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The three of them were sitting around a 

table, waiting for Teyla to complete the 

negotiations, in what could only be 

described as a lavishly decorated ballroom 

with some of the finest food any of them 

had ever tasted. Rodney had thought that 

the savoury pancake-like thing they had for 

entree was like some sort of mini-pizza, 

only better. It was only the never-before-

heard tone of fond remembrance coming 

from Ronon that jerked Rodney out of his 

food-induced euphoria, and he almost 

dropped his fork when he heard what 

Ronon said.  

 

"I thought you said you were a soldier?" 

John asked, puzzled.  

 

"I am." Ronon replied. 

 

"But... but your... table manners... you're..." 

Rodney still couldn't get his mind around 

what he'd just heard.  

 

"An Observer, whenever my government is 

in need of one. Many places I was sent to infiltrate were similar to this." Ronon was looking around 

the hall, a smile on his usually serious face, strong hands (that Rodney had previously thought were 

incapable of anything but brute force) caressing the delicate crystal wine glasses they were being 

served with. "Food, women, dancing. They always have good food. A full stomach makes the 

getaway easier." 

 

"So, you wine, dine, observe, dance, and run?" John was looking at Ronon like it was the first time 

he was seeing him.  

 

Ronon nodded. "Frequently the enemy state would send out women Observers to try to distract me 

from my missions." 

 

"Did they..." John trailed off, his question clear.  

 

"They never succeed, but they do offer certain..." Ronon's smile grew wider, clearly proud of his 

record. "Makes up for all the times I've had to deal with some mad scientist wanting to eliminate the 

Wraith with biochemical weapons that would kill half the population." 

 

Rodney's brain finally recovered enough from the shock to process the information. "Oh my god, 

you're Pegasus's 007!" 

 

John groaned at the comparison. "McKay!" 

 

"Is that the term you use on Earth for Observers?" 

 

"No, it's not." John interrupted before Rodney could reply. "007 is the... uh... ID code of a character 

from a movie." 
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"A movie? The images you watch from the box?" 

 

"No, that's television. A movie is kinda like that, only bigger though sometimes you – " John 

stopped his explanation when Ronon frowned. "Never mind." 

 

"Then what is your term for Observers?" 

 

"Spy! The term is 'spy'! And good god," Rodney grimaced, burying his face in his hands, his food 

long forgotten. "Conan turned James Bond, this is like Arnie in True Lies!"  

 

"Arnie? True lies? How can lies be true?" Ronon's frown was getting deeper.  

 

Rodney looked at John, and John looked right back at Rodney.  

 

"Never mind," was the stereo response to Ronon's question.  

 

"You Earthlings are strange." 

 

 

~~~ 
Inspired by jayel_fox's drawing of Ronon as a spy. A cleaned up version of a comment fic posted in her LJ. Seriously, 

NOT  my fault. *runs and hide*  Many thanks to kitkat3979 for the beta.  
~~~ 

Shadow Ships 
(also, sometimes known as chocolate spiders, like Aragog  
or Shelob) 

 
Peanut Butter Version: 
1 Packet Egg Noodles (The crunchy kind) 

200 grams Milk Chocolate (just over 1/2 of a  

home-brand block of cooking chocolate) 

1 Tablespoon Peanut Butter 

 
Peppermint version: 
1 Packet Egg Noodles (The crunchy kind) 

200 grams Dark Chocolate (just over 1/2 of a 

 home-brand block of cooking chocolate) 

A few drops of Peppermint Essence 

 

• Line a tray with aluminium foil. 

• Melt the Chocolate using the double-pot method (see below)  

• Mix in the flavouring. 

• Mix in the Egg Noodles. Make sure that they are thoroughly coated. 

• Place tablespoon sized heaps onto the lined tray. 

• Refrigerate until hard. 

 

The Double-Pot Method of Melting Chocolate 
Fill a pot with about an inch of water and then place the chocolate in a bowl in top (I usually use a 

ceramic bowl – one of those rice ones you can get all over the place). The steam heats the bowl 

enough to melt the chocolate while preventing water from getting into the chocolate and turning it. 

Of course you can always melt the chocolate, slowly on a medium heat, in the microwave.
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John had left with one of the Mayor's 

daughters, ostensibly to be shown the town's 

defences against the Wraith, and knowing 

Sheppard he probably believed that was all 

that he was going to be doing. But experience 

had shown Rodney that John would probably 

come back to the rooms they had been given 

with a barely concealed hickey and a strut to 

his stride that hadn't been there when he left. 

 

When the Mayor's wife asked Teyla if she 

would like to see some local artistry, he and 

Ronon had glanced at each other and then 

smiled at the suggestion. Rodney said that he 

might go for a walk to find any signs of 

technology that could be useful and Ronon 

quickly offered to go with him for protection. 

Teyla smiled, happy that she didn't have to 

worry about Rodney getting into trouble 

without anyone there to look out for him and 

left. 

 

They had passed the barn on the way into the 

village and despite the hay and horseshit it 

was the first place with any semblance of 

privacy that they could get into. After a quick 

glance to see if any of the locals were around, 

and only seeing a couple of horses hitched to 

posts outside the barn, he pushed Ronon 

inside and up against one of the stall doors. 

Ronon was already bending down to kiss him and Rodney slid his hand along the back of Ronon's 

leather trousers, pulling him forcibly closer. Ronon's groan matched his own.  

 

There was only really one place they could go to do this. Rodney pulled back and pointed Ronon 

towards the large pile of hay, knowing they'd have a tricky time afterward explaining how it got 

into their clothes. He was actually kind of grateful when Ronon reached out and grabbed a blanket 

that was hanging over one of the stalls and threw it onto the ground before pushing him down.  

 

He reached up to tug at the buckle on Ronon's belt, giving in and slipping his hand in, enjoying 

Ronon's gasp and thrust in reaction. Ronon's cock felt great in his hand. His other hand trailed over 

Ronon's waist and then began to tackle the trousers again. Ronon grinned down at him and slapped 

his hand away, pulling back from his grasping hand, and Rodney lay back on his elbows watching 

as Ronon eased himself out.  

