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50 Word Stories

Red by Emily Wood

Grimson, from €he blood £hat blinded my vision, I stepped
forward, the joyous clear mist coating my feet as if T were
entering heaven. In a way I was revitalising myself, my body, soul
and mind. I lay as o o sleep and was eclipsed in light - his light.

Belief' by Becky Haes

The ancient civilisation €hat once filled

that castle was long gone. Only the wood
sprites and tree goblins took o living there
now; the light-hearted folk who stopped

that castle from crumbling down around them.
They tended €the weeds and steadied the stone, and in return it
sheltered €hetr magic.

A Bratual Beauty by Cassandra Willis

For @ vampire Iife 1s Iike air. Though vampires do not breathe so
magbe that 1s a bad example. Needless €o say vampires think IrtEle
of Ipfe and IréEle of those who inhabt €. To them we are all
vermin, lortering on their aristocratic world. And they will kill us
all.



INTO THE DARK

Into €he Dark could have been interpreted in a variety of
different wags by our submrtting writers; Sub-genres could
have included a horror story, a psychological thriller, a
story set n war-time, angthingl

In our Into €he Dark section we have:
- A Smile for Saint Peter by Irving A. Greenfield
- Phantom of the Opera Review

- The Book of Lost Things Book Review
et

~ Enjoy
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A SMILE FOR SAINT PETER by Trving A. Greenfield

At well over a hundred, Edrth was €the family matriarch. How much over
was a much discussed point by the members of the family watting for her o
die, something she was reluctant €o do. But not because she was afraid of
going o hell, she lived most of her life with the absolute certainty she
would go o heaven with €the other good people who preceded her. More than «
fiew times, she said that she hadn’t any expectations of meeting erther of
her two ex-husbands €here. Her first, Frank Beach, the handsomer of €he two,
enjoged several glasses of Irish whiskey as he was wont to do on paydagy, and
died in €he sweet oblivion of mEoxicetion never aware, so she was fold by
Faether Troost, that he was Erampled o death by a ranaway horse. Her second
hushand, Sal - - Salvertore - - Galiano died peacefully in his bed two days
afiter his eightieth birthday. She suspected £rom €oo much celebrating.

With Frank she had €three sons and with Sal, two daughters, Marie and
Paulette and a son, Vincent. Frank’s €hree bogs, fought in World War Two.
Frank or. and Thomas were In €he navy and Henrg was a Marine. Vincent was
in something called Spectal Forces, during €the war in Vietnam. None of the
boys ever spoke about what they did or where they were. It was as if that
part of their lives belonged o other men.

All of her children with their children; her nieces and nephews and some
of those with their children, drifted in and ouk of her hospital room. She
knew the doctors €old by €he doctor that her death was only hours away,
perhaps only minutes? But was several dags ago. She knew that from €he
way 'the sliver of sunlight that found s way mto the room from £the upper
part of €he drawn blinds in the morning and from the comings and goings of
the people who atfended her. She also knew from €he gentleness of their
touch or lack of 7€, whether € was €he day or night shif; and from the
sounds, those during the day were always louder than those «f night.

i
If she had any enerqy, she’d call all of her daughters and all of her sons



fools and €ell them what she needed “to give up the ghost.” She knew she
was being pesky by hanging around, taking so much of their time for own.

Bt what's « woman o do? This would be her last ext€ and even more
important her final entrance. She had €o look her best. She left explictt
directions about how she should be dressed for the wake. Her best dress, her
nails done and her long, grag hair done up In a bun. All that was €o show, to
remind those who came to pay their last respects €o her, that once she was
a beautiful woman who turned men’s heads.

But - - Why was there almost alwagys that [tle word that had the
power fo change things, create misgivings where none should be, and make
all sor€s of drfficulties. She never doubted the word was the Devil's work,
his way of tormenting the farthful while laughing «f God. And in her case
she was sure of tt; otherwise she'd surrender herself to €he Iife that
awatted her when she left £his one.

She was unable speak or move her hands o €ell her daughter or sons
what she wanted; though one of them should have known just be looking at
her; dolts, €the whole lot of €hem. There they were €iptoeing in and owt of the
room and not one of them saw what was missing.

id

Frank stood et her bedside. She knew it was him from €he scent of his
cologne, sharp with a tinge of something smokey. Very masculine. Soon he'd
become the family patriarch.

He moved his hand gently over the top of her head.

She knew what he was thinking, subborn €o the end. She wanted to
smile; she wanted to €ell him how much she loved him, how much she loved
all of her children. But he was her first. He was her love child before €he
love went sour. Before the man she married lost himself in « whiskey-fog.

ohe felt his breath on her forehead, felt the softness of his lips, and
heard him whisper, macushla.

