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 Short Stories for Readers

I write short stories in the hope that it helps me, and you, and the rest of the world put the things we see into perspective. We live in a multi-coloured universe of ideas. Everybody has an opinion, and some people have stronger opinions about what is what; I just try and make sense of things, understand people.

I often spend a lot of time wondering why somebody did something weird, or dangerous, why they chose a lifestyle as they did.

Anyway, these are a few short stories that I wrote, I put my heart into them, and I hope you find them entertaining and thoughtful enough to carry around with you for a while.
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How to Make Sense of a Nutty World

How to Make Sense of a Nutty World

I was born into a world that always seemed cold to me. Then I got it. They hadn’t invented heating yet.

The solution was that my grandmother knitted sweaters, and patiently darned socks. She’d visit with a small present, normally a thick and heavy sweater that would serve me in place of a winter coat. It absorbed rain like nobody’s business, I would wear it, and it’d weigh heavy like chain mail armour that sagged down to my thighs.

My parents talked about the tiny 12-inch TV set as if it was a fantastic new invention — it had two channels, BBC, and ITV. State of the art fuzzy picture thrown in for free.

Late one night, in 1969, while sleeping in my steel sprung bed, with sagging mattress, I was woken by my father. He told me to put my dressing gown on, and come downstairs and watch the live relay of Neil Armstrong and his crew setting foot on another planet. The moon landing.

I stood and watched. Nine years old, the first question I asked, “Why are they doing this in the middle of the night, dad?”.

My dad pondered, then answered, “To avoid the sun rays, son”. He was Irish, he had a great sense of humour. Life was always a mystery to him, so he attacked life with quips, short poems, and strange remarks that could confuse you for a day or two. The Irish love a mysterious thing, it promotes curiosity.

The man on the TV told us, again and again, that this Giant Leap for Mankind, would change the world and everything in it. My dad and I stayed vigilant, and always kept an eye open for any big changes in the world.

The weather stayed English, the rain continued to weigh me down in my knitted armour, and the six o’clock news continued to report that the world was a dangerous place; threats of wars in the north, wars ending in the south. Heavy winds would bring more rain in the morning.

People loved TV. Everything in it was fiction — even the Six o’clock News was taken with a pinch of salt. Our memories worked well, and what the person on the TV said yesterday, was often proved wrong today. TV didn’t suck us in, not like the internet does.

A common phrase that interrupted conversation was, “Don’t believe everything you hear on TV.” Normally said when somebody quoted TV as fact.

Today, people seem to get all they know from the computer screen and its addictive glow. There is no “man” in the computer. It’s all flashing colours, scrolling boxes of scant and vaguely formulated phrases, photos of cats, half naked bodies to make you stop and gawk, and paragraphs of text that serve as knowledge for life.

There’s no mystery to the internet, no curiosity about who created it, we know them. Steve Jobs, Bill Gates, et al. They made it happen, and developed it further for their own egoistic purposes.

The oncoming computer age spawned ideas. We were told back then in the 1990s that great things will come out of the internet. It would change the world as we know it, and make life so much more pleasant.

I once asked my dad, “who invented the TV?”

He thought a little, “An inventor.” Good enough.

That answer was perfect for me. I walked away and began to formulate an idea of a laboratory, test tubes, thunder and lightning, and the inventor’s crazy genius ways, he was about to switch on the strange electrical box that he’d invented, and see if anything was on yet.

My brain needed a story of ‘how’, not a name, or a narrative that made me worship the inventor.

I later discovered that when the inventor switched on the TV, there really was nothing on TV. He called a friend, and told him to start making programmes.

Steve Jobs presented himself as some sort of guru. He entered stage with hands clasped together, bowed in reverence to the audience. He knew that PR people had set up his entrance with new internet content, lots of it, about how Steve practices Buddhism, and wishes only good for all humankind. The BS worked on those geeks who kneeled at the altar, but those who worked for him, knew him as a tyrant. There wasn’t a grain of Buddha in him, and we didn’t ask, “who is Steve?”.