 

"Do you want to...?" Ronon asked and he nodded. Ronon knelt over him and shifted up so that his 

cock was brought up to Rodney's mouth. Ronon gasped as Rodney swirled his tongue around the 

head and then shifted so that in one motion he had taken as much of Ronon as he could. Ronon 

began to gently thrust and Rodney quickly fell into a rhythm that he knew, from experience, would 

bring Ronon to completion. With a loud groan, Ronon's body relaxed and he fell forward, bracing 

himself, arms either side of Rodney's shoulders. His chest heaved as he panted, bringing his heart 

rate back to normal. 
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Rodney watched patiently as Ronon's eyes regained focus. When he finally looked down, smiling 

affectionately, Rodney grinned back - then pointedly looked at his crotch and back up. Ronon 

shifted his weight and then reached down to kiss him slowly. "Impatient, aren't you?" Ronon said 

against his ear. Rodney nodded. Ronon leaned down to kiss his neck above the collar of his shirt.  

 

"Where are you guys?"  

 

It took a moment to register that Sheppard was not in fact standing above them. It was the same 

moment it took them to break apart, look around and start fumbling at their clothes. Sheppard's 

breathe sounded harsh through the headphones.  

 

"Shit, Shit."  

 

Ronon was fumbling around looking for his headpiece, which had fallen to the ground. Rodney 

tapped on his and said, "we're, uh, looking for technology." 

 

"Well you might want to get out of wherever you are and start running."  

 

"Oh. What did you do this time?" Ronon held a hand out to help Rodney get up, looking apologetic 

about the interruption.  

 

"Why do you always think it's my fault, Rodney? Are you moving?"  

 

"Yes, yes, we're moving. And I think it's your fault because it's obviously not mine and Teyla 

always seems to resolve any problems in our favour." He straightened his clothes and stood behind 

Ronon, who was looking out the door, gun in one hand, checking for anyone who might be coming. 

He nodded and they snuck out of the barn. 

 

Rodney looked back towards the town and wasn't all that surprised to see a mob of townspeople 

chasing John and Teyla as they came down the main street and directly towards the barn. Ronon 

was already unhitching the horses, bringing them over so that Rodney could get on. 

 

"You, what?" Rodney looked at him aghast. "I've never..." Ronon ignored him, lifting him onto the 

horse and yelling to attract John and Teyla's attention. He got up behind Rodney and pulled the 

reins, directing the horse out of the town. Rodney turned once to see John and Teyla following them 

on the other horse and then held on for dear life as Ronon pushed them fast towards the gate. 

 

It wasn't until the briefing that they finally heard the full story of why they had been interrupted. 

When Ronon and Rodney had disappeared, the villagers had become unsettled and decided to 

implement their trap earlier than they had initially planned.  John's seductress had been sent to drug 

him so that he could be passed on to the Genii for trade concessions and protection. John had 

become suspicious when the seduction had turned obvious, even to him, and called on Teyla. When 

the Genii suddenly appeared, they decided to make a quick run for it.  

 

Rodney couldn't resist adding as they left the briefing: "So that's four for four?" 

 

John just smacked his head as he walked past and growled. He didn't notice the hay that fell to the 

floor at Rodney's feet.  

~~~ 
Beta'd by Obake and Ivy. This is written for the picfor1000 Year 4 Challenge 

~~~.



Atlantis Titanic ~ Genie ~ Stargate Atlantis 

 

 Sugar and Spice ~ 7 

Shifting his weight and making sure that his right 

hand had a good grip of the ship's railing, Rodney 

McKay leaned forward and reached out with his 

left hand. The tip of his middle finger almost 

brushed the edge of the small platform, but almost 

just didn't cut it in this instance. Rodney pulled 

himself back, decisively not looking down at the 

ocean below.  
"Of all the stupid things to do." He muttered to 

himself, glaring at his watch, sitting precariously 

on the platform. He wouldn't even have bothered, 

but this watch was a graduation gift from his 

physics professor and it had sentimental value. 

Only the strap had been old and had fallen off 

during his middle of the night stroll on board the 

ship. Rodney had accidentally kicked the damn 

thing across the deck to it's current position even 

before he had realised the watch had fallen from 

his wrist.  
Hands clutching tightly at the railing, Rodney 

considered his position and options. He was as 

close as he was going to get, so he either had to get 

someone else who had a longer arm, or get something to pull the watch back. Calling for one of 

the cabin crew seemed to be a better option, but he didn't trust them to be competent enough to 

retrieve his watch without damaging it or worse, accidentally pushing it into the Atlantic Ocean.  
"Don't do it!" 
"Wha...." The voice startled Rodney enough that he almost lost his grip. Rodney turned his head 

to see a man with windswept hair slowly approaching him like he was some rabid dog that 

needed to be calmed down. "What the hell are you doing?"  
"Come on, just give me your hand. I'll pull you back over." 
On closer inspection, even the wind of the Atlantic wasn't doing much to that mop of hair. The 

amount of gel the guy must have used... "Go away! You're distracting me!" 
"I can't. If you let go, I'm going to have to jump in there after you, and I'm really not looking 

forward to that." 
"What on earth are you talking about? I'm not going to... Oh God, you think I'm one of those 

suicidal idiots who came on board just so they could throw themselves off into the middle of the 

Atlantic Ocean and die in the most cliché manner!" 
The man stopped in his tracks, a look of confusion on his face. "You aren't?" 
"Of course not! My life's too important to be wasted in such a manner!" 
"Then what are you doing hanging off the back of the ship?" 
"Trying to get my watch!" Rodney pointed at where his watch was, only to lose his balance. The 

next thing he knew, a strong grip caught his right arm and he was pulled back from a watery 

grave. Both of them landed in a heap on the deck. 
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"Oh my God, you almost killed me!" Rodney said as soon as he had his breathing and heart rate 

under control, somehow still grabbing onto the front of the man's jacket.  
"Killed you? The way I see it, I just saved your life!" 
"My life wouldn't have been in danger in the first place if you haven't been here!" Rodney had let 

go of the jacket, and was now poking the man in his chest, scrambling to get up.  
Footsteps could he heard running in their direction, and when Rodney finally stood up, he could 

see two of the cabin crew rushing towards them.  
"Dr McKay, are you all right?" One of them asked.  
"Yeah, I'm fine." Rodney brushed them off. "No thanks to him."  
"Name's John Sheppard," said the man who had almost killed him, casually brushing off any dirt 

he might have gotten on his clothes. As if the crew of the finest ocean liner would let deck get 

dirty. "And I just saved you life. Normally people would be saying 'thank you' in situations like 

this." 
And that was how Rodney met John Sheppard, the man he would lose his heart to. Though 

Rodney wouldn't realise that until much later, when he was in the middle of saying 'I told you so' 

to Andrews as the ship took on water.  
It was almost too late.  

Almost.   

~~~ 
I blame this on John Sheppard's comment about Celine Dion. Not my fault AT ALL.  