An tnstant later he drew away laughing, and she knew he knew what
she wanted, what she needed: her false teeth.
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* Phantom of the Opera

Review
By @ec@ 7—/@35'

‘Recen@ 9 went to 9o and see Phantom of the Opera at the £iuerpoa/
Emﬂire Theatre, 9t seems like the /Jerﬁch /7/a fo review when

ex/z/orin the ideas of @51‘ and darkness within our issue.

9 yﬁauﬁ; start @ sayin that 9 have also been to watch Phantom once
before, whilst in L’onag , 50 it was acfua@ quite interesting for me to
compare the two performances. Both were of course amazing, but
fﬁf@ Aid have some ﬁﬁﬁ%rencey, most ﬁ(e@ due to the /Jro/ucﬁan in
L'iver/yoa/ being set on a smaller stage than the ﬁro/ucﬁon in the West
End, 9 foun/zgﬁm‘ the main difference was £iver/700f s use of a
turning stage setting. This allowed several different scene cﬁanjey
without much a@/ay between acts, Whereas, as 9 recall, the London
proa/ucﬁan did not use this fecﬁnique and fﬁey instead set up each
scene when it was requireﬁ[ The mast noticeable cﬁanje for me was the
scene in which fﬁgy sing "The Phantom of the Opera’. In the West
End version fﬁejourney down to beneath the opera house was far
jmm/er and included a mechanical stage, however the £iverpoo/
version had a turning stage that opene/ out into the un/eryroum/ lair,

Focusing on the actual storyline Phantom of the Opera is a very well

known story, 5raujﬁf fo the quge by Andrew L’/oy/ Webber. But

did any ofj/au know that it was in zgcf based on the book 'Phantom

of the Opera’ by French writer Gaston Leroux. If you're fan of the
Phantom of i fé‘Z Opera stage ﬂro/ucﬁon then 9 would 5:’35/ sugqest

giving the original. sfor:y a read, alf oug itis

qw’fe different in /mrfs./ 6




The main story is about a ‘Young woman called Christine. She is a
dancer in an opera crew. After Carlotta, the lead opera singer refuses
to carry on /.verforminj at the theatre Christine is swexfe/ to fill the
position and her singing talents come fo @51‘. Many of the other
characters question how she has learnt to sing so we [ and who her
mysterious tutor is, who she refers fo on@ as The lenje/ of Music.
Over the course of the play we realise that Christine's lenje/ of Music is
in fact the Phantom; a a/;’ff@um/ genius who lives in the catacombs
beneath the theatre. From this point of realisation the /)ﬁ;y becomes
increminj/ darker with two murders and a dramatic chandelier
catastrophe.

As 9 reﬂrre/ fo earlier 9 chose fo write about Phantom as 9 do think it
isa jrem‘ exampﬁ,’ when it comes to @51‘ versus darkness. The song ‘an
9 ask 0/[]011 ‘is & clear examp/e af this, In the song Christine yinjs to
Raoul about wanting to be free of the m‘jﬁf and walk in the sun@ﬁf.

9 felt that Mmujﬁom‘ the p[ay Christine is su poyeﬁ/ to represent
innocence. This makes it easy fo arque that the Phantom re/yreyenfy
darkness ond /Jom'é/ fem/yfaﬁon and Raoul re/zresenfr the /ijﬁf ond
the mﬁ@ Christine %onyy for. ?l/fﬁoujﬁ this sounds p/auﬂ'é/e 9 do not
camﬂ/&fe[ agree with Raoul's role in the p/ay, as it is also made
obvious that he represenfy traditional values, such as 5einj the sfronj
and a@minaﬁnj male who wishes to make Christine his wife and
menﬁa@ ‘own” her. For this reason 9 am camp/efe@ "“Team

Phantom' all the WaY. Who wouldn 't want a qu who writes you

music and idolises \you? 9f'yjuyf the s@ﬁf murderous obsession that
could be a bit of a /n'oékm,..

Overall 9 would 5@5@ suggest for everyone to go and watch Phantom
of the Ufyem. 9t is a classic yfaryﬁ'ne full of talented singers and
amazing songs that will leave You in awe and wonder.
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The Book of Lost: Things Review
By Tasha Williams

The Book of Lost Things is a book written by ool Gonnolly. I
picked up £hts bookxt a used book store the other month and
fmally got around fo reading Tt. As some book addicts may know,
cheap book stores and car boot sales are our herotn, and before we
know Tt weve stockpiled books fo the extent where we run out of
shelves. This s what happened with The Book of Losé Things, so for
mang months 1t sat untouched.

But I'm pretty glad that I read tt.

