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The Masked Transformer

 

“Make me a mask, mask maker.”

 

Don’t you know a good mask takes time? Vertucci wants
to shout, especially at the impatient ones. And the cheapskates.
Go up the road. Buy one. Cheap from the Propshop.

 

Vertucci, quite unashamedly, assesses the gentleman for that’s
what skilled mask makers do. The customer is in his 30’s, navy
pinstripe suit, nicely fitted around the shoulders. Vertucci knows
the style: ready-to-wear, made in Singapore but expensive cloth.
The gentleman travels? White shirt (ah, we want to
look conservative), nice plain blue silk tie. Clothes
maketh the man. Pleasant manner, soft voice. Even features,
clean shaven and a slight tan. Tall, lean with modern cut hair. The
corners of the man’s mouth trouble Vertucci. He has seen lips like
that.

 

The man repeats the request, quietly assertive and adds,
“Please.”

 

What’s the occasion?” Vertucci enquires.

“Business,” is the reply. “Negotiations.”

“Good masks take time,” Vertucci declares.

“A week?”

Vertucci nods in agreement and says:

”$200 and I need photos.”

 

Vertucci beckons the customer to a chair, then pushes aside a
curtain and reappears a moment later with a camera and tripod. He
takes his customer’s head and shoulder shot, left and right
profile.

 

“I need a signature for the order book,” Vertucci requests.

 

The signature backs up Vertucci’s impression. Slight, right
leaning up and down strokes. Nicely formed legible letters. The dot
over the letter ‘i’ is precisely put. An agreeable person. Upright,
nice, conventional, punctilious. Vertucci needs a word to sum up
this man out to make a good first impression. Agreeable?
Inoffensive? Accommodating? Amenable?  Vertucci decides that
Aaron Kingsley is amenable but the excessively long looped letter
‘y’ hints at secret appetites, excesses and overindulgences.

Vertucci explains the need for taking a cast of the sitter’s
face in preparation for casting a latex mask from a plaster mould.
Kingsley endures the inconvenience and discomfort of ….. a death
mask? He shudders at the thought. Vertucci notices his customer’s
reaction and smiles.

 

“Most people react like you did at the thought of a death mask.
It’s not a premonition,” Vertucci promises. He cleanses Kingsley’s
face. 

“Have you considered a style for your mask?”

“I won’t be wearing it,” Kingsley replies. “Make mine like the
one on the counter.”

“This one?” Vertucci asks and hands him the mask to try.

“Perfect.”

 

Vertucci rubs his hands in anticipation of the challenge as
Kingsley walks out the door. He prints three portraits in colour
and pins them to his workshop corkboard. The material for the mask
is a simple choice: latex over a silk lining for stiffness and
comfort. He waits until closing time and pours a plaster mould. He
puts it on a shelf to dry and makes a second mould, an archive
copy. He studies Kingsley’s face while the plaster dries.

Vertucci is a master at catching snapshots of emotions and
transforming them into frozen impressions. Kingsley’s mask could be
a caricature, a parody perhaps of a negotiator’s face. Not a
gambler’s poker face, for it would be off-putting to others with
whom Kingsley has to negotiate. It has to be the quintessential
face of a negotiator. That’s Vertucci’s challenge. 

The following morning, he sculpts Kingsley’s plaster face. He
smoothes over the turned down corner of the left side of the mouth.
That erases the smirk, the disapproving mien, the derisory upside
down smile. The condemnation and contempt look born out of
criticism vanishes under his skilled fingers. Vertucci has seen
such traits in his older brother, a victim of abuse. A slightly
widened smile gives the mask an impression of mild approval.
Vertucci then erases the deep, steep furrow between the eyebrows to
remove an expression of questioning and doubt. Shaving of eyebrows
widens the gap between them and strips the face of anger. The
negotiator would have to avoid a frown.

Vertucci beholds the face of an open, receptive, willing and
agreeable man. A slight lowering of eyebrows and a hardly
noticeable squint adds a suggestion of scepticism. He casts a latex
mask, then another and adds colour to make it a lifelike image.

 

Kingsley likes the mask. It was just what he needs and he knows
exactly how to use it. He wants to become a better negotiator with
the help of a mask. Vertucci wonders:  could a mask make the
man? Hardly! A mask serves as a harmless disguise at a carnival.
Kinky sex people like masks. Vertucci also supplies leather, masks
and other paraphernalia for people into private pleasures and
diversions Vertucci understands. What is Kingsley’s poison?

