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There’s me and there’s my Mum and that’s it. I’m thirteen years old, it’s summer and 

I’m waiting for my period. I suppose there used to be Dad too but he went away when I 

was little and now Mum whirls around with bottles of vodka and brown plastic bottles of 

pills, smoking fags and being angry and shouty.  

     I stay out of her way because we don't get on. When she is snoring on the sofa I 

sneak around her blubber pinching her fags and sips of vodka and slipping some of her 

small red pills into the lining of my coat to add to my stash. My stash is getting big now. I 

keep it in the hollow of a rotting tree wrapped inside three black bin liners in Ingram 

Barrell's field. The only person who makes Mum angrier than me or my Dad is Ingram 

Barrell. His farm starts where our garden ends but his farmhouse is away through the 

woods and the fields between so we hardly ever see him.  

 I've been wandering around Ingram Barrell's land since I was old enough to give 

Mum the slip and wriggle through the gap between the hedge and the broken fence. But 

I'm not the only person who walks unwelcome on his grass and hides in his trees. I see 

traces of other people - their beer cans, used condoms, porn magazines and fag butts that 

they leave behind. I never see them though, just as he never sees me. We’re like ghosts 

walking around and catching glimpses of each other but never meeting.  

     I collect the bits of these other people and add them to my stash. I really like 

their porn magazines and it's a good day when I find one whose pages aren't too soggy 

and a really long fag butt. I take them to my tree and reach my hand inside, gripping at 

the plastic all slippy in my fingers. I lift it out and shake off the woodlice and earwigs and 

undo my special knots. That’s how I know that no-one has been looking at my stash, 

no-one could do my special knots in the same way. I would know that someone had 

found my stash and I would make a fire and burn it and then run and run until I found a 

new place. But no-one has found it yet. It's mine. 

 Today I don't find any new porn magazines or fag butts on the way to my stash but 

that doesn't matter because I’ve got three fags that I stole from Mum, two red pills and 

half a bottle of vodka. I'm going to read my favourite porn magazine, one of the first I 

ever saw — if you don’t count the ones the boys tease us with at school. They yell at us, 

pointing at the ladies’ fannies and flicking their tongues up and down like snakes.  

 “Got your BOOBS yet, girls? Do you wear a BRA? Urrrghh! I bet you touch 

yourself DOWN THERE!”  

 Today I’m sure that I’ll get my period. I’ve never had a period and every day I 

hold my tummy in my hands and beg it to come. Sometimes I get angry and hit my 

tummy but it still doesn't come. I want my period. I want the sanitary towels that come in 

pretty square packages with bows on the outside to catch my period in. Then I'll be a 

woman.  

     I want a little black handbag with the plastic packaged squares of the sani towels 

in it and a pretty gold powder compact like I saw a lady with on the bus once. My body 

won't be thin and gangly with nubbins for breasts and straight up and down any more. I’ll 

be curvy and round with a waist and a bum and big boobs with brown nipples like the 

ladies in the porn magazines. I’ll wear lipstick and flick my hair over my shoulders and 

all the boys will want to be my boyfriend and all the girls will want to look like me.  



STASH 

2 

 It's summer and I'm waiting for my period. Mum is drinking vodka from a chipped 

glass and reading 'Take a Break', coughing up her fag breath all over the pages. I slip out 

the back door and down the garden and through the gap to freedom. Even though It's 

really hot I have my special stash coat on and I can feel the three fags and the two small 

red pills in the lining. The half bottle of vodka that I found in Mum’s stash behind the 

cleaning products in the bathroom cupboard is splashing about in my other pocket. I’m 

happy. 

 As soon as I'm on the other side of the fence on Ingram Barrell's land I can breathe 

again. I always scan the fields looking for his stomping figure in his wellies and flat cap 

but I’m hardly ever rewarded by the shock of seeing him. I saw him the other month 

though and I crouched down behind a bush and hid until he disappeared. The fright made 

me hug my knees and giggle with delicious naughty thoughts about what he might do if 

he found me. But he’ll never find me unless I want him to. I’m too clever for him.  

     Maybe when I'm a woman I’ll go and show him my woman body, all flicky hair 

and lipstick lips with vodka breath and a cigarette dangling from my fingertips. Maybe 

then I’ll let him catch me and see what he does.  

 Because I’m sure that today I’m going to get my period I unscrew the cap on the 

bottle of vodka and wash down one of the small red pills to celebrate. I don't always eat 

the small red pills right away, I save them for special days. Sometimes Mum has white 

pills but I prefer the red ones, they’re red like my period will be.  