Bill Gates, a generous man who gives all of his wealth away. He sets up trusts, the sort of trust that most people don’t understand; they are trusts for his money, in his own charitable companies, with his authority behind them. It’s his money in a legally complex, structured pocket that he puts his hand into as he pleases. It’s his money, he can do what ever he likes with it. But, to dupe the world into believing that he simply gives it all away out of kindness, is a morsel of narrative that the public will take and develop into a sentimental story of a good natured heart that we should all love. Have you ever seen a photo of Bill Gates looking angry, pissed off? Of course not, he’s a good man, all of the time.

Recently, Jeff Bozos flew a dildo into out of space. He returned and gave us all a report on his newly formulated idea of humankind’s future.

We will all go and live on Mars, he’ll organise it. We will really love it because he has a plan to build a big glass dome full of oxygen. No doors for those who want to go home when they realise they have been scammed into the amaZon-Zone, piss in a bottle, work-force that he needs to build the ultimate slave labour planet.

He told this to the TV cameras, it would be mostly watched as internet viewers came across it while scrolling past cats, and colourful suggestions about how to get rich. He wore a cowboy hat, and his voice quivered like a small child telling of his latest adventure. We all have to do what he knows is best for us.

The Internet has spread its data-digital-pixelations into every nook and cranny of our lives. We don’t seem to have much choice but to join in, and expose ourselves to the narrative that life only happens through the Internet. That if you need to know something, you should check Google, and find out the real solid facts.

So long as everybody agrees on what Google presents to us, and everybody reacts accordingly to Google’s view of the world, then it’ll be a truth. If there is harmony, then it’s all smooth and warm, and it must be the right thing to do and think.

If things don’t click because people disagree, or are being contentious, then they are wrong, and should be cancelled — that way things get back to the smoother narrative, if Jeff is happy, then we are happy.

At least in 1969, when Neil Armstrong planted his foot on the moon, and we were told that this is important, nobody told us how it would change things.

Each individual figured it out for themselves. It caused conversations and discussions in pubs, and classrooms, and universities. We weren’t told that we’d all be living on the moon within weeks, no chin scratching news items about how the corporations are monetising the moon. Just wonder and excitement. It was cool.

I miss my heavy wool jumpers. My grandmother’s generation would never have put up with this mess — she would describe it all as “poppycock!”, and that would that.

My father would have quoted Shakespeare to explain clearly what’s going on in the world.

All the world’s a stage,
 And all the men and women merely players;
 They have their exits and their entrances,
 And one man in his time plays many parts,
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Coffee, Croissants, and Broken Dreams

Coffee, Croissants, and Broken Dreams

She descended the stairs quickly, she had all day. It was a rainy Saturday morning, she wanted to relax. Sit in a cafe, alone, drink coffee, maybe a croissant. Then wait for the phone call.

She walked along the street. She had no time for slow coaches who blocked her path. Her heels clicked, she stopped and pushed the cafe door open, looked around and chose a table next to the window. She could watch the street while she waited for the call.

The call would come through, it was important. Her career depended on it. She had a good agent. She had made the right choice.

Her friends had had agents. She would get hers now.

She ordered a croissant and some coffee.

“Can you warm the milk?”

“Yes”

“Not too much, just above room temperature.”

“Okay.”

“Anything else?”

“No. Wait. Yes.”

“What?”

“The butter should be cool — from the fridge.”

She opened her bag, took out her mobile phone and checked the battery level. Fully charged. Good, happy. The call, it would come soon. What time did he say, she can’t remember the agreement about time. Surely they had said a time.

She frowned. Her fingers nervously rubbed the surface of the table.

She felt the cool air brush her face, the door opened and a man walked in. She liked his dark jacket, expensive. She looked out into the street. Maybe the silver Mercedes, maybe that was his.

She looked down at her dormant phone, and anger threatened to rise in her. She had waited long enough. She suppressed her feelings.

Maybe that was the agent, not a phone call, a visit. That could be it.

She tried to catch his eye, but she couldn’t see if he noticed. He was smiling, happy to see her. She calmed herself, he doesn’t know her. She was nervous and making assumptions. Stop. She looked at the phone. Frowned and pushed it to the edge of the table. She noticed the empty seat opposite her.

He could sit there. She mustn’t be pushy, agents like to power play, do things to worry their clients. He’d want to keep her on the hook, but use her talent. Let him play his game.

She allowed him to sit at the table he’d chosen. She watched as the waitress brought him coffee and


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