~~~ 

 

 
 

Shortbread Fingers 
 
250g butter 

1/3 cup caster sugar  

2  cups plain flour 

cup rice flour 

caster sugar, to sprinkle 

 

• Preheat the oven to 160ºC. Grease two trays and cover with sheets of baking paper. 

• Beat butter and sugar until light and creamy 

• Sift both flours together and add to the creamed butter sugar mix. Combine with a knife.  

• Turn the mixture out onto a sheet of baking paper and press together until smooth.  

• Place another sheet of baking paper on top and roll the pastry out until 1 cm thick. (This is 

actually a super useful technique for rolling slightly buttery biscuit recipes, too) 

• Cut dough into rectangles and place biscuits onto the trays leaving space between each. You can 

prick the top with a fork regularly down the top for presentation or leave as is. 

• Sprinkle lightly with caster sugar. 

• Bake for 20-25 minutes or until golden 

 

.
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"Jeeves, I just killed a chap. Pulled the 

trigger and everything." There are words you 

never expect to come out of your own 

mouth, and these were prime examples. "He 

keeled over like Pongo Twistleton after his 

twelfth brandy." 

 

"Indeed, sir?" 

 

The only two words I wanted to hear less 

would have been police and gaol. "Jeeves, if 

I've told you once, I've told you a thousand 

times that the appropriate response to a 

moment of bone-shattering terror and panic 

is not 'Indeed, sir'. There should be a rallying 

of forces, an acknowledgement of the 

direness of the situation. It is not a time for 

you to impersonate a frog on a rock bank, 

soaking in sun and warbling 'Indeed, sir'." 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"I've had a rather murderous accident -- no 

fault of mine, I assure you -- and this is the 

time for suggestions and brilliant ideas, Jeeves. A friend in need, and all that," I said as Jeeves 

walked past me to stare at the scene in the sitting room. Without turning around, I could have told 

him what he'd see. 

 

What he'd see was Richard Wickham -- Bobbie's uncle, who'd come round so I could take him to 

see the latest thing at the Old Vic and hopefully soften him up before Bobbie asked to go to 

America with him next time -- stretched out across my carpet, head pointing to the window and 

hand pressed over his chest, attempting to keep the heart's blood inside. I couldn't say how 

successful that had been because I'd taken one quick gander and dashed to Jeeves' lair. Jeeves had 

been abed at the time, not out of any selfish urge to ditch his valet-bound duties, but from a nasty 

cold sustained while helping Bingo Little serenade the current love of his life in the middle of a 

cold, damp, London night, but even ill, I had expected more of a reaction. 

 

"Are you certain that he is actually dead, sir?" Jeeves asked, his normally stuffy tones further 

blocked by a bad nose. 

 

"He left a gun on my dining room table, Jeeves. I picked it up, purely out of curiosity, to pass it 

back to him -- a dining room table is no place for weaponry -- and he turned around and looked so 

startled the thing must have been loaded. He held up his hands when I tried to pass it to him and I 

fumbled, and the thing went off. Next thing I know there's a dead body on my carpet and Bobby 

Wickham's chances of going to America have been completely scratched. I don't think even you, 

Jeeves, could convince customs that a dead man is still a happy traveller." 

 

"Most likely not, sir," Jeeves said, dashing my slim, sole hope. 

 

I sighed, much like Atlas must have sighed when Zeus came over -- if it was Zeus, one Greek god's 

much like another to me -- passed him the heavens and asked him to hold it up for a moment while 

Zeus popped down the pub for a quick game of darts. "What do we do, Jeeves?" 
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"In the case of murder, I believe the options are quite exiguous, sir. You could confess the whole 

affair, stand trial and doubtless spend a certain length of time in prison--" 

 

"Out of the question, Jeeves. One can lie to a magistrate and quote a fictional name in the matter of 

a fine. If I have to serve twenty years, eventually someone will realise that I'm Bertie Wooster and I 

will never hear the end of it from Aunt Agatha. Also, I'd prefer not to spend my next dozen birthday 

parties in chokey. I doubt the wine list is very good. What's the next choice?" 

 

"I agree, sir, that it would not be the preferable option," Jeeves said, pulling his dark dressing gown 

tight around his chest and crossing his arms. I felt somewhat guilty for dragging him from his 

sickbed but this matter was well beyond me. "The other solution is to hide the evidence from the 

authorities." 

 

"Dump the body, you mean?" 

 

"Precisely, sir. In a situation like this, where it was known to several people that the formerly-

animated personage was last in your company, it may be advisable to move to another country and 

consider a change of name." 

 

I frowned. "But I like being Bertie. I don't think I'd like any other name half as much, Jeeves. It has 

a friendly, inviting sound to it, denotes the life of the party, that type of thing. I couldn't very well 

become a Cecil or a Cuthbert." 

 

"I believe that Albert would allow you to keep the current moniker that you are so attached to, sir, 

but there is a more important issue at hand." 

 

"The question of where to go, Jeeves?" 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"The problem of disposing of the evidence, because from the size of Bobbie's uncle, I don't think 

he'll be easy to move." 

 

"No, sir." 

 

"I don't think coming up with a surname is of the utmost consequence at this moment in time, 

Jeeves." 

 

"No, sir," Jeeves said, reaching for a plain, white handkerchief and swiping his nose with the type 

of dignity that royalty only aspires to. "I was thinking of a different matter." 

 

"What would that be?" 

 

"The logical explanation for why the corpse continues to breathe, sir," Jeeves said, looking over my 

shoulder to the corpse-in-question behind me. "Considering the death was caused by a shooting 

accident, the lack of blood is also quite unusual." 

 

I spun around to follow his gaze. "And I'm fairly sure dead chaps don't sit up, right, Jeeves?" 

 

"That is not the usual way of things, sir." 

 

We both stared as Richard Wickham -- formerly known as my murderous accident -- sat breathing 

deeply for a moment and then staggered upright and leaned on the mantelpiece. Now, my 
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experience with dead bodies has come purely from mysteries and the like, but I'm quite sure that 

death is a great deal like marriage: once one is dead, there is no going back. But this fellow looked 

like he'd found some kind of immortal divorce clause. 

 

I made my way back into the sitting room, keeping a close eye on him in case he changed his mind 

and decided to drop dead again. 

 

Jeeves gave a small cough. "A drink, sir?" 

