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http://www.amazon.com/dp/1530456762 

 

Chucked full with 53 poets and 188 pages, this 8 1/2 x 

11" anthology is loaded with the very best 

contemporary and new artistic voices in poetry today. 

Inside is a combination of Pushcart nominees, 

winners, Best of the Net such as chief editor Michael 

Lee Johnson, Janet Kuypers, A.J. Huffman, Joan 

McNerney, Gary Beck, Joanna M. Weston, Scott 

Thomas Outlar, Peycho Kanev, and coeditor Ken Allan 

Dronsfield and many others. If you do not recognize a 

name now you will after this book captures your 

imagination touches your heart because these poets 

are on the frontline of small contemporary poetry 

press today. This anthology, wonderful covers, 

incredible talent, makes the perfect addition to your 

personal library, coffee table, or given as a special 

gift. Buy now! 

https://servanteofdarkness.blogspot.de/2017/12/up

date-two-trauma-diagnosis-and-therapy.html 
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EDITORIAL 

 

Reviews:  

We would like to receive a few reviews from readers. Specifically over the Poetry.  

If you have time please send to ravencagezine@gmail.com 

 

 

 

Issue 27 

 

The next issue is dedicated to Halloween as I am a Halloween fanatic. For those that do not celebrate 

Halloween this is no reason to not submit. Raven Cage loves your loyalty and your writes.  

 

 

mailto:ravencagezine@gmail.com
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Emotional Poetry 

Geethanjali Dilip 

Luna Ticks Away ( Roseate Sonnet ) 

 

A silver disc pendant I could embellish my ears with, 

Rolling on the dark highways of my imagination blithe, 

So subtly encapsulated in my mind’s pith, 

Sending me streams of thoughts I quill in her enchanting myth. 

 

Quietly she soaks in the whites of my dreamy eyes, 

As she the ballerina serenades pitch black skies, 

My pupils dilating in wonder having sipped a sky slice, 

Inebriated and slurring I talk to her through her lows and highs. 

 

Luna ticks away recognising my every dream, 

Pretending to be mute deaf in a distant seam, 

 

Roving eye silver will you talk to me of endless love, 

Oscillating with the ebb and flow of oceans you tug from above? 

Silently you gather pearls in your pallid lily arms drifting in a gentle light, 

Enthralling Moon of infinite eyes , how lovingly you illuminate this world wrong or right! 

 

© ® Geethanjali Dilip 
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Destinations 

 

Trot gently down the slope my beloved, 

The journey of thoughts downhill slide down too easy, 

The abyss of a down rather deep where the chasm is a void mind, 

There is never a coming back from that adventure, soul of a spark divine, 

 

Gallop with a cadence where poetry clicks in your hooves, 

My feet firmly clasped in the stirrups of a control I’d celebrate, 

For the emptiness is too beautiful from where I stand, 

And the reins grip my hands entwined in promises I keep, 

 

Tread in courage spirit mine, 

For the saddle fits every bend of my mind where a pure river runs, 

Carrying dream eddies quenching every soul’s thirst, 

Strut with confidence oh words that cascade, 

For they are meant to heal and anoint the hurt souls who tumbled too fast. 

 

Stall with gusts as your mane sips liberation oh heart, 

For freedom is way too much responsibility, 

And every strand that flutters your choices, 

When we reach the expansive plains let’s both dance in abandonment thoughtless, mindless, aimless, 

For the journey marks no destinations. 

 

© ® Geethanjali Dilip 
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William T Fearby 
 

Taken too young 

 

Every day I wake up my heart is still filled with pain 

Longing for that special day I will see you once again 

Like a butterfly you fluttered in and out of my life 

When you finally left us it cut just like a knife 

 

You were the one thing that bought joy to everyone 

I never thought I could face my life now that you are gone 

You were like a breath of fresh air on a hot and sticky day 

A part of my heart died with you when you were taken away 

 

You were in your prime of life everything just seemed so right 

You lived your life to the full you were always my shining light 

But just like a candle in the wind, someone snuffed out your flame 

Now all I have is a memory of you and a heart full of shame 

 

Your life was so precious, you were a gift sent from up above 

Nothing was too much for you, you gave us so much love 

You were taken from us much too early, I will never understand why 

Just the thought of losing you really makes me want to cry 

 

I know I will never get over these feelings until the day I die 

Everything means nothing now no matter how hard I try 

One day I know we will be reunited in heaven up above 

And I will never let you go, until then I send you all my love 

 

William T Fearby 09/03/2017 
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Sarala Balachandran 

I WISH !!! 

