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Noosa Scribes Zine

April in Limbo
Rebecca S Mason

JohnOs magic trick B his best one yet, as far as April was concerned - was her
disappearing act. It was well practiced and very, very slick. They had taken
months to perfect it, and she almost gave up trying at one time. It was that little
space, that tiny space, the slot she had to squeeze through whilst holding her
breath and turning her head as she wriggled into the flattened bottom part of
the coffin.

April thought sheOd never get the hang of it, and, unusually for her, she
feared she was becoming claustrophobic. But she put it down to her body
having an inbuilt fail-safe mechanism B a natural aversion, she reckoned.
SheOd been in much tighter spots before, and involved in much more
dangerous tricks, like her vanishing swinging high trapeze performance. But
she had soldiered on with the coffin and eventually, after re-learning her yoga
breathing techniques, overcame the claustrophobia and mastered the body
constriction that the trick required. After all, a lot of money would ride on JohnOs
success with this, his latest, and so far his best trick DB he referred to it as his
OPisce de RZsistanceO.

The final touches with mirrors, lighting and scenery perfected, the
opening night was approaching. The duoOs long-awaited return to the stage
was a clever advertising ploy by their agent to hype up their final tour. All the
venues were a sell-out, and theyOd even heard of tickets being exchanged at
three or four times their door price. OXardoz and ZenaO the posters read OEback
on tour after ten yearsgO.

The impressive stage set had taken a week to get right ® John and
April had rehearsed and rehearsed. Lighting was crucial, having to be
activated with split-second timing B that was how they had never given the
game away B how the magic worked so well as to get the audience gasping on
their feet.

The pair had met sixteen years ago at a wedding B JohnOs nieceOs wedding b a
very swish affair on Hayman lIsland. April knew the groom-to-be through the
bank, where they both worked. April had not realised that Matthew was
engaged, and was surprised when she got an invitation to the wedding. She
had always had a soft spot for him, and even though he was younger, she
quite fancied him at times. His fiancZeOs name had never come up in
conversations theyOd had at the pub after work, or during coffee breaks in the
canteen.

However, when the invitation arrived, April was delighted to accept,
and five months later found herself chatting to MatthewOs uncle at the reception
b a tall, attractive and unattached musician. They hit it off straight away, and
John admitted to April that he had always wanted to perform magic. Amused at
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his ambition, she laughed and quipped that perhaps he could make them both
disappear from the scene. No sooner said than done b the couple slid away
from the wedding party and up to his room.

From then on, they were never far away from each other, and
romance quickly blossomed. Refusing his three-time offer of marriage, she
decided to go into business with him anyway, and together they dreamed up
their stage name. Xardoz and Zena, entered into the profession with gusto,
perfecting immense stage illusions never seen before. Slight of build, she was
the ideal candidate for his massively-staged escapade illusions and it didnOt
take long before they became household names around the globe. Their
televised tricks were eagerly awaited by the public who seemed to have an
insatiable appetite for being deceived.

But in just five years, their fame and stardom had been exhausted.
Newcomers who had seen their shows copied them much more effectively and
were having more success b the stage sets were more outrageous and
extreme and the performers younger and more attractive than Xardoz and
Zena.

Yet, here they were, about to embark upon a comeback  a grand tour, starting
at SydneyOs Opera House, and working their way round the country in just a
month, before travelling to America. Tensions had run high during the past
three months, and John and April were having a hard time getting things right.

April nervously patted her cheeks with a little more powder, adjusted
her shiny red satin costume, checked her high heeled sandals, smiled into her
dressing-room mirror, and took a deep breath. It was well rehearsed of that
she was certain, but what if she got frightened B what if she froze with a panic
attack just at the wrong moment. Of that she could not be certain. Head held
high, she walked towards the door, OConfidence, girl, confidence.O She shouted
out loud.

John had been warmly welcomed by the audience a few minutes
earlier, and she waited in the wings for her cue B drum rolls, flashing lights and
a puff of purple smoke, and there she was b it was all coming back to her,
strutting and spinning as she skipped towards the footlights to take a bow.

