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For my friends Richard,
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 Liar, Liar, Pants
on Fire

 


 


Now before you
cry, ‘foul, disreputable liar’, let me put my hand high and own up.
Not every one of the stories within these pages is exactly fifty
words in length. Since it would be a shame to give a wobble to a
story simply in order to make it precisely fifty words long, I have
allowed myself a modicum of leeway. So long as a story is close to
fifty words, then it’s fine with me and I hope very much that it is
with you too.

Thank you very
much for choosing to spend time with some of my stories. I hope
they bring you as much joy to read as they gave me to write.

 


All the
best,

 


Ben

 


 


 


 



 Toad on an Egg
Cup

 


 


 


I once had an
egg cup with a picture of a toad, brown and ugly as my sister. She
envied me that cup, never satisfied with any of her own, dozens of
which littered our cupboards. She broke it. I cried. Then I cooked
her a poison toad pie.

 


 


 



 Lemon Cake
Massacre

 


 


 


Made in an
hour, gone in mere minutes. Bodies littered everywhere, with
bellies bulging and taste buds zinging. They didn’t notice the
added, the extra, the fatal ingredient, at least not until it was
far too late. Lemon cake massacre. Bodies littered everywhere,
silent, unmoving, all bloated and dead.

 


 


 



 Book about
Books

 


 


 


I bought a book
about books. Never got to read it. Sold it, to a book shop, which
put it on a bookshelf marked ‘reference’. There it lingered for two
sad years. I bought back the book about books, took it home, put it
on a bookshelf marked ‘strays’ and there it stays.

 


 


 



 Lip Gloss

 


 


 


Her lip gloss
was red, marked my cheek. Filled the building with jealousy,
sarcasm, gossip, like it wouldn’t end. They found me in a cupboard,
hiding from it all. But she’d got there first and was busy leaving
lip gloss somewhere more outrageous. Jealousy, sarcasm, gossip,
like it wouldn’t end.



 


 



 The Handbag



 


 


Her handbag’s
brown, leather, enormous, bulging at the seams. She keeps dead
bodies in there, someone said. She left it alone, out in the open.
I crept closer, nosed inside. Bad move. She pushed me in, it
swallowed me up. Dead, we’re not, we’re still alive, kept in the
dark forever.

 


 


 



 Playground
Playboy

 


 


 


A giant in his
own playground, always the centre of attention. Heads turned and
some hearts fluttered when he strutted into view. Then he moved on
to big school. There he was a nobody, a midget amongst the giants
in their thousands, where others took the limelight and the
glory.

 


 


 



 Girl in a Tea
Cup

 


 


 


She was a girl
in a tea cup, spinning fast. Daft really. I tried to get in but I
fell off. Tea cup went faster. I tried again, with the same result.
Girl in the tea cup just smiled and laughed. Beautiful, she was,
and funny too, as she spun away, into the night.
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