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In 2014 an Amazon hosted website called WriteOn began a wonderful exercise. Each week staff
tasked group of committed authors, to write a 500 word short story based on a prompt they supplied.
 
In 2016, Amazon announced that WriteOn would be discontinued. Set adrift, these ‘flash fictions’ writers
finally found a home on the online writing community of Wattpad. The tradition of the Weekend Write-In
continues today five years after it started. 
 
The Weekend Write-In is a warm and welcoming group open to all writers. This podcast is pleased to
share just a few of of the hundreds Weekend Write-In stories as read by the authors themselves.
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 PAUL
WESTLEY

One day, after more than sixty years on this

earth and contently retired from my life as a

software designer, I unexpectedly decided to

become a writer. 

 

My inspiration did not come from full length

novels, but instead from some of the greatest

short stories ever written, many played out on

wonderful TV shows that I excitedly looked

forward to each week, and never tired of.

Shows such as Roald Dahl's Tales of the

Unexpected, Rod Serling's Night Gallery, The

Ray Bradbury Theatre, and Alfred Hitchcock

Presents. 

 
I wondered if I could come up with
anything anywhere close to being
considered a good short story .My chance
to find out came when Amazon
developed a new website for writers ,
called WriteOn , where writers and would
be writers came together in a non
threatening community , writing without
fear of rejection .
 
This is where I found my calling, each week

miraculously coming up with a new short

story.The end result is this book of short, short

stories. I grew up in East London and so the

title, Monkey With a Twist refers to the Cockney

slang for £500, a monkey.I hope you enjoy

reading them as much as I enjoyed writing

them.

 
 
You can find his work @
 
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/mediocre
brit
 
On amazon:
https ://www .amazon .com/Paul-
Westley/e/B0154WY76Q
 
https ://www .amazon .com/Flash-Light-
Dark-volumes-I-
IV/dp/1676068198/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_
0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
 
 
 

  M.S.
MILLER
M .S . Miller is an explorer , discovering
interesting aspects of the human
 condition through his writing . 
 
His years as a journalist covering crime
 left him with an innate curiosity about
what drives human behavior . He 
hasn ’t found many answers to life ’s great
questions yet , so he vows to keep writing
until he does .
 
He maintains a curious and illogical 
devotion to the dying art of the short
story , and has several short pieces
available for sale on Amazon .com . He is
not a best-selling author yet , but will
settle for just being an author for the
time being . 
 
As for the bland details , M .S . Miller grew
up and still resides near Kittanning ,
Pennsylvania . It is a beautiful little town
along the banks of the Allegheny River .
 
Much of his professional career has been
devoted to writing , first as a newspaper
reporter and more recently as a technical
writer . 
 
He has to pay the bills somehow .
 
More about him and his writing can be
found@
 
https ://www .authormsmiller .com/
 
On amazon.com: 
https ://www .amazon .com/-/e/B078B1MW
74
 
 
 

JOHN 
NEDWILL
You can find his work @ 
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/joh
nnedwill
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When not writing deeply-researched
historical-fantasy novels set in the Dark
Ages , 
 
I read in many genres , work logic puzzles ,
draw caricatures , support my local
branch of the SCA (a medieval
reenactment society), ply the ancient
crafts of tablet-weaving and sprang
netting , sew Halloween costumes for my
grandchildren and period garb for myself ,
translate Norwegian folk songs into
English , and practice on my Celtic harp ,
fipple flute (recorder), and langeleik
(mountain dulcimer).
  
Here on Wattpad I post flash fiction in
any genre , but leaning mostly into
fantasy .  One new short-short story every
weekend .
 
You can find her work @
 
Website:
http ://joyceholt .com/
 
WattPad: 
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/joyceholt
 
Amazon:
https ://www .amazon .com/Joyce-
Holt/e/B076J46YVY/ref=dp_byline_cont_b
ook_1
 

L.M.L.
 GIL
L .M .L . Gil is a writer , a reader , and
dreamer .
 
When she is not writing , editing , or
thinking about my next story , She is
either in the kitchen testing out a new
recipe , playing with designs , or
snuggling with her four fur munchkins
reading .
 