Moving swiftly through the acts, they were like peas in a pod b fitting in
perfectly with each otherOs movements, revealing and concealing at every
correct turn. The audience were exultant, and the pair responded accordingly
b everything coming back to them as though it were yesterday. Ten years
disappearing effortlessly before their eyes just like the vanishing doves and
cards.

Wowing the crowd the compere came to the front of the stage to
announce the final stunning act - JohnOs»ce de Resistance®. The music
became sombre and the lights dimmed, as the stage hands rolled out the jet
black coffin, set on its pedestal of bright chromium silver, draped in black satin.
April had changed into a black lace costume, black fishnet tights and patent
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leather high-heeled thigh boots. Over her head, as she walked sombrely onto
the stage was a widowOs veil in purple net with crystal beads shimmering from
each corner. She flashed a glance at John, and winked at him reassuringly.

The bass drum reverberated as she lifted her arms, twirled around,
and, standing straight and erect, feet slightly apart, accepted the heavy-duty
see-through plastic body bag now being lowered slowly over her head. The
house went silent. Somebody at the back stifled a cough. The shiny plastic
reflected the bright white spotlights. She drew her ankles together as John
pulled the heavy chain tightly round them, fastening it at the front with a
padlock, and placing the key on a hooked stand on a side table.

From that moment, April knew she had just two minutes of air, three at
a push if her breathing techniques worked perfectly under the stress of the
moment. She could already feel her body perspiring, and as John flamboyantly
whipped the black satin fabric from the lacquered coffin, she was ready for her
first fake faint. As she began to collapse, John picked her up and carried her to
the white - lined coffin, and, placing her inside, spun the whole table before
replacing the lid and hammering in the pre-positioned nails.

The music screeched to fever pitch as, inside the coffin, April struggled
to reach the tiny knife hidden in her boot to slash the plastic body bag b in the
event that she was unable to find the clear tape opening in time. Quick as a
flash, she twisted herself out of the bag, sealing it again rapidly just in time for
the fifteen-second signal from John B the spinning coffin. Once, twice, faster b
she had to squeeze herself into the false bottom section of the coffin - the
centrifugal force assisting her movement. April was finally safe under the
crumpled white satin which made the illusion, when John hammered off the lid
and tipped the coffin for scrutiny. She had completely disappeared D leaving
the chained and padlocked bag behind in the otherwise empty box.

As resounding applause and disbelieving gasps accompanied his
flourishes with arms and stick showing that the coffin was not in any way
attached to the ground, ceiling, or backdrop, thus enabling an easy escape for
Zena, he retraced his steps, replaced the lid, hammered in the nails, and
covered it with the black satin shroud. April was, he knew, also reversing her
actions, and just about, judging by the music cue, settling herself into the body
bag. Spinning the coffin to dramatic lighting, music and coloured smoke, he
opened it once more, and, padlock key in hand, reached inside to remove
April.

But April was not there. April had not executed her reappearance.
Frantically tipping the coffin, John scrabbled at the white lining, discarding the
empty plastic bag. The illusion was about to be shattered. Stage hands saw
what was happening, and the curtain lowered as the lights went out to
screams and gasps from the audience who, by now realised that something
had gone terribly wrong.

April was not inside the lining, nor was she anywhere visible. No-one
had seen her. The dressing room remained closed as she had left it, and her
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regular change of clothes had not been moved. John was frantic B what on
earth could have happened to her B how did she get out of the coffin, and how
then did she escape without being seen, and, more importantly, where the hell
was she now.

It was four years before John heard anything positive about AprilOs
disappearance that night - four long years of embarrassment, agony and

poverty. He had spent his last dollar employing tracing agencies in all parts of

the world, joining the media scrum in an attempt to find herb for he knew she

must be somewhere. Then, a newspaper cutting was scanned and sent to him

by an agency in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. It was an advert for a magic show

performing in town. The advert read OE.announces the reappearance of Zena
B after four years in Limbo since making a dramatic escape from a sealed

coffin in Sydney, AustraliaEO The picture showed her exactly as she was the
night she disappeared, wearing the same costume. From under the purple vell,

he could just make out that she was smiling that same smile, and winking

reassuringly, just for him.

