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Christopher
Jackson-Ash is in his late fifties and lives in Melbourne
Australia. He has had a varied career in chemical engineering and
risk management. Now that his children are grown up, he has
returned to bohemia and is concentrating on his first love,
writing. His main focus is on his FirstWorld multiverse inspired by
Michael Moorcock and J.R.R. Tolkien. His work extends through flash
fiction and short stories to novels in other genres, including
children’s stories. Please visit CJA at www.ChristopherJackson-Ash.com
www.TrickyTristan.com or
www.FirstWorld.info






Nat Turner is
an artist and illustrator who loves to paint traditionally as well
as in more modern media, including digital. He likes to explore
different styles. Nat says that he enjoys the challenge of
interpreting ideas in his illustration work.  "I love to
try to capture people’s imagination and transform it into visible
images." He hopes that you enjoy his images as much as he enjoys
creating them Please visit Nat on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/TurnerArtsUK



Terence the
Ugly Duckling

Terence the
Turtle is only a baby. Just a few days ago, he bit and clawed his
way out of an egg, buried in a warm pile of straw, in the corner of
the farmyard. When he first emerged from the egg, he was soft and
soggy. Now his shell has hardened. It is dark brown with geometric
markings; triangles, squares, and diamonds. His four tiny legs,
once soft and pink, are now tough and leathery. They stick out of
his oval shell but hardly seem strong enough to support him. His
head is still soft and vulnerable. When danger approaches he tucks
his head inside his protective shell, curls up into a ball and
hides beneath his armour. He is so inquisitive though, that he soon
pokes his head out again and bright, shining eyes explore his
new-found world.

****

 

Michael and his
father were walking around the farmyard, feeding the chickens and
ducks. "Look, Dad," Michael shouted in surprise. "Look at Mother
Duck and her ducklings; over there."

Over in the
corner of the farmyard, near a big pile of straw, Mother Duck had
built her nest and had laid three eggs. She had tended the nest
well and the ducklings had soon hatched. Mother Duck was now
leading them towards the duck pond for their first swimming lesson.
They walked in procession, Mother Duck leading the way strutting
proudly and quacking to all and sundry as if to say, "Look at my
new family

















cover.jpg
ek ﬁg,,;mgmﬁpy i\rnri(syqn-a\ﬁﬁ
Zllustrations 6y Nat Turner






tmp_2208d70cbf8fe3bf65ac606a41d860b1_FORGEu_html_m343a50fd.jpg
%ﬁwgc il é%ﬁﬁ!‘)ﬂﬁ(’f i\(ﬂ (‘&S«qn'(ﬁ\ﬁﬁ
Zllustrations by DNat Turner





