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Shaunta’s Letter:

Dear Ninja,
This zine—this little thing you’re holding in your 

hands right now—was such a labor of love for me.
A labor of my love for you.
Ninja Writers has been the most amazing experience. 

In just the last year, we’ve grown to over 13,000! We’ve 
learned. We’ve taught. We’ve written gazillions of words 
together.

We are rebel writers and I’m so proud to be a part of 
that.

I want to thank you for being a part of it, too.
Inside this zine, you’ll find ten pieces of flash fiction 

written by Ninja Writers. 
The fact that you’re reading this means that you sup-

ported those writers.  You can support them even more by 
going to their websites and following them.

I’m so excited to see what our second year brings. 
I’m so happy I get to find out with you!

Love,
Shaunta

P.S. I hope you’ll connect with us!

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/
groups/1582424518747057
Twitter: @shauntagrimes #ninjawriters
Blog: www.whatisaplot.com
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Our Patreon community is growing! 

The support is so humbling and so awesome.
Every patron, even at the $1 level, gets a love bomb. 

That’s a letter from me in the mail with an official Ninja 
Writer membership card and a mini-zine. Plus, other good 
stuff!

At the $3 level, patrons get access to a digital down-
load every month. So far those downloads have included:

• January: The Writing Planner
• February: The Plotting Workshop eBook
• March: The 31 Days of Ninja Writing eBook
• April: The WRITER Framework eBook
At the $10 level, you can join The 1000 Day MFA. This 

is one of the most fun things I’ve ever done. Every day we 
read a short story, an essay, and a poem. We write a short 
story every week. We watch movies. We also have a really 
awesome private Facebook Group. 

Most important, though: when you become a Patre-
on patron, you’re supporting other Ninja Writers. On the 
tenth of January, April, July, and October, $1 for every 
single patron goes into a pot to pay the contributors to 
this zine. Thank you, so much, for helping me to send out 
checks to ten very deserving writers.

You can find out more about patron rewards here: 
www.patreon.com/ninjawriters
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Seven Things You Can Do When 
Writing is a Bastard

Shaunta Grimes

For a while, we’d write together (remotely) for ten 
minutes early every morning. It was more for him than 
for me. But I wrote with him. And he texted me his word 
count.

And then one day he didn’t. And the next day. And 
the next.

I don’t know him well enough to know exactly what’s 
going on, but I’m pretty sure I can guess: he reached the 
10,000 word point in his novel. The end of Act I. He lost 
the thread of his story, then he broke his chain of daily 
writing, and he’s busy working on other things now.

I’m 100 percent confident that he’s still writing every-
day. Just not his novel. Maybe he’ll read this and text me 
tomorrow morning. I hope so. His story is important.

Two summers ago I had the surreal experience of 
returning to my high school to give an author talk in the 
library where I spent hours (and hours, and hours) as a 
teenager.

Weirdest thing: the card catalog that dominated the 
center of the space when I was a teenager? Gone.

After my talk, a student told me that he loved writing, 
but he was suffering from serious writer’s block. Why? 
Because he could ONLY write between certain hours, in 
a certain room, in a certain chair, with a certain drink, in 
a certain cup . . . his list of must haves for creative writing 
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was startling and very specific.
Writing fiction is tough work and our brains do what 

they can to protect us from tough work. That includes 
convincing you that you can’t write if:

You aren’t inspired.
You and your muse are on a break.
You don’t have the exact right conditions under which 

to write.
Your story sucks.

I write all the time about 
how important a daily writing habit is.

It is important. But we’re human. Sometimes we break 
the chain. Sometimes things take a left turn into what in 
the fuck am I even trying to do land and the days when 
you don’t write start to add up in another kind of chain.

Here’s what you can do when you fall off that wagon. 
When you aren’t writing everyday, or any day, and you’re 
struggling with how to get started again.

Give yourself one day
First thing — take the pressure off. Give yourself a day 

where you purposefully don’t write. Not a do-nothing 
day. A reset day.

Work on a different project. Read a book. Hand write 
in a notebook. Do whatever it is that you do that makes 
you feel like a writer.