     I take another swig of the vodka and it burns my throat and so I take a fag out of 

the stash coat lining. I take out my matches and make a fire like the one burning down 

my throat to my tummy from the vodka. I light my cigarette and pretend that I have my 

woman body.  

     I walk slowly but deliberately to the woods where my stash is hidden in the 

rotting tree. I swing my hips and take little swigs from my vodka bottle and dangle my 

fag from my fingertips just like I'll do when my woman body comes. I imagine the hot 

eyes of all the boys and the girls eating up my new body. I imagine the hot eyes of 

Ingram Barrell all over me, his angry face and his angry man voice telling me off but then 

stopping when he sees that I'm grown up now.  

 I’ve reached the rotting tree. I walk towards it smelling the dark, comforting smell 

of the woods after the sharp brightness of the sun. I reach my hand inside the tree and 

grab the plastic all slippy on my fingers and lift out my stash and put it on the ground. 

Next I empty out my stash coat. I put the bottle of vodka — nearly all gone now — on 

the ground and then line up the box of matches, two cigarettes and the one small red pill 

in order of their size.  

     I spread out the stash coat and sit down on it. With my stash bag in front of me I 

undo my special knots — one, two, three — and I look inside at my stash. There are red 

pills and white pills, whole fags and long leftover fag butts and my porn magazines.  

     I've also got two packets of sani towels that I stole from the shop in the village. 

One of the packets has bows on the wrappers like that lady on the bus had, and the other 

is the new kind with wings. I've got the ends of Mum's make up in there too. Stubby pink 

lipstick, green eye shadow, a nub of an electric blue eyeliner, some black mascara that is 
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drying up and a cracked piece of mirror that I found in the woods.  

 Because today I know that I'm going to get my period I decide to take out one of 

the sani towels with the bows on the packet in preparation and I line it up next to my 

vodka bottle, matches, fags and one small red pill. Then I look through the porn mags 

until I find my favourite one. The lady on the front is wearing a pretty see-through lacy 

bra and pants so you can see her brown nipples and hair down there. She is smiling a big 

lipstick smile and winking at me.  

     Sometimes I read the stories, but mostly I just look at the pictures of the ladies 

with their woman bodies. I trace my fingers around the curves of them and imagine that 

It's my woman body that I'm feeling the curves on. The lady in the middle pages doesn't 

have any clothes on and you can see all of her woman body, except that she doesn't have 

any hair down there. The staples cut across her fanny and boobs but she still smiles up 

her big woman lipstick smile at the camera.  

 The vodka, the small red pill and the sun are making me sleepy and my tummy 

feels woozy. This is because I’m going to get my period today and I decide to lie down 

on my stash coat and wait. My tummy is making a gurgling noise and I imagine the red 

period coming and turning my girl body into my woman body as I catch it all on one of 

my sani towels from the packet with the bows on.  

     I think that I fall asleep for a little while because when I open my eyes again the 

sun has moved further down the field. My tummy has stopped gurgling and I run my 

hands over my body to see if my woman body has come, but it still goes straight up and 

down. My period hasn’t started. I decide to take the other small red pill and wash it down 

with the last of the vodka.  

 I get out all of my make up bits and line them up in front of me. I balance the 

cracked piece of mirror on my knees and smear green eye shadow on my eyelids and 

draw big blue lines by my top and bottom eyelashes. My hand wobbles a bit so I smudge 

it in and it looks good. I put on some of the black mascara and it makes my eyelashes go 

hard and spiky like the prickles on the back of a hedgehog or the whiskers on my Dad’s 

chin. That’s the only thing I can remember about my Dad: he had prickly whiskers on his 

chin.  

     I open my mouth into a great big "O" like the ladies in the magazines and go 

round and round with my stub of pink lipstick. I pout my lips and blow kisses at my 

reflection in the bit of cracked mirror and practice flicking my hair like I'll do when I 

have my woman body. Then I light another fag.  

 I was sure that I was going to get my period today. This morning my tummy felt 

all crampy like the women in Mum's magazines say that their tummy is when they have 

their periods. I feel angry and I hit my tummy a few times but that makes me feel sick so 

I stop. The sun is going down fast now and I’ve finished all the vodka, cigarettes and pills 

that I bought with me. I don't want to take any from the stash because I didn't get my 

period today. 

    I put everything back inside my three bin liners, one inside of the other, and do 

my special knots. I put it back inside the rotting tree and then I put on my empty stash 

coat and stumble back home. I forget to look for Ingram Barrell but It's dark now and he 
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doesn't walk in his fields after dark.   

