
ME4 Writers present

   Short and Nasties #2



Hello and welcome to the ME4 Writers Short and Nasties 
podcast. This is the second of  three shows exploring the darker 
side of  the Medway Towns.  

Sometimes, when the wind is right you can smell the rot 
seeping through the cracks in the ground. Down New Road or 
close to the river, where the crust is thin and the occasional 
tentacle breaches the  surface. We keep it quiet, don’t like to talk 
about it, but no matter how they patch it up, we all know it will 
eventually devour us all. In the meantime it’s best to get on with 
it, forget those troublesome headaches and nasty nosebleeds, it’s 
normal, isn’t it?
 

You can download the podcasts from 
ME4writers.wordpress.com
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Biological Clock................................................................................p5
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More. There are always more of  
them. He cursed himself  for 
looking back. His breath came sharp 
and shallow as he ran, tearing at his 
throat. Wiping the sweat from his eyes 
he urged his body to move faster. Why 
had they come? He had been so careful. 
His head was pounding. Every jolting 
footfall driving the thoughts from his 
mind, but he could still remember the 
way she had looked at him. He would 
always remember.
    He had held her until the very end, 
her body trembling against his until 
a gentle sigh escaped her lips and her 
eyes became distant. Her warmth had 
clung to him as he laid her body on the 
damp, shimmering grass. She had been 
so beautiful. He hadn’t wanted to leave 
her there.
    His chest tightened as he thought 
about the dark smear his thumb had 
left upon her cheek as he brushed aside 
a strand of  pale hair. His mouth filled 
with spit. He swallowed and coughed, 
fighting back the nausea. This is their 
fault. They killed her.
    If  only she hadn’t seen them skulking 
in the shadows. If  only the sight hadn’t 
made her scream. If  only the black 
shapes hadn’t peeled from the darkness 
to give chase. Maybe then she’d still be 
alive. Maybe then he wouldn’t be 
running, hunted.

    Grimacing, he flung himself  across 
the road through the traffic and blaring 
horns of  startled drivers. A searing pain 
ripped through his side. He wanted to 
stop, just for a second, but panic drove 
him forwards. If  he stopped his life 
would be over.
    Shrieking wails pierced the night 
air as more of  them joined the chase. 
Always more. Drawn to pain and 
suffering they would arrive in droves, 
figures of  black appearing as if  from 
nowhere.
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shadowsLost to the shadows
by Liz Canning



    Rochester throbbed with the clash of  
music and voices spilling from the clubs 
and bars. The buildings blurred past as 
he sprinted, blasting him with heat and 
the cloying mix of  alcohol and 
perfume. People stared wide-eyed 
through panes of  glass, but nobody 
moved to help him. He had hoped 
for safety in numbers. That he might 
become lost in the swell of  bodies that 
poured through the High Street on a 
Friday night. He was wrong. It was 
him they hungered for. The chase was a 
drug to them, they would not stop and 
there would be no substitute.
    ‘Hey, watch it.’ The collision sent 
him sprawling. The woman eyed him 
coldly until his pursuers tore through 
the parting crowd, buffeting bodies and 
barking fiercely at one another. Her thin 
painted eyebrows rose on her narrow 
face as she turned towards the 
commotion. She shrank away, 
stumbling as her heel caught on the 
cobbled path. 
    Pushing himself  to his feet he 
staggered forward. His palms stung, 
sticky with blood. My blood? Rubbing 
them down his shirt he forced himself  
to build up speed against the protest of  
his leaden muscles. He remembered her 
smile. Why had they come? Why had 
they ruined everything?
    He could see the bridge approaching, 
awash with an orange glow. He could 
jump. They didn’t like the water. Their 
thick black bodies were too heavy, the 
risk of  drowning too great. But the fall 
might kill him too, the impact 
shattering his bones, or the current 
pulling him under.
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    The impact as he hit the floor made 
him cry out in pain. They swarmed 
over him, forcing him onto his front 
and ripping his arms behind him. One 
of  them slammed his face into the 
ground, grinding his flesh against the 
paving. Something cold clamped down 
around his wrists, the pressure getting 
greater and greater until he was sure 
that his bones would snap.
    ‘Police,’ one of  them snarled at him 
between panting breaths. ‘Stop 
struggling.’
    He could still taste her. Still 
remember the spiced scent of  her 
perfume. She had smiled at him. He 
knew that she had wanted him, they 
way her eyes had danced. But then 
she had struggled, had fought, had 
screamed. He never meant to hurt her.
He spat onto the ground and glared as 
they pulled him roughly to his feet.   
    ‘This is your fault.’ 
    The black shapes wrenched him 
further into the darkness, leaving the 
last shreds of  his life behind them.