The Morleys and the Crowleys
Jennifer Ann Crawford

They had known the Crowleys ever since they had arrived in Noosa and
neither of them found it in the least strange that they rang them in the middle
of the night. They had peculiar habits; the Crowleys - they lacked any sense
of time or indeed any sensibilities at all.

Joyce Morley was tired of Mona and Alf Crowley visiting at
inconvenient times such as night time when she and Fred were just about to
go to bed, or early in the morning before she had showered, putting her behind
with the household chores that had to be done. She had tried not asking them
in, but Joyce, a kindly soul couldn't just leave anyone who called on the
doorstep. She considered it impolite and so very, if she dared say it, so very
English, recalling the time when she and Fred had lived for a couple of years
in the suburbs of a town in Surrey, and not being invited in, appeared to be the
norm, unless an appointment had been arranged.

They had had several phone calls during the night from the Crowleys,
mostly concerning the Crowley's dog which made a habit of running away as
soon as it got dark. Totally undisciplined; the wretched creature, a rather ugly
looking bloodhound, rarely responded to any commands. Alf Crowley in
particular, doted on Watson. Apparently there had been a Holmes, but being
of an even more adventurous nature than Watson, he had completely
disappeared one night. He had ended up on the Bruce highway under the
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wheels of a lorry on the way to offload goods at the ten Woolworth
supermarkets that had now sprung up around the outskirts of Noosa.
According to Mona, -the rather large lady lorry driver, whose name they found
out was Pansy, had wept copious tears at the sight of the dead Holmes,
explaining to the crowd that congregated that she had not 'done' Noosa
before, and had been distracted, and confused. So many districts, she
pleaded, and all the names beginning with Noosa, so she had been at a loss
as to which store to visit first to offload some of the consignment of goods.
During her bewilderment, she added, she had taken her eye off the road for
what was only a split second and the dog had ran from nowhere, and that was
that.

The Morleys had always been very grateful to have missed the
episode with Holmes - the dog Crowley. Before their time, 'thank heaven', they
both said as one. Mona and Alf, however, still liked to relate the story
whenever the anniversary of poor Holmes's death came around, boring each
and everyone who happened to be within earshot.

However on this particular night in question both the Morleys were in a
deep sleep, having gardened all day in a thirty degree heat. They had retired
early, read a mere two pages of their respective books and had then fallen
asleep like a couple of babies.

It must have been at least three o'clock in the early hours when the
telephone rang. The '‘phone was on Joyce's side of the bed, a decision to
have it installed there, was one she regretted, but there it was, there was
nothing for it but to answer the darn thing.

'Hello, she said, her throat suddenly becoming groggy, so she
attempted another 'Hello," before the person on the other end answered.

'Is that you, Joyce,? It's Mona.'

'Oh, hello Mona," Joyce replied, waiting for the inevitable tale of woe,
that she was certain Mona would expound.

Fred stirring himself from sleep, called over to Joyce, 'Is it the
Crowleys?' And then when she nodded, he almost yelled, 'not about that
bloody dog, is it?'

Joyce, listening to Mona who was now in full flow, raised her free arm,
and waved it up and down in Fred's face, a signal that indicated - keep your
voice down!.

Fred, who hadn't realised that he had shouted quite so loudly, began
miming.

He observed his wife as she sat on the edge of the bed, and wondered
why she had let herself go so much. Her arms revealed large dewlaps of flesh
above each elbow, and the surplus fat on the back of her neck protruded out
of the top of her cotton nightdress, whilst the rest of her body spread around
her in abundance.

As he averted his eyes; how he hated dewlaps, he listened intently to
what was to him a one -sided conversation.
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Joyce, the telephone still clasped tightly against her ear, was saying,
‘there, there, Mona. It won't seem so bad in the morning,' and then, 'no I'm not
shocked. They are of a certain age. There is nothing anyone can do,' and then
Joyce, suddenly sounding a trifle piqued, said, 'of course | didn't encourage
this. | am rather hurt Mona that you should think that of me. And no, Fred
wouldn't dream of it either. We are sorry that you are so disturbed by this.
Speak to you in the morning. OK?' She then returned the phone to its cradle
and looked in Fred's direction.

Fred finally fully awake, said, 'What the hell was that all about?'