 I know what Ingram Barrell does at night, I saw him once. I had drunk nearly three 

quarters of a bottle of Mum's vodka, smoked half a packet of fags and eaten three white 

pills. I turned the wrong way out of the woods and saw the lights on in his farmhouse 

over the other side of the field. My heart was banging in my chest but I pretended that I 

had my woman body and I felt strong and brave.  

     I crept right up to his house and looked in the window. The tele was flickering 

and I could see the top of his head over the back of his armchair. He wasn't wearing his 

flat cap and his hair was brown and curly. The pictures on the tele were of two ladies like 

in the porn magazines and they were kissing and touching all over each others woman 

bodies.  

     I saw Ingram Barrell's dinner on the table. He hadn't finished it all and the cat 

was eating the bits of leftover meat. It looked like Ingram Barrell had eaten a tin of Spam, 

some peas and boiled potatoes for his dinner. Gross.  

     I watched as his hand reached over and picked up the whiskey bottle from the 

floor at the side of his armchair, and I could see the elbow of his other hand bobbing up 

and down. I ran away fast, flying over the fields, laughing and laughing to myself. 

Ingram Barrell wants a woman body too!  

# 

When I get home Mum is snoring on the sofa in front of the tele. A game show is 

blaring out and a bottle of vodka is empty on the floor. The ashtray is full and bits of ash 

and fag butts have fallen out onto the table. Her packet of fags is next to it with her 

chipped glass of vodka and her puzzle book. I step over her fat feet and pick up the vodka 

and finish it in five gulps. I take a fag from her packet and go to my bedroom and smoke 

it out of the window while looking at the moon. Tomorrow I'll get my period for sure.  

 The next day It's raining and I don't go to my stash. I stay in my bedroom all day 

and hear Mum moving around downstairs coughing her fag breath over her magazines 

and drinking her vodka from her chipped glass. My period doesn't come the next day or 

the next. Then on the day after that it stops raining and I can go to my stash again.  

     Because Mum has been in all the time because of the rain I don't have anything 

new to take in my stash coat, but that is okay because I already have things in my stash 

inside the three bin liners in the rotting tree.  

 When I get to the woods I go to the rotting tree and reach my hand inside for my 

stash bag all plastic and slippy in my hand. I reach inside but there is only rotting wood 

squishy on my fingertips. My tummy suddenly feels really woozy like it does when I've 

drunk too much vodka and eaten the small red pills. I reach deeper inside but I can't feel 

the slippy plastic, only the empty air and squishy rotting wood.  

     My heart starts to beat really hard and fast like it did when I went to Ingram 

Barrell's farmhouse. Ingram Barrell has stolen my stash!  

     I don't know what to do. I panic and start to run about the woods checking all the 

trees to make sure that I haven't got the wrong tree. I haven't. My stash has gone.  

     I must go home and think of a plan. Maybe I can get some vodka and fags if 

Mum is snoring.  
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But when I get home Mum is standing up in the kitchen looking out of the window. I 

feel sick because I know she is going to shout at me and she’s been drinking vodka all 

day. I open the door and she whirls around and looks at me. But instead of shouting she 

says in a small, tight voice, “Ingram Barrell came to see me today.”  

 I feel like everything is spinning away from me and I hold on to the banister in the 

hall so I don't fall over.  

 “He says he's got a bag that belongs to you and you've got to go round to his farm 

and collect it.” 

 I don't know why Mum’s not shouting at me but I can't make my voice come out 

of my body and all my blood is thundering in my ears, so I don’t say anything and go 

upstairs to my room. I can hear Mum moving around downstairs and coughing up her fag 

breath but the sound is different today — It's sharper and has more edges.  

     I think that she is so angry that she doesn't know how to be anymore angry and 

that she might snap and come roaring up the stairs any second.  

     Ingram Barrell has stolen my stash!  

 I start to cry bi,g fat, plopping tears onto my cheeks and my arms and my legs. I 

cry and cry and then I hear the front door close and Mum has gone out of the house. 

Where’s she going? Why’s she not shouting at me?  

     I stand up and go to the bedroom window but I can't see her. Then I get a pain in 

my tummy so hard that I think It's going to take all my breath away. I stagger back to the 

bed and lie down. Red hot sharp pokers are ripping my tummy inside and I know that It's 

all the anger of my Mum and Ingram Barrell trapped in my belly punishing me.  