While you’re at it, have a good talking to with your 
inner editor. Remind her that you’re in charge, and you 
have decided that writer’s block isn’t a thing. You get 
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one day to move her back into her box, and then tomor-
row — you’re writing.

Plan your shiny new thing
On your reset day, give yourself permission to do 

something that I usually highly recommend against: pull 
out your next shiny new idea.

Pretty much every writer has experienced the Second 
Act Inspiration. When we start writing, we usually known 
the beginning and the end of our story. It’s the middle 
where things get dicey and bogged down. And right 
then — that’s when a fantastic new idea shines down on us.

And it seems so reasonable to drop everything and 
write the thing that is definitely going to make us famous 
and that the whole world is going to fall in love with.

Guess what. The thing you’re not writing right now? 
it was your last shiny new idea. If you keep chasing those 
ideas, you’ll never finish anything. And, truly, the only 
thing that matters is finishing.

So, usually I say — write the idea down and then keep 
writing forward on your current project. But on your reset 
day? Immerse yourself in something shiny and new for 
a little bit. It’ll ignite your creativity and get your fingers 
moving again.

Fall back in love with your story
Another thing you can do is something else that I usu-

ally don’t advocate: re-read what you’ve already written.
I have a pretty strict ‘no editing while I’m drafting’ 

policy. Writing and editing use two different parts of my 
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brain and I need to keep the writing part engaged until it’s 
time for revision.

It’s also very easy for your writer brain to trick you 
into feeling like you really are writing if you spend weeks 
tinkering with what you’ve already written.

But if you’re not writing, sometimes you just need to 
fall back in love with your story. And the best way to do 
that is to read it.

I still say it’s best not to edit. Read with a notebook 
and note where changes need to be made. Even (espe-
cially) big ones. Then move forward as if you’ve already 
made those edits.

Write for ten minutes, even if it sucks
On day one, after your reset day, set a timer and just 

force yourself to write forward on your story for ten min-
utes. Even if it absolutely sucks. Even if you hate every 
word.

If you absolutely cannot make yourself write for ten 
minutes, write ten words.

If you’re struggling to get started, start by retyping the 
last paragraph you wrote. Think of it as grease for your 
writing joints. It’ll get your creation pump primed.

In fact, write crap on purpose
If you need to, take it a step further.
Write crap like it’s your job. Set out to write the crap-

piest crap you possibly can. Not forever, of course. Just for 
ten minutes.
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Write a juicy scene
I have a very linear brain. I usually start on page one 

of my stories and just keep going forward until I get to the 
end. Writing out of order makes my brain hurt.

Usually.
If I’m really stuck — if I find myself avoiding writing 

because I don’t know how to bust through whatever wall 
my story has throw up — I sometimes think forward to the 
next scene that I know for sure my story needs. Or to some 
scene I’ve really been looking forward to writing. And I 
write it.

Either write a note to yourself in the text that you 
need to fill in missing scenes during revision — or go back 
and write the fill in tomorrow.

Tell a friend
It’s easier to disappoint just yourself than it is to dis-

appoint someone else.
Tell a friend that you’re going to write for ten minutes 

today and ask them to follow up with you. Set yourself up 
so that if you skip it, you’re going to have to tell someone, 
out loud.

You can also try this: come over to Facebook and join 
Ninja Writers. When you’re ready to set your timer, ask if 
anyone wants to join you. Someone (or several someones) 
probably will. But even if no one does, come back in ten 
minutes and report how many words you wrote. Tag me. 
I’ll do a happy dance for you!
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Founder Effect

Shaunta Grimes
Whatisaplot.com

Let me start with the story we are taught from the 
time we are children:

When things fell to pieces, three families saw the 
world teetering on the edge of disaster. They pooled their 
resources and prepared. They were the Smart Ones. They 
bought a mountain and they built a Bunker into the side 
of it.

They filled the Bunker with things that would keep 
them in the way they were accustomed, when doomsday 
came. One day it was time and the Smart Ones locked 
themselves in with their families and their servants and 
their gold and a helicopter in case they had to make a 
quick getaway. 

They paid in advance for a private army of soldiers to 
watch over them, in perpetuity. 

Outside, at any given time, were men with guns, 
warding off the Bad and the Dangerous.