 

I wish I met you years back 

I wish I confessed my love 

Years back 

I wish you looked into my eyes 

Years back to feel my love 

I wish you loved me 

The way I loved you 

I wish you were 

Close to my heart 

To hear my heartbeats 

To feel me in you 

I wish you confessed 

Your feelings bare 

I wish 

You and me walked 

In the same path 

That divine path 

That blissful path 

That path full of 

Love and care 

 

Copyright  Sarala Balachandran 
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Tissy Taylor 

I Miss You 

 

When the night air stills 

Quiet permeates 

All traces of you 

Time cannot erase 

 

Little reminders 

Seeds of our life spent 

Waves of water high 

Come crushing hell bent 

 

Sorrow lingers near 

Adrift memories 

Pictures I hold dear 

I wish to set free 

 

Longing for what was 

And will never be 

My soul is deluged 

When we became me 

 

Lonely tear escapes 

Revealing my truth 

Betrayed by my heart 

For I still miss you 

 

© Tissy Taylor 
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Hurija Dženet 

Isn't that terrible?! 

 

Forgive me my little 

I haven't been able 

To protect your body and flight 

Through Flower Fields and dreams 

 

The Wings I spread to, recently... 

To hide the nest from the hyenas 

What sharp teeth and claws 

- they choose their weaker prey 

 

Laughter and laughter 

Odliježu at night 

With the jaws of the bone 

And heart 

Spinal Cord. 

Feeding the shame of bloody wedding 

 

In the courtyard of my soul - grave 

Buried my wishes and fruit 

 

From beginning to end short flight 

The body no longer trembles in the cold. 

© Hurija Dženet 

  H. J _ Alma 

 

ZAR TO NIJE STRAŠNO?! 

 

Oprosti mi maleno moje – 

Nisam bila u mogudnosti 

Da zaštitim tvoje tijelo i let 

Kroz cvjetna polja i snove 

 

Krila sam širila do, nedavno... 

Da gnijezdo skrijem od hijena 

Što oštrim zubima i pandžama 

– Biraju sebi slabiji plijen 

 

Smijeh i cerekanje 

odliježu nodu 

Dok čeljustima drobe kosti 

i srču 

– Moždinu 

Hranedi sramotu krvavog pira 

 

U dvorištu duše moje – grob 

Sahranjene moje želje i plod 

 

Od početka do kraja kratak let – 

Ni tijelo više ne drhti na hladnodi. 

h.dž_Alma .. :)> 
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Gothic Poetry 
Allison Grayhurst 

Pendulum 

 

Remove the spies 

from my grief. 

I cannot defend myself 

with such pale armour. 

I cannot tell you it will be eternal, 

this day in which I burn for your soft mouth. 

I cannot say the door is there, 

it is always there. 

I drown kisses on your neck. 

I reach that wave of endless choice, 

returning from episode to episode 

of our unforgettable unions. And then 

the stars seem to stumble around 

the globe, tripping for no reason 

into grave oblivion. Like us, they have  

their secrets and sorrows they cannot  

share. Like us, they glow in the night’s 

pool-deep eye, unanchored 

despite the gravity. 

 

© Allison Grayhurst 
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Sharmila Pupu Mitra 

Gone, Gone Forever 

 

My old favourite, Christabel, 

Sleeps fitfully on the full moon night. 

Diana emerges from clouds 

To weep over Lucrece's plight. 

"Cathy, come home!" 

The waif wanders about, roams 

The wilderness full of shadows. 

The opal moon drifts about, 

Riding the wind-driven clouds. 

It is Ophelia who softly cries 

As her moon white feet hesitate 

Before letting herself into 

The moonlit silver stream. 

The moon can only be an onlooker, 

As lives unravel and scatter like a handful of ashes... 

Gone, gone, gone for ever. 

 

©  Sharmila Pupu Mitra    26 September 2018 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra 

TONIGHT... 

 

Unknown chorus of broken leaves 

I try to remember, 

The song of winds 

Frozen moon 

Alphabet of savage night... 

 

Desire and silent wounds 

Like a river that flows inside the heart 

Wordless suffering 

 

Break me 

The ruins 

Tonight 

I am a memory 

In your eyes 

 

Unknown chorus of wild birds 

Waited for long 

Painfully 

Leave behind 

Voiceless shadow of phantom night 

 

Listen the song of blind wind... 

 

© Asoke Kumar Mitra, Dec 8,2017.Kolkata,India



 General Poetry 

 

 
14 

 

General Poetry 

NGOZI OLIVIA OSUOHA 

CHOSEN 

 

I am grateful 

That you chose me. 

 

Grateful that you are just, 

True, reliable, honest and sincere. 

 

If it were to be bought, 

I could not afford even the least. 