As a glutton , she equates a good read to
a scrumptious dessert , which leaves your
heart a little lighter and a smile on your
face .
 
 
She hopes her stories provide a sweet
treat without the calories
 
You can find her work @
 
Website: 
https ://www .lmlgilauthor .com/
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/LMLGIL
 
Swoonreads:
https ://www .swoonreads .com/m/late-
bloomer
 
 

 CHRISTINE
LARSEN
Christine Larsen is an Australian who is in
her seventh decade - she is a a writer ,
farmer , wife , mother , grandmother .
 
She has three main genres she writes -
Memoirs - of growing up in the 1950 's in
Australia , of farming , and of treasured
collections .Children 's Stories - mostly for
middle-school age readers , but they would
make excellent read aloud stories by
parents , siblings , grandparents , babysitters ,
teachers .Short stories + Flash-fiction (and
non-fiction) Collections - and here you 'll find
a range of almost every genre , encompassing
every emotion from humour to the deepest
sadness and longing . 
 
 
You can find her work @
 
Website: 
www .cdcraftee .com
 
WattPad:
https ://www .wattpad .com/user/cdcraftee
 
Amazon:
Fiction
https ://www .amazon .com/One-Million-
Project-Fiction-Anthology-
ebook/dp/B079KH1QYH?tag=geolinker-20
 
 
 
 
 

http://joyceholt.com/


“Good morning. This will be your final test, and the one
that will decide if you will be returning to my class next
year. A giant meteor is hurtling towards Earth. Your job
is to fire a nuclear missile at it before it reaches Earth.
You will need to show me proof of the meteor’s
trajectory, and the timing and trajectory of the missile.
You have two hours. Begin.”
 
The room, silent moments ago, was now filled with
murmurings from a horrified group of students, stunned
at the complexity of the question. They each surmised
why kindly Professor Jenkins had suddenly turned into
this monster.
 
“Ladies and gentlemen, this is not a group assignment.
It is a final exam. Please cease talking, immediately.”
 
With silence restored, heads stared down at blank
sheets of paper, and heads peered up into the heavens
for inspiration. The question was all but impossible to
solve, given the current academic level of these
fourteen-year-old children, more used to calculating the
angle of bounce of a snooker ball.
 
A hand slowly rose from the back of the class.
 
“Yes, Mr. Jones, do you wish to leave because you
have completed the assignment? Is that why your hand
is raised?”
 
“N... nn… no sir, I wanted to ask if we can use our
phones to get on the internet for help.”
 
“MAY use our phones, not CAN use our phones. But
otherwise, an excellent question, Mr. Jones. Perhaps
you would rather use your phone for the purpose God
intended, to make a phone call. You might consider
making a call to NASA to see if they already have the
calculation written for you.”
 
Professor Jenkins stared at the boy and the boy stared
back, uncomfortably, wondering if he really would be
allowed to call NASA, and also whether their phone
number was listed somewhere. After several agonizing
seconds, the professor broke the deadlock.
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“No, boy, you may not use your phone for any purpose,
other than to call your parents to
tell them you have failed my exam.”
 
The boy slowly sat back down, and the level of
discomfort increased exponentially.
 
“Would anybody else care to ask me a question?”
 
Another deathly silence filled the room, with all heads
now pointed directly down, desperate to avoid any eye
contact. It was two minutes before another hand slowly
extended skywards.
 
“Ahh, Mr. Davis. I was wondering if I might hear from
you. Carry on, boy.”
 
“Sir… well, sir… would all of this happen to, umm, have
anything to do with what happened this morning?”
 
“Very good, Mr. Davis. Very good indeed. OK, class,
let’s see who can answer this question instead. A
balloon, filled with white paint, is launched from a
second story window. Let’s say, from this very
classroom. It rises in an arc, and then rapidly
descends, perfectly targeting the windshield of a car
traveling at 5 mph into a staff parking space. Let’s say,
mine. Would anyone care to guess what the question
might be?”



 

We were stretched out on the couches in the Le
Bistrot Infernal, taking turns to suck the smoke
from the communal water-pipe. The cool vapours
worked their way into our lungs, then into the
blood and (finally) the brain, where they cooled
like a lizard around the medulla oblongata.
 
