
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Words Worth Reading

Issue 5 | October 2025


Words Worth Reading

Issue 5 | October 2025

––––––––

Diane Wordsworth

[image: ]

Copyright © Diane Wordsworth 2025

Cover image artwork conceptualised by the author and created in CanvaPro

Cover design © Diane Wordsworth 2025

––––––––

The author asserts the moral right to be identified as the creator of this work.

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means, electronic or otherwise, without the prior permission of the author or publisher. Under no circumstances may any part of this publication be used for Artificial Intelligence scraping or training.



  	
	    
	      Also by Diane Wordsworth

	    

      
	    
          
	      Flash Fiction

          
        
          
	          Meet Me In Glenridding

          
        
          
	          Pippa & Davey Forever

          
        
          
	          The Last Chick Fledges

          
        
          
	          The Robin

          
        
          
	          Tea for Two

          
        
          
	          The Castle on the Hill

          
        
          
	          The Hitch Hiker

          
        
          
	          Destination Desire

          
        
          
	          Where There's Smoke

          
        
          
	          Poppy Day

          
        
          
	          Take Your Pick

          
        
          
	          Happy Valentine

          
        
          
	          Ash Wednesday

          
        
          
	          The Mucky Duck

          
        
          
	          The Battle of Stubbins Bridge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Marcie Craig mysteries

          
        
          
	          Night Crawler

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tarot Tales

          
        
          
	          The Ace of Wands

          
        
          
	          The Ace of Cups

          
        
          
	          The Ace of Swords

          
        
          
	          The Ace of Pentacles

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Toni & Bart time-travel tales

          
        
          
	          Mardi Gras

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wordsworth Boxed Sets

          
        
          
	          Project Management for Writers: Box Set 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wordsworth Collections

          
        
          
	          Twee Tales

          
        
          
	          Twee Tales Too

          
        
          
	          Twee Tales Twee

          
        
          
	          Twee Tales More

          
        
          
	          Ten Short Stories: Wordsworth Shorts 1 - 10

          
        
          
	          Ten Short Stories: Wordsworth Shorts 11 - 20

          
        
          
	          Five Third Age Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Five Slightly Sinister Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Ten Short Stories: Wordsworth Shorts 21 - 30

          
        
          
	          Five Short Stories for Autumn

          
        
          
	          Ten Very Short Stories: Wordsworth Flash Fiction 1 – 10

          
        
          
	          Ten Short Stories: Wordsworth Shorts 31 - 40

          
        
          
	          The Four Aces: Four Short Tarot Tales (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Words Worth Reading

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue Zero

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue One

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue Two

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue Three

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue Four

          
        
          
	          Words Worth Reading: Issue Five (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wordsworth Shorts

          
        
          
	          The Spirit of the Wind

          
        
          
	          The Most Scariest Night of the Year

          
        
          
	          The Girl on the Bench

          
        
          
	          Dancing on Ice

          
        
          
	          Happy Christmas, Santa

          
        
          
	          Careful What You Wish For

          
        
          
	          New Year's Revolution

          
        
          
	          One Born Every Minute

          
        
          
	          The Mystery of Woolley Dam

          
        
          
	          Martha's Favourite Doll

          
        
          
	          The Complete Angler

          
        
          
	          Alexandra's Ragtag Band

          
        
          
	          Pancake Race

          
        
          
	          Going, Going, Gone

          
        
          
	          The Phoenix Lights

          
        
          
	          Arriverderci Roma

          
        
          
	          It Wasn't Me

          
        
          
	          The Easter Egg Hunt

          
        
          
	          A Stranger At Eight

          
        
          
	          Around the Maypole

          
        
          
	          Wedding of the Year

          
        
          
	          After the Storm

          
        
          
	          The Battle of Killiecrankie

          
        
          
	          Sunnymead Farm

          
        
          
	          Burn

          
        
          
	          That's What Friends Are For

          
        
          
	          Shaking the Tree

          
        
          
	          Blind Date

          
        
          
	          Crime Doesn't Pay

          
        
          
	          Trick or Treat

          
        
          
	          The Bonfire Party

          
        
          
	          The Little Orphan Girl

          
        
          
	          Paper Roses

          
        
          
	          The Kite Festival

          
        
          
	          Harvey's Festival

          
        
          
	          The City of Glasgow

          
        
          
	          The Weather Can Be Murder

          
        
          
	          The Egg Thief

          
        
          
	          Elvis is Missing

          
        
          
	          Mavis Braithwaite Strikes Again

          
        
          
	          Killer Queen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wordsworth Writers' Guides

          
        
          
	          Diary of a Scaredy Cat

          
        
          
	          Project Management for Writers: Gate 1 – What?

          
        
          
	          Project Management for Writers: Gate 2 – Who/Where?

          
        
          
	          Diary of a Pussycat

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Diane Wordsworth’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


welcome


[image: ]




A warm welcome to Issue Five of Words Worth Reading.