I grew up believing that these men, these soldiers, 
were the only thing holding the world back with its mur-
der and rape and theft. Some nights I lay awake, tucked 
into my narrow drawer of a bunk, and I imagined utter 
chaos Out There. I pictured grotesque creatures with two 
heads and no livers, tearing each other to ribbons, and I 
was grateful for our walls and our locked door.

I’ve learned that the things I have to tell you, might 
shock you. But before I write them down, I want you to 
know something. We are civilized. We dress for dinner 
every night in buttery-soft leather processed by our serv-
ants, sewn with sinew and the finest bone needles you’ve 
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ever seen.  We use silver forks and crystal goblets. We eat 
our meat off of fine china.

I’ve learned that while eighty generations of my 
ancestors lived in the Bunker, there were wars and epi-
demics and for a while, human life was touch and go. In 
those years, the Smart Ones were lucky to be safe in our 
mountain.

But time passed and, I’ve been told, things happened.
The energy wars came to an end so long ago that they 

are ancient history. The final frontier was crossed, but not 
by us. On Earth, there was reversal, back through the in-
formation age and the Industrial Revolution and the dark 
ages. And then there was a second coming. And a third. 
And finally a fourth, which stuck and brought a period of 
peace like the world had never known.

We missed all of that. We were so well hidden that 
it took two thousand years for someone to stumble upon 
our door. We heard them trying to get in for months. The 
soldiers will protect us, we told ourselves. The soldiers are 
fighting for us. When you finally breeched our boundary, 
I believe your shock was greater than ours. After all, we 
knew you were out there. You thought you were opening 
a tomb.

Plenty surprised us, though. The sun was science 
fiction before we left the bunker. I had never seen a living 
thing that wasn’t a human being.  I did not know what an 
apple was, the first time I saw one. We don’t have fruit. Or 
vegetables, beyond the few we are able to grow under the 
light of oil lamps.

The real trouble came when someone wanted to know 
where our oil came from. We didn’t know enough to lie, 
so we were brought here. And you asked me to write this 
account, to help you to understand. I wonder if you will. 

Let me start here. We have three guiding principles: 
People are our greatest resource. Family sustains. Nothing 
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wasted.
I have never seen anything like the waste here. You 

gave me a whole book of paper to write in. In front of me, 
an entire cup of pencils. They fed me more food for lunch 
than I could eat in a day, much less a single meal.

Even putting just one girl in a room that could fit two 
dozen feels wasteful beyond reckoning. 

As far as I can tell, nothing is precious here.
Everything in the Bunker is precious. People are all 

we have. And family to sustain us.
We don’t waste anything. Or anyone.
Babies that are born too wrong to live, bless our com-

munity.
Old ones who are past living make the softest leather.
Anyone who does not survive, whatever the reason, 

sustains us.
We live in a concrete world. Do you understand what 

I’m telling you? We cannot dig. We cannot burn. Even if 
we want to waste our dead, the way you do, we can’t.

None of the food still sitting in front of me is recogniz-
able. None of it looks edible. None of it smells like some-
thing I should put in my mouth. The meat tastes wrong.

I want to go home now. 
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The Perfect Day

Cat Wild
CatWildAuthor.wordpress.com

The rain had fallen hard last night, but not today. 
Today was perfect. Sylvia grinned up at the cloudless, 
sunny sky, drew in a deep breath that smelled of wet 
grass and spring, and then dropped her keys. She giggled 
when she looked down and realized that she had neither 
dropped the keys on her foot nor in the mud puddle she 
had almost stepped in but managed to avoid completely. 
Of course she avoided it. Mud had no right to intrude on 
her perfect day. She felt almost giddy as she picked up her 
keys, fingers grazing against the cool, damp gravel. As 
she straightened, she rubbed her hand on the back of her 
jeans to brush the crumbs of dirt off her fingers. Then she 
remembered that she still hadn’t locked the front door.

“Oh, f-f-f-fiddlesticks.” Ever since the stick turned 
blue, she was determined to stop swearing. And she’d 
only peed on the stick this morning after Andrew left 
for work. Immediately after the door closed, Sylvia had 
grabbed the test hiding in her handbag and rushed into 
their shared bathroom. Two minutes had never taken so 
long, and she’d surprised herself by actually whooping 
out loud when she saw the positive result. Followed by a 
jubilant “Hot damn!”, which was, rather predictably, fol-
lowed by an earnest promise to the powers-that-be to give 
up swearing before the baby came.

