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Artist Statement


Broad Shorts brings together stories written over four years, united by one theme: endings. I wanted to understand how closure can arrive gently, suddenly, or not at all. Some pieces, like Sebastian’s Sabotage, began during NaNoWriMo 2021 and took years to finish. Others, like Terrarist and What Was Lost, made their way into competitions. A few Skorts appeared in Spill the Beans challenges, while Digital Air was commissioned by Laura Miers Jewellery. One Last Adventure, my most recent piece, emerged after completing my own version of the Year of the Novel course, where I examined my strengths and weaknesses as a writer.





This collection isn’t a straight timeline but a map of my growth as a storyteller, learning when to hold on and when to let go. Each story experiments with tone and form, but all return to the same question: what does it mean to reach an ending?





The cover reflects this theme. It combines an abstract portrait of the back of Patchy, my dingo cross, with the Southern Cross constellation’s pointer stars — Alpha and Beta Centauri — symbols of both closure and direction. Like the stories themselves, it hints that every ending also points somewhere new.
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Skorts (Short Shorts)










CHAPTER ONE

The Loyal Key







A thick layer of cold dirt buried her. Worried her owner wouldn’t find her, she edged up using the Earth’s magnetic field as a guide until a tiny part of her body exposed itself. The jagged edges along her length were too much of an obstacle to expose any more.


She heard snuffles, and a poke with something cold and wet and soft.


“Owner? Is that you?” she whispered.


“Get away from there!” a man’s voice gruffly said to his dog, and then they were gone.


Night had fallen before the next person came past.


“Where are you?” the newcomer whispered, close by.


“Owner!” she cried with her whole being.


“There you are. Let’s take you back home.”


Soft fingers unearthed her, and she travelled in the woman’s pocket until they arrived at their destination. A bright light greeted her as she was taken out, and her cold length inserted into the keyhole. She turned, opening to a wondrously warm place inside.










CHAPTER TWO

The Filthy Tea Towel







Kimmy inspected the freshly laundered, crumpled tea towel in her hands. Old and grey from use and hundreds of tumbles in the washer, the threadbare fabric drenched at the slightest taste of water. This tea towel was the one constant in her adult life, moving with her from place to place, and now that she’d found a permanent house of her own, she needed to start fresh.


Despite the practicality of decluttering, her thoughts turned to her grandfather, who had given it to her as a Christmas present the year she moved into her own place. Then, the plush terry towelling material brightened her kitchen with its vivid colours. She gave him socks that year. Kimmy didn’t regret it at the time, but now she did. 


Why now? She wondered.


Her grandfather lived for ten more years after he gave her the tea towel. She was as close to him as any of his other fifty grandchildren. He had no favourites, or so he’d say. She had a sneaking suspicion it was her, though. She used to tell him jokes, and he would rate them with either a “humph”, a “ha”, or a “ha Ha HAAA”. Earning the rare belly laugh was the best.


As the old man’s laughter echoed in the air, she folded the precious tea towel and tucked it into the bottom drawer.










CHAPTER THREE

Freedom







My housemate dumped the couch at the park across the street. The couch was just a normal fabric one, still serviceable, and only needed a deep clean to remove a lifetime of dirt.


After sitting there for three weeks, no one had picked it up, not even the council. One night, as I lingered on my balcony, a group of teenagers sat on and around the abandoned furniture. Their laughter and raised voices echoed through the park, generally having a good time.


A homeless woman approached and shooed them away. She inspected the couch, then scrounged through her shopping trolley full of bags. After unrolling a sleeping bag, she settled in for the evening.


The teenagers returned and tried to push her off, but they couldn’t. She had morphed into a bronze statue, as had the couch she slept on. The youths muttered amongst themselves before leaving.


The next morning, she transformed back into a human. Another rummage through her trolley and she found a small, crumpled bag which must have been stretchy because it enveloped the couch. She poked the bagged couch, and the couch sprang into the air and shrank. Catching it in one hand, she added it to one of her trolley bags.


I dropped my yoghurt on the floor. 


“I guess that’s one way to get rid of that couch,” I muttered.










CHAPTER FOUR

New Branch







The old lady sat in her rocking chair, her sugarcane fields stretching out to the horizon. She held a key tightly in her hand. It was the last thing her doctor had given her earlier.


“I know you will do the right thing,” he’d told her gravely. 


Miriam had considered this moment for a long time. While she had no regrets about a childless life, one thing irked her: she was the last of her family living on this Earth. No one would carry on her genes, so they would end with her. Yes, she’d won a Nobel Prize in her youth, and she’d once believed her scientific legacy would be enough. 


A deeply buried corner of her heart said otherwise.


So, the doctor had offered her the key to change all that. She ruminated on the possibilities for a long time, but there didn’t seem to be a firm answer either way. The options swirled into one another until they converged.


As the sun set, Miriam shuffled to her feet with a groan. Inside, she asked her virtual assistant to phone her support worker and organised a trip into the city.
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The next day, she sat in the sterile waiting room after telling her support worker that she wouldn’t need him for the rest of the day. Despite the lines furrowing his brow, he said nothing and left.


“Miriam Friedtke,” the receptionist called out softly. Miriam stood and politely nodded to the receptionist as she walked to a locked door. Uncurling her fingers clutching the gift, she found her key fit the lock perfectly.


As she stood before the giant machine, she imagined all the opportunities a son or daughter would bring to the world. She dialled in the date ‘2019-09-13’, the closest day she’d ever come to conceiving a child.


With a smile, she activated the time machine, knowing the past held the key to her future.
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