You’ll find only the one brand-new, complete and exclusive short story in this issue, Fireworks at Killiecrankie. You’ll find Part 2 of Catch the Rainbow in here too.

There are three short stories from the archives this time, two of which were published in 2021. Burn was the first short story to feature Marcie Craig but the second to be reproduced in Words Worth Reading. Trick or Treat features children Thomas and Ellie on their second adventure. The third story from the archives, Bonfire Surprise, was first published in an Indian magazine but has yet to be published as a standalone.

There’s also a brand-new, complete and exclusive novelette that features community journalist Stevie Beck: Stevie Beck and the Haunted House Hotel.

Have fun reading the stories. I hope you enjoy them.
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I read a genuine news story in a newspaper a long time ago that inspired me to write this short story. Once it was finished, it did do the rounds of all the usual UK markets, but none took it on. I’d just about given up on it when Women’s Era in India bought and published it. 

~~~
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The barn had been icy cold. Susan remembered it as though it were yesterday. 

She had been dragged awake by the drop in temperature, the last few hours like a bad dream. She was exhausted and sore but at least the bleeding had stopped. 

Susan looked down at the sleeping bundle in the straw and realised again that it hadn’t been a bad dream at all. She was fifteen years old and had just had a baby – a boy – in a farmer’s barn in the middle of nowhere. How was she going to tell her mam?

Susan hadn’t even realised she was pregnant at first and then, when the symptoms became more obvious, she pushed the possibility out of her mind, blocked it, until she didn’t even think about it herself. Her ever expanding waistline was blamed on too much food and she disguised her increasing size with baggy sweatshirts and jogging bottoms. And she never breathed a word to anyone. 

She should have at least told her mam.

Now there was a baby. A beautiful little boy. A child. Flesh and blood. She couldn’t deny it any more. She’d read about newborn babies being abandoned in dustbins or on doorsteps, but she could never do that. She had to get them both to civilisation. They both might need medical attention and she needed food. She was very weak.

Susan had already found some discarded hessian to wrap the baby in, but when she started to walk with him swaddled in her arms, she realised she couldn’t do it, she didn’t have the strength, the balance or the energy. He stayed sleeping as she nestled him in another bed of straw. He was warm, he would be safe, nothing was going to happen to him here. She had a vague recollection of feeding him during her fevered state – for that had been what she had suffered with, that was how she had ended up here. He had a soft bed and a roof over his head. She would head back to the pub she’d left last night and get help.

As Susan left the barn through the wide opening, she noticed a sheepdog watching her from a few yards away. She made a kissing sound with her mouth and said, “Hello, boy.” 

The dog blinked at her – one pale blue eye and one dark brown one – but stayed where he was. 

She looked along the lane from where she’d come the night before. No traffic. She would have to walk again. “Look after my baby,” she said to the dog. 

The dog simply blinked those odd eyes at her, but this time he sat, as though he understood every word.

She breathed in the cold air still laced with the smell of gunpowder from the previous evening as she began her journey retracing her steps. It had been Bonfire Night, which was why she and her friends had come all this way.

The Robin Hood, in the middle of nowhere, was hosting a fireworks party. There was a rock band on inside, a massive bonfire outside, and a fireworks extravaganza at nine o’clock. Karen’s dad had dropped them off, Linsey’s dad was picking them up, and Susan was contributing petrol money. She didn’t have a dad, he’d died in a pit accident, and her mam didn’t drive. But Susan’s mam always insisted on paying petrol money so that none of her kids was ever left out.

The girls were all having such a good time but it was when the fireworks began that Susan started to feel quite poorly. She thought perhaps she was having a reaction to a dodgy hot dog, but she didn’t feel sick. Instead she got bad pains in her stomach that made her think she needed the toilet. When she got there, however, her waters broke and she realised and finally accepted that she was in labour. She couldn’t tell anyone, didn’t know what to say, couldn’t face the shame. 

She told her friends that she felt ill and was going to call a taxi and go home. Her mam would pay at the other end. There was no point in calling home when Mam didn’t drive.

Susan found a pay phone in the pub lobby, but there were no taxis available to come all the way out there. It was Bonfire Night, they were already busy. Thinking gradually became more difficult and Susan found a growing urge to just walk almost impossible to ignore. 

There was a small town not far away – they’d passed it on the way in – she’d walk there and perhaps try again for a taxi from there. The next half hour or so had passed in a blur until she stumbled upon the barn and stopped to rest.

Now the walk back to the pub took less than twenty-five minutes. Not a single vehicle passed her. She needed to call her mam to let her know she was okay. It was early, though, and she wasn’t sure the pub would even be open. 

What she didn’t expect to see was a police panda car outside flashing its blue light, and two officers speaking with the pub landlady.

