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SCRABBLE SHOrT 
sTORY cOMPETITION 
WiNNer THE GAME 

OF LIFE

Vanessa knocked on the front 
door of the house she used to 
call home. She had asked her 

estranged husband Pete if he would 
be alone today, and he had said he 
would; but she couldn’t help worrying 
that his new girlfriend would be 
inside. She had heard from Angie, a 
few weeks ago, that Pete had a new 
girlfriend.  

‘I thought I’d better let you know,’ 
Angie had phoned her one evening.  
‘John’s just told me. She’s young, a 
university student apparently.’

‘What’s she like? Is she pretty?’ 
Vanessa had asked, and then she 
felt angry with herself for asking, 
for being jealous. Why should she 
care? They had been married for four 
years and known each other for at 
least ten years before that, but he had 
obviously moved on and she would 
have to try to do 
the same, no matter 
how impossible it 
seemed.

‘I don’t know 
what she looks like,’ 
Angie had replied.  
‘I haven’t met her 
yet.’

Angie hadn’t met 
her ‘yet’. But she would be meeting her. 
Angie and John had been their closest 
friends. They had often gone out 
together on double-dates. Now Angie 
and John would be going out with Pete 
and his new girlfriend. Vanessa felt 
strangely obsolete, as though someone 
had swapped places with her and taken 
over her life and even her friends. 

   
The front door opened. Pete stood 

before her. ‘Hi,’ he said, looked her up 
and down brieÿy as one would look at 
a stranger, then he left the door open 
and walked away, leaving her standing 
alone outside the front door.

Vanessa walked inside the house and 
closed the door behind her. Pete was 
almost at the kitchen door by now, a 
few feet away. He turned to face her. 
‘I’ve put all the stuff that I think is 
yours in the living room. I haven’t had 
a chance to go through the cupboard in 

the spare room yet, so feel free to take 
whatever you want from there.’

He left her standing in the hallway. It 
felt odd to Vanessa that this man, who 
was once such a big part of her life, 
with whom she had shared so many 
secrets, so many dreams, so many 
intimate moments, was now being so 
distant. Would he still be behaving 
like this if she told him that she had 
been having sleepless nights ever 
since the divorce papers had landed 
on her doormat? Or if she told him 
that whenever his solicitor’s letters 
arrived she would spend hours crying 
and wondering how it had all gone so 
wrong? 

She had planned to tell him 
everything today, but he didn’t seem 
the least bit interested in her and that 
made it all ten times harder. His new 
girlfriend was obviously much more 

important to him now.    
Vanessa walked into the living 

room and saw three boxes on top of 
the coffee table, neatly þlled with the 
remainder of her belongings. They had 
agreed through their solicitors that she 
should go and collect the items this 
weekend. They never communicated 
anymore, except through solicitors.

On the top of the box nearest 
to where she was standing was 
a photograph in a gold coloured 
frame. It was a picture that Pete 
had taken of her on their first 
Wedding Anniversary. She picked it 
up. She looked really happy in the 
photograph, almost unrecognisable to 
herself. She couldn’t remember ever 
being so happy, but evidently she 
must have been...

She put the photograph back on top 
of the box. Then she saw the Scrabble.  
As soon as saw it she knew that he 
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Runner-up and 
shortlisted
Runner-up in the Scrabble short story 
competition, whose story is published 
on the Writers’ News website, was 
Sherri Turner, Thames Ditton, 
Surrey. Entries shortlisted to final 
judging stage were from: Lindsay 
Bamfield, North Finchley, London; 
Sue Curran, Glenville, Cork, Ireland; 
K English, Milton, Cambridge; Dick 
Hamilton, Liverpool; Amanda Hyatt, 
Brighton; Norman Kitching, Gosport, 
Hampshire; Don Nixon, Albrighton, 
Wolverhampton; Paul Rex, Girona, 
Spain; Barbara Wadd, Woodthorpe, 
Nottingham.
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