 

But you chose me, 

Freely gave me the talent, 

May I use it honourably 

To your glory and call. 

 

Many are called, 

But few are chosen, 

You called me 

And still chose me. 

 

I am grateful 

Grateful beyond words 

Far beyond gifts, 

Gifts that I cannot offer. 

 

Let this oil run deep 

And anoint the earth, 

Let this talent go wide 

And capture the earth, 

For the giver 

For His sole aim, 

Let it not be a curse 

Rather blessings upon blessings, 

From generations to generations 

World without end, amen. 

 

© NGOZI OLIVIA OSUOHA 
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WORDS ON MY MIRROR (4) 

 

In all areas of life; terms and conditions apply. 

 

The more privileged should not trample on the less privileged because nothing is actually granted. 

 

Without endurance you cannot win, without patience you may go home. 

 

Patterns and results differentiate our visions. 

 

Same game can never be more adventurous. 

 

The burdens we bear for and from weaker shoulders KEEP our faith. 

 

Freedom and Slavery are equal BUT opposite, the former at rest, the latter restless. 

 

The pieces of our peace sum up to war. 

 

Children are the most delicate thing in the world, it takes a wonderful mind to nurture them and a 

hopeful heart to care for them. 

 

A boss can make a mess and a mess can make a boss. 

 

PONDER WONDER YONDER 

 

© NGOZI OLIVIA OSUOHA 

  

Bio: Ngozi Olivia Osuoha is a Nigerian 

poet/writer. She is a graduate of Estate 

Management with experience in banking and 

broadcasting.  

She has published numerous works in Liberia, 

Ghana, India, USA, Canada, Trinidad and 

Tobago, UK, Kenya, Zimbabwe, and others.  

Writing is everything. 

 

 

 



 General Poetry 

 

 
16 

 

 

WORDS ON MY MIRROR (5) 

 

Go for an illiterate. Flee from a FOOL. 

 

Everyone is afraid. Everyone is suspecting everyone. Too bad, everyone. 

 

Many a time, arrogant people are truly empty. 

 

Hail anyone who intelligently foresees and interprets issues. Do not envy him. Never pull him down. It is 

for our good. 

 

We must give all 'for' our children especially the rod. 

 

A proud mind thinks, others are against him even his people. 

 

Flee from anyone who always praises you. 

 

Waiting in every sense is tiresome and unbearable, but actually it ends 'wanting'. 

 

If we learn from each other, we could move on together. 

 

Hunger goes beyond bread and wine. 

 

THINK TWICE 

 

© NGOZI OLIVIA OSUOHA 
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THE GIRL CHILD (2) 

 

Yes, she is just a child 

Left; she grows wild, 

Nurtured; she becomes great 

Though with much sweat, 

Maltreated; she gets shrunk 

Unguarded; she gets sunk, 

This is the time to act 

Let us make a huge impact. 

 

Today, she is zero 

Sure, she must be a hero, 

Guide her through teen 

Help her become Queen, 

Give her the instruction 

And avert her destruction, 

Otherwise we all shall regret 

If we lose this golden target. 

 

Pick her from the garbage 

And stand her on the stage, 

Teach her to read and write 

And make her; attraction site, 

Take her to her Creator 

He will make her an author, 

Help her with breakfast 

Encourage her to be steadfast. 

 

THE GIRL CHILD CAN CHANGE THE WORLD 

YES SHE CAN! 

 

© NGOZI OLIVIA OSUOHA 
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Author Renee’ Drummond-Brown 

I HATE TREES 

 

I despise ‘dem Southern trees. 

But-love, on the black bodies 

they ‘swang, 

to and fro~~~ 

Well 

what do you know? 

 

The noose knows 

the rise and fall 

of ole 

Jim crows absurd laws. 

 

Racism can never be explained away. 

Its prejudices are here to stay. 

Yes. Forever ‘anna day; 

come what may. 

 

Chemistry 101: 

Them trees that ‘swang my ‘chillins, 

produces 260 lbs. 

of oxygen 

you see. 

 

Two mature trees 

provide enough oxygen to ‘swang 

my whole family. 

‘FO FREE. 

Until, 

“WE CAN’T BREATHE.” 

Cutting off 

“ALL” oxygen 

from 

Thee. 

 

I HATE PICNICS 

AND 

I HATE 

THEM 

SOUTHERN TREES! 

But then again 

Christ died on one. 
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“JUST” 

for me. 

 

©  Author Renee’ Drummond-Brown 

Dedicated to: “I can’t breathe.” 