 

"Yes, please," I said enthusiastically and then realised the comment had been directed at Wickham, 

who still looked the colour of my walls. (I've been told the correct name for the colour is 'eggshell' 

or 'off-white' but they look awfully white to me.) "Mr Wickham, would you care for a drink? A 

brandy? Holy water, maybe?" 

 

"Brandy," he said, colour returning. He fixed me with the glassy-eyed stare of particularly cranky 

halibut. "What was the meaning of that? Waving a gun around like a hooligan? It's enough to 

frighten a man half to death." 

 

"I was trying to pass it back to you," I said, confused by his outburst. He was the one who'd given 

me a fright -- keeling over like a heavy lamppost in a particularly bad storm -- so I didn't see what 

right he had to talking to me so hotly. "You left it on my table, Mr Wickham. You know what these 

things are like. You place something on a table somewhere and days later you realise you've lost it 

and then you can never find the blighted thing again. The exact same thing happened to my green 

beret last month. I bought it, wore it once -- looked rather smashing, one and sundry agreed -- but I 

put it down someplace and it's been lost to civilisation ever since." 

 

"What are you talking about, lad? I come here as a favour to my niece, to form an opinion on her 

friends, and find instead that the fellow she speaks of as a charming, interesting chap is a raving 

lunatic who tries to shoot people. Luckily for my niece, she has an uncle who cares about the 

company she keeps. I'm going straight to Roberta's and informing her to set her affairs in order." 

Working up his steam, he pulled his hat on and snatched his coat from Jeeves in a very rude 

manner. "She will be coming with me to America and far away from dangerous young men like 

you, Mr Wooster. Good day." 

 

Saying that, he barged out the door like an elephant in a fit of pique. 

 

Jeeves passed me a brandy and I settled into the armchair. The afternoon had been most trying. 

"The nerve of it, Jeeves. Coming into a man's home, pretending to be dead and then acting as if it's 

my fault. People have no manners these days. Although he did say that Bobbie described me as 

interesting and charming." 

 

"Miss Wickham has been known to bend the truth to suit her own goals, sir." 

 

"Oh," I said, suddenly distracted by the gun sitting on the floor. I must have dropped it earlier. I 

pointed at it. "The damn fellow forgot his gun, Jeeves." 

 

"This gun, sir?" Jeeves asked as he picked the blasted thing up. "This belongs to Mr Little. He left it 

here yesterday." 

 

"Why would he do that? Surely, he didn't think that a gun was a significant part of serenading a girl. 

I don't think the threat of violence would have helped his cause." 

 

"No, sir. The item is not a weapon but a novelty lighter. Mr Little found that instead of sparking, it 



Good Show, Jeeves ~ Out There ~ Jeeves & Wooster 

 

 Sugar and Spice ~ 12 

had started making a loud noise when the trigger was pressed and thought that I might be able to see 

it fixed for him. No doubt it was the noise of it that made Mr Wickham pass out." 

 

"Wickham fainted?" 

 

"Miss Wickham mentioned that her uncle had a weak heart and was known to lose consciousness in 

times of extreme distress, sir." 

 

I stared, agog. The amount of knowledge Jeeves has on any subject can be quite amazing. "So the 

gun was a lighter, and Wickham swoons when startled. Explains it all, really. And Bobbie gets her 

holiday even quicker than she wanted." 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

"Just leaves me with an extra ticket to the Old Vic this afternoon." I looked Jeeves up and down. He 

had a touch of a red nose and looked a little paler than usual, but he wasn't sneezing like last night. 

"I say, Jeeves, would you feel up to taking in the Twelfth Night today? The thing doesn't start for 

another hour, so there's plenty of time to dress for it, if you're feeling well enough." 

 

"I'm sure I'm well enough to gain suitable satisfaction from the experience," Jeeves said with a 

slight nod. "If you will excuse me, sir." 

 

"Good show, Jeeves," I said, and helped myself to another brandy 

~~~ 
Notes: This was ruthlessly inspired by Fry and Laurie in this Queen song clip[Bohemian Rhapsody]. It's short, very 

silly and not beta'd, so all errors belong to me. 

~~~

 

 

Gingerbread cookies 
 
125g unsalted butter (approx 3 heaped tablespoons) 

1/3 cup brown sugar 

1/3 cup golden syrup 

1 egg 

2 cups plain flour 

1/3 cup self raising flour 

1 tbsp ground ginger (or more to taste, yum, ginger) 

1 tsp bicarb of soda 

 

• Grease and line trays with baking paper. Preheat the oven to 180ºC 

• Cream sugar, butter and golden syrup 

• Lightly beat egg then blend into mixture 

• Sift flours, ginger and bicarb into the butter mix, adding slowly and blending 

• Mix until a dough forms 

• Line a chopping board with non-stick baking paper and roll dough out to approx 5mm (it can be 

easier if you add another layer of baking paper on top before rolling) 

• Refrigerate for 15 minutes 

• Cut into shapes  

• Bake for approximately 10 minutes or until golden on top. Cool and eat
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"Are you sure this is the 

place?" Dean asked. The 

barn in front of them didn't 

look exactly like the photo 

that Sam had shown him: it 

was a lot older for a start and 

there weren't any horses out 

front.  

 

"Yeah, I think so." Sam 

pointed towards the roof of 

the barn, "see there's the Hex 

sign and over there," 

pointing at the fence in front 

of them, "are the hitching 

posts." 

 

"So you reckon it's going to come tonight then, Sammy?" Dean yelped as Sam thumped him on the 

arm, hard.  

 

"Yeah, I do. The most recent reports suggest that it's been coming every third full moon, for three 

nights, looking for victims. That makes tonight the first night." Dean watched as Sam looked 

around for a place where they could lie in wait. He resisted the urge to smirk when Sam found the 

spot that Dean had picked out as soon as they had arrived. "So do you want to go back into to town, 

or wait here for the next couple of hours?" 

 

"Well, we could play I spy, or we could get coffee. Me, I vote for coffee." Dean swung his arm 

around Sam's shoulder, grinning as he felt Sam try to shrug him off. He turned back towards the car 

and the five-minute trudge through the mud that they had just come through. 

 

*** 

 

It was dark when they returned later that night. The duffle bag swung behind his shoulder, bulging 

with weapons, while Sam trod beside him, shotgun out and ready with salted shells. They settled 

behind the fence on the fallen log that they had spotted on their earlier scout and waited. The moon 

was about to rise. 

 

Dean was about to start playing I spy to pass the time anyway, when they first heard the chill wind 

rising. It was an eerie sound, whistling in the branches and Dean would have been more surprised if 

he wasn't expecting it. As it was the lack of movement in the branches above them was solid 

enough evidence that this was something out of the ordinary. 