 

 

“Make me a mask, mask maker.”

“Mr. Kingsley. How nice to see you!”

Vertucci shakes Kingsley’s proffered hand. It is a firm grip,
not cold, not hot, just a pleasant touch. He waits for Kingsley to
make the next move.

“Make me another, mask maker. Please.”

“So you are you happy with the first mask?”

 Kingsley nods. “Yes, it worked a treat.”

 


           
“The occasion, this time?”


           
“Business. On-going matters of ah…..dominance, I guess. A display
of power.”

“A power mask. Quite a challenge. Raw power? Or a more subtle
show of authority?”

“Mr. Vertucci, you understand me so well. Authority. I like the
sound of the word.”

“Power invites challenges, even rebellion. You might prefer to
have a person’s acceptance rather than obedience?” Vertucci wants
to know.

“Authority with acceptance. A steel hand in a velvet glove,”
Kingsley agrees and looks very pleased with what Vertucci would
design for him.

“A leader just the same.”

 


           
Vertucci again takes three photos and dates them. Kingsley’s face
has changed since the first mask. Not aged but different. He
retrieves Kingsley’s first mask from the archive and lays it next
to the new photos on the bench.

“Mamma mia,” he whispers and his hands tremble as he pins up the
new snapshots. Vertucci makes the power mask as specified and a
copy for his collection.

 

Kingsley examines the new mask and congratulates Vertucci.

“Thank you mask maker. Is this real ivory?” He wonders as he
strokes the handle of Vertucci‘s latest creation.

“Alas, no. In the past maybe. But now we make do with a
substitute,” Vertucci explains. “I can fit an old ivory knife or
fork handle but it will not sit in your hand as comfortably as this
one.”

“It will be fine Mr. Vertucci, thank you very much,” Kingsley
says and hands him his credit card. 

“Thank you Mr Kingsley for your custom. At your service
anytime,” Vertucci answers.

“It will be a while, I imagine,” Kingsley says, picks up his
mask and leaves.

 

I don’t mind if you never come back.

 

 

 

“Make me another mask, mask maker,” Kingsley orders with a
smile.

“Mr. Kingsley, how are you? It’s been two years?”

“Nearly two and a half.”

“My, how time flies!”

 

Vertucci disappears behind the curtain to collect his
photographic gear. He studies Kingsley from behind the one way
mirror, a recent addition in response to security worries. Kingsley
now wears a bespoke suit but not one tailored in Singapore. Shoes,
shirt and tie looked expensive, really expensive and must have come
from the most exclusive London shops. Kingsley’s face is changed
dramatically. There is no need to consult a copy of the power mask.
The real thing stares him in the face. Charisma ! The power
mask has transformed Kingsley more than he could ever have
imagined. Vertucci sees- no, he feels even from a distance, the
charm, the powerful magnetism of the persuasive personality the
mask created. He imagines that people stop talking when Kingsley
enters a room. Kingsley’s presence commands respect. People follow
because they want to. A shiver runs down Vertucci’s spine at the
thought of how Kingsley might use such a gift.

 

Vertucci returns with his camera and tripod and sets it up to
take the portraits. Kingsley looks at him and Vertucci lets go of
the camera.

“Sorry.”

“No need to apologise, Mr. Vertucci.”

“I don’t really need to take another photo,” Vertucci
explains.

 

Kingsley smiles, Vertucci feels better and waits for his
customer to make the next move.

 

“Make me a grief mask, mask maker,” Kingsley orders. “A mask to
express my sorrow, pain and anguish at losing a partner.”

 

Vertucci wants to object, to question and argue. He wants to
shout:

 

Who died? You don’t look sad. You show no grief. You plan to
feel sorrow? You plan to mourn? Who is the partner about to
die?

 

Vertucci turns his face away to avoid Kingsley seeing his
disgust and anger. He fills in the order and with eyes turned down,
turns the book around for Kingsley to sign.

That evening, Vertucci studies the shop video recording. It
confirms that Kingsley has indeed transformed himself. There is no
denying: The mask has made the person, improbably and incredibly
so. Kingsley is the mask.

In a week, Kingsley would collect the grief mask. Someone is
about to die. “Please God,” Vertucci prays,” Guide me. Let the mask
cause no harm.”