 

A B.A.D. RocDeeRay Production 

 

Other books by Renee’ Drummond-Brown: 

~Tried, Tested and True Poets from Across the Globe 

~A B.A.D. Poem 

~The Power of the Pen 

~SOLD: TO THE HIGHEST BIDDER 

~Renee’s Poems with Wings are Words in Flight-I’ll Write Our Wrongs 

And 

~e-Book: Renee’s Poems with Wings are Words in Flight 

 

No part of this poem may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means 

without written permission from the author. All Rights Reserved AuthorHouse Publications@ January 

30, 2017.Revised September 26, 2018. 
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Double Agent 

 

Married with kids. 

Suburban house. 

Picket fence. 

Trees ‘anna dog. 

All his needs were met. 

And I do mean, ALL. 

 

She washes, cleans and cooks. 

Making sure 

Bills are met. 

And his house is well-tidy. Set. 

Candlelight. 

Just perfect 

for still romantic nights. 

 

But 

again, he works overtime. 

Every-Single-Night. 

THAT 

secretary’s right there. 

Right by his side, 

tangled in a web of lies. 

You Bet. 

 

She even reports his whereabouts 

to the naive wife’s net. 

Emailing their situation 

minute by minute; 

second by sec. 

Ms. secretary even buys 

his kids bikes. And presents for his naïve wife. 

 

But… 

THIS one particular night… 

Mrs. Naive took a ride 

in a state of Armed Forced conflict 

between her morals and her need to fight 

in paramilitary fatigues. 

“Somebody” was getting taking out! THAT NIGHT! 

(AND I KNOW THAT’S RIGHT!) 

The closer she got 

her tension began to rise. 

Violence, aggression and destruction 
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was characterized by extreme lows and hateful highs. 

Mercies? 

She saw ABSOLUTELY none in line with her sights! 

 

Walking in with her gun. 

Ready. 

Aimed. 

Fired-up! 

Seeing red! 

Trigger to the touch! Who knew? 

A double agent should never play war games 

with 

A NAÏVE FOOL! 

 

© Author Renee’ Drummond-Brown 

  

I, Renee‟ B. Drummond-Brown, am the wife of Cardell Nino Brown Sr. and from our union 
came Cardell Jr., Renee and Raven Brown. I am the offspring of Mr. and Mrs. Peter C. 
Drummond of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. My siblings are Delbert D. Drummond and the late 
Pastor Shawn C. Drummond. I was born in North Carolina, at Camp Lejeune US Naval 
Hospital. I am a graduate of Geneva College of Pennsylvania, and my love for creative 
writing is undoubtedly displayed through my very unique style of poetry, which is viewed 
globally. My poetry is inspired by God and Dr. Maya Angelou. Because of them I pledge 
this: “Still I write, I write, and I‟ll write!”  
 
“Renee‟s Poems with Wings are Words in Flight” is flown across the seas by God‟s raven. 
There are several Scriptures that I love; however, this one speaks volumes during this 
„season‟: “And he sent forth a raven, which went forth to and fro, until the waters were 
dried up from off the earth.” (Genesis 8:7 KJV) 
Her work is viewed on a global scale and solidifies her as a force to be reckoned with in the literary 
world of poetry.  
Renee‟ is inspired by non-other than Dr. Maya Angelou, and because of her, Renee‟ posits,  
“Still I write, I write, and I‟ll write!”  
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Bio:  

Allison Grayhurst is a member of the League of 

Canadian Poets. Four of her poems were nominated 

for “Best of the Net” in 2015/2018, and one eight-part 

story-poem was nominated for “Best of the Net” in 

2017. She has over 1200 poems published in more 

than 475 international journals and anthologies. In 

2018, her book Sight at Zero, was listed #34 on CBC’s 

“Your Ultimate Canadian Poetry List”. 

 

Her book Somewhere Falling was published by Beach 

Holme Publishers, a Porcepic Book, in Vancouver in 

1995. Since then she has published sixteen other books 

of poetry and six collections with Edge Unlimited 

Publishing. Prior to the publication of Somewhere 

Falling she had a poetry book published, Common 

Dream, and four chapbooks published by The 

Plowman. Her poetry chapbook The River is Blind was 

published by Ottawa publisher above/ground press 

December 2012. In 2014 her chapbook Surrogate 

Dharma was published by Kind of a Hurricane Press, 

Barometric Pressures Author Series. In 2015, her book 

No Raft – No Ocean was published by Scars 

Publications. More recently, her book Make the Wind 

was published in 2016 by Scars Publications. As well, 

her book Trial and Witness – selected poems, was 

published in 2016 by Creative Talents Unleashed (CTU 

Publishing Group). She is a vegan. She lives in Toronto 

with her family. She also sculpts, working with clay; 

www.allisongrayhurst.com 

Allison Grayhurst 

Daughter of the Streets 

 

 

She has no 

light but 

that of effervescent clouds. 

