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“The Jungle®”

It was hot as hell in “the Jungle”. The stranger lifted the old, rusty
bucket above his head and poured@ cold water over his body. After-
wards he opened his eyes and looked around the wild, overgrown
churchyard. The big man was glad he was working again. After four
days he had made a small clearing in “the jungle”. Outside this
cleared area, the grass was well over four feet high. There were
weeds, red poppies®, wild flowers, and thorn® bushes everywhere.
At the back of the churchyard there was a line of old, dark trees.
Many of the old gravestones had fallen over, and the rest had almost

disappeared in “the Jungle”.

He noticed a half-buried statue®. It was of a sad angel, holding a
mighty® sword. Her wings hung heavy with poison ivy@, It was
wrapped®around her neck, slowly strangling® her. Big, red poppies
grew tall around her feet. The stranger took out his knife and started
to cut the poison ivy away. He worked carefully because he didn’t
want to damage the white stone underneath. When he had finished he
stepped back and smiled.

“There,” he said, “now you’re free, and you can fly again —

3

if you can and still want to.’
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For a second he imagined® he saw the angel smiling back at
him. But he knew he was stupid and closed his eyes quickly. When
he opened them again, the angel wasn’t smiling. He was thankful.
The stranger thought about the doctors back at the hospital. They
would not like these fantasies®. He had not come to Barton to look

for smiling angels. No, he was looking for something else.

@ to imagine £ & @ fantasy 47 #



The Mysterious Stranger

Barton was an ordinary town. St. George’s Street was an ordinary
street. There was nothing special about the little corner shop.
Sweets, newspapers, magazines, tobacco... normal things. Inside
the shop, the nervous girl looked ordinary, too. Shirley was like
millions of other English girls. She wasn’t very tall, her skin was ex-
tremely® white, her hair was dark, her eyes were brown, and her
lips@ were red. Shirley was waiting, waiting. She was waiting for
the stranger to come in again. For the last four days he’d come into
the shop. Every time he’d buy a newspaper, a Mars Bar, a packet®
of crisps®. He said almost nothing to her. Shirley had a strange feel-
ing about him. A feeling she didn’t really recognize or properly un-

derstand.

The stranger didn’t look, or walk, or talk like the other men in St.
George’s Street. The first morning she’d looked out of the window to
see where he went. To her great surprise, the stranger had walked
down the street and then suddenly disappeared behind the old church.
He’d done the same thing every morning. This was unusual, for the
church had been closed for many years. Only cats and dogs went
there now. Parents warned their children to stay away. Shirley won-

dered® about him. Who was he, why was he here, and what was he
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doing?

Suddenly Shirley’s thoughts were interrupted® by a loud voice be-
hind her. It was Mrs. Williams, the owner of the little shop, “Why
don’t you go out into the street, and wait for your prince® to come
by? Why don’t you put out the red carpet for him, Shirley?”

The girl went red, and turned away® from the window. Mrs.
Williams was smiling broadly® to herself. This was what she liked,
what she lived for. “You can’t hide it from me, Shirley. I was mar-
ried three times, and I had four sisters. I know that look on your
face. I’ve seen it a million times. You're interested in that big
bloke®, aren’t you?”

There was no stopping her now. Once Mrs. Williams had an
idea in her head, that was it. She never changed her mind about any-
thing.

“There’s something I don’t understand. What’s he doing down
at the church? Don’t you find that a bit strange, Shirley? I said so to
old Mrs. Browne yesterday...”

Shirley did think it was strange, but she didn’t say so. She had
to keep some of her thoughts private®.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Williams. I thought about going down for
a look, but I don’t want to poke my nose in®. He’s got a nice sun-
tan® | hasn’t he?”

“...0Oh, my God, Shirley! I think you’re in love, poor girl.

Looks like I’1l have to start looking around for a new girl soon.’
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Shirley closed her eyes, and wished she could close her ears as
well. It was then she heard the door open behind her. Shirley started
to tremble® like a leaf. She opened her eyes slowly. Mrs. Williams
looked triumphant®. Shirley guessed who it was. She turned around
and looked up. It was the stranger. He smiled down at her. This was
the first time he had smiled at her.

He was very 1all with jarge, muscular® arms. His blond® hair
was very short, almost like a skinhead®. He looked like a hard,
tough® man. No one would call him handsome. But his voice was
low and gentle, and he seemed so. .. so shy. Shirley looked into his
eyes and knew that deep inside him something was missing.

“Morning,” he said, and nothing more.

“Oh hello love, Shirley and I were just having a little chat@
about you,” said Mrs Williams cheerfully®. Shirley wished she
could escape into a hole in the ground. “You’re new to Barton,
aren’t you, dear?”

Shirley watched him carefully. For a second she thought he was
going to turn around and run out of the shop. But he didn’t run. In-
stead he took a deep breath, lifted his head, and said in a low voice,

“1...suppose you ladies want to know what I'm doing here,
and ... and who I am?”

“No,” said Shirley. She felt he really did not want to tell them
anything.

“Yes, please!” said Mrs. Williams and moved closer.

