POISONOUS BLOSSOMS

The boy was 15. He was too young to experience death. He was sitting in the field, silent; stunned. He had stopped sobbing. Now he sat looking at the two bodies. Around him, the cowslips, the knapweed, the grass, had been flattened in a circle the width of a tyre, and they bled green, purple and yellow into the recently moistened undergrowth.  	Comment by Jeni Williams: Thunder storm? – more likely to be sodden….

It had been a clear, hot and blue day.  The sun had glistened on the 40-acres of Tuckford Park.  It was mid-afternoon when the storm broke.  The ancient woodland had stirred then shook, as the thundery gusts passed through. Ash, beech and larch, fringing the northern edge of the secluded meadow, had shed their leaves prematurely. With its long grass, the meadow was a favoured spot for lovers,	Comment by Jeni Williams: Suggests water? 	Comment by Jeni Williams: Remove apostrophe	Comment by Jeni Williams: This might be better placed at the beginning of this paragraph

The river, to the south of the woods, benign in the morning, now boiled with rage. The storm had driven everybody from the park except the boy. Across the field, incisions through the vegetation could be traced from the circle surrounding him. Not long before, footprints and other impressions had been formed in these incisions – but the marks ceased at a rusting gate which leant against a dry stone wall. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: Maybe rethink verb – suggestion of mud / earlier clear??

The boy’s bicycle lay redundant behind him where he had thrown it. And now, he looked at the bodies with an unceasing stare. They were entwined in the grass, limp arms around each other; four eyes wide, bloodshot, gaping.  The bodies were fully clothed, and the angle of their arms and legs where they had fallen, had formed the shape of a cross. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: Just to make clear – I think this is great 

***

Earlier that morning, it had been hot enough for sunbathing. Dogs off leads roamed the river’s edge, sniffing at wild flowers, and cocking their legs against mooring posts. On a disused jetty, girls on deckchairs lay dormant in bikinis. It had been a peaceful day. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: Surely dogs aren’t particularly interested in wild flowers. Sniffing for rabbit / rats/ other dogs among the wild flowers maybe?

Then, in mid-morning, the boys on bicycles came. They raced each other down the river path, kicking over signs and rubbish bins.  When they saw the girls, they rode their bicycles onto the jetty. They circled them several times, performing wheelies and other acts of bravado as they did so. They wore scarves over their mouths and hoods over their baseball caps. 



When they had finished their courtship ritual, they sat on their bicycles and watched the ducks, the herons and the gulls. Two or three of the girls smiled at them and pouted their lips; two or three of them did nothing at all. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: Splendid - waiting

[bookmark: _GoBack]Over their shoulders the boys carried heavily-laden sports bags. One boy took out a bottle of cider, drank from it, and shared it with the others. When they had drunk enough, they lay down their bicycles and reached into their sports bags. They took out some large pebbles.  Cocking their arms, they took aim, and hurled several missiles at the birds on the river. They hit a gull, which wheeled away, with a limp wing.  Laughter rang out.  But the girls were not impressed. In fact they showed nothing but disgust, and they dressed, packed away their beach towels, and left.	Comment by Jeni Williams: Excellent ending