 

She has her days 

in doorways, sleeping 

on abandoned stairs, 

folding her arms  

in laughter. 

 

She has a man in her mind, 

but cannot remember his 

name, cannot bear the cold 

stares of animals who watch 

from distant trees. 

 

She has many dimensions 

in her bones and in her pain, 

has not reached her final year 

though time has lost its pace 

in her blood, though fire and milk 

leave her with equal indifference, 

and her memory is an ancient tongue 

in need of translation. 

 

© Allison Grayhurst 
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Rajashree Mohapatra 

HARMONY ...THE ESSENCE OF HUMANITY 

 
Boundary line we decide 
 
Separating the hearts 
 
Tearing them apart 
 
Shattering the dreams of lovely birds. 
 
= = = 
 
We raise walls of barbed wire 
 
Demarcating the limits of our hearts 
 
Can we rise above 
 
Sit upon a dark floating cloud 
 
Search for the lines we carved out 
 
That left millions with war wounds. 
 
= = = 
 
No lines really exist 
 
To divide human beings 
 
On cast colour creed 
 
Race sex and the language we speak. 
 
= = = 
 
Let's go beyond ... 
 
To see the joy of tears 
 
In the land of no fears 
 
We sing the song of harmony 
 
That is the essence of humanity. 
 
© Rajashree Mohapatra 2018  All Rights Reserved by Poet 
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Dr.Sailabala Dash 

And the Nero is back..... 

 

Oh! Yes, right you heard all my dear. 

Not the hero, but the Nero is here. 

The famous Roman emperor Nero is again back. 

With is playful guitar on his back pack. 

Now the civilization is burning, ignited with inhumane horrific terrorism. 

The guitar strands do reverbate with seventh symphony of Beethoven ism. 

The moon light Sonata does cry. 

With all the negative isms and vibes do comply. 

The sonata is not heard, it seems as the cry of the war . 

The cry for food, thirst,for peace and for ceasefire. 

Everywhere there's war, somewhere it's cold, somewhere it's with gun and fire. 

All war ends in murder of peace and bliss,human's ultimate desire. 

Nero ,the emperor is still busy with his merriment. 

Whether there's war or no war , ceasefire nothing can 

influence his retirement. 

Nero is back with all his amazing amusing muse. 

If bread is not available, let 

The cakes be baked and let it be in profuse use. 

The humanity is on the verge of getting off,fused,not too amused and sweating too profuse. 

The civilization is burning with the globe is getting too warm. 

Still Nero is playing his music, oblivion of the world's ruined charm. 

C/R reserved. 

Dr.Sailabala Dash Dt:25.09.18
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Romance 

Allison Grayhurst 
 

Once and Forever 

 

 

 Love pulls the ghost into being, 

 

the burnt-heart into the shade 

 

and comforts and forgives and bears 

 

all wounds with blinding devotion 

 

to transform. 

 

 Love is the ledge  

 

where the starling sits, praising  

 

the twilight's fall. 

 

 Love is the enemy unmasked  

 

of its endless destruction, the topless 

 

flowers that sound no blame into 

 

the wind. 

  

 Love has no ruin, but hails and  

 

hails to every heart,  

 

delivering. 

 

 

© Allison Grayhurst 
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You Shaped My Song, Then Left 

 

 

Voyaging down beside worm through  

the abscess of earth to hold  

a gem stone 

sinking. 

 

My roots have been seized 

by their rival the wind, 

unable to alter the atmosphere. 

 

My love leans between 

opposing worlds, wanting  

to erect hope where hope 

can no longer sustain. 

 

This place of uncommon intensity, 

a place a little closer to the window  

where my thoughts can rest on only  

the setting sun and you. 

 

© Allison Grayhurst 
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A Day To Recognize 

 

Fields of 

mystics invading 

my mind. 

My womb is full 

of mercy’s fine touch. Ideals 

call and create 

gusts of sobs. Sombre 

smooth skin 

and smoke 

spiraling into 

the air. 

Sudden glory, 

swift as  

a dagger  

and then 

nothing at 

all. My 

tongue is 

curled into 

a knot – 

What is 

the point 

of speaking? 

I hold  

my mouth 

in the  

stance of  

song. I see 

waves  

in the sky 

brushed by a wink  

of 

silver-spliced  

caresses. 