Joyce, gave him a broad smile which suddenly turned into hysterical
laughter, causing Fred to catch hold of her and suggest cups of tea.

'Yes, | could do with a cup, but wait until you hear this, our Lockland
has gone off with their Myrtle!"

Fred blinked, and reached for his glasses.

'You'll never believe this, our Lockland has gone off with Myrtle. What
about that Fred? She spluttered, repeating herself. 'Thought we'd never get rid
of him. Forty-three years old, and still in our back bedroom. | thought | would
be feeding him and washing his clothes for the rest of my days."

Fred's first reaction was to imagine how his son could possibly fancy
that pale, scrawny, simpering girl Myrtle. Even the name was enough to put
anyone off. Got to hand it to them both, he thought. He wondered if it could be
considered to be an elopement - not at their ages surely? Myrtle must be at
least forty. She was taking something on, Fred thought, rather charitably.
Lockland; the lost cause, pampered by his mother, he'd had it too damn good
at home. Mollycoddled, he was. Not a good catch for anyone really - could
hardly tie his own shoe-laces, and as for work. In and out of that like a yo-yo.
Still it was Myrtle's problem now.

'I'l make the tea, 'he said, 'and as a special treat, I'll bring up a couple
of biscuits. How's that?'

'Yes you do that Fred. Whatever can we say to the Crowleys in the
morning? Mona is really devastated. Insulting when you think it's our son she's
upset about running off with her precious Myrtle.'

‘Never mind about Mona, she's always miserable about something.
Don't even worry about when we meet up with them. Could act concerned, |
guess, like a couple of hypocrites. Easy enough when you think about it,' he
said, with a laugh.

Fred brought up the tray with a pot of tea, two mugs and two biscuits,
sat down, and suddenly after handing Joyce her tea and one of the biscuits,
started to shake with laughter. He was soon joined in his hilarity by Joyce.

‘Well, well, well, the Crowleys have had their uses after all. Let's hope
those two idiots Myrtle and Lockland don't change their minds,' he said, wiping
tears of merriment from his eyes.

'I must say," Joyce said, controlling her chortling at last, 'Mona and Alf,
all that palaver with them. All the years of odd telephone calls at all hours, us,
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rushing around helping to find their daft dog in the darkness, their untimely
visits, the stuff they've borrowed and never returned. It's all paid off in the end!
With that she slid under the sheets, and said 'l rather fancy pink paint for the
walls in that back bedroom, what do you think?'

The Housewife
Rebecca S Mason

Melissa had to get up early today. Her husband, Adam, was going away on
business again and had to leave home at eight sharp. Sliding out of her side of
the bed quietly so as not to wake him, she adjusted her satin oyster pink
nightdress, tiptoed over to her dressing room and slipped her feet into thick
sheepskin slippers. Then she reached for the matching lace-trimmed gown
and carefully closed the bedroom door as she left the room.

In the kitchen she had already prepared AdamOs breakfast tray
laying it with clean white cloth, crisp napkin and all the necessary cutlery
needed to facilitate a speedy execution of his breakfast in bed. Melissa was
fastidious; her standards were high B very high. She could no more allow her
freshly-laundered tea towels to be put away without being ironed than she
would serve bought bread to her family.

But her family were grown up now D the daughters trekking through
Nepal and her son at university. She had not interfered with any of their plans
to do what they wanted B she had not really bothered about them, indeed, not
taken much interest in what they did after leaving home. All she knew was that
her home was immaculate again, spare beds smoothed every day, carpets
vacuumed, ornaments positioned, bathrooms polished, clean towels hung
decoratively, and always plenty of freshly-baked bread and cakes for the
unexpected visitor or house guest.

However, since they moved to their big smart house on the new
estate eighteen months ago, Melissa had not had any unexpected visitors or
house guests. In fact her son had only been home once b for Christmas, and
her absent daughters had not been there at all since they began their gap-year
travelling. She wasnOt even sure if any of them would be home this Christmas
even though she had asked them four weeks ago. Now with only two weeks to
go, she still didnOt know.