 

Vertucci stays in the back room when Kingsley calls. The casual
shop assistant hands Kingsley the wrapped mask. He opens the
package, picks up the mask and holds it to his face. He studies
himself in the mirror. Vertucci looks on in fascination. Kingsley
moves the mask away and looks at the reflection in the mirror. He
holds the mask in front of his face again for a moment. When he
lowers the mask, Vertucci staggers away from the one way mirror to
sit down. Kingsley has morphed his face into the grief mask. It has
taken only moments for Kingsley’s face to act out, no not act out,
to become a grief stricken man.

“What have I done? Please God, make him stay away. Please,”
Vertucci implores.

 

Vertucci’s heart sinks when Kingsley comes back within the
month. There is grief and sorrow on Kingsley’s face. You don’t
fool me.

Vertucci makes eye contact and reaches for the order book.

 

“Make me a mask, mask maker,” Kingsley says. “The occasion I
hear you ask?” There is a trace of sarcasm in Kingsley’s voice.

Vertucci just nods.

“I stand accused of murder,” Kingsley explains. “I am
innocent.”

 

Vertucci writes in his book: “Innocence mask-ready in a
week”.

 He slides the order book across the counter for Kingsley
to sign.

 

Vertucci closes the book, rests his flat hand on it and
declares:

“There will be no more masks.”

 

 

 Vertucci’s despairs when a Supreme Court jury acquits
Kingsley of murder. Journalists and media commentators alike are
united in their astonishment at the verdict. Admittedly, all the
evidence is circumstantial but damning all the same. In the jurors’
eyes, Kingsley’s business partner of eleven years has perished in
the outback, an unfortunate accidental death. There is no body,
which might have persuaded the jury, many thought. But there is no
doubt in Vertucci’s mind. None whatsoever-the mask has helped
Kingsley beat the charge.

 

 Vertucci goes to church for redemption. He has last been
to confession 27 years ago at the time of his confirmation. He
bears his penance gladly and lights five candles every morning for
a month and puts Kingsley out of his mind for good- so he
thinks.

 

Tuesdays are good days in the shop for making masks without too
many interruptions. People who hire gear on a Friday or Saturday
bring it back on Monday. There is little hire business during the
week. Vertucci unlocks the shop and lets in a woman waiting under
the awning, sheltering from the slight autumn drizzle. She waits
politely while he puts away a dripping umbrella and turns on the
lights.

 

“I need to know who made this mask,” she says and puts it on the
counter.

“It is one of mine,” Vertucci admits.

“It is one of five my husband had.”

“I made five. This mask,” Vertucci picks it up,” Is the fifth
one-the innocence mask.”

His face must have shown remorse for the woman says:

“Do not blame yourself Mr. …?”she looks at him.

“Vertucci, Salvador Vertucci, mask maker.”

“I am Veronica Kingsley, Aaron Kingsley’s widow.”

“Widow?” A shocked Vertucci exclaims and stops himself from
wanting to know more.

“One moment, please.” Vertucci locks the shop door and reverses
the Open sign. He beckons the widow to his private quarters.

 

“Coffee?”

 

The widow tells him of two shotgun blasts. One to Kingsley’s
chest and the second one that blew away his face. The killer, the
son of Kingsley’s partner, then had calmly rung the police and
admitted to what he called “the execution”, a revenge killing for
the murder of his father.

 

“I am sorry for your loss and the death of your husband’s
partner,” Vertucci says with sincerity. ”I feel responsible
for…”

“You are not to blame yourself for these events. Aaron, a long
time ago, started out on a journey and not even I could alter his
path.”

 

The mask maker hears of a young, happy, easy going man with
driving ambitions. Kingsley had a major weakness: his emotions were
plain for all to see. He had to learn to keep himself in check, to
disguise his true feelings. He thought a mask, if he copied its
expression long enough, might be the way to go. For hours at a
time, he had held the negotiator mask in front of his face and
copied what he saw in the mirror. He succeeded and soon was able to
switch to what he called a “mode”. He liked the idea so much that
he tried it again.

 

“That was the second mask. The power mask,” Vertucci
interrupts.

“It worked for him. Too well in fact and he became a changed
man,” the widow confides. “He became a different person and found
it harder and harder to let go of the mode.” 

“You know, I never thought it possible that a person could
become the mask. Not without being a good actor as well,” Vertucci
speculates.

“And a good actor he was, Mr. Vertucci,” she replies.

“I was worried when he asked me to make the grief mask,”
Vertucci concedes.

“The power by then had gone to his head. He succeeded in most
things he tried but Aaron felt that his partner was holding him
back,” the widow reveals.

“I thought perhaps someone had died but who was I kidding,” rues
Vertucci.