 

© Allison Grayhurst 
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Doran Hutchinson 

Love is Addiction 

 

I see innuendos 

in a smile 

hear the crescendos 

in your eyes 

 

Feed from the cave 

I've hollowed inside 

swallow your grave 

to make it mine 

 

For there are never 

open windows 

in a disguise 

 

Love enters the tomb 

of my affliction 

carrying with her 

all her renditions 

all her wounds 

that feed my addiction 

 

Never wanted to see 

how I hurt you 

couldn't believe 

I should even feel alive 

 

A man of silence 

held by my pride 

outside my box 

you're not my type 

 

If my curse is caring 

still left you staring 

at the hype 

 

Like i hate my myself 

when I decide 

Just... 

one more time 

 

If I can't use you 

I'll use 
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someone else 

 

Or something 

 

I'm sorry 

I can't ever reconnect 

to this world 

 

Which addiction 

carries me farther 

fear of death or trust 

 

The bottle 

or the lust 

a pill 

that bought a crush 

 

Either way 

it blocks the shame 

of ever knowing 

if your body aches 

hopefully for me 

or at least 

a prescription 

 

In eyes like mine 

reason hides 

its conviction 

convinced it's my time 

again 

to feel divine 

 

Still sorry 

as I climb back up 

from the bottom 

of this sky 

 

Still mesmerized 

within you 

feeling the sickness 

without your eyes 

 

Doran Hutchinson©2018 
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Micro / Haiku Poetry 

Judson G. DeRouen 

Near The Swamp 

 

the cheerful old SUN declines 

creating nostalgic shadows 

that bleed 

towards the dead swamp awaking the night 

 

Silence fills my hungry ears 

 

Then the haunting sounds of the swamp 

Develop 

 

©  Judson G. DeRouen 

 

 

 

 

Doug Donnan 

“The Music of the Rain” 

 

(‘No Intermissions’)  

 

by Doug Donnan 

 

Such a repetitive tempo, it does now play 

Notes the same no intermission no delay 

 

The rain hasn't an orchestra or conductor 

No pattern nor any schedule, night or day. 

 

End 
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Dark/  Horror PoetrY 

Jerry Langdon 

Child of Misery 

 

Are you cold? 

Are you losing hold? 

My child of misery, 

Come to my nursery. 

You pitied fool 

Really make me drool 

Tender flesh; sirloin steak 

But it's soul I'll take 

Make you wet the bed 

Dwell the shadows and in your head 

I'll haunt you until you sleep 

Ensure that you weep 

I am drear, I am dread 

Make you fear 'til you're dead 

Do you shiver; Do you shake? 

Twisted mind about to break? 

I will sing you a nightmare. 

Will nibble upon your hair, 

Which from the covers peeks. 

Your toes; Under sheets sneaks. 

Will creek along the floor. 

Will scratch upon the door. 

Will rob your breath, 

Want your death. 

Enter my endlessness 

For I am darkness 

I am host to fear 

I am gloom, I am drear. 

Dearest child of misery 

Welcome to my nursery. 

 

© Jerry Langdon 2015 
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Skip Beat (Oh So Gently Pounds The Dead Rain) 

 

Cold shadows creep up my spine. 

The hairs on my neck are alive. 

I feel the breath of night 

Crawl like a thousand mites 

O'er my awakened skin, 

As my bravery grows thin. 

Unspied eyes gloating at me. 

Feeding on the fear they see. 

Terror devours my immortal essence. 

Horror grows into existence. 

The tapping of dead rain dripping 

Becomes the pounding of stygian drums. 

I feel them as they are stripping 

Me of my soul; as my body numbs. 

Falling, I am falling into the night. 

Searching, desperately searching for the light. 

'Til my heart beats once more. 

Like an angry mob pounding on my door. 

Trying to escape the cage 

Of my ribs in maddening rage. 

© Jerry Langdon 2018
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A Garden Of Inspiration 

 

Angela Gurung 

Blades of grass 

 

Feel between your fingers, 

like luscious green blades of grass. 

See not just with your eyes, 

above is all but heavens expansive sky. 

These moments transient, 

but still are all that lies. 

 

Hear with your ears, 

so many sounds overhead birds singing. 

Jubilant sweet reverie wings set free, 

all connected to this earth that surround. 

The ground beneath our feet waiting to greet. 

 

See with open eyes, 

like a landscape colours hues tones. 

Ever changing nature in rhythmic flow, 

in tune with the seasons that come then go. 

Trees bending their boughs, 

wind between leaves. 

 

Inhale the fresh air, 

clean refreshing easing all cares. 

Take a moment to notice be present, 

in all of earth's creation. 

Rooted underground to grow in abundance. 

 

As blades of grass beautifully surround. 

