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  NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR




  




  Thank you, dear Reader, for checking out my little book of stories. Apart from the one at the end, The Birthday Gift, which is a gothic tale of horror, this short collection of stories explores the nature of ordinary people dealing with how life really is; warts and all. Some offer hope, some don’t, and it is up to you to decide where that hope lies, and though my stories might not be light and airy tales of joy, I do hope that they provoke some deeper level of thought, empathy, and perhaps even, further discussion. 




  Three of the stories, Dog Days and Pink Hydrangeas, Camouflage and The Birthday Gift have inspired me to go on and write screenplays based on the characters therein. The Birthday Gift, which won third prize at the 2010 Bram Stoker Literary Festival in 2010, has inspired a novel and screenplay, which feature the vampire Lucius in greater depth, so…stay tuned!
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  I have been writing in one form or another for most of my life, and have had several short stories published. I have facilitated creative writing workshops for children, teenagers and adults, and have designed and co-ordinated participatory-arts, visual-literacy and story-gathering projects. I have also written several feature length and short screenplays, two of which are currently in development. Check out my website at www.ninnyhammer.net
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  DOG DAYS AND PINK HYDRANGEAS




  




  Jimmy"s life has been turned upside down by his wife"s depressive illness, until that is, a vivid memory from the past gives him the gift of clarity…




  




  




  CYCLES




  Mary is expecting her third child. She is also nursing her dying mother. As one life begins, another is coming to an end…




  




  




  LETTER TO DAVID




  A woman writes a letter in the memory of a boy she once encountered during her troubled childhood…




  




  




  CAMOUFLAGE




  A young boy withdraws from childhood as he witnessed the breakdown of his family life…




  




  




  TIME STANDING STILL




  Quinn is only seventeen, but already he has seen and experienced more than any young man should ever be exposed to…




  




  




  CHECKING OUT




  As an old woman gathers together the remnants and threads to finish a patchwork quilt, she is really preparing for a greater journey…




  




  




  




  And for something completely different…




  




  




  




  THE BIRTHDAY GIFT




  It is 1649, and on her sixteenth birthday, the prettiest girl in the village has caught the eye of the nobleman, Lucius Jordan…but at what cost to her soul?
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  DOG DAYS AND PINK HYDRANGEAS




  Jimmy had that uneasy feeling again as he walked the length of the empty, infinite corridor. Eyes to the floor, head bent low, his aim was to avoid contact, verbal or otherwise, with anyone he might encounter here. The last thing he needed was to be seen here; to be associated with this place.




  Someone was behind him now. Jimmy could hear the footsteps. Undulated swishing sounds on the highly polished tiles, a human gait; feet falling softly and out of synch with his ever quickening footfall. Jimmy clutched tightly at the bag of goodies he had brought for Joan. Fruit, sweets, magazines and a plastic bottle of flavoured water, stuff she liked, but stuff that he knew would probably go untouched, the bulky weight of them in the crook of his elbow somehow adding to his sense of impotence in all of this.




  “Mister, hey Mister”, a guttural voice called after him.




  Jimmy slowed his pace, eyes down, hoping against hope that this was not another head-case ready to latch on to him for the duration of his visit; had happened last week, some old fellah who had mistaken Jimmy for his own son.




  Jimmy"s pursuer moved in front of him now, blocking his path; white hair, yellow broken teeth. Jimmy glanced briefly, but just as quickly looked away, and couldn"t quite bring himself to meet the bulging, vacant gaze of the fidgeting middle-aged woman, her shabby towelling robe untied, off one shoulder, the papery diaphanous skin of her chest exposed from her gaping silky pyjamas.




  “Got a smoke, just one love, just one to keep me going, alright?” Jimmy fumbled for the twenty-pack in his inside coat pocket, glancing all around him, not even sure if he was supposed to oblige. She stepped in closer, space invader. Jimmy stepped back, there was an unfamiliar scent coming off her, chemical, powdery. He thrust a handful of cigarettes into her nicotine stained fingers.




  “You"re a saint son”, she told him, „An angel for visiting this place.” Jimmy nodded, more in the direction of the wall behind her, and felt relieved as she moved off, shuffling down the corridor, her dressing gown belt trailing after her along the highly buffed floor. The sight disturbed his senses though, causing his gaze to linger after her, and Jimmy had difficulty composing himself, barely containing a shivering breath before he tiptoed meekly into his wife"s ward.




  




  Joan was lying in a foetal position on top of her dishevelled bed, a vacant shell, so small and still in her bleak, insipid surroundings, her eyes wide open, yet barely flickering to acknowledge his presence. Jimmy might as well have been a stranger, looking at a stranger; the very essence of Joan"s personality seemed lost to her.




  “How are you doing love, feeling any better?" he asked awkwardly, kissing her cheek and maddened by his inability to disguise the strained tremor in his voice at the futility of his question. She did not reply, or even attempt to meet his gaze.




  Jimmy should be getting used to this by now.




  He tried to stroke her hair, a tangled mess, not at all characteristic of the neat and tidy woman he had married twelve years ago. The reality of the happier times seemed so far away now, lost forever, and all he could do was frown at the sight of her; that bloody awful nightdress, crumpled and hanging loosely from her inert form, and she had definitely gotten thinner, frailer than he"d ever seen her.
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