
ME4 Writers present

   Short and Nasties #1



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

   These tales are as the flicker of  an amber street light on rain 
soaked tarmac, the remnants of  peeling posters on boarded up 
shop fronts. This is for all the alleyways that made you look 
backwards and trees that scratch against your window late at 
night. 

   Imagine a settlement on the banks of  a cruel river, never meant 
for habitation, but suffered with an indignant rage. Refusing to 
move on and digging deeper into the heart of  the beast, we 
struggle for sense in a time of  constant opposition. Then in the 
silent places; on the roofs of  car parks, towering above and locked 
in buried tunnels deep below, they wait for what’s to come. 

You can download the podcast from 
ME4writers.wordpress.com

Bloodless ..............................................................................................p2
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The last confession of an anonymous woman ..........p5
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The cross lay impotent on the 
cold stone ground. This was what 
the death of  religion looked like: more 
than two millennia of  worship and war, 
prayer and persecution meeting their 
end outside St Nicholas church, Strood.
    How had it come to this?

    It was the least enviable of  tasks. 
Travelling by night - even in a car - was 
something no one would do now. Yet 
here Hammond was doing just that; 
driving over Rochester Bridge into 
Strood. Tonight was different. 
    It wasn’t every night he would have 
bombed a cathedral either. But he had. 
Even now the YouTube video evidence 
of  his retaliation was being tweeted 
around the world. 
    Hammond had set a fuel laden 
Range Rover on fire, rolling it through 
the doors of  Rochester Cathedral - 
despite the hundreds of  people inside. 
He had stood back watching as his 
improvised bomb had killed the human 
and inhuman alike. 

    Nowhere was safe now. By day, while 
desperate citizens looted their way 
through the shrinking number of  shops 
stocking essentials, an army of  priests 
from every faith had come to bless the 
River Medway. 
    It was an act of  desperate piety being 
repeated across the country - probably 
the world. But holy water would not 
stop these creatures. The blessed river 
was as useless as the futile crucifixes 
and hopeless rosaries adorning the 
doors of  every home.   
    Tonight had begun as every night 
had for months now. Sunset’s arrival 
had sent everyone scuttling into hiding 
places. 
    The High Street was deserted. Where 
once a Friday night would have been 
bustling with young men and women 
desperately on the pull, there was 
now nothing. The heavily boarded up 
Casino Rooms were attracting bigger 
numbers than ever. But they were now 
a place of  sombre refuge rather than 
hedonistic delight...

Bloodless 
by Stephen Morris
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    Safety in numbers was the order of  
the day. No one stayed at home if  they 
could help it. The people of  Medway 
gathered in large indoor spaces; super-
markets, warehouses, offices - all of  
them guarded by stake wielding soldiers 
from the barracks’ those that had not 
already been turned.  
    The many boarded up pubs of  Strood 
now bulged at the seams with people 
desperate for a fortress of  anything but 
solitude. 
    Each public building was declared 
the “home” of  an assigned Guardian, 
to protected visitors from the unin-
vited.  And, of  course, there were the 
churches, the Chatham Memorial Syna-
gogue, the Kent Islamic Centre and the 
Gurudwaras - the ultimate homes of  
sanctuary.

    Hammond had arrived at Rochester 
Cathedral, his new home, long before 
dark. As he entered the sacred building 
he toyed instinctively with his wedding 
ring. Once he barely noticed it. 

Now it seemed so much heavier; just 
as the two tattooed children’s names 
seemed to burn into his shoulder blade.   
    A sermon was being delivered. Not 
that many people were listening to it. 
The people who came to the cathedral 
were far too busy, clustered in small 
groups, comforting each other or 
producing clumsy plans of  attack, to 
hear the words of  the Dean. 
    
    The Very Reverend Thomas Stirling 
was saying the same things he had said 
since the facts had come to light. But it 
now lacked the passion and zeal with 
which he had once delivered his speech. 
    His declamations of  the “demonic 
beasts” who had emerged in their 
thousands from beneath the City of  
London’s streets now sounded as 
robotic and monotonous as any of  the 
readings from the Book of  Common 
Prayer Hammond found so familiar 
from a life lived a thousand lives ago. 
    But tonight was different. Somebody 
had let them in. Despite the warnings, 
despite all the training, despite the 
obvious nervousness with which 
everyone was supposed to be checked 
and double checked before entry, some-
body had let them in. Someone had 
invited them in.
    It was carnage; fangs sunk deep into 
the flesh of  men, women and children, 
draining them dry. And when a 
potential victim pricked their curiosity, 
they turned them.
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    ‘Our Father who art in heaven…’ 
Stirling had recited in panic.
    One of  the creatures approached 
the Dean and sneered, ‘Do you really 
believe He will help you?’
    The Dean had looked across to the 
altar with its enormous, glittering cross 
and faltered. He died in the centre of  
the cathedral, watched on with 
indifference by eight stony saints.
    Not that Hammond had stuck 
around to watch. He had used the 
diversion to race to the north door and 
make his escape. 
    At least Stirling’s stuttering death had 
achieved something.

