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The stories in LIVES & SPACES range from twisted emotions to tenderness; from greed to brutality; from ascendency to failure; from loneliness to death. The broad range of circumstances provide the scope of the stories. 
Each story encapsulates the circumstances that define and change human behaviour and are told in different time-lines and platforms. Stories like Silent Energy, Planted Trees, The Final Shot and A Desired End capture a fragment of the turbulent times in Apartheid South Africa. 
Each is told with the raw venture of human action and interaction and fictionalized as Man’s Inhumanity to Man.

Silent Energy details abandonment and violence that is overcome through the experience of street-smarts  and compassion. Leonard’s giving when he had so little to give becomes the spirit of human charity.
The aspirations of young boys are eliminated through bureaucratic force, and the only reminder of the lives lived are the Trees Planted in their memories. 
A community activist is labelled a terrorist. The authorities burst into his home and kill him. His mother weeps openly and the assassin says; I’m a compassionate man. I don’t want to see you crying and grieving for the rest of your life. Go with your son. Go….. And he shoots her with The Final Shot.
The cruelty of the Boss is revealed in the turning tide of change and to avoid punishment and incarceration Seated in his favourite chair Adrian Rhodes shot himself. This was A Desirable End.
Ballerina follows the aspirations of a journalist caught in the intrigue of real and assumed identities and murder. The death of a lover and an informer shocks the investigative reporter. He is side-tracked when he observes the attempted robbery of a distinguished woman. The outcome is amazing and the journalist sets out to meet the Ballerina but his efforts are curtailed by a tragic accident.
The travels and motions of an old man in A Man in a Day are recorded and narrated by an acquaintance and concludes with, A life for a few dollars. 
Through ennui and neglect Helen is trapped in a relationship and feels that she has no Choice but to eliminate her spouse. One misstep and she becomes the victim. The story concludes with Carl saying, Not Helen… it should have been me…
Avariciousness is a fundamental weakness and when an opportunity becomes too tempting to refuse. In A Trace of Red the attraction is sex and money. Not in the style of stale and overworked stories, but in a respectful and almost noble deed. However, proposals and agreements are not always honoured and this leads to A Trace of Red.  
The history of man documents real and imagined revelations. The appearance of a stranger excites a community. The stranger is bestowed with the highest honour in anticipation of a new revelation. The message is documented and is ready to be presented when there is a fire and the document is burnt. The community is disappointed but they are consoled that Time will send them a new stranger and it’s just a matter of Time. 
Guardians is a satiric narrative about political promises and is presented in the persuasive diplomacy of the chief fox to the sheep in the pasture. The wolves are demonized while the chief fox expresses understanding and care in anticipation of  a small sacrifice of a few sheep.
The short stories in LIVES & SPACES are an eclectic collection of situations, responses and consequences. The portrayals of the characters are confident and uncompromising but the outcomes touch the sadness of life. 
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SILENT ENERGY
How much longer Dad? Is it still far? We’ve been walking for a long time. 
We’ll be there soon, answered the father. He was a big, rugged man. His face expressed human and elemental violence. He was tough and could handle the minor vicissitudes of life. 
Leonard was fourteen-years old and well-built for his age. He had his father’s genetics, a leather exterior to handle the blows of human gratitude and affection. He had two little brothers, Bobby and Henry.. 
Leonard would say: They were sick and no one, not even the doctors, could make them better so they went to heaven. Shortly afterwards his mother fell ill. She coughed and coughed, and then one day she coughed no more.
Mama has gone to see Bobby and Henry, he consoled himself with the fact that he still had his Dad and that Bobby and Henry needed someone. 
God has a lot of things to do, he can’t be playing with the boys all the time so it was OK for Mama to go to heaven and play with the boys, Leonard thought.
Do you want me to carry the box Dad? Is it heavy?
Let’s have a rest son. John Kumalo laid the toolbox on the ground and sat on a clump of grass. Leonard sat beside his father.
You got lots of work Dad!
It looks like it. We’ve got to put-up a couple of shelves in the kitchen; patch the roof and maybe some concrete work.
They gonna pay you lots of money Dad! And before his Dad could answer the boy blurted-out. Gee Dad if you get lots of money you gonna be rich.
Well son, it ain’t lots of money and it won’t make us rich. We’ll have enough to make it for a couple of days and that’s how it carries-on.
The father and son drew on the long grass stalks and chewed the juice and spat the cud. Leonard dug into the roots of the creeper-grass looking for little nodules. He found a few, cleaned the soil off them and ate the little nuts. He didn’t know what they were but they were edible and he enjoyed them. When the stomach gets empty, anything tastes good.
You gonna marry Eunice, Dad”? She got lots of kids.
I don’t know, she’s a nice person.
But her kids are mean, real mean. They beat me up when it’s supposed to be play. I don’t like them.
It’s tough kid; we got to make the best of it. We ain’t got many choices. John stood and stretched to get his body into motion. OK, let’s move. We don’t want to be too late. He picked-up his toolbox and began walking along the human pathway by the side of the road. Leonard meandered into the tall grassy areas and then back to the foot-path and then wandered away. 
The vehicles whizzed by and the father and son continued their walk. Whether it was accidental or by design a huge, clumsy-looking truck veered off the road over dirt and dust and onto the walking path. The boy thought he saw a rabbit or some small animal running into the tall grass and he followed to catch the animal. And then he heard a loud bang, the clanging of tools and a thud. The clumsy truck continued its erratic journey and disappeared.
Leonard ran to his Dad and began shouting. Dad you OK; Dad say something. Come on Dad, your tough, you can make it; Dad… Dad. A thin trickle of blood rolled down his cheek and when his head fell to the side Leonard could see the pool of blood. His father was dead. 
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