She locked the door and turned to go to her car. She 
saw a piece of paper under the windscreen wiper, and 
both her heart and her steps quickened. Her footsteps 
squelched on the damp gravel, and the faintest breeze lift-
ed her hair and brought tiny goosebumps to her arms. She 
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knew what it was. Andrew did this every year, leaving a 
love note for her to find on their anniversary. She adored 
these little surprises, but she knew they couldn’t top the 
surprise she’d be giving Andrew tonight at dinner. As her 
hand reached out to take the note, a police car pulled in 
the drive behind her car.

Sylvia couldn’t understand what the cops would be 
doing here. But it didn’t matter. It couldn’t. Nothing was 
going to ruin this perfect day.

 The car came to a stop. She noticed the crunching 
noise the tires made. She saw a uniformed officer exit 
each side of the vehicle, and everything, including time, 
stopped. 

“Mrs Taylor?” She heard them tell her about the car 
accident, about the ambulance arriving on the scene, about 
Andrew dying before reaching A&E. She heard it all, but 
she’d stopped noticing anything. Nothing made sense 
anymore. Nothing but the blue stick in her bathroom and 
the paper she clutched in her hand.

My Dearest Syl—
Happy anniversary, darling. I think this is going to be 

our best year yet. I’ll see you tonight. 
All my love, A.
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The Voicemail

Aubrey Porter
aubreyportercreations.com

        I don’t know why I haven’t deleted it. It wasn’t even 
intended for me. She left it two days ago and now I can’t 
seem to get her or her words out of my head. There is 
something about her voice. It has a sweetness, a sincerity, 
that even though her words were not meant for me, I can’t 
make myself push the delete key. That simple touch of the 
screen would delete her from my life. She has come to rep-
resent what I am looking for. I don’t know if I am ready to 
let that go. 

Unknown. I look at the word and the ten digit number 
below it, as my thumb hovers over the screen trying to de-
cide. I tap the screen and her voice resonates out through 
the speaker phone.

“Hi... I know it’s been a while, but I miss you and 
want you to know how much I love you. I wish you could 
see what I see, and realize how special you truly are. I 
can’t wait to see you again. Maybe we can meet by that 
tree... you know the one. ---------- Anyway, I know you’re 
busy, but I wanted to remind you that I’m here. I’ll be 
waiting for when you’re ready. I love you.”

“I’m ready now.” I whisper, then realize I have once 
again been drawn in by her sweet voice and kind words. 
It doesn’t make any sense. How could I be ready when I 
don’t know anything about her?  I don’t know her name, 
where she lives, what she looks like. She doesn’t know me. 
There is also the question of who the message is intended 
for. Who is he? How could he be too busy for her? How 
can he make her wait? Is that what I am making her do? 
Do I need to let her know her mistake, or do I delete her 
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voice from my phone and my life forever? 
  My thumb hovers over my options again; over the 

red button that reads “DELETE” and the green button that 
reads “CALL BACK”. I have been here before, with my 
thumb frozen over my phone, and been unable to make 
the choice. Today is the day. I have to make the decision. I 
take a deep breath, close my eyes, and lower my thumb to 
the screen.

Ramsey Counseling and Coaching

www.counselingwtx.net
Please give feedback on blog 

pramseylpc@gmail.com - NINJA in subject line.
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Picking the Devil’s Pocket

Nicole Willson
NicoleWillson.com

When I’m getting dressed for the day, my mother’s 
silver box is missing from my top dresser drawer. The 
chill starts in the pit of my stomach as I head for the living 
room. 

“Sarah? Momma’s box is gone.” I don’t add I told you 
so.

Sarah comes out of the kitchen, her mouth a thin line. 
When she and Rory moved in here I told her to watch out 
for him and that box, but she had a fit. How could you 
even think that about your poor nephew?

Because Rory would pick the Devil’s pocket, and you 
know it, I said.