    The first church Hammond found 
after leaving the cathedral was 
St. Nicholas, Strood. He pulled up, 
checked it was safe, and raced up the 
steps with his wooden stake to the place 
of  worship.
    The sight was too painful to absorb. 
Rev. Peter Adams lay lifeless, bloodless, 
at the entrance to the church. He had 
died frantically defending his flock with 
a crucifix representing a faith long dead 
in him.
    How had it come to this?

    Inside the church, the scene was as 
bloody as that in the cathedral. It was 
too late to warn the people. 
St. Nicholas’ parishioners were already 
in a losing battle with a demonic enemy 
- an enemy which had just noticed 
Hammond’s fresh blood.
 

    As the slavering creatures 
approached, time slowed to nothing. 
Hammond watched, petrified, 
calculating how he could get out of  this 
alive.
    But somewhere - somewhere out 
there in the body of  the church, he 
heard something miraculous; a chorus 
of  bright, new belief. 
    
    ‘It’s him!’ 

    The phrase echoed around the 
church. And those who still lived 
looked across at the televisions they 
had looted to keep pace with the rolling 
news.
    The news channels were showing 
footage of  Hammond’s cathedral 
attack. 
    And the eyes of  the people lit up with 
the fresh hope of  newborn converts as 
they recognised him.
    Fear was gone, replaced with 
something else. Just as the creatures 
had approached as one, now they 
retreated and cowered in unison. 

    Something had changed.
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The last confession of 
an anonymous woman 

by Sam Hall

It has been ten years since I got 
away with murder...
    This is my confession to you. I am 
not the person you believed me to be. 
    Our life together for the past three 
years came as a wonderful surprise to 
me... Please don’t think it meant 
nothing. But when the thing happened, 
a bit of  me, the bit of  me that could 
have cared for you shrivelled up and 
died...
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    When I spoke to the Inspector he 
asked about the notice in college. I told 
him I could barely remember writing it, 
that I’d been travelling for the past 18 
months. He said he knew that,
they had visited my old house in 
London trying to track me down.
    He said not to panic, but they had 
found the notice I had written almost 
two years earlier offering tuition in the 
guitar, at a crime scene. They were 
re-investigating the case in light of  some 
new evidence. The policeman gave me 
quite a lot of  information about the 
case, which I thought was 
unprofessional, but maybe he was 
trying to trip me up. Apparently my 
notice was found in the flat of  some 
older man, a student at the same 
university, who had been murdered. I 
said to him, ‘no wonder nobody 
contacted me for guitar lessons,’ and 
gave a little laugh. 
    He then asked me a few questions, 
and finished with something I thought 
odd, ‘This is a bit embarrassing but can 
I just confirm, you are female?’ 
    ‘Quite definitely’, I said. 
    ‘It’s just that the last reported 
sighting of  ‘X’ was with a tall man with 
glasses and a green rucksack walking 
towards town centre, and our 
investigation has centred around trying 
to trace him,’ he said. 
    ‘No, I can definitely confirm that I 
am female. And I don’t have a green 
rucksack. Or glasses.’ 
    ‘It’s just your name can be used by 
both... It was pretty clear from your 
voice that you are a woman...’  

    I suppose I should start at the 
beginning, also it’s a record should 
anything further come of  this, I would 
not want you to become implicated. I 
make it clear for the record, this all 
happened a long time before we met. 
    It was when I was at university. It 
was my first time away from home, I’d 
never had a boyfriend before, I met a 
guy in my first year, we went out for 
ages, but we split up in my third year. 
    I took it very badly. I thought I was 
in love. 
    I suppose I went a bit mad that year...
Looking back on it, I think I was having 
a nervous breakdown. 
    I started having panic attacks. One 
day I was walking to college, and out of  
the blue this tramp, at least I 
remember him now as a tramp with 
long fingernails, he came up to me and 
said ‘If  I wouldn’t get in trouble for 
it, I’d rip your bleedin head off.’ He 
walked away. I started 
hyperventilating. I had to turn round 
and go home. I didn’t go to lectures for 
a fortnight.
    But that wasn’t the only reason I 
didn’t like talking about those days.     
    That was when it all went wrong.
    
    About a year and a half  after 
graduating, I got an odd message. I was 
living in Rochester at the time, off  the 
High Street. Far enough away to be 
anonymous, but near enough to keep 
an eye out. One of  my new housemates 
had written a message on a post-it note; 
to call some policeman. I thought, oh 
shit... the game is up.
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    Do you remember, the first time we 
met, when I came back to Medway, 
drinking in the Man of  Kent, when I 
said my name, you laughed and said 
‘that’s a bloke’s name’. 
    ‘I like the anonymity it affords,’ I 
said. ‘I like it that people don’t know 
whether to expect a man or a woman.’    
    You said you wouldn’t forget me in a 
hurry. And you didn’t, although 
perhaps you should forget me now. 