 

Mrs Kingsley continues her story and speaks of worries about her
husband’s sanity. She had feared his violence at home. At work,
frustrations about his partner’s risk averseness had turned to
anger, then threats. Kingsley had talked his partner into an
outback adventure to restore the close bond they once had.
Witnesses in Broken Hill had noticed the two men arguing. Kingsley
claimed that their Landrover had broken down off the beaten track
and that his partner had chosen to stay with the vehicle whereas
Kingsley had decided to walk out, as it turned out, to safety. His
partner’s body was never found. Kingsley gained a massive key man
insurance payout and control of the business.

His partner’s family accused Kingsley of murder and he was
arrested and charged.

 

“He got off and I don’t know whether he was guilty or not. It
really doesn’t matter now,” the widow says. “I want people to view
the body.”

“I can help you there with a mask I made when your husband first
came to see me,” Vertucci offers. “I can age it a little and the
world would see the man you married.”

“I was hoping that you might have an answer. Would you do me a
special favour and fit the mask?”

“It would be an honour Veronica. May I call you Veronica?”

 “Of course,” she replies and blushes noticeably. She likes
the way he says her name. Verroneecah.

“And you must call me Salvador.”

 

Two months after the funeral, on a Tuesday just before closing
time, the widow goes shopping. Vertucci is in his workshop when the
door buzzer alerts him. He is annoyed at getting a late customer
but his face breaks into a smile when he sees her through the
one-way mirror.

 

“Veronica, what a lovely surprise.”

“Salvador, how are you?”

“Good, good. Coffee?” 

“Please. would be nice. Thank you.”

 

There is a self-conscious silence after they finish coffee.
Vertucci notices Veronica’s glances at the many finished and work
in progress masks in the workshop.

 

“Choose one,” he says.

“Thanks but I had something else in mind,” Veronica replies with
a coquettish smile.

“Oh yes?” Salvador answers with a little smirk.

“Make me a mask, mask maker,” she requests.

 

Vertucci is crestfallen. Veronica is not flirting-it is
business.

 

“That’s my job,” Vertucci says, much more matter-of-fact than
intended. She notices the disappointment and lays her hand on his
forearm to reassure him.

 

“I want to be a merry widow. Make me a merry widow mask, please
Salvador.”

His frown turns into a broad smile.

“I need to know madam, the occasion. A masked ball perhaps. A
dinner party?”

“You choose the occasion, mask maker,” Veronica replies.

“Such an invitation needs careful thought.”

 

Vertucci prepares to take her photograph.

“I have to see your bones.”

He enjoys touching her face and pushing her hair back. She
enjoys the admittedly professional touch and his closeness. There
is the scent of expensive aftershave. Salvador has manicured
nails.

Veronica leaves the shop happy and in anticipation of …what she
isn’t quite certain. Vertucci’s hand-made invitation comes in the
mail and she replies with an elegant response card.

 

The waiter in the Trattoria Napoli ushers her towards a screened
corner table.

 

“Thank you for coming. You are very punctual,” the man with a
mask held in front of his face says.” I like that in a woman.”

Veronica the special touches. The flowers, the candles and the
privacy.

“You are full of surprises and romantic touches, Salvador,”
Veronica replies.” I like that in a man.”

 

There is a parcel on the table, wrapped in silk and tied with
contrasting silk string. Veronica opens the parcel.

 

“That is a beautiful mask, thank you Salvador,” she says and
blows him a kiss.

“It will suit you. Let me help.” Salvador holds her pocket
mirror.

A masked Veronica studies her reflection and announces to the
world:

“I am the merry widow.”

The waiter brings champagne. They toast each other and fingers
touch.

The touch sparks a thought and Veronica recalls the Romeo and
Juliet scene where the lovers hold hands and say:

        Let lips do what
hands do.

On an impulse, she picks up the mask, holds it by the handle and
turns it towards Salvador. Two masks face each other and meet
across the table and lips barely touch. This is the most erotic
thing I’ve ever done Veronica admits to herself. The masks
playfully withdraw and kiss again. A lingering kiss and their eyes
say what masks say. 

They look at each other in silence and dare not speak for fear
of breaking the spell.

“This is the most erotic thing I’ve ever done,” Veronica
whispers.

“This is totally new for me. I never imagined that my masks…. It
is amazing what a mask can do for a man,” Salvador confesses.

“Me too. All over.”

 

“Waiter!”

 “Coffee?”

“Yes. Two short blacks, please.”