“I haven’t seen it.” The house is filling with the bitter 
burned smell of Sarah’s coffee. But I smell something else, 
a faint odor of sulfur. A bad sign.

“Guess that box just grew legs and walked off, then.”
Sarah strides up and gets right in my face, the way she 

used to do when we were kids.
“He wouldn’t know how to open it, Jean,” she says, 

her voice a hiss.
“Want to bet?” 
She looks like she’s going to cry. “I’ll ask about it 

when he gets back from school.”
“We have a situation on our hands, Sarah.” 
“You don’t know that!” But there’s not much force to 

her words. 
“I know we’re going to go down to the cellar right 

now and find Momma’s old book. If your boy gets that 
box open—“
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“He wouldn’t know how! I told you!” She’s crying 
openly now. 

I’m hauling Sarah towards the cellar steps when three 
loud bangs sound at the front door, making my breath 
catch. 

Sarah screams. That smell of sulfurous smoke is get-
ting stronger. 

“You want to save your boy, get to Momma’s book.” 
Sarah’s running down the cellar steps just as the front 

door crashes open. 
The thing that enters my house looks like Rory, except 

that the boy’s got fire for hair and flames shooting from 
his eyes and mouth. His skin is blackening like burning 
paper. 

“Oh hell, Rory,” I say. 
He opened the damn box. If Sarah sees him now, 

she’ll be no good for anything. 
I run into the cellar, slamming the door behind me. Sa-

rah’s got Momma’s book, a pile of old papers held togeth-
er with rubber bands. I see the banishing spell poking out 
and grab it. The fire-thing upstairs is pounding the cellar 
door. 

We read the spell together. When we finish, there’s a 
long, loud, high scream from upstairs, the sound of a boy 
in agony. Sarah looks up with a question on her face.

“Rory?” she whispers.
And then all is silent. We stand together holding our 

breath for a moment, and then we edge up the cellar steps.
The walls and floor are smudged with soot and the 

hall reeks of smoke, but the burning boy is gone. The sil-
ver box sits on the hallway floor. 

“Rory?” Sarah whispers again. 
I don’t have the heart to tell her.  
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I’m a Nice Person

Alexandre Leclerc
about.me/alex.h.leclerc

I've devised thirteen ways to get away with your murder. 
I know you fear abandonment. 
I know how to leave without a trace 
and remain untraceable. 
I know your faults by heart and despise you for them. 
I can recite your excuses before you spew them. 
You've revealed yourself at your most vulnerable, your 
most fragile. 
You trust me. 
I'm a nice person. 

I can't explain these thoughts running through my brain. 
They have a hold on me like glue. It's true. 
I lack the capacity to act on them. Mostly. 
I'm holding it together for now. Mostly. 
Living with your ghost would be nightmarish. 
I try to shake away this disease eating through my brain. 
I'm still dreaming of your face, hungry and hollow, watch-
ing the world die. 

I swam past the breakers and left you far behind. 
I can't hear your voice above the surf. 
We were happy, both of us. Time flies. 
What can you do when Death smiles?
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Les Filles Mortes

Zach J. Payne
http://zachjpayne.com

two sedoka

i.
plastic tubes bind
tighter than dungeon irons
around a maiden fair.

astriferous, she soars
beyond cancer’s arms
never returning

ii.
she sleeps
where daisies flourish,
weaving through her hair.

feasting
as meat and bones
become stardust
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Nature Sonnet

Nandita Das
www.booksworthy.com

Here by the green glades and the babbling brook
Waters cascading bright like silver foam
The breeze rustling through pages of my book
Bring memories flooding of my sweet home
Where the sun reflects on the silent pool
Waters falling on rocks like silver spray
Trees resplendent in green, shady and cool
Skies darkening, turning a sullen gray
The setting sun burnishing gold, the trees
Sending bright shafts of golden glitter sprays
Sweet blooms dancing so gaily in the breeze
Like through a prism forming rainbow rays

Skies painted in range of hues bright and bold
Violet, pink, purple, orange, red and gold.
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Beauty of Nature

Nandita Das
www.booksworthy.com

Oh! The magic of a new day dawning
Red sun peeping though veil of morning mist
Nature welcomes with joy a new morning
As earth rises from deep slumber sun-kissed
Creepers, vines, flowers of exotic hue
Sweet fragrances of blooms borne by the breeze
Sun painting the skies, a delightful view
Music of twittering birds, humming bees
Mine eyes drink in the beauty of nature
Cascading waterfalls merrily dance
Weaving dreamy spells my senses capture
Casting spells, sending me into a trance!
Feeling one with nature, makes one feel whole
This beauty of nature uplifts my soul.
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Staff Meeting

Brad Harper
BHarperMD.net

Once upon a staff call dreary
While I pondered, weak and weary,
Upon many issues rediscussed
Which had been resolved of yore.