    I’m going to disappear.

    So we get to the part that no doubt 
you have skipped forwards to. And 
perhaps you’ll read this part over and 
over, so I will try to be very precise. 
    There are blanks. 
    I had gone to college to put up 
another notice, and this scruffy older 
guy with long fingernails, who seemed 
a bit familiar, perhaps he was one of  the 
mature students, ambled towards me.  
    ‘Are you the lady who teaches 
guitar?’ he said. 
    ‘Yep’, I said. 
    ‘I’d like some lessons, what do you 
charge?’ I told him what my rate was, 
he agreed, and with that, the die was 
cast.   
    
    I called at his flat. Through the open 
bedroom door, I could see the walls 
were papered with Page 3 images. 
    Takeaway cartons and empty cans on 
the floor. I didn’t want to touch 
anything. I considered saying I’d 
forgotten another appointment, but I 
needed the cash for my overdraft.

    He took a guitar off  the sofa and 
started playing ‘Stairway to heaven’. I 
didn’t think he needed lessons. I 
suggested a few exercises anyway, 
and he did them, and for an hour I sat 
on the sofa, keeping my coat on, not 
touching any of  the grimy surfaces, 
listening to his perfectly adequate 
playing, grimacing at the slightly ribald 
jokes, and at no point did he take his 
eyes off  me. I stood up to go, and put 
my gloves back on. 
    ‘I’ve seen you about the uni.’ 
    He said he had been watching me for 
a long time; he described things extra 
to the guitar tuition he was going to 
do, and the next thing I knew he was 
lying there, the guitar’s bridge sticking 
out of  his throat. In a pool of  dark red 
shininess.  A mistake, a freak accident, I 
don’t know, I don’t remember. 

    I donated my clothes to charity the 
day after. It was the end of  term. I was 
thinking about travelling even before 
then. I went back to the college and tore 
up the second tuition notice.
    For the first year I was always 
looking behind me, waiting for the blue 
light at the door. That second year even 
when I was still travelling, I thought he 
was following me. I would see people 
who looked a bit like him, and feel sick. 
I lost two stone. I couldn’t tell anyone.   
    Not till now.  
    It was only after three years, that I 
began to breathe again. I had gotten 
away with murder, or maybe he tripped 
and landed on his guitar, which would 
have made it suicide. 
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    Then I came back here, I met you, 
you started me feeling alive again, 
and now I cannot bear what I did. It 
presses me down. His weight presses 
me down... 
    I hope you can forgive me; I don’t 
want anyone else’s forgiveness. I made 

a mistake in thinking I could get away 
with it, get away with having a normal 
life. I would have liked to have done. 
With you... But his ghost is always 
there in the corner of  my eye. 
    Following me. Watching. Waiting. 
    ...Goodbye my love.
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Who’s Afraid Of The 
Silly Old Bogeyman?  

by Roger Tooth
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by Roger Tooth

The key turned in the front door 
lock and in came Margery 
followed by her husband.
    “Damp!” she said as she sniffed the 
air.
    “I suppose it would be. You sure you 
want to do this?” said Peter putting 
down his holdall.
    “It won’t do itself.”
    “I know but… ”
    “I’ll be all right. If  I can just take the 
important stuff  like papers then the rest 
can go to house clearance.”
    “Well, don’t get yourself  upset, dear.”
    Margery opened the door to the 
cupboard staircase and they climbed the 
stairs to the two bedrooms. “We best 
start upstairs and work our way down?”

    “Time for a break!” said Peter, after a 
good morning’s binning and within half  
an hour they were sitting on the garden 
terrace enjoying tea.
    The garden was a strip of  land 
leading to a little shed at the bottom.
    Margery fumbled in her handbag 
for her medication then took out two 
tablets, which she took with her tea.
    As she turned her head suddenly to 
her left, she thought she saw someone 
or something looking out from inside 
the shed.
    “I suppose we ought to give that a 
look,” said Peter observing her glance.
    “I hate that shed!” she exclaimed, 
surprising her husband.
    “You what?” he questioned her.
    “My mother used to say to me – and 
I know that this will sound stupid…”
    “No, go on,” said Peter 
encouragingly and she recalled her 
unhappy childhood experience…

    Young Margery was in bed 
pretending to be asleep as she heard her 
mother scraping the wall as she climbed 
the stairs.
    “You’ve been a naughty girl, Mar-
gery,” said her mother in a slur voice.     
“You’ve been touching yourself  again.”
    Her mother then brought her face 
up close to Margery’s for she could feel 
and smell her mother’s alcoholic breath 
on her cheek.
    “One night,” continued her mother, 
“the bogeyman will come out of  the 
shed and come in through your 
bedroom window…”

