mind and
body turn to a man for support when her husband
has abandoned her for another, is it truly her fault?
Not if you know how to sway public opinion. A
word or two in the right ear is all it takes.
Now the Whale is king, he thinks to seek a
divorce. James Brougham may believe he has all the
evidence he needs of my adultery, but the Whale will
only get his divorce if I get my money. He thought
he was so clever putting spies in my household, but
Barty was one step ahead of them and we made sure
there was no evidence to find. A few months of public propriety did us no harm. Thank the heavens
there are some very secluded parts of the grounds or
I should have been driven mad. Lady Jersey and Mrs
Fitzherbert are welcome to my husband. I know
what it is like to be made love to and whatever happened on my wedding night, it was not love-making,
for all that it resulted in Charlotte. It may not be
fashionable or ‘proper’ for a lady to seek pleasure or
for a man to be concerned with giving it, but I have
never understood why such separation exists. When
Barty visits his wife, I ache for him. When he returns
it is all I can do not to beg him to make love to me
right there in the hallway. How shocked the servants
would be!
A cold fish like Brougham could never understand that. All he thinks about are titles and money. I would have been less insulted if he had called
me a strumpet than by what he offered. Duchess of
Cornwall, indeed! I became the Princess of Wales on
my marriage and that I will remain. The Whale calls
his father a mad old goat, but it’s he who is mad if he
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thinks I’ll accept anything less than my due.
The Whale won’t pay. The only way to be rid of him
is to admit adultery and it is impossible for me to do
that. Not because it’s untrue – I can deny Barty nothing – but because to do so would be to play into the
Whale’s hands. If I admit to being unfaithful, I lose
everything. I don’t care about my name or reputation – Charlotte often told me to be happy – but I
need money to live on. Barty has financial needs as
well as physical ones and he must be kept happy. He
has a family to support and without me he has nothing. He gave up everything to be with me and I cannot let him down. We are headed for France soon.
Even half a decade on it feels strange to say that. For
so long the little man made travelling on the Continent a perilous undertaking. Perhaps Louis could be
persuaded to give me an audience? The Whale admired him greatly when he was in England. Would
his support make my husband see reason? Perhaps I
should threaten to return to England. I still have the
support of the people and the Whale knows how easily I can encourage unrest amongst them. That threat
alone should make the Whale realise I cannot and
will not be dismissed so easily.
My decision is made. I am for England. The Whale
is finally King and legally I am still his wife. I am
Queen. I have no desire to live with him though. I
want only to return to Italy and Barty. My body
longs for his touch – it has been too long and I crave
the scent of him on my skin – but I have a job to do
first. The Whale seems set on making my life as difficult as possible. To be addressed as the Duchess of
Brunswick! I have no doubt that particular insult was
of his making, even if it was delivered by Cardinal
Consalvi. Odious little man.
If the Whale will not let me go, he must accept my presence. It may not be ‘His Majesty’s pleasure to comply’ with my application to attend the coronation, but His Majesty is going to discover I have
no care for his pleasure. Perhaps if I make enough of
a scene, he will give me my divorce and I will be free
to return to my love. Barty is using my absence to
return to Her, but he must come back to the villa as
soon as I return. His last letter assured me of his continued devotion and his words – though doing nothing to ease my longing for him - promise he is still as
much mine as he ever was.
Victory is mine! I have my £50,000 and no conditions. They tried everything to deprive me of it, but I
had the last laugh. And the loudest. ‘I did commit
adultery once – with the husband of Mrs Fitzherbert.’ I’m not sure which was the bigger joke, my
words or my marriage. He was never mine. I’m not
sure he was ever truly anyone’s, but at least he belonged to Mrs Fitzherbert and Lady Jersey for a
while. How ironic that he married to pay off his
debts and I had to threaten divorce to pay off mine.
At least now I am free to do as I please.
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I think I will still attend the Coronation
though. He cannot stop me after all. It is my right as
Queen. One last humiliation for him before I leave.
A parting gift from his wife, to ensure the occasion is
a memorable one. A final public outing and then I
can return to Barty. I can almost feel the Italian sun
warming my skin. It pours through the window of
our bedroom and I love watching it illuminate his
bare skin, as his fingers dance across my flesh. My
skin tingles at the thought. Not long now.
We arrive at Westminster Hall early and Lord Hood
escorts me to the door. My chamberlain is loyal to a
fault and he was determined to accompany me. I am
under no illusion that I will be granted access, but if
it is not to be, then I will make it as uncomfortable a
day as possible for the Whale. He has waited so long
to be king in name as well as deed and I cannot let
him enjoy his triumph. The crowd are pleased to see
me, as I knew they would be. The soldiers guarding
the door are less so. They close the door and demand
to see my ticket. I feign indignance and draw on my
years of training. Shoulders back. Head up. Intimidating glare.