“So tell me mask maker about the man behind your happy
mask?”

“A simple man looking happiness,” Salvador replies puts the mask
over his face to hide a big smile grin.

“How far have you looked?”

“Very near tonight,” he explains.

“Do you live far from here?” Veronica asks as she finishes her
short black.

“Walking distance,” Salvador replies.

“Too far for a girl in high heels?” Veronica asks.” I brought
sneakers just in case.”

“You look very elegant in high heels.”

Salvador puts the silk scarf around Veronica’s shoulder as the
waiter opens the door.

“I had no idea,” Virginia says and hooks her arm under his and
pulls him close. “How powerful masks can be.”

###
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The
23rd June (2011)
The Queensland sun does things to people. Everybody is tanned,
relaxed and wants to talk. That’s alright with me. I am a waiter in
a busy tourist restaurant and it’s my job to listen. People want me
to know the most amazing, the weirdest and sometimes very private
things when they are on holidays. Monday nights are the quietest
nights and listening helps pass the time. If my diners look like
cheapskates, I look at my watch a few times. They get the hint. I
can knock off early and go to the pub. This is last Monday’s love
story. It was all about love and the water. It’s a bit private, so
please keep it to yourself.



	


The
Judas Kiss (2011)
London tourists: beware.



	


Wherefore
Love's Shadow (2011)
A dramatic thriller novel propelled forward by mystery, suspense
and violence interspersed, necessarily so, with romance and
erotica. He was looking for love in all the wrong places.

He wasn’t asking for the great love, the grande affair, the
unforgettable one or the lightning bolt of love at first sight. He
yearned for the real thing and if it didn't come his way, then at
least someone to walk joyfully and contentedly beside him on a
sunlit path to happiness. Surely that wasn’t asking the universe
for too much?

He finds the one and an immense dilemma. She has to become an
accomplice in his dangerous mission and by deceiving her, he risks
losing what he has searched for. Together they embark on a
terrifying journey, all the while guided by a poem’s prediction.
All is well, or nearly so as the lovers share the reward. All the
threads come together in a dramatic ending.



	


Master of all
Time (2011)
An Australian public servant had the audacity to tell world
leaders to disarm. While he was around, there would be no nuclear
war. He held all the trump cards and so would his son. Penberthy
was a happy man when the wall fell, the U.S.S.R. imploded and the
Iron Curtain rusted away. The world was safe and he had a son in
high school. His son really mattered.



	


Safe
at a Distance (2011)
There was only one way her daughter would ever be safe from me.
Will love conquer all?



	


Muriel and
Udolpho (2011)
The young actress Muriel Casterton celebrated her stage debut
with cast and crew back stage after opening night. The audience’s
thunderous applause was still ringing in her ears when the well
meaning party host introduced Muriel to another first for the day:
Udolpho Wolfe. This became an instant, all consuming, intoxicating
and lifelong infatuation.



	


The
Stolen Childhood (2011)
Despite a difficult upbringing and hardships, Kitty made good.
She had two secrets, one of which was her own doing and the other a
lifelong challenge.



	


The
Foreshadowed Land (2011)
Australia: the island continent. Strange animals, unfamiliar
plants, beautiful beaches and scenery plus: a trap for young
players. Beware, all is not as it seems.



	


Rabbiting
with Jack (2011)
Be careful when you want to net rabbits in Australia. Sometimes
you catch more than you bargain for.



	


Tourist
Traps (2011)
If you’re good for a laugh, wear a name badge in Tasmania.
Otherwise-don’t. If your name is Smith or Jones or Williams, the
tour guide will leave you alone. He picks on people named
Gilberthorpe, Worthington, Gillespie, Markgrunder or
Thistlethwaite. Harrington would be ideal. He needs unusual names
and there is always at least one in every group. Trevor Cash needs
only one. The trick only works once.



	


Big
John's Long War (2011)
He made good on a promise to come home from the war to take care
of his family. The war never ended for this poor soul.



	


Looking for
Miss Allen (2011)
English is not my first language so finding Miss Allen proved to
be... well... difficult!

Not my fault!



	


Pavel
the Walker (2011)
After another fight with his father, the 16 year old walked out.
He severed connection with what he thought were his parents. He
wandered the world and only stopped to work and save. He walked
till the money ran out. He had walked North and South America and
arrived in Australia when he was 30. And met a girl. He stopped
wandering for a time. He had an appointment to keep. He wanted to
stay. He had to leave. Heartbreaking moments. There has to be a
happy ending. They deserve a future together. Can any man leave his
past behind? Ever?