Fussing with the tray cloth, Melissa placed the soft-boiled egg in the
egg cup and laid the perfectly toasted home-made bread in the toast rack so
that it would not go soggy, next to the individual crystal cruet, and made sure
the orange juice was still ice-cold. Then, checking to see if anything had been
forgotten, she looked in the mirror to ensure that her hair looked neat, adjusted
her gown, and made her way carefully upstairs with her husbandOs breakfast.
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He was already awake. She kissed him on the cheek and gave him
the tray.

OAh! Well done, dear B go to work on an egg P thatOs what they say,
isnOt it?0

_ Owell, you have a long few days ahead of you, havenOt you? Where
is it youOre going for your conference, now? | donOt think you told me.O Melissa
was idly tidying things in a drawer, keenly awaiting his reply. Adam had not told
her, he had just said there was an important conference he had been asked to
attend, and that he would be away for five days, spanning a weekend, when,
he said, he might just as well come home.

) Ol told you, dear, itOs being held in the wilds of Scotland B didnOt |
say?0 R B

Ol canOt remember, you probably did ® my memory these days is so
unreliable.O She wanted to ask him more about the trip, but knew that he would
become agitated and short with her, and shout at her, and she would become
tearful and make him shout even more. She didnOt want him to leave this time
with anger on his breath B especially not this time.

She had never broached the subject with him about the tell-tale
signs of make-up on his clothes, or the restaurant receipts for dinners for two,
and the time his travel bag fell over emptying the contents on to the floor,
including the packet of condoms they never used. She had just scooped them
all up hurriedly in her orderly way and put them back into his case. Nor had
she ever asked about the phone calls he had to go outside to take because
the reception wasnOt good in the house. She had just tried harder and harder to
make him happy, to provide everything in her power to make him love her
more. HeOll come back, she thought, heOll come back.

Deep down she knew that wasnOt to be. The apparent lack of
interest she appeared to have in his life, the more carte blanche opportunities
were presented to him. Adam knew that she could see right through him, and
had at one time wanted her to tell him to stop, wanted her to challenge him,
wanted her to show some sign of fiery life, to be a real woman. But all she had
ever done was subjugate herself, more and more, and become more
compliant and ridiculously house-proud. He wished he could come home some
time and find her slumped in front of the TV, dishes piled up in the kitchen sink,
eating a box of chocolates, watching a movie dressed in old clothes and
wearing no make-up.

He gathered everything together, picked up the bag that Melissa
had packed the night before, adjusted his tie and, turning, gave her a
perfunctory peck on the cheek.

OSee you in a few days then, 10l call you  donOt try me, 10l be in
meetings most of the time.O And with that he walked out of the house as she
closed the door gently behind him.

SheOd decided to start her day by pampering herself in a lovely
warm spa bath. She just loved that very expensive Gucci bath oil she bought
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last week. Dropping her gown to the floor, she stood sideways and looked at
her naked body in the long mirror. She placed her hands on her tummy and
stood straight, breathing in. Not bad, she thought B not bad at all for a fifty-five
year old! She checked her legs for stubble, and made a mental note to shave
them after her bath. Stepping into the foaming bubbles, she put her head back
and closed her eyes. She turned up the volume of air, giving her thighs and
back a good massage. She smiled. All was tidily in place for today - perfect, in
fact, quite perfect.

Her note was squared upon the coffee table, neatly handwritten, the pen
replaced in the pen-holder on the freshly polished desk in his study. She had
worn a new blue chiffon negligee, specially bought for the occasion to
complement her lightly tanned skin tone. Her legs were smooth as silk, and
her toenails a gleaming, pretty pink. She put on her motherOs pearls and all the
rings she possessed. And he noticed that her make-up was immaculate as his
eyes took in the limpness of her body hanging from the balustrade as it
dangled in the hall to greet him.

The Dress
Jennifer Ann Crawford

Monica had first spotted the dress in the window of BethanyOs a couple of
weeks before when she made her weekly visit to town. She was delighted to
see that it was still draped over a model in the shop window. It was red with
slashes of purple and yellow on the skirt! Quite the most colourful frock she
had ever seen. She longed to try it on but she was hesitant about doing so. As
the wife of a vicar she had always worn quiet sensible colours like beige, navy,
grey or black. She had however, indulged herself a few years ago when she
had bought a pink flowered shirt-waister, suitable for the church garden party.
She had worn it on the annual occasion ever since, much to the amusement of
several of the lady parishioners. OThe pink dress is having its outing again,0
they would whisper.