 

    The thought of  his bloated corpse 
being washed ashore made him veer 
left as he approached the esplanade, 
the slight incline making his legs feel 
weak and clumsy. His clothing chaffed 
against his body, damp with sweat. 
If  he could only make it to the castle 
grounds, double back on them, he 
might get a brief  respite. A chance to 
catch his breath.
    Set into the rough, lichen-pocked 
stone that loomed above him was a 
black cast-iron gate. Frantically he 
pulled at it, paint flaking against his 
palms. The sound of  metal smashing 
against metal rang out around him. He 
stared in disbelief  at the chain, making 
a sound caught somewhere between a 
laugh and a sob.
    They were rounding the corner now. 
Close enough that he could start to 
make out their features, faces twisted in 
determination and fury. 
    I won’t let it end like this. He could 
taste blood and realised that he had 
been biting his lower lip. Adrenaline 
surged around his body making him 
feel light-headed. With all the strength 
he could muster he launched himself  
towards the bridge. His lungs burnt. 
He made a desperate run forward, spit 
spraying across his face as he gasped 
for air. Their growls of  urgency echoed 
in his mind, slicing through the distant 
drone of  traffic.

4

ME4 W
riters present - Short n Nasties #

2



5

ME4 W
riters present - Short n Nasties #

2



Biological ClockBiological Clock

    Gert shouldered her way past the 
masked security guards resplendent in 
their Kevlar vests, to punch in her 
arrival at the console. It flickered 
slightly as she did so,
    “Lazy fuckers not peddling hard 
enough” she wheezed in the narrow 
space still available under her breath.
    The waiting area was curiously quiet, 
still, on such an apocalyptic day per-
haps even the sick had thought 
better of  dragging their bones through 
the borderland.
    After a short while leafing through 
the purple pages of  one of  the incest 
weeklies a digitised mid-Atlantic voice 
cracked the musty silence.
    “MISS LUSCH - PROCEED TO 
SURGERY 3. YOU HAVE TEN 
MINUTES,” as a wall mounted timer 
began to descend.
    The doctor was verging on the elderly 
with quite a kind face, Gert thought. 
Gert had thought a lot today. There 
hadn’t been anyone to talk to. For some 
reason she didn’t understand he was 
wearing full surgical garb.
    “Good morning Miss Lusch, My 
name is Dr Friend. Please have a seat.”
    Gert assumed the position and began 
to reel off  the usual array of  ‘flu related 
ailments which could mean either a 
sniffle or death.

by Barry Fentiman

It seemed as though it had been 
raining for days. Perhaps it had, 
Gert mused to herself  as she tucked 
into a bit of  red on potato bread. First a 
famine, now a flood, whatever next?
    She dressed carefully, the doc might 
be a looker after all. All the time 
hacking profusely. She sat back heavily 
on the bed and clocked herself  in the 
mirror, checking her ambitions on that 
score. Grilled spam ain’t an attractive 
skin tone.
    The Parkway was deserted as she 
made her way to the bus stop. Gert 
hugged herself  against a lazy wind that 
fluttered the polythene in the trees. 
Presently the D11 appeared to convey 
her to the health centre.
    When Gert was a child these
 machines had drivers. Now, when there 
were no other passengers she thought 
it surreal to trundle past swings and 
roundabouts as though on a plastic 
barge floating along at Alton Towers. 
When had she last seen water that 
wasn’t falling from the sky? Even the 
peddlers weren’t out in this.
    At last the greige bunker that is the 
Kingsway Oxfam Clinic(1) hove into 
view. Spattered by rain and starlings it 
had developed the same patina as an 
old smoker’s face. In the same way that 
tins of  salmon used to display a picture 
of  a fish on the side. 
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    “It’s got a lot worse than when I was 
here last week...”
    Her words fell away as it occurred to 
her that Dr Friend was not even 
registering that she was speaking. He 
was shaking a little though. All soaks, 
the bloody lot of  them.
    “I have the results of  your genetic 
testing Miss Lusch” he interrupted, a 
little rudely in Gert’s opinion...
    ...”I’m afraid it is my duty to inform 
you that you have a chance greater than 
65% of  developing a malignancy within 
the next 5 years thus compromising 
your future economic viability...”
    “I’m what?”...
    ... “It is therefore also my duty to 
further inform you that under the 
powers of  the public health act of  
2017 that you be removed from your 
estate...”
    “But...”
    “...to a place of  secure exclusion.”
    “Basil will be home at five!”
    “You will in due course be granted 
your statutory right to a government 
appointed 2nd opinion. I’m very sorry 
Miss Lusch.”
    Two sturdy shadows fell across 
surgery 3 as the D11 trundled past the 
bars of  the window.
    “MISS LUSCH YOUR TIME IS 
UP.” 

