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“This work is brilliant. It is darker than the 53 SMILES but it is thought provoking to the reader and causes them to question what is happening for them. Sometimes it gives the answer to the question and sometimes it doesn’t. The wording is poetic and beautifully written. This book is best delved into rather than being read from cover to cover and is less about being entertained and more about being challenged to grow personally. The writer shows understanding and maturity.” 

~ Anna Louise, life coach at www.annalouiselifecoaching.com, Australia

The master of A Course In Miracles tells us that we are “Moving to a place beyond words on a journey without distance to a place we never left.” He’s literally helping us to “roll away the stone.” In his book 97 Smiles, Philip J Bradbury is utilizing the era of less is more. He’s actually assisting us to cut our addiction to story by giving us just enough words to provoke a question or two. The tightly packed stories invoke more stillness and time to ponder, “And then what?” Illusions of despair and comfort may seem to come and go, but behind each story there is reality, there is God. Philip cleverly shows us our hidden fear of God by exposing our tendency to dive deep into fantasy whilst hardly daring to dip our toe in the waters of reality. I think congratulations are in order Mr Bradbury. I am looking forward to your account of what can happen when we drop the shackles of fantasy and dive headlong into God.

~Sallyann Gaelic, Writer and Teacher of A Course in Miracles, Greece

My dear talented friend's fantastic soulful exploration of Self – well done-yet again! To the wordsmith, the 'Gardener of Words' that is Philip J Bradbury. Anyway, it’s Coelho who should be quaking in his Brazilian leather loafers!

Yvie O’Shea, MA (Oxon), Teacher and Writer at The Language Labrynth https://web.facebook.com/thelanguagelabyrinth/
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Words are but lines - straight and bent - on paper. They can be ruled out, smudged and rubbed out. The paper can be burned, drowned, ripped up and tossed away. Nothing about words or their medium is permanent and the greatest libraries of the world have been burned. Though grand at the time, nothing now lasts. But the words last in our memories, burning their special imprint into a part of us that never is obliterated. What lasts is the ephemeral, the fragile and the impermanent. We may not remember the brand of refrigerator or the colour of the aeroplane but we will remember stealing cookies from the first and our first trip in the second. 

The solid structures are forgotten but the experiences - once had are over, poof, disappeared as though not happened - are etched in the never-forgetting parts of our souls. The pyramids and the Acropolis are admired while they stand but they, like all permanent structures, will return to the earth from which they were moulded ... and then forgotten. 

The Celts were one of the greatest civilizations ever known. They occupied more landmass than the Romans and did it for longer than the Greek Empire. Yet, what do we know and admire of their achievements, their towns, roads and creations? The permanency of their existence is long-gone and all that is left is their language, wending its way through almost every modern European language and preserved in purity in parts of Ireland and Wales. 

We spend our daylight hours working with people we wouldn’t go on holiday with, wearing clothes we wouldn’t wear on holiday, doing things we wouldn’t do on holiday in a place we wouldn’t go to for a holiday ... and we do all this so that we can make some money to amass some permanent structures to impress people we wouldn’t holiday with and then to get away from all of those people, clothes, activities and places to really enjoy ourselves, on holiday. And, 40 years later, what do we remember? The permanent structures or the transient holiday experiences? 

And what is left of us during our last days but our memories - our fragile, fickle and fleeting memories. What lasts is not the cumbersome and permanent that most strive for in the hope of keeping the illusion of control from the door. What lasts is but the spontaneously simple, the exquisitely ephemeral, the fleetingly funny wee moments. 

The kind words of a parent, the abusive words of a peer and the unexpected words of a teacher are said and gone; expelled from the mouth and dissolved into the ether, never to be caught and bottled. But bottled they are in our never-forgetting places. Further, the shorter the word-groups, the briefer they are, the more they’re remembered. 

People will work for years to produce momentous theses about the most profound topics and no one but a few dry academics will notice. But your great grandmother will say a few choice words and they’re carried down the generations. 

Permanence, solidity and size are that which we are apt to forget and even ignore, while the impermanent, transitory and miniscule are that which lasts for lifetimes. 

My love of short word-groups is played out in these 97 97-word stories. They may or may not last for that is not their purpose. Their purpose is to serve my love of writing, of expressing what I cannot contain within, of allowing my ever-creative muses have their way onto this impermanent paper. They are my joy and I wish they be your joy as well. And the red, black and white? Simply, they are the colours with which we recently decorated our home. While people are painting their walls, we’re wallpapering ours. While people are choosing blunt beige, we’re choosing sharpness. ‘Cos we can. None of it lasts, anyway.