 

Sam had already shouldered his shotgun and was aiming towards the gate on the front of the barn. 

Dean had taken position across the track back towards town. Between them they should be able to 

slow down anything that came their way. 

 

Minutes passed and then a mist started to curl out from the barn door. The sound of the wind died 

away and there was a moment of silence. 

 

Then the apparition appeared out of nowhere, no blinding flash and no other sounds to herald its 

arrival. It was just suddenly upon them: a figure with glowing eyes and an antlered helmet, riding a 

large horse, black against the mist. Three dogs circled the feet of the rider and began sniffing the 

air, barking in their direction. 
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Sam's gunshots sounded out into the night air, the bullet hitting the rider in the centre of its head. It 

wasn't a ghost. Dean let off a couple of shots at the dogs before it registered that they weren't 

dissipating, they were continuing to mill around the legs of the horse and its rider.  

 

"Oh, shit." Dean yelped. They weren't prepared for this. And they had drawn its attention. Sam was 

already up and running and as he got to Dean he reached down and pulled him up. 

 

"Come on, Dean, Come on." They had dropped all of their weapons -- none of them would help 

against these creatures -- and began to run.  

 

"Damn it, Sammy. I told you it wasn't going to be a ghost." The path in front of them began to glow 

and then the light flickered out. Slowly two and then four paths emerged from the sudden darkness. 

"Damn. Follow the path. Isn't that what they always say?" Sam was holding onto Dean's shoulder 

pulling him along. 

 

"Does it matter which one?" Dean was trying to avoid looking over his shoulder back at the 

Hunters. They could hear the sounds of animals running and a horn calling others to hunt.  

 

"It always matters," Sam replied. "If we get back to the car we might be safe, it's iron. Or across a 

creek; running water stops them right?" 

 

"With all this mud there has got to be a creek somewhere here." The hounds were getting closer: 

Dean imagined he felt their breath on his neck. "You know the path thing isn't going to help us. Lets 

try the creek."  

 

Sam nodded and they veered into the mud. It was getting deeper and harder to move but the hounds 

had also stopped running and were starting to move slower to search them out. Not being on the 

paths made it harder for the Hunt too. 

 

Dean found the creek first, falling into it and dragging Sam on top of him. It was waist deep at the 

centre and it was cold, even in the middle of summer. The hounds had caught up with them, sniffing 

at the waters edge and then pulling away to return to their master. They listened as the Hunt receded 

into the distance, watching the shadows move through the forest. Neither of them slept. Huddling 

against the trunk of an old oak tree, they waited for the dawn to break. 

 

*** 

 

The next morning they returned to the barn with a better idea of what they needed to do to destroy 

the creatures that had spent the night hunting them. They prised the hex off the top of the barn, 

sprinkling it with salt and burning it with branches from the oak tree that had protected them 

through the night. They traced runes into the door with the ashes and hammered it closed with iron 

nails, trapping whatever dwelt within. 

 

As they drove away, Dean turned and asked Sam: "So, do you ever remember Dad mentioning 

anything about fairies being real? 'Cause I thought it was all demons and shit." 

 

Sam smirked back. 

~~~ 

Beta'd by Obake and Nia7. This is written for the picfor1000 Year 4 Challenge 

~~~. 
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Ever since he carried Sam out of the fire at four years 

old, Dean has always seen it as his job to keep Sam 

protected, and one of his ways of protecting Sam is to 

keep his “game face” on. It appears that it has worked 

very well before Sam went to Stanford, because he was 

probably too young or too much of an angry teenager to 

really see through Dean’s tough guy exterior. Sam 

didn’t even know that Dean carried him out of the 

burning house on that fateful night until Home, and he 

never realised that Dean feels such need to prove 

himself to John because to Sam, Dean is already the 

“perfect son”. 

 

Sam doesn’t question why Dean does the things he 

does: why he stays with the family (because John and 

Sam are all he’s got and sometimes he feels like he is 

barely holding it together), why he hunts (because his 

own family is screwed to hell and he wants to save 

others from the same pain; because it is what makes 

John proud of him). Sam just accepts it as “well, it’s 

Dean” and never thinks any further than that – the way 

younger siblings or children often think when it comes to their parents or older siblings. They just 

are. You take everything about them as given and for granted. 

 

One of the best things about Season 1 is watching Sam slowly discovering all these things that he’s 

failed to notice about Dean before; or at least, things that he has never fully comprehended before. 

In Dead in the Water, when he finds out how much Dean was affected by Mary’s death: 

 

 
Sam’s face here. It’s just - . 

 

In Something Wicked, Sam realises just how different Dean and his childhoods were, and it is 

beyond how they feel about hunting. Dean protects him. Always has and always will, and I don’t 

think Sam realised just how heavy that responsibility is until then. Dean brushes Sam’s apologies 

for giving Dean crap for always following John’s orders aside with an “Oh God, kill me now”, but 

he needs to know that Sam understands now. 
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Sam: I wish I could have that kind of innocence 

Dean hates that touchy-feely, self-help yoga crap, and yet, despite his insistence of “no chick flick 

moments”, there have been quite a few throughout the show. And when Dean does open up and talk 

about his feelings, he often says a lot with a few words: 

  

 
Something Wicked: If it means anything, sometimes I wish you could too. 

 

If there is one defining characteristic for Dean, it would be that he always, always, puts his family 

ahead of himself and suppresses his own needs. We got hints in Skin and Scarecrow that hunting 

might not have always been what Dean wanted to do (“You don’t think I have dreams of my own?”), 

but eventually he decided to take up this lifestyle because his family needed him. Now the 

shapeshifter might have been twisting the facts a little when he said Dean resented Sam for leaving 

when he could not, but I think there is enough truth in it. As much as Dean embraces the hunting 

life, there are aspects of it that he does not necessarily enjoy but accepts anyway, such as the need 

to sever most ties to normal society. Dean does not necessarily want normal, but this is a screwed-

up way of life and he knows it.  

 

Of course, being Dean he never talks about it, and probably does not even think about it too much. 

He looks after Sammy; he puts Sammy first. His own needs are way down the list. At nine years 

old, he was already too comfortable with “shoot first, ask questions later” and had already learned 

the hard lesson that if he disobeys an order from John, Sam could get killed. Nine years old, people. 

He should probably think about how his upbringing and this crushing responsibility has changed his 

life, but he probably also never does. To Dean, “it’s my family” is a strong enough reason for him 

to do just about everything. 