(1)Since the reforms instituted by the then Health 
Secretary Nigella Lawson in 2016/17 all medical 
provision outside the private sector has been 
exclusively provided by charitable organisations. 
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The Spiral Staircase 
by Clive Radford
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The Spiral Staircase 



by Clive Radford

Francis Blake left Oakwood, 
deemed well enough to return home 
after his Turner delusional episodes 
at Eastgate House. His wife Jane had 
deleted the Turner game file from his 
computer. Any reminders of  his 
ominous encounter with ‘the presence’ 
the last thing Francis needed.
    Blake returned to his work, a games 
manufacturer contracting him to 
develop an interactive virtual 
reality game for 2012 London Olympic 
Games. Blake set off  on the task, armed 
with a flurry of  ideas, Jane pleased to 
see a further upward step in her 
husband’s recuperation. He began to 
put the Turner incident into perspective.
    ‘‘I realise now I must have been over 
working, that brought on stress and 
the Turner hallucination followed,’’ he 
would say.
    Blake banged away at his keyboard, 
creating code for the Olympic project.  
He completed the 100m athletics event 
and ran the code generating CGI, 
noticing the computer screen had begun 
to flicker. He thought he’d dislodged its 
power source and bent down to ensure 
the plug fully in place. When he 
returned to look at the screen, there 
were no jubilant athletes, no 
exultant race officials and no sound 
of  the artificial crowd applause he had 
programmed into the game, only the 
Olympic Games banner remained. 

    Instead he saw a familiar face, that 
of  J.M.W Turner, just like he had seen 
in the Eastgate House cellar. The image 
expanded until Turner’s facial features 
grew beyond the screen display 
resolution, then Turner’s mouth opened 
engulfing the screen display, the 
Olympic banner disappearing down his 
throat.                    
    Blake sat transfixed. Lightness 
started to emerge in the depths of  the 
throat; he began to see yellowy red and 
flicks of  blue, then Canvey Island in 
the background and a tempestuous sea 
developing, Turner’s phantoms and 
mysterious figures flailing in the waves 
under a murky grey sky. Finally out of  
the storm a spiral staircase appeared.  

********                                                     

Blake stood outside Eastgate House. In 
his paranoia obsessed state, its 
windows seemed like eyes staring at 
him, emanating critical distain at his 
reappearance. The guttering screeched 
and groaned in the north easterly, the 
roof  flexed, appearing like lungs 
breathing oxygen into Eastgate House. 
Raindrops beat against the paving 
stones, his mind set elsewhere; he heard 
a familiar high pitched sound starting to 
drown out their pitter patter.
    ‘‘It’s Mr Blake isn’t it.’’
    The high pitched hum ceased, Blake 
so consumed with his building scan, he 
failed to notice the curator’s approach.
    ‘‘Yes…yes it is.’’
    ‘‘Are you alright now sir? We heard 
you’d been unwell.’’
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    “Yes…yes I’m fine now.’’
    Blake peered at the curator with 
intensity, ‘‘tell me, is the cellar still open 
to the public.’’
    The curator begun to look concerned, 
‘‘it is sir, but…’’
    Blake slipped a bolstering hand onto 
the curator’s shoulder, then broke into a 
beaming smile, ‘‘I’m fine.’’
    A few minutes later, Blake stood at 
the top of  the metal spiral staircase. 
He gingerly took hold of  the hand rail, 
slowly descending step by step, 
remembering each creak and high 
pitched whine the metal made against 
footsteps. 
    Gloomy outside light illuminated 
the cellar through its opaque window 
panes. Blake stopped halfway down 
the spiral staircase, strained his eyes to 
see into the cellar recesses, listening for 
indistinct sounds. He felt no presence, 
no spectre and no chill on the back of  
his neck. He continued; each step a 
gulf, each vague echo a hollow epitaph 
to future’s folly. 
    At the bottom he reached for the 
light switch; its shape found by 
fumbling fingers, florescent light 
flooded the cellar. Blake tentatively 
moved forward, though inwardly 
scared, he drove on, knowing the 
impulse; the same force that made him 
leave his study and race down to 
Eastgate House.
 