The Book of Lost WI\I'HgS is set around the €£ime of World War One,
and begins as the protagonist - a 12 gear old boy named David
loses his mother €o cancer. He stts back and loses himself in his
books as his fother remarries and his stepmother gives birth to
his half brofher - Georgie. As David rebels against his new family
and loses himself further and further.n his books, they begin fo
speak o him and one night, he passes through a rather strange
difch 1 the garden tnfo the world of fiction, where he s n
mmediate danger from the bedtime monsters that is every child’s
nightmare. > E

I found £his book to be extremely creepy, as at some points it
merelyj seems like the reader 1s stepping through a fairytale, but
then the dark side of vt comes to light and gou realise that this
book 1s defintely not for the light hearted, least of all children. A
character that we see frequently comes in the terrifying form of

BY S v



spine.

Though interesting, in plﬂces T found ﬁbe WI‘I'EGI‘ ﬁo wander awagfrom*
the potnt a bit, which may have been necessary for the plof, buf forme
it disengaged me from the text and. the story of David. Though T found

it to be an exctfing and enﬁbmlﬁng read, there were still some moments  * -

where I just stopped due o being slightly thrown off by the wrlﬁers
techniques.

\‘ s

As a result of all this, : —Z- '
1 give The Book of Lost: Things. 610




Light Heart

Light Hearé could have been interpreted angway by our
submrtting writers. Perhaps a simple light-hearted
storg? Or magbe one that incorporates the subgenres of
romance or comedy’?

In our Light Heart section we have.
- Mebuiness” Heart by Rob Stoakes

- Jack the biant Slager Film Review

- Dark Eden Book Review

- Iron Man 3 Film Review
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Mebuiness” Heart by Rob Stoakes

The cold, grey obelisk of a skyscraper drove owt of the ctfy like a f1st
deftan€ly raised to the heavens. Inside this cold, grey obelisk, at the very
top, was a cold, grey table in « cold, grey room. The table looked Iike an oval
if 1t had been squashed, very thin and very long. Inside €his cold, grey room,
stbding ot the cold, grey table were a large collection of people in cold, grey
sutts, their eges all black beads focused onto a singular point, their gaze
daeing across the man who stood before them. Af one end of €he cold, grey
table sat the man in €he coldest, gregest sutt of all, and his eyes were the
blackest and the beadiest. Even his hair was cold and grey, and gou could £1é
a deck of cards info his wrinkles they were so heavy and numerous. He
frowned a miserly frown.

“Mister Mcbuiness. What 1s this... thing that gou are presenting?” The man «f
the head of the fable said. He spat on every syllable and drew each one out
for «f least a second. No one complained, though secretly his secrefary, a
goung girl who was stuck in an admin job for work experience, did find it
one 0f his more disgusting qualities, along with him constan€ly flirfing with
her despite her being only fifteen.

“Well, gentlemen. Ladies. T present the Light Heart.” Game the reply from
McGuiness, who did not look cold or grey. He was the second goungest in the
room, besides €he obviously disgusted secretary. Slick black hair in « frankly
awful comb-over, gangly and awkward, with a chin €hat was slightly to the
side of where 1t probably should’ve been. However, the most eye-catching
thing about him was none of these, but the fuct that there was a gaping
hole in his chest, besides a long, bloody cord that led some three feet above
him. There, bopping and hovering lIike a red balloon, was a beating heart. His
beating heart. Drops of blood splattered across €he cold, grey table. One of
the women «t the table made a humming sound ouk of curiosty.
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“50 who 15 the target demographic?” She asked. Mcbuiness grinned to her
in a very foady way.

“Tm glad gou asked.” He said, also  a very foady way. “For gou see, the
Light Heart 7s made for the curious, the artistic, and the adventurous.
Rebels, teenagers, non-conformists alike will all be begging for onel”
Mcbuiness placed a surcase on the table and opened €, before producing a
[1t€le sombrero from 1€ and placing it atop the beating heart. “TE's a whole
new wag fo express gourself. All those old folks, walking around with their
hearts awkwardly slammed into their ribcages Iike miserable potatoes,
that's the old way of doing €hings! However, now, with €the Light Heart,
gou can throw off the shackles of society, and show those guys just how
much we care for their boring old “Eraditions’. Plus, 1€'s a platform for
expressing gourself. I can put hats on my heart.” With his eges filled with
wonder at €his point, he began producing even more from his suitcase. “T
oan hang baubles from my veins, I can use € o hang up my coat, and when
gou buy one ©t gets rts own Twitter account where it will tweet a
pre-programmed message every time it bumps info the ceiling.”