 The pain in my tummy is rippling across in waves each one bigger and harder than 

the next. I have no choice and I go to my Absolute Severe Emergency Stash. It has a 

miniature bottle of whiskey in it, a small version of the one that Ingram Barrell had. I 

stole it from the village shop last Christmas because it reminded me of his angry face and 

angry man voice and the ladies on the tele with the woman bodies.  

     My Absolute Severe Emergency Stash also has one cigarette, a box of matches 

and one small red pill in it. I keep it all in a shoe box from the last pair of shoes Mum 

bought me years ago when I was still a kid. I keep it on the shelf in the top of my 

wardrobe. I made it only to be opened in Absolute Severe Emergency. The pain in my 

tummy and my stolen stash is an Absolute Severe Emergency so I stand on my dressing 

table chair and get down the box.  

 I put the small red pill in my mouth and wash it down with the whiskey. The 

burning is like the vodka and it makes me forget the pain for a minute. I light the 

cigarette and lie back on the bed.  

     Now my tummy is pulsing with the pain and my jeans feel wet and wrong down 

there. I lie on my bed and suffer my punishment trying to imagine the shape and colour of 

this liquid pain as it moves and changes. It's alive in my body, growing and trying to eat 

me from the inside out. It's the anger of Mum and Ingram Barrell in my tummy.  

     After a very long time I hear Mum come in the front door. I hear a thud and then 

I hear her walk into the front room and turn on the tele. I hear her clinking the vodka 

bottle against her chipped glass and her cigarette lighter flick flick. Then nothing but the 
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blaring of the tele. 

 Why is she not shouting at me? Where did she go? Ingram Barrell has my stash 

and he wants me to go and get it from his farmhouse. The only person who makes Mum 

more angry than me or my Dad is Ingram Barrell. 

   The whiskey is all gone and the small red pill has made the pain fainter but It's 

still there, whirling around in my tummy making me feel all wrong down there.  

   I leave it long enough until I think Mum is snoring then I open my bedroom door 

and creep out onto the landing.  

 I start to go down the stairs and then I see it in the hall. My stash is in the hall! The 

pain in my tummy starts up again, the anger stabbing and stabbing. Ingram Barrell had 

my stash and now my stash is in the hall. 

   I don't want my stash any more. I was going to burn it and run and run if ever 

anyone found it but now I feel like it would be too heavy for me to even pick up. It would 

burn me if I touched it and the plastic wouldn't be slippy in my fingers any more.  

 I have to get it out of the house before Mum sees my stash! Why are Mum and 

Ingram Barrell punishing me? All I wanted was a woman body and my period to arrive. 

Then I would have flicky hair and a lipstick mouth and all the boys would want to be my 

boyfriend and all the girls would want to look like me.  

 Where can I hide my stash? Ingram Barrell knows about my rotting tree in the 

wood now so it’s not safe. I can hear Mum snoring over the blaring tele noise and I 

decide that I should put my stash in my bedroom for now and then I can find somewhere 

to get rid of it when the pain has stopped.  

   The stash bag seems so heavy and it makes me feel sick when I touch it. All I 

wanted was a woman body and my period to arrive.  

 I lug it upstairs. Each stair feels like a mountain and my back begins to ache. I go 

into my room and put my stash in the corner and then sit on my bed and look at it. I can 

see from the knots that it has been opened, and I feel undone.  

 The anger pains get sharper and my punishment continues. My cheeks are flaming 

with the pain and the whiskey and the red pill. My stash sits in the corner of my room like 

a big, black, cloud, so angry with me for letting it be taken away from the rotting tree and 

my loving fingers.  

   I need some more pills but I don't want the ones in my stash. My stash is tainted 

now with Mum and Ingram Barrell and I hate it. I’m going to burn it. 

 I go into the bathroom and look in the cabinet for pills. I find some of the white 

ones and a tiny bit of vodka in one of the bottles behind the cleaning products. I take two 

of the white ones and wash them down with the vodka.  

   My tummy squishes as I swallow them down and I need to have a wee real bad. I 

sit down on the toilet. Then I see the red hot anger of my Mum and Ingram Barrell.  

My period has arrived and I start to cry. 

END 
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If you enjoyed this free ebook why not tell your friends? If you want to be kept 
up to date with all my projects then visit www.lisamargreet.com and sign up to my 

mailing list. You’ll be the first to hear all my news, including details about the 

release of my novel ‘Unbound’ in 2015.  You can also find me on facebook, and on 

twitter and instagram. 

http://www.lisamargreet.com/
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