   He stopped short of  the enigmatic 
cranny; the portal to another dimension 
where his pre-Oakwood encounters had 
taken place. He closed his eyes, 
preceded forward. Immediately he felt 
the presence encircle him, the 
familiar ringing vibration in his ears. 
Blake opened his eyes; there to his front 
lay the rectangular object, its dust cover 
intact concealing the painting beneath. 
He grasped a corner of  the dust sheet, 
peeling it away to expose Turner’s 
glorious painting; its sky still shining 
like the face of  god, its changeling 
yellowy red turned to gold and silver 
flecks, the coastlines ablaze with green 
and purple hues, the sea building to a 
wall of  Titan fury. 
    Blake marvelled at the dynamism of  
Turner’s creation, his jugular 
pulsating as the blood coursed through 
veins spurred on by adrenalin rush. 
He felt himself  fuse with the painting, 
no partition between flesh and brush 
strokes. He lived in the waves, their 
crashing action releasing worldly 
concern. He walked on the Canvey 
Island shoreline; the green became 
emeralds, the purple transfigured into 
dancing shadows. He spiralled in 
the clouds, playing tag with Turner’s 
phantoms and mysterious figures. Blake 
became released, demons extinguished. 
Only a welcoming light lay ahead on 
his travel, it beckoned him to hurry.
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    Jane arrived back home at her usual 
time. She called out, ‘‘Francis, are you 
there?’’  
    No answer. She made her way to the 
study, thinking her husband must be 
consumed by the Olympics game task.
    ‘‘Francis, I had the most…’’ Jane 
stopped in mid sentence.
    She expected to see her husband at 
the computer, instead he lay out on the 
chez longue.
    ‘‘Francis!’’ she rushed forward to her 
prone husband. 
    He appeared perfectly still, a 
satisfied smile on his face, his eyes fixed 
wide open. His heart had stopped. Jane 
stood up, tears streaming. Then she 
saw an unfamiliar object. She gasped in 
disbelief  as her eyes fell on the Turner, 
its full magnificence and splendour, just 
as described by her late husband.                                              

    A week later, Jane read an article on 
a recently discovered Turner. Its finder, 
a Rochester man, found the work by 
accident at Eastgate House. So 
overcome by the discovery he had 
expired. A picture showed the Turner, 
propped up against a metal spiral 
staircase. 



Authors: 

Lost to the shadows  
by Liz Canning
Liz Canning has had a keen interest in writing ever since school, where concerned 
teachers recommended she expand her reading genre beyond horror. Since then 
she has dabbled mainly in fantasy, exploring the things that you don’t usually get 
to experience working 9-5 in an office.

Biological Clock  
by Barry Fentiman
Somewhere out there in some lonely backwater STNL Barry skulks in the 
background muttering to himself. He flickers at the whim of  the collective 
consciousness of  whatever locality he is in. He went to a university. Up north. 
Then another in Surrey. He scribbles things down and sometimes remembers to 
submit them for publication. 

The Spiral Staircase  
by Clive Radford
Clive Radford began writing poetry and short stories at school, then university but 
mainly through subsequent life experience. His novel, ‘One Night in Tunisia’ was 
published early 2011 under sponsorship from the Arts Council. ’Doghouse Blues’, 
his second novel  will be published by Night Reading later in 2011. United Press 
and Ether Books have published his poetry and short stories. Examples of  Clive’s 
poetry can be found at the Deaf  Cat:
http://www.thedeafcat.com/rochester/Miscellaneous/Pages/Clive_Radford.html
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Music 
This week’s podcast featured ‘The 
Vampire Flick 10’ by Andrew Day 
and additional music from Dream 
State. www.dreamstate.to

ME4 W
riters present - Short n Nasties #

2



© ME4 Writers, 2011
http://me4writers.wordpress.com