All the men and women «f the table looked o the man at €the opposite end
to Mcbutness. His brow furrowed slightly, so they all turned and furrowed
their brows too, thinking 1t was the right thing €o do. “How much does €
00t to produce?” Came a small, weedy voice. Mcbuiness smiled back, though
oW he was « lot more nervous.

“Ah, well, Tt does cost a bit to make.” He explained, visibly sweating from
his brow. “We first cut the heart out, then we shave it until 1€ weighs half
of what 7€ normal would and £111 1€ wi€th helium. Most of the costs are for
maesthetic, I'm sure we could cover T by making that an exclusive
add-on.”
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dack the Giant Slager - Film Review

By Tasha Williams

The ofher week I went o see dack £he biant: Slager with my family. It
stars Nicholas Hoult (Skins, Warm Bodies) as dack, and 7s @ new rendztion
of €he classic fairytale. dack and ﬂ)e Becmsﬁalk

The film starts through the perspecﬁrves of E)ack and ngdom of Gloister’s
Princess Tsabelle (Fleanor Tomtinson) as children being fold the same story
about a king who many centuries-ago slayed giants and banished them fo
the sky forever. They hoth seem intrigaed by them and are both fold fo
follow their own adventures when-Ehey are older.

It then moves to-tengears - the future where both dack and Isabelle meet
as Isabelle tries to sneak around Ehe 6xty, disguised as a commoner so she
doesn "t arouse attention--dack protects her and as she escapes from the
village one evening, she ends up et duck"s home, as coincidence may have
it. Farlier,in the dag; « priest was accused of stealing some magic beans
from when King Erik was alive and £hey are handed to dack who
aceidentally drops one under ﬁhe house and thus a massive beanstalk
erupts from the house, taking Princess Isabelle with .

Overall T would sag that dack £he 6iant Slager is a typical fairgtale, full

of clichés, saving damsels in distress and, finding ouf that all is nof what

1t seems n the Kmgdom of Gloster. There 1s evil, there Is betragal, there Is

goung love and €here 1s a hero.T won"€ give angmore away but I think €his

film was fantastically made and 1 IS (wshame that it hasn "€ been as
“popular as T should have. ‘

I give this ﬁlmz.8/10 P
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"% Dark Eden - Chris Beckett Review ""

Following our previous issue’s
article on S¢i-Fi author Chris
Beckett, TPOM edrtor Tasha
decided o read his latest novel
Dark Eden and review 1tl
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y I was bought Dark Eden as a goft by my mother after
meeﬁmg Gbms eckett himself the other month. I began to read 1€ almost
instantly as I am one of those people who reads abowt 5 books at the
same €ime. However, Dark Eden made me abandon all other books I was
reading, I was completely immersed in £his.

Beckett promotes am interesting concept in €this book - a planet that is
clouded in darkness, other than the dim light £rom €he stars in the sky
and from lamps that shine £rom €rees as well as some animals. The
characters are descendants of £wo humans who were abandoned on Eden
(Angela and Tommy) many years ago affer a malfunction with their
spaceship resulted in their war€ing for their entire lives for the return
of €£he spaceship and consequently, their return €o earth.

A colong of €he descendants of Angela and Tommy were created as a
result, each n small Itving groups that all untte every year to remember
the storg of how €hey came to be on Eden and how they must wait for «

- -
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their rescue. The main character, John Redlantern demands change and =
acceptance that rescue may not be possible. Though he 1s the profagonist,
the reader also gets o see chapters from ofher characters perspectives
such as dohn’s love inferest Tina, and some of what are known as €he
'Elders” themselves.

It was extremely interesting to see the world that Beckett has created
from the way that they live down fo the way they discuss phrases that
we use every day as If they were just a distant myth (electricty, trains,
cars.) There was alwagys something new waiting around the corner, and 1t
kept me on €enterhooks €he entire way through. Dark Eden has safely
secured s place as one of my favourtte science fictIon books, and I can’t
wait o read Beckett’s upcoming sequel.

Rating- 10/10




Very recently both TPOM edrors went to watch Iron Man
910 IMAX 3D, and despite not accounting for 1 to be in
this Issue we have decided, as t s the essence of S¢i-F1,
to review It briefly.

Well, o put 1t simply, ¥ was a truly amazing £1m! Full
of acton and humour and drama; 1t had 1t oll.

Taking place affer the events of New York (The Avengers)
things have changed in Tong’s Irfe. And €hegre about fo
get a whole lof worse.

Not to give angthing away, but €hings don’t pan out
exactly as you expect and this kept the ilm really
interesting and edge-of-gour-seat worthy.

Overall, we would definitely recommend going to pag Mr
Tony Stark a viste in a cinema near gou. I mean, who
wouldn '€ right? S




And what about the NeXt Issue?

More info will be available soon af

I EREseLspUishin. wegDl
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