 

Angela Gurung ©2018 
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Flash Fiction / Short Stories 

Susan Guest 

The Porch 

 

She sits quiet as death before the rain splattered windows, staring, watching the rough 

waves leaping and crashing, running, as in fear, toward the wind-blown beach. Her 

thoughts are like the party game "Jinga", pieces strewn about her mind's floor, begging 

to be picked up and fit into a specific place that will keep everything balanced and 

stable. But, she is having a great deal of trouble, because some of those pieces are too 

bizarre, too outrageous, and too unacceptable to fit, even into a game of the 

imagination.  

 

Sixty years have passed....passed so quickly that it is hard to imagine such a span of days 

gone from her. So many of them, she had spent tamping down the images that, tonight, 

keep flaring up before her weary eyes. How many nights had she lain awake in bed-

wetting terror, waiting for it to return, knowing it was coming, listening for it, watching 

for it, the fear of it filling the room with so much dread, it coated and dripped from all 

the surfaces, smothering all hope of escape, pulling the very floor from under her, and 

tossing her into the empty abyss, just as the thrashing sea, flung itself this night upon 

the sand, a frightful body, impaling itself, its very blood consuming all beneath it, pulling 

it back to the depths. 

 

For a moment, a vision of her 6 year old self and her bedroom swims before her 

unfocused eyes. She can see it, the very linoleum tile she used to walk. How is it that 

here and now, it is beneath her once more, off white and ivory, with tiny flecks of gold, 

warmed by the convection heating coils in the floor? Raising her head from its resting 

place against the back of the rocking chair, her vision moves toward the pale yellow vinyl 

wallpaper she did so love as a child, though the porch is Oak paneled. Now she sees the 

book cases with glass fronts, the gold-veined mirrors on the closet doors, the large 

south-facing windows, the window seat, her many books, puzzles and toys.....how she 

loved that room, once, once long ago....before the first visit. 

 

The house was built in such a manner and shape, as to position her room in a way that 

allowed her a bit of snooping, of eavesdropping on her parents. She could stand at her 

window, on evenings when she was supposed to be asleep, and see them through the 

living room picture window. If the windows were open, she could catch a bit of 

conversation, a sharp word, or an off-colored joke not appropriate for a 6 year old. She 

loved being up late, moving about her room, listening and watching.....but then..........! 

 

Lightning streaked the sky in front of her remembering eyes, illuminating the boiling, 

black billowing clouds that had piled up over the ocean in the past couple hours. The 

bolts snaked, with vein-like fingers, across the expanse before her, followed quickly by 

eruptive booms, like a volcano blowing its top. The crash of it, forceful enough to shake 
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the porch windows, cracking one in two places, the very course of the cracks replicated 

the lightning’s pattern. The drumming began, as pounding, pelting rain beat down in an 

unbelievable deluge. Startled out of her reverie, she rose to check the louvered windows 

on the porch for leaks, rolling them down to fight off the rain yet allow the breeze, she 

left them open a few inches, then returned to her chair, and her thoughts. 

 

So many years she had kept it locked up, avoiding the leprous reliving of that first night, 

and all the subsequent nights that followed. She had buried the pictures of it, swallowed 

the fear of it, and kept it at bay, successfully, for so long. She knew, if she allowed it to 

surface, there was the certainty all would begin again, and she knew she would not be 

able to withstand a repeat of those terrors, at this point in her life. But, this night, this 

very night, she also knew it was coming out. She was to be forced to sit, and watch, as 

the cage bars were lifted, and it stepped out into the light.  

 

Bile began to rise in her throat, leaving a nasty taste in her mouth. Her hands began to 

shake, like a palsy victim, and she felt sweat running down her sides. It was then she 

began to see it.....the fear she had seen so many times, the fear she had watched move 

through the quiet, dark hallways of her home, always to her room. It was here, this 

night, now, spreading itself upon the surfaces of the porch, breathing a film of darkness 

over the porch light.....it had arrived. 

 

As the storm intensified, the thunder shook the house, the lightning lit the sky, the sea 

writhed in powerful, hungry, biting waves, as she rose and turned toward the interior, to 

watch, to wait. The wait took mere seconds, for the shadow 

was already moving across her field of vision, the sound of its weight, sliding across the 

floor, closer....closer..closer. The old, familiar heaviness in her legs greeted her with sad 

recognition; her mind began to unhinge, to swing wide open, 

and she knew what she had feared all those many year, was now, coming to pay another 

visit. 

 

No one had a clue as to where she had gone, or what had become of her. Neighbors, 

coming to check on her after the storm, found her house locked. No family to call, so 

police were notified and, when they forced the door, they found nothing. Small lamps 

were lit, the house was neat and tidy, the drapes all pulled, In his report, the 

investigating Detective stated: 

 

"There seems to be no evidence of break-in or vandalism. Nothing seems out of place. 