The woman was standing in the entrance pulling a terry towelling dressing gown tight around her against the chill. She caught sight of Susan over the policemen’s shoulders and said: “This looks like her.”

Susan froze to the spot as the two men turned around, then she saw the relief cross their faces as they walked towards her.

“Are you Susan Potts?” asked the blond one.

Unable to speak for fear, she simply nodded.

“You do know your mother’s worried sick about you?” His face became stern as his dark-haired partner spoke into his radio. Susan broke down into hysterical sobs as the whole story tumbled out in gulps.

“Should we get her inside?” asked the landlady.

“B-b-but m-m-my b-b-baby,” stammered Susan.

“I think we’d best go and find the child first,” said the policeman while his partner alternated between the radio and making notes. “Put the kettle on. We should be back soon enough, if you could mash some tea.”

And so Susan Potts had her first ever ride in a police car. It took them no time at all to get back to the barn. She ran in to be reunited with her child. 

But he was gone...

“Where is he?” asked the blond policeman as his mate muttered some more into his radio.

“He was there,” said Susan, pointing at the makeshift nest she’d created, now empty. There was blood-stained straw over to one side but she assured the policemen that this was where she had given birth, and indeed there was other evidence to support this.

“What’s going on?” boomed a voice from behind them. They all spun around to see what was obviously the barn owner standing in the doorway pointing a shotgun at them. “Oh, I’m sorry, officer,” he said when he saw they were policemen. He dropped the gun and disarmed it.

“Who are you?” asked the blond one.

“Ben Richardson. This is my farm.”

“Have you seen this girl before?”

He looked at Susan who was by now weeping silently. “No, never.”

“Have you seen a baby in this barn?”

He shook his head. “Absolutely not. This isn’t Bethlehem. I came looking for my dog—”

“I saw him,” said Susan quietly. “Does he have odd eyes?”

“Yes,” said the farmer.

“He watched me leave. I asked him to look after the baby.”

The farmer looked behind him, then back at the little gathering. 

“Come with me,” he said, and they all trooped out after him and into the next field just beyond where Susan had seen the dog. “It’s the fireworks,” Ben Richardson explained. “Dogs don’t like the noise.” 

They passed through a muddy gateway to see a low corrugated shelter against the other side of the hedge. The farmer looked in, then grinned back at them.

“Bess is a she not a he. Looks like she came up here to have her own puppies away from all the fuss. She’s had them here before.”

Susan and the two men peered into the shelter. Sure enough, there was Bess panting happily, one pale blue eye and one dark brown one blinking at them, and around her were eight or nine brand new puppies...amongst them a pink, yawning boy-pup wrapped in tightly secure hessian.

“You asked her to look after the baby?” winked the farmer. “Looks like she did exactly that. She’s a good dog.”

By the time they got back to the pub another police car had arrived and Susan’s mam ran out to greet her. The police had filled her in but she didn’t care, she was simply happy to have her own child back safe and well, and a brand new grandson.

Susan wanted to name the child for the dog that took good care of him, but ‘Bess’ didn’t really suit him and ‘Romulus’ or ‘Remus’ seemed a bit, well, silly. So instead she named him for the farmer that owned the dog. 

Baby Ben’s father was finally told what he should have been told months earlier, but once he knew he did what everyone agreed was the right thing. He and Susan were married and went on to have three more children. 

Every ten or twelve years or so there was another new addition to the family in the shape of one of the lovely Bess’s lovely descendants.

This year, though, they were to home two border collie pups. One was for Ben himself who, thirty-one years later, was about to become a proud father for the first time. 

And these puppies were to be called Romulus and Remus.
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When I read about the original Battle of Killiecrankie, I was inspired to write a story of the same name. I created a community and a cast of characters that I really liked, and I decided I’d like to carry on writing about them all in a series of short stories. 

In 2023, I started a writing challenge. The challenge was to write 12 short stories in 12 months. I joined again in 2024 when we were given the prompt ‘trial’ and a target of 750 words exactly. We could choose whatever we liked and we didn’t even need to use the prompt. I decided to write the first sequel to The Battle of Killiecrankie. This is an extended version.

~~~
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The half-term school holiday was over, the clocks had gone back, and the cool, sunny days of a late Indian summer had finally given way to misty mornings, frosty patterns left on windows, and autumn leaves crunching underfoot. As Jessie Mackenzie carefully made her way back up the icy path after waving the kids off, the smell of wood smoke tickled her nostrils.

Bonfire Night was coming, Jessie’s favourite time of year. She loved to feel the heat from the bonfire on her cold cheeks, the taste of crunchy toffee apples, the sight of colourful fireworks shooting into the sky or dancing in patterns on the floor. 

A curtain next door twitched and Jessie sighed. Moving to a new area was always going to be a trial for a single mother and her family, but Jessie Mackenzie had a teenage daughter and a pre-adolescent son. With that many hormones flying around the place, plus a loopy dog, a little friction from a grumpy neighbour was nothing to worry about. 
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