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Dedication

This collection is dedicated to artists in all mediums – if you trust yourself and your imagination, unique creativity will thrive.

		
	

Forward

When I read Anna’s stories, I am always surprised by how quickly my emotions rise to the surface. From the very first lines, I find myself completely immersed – drawn into the lives of her characters, the intricacies of their situations, the quiet or sometimes startling turns of fate.

Each story is an experience, unfolding with a rhythm that feels effortless yet deliberate. Just when I think I understand where a story is leading, Anna surprises me. The endings linger, not just because they are unexpected, but because they invite reflection. How would I feel in that moment? What might happen next? What unseen details lie just beyond the page?

That is the beauty of this collection of Moments. It is more than just a series of short stories – it is an experience, one that stays with you long after you’ve turned the last page. Whether you devour these stories all at once or savour them slowly, I have no doubt you will find yourself just as captivated as I was.

Enjoy the journey.

Kate Wardman

		
	

Preface

Used to writing poetry, when out and about I write short descriptions of scenes, landscapes, appealing juxtapositions of light and shade, colour and form, often in nature, and the feelings these sights and shapes invoke. 

Sometime later these very short descriptions can become the starting points for stories which suggest themselves to me not as finished blueprints, but gradually and organically, they come into being as I write … I too may not know the end of the story until it happens … and, occasionally, be just as surprised!

The stories are often short, adding to the impression of how a single moment, and whatever it contains, can change everything. The joy for the reader is in experiencing the shift themselves, either with the character, or through a sudden realization that what one thought was so is actually quite different.

These stories do well to be read aloud to others, giving them that pleasurable feeling of being surprised and uplifted.
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Introduction

Moments is so-called because each story is about a moment in time when something significant changes either for the main character, or for the reader. 

The moments, settings, characters and time periods are all different, ranging from the 18th century to the far future. The writing is highly descriptive, creating the scenes in a short space of time with imagery which is evocative of place, and uses all the senses.

Each moment instigates an unexpected shift in consciousness, understanding or awareness. Some moments are extraordinary, but some are significant only within the psychology of the character. This is discovered through their internal dialogue, since most stories are told through the eyes and thoughts of a principal actor.

The stories often home in on the power and ineffable qualities of the natural world; not just the dramatic or stunning scenes, but the small and insignificant beauties of blades of grass, a tangle of brambles under a wild hedge, a speckled fallen leaf floating on water, how soft the new leaves of larch are in the spring. The stories contain this love and arise from a connection with the landscape of Greece in particular, and all wild places.

They also contain descriptions which notice the seemingly inconsequential, the way disparate things come together at the ‘right’ time; moments that transcend the mundane and become … something other … 
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Walking Widdershins

Walking widdershins round the stones, he sensed a presence. Partly distracted by the child on its red bike and the dog which came sniffing at his trousers, none the less there was something indefinable which carried him forward, urged him to move to the next large rough stone leaning into the wind, and then to the next, which seemed to bow imperiously to the bordering trees beyond the ditch.

In a shaft of light from between the heavy cumulus clouds he stopped for a moment to survey the whole circle. Gaunt and somehow anthropomorphic, the stones created an atmosphere of purpose, their shadows blending in the late afternoon light, sliding over the rim of the grass and into the darkening hollows. The boy and the dog had gone. All that remained were these old rocks and the wind flowing through the beech trees like the sea.

Looking away from the circle through the great grey trunks he could see the lights of the village as they began their nightly indication of the small lives of humans. With an impatient shrug he strode straight down the embankment into the ditch, up between the trees and down towards their warmth.

He spent the night in the pub. The Fox and Hounds, not as its name implied, was a gentle place full of the small kindnesses of a close community. Listening to the farmers sharing stories of crops and yields and sipping cold lager he could feel the tensions of the day releasing their grip, and could think again of Mary. This was where she grew up, this lovely, homely place, where the only noise in the day seemed to be the croaking of rooks in the beech trees, and the occasional tractor churning away in a distant field. She would have come here on her first dates, the only entertainment for miles, laughed in the dim lit corners where young couples came towards each other tentatively, but with longing. He gazed around the bar. Would any of these men be her relatives or friends? Would they know of her? Something stopped him asking. It had been too long and he was tired of it all. Weary of the searching and the disappointments; weary of the look in people’s eyes when they saw his need and couldn’t help.