While I sat there, nearly napping
 Suddenly there came some clapping
 Like the sounds of sea waves lapping
 Or echo of the Ocean's roar
    
 Tis the ending of this meeting
 That for which I've so longed for!"
 But no, t’was the third of thirty briefers
 Sitting down, and nothing more

Onward, ever on we labored
Like swimmers toward some distant shore
Every time we thought we'd progressed
The tide would take us out, once more

Like the Red Queen, ever sprinting
No matter how quickly on we bore
At the end of all our labors
No more finished, than before
    
Can this tedium be unending?
Must this time be such a bore?
Is my sentence so unbending,
That I am not allowed to snore?



Page 24

Like the air to one a-drowning
When the end at last was sure
I grabbed my coat, and as a-gowning
Rushing headlong out the door

But my freedom so sweet tasting
Is but the fleeting joy Du Jour
For the bitter truth 'oerhangs me
That I'll be back next week, for more
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Bastard

Rod Griffiths
https://medium.com/@rod.griff

“You forgot your lunch this morning.”
“I know. I picked up a sandwich.”
“I took it over.”
“What?”
“I took your lunch to your work. They said you hadn’t 

worked there in weeks. I felt like an idiot.”
“So you want to know where I was?”
“No,” he sighed. “I guess you have a reason. If you 

want to lie to me, that’s up to you. You know — for better, 
for worse — all that stuff. Looking like an idiot is part of, 
'For worse' — right?”

“You are a lovable idiot,” she said, suppressing a 
chuckle. “Are you upset?” She stroked the back of his 
head. “You know I love you; you know that don’t you.”

“So you’re not leaving me?”
“Why would I do that?”
“I guess it’s what guys worry about when it turns out 

their wife has been acting a lie for a month.”
“Yeah… Guys,” she sighed, forcing him to look at her. 

“David Williams, listen to me. I love you. I'm never going 
to leave you. Believe that, whatever happens. I have to be 
away a few more days on this project and I can’t tell you 
why. There are reasons. Trust me, I will be back.”

Next morning, she tucked the sheets around the old 
man and kissed his forehead.

“Mary,” he whispered. “Water.”
She helped him sip and he closed his eyes.

At two thirty he had a lucid interval. “What happened 
to our baby Mary?”
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“She grew up and married a nice man called David.”
He sat up, eyes wide open for the first time in days.
“Why did you leave Mary?” His eyes fixed on her, 

almost glowing, two small fires in their sunken sockets, 
set in a sallow gray face. He still thinks I’m Mum, she 
thought.

“You married Angela.”
“Oh,” he said, the fire dimming. “Angela… She died.” 

A tear trickled down his cheek.
“Angela wrote to me,” she said, as his eyes closed.
Not quite a lie, she thought. The letter to Mum was 

forwarded to me. Angela couldn’t have know Mum died. 
At least she tried to make it right.

At four in the morning the breathing stopped. She 
asked the old man’s secretary to arrange the funeral, invit-
ing a long list of ancient colleagues. 

“Who’s this David Williams?” she said, momentarily 
focused.

“His brother’s son – the other surviving relative.” 
“I had no idea,” she said under her breath.

She found a disconsolate David by the graveside.
“I thought you’d left me,” he said.
“Idiot. I said I wouldn’t.”
“The reclusive old codger didn’t leave me a thing," he 

said through a rueful smile. "Left millions to some bastard 
daughter. She looked after him, ingratiated herself.”