 

But Sam – Dean wants the best for Sam. He doesn’t dwell on “what if”s for himself, but he would 

wish that for Sam. Just sometimes, he wishes that Sam did not have to know about the things in the 

dark, and could have that kind of innocence. And just sometimes, he wishes that Sam could just be 

Joe College -no matter how much he wants the two of them together, hunting evil and being a 

family again: 
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In Skin: “Sorry man...I really wish things could be different you know, I wish you could be...Joe College.” 

 

Sometimes, Dean does not even need words. He is afraid of flying. The plane is going to crash. But, 

Sam is getting on the plane, and there are people in danger: of course Dean has to go too. Game face 

off: 

 
This is love, I tell you. Love. 

 

Side note: how much do I love that Sam is ready to go on a plane that is almost certainly going to 

crash, by himself, in order to save those people? John Winchester is not going to win any Father of 

the Year award, but he sure did something right with them because they are both such heroes, even 

when they don’t even realise it. . 

 

 
Faith: He is dying and has only a “couple weeks” left. The faith healer Roy LeGrang is very much 

Dean’s last hope and he asks Roy to pick someone else. Yeah, that is also because he thinks Roy is 

a fraud, but still. That’s just - . 
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As long as I’m around, nothing bad is going to happen to you 

Dean lies to Sam – and it’s not just about putting itching powder in his underwear. A lot of the time, 

both of them know that it is just what Sam (or Dean) wants to hear. Dean did it throughout season 

1, when he insisted that Sam’s visions are nothing to worry about, though they clearly bothered 

him. I don’t think Sam really believed for a second that Dean was not worried at all, but it isn’t 

only about the visions, it really is about saying “I’m here” and “I’ve got you.” 

 

Which is why it is so hard for Sam to just let Dean be in season 2 when Dean is cutting him off. 

 

 
Sam pours his heart out to Dean about how guilty he feels about John’s death, and Dean just stands 

there. No words of assurance, no acknowledgment, no understanding, too broken himself to offer 

anything to Sam. Oh, boys. 

 

And finally, in Crossroad Blues: 

 
“When you were trapping that demon, you weren't...I mean it was all a trick, right, you never considered 
actually making that deal, right?” 

 
 

I think they both know it's impossible that Dean would not even consider making the deal; it is John 

they are talking about here, after all, but the fact that Dean can’t even lie to Sam to assure him that 

he won’t just sacrifice himself like that must be terrifying for Sam. 

 

Oh, boys. Here, have some candies. Hopefully, it will make you both feel better: 
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House has never been the type of guy to hug 

randomly; if you need to greet or farewell 

someone, there are words you can use for that.  

 

So Wilson was understandably surprised when 

House did just that: randomly hugged. 

 

They were standing six feet from the elevators 

when House landed one hand on his shoulder 

and wrapped the other round his back. Even 

allowing for Wilson's surprise -- and there were 

very few things in the hospital that could have 

surprised him more -- and giving credit for the 

cane digging across his shoulders, it was still 

amazingly awkward. 

 

After a moment, Wilson hugged back. He even 

gave House a manly pat on the shoulder, hoping 

that would signal the end of the clinch. 

 

It didn't. 

 

"Greg?" 

 

"Shut up," House replied, forehead resting on Wilson's shoulder. He didn't sound emotional or 

choked up. Possibly he sounded a little annoyed, but House sounding annoyed was like a golf 

course looking green: it wouldn't be right otherwise. 

 

"Okay." 

 

Wilson patted House's shoulder again and tried to ignore the perplexed expressions of the nursing 

staff. Maybe Cuddy was hiding around a corner. That would explain this. 

 

There was no sight of Cuddy when House -- looking shrewd and amused -- pulled back.  

 

"Let's go to my office," he said, using one arm to press the cane to the floor and keeping the other 

arm around Wilson's shoulders. 

 

It was unnerving. A slight extra weight, adjusting his step for House's slower tripod movements, 

and worst of all was the way passing nurses stared at them. 

 

No, Wilson was wrong. The worst part was House's smirk. Clearly, he considered this top 

entertainment. 

 

But Wilson was a good friend. He could wait until they got inside House's office, until they closed 

the glass door behind them. He wasn't enough of a good friend to wait until House had sat down, 

though. "Okay, what was all that about?" 

 

"I don't know what you mean." House grinned. It was such a dare. 

 

"Have you started hugging everyone in the hallways?" 

 

"Only you." House eased himself into his chair, and then leaned back, propping his feet up on the 
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desk. "And Chase one time, but that was only to watch him squirm." 

 

"Of course it was. But that doesn't answer why you're doing it." 

 

House shrugged. "You didn't ask why." 

 

Wilson fought the urge to roll his eyes. House point-scored on gestures like that. "Then I'm asking 

now. Why did you hug me in the hallway?" 

 

"Because I refuse to let The Man win." 

 

"The Man?" 

 

"In this case," House shrugged again, "Cuddy. We had a slight difference of opinion." 

 

"Uh-huh?" 

 

"She has childishly retaliated by having whatever passes for custodial staff here put a second coat of 

wax on the hall outside my office. Goes all the way up to the elevator." 

 

"And you were hugging me because...?" 

 

"It was fun?" House replied, and this time, Wilson did roll his eyes. House grinned, clearly taking 

his annoyance as a compliment. "It's more fun than falling flat on my ass as the cane goes skidding 

in the other direction. You have an objection?" 

 

"Apart from the way the nurses seem to be wondering if we're dating--" 

 

"Oh, they've always wondered that." 

 

"--and the obvious joy I'd get from watching your ass hit the floor, I'm pretty much okay with it." 

 

"In that case," House said, flicking the TV on, "report for hugging duty in an hour. I need to get 

lunch." 

~~~ 
Written to cheer up Reasearchgrrl 

~~~

Chocolate Fondue 
 
250g dark cooking chocolate 

1/2 cup thickened cream 

flavour eg peppermint, vanilla, orange flavoured liquer 

 

• Melt chocolate and cream using the double-pot method 

(see Shadowships p4) 

• Stir until melted and smooth. 

• Mix in flavouring. 

• Using skewers, serve with fruit pieces  

(like strawberries and bananas and apple) 

and marshmallows. 
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Peter wakes up on the mattress, alone. 

The sheets are crumpled around his 

waist and the light, dulled by the 

frosted panes, is still enough that he 

closes his eyes only to blink a few 

times. Sitting up, he shifts the sheet 

away from his body and reaches down 

for boxers still lying crumpled on the 

floor. He stretches, hands reaching to 

the ceiling, and looks around. His 

body is still worn out from last nights 

exertions and he smiles as he feels the 

stiffness across his back.  