Monica walked away from the boutique and decided that she would
have a cup of coffee, and give herself time to think about trying the garment
on, then decide whether to buy it if it fitted and was reasonably priced. She
and Joseph were not that well off, especially now they were paying school fees
for their three children. She had wanted to return to her work as a secretary,
but Joe had said that was out of the question. According to him it would send
out the wrong message to his congregation. Her job was to support him in the
parish, helping in the organisation of various functions, and visiting the elderly,
the troubled and the sick.

Deep in thought she selected a window seat in the coffee shop after
ordering her drink, and thought hard about the dress. Part of her considered
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she was mad to even consider owning such a frock. It was far more outlandish
than anything she had ever worn in her entire life.

She was about to take her first sip of coffee when she saw Rosalind
Mortimer crossing the road. As she watched her advancing towards the coffee
shop, she felt her cheeks redden, and rather wished she could hide. She
blushed violently every time she encountered Rosalind when she remembered
just what she had done a year ago. She had committed the most awful sin B
Rosalind as usual had contributed generously to the churchOs annual jumble
sale and Monica on sorting through RosalindOs donation came across the
prettiest aquamarine twin-set. Monica simply had to have it. She didnOt even
hesitate; she filched the jumper and cardigan and hid them both under the
trestle table. It was a day or two later when the garments were tucked away in
her chest of drawers amongst her other jumpers that she began to feel guilty
and ashamed. She couldnOt even imagine what Joe would think of her if he
found out, not that he would, she was absolutely certain no one had seen her
take the knitwear. Of course she would never be able to wear them. It was all
so stupid. How could she ever venture out wearing the twin set, when Rosalind
was a fervent member of the same organisations that she patronised? It would
be much too risky. y N

OHello Monica, can | sit down?0O RosalindOs tone was cheerful as usual.

OvYes of course, | was just about to go, | have an appointment,® Monica
lied.

OHope itOs nothing Oorrible like the dentist.O )

OOh no, 10m going up to the hospital to visit Mrs. Maxeley,O- another
falsehood.

What is the matter with me Monica thought; stealing and now being
untruthful? 1 have to get a grip on myself. Poor Joe B married to a liar as well
as a thief.

OOh yes, poor soul, there doesnOt seem to be much hope, does there?0

ONo, I0Om afraid not,O Monica said, gathering up her things, and making
for the door.

OBye, give my best wishes to dear Mrs. Maxeley. See you at the
gardening club next Thursday,® and with a wave of her hand, Rosalind returned
to drinking her hot chocolate.

Monica outside once more, rummaged in her bag for a tissue, and
mopped the perspiration away from her mouth, and made a final decision that
she would not try on the dress, because in some way she had to atone for her
sins. From now on there were to be no more longings or indulgences either in
thought or deed. She quite simply had to reform. She was the wife of a
religious and decent man. She owed it to him to try to be a good human being.
She had let herself down in stealing part of RosalindOs bequest to the jumble
sale, even though at the time she had put a small monetary contribution into
the takings box, but it had not altered the fact that she had sinned

It was a very relieved and rather self-satisfied Monica who arrived
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back at the vicarage. She felt so certain that she had done the right thing in
suppressing a wish to try on what was really a very frivolous garment, totally
unsuitable for her life style, and probably far too expensive. She considered
that she had done well in resisting temptation. Her eight year old pink floral
dress would just have to do again for the church fete in a couple of weeks
time.

It was when Monica was helping out at the bring and buy stall that she
noticed Rosalind who was busily selling cakes at the next table, wearing her
dress, the one she had coveted so much but had relinquished all thoughts of
possessing to assuage her conscience. It seemed appropriate to Monica that it
now belonged to Rosalind. She smiled across at her and said,

OLovely dress, Rosalind, you look gorgeous!O

OThanks Monica B | found it in BethanyOs. IOm really pleased with it.'
Monica returning to serve the customers at her stall suddenly felt happier than
she had done in ages.
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