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WRITING PROMPT:

Exile

QUIZ

1.Name one of Oscar Wilde’s three
middle names.

2.Which two fantasy authors share
the middle initials R.R.?

3.Which nationality was playwright
August Strindberg?

4. Who wrote sci-fi novel The First 15
Lives Of Harry August?

5. Saki is the pen name for which
British writer?

OIUNA
ydny 10100H S / ya1oN aate[D b / ystpoms '€
| unIe “Yyg 931000
pue US[OL Y Y[ "¢/ SIIIA dLAYELLO [eduld T

‘P2q 23 UO dAIp
K9y 1, w001 913 03Ul Wes NI pue ANO.L

LHDIN - NOO¥ddd "LNI
“a1qudpod st u010041Y oNXIS MY T, s Aoy ],

“I191Ba-URIA
NIdH

"NOA MON “Auun,j
ANOL

"po03 11 eI\ ‘pIOM
QUO UI J[9SIN0A 2qLIdSa(T "AUQ], ‘SpU0das O¢
NIgH

S awwu sy o spunbs ayS *(So€) ANO.L SHS
49y apsoddQ *(sO€) NTYA St 21q03 auo v Suis
“U0130I0.4 SSOIN

"SPUNOS 42221q Y “10Yyd SajdnoD) Suigop paads

LHDIN - dVd 'LNI

V[VA IHSId A4
1HI9IN 3lva

GUEST OF THE HUNT
BY KATHERINE CLAIRE SANKEY

“She’s alive!”

I watched as the police officers ran towards
me through the pine trees, all wrapped up
in their yellow coats. They were more than
a little perplexed when they saw what I
was wearing. They asked me where I got
the cloak and furs, but I knew I couldn’t
explain. They asked what happened a week
ago, when I disappeared in the forest. I
couldn’t explain that either. After all, who
was going to believe that I had run into the
Norse gods’ hunting party? Or that I went
to feast with them? If only Loki hadn’t
stolen my phone...
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WHEN THE BUBBLE BURSTS
BY RUTH HURL

By its very nature a bubble is a
delicate, temporary thing; the higher
it floats the more anxious we all

get imagining its ultimate demise.
People talk about bubbles bursting
all the time, the tech bubble,
financial bubble, actual bubble,
bubbles. But nothing, nothing is as

upsetting as an exercise ball bursting.

“Don’t worry, this will be good for
you,” Linda said as Jess desperately
tried to control the neon exercise
ball rolling around under her bum.

Linda, perky, with core fully
engaged continued: “It’s great for
the mind, gets you out of the house
and helps you lose a few, not that
you need it but you know.”

Linda waved a hand in the general
direction of Jess’s mid-section.

It had been three months since
the break-up. Jess felt that a diet
of Coco Pops and white wine had
been a perfectly fine existence and
was really taking to her new life of
a self-pitying, self-hating blanket-
dwelling cave woman. Why was
Linda so opposed to Jess’s decision
to be a hermit? It was her life after
all and people have definitely spent
their lives doing worse. She was
sure that right at this moment
someone was stealing underwear
from Primark leaving the dirty pair

on the changing room floor. She’d
never done that.

“Ok guys let’s get started with
a simple warm-up exercise,” the
instructor said from the top of the
room. The class rolled and wiggled
gracelessly, bobbing about, like life
supports floating in the sea.

“And now lean back, balancing
your lower back on the ball and then
come up into a tummy crunch,” the
instructor continued. The ball much
like Jess’s ex, was desperate to roll
away from under her. Repeatedly
she tried to gain some sort of
equilibrium, bend the ball further
this way, walk her feet forward,
scooch her bum back but the ball did
not want to, as they say, play ball.

Then it happened, all so fast, a loud
bang, like a balloon pinpricked by a
naughty child and a sharp thud. Her
ears stung, her arse stung, her pride,
well what was left of it, was in flames.

She stared up at the old wooden
beams of the community hall. She
was completely motionless, not
because she was in pain, no, because
this, this Jess realised was rock
bottom. She had thought her life
on the couch surrounded by wine
bottles and crisp bags was rock
bottom but no, as it turns out, the

dusty floor of the community hall
surrounded by an enthusiastic, if
slightly annoying aerobics class was
where she would find rock bottom.

“Oh my God, she’s not moving!
Do you think she’s paralysed?” asked
a classmate.

“Nonsense, you can’t get
paralysed from a burst exercise
ball,” the instructor replied.

“Well she’s not moved in five
minutes!” said the woman.

“Probably due to her lack of
fitness. She listed her fitness level
at a 2.5, but let’s be honest we saw
the tummy crunch, she is a 1 at best.
Jess? Jess if you can hear us, raise
your right leg,” called the instructor.

And with that, Jess thought to
herself, this, this is how I die.

She closed her eyes and let them
believe she had been paralysed by
the burst exercise ball lying flaccid
beneath her.

SMILE
BY CHARLOTTE MOORE

It’s just a smile.

Come on, you can do it,

It might never happen, love.
Chin up, let’s see it.

You don’t feel like smiling?
You’re a miserable cow, I can see
it in your face,

You think you’re better than me
now?

Stuck up bitch.

Did no one teach you to be polite?
You smile when you’re asked to,
Come on - you know I'm right.
Give me a smile babe, I need
cheering up,

Are you listening to me?

Remember don’t interrupt.

You can make my night,

Just smile for me when I ask,
Why are you walking away?
Slow down - not so fast.

Didn’t nobody ever teach you
how to be polite?

No, they taught me not to walk
alone on a late February night.



