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Introduction

​


Riverside
Writers are a lively and informal group of novelists, short story
writers and poets who meet each month at West Kirby Library on the
Wirral peninsula in England. Formed in 1998, they have organised
and participated in many public readings and have been guests on
local radio. Members' creative interests are entirely diverse, and
the group is open to published authors and total beginners
alike.

 


The group's
focus is determinedly on writing, rather than on merely talking
about writing. Each month, members produce new work to a set theme;
for example, a location, a collection of objects which all have to
be mentioned within the piece, or an opening sentence. Many of the
poems and stories which appear in this anthology came about through
these projects.

 


Thank you for
downloading this free anthology. We hope you enjoy it, and
encourage you to leave feedback on our website.

 


Visit Riverside
Writers website:


http://riversidewriterswestkirby.blogspot.co.uk/
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You Don't Need
the Sea Shells

​ Tim
Hulme

 


 


Harriet was
harassed. Twenty-one children, fractious, determined not to stay
together, not to stay in the bus station if they could escape - and
there was no sign of the coach. Jim had told her it was definitely
booked for 8.30. He had checked three times, he said; she didn’t
believe him. And here it was nine o’clock - no sign. Four of the
mothers were still here, complaining loudly, and - oh dear, little
Wayne was chasing Berenice, waving a pair of scissors, obviously
with evil intent. Why did her mum let Berenice’s hair grow that
long?

And where was
Jim? It was ten minutes since he last said he would go and phone
again. Why hadn’t he brought his mobile? “Because I thought you’d
bring yours,” he’d said. But he knew she never did in case Terry -
“techno Terry” as they called him - got his nasty little fiddlesome
hands on it. She wished Penny would help with the children, but she
just stood there, a vacant smile on her face, while mayhem rushed
around her. Didn’t she understand this was a working day for the
staff, not a holiday to the seaside?

Then Jim came
running. “It’s here; get them together.” What the hell did he think
she’d been trying to do for the last half hour? But once the
children saw the coach they did become one jostling, fighting,
shrieking lump of humanity, streaming inside even before the doors
were fully open. Harriet sat at the front with the microphone. Jim
sat behind the driver; he was going to sleep the whole way as
usual, wasn’t he, leaving Harriet and Penny to keep the peace -
well, just Harriet really; all Penny ever did was smile sweetly at
even the most heinous crimes of youth.

Half way
there, Harriet’s mind was made up. “Never again”. Berenice had come
to the front complaining that sitting on the back seat made her
feel sick, whereupon she promptly was, straight into the microphone
at maximum volume and covering the shoulder of Harriet’s jumper.
Little Wayne, meanwhile, had given up on Berenice, and snipped off
Darren’s pigtail in one deft flick of the scissors. Darren had been
growing this for months, and, as if it were the loss of his
manhood, the deed clearly merited a fight to the death.

No, never
again! At lunchtime, she would find that shop which sold ornamental
shells and buy two of them, so that, on the return journey, she
could clamp one over each ear and, oblivious to the civil war
around her, she would listen to the caressing sighing of the
sea.

But first she
had to get through the day. They took it in turns - two on, one
off. Harriet was always “on” in the afternoon. From 2.30, the
children were her responsibility (and Penny’s), finally rounding
them up for the 4.30 departure. And where would Jim be? In the pub,
of course. But that’s the way it always was.

“Where the
hell have you been?” Jim’s face and bald pate were red with rage.
“It’s 4 o’clock and I’ve had these kids all day. It’s not fair,
Harriet. This is a working day, you know the system.”

But it was
Harriet’s turn to smile vacantly at him and Penny. “Yes, I know the
system, Jim, and you know where you can stick it. I’ll see you on
the coach.”

And on the
coach, she remembered how, outside the shop which sold ornamental
shells, she had met the young man with blonde hair and watery grey
eyes, whose name was Brian and who told her that he too was in
charge of a school trip and that he too would never do it again.
And she had remarked how warm it was as a desperate excuse to shed
the jumper that still bore the evidence of Berenice’s breakfast,
and he had invited her for a drink and then lunch, when they
swapped school stories and eventually telephone numbers. Now she
thought only of the call from Brian tomorrow evening. Oblivious to
the civil war around her, she did not need those ornamental sea
shells to hear the caressing sighing of the sea.
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Ibiza
Bliss

​ Tim Hulme

 


 


Antonio
scanned the hotel pool from his manager’s office window. By the
edge of the deep end a man and a girl were making love. A woman in
a deckchair watched. Typical English! Still, nothing was spoiling
his blissful Ibiza life. He dozed.

At 60, Arthur
had never given the kiss of life to anyone. He knelt over the
apparently lifeless girl’s body he had just pulled from the pool.
She had fallen in and, like himself, could not swim. He pumped her
chest and blew into her mouth. No response.

John,
returning from the bar, saw an old man obviously raping his
girlfriend Shirley. Running to her rescue, he tripped over Arthur’s
feet, went flying into the water and knocked himself senseless
against the concrete edge. The impact rolled Arthur into the water
as he desperately shouted “Help!” at the woman in the
deckchair.