The smell of coffee drifts from the kitchen and he walks, barefoot, across the studio to where a 

kettle sits boiling on the bench. Isaac is at an easel, painting, and he hasn't looked up at Peter's 

approach. Peter wants to reach out and touch the flash of skin that flickers from beneath Isaac's shirt 
with each stroke of the paintbrush. Before last night he couldn't, but now, everything is possible. 

Isaac jumps at his touch, yelping as if he had been pricked by a needle, unexpected and painful. 

Peter would be offended by the reaction but this isn't the first time he's seen Isaac like this: as if the 

existence of anything but the paint and the canvas in front of him wasn't real. He leaves his hand on 

Isaac's hip, calming him as if he were a cat, or a wild beast, and Isaac turns to him smiling.  

"What do you think?" Isaac's asking about the painting, but Peter only sees him.  

"Beautiful."  

Isaac pulls a face and directs his attention with the brush. It's the first painting of Isaac's that he's 
seen that hasn't been prophecy. Or maybe it's a prophecy of a different kind.  

"Is that what I looked like?" he asks. Isaac nods and puts the paintbrush down. He swivels the stool 

and pulls Peter between his knees. A thumb runs under the waistband of his boxer shorts and Peter 

nearly leaps at the ticklishness of the soft touch. Isaac grins and leans over to share a kiss. It's soft 

and slow; lazy like the morning that they've woken up to. Right now there is nothing but each other.  

There's still so much passion left over from the relief and the rightness of their coming together and 

without a word, or even a thought, they follow each other back to the bed. They touch, slipping 

fingers across naked skin and as they kneel, then fall, on the bed, Peter pulls Isaac's shirt off. His 

trousers - spattered with paint - follow, but no underwear. Peter's kind of flattered, or would be if he 

was thinking about it, that the thought of painting him was so necessary, vital, to Isaac that he had 
just grabbed at his clothes and stumbled towards the easel. 

He runs his hand across the bare chest and reaches for Isaac's cock and it's his turn to watch the 

expression on his lover's face. Isaac groans and Peter shifts the pace of his hand, slowly, faster, 

firm. Isaac's nearly coming when he reaches down and stops Peter, hand holding firmly around his 

wrist. Isaac's in control now and he pushes Peter back onto his bed. He reaches for something wet, 

moist and when he can't find anything in grabbing distance, he spits on his fingers. Isaac leans over 

his body, mouthing at Peter's skin until he reaches the root of his body. He's swallowed and licked 

and then penetrated. Isaac's fingers open him in counterpoint to the thick tongue that swipes and 

swallows. He's groaning and crunching and flexing his toes in pleasure. Isaac nearly brings him and 

then he's there, kissing, on top, and inside him. He's hard and full, Isaac's fingers pressing into his 

hips and he moves. They both move. And grunt and groan. He sees stars, and then nothing. He can 
hear and feel Isaac, everywhere and then it's over. They're both hard and tired and sweaty. 

They fall asleep on top of each other and when Peter wakes, this time he's not alone.
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The entire crew of Serenity were busy 

celebrating the festivities at a local bar, this 

one in a better condition and more 

comfortable than most they frequented. This 

time of the year, even the Alliance took the 

day off to celebrate.  

 

Back in the days of Earth That Was, people 

had celebrated the birth of Christ, New Year, 

followed by the Spring Festival. After humans 

had started to colonise other planets, with the 

different seasons and length of year, it just 

seemed pointless to try to keep to the old 

Earth calendars. Somewhere along the line, 

someone had come up with the idea of 

combining the tradition of all three 

celebrations into one big celebration 

Xinshenchun;  New Holy Spring. 

 

When he was still a child, Simon had always 

loved the holidays, especially while his 

grandparents were still alive. It was a time for 

family, friends, not to mention the fact that he 

and River could probably get away with 

murder while their grandmother was around, 

so no one really minded if they just had a few too many sweets and didn't quite get to bed when 

they were supposed to.  

 

Simon took another sip of his drink; whatever it was, it was strong, and tasted much better than the 

mudder's milk on Canton. The Serenity crew had a somewhat private corner of the room to 

themselves, and the drinks were flowing as freely as their credits would allowed. Mal and Jayne 

were trying to out do each other with tales of their exploits, drunkenly re-enacted with bad accents 

and flailing arms and legs. Kaylee and the Shepard were laughing to their hearts' content, with 

River looking at the pair in bemusement like they were merely misbehaving, overgrown children. 

Simon thought she might be right. Wash and Zoe might as well be in a world of their own, sharing a 

comfortable looking chair, whispering and giggling to each other.  

 

The only one absent was Inara. She had been with them earlier, but sometime during the evening, 

she had slipped away without anyone noticing. Simon wasn't really surprised no one noticed, the 

alcohol probably had something to do with it.  

 

Simon cast a glance at River, who was still listening to Jayne's tale with rapt attention, knowing that 

she was safe in their present company. He got up, muttering some excuse about visiting the 

bathroom, and slipped out. He had a feeling that Inara was back on the ship, though he wasn't sure 

why he suddenly felt compelled to find her.  

 

Serenity wasn't docked too far away from the bar. Stumbling a little as he made his way up the steps 

towards Inara's shuttle, Simon realised he might've had a bit more to drink than he'd first thought.  

 

The door to the shuttle was open, with a soft light coming from within. Carefully, Simon knocked, 

he couldn't be sure if anyone was in from where he was standing, but Inara's welcoming "Come in" 

confirmed her presence.  
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Simon found her sitting at her table.  

 

"Simon," she was clearly surprised to see him.  

 

"Uh... hi." Simon was a little surprise to find himself in Inara's shuttle. He hadn't spent much time 

with Inara, at least not alone in a non-medical related capacity. "Just wondering where you 

disappeared to." 

 

"I doubt anyone else had noticed my absence." Her tone was teasing, matching the smile on her 

face.  

 

"Weren't you having a good time?" 

 

"I just wanted to surprise everyone when they get back. Or maybe 'when they sobered up' would be 

a more accurate description." She gestured to the stack of red coloured paper, small dish of ink, and 

brush on the table. Somehow, Simon hadn't noticed them until Inara pointed them out to him.  

 

Something on the papers caught Simon's eyes; he tilted his head to read the upside-down Chinese 

characters. It took him a few seconds to work out what they said. 

