Power Struggle
“I was in the queue before you dear.”
The old lady pushed in front of me, and jabbed me in the groin with her walking stick.
The man behind the till gave me a look of utter disgust as I rubbed my crotch to relieve the pain.
“Don’t do that in public sir, or we’ll have to ask you to leave.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]I was appalled. Hadn’t he seen what had happened? He smiled at the old lady.
She smiled back at him, pulled out a .442 calibre Webley, and shot him through the throat. 

The Boring Lecture 

The page was hole punched, feintly lined and wide ruled.  The notes he had made weren’t linear, but were written in bubbles, with shaded doodles around them.  He was tired of writing though, his fingers had cramp, and his wrist ached.  And still the lecturer droned on and on and on.   
In his boredom, Nat began drawing faintly poetic images. This seemed to free the cramp in his fingers. He noticed too, that his hand became more frantic as the lecturer’s speed of delivery increased, and his level of understanding dwindled.  The doodles were now less poetic and more realistic; ornate temples topped with cupolas and white washed cornices, became prison camps with barbed wire, watch towers and machine guns.
The space in the margin was barely an inch wide, but he doodled with such frenetic certainty, that the thin, blue, verticle line, which ran from the top of the page to the bottom, like a vein coursing with impure blood, was no impediment to his expression.
‘The metabolic rate is equivalent to…..’ the lecturer droned on.  The scratch of Nat’s pen could be heard by fellow students, who were both impressed and irritated by his scholastic acumen. But Nat didn’t notice their mood.  
From the prison camp, came samurai warriors, vikings, clansmen with claymore’s scything across marginal notes about the metabolism and recommended carbohydrate intake.
Suddenly, just as the lecturer began spouting about sexual organs, Nat’s pen took an unexpected turn, when a second world war tank commander emerged from a troop of Roman centurions. He stood on top of an exclamation mark which Nat had attached to a bubble note reading, ‘what the fuck does this mean?’  Nat hadn’t noticed this. But then, out of the corner of his eye something extraordinary happened.  At the top of his page of notes, the first horizontal line began to rise up, like the earth’s crust during an earthquake.  Then, a samuarai warrior, who he had drawn between the first five lines, began to move.  Nat squinted.  Surely his eyes were deceiving him.  He closed them for a few seconds then looked again.  The samurai was still there, but he had now moved from one side of the page to the other, his paper sword slashing furiously. 
He stopped above a line of four letter expletives. Here Nat had drawn a crude caricature of the lecturer, and the warrior drew back his sword and beheaded him.  The paper head fluttered to the floor, and a red smear appeared where his head had been.  Then, to Nat’s amazement, the warrior stood up on the page; he became solid; three dimensional; began to grow.  The sword grew too; the hand that clenched the sword seemed to become engorged with rage. Nat should have squashed the samuarai there and then, while he was still only two inches tall; he should have shouted a warning before it happened.