After a night of oblivion on a bed which was too soft, he woke thick-headed and sore. Sore all through, really, he thought, as he contemplated the day ahead. Where now? But the answer was already there in his mind; he hadn’t finished with the stones yet. Their strangeness drew him. Up there on the hill were simple choices: do I go right or left? There was no right or wrong, no missed opportunities when walking in a circle.

The same feeling of presence and intention was there even in the solid light of the day. He turned left without thinking why and just walked slipping slightly on the grass, catching himself against the stone, walking on. The rhythm of his pace drowning out all the chattering in his head. There was just the walking and – to some he supposed it would appear – aimless circling of a small hill scattered with stones on a damp autumn day.

He didn’t even have the luxury of being alone. The boy on the red bike had returned and was throwing himself crazily down into the ditch and up again, pivoting on one wheel and yelling all the time to his mum to come and see how magnificent he was; how daring and skilful!

The noise broke into his trance like an awl punched through soft material; the eye of his mind opened again to question himself, his motives for being here, his very life. It was too much … the anger at himself and all he’d carelessly given up exploded in and out again in excessive resentment of this intrusion. He turned sharply, ready to shout at the boy, at his mother for being careless … and looked straight into her lovely eyes.


		
	

Flags in the Wind



There are flags waving in the wind, bright banners against the sky over the stupa. The cold catches in the throat like fire; burns into the lungs of the unprepared. Ruby and saffron figures move purposefully up steep wooden steps, clogs chattering, minds still.

We are together and alone in this harsh landscape of the world; barren, yet full of hidden sounds, ghosts of long-past, deeply-remembered lamas. The air inside the temple rich with incense and the sweet smell of the butter-lamps smoking in the corners.

I am full of memories; they spill out across the conscious mind, seep through the barriers of time, rush into the present with their sights and smells; their sounds and the touch of otherness.

We were young, only just aware of what we were doing, bursting with zeal. We raised our voices firmly in the chants, mingling with the older ones, the wiser ones, who paced themselves and understood. Our young tones rising eagerly as the deeper notes carved into the layers of illusion and sought the silence beneath all. Our lama simply smiled knowing we would grow. We bowed our dark heads over the books, under the watching statues of the Bodhisattvas in their niches, and felt the age of everything.

Set free in the afternoons, we circled the mountain like the eagles, walking to release the energy; letting our eyes wander where our feet would never go, up to the highest peaks gold in the sunlight; down into the valleys filled with shade upon shadow of indigo and the pull of worldly life.

When the snows came, we huddled in the long houses and the temple rooms, listening to the force of the storm howling like those other shades in the Bardo. Sometimes even the long horns were not loud enough to rise above the fierce clamour of the moving air battering the mountain; thrusting its fingers, yowling, into our refuge; piercing our prayers with entreaty of its own.

And then would come the crystalline sharpness of the morning when the blizzard had passed, and we were let go out into its brightness, where the blue of the sky arched over the temple behind the flapping flags, and the intensity of the light after the smoke-filled gloom was a benediction.

On one such day he was to come. It was not a day after storm, but in retrospect it felt like it, as if a cloud had been lifted and a sudden silence bestowed upon the earth.

We had been told of his coming the night before in puja by our lama. In our best robes we were to welcome him to our home; our temple. Such excitement among us rarely seen and barely contained. In the morning light we stood on the balconies which hang over the path, crowding the wooden rails, worn smooth by countless hands. Pressed against the edge for the first view of the visitor who had come all this way through the storms of the mountains up to our refuge; to meet our lama. Did we realise then the significance? Only in the sense of prescience which abided in the air; the way in which the old monks moved with surer step.
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