She held his hand, pulling his ear to her lips.
“Can I whisper a secret?”
“Right now?”
“The bastard daughter — the one with the millions — 

it’s me.”
“You’re my bastard cousin?”
“Yes, your rich bastard wife. Happy now?”
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Deprivation’s Fleece

Matthew Thrush
matthewthrush.com

I tapped my fingers gently along the rim of the tab-
letop. The checkered white and red reminded me of old 
wallpaper. Inspecting it further revealed it WAS wallpa-
per, though its original laminate gloss was now the sticky 
remains of the previous visitor. My eyes drifted back to 
the order window. When I saw my waitress grab two 
plates my mouth filled with liquid and my stomach rum-
bled. With longing eyes I watched as she walked around 
the counter and in my direction. Just as I was about to 
receive my prize, she continued past me and set the plates 
before a couple in a booth behind me.

In that moment, I knew true deprivation. Like a 
stranded wanderer in the scorch of day surrounded by 
a lake of burning sand, I too could feel the torment of a 
panting hunger deep within. While the mirage of water 
on the horizon was his savior, mine took on a slightly 
different, more greasy, and heart-wrenching quality: a 
mouth-watering, three-layered, 100% beef, soaked and 
rinsed in Queso Blanco and Chipotle mayo, dripping with 
greens, jalapeños, and a bubbling fried egg burger. If you 
craved a quality burger, Old Mudder was the place to be. 
Spittle creased down my cheek as my body began panting 
at the site and smells wafting from the couple's trays.

Unable to pry my eyes away, I watched like a wet seal 
trapped on ice, as the killer whales circled their prey. The 
man crunched down on his burger first eliciting a splash 
of mustard and melted cheese to crease the edge of his 
lip. My tongue lapped out instinctively to lick it up. Envy 
soon manifested into rage when he wasted that delicious-
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ness with a napkin. I forced my eyes back to my own table 
and the five empty wrappers. My biceps bulged from my 
two-hour stress test. The gym had refreshed and cleared 
my head, but now my body needed fuel, and it was quick-
ly burning up all the reserves. The crackers might as well 
have been crumbs from the sound of the rumbling in my 
tummy.

And then a miracle happened.
"Three-layer, fiery Queso Blanco with fried egg and a 

large bowl of honey mustard?"
Her voice couldn't have been any sweeter. I didn't 

even bother to confirm it was my order. I tore the tray 
from her slender hands like a starving chick from its 
mother's beak and dug my fingers in.

"Enjoy!" she said, cracking a smile as she headed to the 
table next to me to fill up their waters.

I could only grumble my gratitude through a mouth-
ful of heaven's mana delivered straight from the burner. I 
savored every last dripping, greasy, burning bite until I all 
but licked the plate clean. Two minutes later, I licked the 
remaining oils off my fingers. Having sedated the tur-
moil within, I leaned back against the cushioned seat and 
stretched my diaphragm. Today was going to be a good 
day.
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Snow Angel

Katie McSquid

Christmas has been warm the last few years. Leaves 
stay on trees, fireplaces go unused, and only a few people 
swap summer clothes for winter attire. But this year is dif-
ferent. Everyone said it’d be another snowless Christmas, 
but when I open my eyes there are small shadows dancing 
across my wall.

It only takes a moment to sit up, look towards the 
window, and see the gentle, white flakes falling from the 
sky.

Stay calm. I check—and double check—the date to 
make sure I’m not wrong: It’s Christmas. A white Christ-
mas. For a moment, nothing matters. I don’t move from 
my spot by the calendar, I don’t shout through the house 
that everyone should come and see. I just stand and watch 
the darkening flakes as they fall.

When it doesn’t stop, even after I’ve closed and 
opened my eyes a few times, it seems safe to move. So 
I move quickly. My decision has been made and there 
doesn’t seem reason to change it. I don’t pause to get 
shoes or a jacket—it’ll be warm enough outside. There’s a 
sole purpose in mind; a tradition I haven’t forgotten even 
if I haven't been able to carry it out for years.