Ahab exhaled and, as the smoke curled to the
ceiling, asked me, "So, when did you first get
turned on?"
 
"Turned on?" I asked. "What do you mean?"
 
"This," he said, gesturing with the bit of his pipe.
"This life. The drugs."
 
"It was by accident," I replied. "I was at a party in
the Low Life. The alcohol was flowing freely, and I
had drunk enough to float Noah to Mount Ararat.
So, when this girl came up to me and whispered in
my ear, I wasn't going to turn down the invitation."
 
Ahab sucked on his pipe and chuckled. "So, what
did she do?"
 
"I followed her upstairs, to the second floor rooms.
You know - the rooms where Mother Mei holds
sway? She led me into one that was draped in
silks. You could see the light from the neon sign
outside, but it was filtered. She laid me down on
the bed, then sat down next to me. I could smell
the perfume of her body through the stink of stale
incense.
 
"I reached out to put an arm around her, pull her
down next to me. She resisted for a moment, then
rolled around. In her hand was a bowl full of pills.
'Here,' she said. 'Take this.' I asked her what it
was, but she just put one in her mouth and bent
down to kiss me, pushing the pill into my mouth
with her tongue.
 
 

Art work by Joyce Holt 

"It was the first time I had taken acid. The world
around me seemed to melt. The light from the
neon sign flowed across our bodies like cold
molasses. When she touched me, it was like static
electricity. As we made love, our bodies merged
so that we shared our pleasure, reflecting it back
towards each other in a sybaritic crescendo. And,
as I looked up to the ceiling, the gods applauded.
"And it lasted all night."
 
Ahab raised himself up on one elbow. "All night,
eh? So, what happened when you came down?
 
"I grinned. "What makes you think I ever came
down?"
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At first it was a tiny black speck on the horizon. An
insignificant blemish on the mighty blue sea.
Georgiou squinted and strained to focus 
on the object as it bobbed up and down in the
distant waves. Was it a boat?
 
He hadn't seen another soul in ages, he wasn't
even sure if anyone else was still alive. It was
hard to know. There hadn't been electricity for
years. No one from the outside had ventured
toward Mount Athos for more than a decade,
perhaps longer.
 
Georgiou could not allow himself such thoughts.
Another person? It was wishful thinking, perhaps
a sin. There was a small part of him inside which 
yearned for human companionship. The monk
fought it often in his younger days, considering it
an obstacle toward his own spiritual 
enlightenment.
 
Once old Demetriou died, Georgiou found himself
alone. The others had grown sick and died. He
had tried to avoid the old monk, but Demetriou
insisted that no man, holy or otherwise, should die
without someone to say a prayer for his soul. That
 was nearly eight years ago.
 
He banished the thoughts of sitting with
Demetriou, slurping on broth as the old man 
discussed religion and the world with him.
Georgiou missed him, but could not admit that to
himself.
 
Now this speck had grown larger. It could not be a
boat. Georgiou explained it away as a large piece
of driftwood. He knew it was indeed a boat, but his
mind conjured a false memory of what a boat
looked like to convince him otherwise.Was there
anyone on it?
 
Surely there could not be. Someone would have
come by now if there were others.
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approaching his shore. Why?
 
It would not take long for his question to be
answered. An arm waved frantically back and
forth from within the boat. Georgiou had been
spotted.
 
He panicked for a moment, thinking he should
run. Run he did, yet his feet carried him toward
the surf, not away from it. The figure jumped from
the boat and bounded toward him in 
joy.
 
Georgiou froze as the figure drew closer. 
He tried to remember how to talk, it had been so
long since he had spoken with anyone. And
something else gave him pause. The figure
seemed strange somehow. Who was it?
 
For a moment, he had thoughts of sharing soup,
hearing news of the world, perhaps sharing
 a laugh. Far from being a sin, the thoughts
seemed wonderful to him. He had plenty in his
garden to share with the stranger. Perhaps he
was meant to reach a higher plane of existence
through charity.
 
Or perhaps it would be someone to say a prayer
for him when he was gone.
 
It was not to be. As the figure's features became
discernible, Georgiou scowled. 
 
"This holy place is closed to women," he shouted.
"You must leave." He turned and walked away.
 