‘I am the Queen. I have no need of a ticket.’
They refuse to move, as I knew they would.
We try another entrance and meet with a similar reception. Lord Hood suggests a third door, but the
path to it is guarded by a line of armed soldiers. We
are also denied entry at the House of Lords. The
Whale really does not want me at his coronation. I
suppress a smile.
‘Never mind, Lord Hood, we will go straight
to the abbey instead.’
When we arrive, dear Hood suggests I wait in
the carriage until he speaks to the rather ferocious
looking doorkeeper – there are rumours the Whale
has hired professional boxers, such is his unpopularity. I refuse to be cowed by them. I alight from the
carriage and Hood hurries ahead of me.
‘I present to you your queen, do you refuse her
admission?’
‘I’m sorry, Lord Hood. I have strict instructions to admit no one without a ticket, regardless of
their rank.’
The poor man is puce with embarrassment.
Beneath the rounded vowels full of effort, I hear the
coarsened tones of the East End. He must be one of
the boxers the Whale has hired to keep me out. I feel
a slight twinge of guilt. It’s not his fault. He needs
the job.
‘I have a ticket, man! The queen is with me.’
‘I’m sorry,’ the hapless man repeats. ‘Your
ticket is only for one person. I can’t admit two of
you.’ He wrings his hands, then his face brightens
and I realise he’s on my side. I’m not sure how this
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makes me feel. ‘Perhaps you could give Her Majesty
your ticket?’ He looks like a hopeful puppy.
To my horror, Lord Hood nods thoughtfully.
He turns to me.
‘Your Majesty?’
I shake my head. ‘Attend unaccompanied?
Impossible! I am the Queen of England!’
Lord Hood turns back to the man and entreats
him to allow us entry. Again, he is refused. I am
glad. I have no wish to go inside. My life with the
Whale was over long ago, thank the heavens. I only
wished to show him what he could have had if he
had given our marriage a chance. The people love
me and with me at his side, they could have loved
him. He didn’t even give it a chance. There is a small
part of me that still wonders what might have been,
but it is buried beneath years of scorn and humiliation. I thought revenge would be more satisfying, but
I feel nothing beyond the desire to leave this country
and all its memories behind me.
As we drive away, listening to the chants of
‘shame, shame’ from the waiting crowds, Lord
Hood’s head droops.
‘I am sorry, your Majesty,’ he murmurs. ‘I
failed you.’
I lean over and pat his hand.
‘Not in the least,’ I assure him. ‘It went splendidly.’
I sit back and rest my head against the plush
seat. A sharp pain lances across my stomach and I
close my eyes. I will be back with Barty soon. Some
milk of magnesia to settle my stomach this evening
and I will begin making arrangements to return to
Italy.
Caroline of Brunswick died three weeks later. Her
husband, George IV survived her by nine years. Her
will stated that she wished to be buried in Brunswick
and her coffin was to bear the inscription “Here lies
Caroline, the injured Queen of England”. George
IV’s ministers were worried her funeral procession
would cause public unrest and so a route was
planned which avoided the city of London. The people of London had other ideas however, and blocked
the planned route to force the procession through the
city.
On her way to Harwich, Caroline’s coffin
rested overnight in St. Peter’s Church, Colchester
and it was here that her executors tried unsuccessfully to replace the official inscription plate with one
bearing the phrase Caroline had requested.
***
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Parting is such sweet sorrow that I shall say goodnight till it be morrow.
(Shakespeare)

As we bring our Sizzling Misdemeanours issue to a close, we hope that the next month will be full of
sunshine, bringing our readers some much needed Vitamin D. We had a very entertaining few weeks
reading all the submissions and we hope that you’ve enjoyed the selection we’ve put before you. We
wanted to bring you something fun that you could read on the beach with a cool drink in your hand
and I think it’s safe to say we’ve achieved that goal!
As this is our last ever issue, we want to take this opportunity to thank each and every person who has
submitted, read or donated to Makarelle. Every issue has been a real labour of love and it with a degree of sadness that we move on to pastures new. We are immensely proud of everything we have
achieved, but none of it would have been possible without all of you.
Don’t forget to download the PDFs from our website if you want to be able to access the magazine in
the future and keep an eye on our social media for the publication of our second anthology.
In the meantime, from the three of us at Makarelle, have a wonderful summer, re-charge your batteries and try not to get involved in too many sizzling misdemeanours of your own!

Jane, Ruth & Dinixxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
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