    Peter burst out laughing, which 
brought Margery back to earth.  She 
stared angrily across at him.
    “I’m sorry, darling,” he apologised.
“I knew I shouldn’t have said 
anything,” she said curtly.
    “Don’t be like that,” said Peter, 
trying to console her.  “It sounds like 
your mother had problems. Look, the 
best way of  overcoming your fear is to 
face it. Have you got a key to the shed?”
    Margery nodded in a resigned way 
and went to fetch it.
    A little later she was stood behind 
Peter as he tried it in the lock. It was 
a little stiff  at first but soon gave. He 
walked in and looked around. “Take a 
look, dear, it’s just an ordinary shed.”
    “You must think me such an idiot,” 
she responded.
    “Your mother must have been quite 
cruel to say what she did.”
    “You said it.”
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    “Anyway,” continued Peter, “there’s 
some useful stuff  in here.”
    “Well, take it if  you want it.”
    Margery returned to her seat. As 
she supped, Peter received a call on his 
mobile.  She looked up.  “Who’s that 
darling?”
    “Security.  They want me to go in - 
some sort of  leak.  I better get it sorted 
before it gets worse.”
    “So you’ll be gone a while, I 
suppose.”
    “I’ll try not to be but it’s got to be 
done.”
    “Try to be quick, dear,” she said as 
she watched him drive away.  She then 
went back to the terrace to finish her 
cup of  tea.  As she did so she was yet 
again aware of  being watched and in 
her mind she had the image of  an evil 
clown’s face she had harboured from 
childhood.  She turned suddenly and 
thought it lingered for a split second.
    “Silly fool, Margery!” she said to 
herself  as she stood up.  “I will be 
brave.”  And with that she stomped off  
to the shed.
    She turned the key then went in.  She 
took her mind off  her fear by taking an 
interest in the things on the shelf.
    “See!  That was no big deal,” she said 
to console herself.  “Who’s afraid of  the 
silly old bogeyman?“
    She found a pair of  pliers on the 
shelf  and grabbed them.  “I suppose 
these are his,” she giggled.  “You’ve got 
a lot to answer for, MOTHER.”
She slapped down the pliers on the 
shelf.

    Suddenly, a hand in a white glove 
grabbed her by the throat. Behind her 
stood the Bogeyman.   

 She could feel his deathly presence and 
smell his foetid breath.  He gripped her 
close with the pliers in his hand as she 
struggled to get away.
    “I’ve been waiting to do this since 
you were a little girl, Margery, dear!” he 
rasped.
    The pliers got closer to her mouth 
inspite of  her efforts to push it away.     
    She let out a scream and passed out.
    As Peter arrived at the front door 
he remembered that Margery had the 
keys and that he would have to ring the 
bell.  This he did but she didn’t come.  
He gave her a couple of  minutes for 
she was probably busy out the back.  
Maybe she hadn’t heard him.  I better 
phone her mobile, he thought.  He tried 
her number but there was no reply.  He 
began to panic knowing her past 
medical history.  He then made a 
drastic decision.  He shouldered the 
door and burst in.
    “Darling?  Is everything all right?”  
He paused but heard nothing.  He 
clomped his way up the cupboard 
staircase.  He peered into each 
bedroom but there was no sign of  life 
so he clomped back downstairs.  He 
looked down to make sure that he 
didn’t miss a step then pushed his way 
gently through the cupboard door.
    He looked up and to his horror there 
stood Margery with pliers in her hand.  
Her front teeth were missing and blood 
was dribbling from each corner of  her 
mouth.
    With a crazed look on her face she 
gurgled, “You see, darling, there is a 
Bogeyman after all.”
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Bloodless 
by Stephen Morris
Stephen Morris has enjoyed writing for much of  his life, having come first in a 
Cheltenham Literature Festival competition when he was eight. He now devotes 
much of  his writing to reviewing music for sites including RockKent.com. 
Find links to a full directory of  reviews at www.reviewage.net.

The last confession of an anonymous woman 
by Sam Hall
Sam is the founder of  ME4 Writers. She used to edit and write for magazines and 
now writes in just about any genre, and has had plays and short stories performed 
in that London town. You can download her short stories from www.etherbooks.
co.uk – search for Samantha Hall. Twitter: @the7thtraveller

Who’s afraid of the silly old bogeyman? 
by Roger Tooth
Roger primarily sees himself  as a playwright and is a member of  the society of  
authors.  He has had several plays performed professionally both live and on 
hospital radio.  He has twice been awarded a place on the prestigious TAPS 
course in 2001 and 2004.  Last year he performed one of  his short stories as part 
of  the Canterbury Festival.   
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