 Catherine, possessed by carnal thoughts,
wondered if she could change the monk's mind.
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It wasn't something Marty wanted to think about.
He felt the pressure all around him, but he was
stuck here. One of the few chosen, thanks to his
years of studying. At least his mom had been right
when she told him, "books are the key to your
future." They had been his salvation more than
once.
 
"Still sulking Matty?" Gemma sat down next to
him. Her fuschia colored lips curled into a smile.
Phony, he thought but kept quiet.
 
"Come on Matty, you know I hate it when you stay
quiet." She batted her eyes.
 
"Name's M-A-R-T-Y," he said.
 
Her smile grew wider. "I know, but I just enjoy the
way your eyes light up when I call you other
names."
 
"On the sadistic side, are you?"
 
Gemma's laugh echoed against the metal wall
that separated them from the crushing water
outside.
 
"I like to think of myself as playful."
 
Marty sighed. Great, I'm stuck with a psychopath
as an X.O.
 
"Lighten up big M otherwise it's going to be a long
four months. We barely just left," Rufus patted him
on the back as he sat on Marty's other side.
 
Marty stifled another sigh and made a mental note
to wash his shirt again tonight. Rufus was one of
those touchy people.
 
While Gemma and Rufus discussed the thickness
and consistency of their poo, Marty's hope for a
 peaceful mission completely shattered.
 
 
 

Only the deafening sound of the alarm got them
all to act professionally. The captain's voice
followed the alarm. "Potential sighting, everyone
to their stations."
 
Marty knew it was too early for them to find it. The
last continent wouldn't be an easy find, but he
went to his station anyway. 
 
He picked up his book, the reason why he was
selected and was able to finally leave the tin can
of an ocean station, they called Mercutio. His only
home since he was born, but now 
he had the promise of feeling firm land
underneath his feet.
 
The captain's voice confirmed his suspicion,
"False alarm, everyone stand down."
 
Confirming no one was around Marty, took out his
drawing of the land that he knew from his 
visions. 
 
"Soon," he said. But when he heard the loud
whistling and the hearty laughter outside the hall
he sighed. "But not soon enough."



‘Call that a library? THIS is a library,’ I recently
answered another author and her photo of a most
neatly organised collection. My answering photo
was of a higgledy-piggledy, ragamuffin wall of
books, two layers deep in far too many places.
 
Tucked away in the depths of my grey matter was
the memory of the Aussie, Crocodile Dundee and
the famous scene from New York. When accosted
by a would-be thief brandishing a knife, good ol’
Croc laughingly stated, ‘That’s not a knife…,”
whipping out his trusty Bowie knife, near as long
as his forearm, with a blade that could shave off a
bee’s whiskers.  “THAT’s a knife!” said he, with an
evil grin.
 
I chuckled and chortled some, until another
memory crowded all else out. My mirth
experienced an abrupt death as I pictured another
story I’d thankfully not witnessed - but as it came
from the lips of a key victim, I knew its truth, and
that little could compete. 
 
The old lady had dropped in to buy some farm
fresh eggs, and her and I were having a lengthy
chat. She was lonesome these days since her
husband passed away less than a year before.
Somehow,  this conversation drifted through many
and varied subjects, finally coming to rest on the
terrible fires that swept large areas of our State of
South Australia in 1983. Amongst the devastation
of that day were vast areas of south eastern
farmland being consumed. At that time, we still
lived on our dairy farm - far to the north so we
knew only the statistical reports and film of media
coverage. Now I was hearing a deeply personal
story. 
 
“We were standing out in the front garden,
watching the great billowing clouds of smoke
engulfing the land in the distance. Everything
around us was gone. Our land, most of our sheds
and machinery - and our stock.” She paused as
tears filled her eyes and she needed several deep
breaths. Her love for their animals was evident.
Her pain at their loss, also. I touched her arm in
sympathy. She knew how deeply I shared her 
abiding love of animals. In a moment she was
able to continue. 
 
 

‘“Herbert and I were standing in the withered and
scorched area that had been our front garden,
blessing our good fortune that we at least still had
each other - and our grand old home with its
treasures in every room. Those angels, the ‘firies’
had fought and saved our nearest and dearest for
us and now they were miles away, performing the
same wondrous miracle for others… we hoped
and prayed.” Another deep sigh before she could
continue.
 