	


Martin Goes
Floundering (2011)
Martin goes floundering in Tasmania's Marion Bay. Pause and
retreat. What could possibly go wrong? Pause and retreat. He has
been there before and made TV news for all the wrong
reasons...

This is a light-hearted short story of what happens when Martin and
water mix. Follow his and his family’s exploits as they struggle
with the elements. Surprise after surprise will have you rolling on
the floor laughing.



	


A
Batch of Scones (2011)
When a friend wants to borrow your oven of a Sunday morning to
bake scones for his tea rooms, something’s up. More than anyone
knew….



	


Joseph's
Lines (2011)
Sister organized a nativity play as she did every year. There
were two plum parts to be had: Mary and Joseph. The three wise men
looked good but made only a brief and silent appearance. Not much
glory there. Much to my disappointment, I landed the role of a
shepherd with a speaking part, at least. We learned our lines by
heart as we couldn’t read yet.



	


Power
Surge (2011)
No one in their right mind would pay that much to rent a house
here. But someone did, not because she was out of her mind, but
because she could not find accommodation anywhere. Then he moved in
with her: a walking chemist shop.

He had a Rottweiler and a little mutt. He needed the big dog for
protection and the mutt for barking.



	


Diamond
Jim (2011)
He couldn't afford the genuine article. So he did the next best
thing.



	


First
Bite (2011)
Station Pier, Port Melbourne on a cold, wet early winter’s
morning in 1962 is not a welcoming place. Meat pie! I must have a
meat pie. And there was the sign: ‘Four ‘n Twenty’, the meat pie I
must have.



	


Breakfast
Surprise (2011)
You’d think that having breakfast and Father’s Day breakfast at
that, would be a gentle affair free of untoward interruptions. Not
so and we had no idea that having breakfast at the Breakfast Club
in London’s Soho would become a talking point for innocent
diners!

Must be careful in the big city. There are bad people about-even on
Father’s Day……..



	


Tauscher's
Brides (2011)
His answer to a lack of suitable brides was direct, violent and
very profitable. He bartered goods, then people and found another
way to supply brides to those who could afford his price. And then
his luck ran out....



	


Gillian's
Prison (2011)
A dramatic Australian short story with an explosive mix of
passion, devotion, betrayal, violence and retribution.

How far does a woman go to support her man? And what happens when
love is betrayed? Gillian forgave and forgot but it wasn’t enough.
When her time came to act, she did so with a vengeance but paid a
terrible price….



	


Rainbow
Thief (2011)
A short story about a boy who, when the colour violet in
rainbows vanishes,searches and finds the thief who has stolen also
indigo and blue.



	


Chick
Magnet (2012)
Being a chick magnet is fine as long as it doesn't get you into
trouble.

Albert had some serious explaining to do as things went awry.



	


400
Words (2012)
This is a brief (400 word) guide to writing and assessing short
stories. Especially my own. Some writers object to a structure for
stories. That is fine as long as you realize that no structure is a
structure still. You just write and hope to pull the reader along.
Readers, speaking for myself and one or two others, like to know
where you’re taking them.

Structure is what holds your story together. It’s like an
itinerary. If you don’t have one, you’ll end up somewhere and
you’ll have to happy with where you end up when you’ve run out of
words. Readers may decide, at any time, to let you go on ahead
without them. That’s what’s so democratic about writing. You can’t
make readers stay with you on the bus. They can get off, put your
book down and even more brutally, dismiss you with a mouse click. A
structure will entice the reader to stay with you to the bitter,
sweet, surprising or whatever end you have us awaiting.

Finally, leave readers wondering, not what will happen next in your
story, but what else you have in store. Leave them hungry.



	


Blackface
Sheep (2012)
How Australian sheep got their black faces.



	


GET
OVER IT (2012)
A short story about how you get over it and where you end up
that says a lot about you. Come on a short,bumpy ride.



	


Gary
H., not quite the real thing (2012)
Gary H. had a lovely wife, a good business and everything looked
fine. Then why make calls from a public phone, every weekday at
10.05 AM? He had a perfectly good telephone at home and an iphone
as well.

Gary, it seems, was not quite the real thing. Oh dear!



	


The
Glove Letters (2012)
Letters from the edge as the search for the mysterious glove
touches people’s lives in

simple ways, in sad moments, at turbulent times, under pitiable
circumstances and in ways that will touch your heart and mind.
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