Winds Of Hope

Wind rushes through and the trees change, losing their leaves. Growing stronger. And so must we.

Raising the winds of hope must incur an equal and opposite fall to the doldrums ... unless there’s a bending and a loss.

Changing a relationship, job or location means letting go of that which angered us before. Otherwise, we marry another body but same person; another location, same neighbourhood.

Hoping for love without removing the blocks to love will ensure the zephyrs of hopelessness turn to an icy storm, chilling a fragile soul.

There is always letting go before attaining.

Aronx’s Mum

Arnox was as big as a skip, mean as a buzzard and happily cracked sculls. His woman, blonde and blingy, cracked walnuts between her knees and picked up coins with her labia. Though men paid for her nightly onstage nakedness, she was exclusively Arnox’s. Arnox, however, didn’t return exclusivity; he roamed and played every toe-curler offered ... and many that weren’t.

Every mountain has a crack and Arnox’s was his mum. She’d taught him manipulation from birth, round her gnarly finger. Mess with her and Arnox’ll have your cracked scull in t’skip. 

We’re all exclusive to someone.

THE TRAPPED COWBOY

He leapt from his horse; guns a’blazing, his mouth dry and heart pounding. He skittered behind a hedge, towing his horse. He looked through the gaps, saw nothing, and the deathly silence filled him with dread. He assessed his chances as his horse stood there quaking, it’s trusting button eyes looking at him, waiting for his next move.

Not the first time and he cursed his slow reactions. They’d be upon him soon if he didn’t make a sure move ...

“Dinner’s ready, boys!” yelled his mother.

He smiled, leapt up and towed his wooden horse inside.

TRANSCENDENT PEACE

Transcendent peace besets, upsets and regrets us.

Retaining contentment every moment, no matter our circumstances, is a driver with subtle relentlessness.

We choose misery and anger, hoping they offer something ... as a poor substitute for that deeper longing; the deeper longing to forget the world’s angst and to be noticed by God.

We buy our toys and accolades, hoping the peace will come. It doesn’t so we buy more. 

Amassing more of the transient world, the deep, abiding peace watches us as a parent watches a wilful child. Always there, it wishes constantly for our return.

​Nearly Suicide

She teetered on the brink, about to end it all, when her mother called, “Can you go to the shop please? And Burok’s here. Take him along.”

She left with a scowl and a boy and returned with a smile and a man.

She wondered at life’s delicate balance – saved by a mother’s request; a boy’s interest.

Or was God answering every call for love? A last minute answer that always came.

She hugged her son and smiled at her husband, Burok. She only knew and cared that she was back from the brink, safer now ... perhaps.

Silent Desperation

In existence lived below the spark, there’s silent desperation.

This sparkless drudgery, masquerading as life, stifles a desire we think we cannot fulfil. This desire, this ancient warmth, glows in silent remembrance.

Instead, we heap upon it the dead ashes of oughtism, of shouldism, based on a guilt never eased. We succumb to pedantry when we might fly. We wonder why earth sucks and our bones ache.

Our spark ever glows as we smother it. It glows beneath the dead ashes, drowned in fear. It could, instead, take us to potential beyond imagination ... take us home.

Byron Perfidy

If ever the stage was made for one, ‘twas for Byron Perfidy’s strut and sonorous voice. Mirrors, darlings, were not for vanity. They assured perfection for public enjoyment.

A dramatic line was perfectly controlled but not the six-year drought or the government, bankrupting the country of money and spirit. People thirsted for food of body and soul and opened to the Justice Church, preaching damnation and modesty, banning happiness and mirrors.

Byron had two choices and took the offensive, becoming JC’s most ardent performer, the only man in town with a mirror in his exclusive apartment.

Gullick Hates Beaches

Gullick hated beaches with a vengeance.

With the warm sun and gentle breezes, the swarms of prattling people arriving with their screaming kids, wild games, noisy radios. His own family argued over food and space.

Then, in the summer’s heat, the pristine sand would be covered by fat, scalding, greasy bodies, comatose and flaccid.

Later, the winter’s slash would drive them all away. The wet sand would bounce morosely as it was beaten by the wild hail and it was miserably lonely. Too lonely.

As he rose, he wished he’d been born an eagle, not a seagull.

Release and be Released

There’s a balm we pour across our rough and troubled world; words of plaster to fill our cracked and ragged lives.

Elephants in the room feed voraciously on these pretences of peace, growing to crowd out our creativity and peace.

We might, instead, speak the words of our lonely despair, our guilty secrets
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An enjoyable collection of stories
~ Tia Mitsis, author of A Greek Odyssey
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