“Well ... well, it’s not a secret. 1 came to Barton because I
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needed work. A friend of mine, the new priest®, plans to modern-
ize St. George’s Church and have it re-opened. I’ve been clearing
the churchyard for the last four days. .. That’s about it ... Nothing
special . .. or mysterious. My ... my ... name is Michael ... Mi-
chael Victor. There, now you know everything. "

“We don’t go to church much around here, son,” said Mrs.
Williams. Shirley turned and looked at her. She could tell® Mrs.
Williams didn’t believe him. “St. George’s Church has been empty
for years. There’s just no demand for it anymore. ”

“1 think it’s a good ideal” Shirley said in the loudest voice she
had. “This street has been going downhill® for years. It's about
time somebody tried to stop the rot®. ”

The stranger looked down at the girl. She looked so sweet, and
he knew he liked her. She had kind, good eyes. It felt good to have
contact with normal people again. He was glad he was no longer in
the hospital. Coming to Barton was a good idea. He continued,
“My friend plans to build a new community® centre at the back of
the church. He's a very energetic®, active kind of man. He’s espe-
cially interested in young people and their problemS. Maybe he can
do some good.”

“Dreams, your friend is dreaming,” said Mrs. Williams. “It’ll
take a lot more than a few prayers@ to put Barton right again. The
unemployment around here is terrible. Crime around here is terrible.
I blame® it all on the bloody drug addicts®. I say, bring back hang-

»

ing. ..
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Michael noticed the expression on the girl’s face change when
the big woman mentioned drugs. It was only for a second, but Mi-

chael saw it.

Mrs. Williams looked like she was really warming up. Shirley knew
that once she started on hanging®, there was absolutely® no chance
of stopping her. So Shirley stepped in to rescue® Michael from Mrs.
Williams before it was too late.

“Was it the Daily Mirror® | a Mars, and some crisps you want-
ed?”

“Oh, yes, yes, thanks. That’s all I want.”

Michael smiled, grabbed@ his things, paid, and almost ran out
of the shop. He even forgot to shut the door behind him. Shirley
went over and shut it and turned back to Mrs. Williams.

“Shirley, really I was going to have a nice talk with him. Now

I’ll have to wait till tomorrow. ..’
“I'm sorry, Mrs. Williams. ”
“There you go again! Cutting me off in the middle of a sen-
tence! Now go and wash the windows at the front. People have to
see inside, and I have to see out. Go on girl, don’t just stand there.

Go and make yourself useful!”

@ tohang R %EE , #HET# @ absoltely #wati @ torescue ¥ K
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Family Loyalty

Shirley was sitting on her brother’s bed. She had been sitting there
all night holding his hand. She looked at him and felt helpless.
Danny was thin, and getting thinner. His skin was a strange, yellow
colour. Many of his teeth were gone. Sometimes he reminded® her
of a little bird without feathers. Sometimes, in the mornings, he
looked more dead than alive. Danny started to wake up.

“Where am [7” Danny asked and half opened his eyes.

“You’re home, Danny. I am so glad you woke up. I was really
worried about you last night. I nearly telephoned for an ambu-
lance®. Do you remember anything about last night?”

“Not really, it’s all a bit of a blank®. Was I bad?”

“No, but you were really out of it®. It’s got to stop, Danny.
You can’t keep on taking drugs® like this. One day you’ll take too
much, and you won’t wake up.”

“It’s not easy, Shirley. When I take drugs, I... I feel good. I
can escape ... for a few hours ... from Barton ... It’s like a ...

holiday, a holiday from ... everything.”

But Shirley knew about the other side of the coin®. She’d heard
Danny crawling® around on the carpet looking for drugs. She’d seen
him shouting about the giant mosquitoes® on his arms, and scream-

@ remind £ @ ambulance K # % @ blank 8 @ outof it k£
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ing when they came back for more blood.

“I talked to Dr. Singh, Danny. He said he’ll try and get you
into the new drug clinic®. There’s a long waiting list, but he says
there’s a chance. But you really have to want to get off drugs first.
He says that’s the most important thing. Only you can kick drugs out
of your life. "

“Yeah, that sounds very interesting, Shirley. I'll think about it

seriously. I will, I promise. ”

Danny was silent for a few moments. Then he pointed over at his
leather jacket in the corner.

“There’s a ... a package in the left pocket. Will you get it for
me, Shirley?”

Shirley didn’t know what to say to him. How could she tell
him? Danny noticed the look on her face. Shirley could see the sus-
picious® look in her brother’s eyes. When she didn’t move or an-
swer, he became angry. Not the usual anger when she did something
wrong. No, this time his anger was mixed with fear. Shirley was
suddenty afraid of him. Danny grabbed her wrist and twisted it.

“Where did you put it?” he demanded angrily.

"

“No, Danny, please, you’re hurting me,” she cried.

He twisted her wrist again.

“Don’t, Danny. Please, it hurts.”

“1 want my stuff®, and I want it — now!” he shouted.

“I flushed® it down the toilet, Danny, like you told me to!”

“What did you do that for, Shirley?”

@ drug clinic % %% % @ suspicious (X F)FRH @ st RE W5
@ to flush * %
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