 

"Are those chun lian?"  

 

"Yes. I've been trying to come up with one for everyone." 

 

"River and I used to challenge each other every year to see who could come up with the most 

ridiculous and mind-boggling chun lian. Our father used to get upset with us, saying we scared the 

guests." Simon smiled at the memories. "I haven't written any since..." he trailed off, not wanting to 

go down that particular path in his memory.  

 

"Care to join me, then?" Inara offered, ever the observant hostess. She gestured to the seat next to 

her. "Though I have to warn you, I do prefer the more traditional styles."  

 

"Don't think I'm quite coordinated enough right now to hold a brush." Simon admitted, but he sat 

down nonetheless. Up close, he could see that Inara's script was elegant and flowed smoothly. 

Simon's own script had always been more formal, and River's could be anywhere between chicken 

scrawl and scholarly, depending on her mood.  

 

While he was busy studying the writings, Inara had set him up 

with his own small stack of red papers and his own brush and 

ink.  

 

"Everyone's getting a set for their door?" Simon asked.  

 

Inara nodded. "That was the idea. I've already got most of them 

done except for Mal and Jayne." 

 

"Jayne's a hard one. It has to be simple enough for him to 

understand, yet classy enough for it to be called chun lian." 

Simon mused with a grin. 

 

"Well, my dear Dr. Tam, I take that you have something in 

mind?" Inara grinned right back at him.  
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"I think I just might." 

 

Simon grabbed the brush, dipping the delicate writing instrument in the small dish of rich black ink, 

smoothing the tip on the edge of the dish. He carefully lowered the brush onto the paper, his hand as 

steady as when he was performing surgery. The strokes felt more natural to him than he had 

expected, and he finished the last character with a flourish, satisfied that the brushwork didn't look 

half bad, even next to Inara's elegant samples.  

 

Inara started laughing after she had a good look at what he wrote. "Oh, I'd definitely say that's 

Jayne." 

 

Simon carefully put the brush down and blow gently on the papers to dry the ink. He put the two 

sheets of papers aside and turned his attention back to Inara.  

 

"Mal?" 

 

"Every time I think I have him figured out, he goes and does 

something completely unexpected." Inara sigh, looking back 

down at the blank piece of paper before her.  

 

The two of them sat in a comfortable silence for a while before 

Inara finally picked up her brush and started writing.  

 

Seven characters in each line; two lines, two sheets of paper, 

seventeen characters in total.  

 

"Perfect."  

 

"You think so?" Inara asked as she set down her brush, unsure.  

 

Simon nodded. "It's him. And Serenity." 

 

* * * 

 

When the crew of Serenity recovered enough from their hangover the next morning, they each 

found two stripes of red paper on each side of the entrance to their quarters. Kaylee was the first to 

discovered the large bowl of golden-foiled wrapped 'yuanbao' shaped chocolate in the middle of the 

dinning table.  

 

Jayne could be heard yelling "Da fa cai!" to everyone he crossed path with throughout the day until 

Mal threatened to shoot him.  

 

End Notes: 

 

Chunlian is an ancient literary art form that are basically couplets. In normal form, it is called 

duilian which means opposition couplets, where each line in it has to have the same number of 

characters, rhythm, and be related. The term 'chun' means "Spring", hence chunlian can be 

translated as 'spring couplets', which are used during the Chinese Spring festivals aka Chinese New 

Year.  

 

Normal duilian can be about everything, however, chunlian's characteristic is that of the celebration 

of the spring festival. Hence it is written on red paper, red being a symbol of good luck in the 

Chinese culture.  
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The history of duilian and chunlian goes back more than a thousand years in Chinese history, and 

was really popular during the Ming and Qing dynasties. They were carved from wood before the 

practice of writing them on red coloured paper became popular in Ming dynasty.   

 

The red pieces of papers are then put up on both sides of the main door to the house. One line on 

each side, left to right, top to bottom. The purpose of chunlian is not merely decorative, but also a 

symbol to ward off evil and to bring in good luck and good fortune.  

 

Jayne's chunlian reads:  

Hao shi hao jing hao guo nian 

Da ji da li da fa cai 

 

Literal Translation:  

Good times good prosperity good new year 

Big luck big advantage big getting rich. 

 

Mal's chunlian reads: 

Ri yue xing san guang bing zhao  

Tian di ren yi ti tong qing 

 

Literal Translation: 

Sun moon stars three lights shine together 

Haven earth man one body together 

celebrates. 

 

 

Scribewraith's Russian Fudge / ScottishTablet Variation 
Fudge is easy, cause while it's time consuming, there's not much to the recipe. At the same time, 

sugar is tempermental and really likes to burn. Secretly though, it still tastes pretty good when set.  

 

Here are a couple of tips to help it work: 
 Stir it till it boils, then leave it alone. 

 When it's at the first boil, wipe the excess sugar crystals back into the mixture with a small pastry brush 

 If you don't have a thermometer the soft-ball stage can be checked by dropping some of the mixture into a glass of 

water. If you can roll it into a little squishable ball between your fingers then it's at the right stage. Sugar 

thermometers have the stages marked on them. 

 Don't beat the mixture with electric beaters while it's still uber!hot. Metal doesn't really like the shock. 

 Check that the hot plate is turned on. Seriously, it's like a ritual now - Minna has to remind me to check that the 

right hot plates on cause I keep getting it wrong. A more useful tip, however, is to use a very low temperature and 

a thick bottomed pot.  

 

• Mix 
2 2/3 cups caster sugar 

1/2 cup milk 

in a pot, constantly stirring to dissolve the sugar into the milk, on a low heat. Bring this slowly to 
the boil, it usually takes about 20 minutes. Yes, time consuming. 

• Take off the heat, brush in the sugar, and add 
125 grams (approx 3 heaped tablespoons) butter 

200g sweetened condensed milk (approximately half a can) 

1 tablespoon golden syrup 

• Boil uncovered for approximately 30 minutes or until it reaches the soft-ball stage. Using an 

electric stove top, this is where I usually disappear to read fic. Unfortunately, I'd never leave an 

open flame completely unattended: it's unAustralian *grin* This is also a good time to grease 
your tin and line it with baking paper.  

• Take the pot off the heat and leave to cool slightly. The mixture should be a slightly reddish 

caramel colour. 

• Beat the fudge until it starts to thicken and become creamy using electric beaters. 

• Pour the fudge into the tin and when it's cool enough put it in the fridge to set.  

• Cut it into squares or diamonds or even use small cookie cutters to make penguins. 


