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It was a tragedy waiting to happen. Everyone said so. Some insisted it was inevitable, 

given Zack’s enthusiasm for DIY, matched by his lack of skill, lack of intelligence. The 

girl had only married him for his looks, his physique, they whispered.  

The pretence leaked by Hannah was that they had won on the Lottery, their chance 

to escape London. Although only in their thirties, the Bertrams, (not their real name), 

had no offspring. Zack had agreed to be snipped, a condition of their ‘marriage’ and his 

escape from his three ‘wives’ and their broods.  

The villagers waited: no child appeared for them to spoil, scold, nurture, pin dreams 

on. Tanmere was dying, everyone said so. Hannah seemed oblivious, ever smiling with the 

grace of a saint. The girl seemed unaware of Zack’s lack of education, his boorishness. 

Without Hannah, Zack would have been ostracised.  

Everyone loved Hannah, especially Nigel, a widower in his mid-forties who shared 

Hannah’s passion for Plainsong. On Tuesdays Nigel would swoop down from his mansion 

and Hannah would climb aboard his Range Rover, to be whisked away to Keswick. Hannah 

explained to enquirers that their group sang only for pleasure, never in public.  

Tanmere’s forty-three residents were retirees, fled to their idyll from cities, 

scraping by on their meagre pensions, voyeurs, bored, eager for tittle-tattle:    

Good for Hannah. Good on you, Nigel. If only they might. . .  

Nigel had been guarded, at first. After their third coupling, after his gift of a 

trinket, demeaning her, she felt, Hannah had watched through the keyhole as he 

relocked his safe, noting where he hid the key. Next afternoon, while he was out, she 

had checked. His safe was stuffed with money and jewellery of value. Another new life 

beckoned. 

Nigel had money. Nigel always invited everyone to Xmas Drinks, everything from 

Fortnum and Mason. One must not refuse, must not offend the man.  

At her side: under his breath. ‘Look at them Hannah, vultures. It’s always the caviar 

which gets gobbled first.’ 

 As the village handyman, Zack had erected the tree, one metre for each day of 

Xmas, as always. 

The wind was gusting; to Force 7, the forecast had predicted.  

The tree began to sway, threatening the conservatory.  
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 Everyone was riveted, frozen, mesmerised. 

 Zack flew out to try to stop it fall.  

 Nigel whispered, his free hand caressing her bottom, “Hannah, my sweetie, turn off 

those lights, or he’ll electrocute himself.”  

Nigel sauntered out to help calling theatrically: “Do take care, Zach, old man!” 

The tree fell. It was unstoppable.  

The two men who occupied Hannah’s exhausting life stood side by side entangled, 

bedraggled, festooned in wires.  

Hannah withdrew her hand from the switch and waited. The lights crackled, fizzed. 

Then there was darkness.  

On cue, Hannah fainted. 

After the hubbub, in the early hours, she raided Nigel’s safe, took everything, 

leaving only his papers for the taxman.   

The coroner recorded a verdict of “deaths by misadventure”.  

Hannah sold up. Pitlochry, everyone said.  

Perhaps not. 

      oo0oo 

The brief:  

“What Happened when the Xmas tree fell over?”  

Five adjectives, two adverbs, 500 words or less. 

1 meagre 1 especially 

2 third 2 theatrically 

3 new   

4 unstoppable  

5 dull 500 words nett. 

 