In her
deckchair, Jean remembered in horror her vain attempts to rescue
her drowning husband. A violent chest pain froze her to the
deckchair.

When Antonio
scanned the pool again, the woman was still in her deckchair, the
girl was obviously sunbathing and two men were practising floating
on the water. All was well. He dozed again.
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A Long Day at
the Seaside

​ Tim Hulme

 


“There’s
nobody here!” wailed Cindy, as she gazed in amazement down the main
street to the sea.

“There was
nobody in the car park neither,” grumbled her husband Lance. “You’d
‘ave thought we’d ‘ave seen someone with spare time on their
ticket. And that machine wouldn’t give me a ticket however hard I
bashed it.”

“How much did
you have to pay, Lance?”

“I’ve never
paid for a bloody car park in my life!” he shouted, “and I’m not
starting now!”

Cindy shrugged
and started to waddle towards the Ladies, dragging her round
daughter behind her. Cindy had truly made Millie in her own image
with a solid diet of crisps, chocolate and pizza. “It’s closed!”
she cried. “What’ll we do, Lance?”

“Do like me,”
said Lance, as he did his best to kill off a hydrangea in full
flower. “No-one’s looking. There’s not a bloody soul.”

Cindy shrugged
again and squeezed herself and Millie between two conifers.

“Hurry up,”
yelled Lance.

Cindy emerged
trying to straighten her own pink trousers as well as make a token
attempt to insert Millie back in her jeans.

“Why did we
come here, Lance?” moaned Cindy. “It’s supposed to be a nice
seaside. You’d think there’d be more people at the end of
June.”

“It was your
stupid idea. I bet they’re all on the beach. Come on. Let’s find a
café.”

The cafe was
empty, although the used plates on the red formica tables seemed
only just abandoned. There was the smell of fresh brewed coffee and
toasted tea cakes. Lance found the kitchen, but there was no sign
of teacakes or coffee or owner.

There was a
“Special Today” blackboard, all chalked up. “But who the hell is
serving, and where’s the food?” Lance shouted at Cindy.

“I don’t
know,” wailed Cindy.

Millie
screamed, “I want a pizza!”

“Well you
can’t have a pizza, 'cos there’s no bloody pizzas!” yelled her
father, and Millie burst into tears.

“There must be
something,” said Cindy. “See what’s on that board, Lance.”

“It says,
‘Closed until the 4th’. Christ, that’s the week after next. This is
stupid - a seaside in the middle of summer, and the damned café’s
shut. They must be out of their minds. You should ‘ave asked when
you rang the Tourist Information.”

“Well I didn’t
know, did I? Let’s go somewhere else,” pleaded Cindy.

“I want a
pizza,” screamed Millie, and then burst into tears as her father
grabbed her.

“We are going
back to the car and leaving this dump now,” said Lance
decisively.

“We haven’t
seen the sea yet,” mumbled Millie, between sobs.

“Well you’re
not going to see the sea!” yelled Lance, and the sobs became a
flood.

Back at the
car park, there was no sign of the car. Lance knew where they had
parked, two spaces from the ticket machine. But there weren’t two
spaces. The machine was in the corner now and the car park seemed
smaller.

“Is this the
right car park?” ventured Cindy.

“Of course,
it’s the right place - there, that’s the Ladies that was closed,”
proclaimed Lance. “It’s open now, look. Go and ask where the police
station is. Someone’s nicked the car, obviously.”

But Cindy
found nobody.

The main
street was still deserted. They walked down to the sea. The beach
stretched as far as the eye could see in both directions. Excitedly
Millie rushed to the ice-cream kiosk which waved its “Open for
Walls Ices” flag invitingly. It was open, but no sign of an
attendant. Millie reached into the chocolate ice-cream tray but
there was none left. She tried each flavour in turn, but each
container was scraped clean. She sat down on the concrete step, a
picture of over-fed misery.

Cindy was
looking at the beach. “There’re lots of footprints in the sand but
no people. Where are they all, Lance? The car park was full. They
must be somewhere.”

Suddenly red
in the face, his little fat frame convulsed in anger, Lance cupped
his hands and yelled, “Is anybody here? We want some bloody
service!”

But to this
little family, who had never attended a service in their lives, had
never done anything for anyone but themselves, answer came there
none.

The sound of
singing made them turn. “Listen to that. It must be coming from
that church,” said Cindy more cheerfully. “It must be a wedding or
something. There’ll be locals in there. Oh come on, Lance. You
don’t have to go in. We’ll sort it out, won’t we, Millie?”

“Will there be
pizzas?” said Millie, unconvinced.

Cindy was not
used to churches. She pushed at the door gently, in case the noise
disturbed the wedding. Inside, the singing was no louder in than it
had been outside. The rows of pews were empty except for the odd
hymn book.

“It must be a
record, that singing,” whispered Cindy.

A vertical
shaft of light formed a misty halo above the altar. It looked as if
it was rising from the altar itself.

“It’s like
Indiana Jones,” said Millie. “You know, at the end, when they take
the lid of the whatsit and all those things come out.”

Outside
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