“And then we turned around and to our horror,
there was smoke billowing out from under the
roof. Our desperation was unimaginable. All help
was miles away by now and our old beauty was
on fire, with only us and our garden hose to fight
it. Herbert’s fire-fighting unit on the back of his
utility was long gone - a molten wreck.” Another
huge breath and now my hand held hers tightly.
“Much later we would learn that embers had blown
under the eaves and that awful wind the fire
produces whipped them up into flames again to
smoulder insidiously and burst back into life
throughout the roof timbers."
 
She was determined to tell the whole sorry tale.
“We lost everything.” Her voice was brave but the
words were heart-breaking. “Everything! Our
history, our life… all was gone. We both cried and
cried. Yes, even Herbert. His loss was maybe
even greater than mine. He had one complete
room that was his library. He loved his books so
much. Most had come from England - some
brought here when he came out many many years
ago - and a whole lot more imported over the
years. Beautifully bound first editions, many
signed by the authors. All gone. Along with our
antiques and inherited treasures. My dear, I can’t
begin to tell you of our pain.”
 
And I can’t continue to tell you any more. I’m
crying again, too.
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  Pop-twang! Whiz! Chink-clink-tink! 
  "Yowp!"
 
  The unicorn whirled at the first pop and peered
through the underbrush. He arched his neck at the
sight of Cupid falling backward from a perch in the
boughs of an oak.
 
  The cherub's flailing wings saved him from crashing
head-first onto the boulders that rumpled the forest
floor. Cupid moaned and hopped and fluttered to one
large rock where he plunked his chubby rump and
cradled a foot. "My toe, my toe-oe-oe!" he howled.
 
  An unstrung bow still hung from a bough by its
unicorn-hair string. Arrows lay strewn across the duff.
Cupid's quiver sat empty.
 
  "Not me you were aiming for, was it?" the unicorn
neighed, lowering his horn to aim at the cherub.
 
  "Would I do a thing like that?" blubbered Cupid.
 
  "You would. You have. Because of you, I have
wasted far too many afternoons with my head
cradled in a maiden's lap, gazing up adoringly at one
pimpled face after another."
 
  "Sounds delightful!"
 
  "Do you know," the unicorn grated, "what they do to
my forelock? Braid it. With flowers. I can't go lion-
battling with my locks in plaits and blossoms. How
humiliating! And it's all your fault." He took a
threatening step forward, then caught himself. "You
shot yourself!" the unicorn said, gazing at the blood
seeping between the cherub's quivering fingers.
 
  "I'd nocked a shaft and aimed, I'll admit, but the
bowstring snapped. The arrow ricocheted from stone
to stone and nicked off the end of my toe. Come now!
No harm to you. Let bygones be bygones, and touch
my wound with the tip of your horn. Heal me!"
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The unicorn backed off, shaking his mane. "You
shot yourself -- and your eyes are already glazing
with new-springing passion. I'm not taking one step
closer to a love-struck imp. Worse for me than a
dozen maidens!"
 
"Glazing with pain, not passion. How it hurts!"
 
"You poor thing," Arachne cried as she dropped
down beside Cupid. “Let me help!” She wound her
silk round and round the injured toe, gauzing it tight.
 
"Ahh," Cupid sighed, the pain leaving his voice.
"What a lovely glitter to your eyes, Arachne. And
how slim and graceful, your legs! Odd, that I've
never noticed before."
 
The rather large spider fluttered her forelegs as if
they were lashes. "About that bowstring," she
murmured. "I can spin you a new one far stronger
than any ratty old unicorn hair."
 
The unicorn snorted in disgust at the cooing couple
and tromped off through the wildwood. No flowers,
no braids. All his dignity intact, and a fine afternoon
for dueling with lions.
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EVERY SECRET OF
A WRITER’S

SOUL, EVERY
EXPERIENCE OF

THEIR LIFE, EVERY
QUALITY OF

THEIR MIND, IS
WRITTEN LARGE

IN THEIR WORKS.

Virginia Woolf



Thanks for reading
and listening 

All photographs are from Canva
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