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 REVIEWS

'A good way to get your kids
interested in history.'

ARC reader

‘A tricky read but it made me look
up some history.’

Teenage daughter of a Beta reader

‘Wish I had more like this to
publish.’

Comment from an editor who published the
story.


AUTHOR COMMENT

 Short stories are so difficult to write. There’s that old KISS
rule, Keep It Short and Simple. There's the tight word limit and
the plot problems a short story makes for the writer. ‘Eggs for
Supper’ does require a little knowledge of the English Civil
Wars.
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 Eggs for Supper

England 1644

 


Ruth leant against the door frame and
trembled. She must climb that ladder. It was her task, take the bag
of things the King’s soldiers must not see and hide them up in the
loft. But she couldn’t. She kept remembering the fall. She’d only
been four at the time, and they’d been looking for the red clucky
hen which had been missing for three days.

“Must have a nest,” Mother said,
and Ruth had seen her fly up to it, hidden in the tiny bit of a
loft over the calving shed. Mother would be so pleased if Ruth
found the eggs.

There wasn’t much of a ladder to the loft.
All the proper ladders remained in the barn, fixed by ropes to their places. Here it was
really a stout tree trunk with cross pieces of wood sticking out at
one side, but that was what they used. She’d reached the top and
poked her head up above the loft floor when the hen flew up in a
fluster of squawks and outrage. Ruth had jerked back as the hen
flew into her face. The ladder jerked with her, swayed, wobbled,
and oh so slowly toppled over, hit the opposite wall, crashing Ruth
into it, and dumped her down into pain and
darkness.

She’d recovered slowly, her foot always sitting a little
crooked afterwards, but she’d never been able to climb up ladders
again. Not even
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