I need to make a snow angel.
As I walk through the living room to the front door, 

both my parents try to stop me, but I don’t pause long 
enough to listen. I may never have an opportunity like this 
again, and if that's the case, I want to make a snow angel. I 
want to do something careless and childlike, so I go out-
side.
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The ground isn't quite covered yet, but there's enough 
of the grass covered to make a decent angel. I can feel 
some of the flakes land on my cheeks and forehead as I 
lay with my eyes closed in the grass, moving my arms and 
legs back and forth in the way I had when I was young. 
It takes a few moments for me to open my eyes again and 
see my parents standing on the front porch. My moth-
er is crying, but after I smile in their direction my father 
joins me where I'm lying and starts to make an angel of 
his own. After sliding my arms and legs back and forth a 
few more times, I hold on to my dad's hand. My mother is 
rooted in her spot, but I don’t blame her

The sirens are starting now; too late to matter. The 
sky is darker. The white flakes are turning to black as they 
continue to fall, and movement ceases.  Everything is still. 

I squeeze my father's hand a little tighter and am 
infinitely thankful for his presence. Even now, as the 
mushroom cloud in the distance grows, I'm thankful for 
the brief moment where the end felt a lot more like the be-
ginning. Like childhood and happiness, and snow angels 
instead of fallout.
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Blind Date Blues

Jenny Mackenzie
earlybirdwinenews.com

Cecilia was sitting in the Wild Goose Wine Bar at 
5.40pm. She was pretending to read the Evening Standard 
whilst facing the door, watching it open and close from 
under her choppy fringe. Her blind date was late. Only 
ten minutes, but it was never a good sign.

She thought about all her hook ups in this pub over 
the past few weeks: a dispiriting adventure. One more, 
she vowed, then she’d pack it in and join an evening class. 
She mused over some of the recent occupants of the seat 
opposite her.

Jack had looked cute when he came in: piercing, 
bright blue stare, a cheeky smile and nice manners. 

“What’s your passion?” she asked him, gazing into 
those cobalt eyes. 

“Football” he replied, proceeding to relate his top 10 
goals over the past season.

She lost interest by number 7.
Luke had burst through the door in a swishy, expen-

sive coat. She felt a frisson immediately. “What turns you 
on?” she flirted, pressing her knees against his under the 
table. He grinned at her and described, graphically, his 
favorite porn movie scenes. 

Somehow, the heat of the moment turned cold.
Alex had been very quiet. He blushed and looked at 

the table most of the time. But he was gawkishly hand-
some, so she coaxed conversation out of him. “What is 
your passion in life?” she asked gently. His eyes lit up 
behind the black specs. “Star Trek” he beamed.

She fake texted herself under the table and bailed out.
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Jolted back to the present from her thoughts, she 
looked at the big, round pub clock again – 6.15pm. She 
was about to give up on tonight’s blind date and get stuck 
into a bottle of white wine when Paul finally turned up, 
forty five minutes late.

“Sorry darling” he apologized. “Pesky Underground, 
then couldn’t find a bike dock.” He wasn’t much to 
look at. Thinning hair, NHS glasses, about 10 years old-
er, five kilos heavier and two and a half inches shorter 
than self-described. However, he made her laugh. Witty, 
charming and self-deprecating: three ticks. Books were his 
passion in life: another tick. He also knew about wine: tick 
again.

“Would you like another bottle of Graves?” Cecilia 
twirled her hair, happy and relaxed.

“Er, would have loved to darling, but I’m on my way 
to the airport, so have to dash.” Before Cecilia could reply, 
he had evaporated. He hadn’t even offered any money for 
the wine. 
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Meet FRED!

FRED is the Folder for Reaching the End of your 
Draft.

He is, by far, the best accountability partner I’ve ever 
had. And I have some really good human partners. FRED 
is like a personal assistant that never needs time off or 
expects a pay check.

FRED is just cool.
And right here, in this zine, you have a three month 

FRED! 
Here’s how you use your FRED:

1. Make a very small goal. (Suggested: 10 minutes of new 
fiction writing a day.)

2. Meet your goal today.
3. Put a sticker on your FRED calendar for today.
4. Write a record of your work in the FRED log.

That’s it! 
The calendar is undated, so that you can start using it 

at any time. 
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FRED for _________

Goal This Month: _________________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________
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FRED for _________

Review This Month: _______________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________

______________________________
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Log For __________

01.______________________________

02.______________________________
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17.______________________________
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________________________________

________________________________

________________________________

________________________________
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