
 Spare Room  
 

I started writing this when suddenly the thought hit me: why am I doing all the work? Here am I 

straining my brain trying to think of stories, and then slaving away at a keyboard getting them down, 

while the reader sits idly going through them. That is, if he – or she – is bothered. 

   No, I have had enough! You the reader can write some of this. I’ll get it going. 

 

I climbed the steps and pressed the bell of flat 2. Susie came down fairly quickly. 

   “Welcome Terry,” she said, “I’ve got your keys. Do you want a hand with your bags?” 

   “Well, if you could take this small one. I’ll handle the rest.” 

   We went in and started up the stairs. 

   “Janet lives on the ground floor,” said Susie by way of introduction. “We will be having drinks and 

nibbles there tonight at seven to celebrate you moving in. I hope you’ll be ok for that.” 

   “It will be fine,” I said, “Who lives in there?” We had just gone by a door on the landing. 

   “Oh, that’s just a spare room attached to Janet’s flat”. 

   “This is our flat,” she added as we went past the first floor. “Roger’s away a lot on business. He’s in 

Edinburgh at the moment.” 

   “David and Jill live here,” she continued as we reached the second floor. “Malcolm, their son, moved 

out last month”. 

   “Here we are,” she announced as we reached the top floor. “Here are your keys. Come down at 

seven, and I’ll introduce you.” 

   I spent the afternoon unpacking, and then promptly at seven went down to meet the others. Janet 

turned out to be a rather handsome woman, with an air of calm superiority. It was no surprise to learn 

that she was a high-level business manager. David and Jill were a smiling middle-aged couple, who 

seemed perfectly at ease with life. It looked like I had fallen on my feet. Good neighbours, and we 

shared the freehold, so there was no landlord. 

   “I’m surprised you need that spare room upstairs,” I remarked to Janet, “This flat seems quite large 

enough.” It had quite a bit of space. 

   “Oh, that’s not mine. It goes with flat 2”. 

   “What?” said Susie, “That’s your room”.  

   Janet stared at her. 

   “But I’ve heard you moving about in there”. 

   “I thought that was you”. 

   Everyone looked at each other. 

   “David, you’ve been here the longest,” said Susie, “Who owns that room?” 

   “Well, I thought it went with flat 1. I think I may have heard someone in there.” 

   “Did you ever see anyone going in or out?” 

   “Err, no”. 

   There was a bewildered silence. 

   “We will have to get to the bottom of this,” said Janet firmly. “We have the spare keys”. 

   Janet went to her sideboard, and after a moment’s searching brought out a key with a label attached. 

We all got up and mounted the stairs. When we reached the landing, Janet moved forward, then drew 

back. 

   “Terry, you’re the youngest,” she said, “Perhaps you could open the door”. 

   “So much for women’s lib,” I thought to myself, “As soon as there’s any danger they pass it on to a 

man”. 

   “Ok, I’ll do it”, I said out loud. 

   I took the key from her, and went to the door. There was a movement behind me, and when I turned I 

found that the others had moved away and were standing a few steps down. I gave them a look, and 

then put the key in the lock and turned it…. 

 

Ok, Reader, I’ve done my bit. Now you carry on. 