There is no evidence a crime has been committed here. No fingerprints were found 

other than the ones identified as the missing person's from her banking files. Dogs have 

found no evidence of blood. It would appear she left and locked the house behind her. " 

 

Note: "The only door unlocked was the door between the main house and the attached 

porch. It was open, the louvered windows were open a few inches but not enough to 

admit a person. Screens were all in place, but appeared melted in places. Oddly, every 

window, approximately 20, was cracked with jagged breaks in the glass, though each 

piece was still in place, and despite the lit lamps the porch was extremely dark. A 
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dressing gown lay on the floor, partially covering a pair of slippers, and a rocking chair, 

covered in sand, sat before the windows, an open book on the floor before it. The porch 

smelled heavily of fish and seaweed, but being this close to the ocean edge and the 

windows left ajar, that would explain it. Case will remain open for present and 

detectives will continue to attempt to ascertain this person's whereabouts." 

 

The sheriff's department car pulled out of the driveway, turning left at the corner and 

heading back into town. He had left the few lights burning, in case the woman returned, 

she would not return to a dark house  and, also, to discourage any stranger passing by 

from thinking the house empty. The sound of the sheriff's car slowly faded, to mix with 

the now gentle roll of the breakers hitting the beach. A sea gull, caught in the wind that 

was rising, cried once............. 

just as the lights in the house all went out...........and the rocking chair began a slow 

creak, rocking back and forth, sand shifting from its seat, the open book closed quietly, 

and all was still. 

 

© Susan Guest . All Rights Reserved 
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Guy Anthony De Marco 

 The Owl 

 

 

Something moves close by when you think you're alone except for the occasional 

mouse. Looking up from a tattered copy of Writers Digest from 1989, you see an owl. 

Normally this would be a minor thrill if you were out camping or watching a drive-in 

movie, but the owl is in your bathroom while you're going number two. 

The owl sits there and watches you, its giant eyeballs lit up all orangey-yellow with tiny 

pinpricks for the pupils. The light fixture has a couple of hundred-watt daylight bulbs 

when it should have a pair of forties, far too much for a small room covered in white tile. 

"Hello," says the owl in a weird accent, like a teakettle with a lisp trying to talk in Gaelic. 

At least that's what you think it sounds like, even though you don't know anyone with a 

lisp, hate tea, and have never heard a word of Gaelic since you were born in Hoboken, 

New Jersey in the eighties. The words rattle around the bathroom, bouncing off the 

walls until it blends with the sound of the bathtub faucet's steady dripping. 

That's when you fully comprehend that you understood what the owl spoke. You've 

heard from a lot of folks that animals can communicate if you listen properly. Maybe 

listen properly means you have to be concentrating on something else and the words 

slip through your brain filters that change the sounds to owl-noises. Sometimes you're 

slow like that when it comes to both pooping and maintaining situational awareness. It's 

fine, mom loved you more than your older brother despite your slowness on the uptake. 

"Who are you?" you finally manage to blurt at the talking owl. 

The owl cocks one feathery eyebrow at you. "Goodness gracious, I hate that joke. I'm an 

owl. I don't say 'who' unless I'm trying to lure a feathery seductress to my nest or if it's 

part of an interrogative." 

You look confused. 

"An interrogative is a grammatical form for standard questions." 

You no longer look confused. "Why is an owl in my bathroom? Can all owls speak English 

clearly? How many licks does it take to get to the center of a Tootsie pop?" 

Owl puffs out its feathers and flutters from the towel rack by the door to the chipped 

porcelain pedestal sink. Stretching its neck so it can get a clear view in the mirror, it 

replies, "Most owls are polyglots, and it takes three licks." 

The confused look returns. 

"We speak multiple languages fluently if you bother to listen." 

The confused look vanishes. 

Owl picks up your Gillette razor and scrapes it under its wing where armpit hair would 

be on a human. "I hate molting feathers, they make me itch. Humans make such useful 

gadgets." 

You politely refrain from continuing your planned bodily function until the owl is fluff-

free. 

"I'm here to ask you to stop doing something," the owl says as it rinses off the razor and 

sets it back next to the pressed-together slivers of soaps you use to wash your hands. 

"You have a mouse problem, in case you haven't noticed." 
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You're embarrassed and are about to deny the rude owl's statement when three fat 

mice hop on top of the toilet roll and begin arguing whether the roll should unroll next 

to the wall or away from the wall. Squeaky voices, you hate them. Hate, hate, hate 

them. 

"The owl population of your apartment has elected me to request that you stop putting 

mouse poison out in your kitchen. The squirrels under your bed get sick, the raccoons in 

your attic get stoned and act like idiots, and it can kill owls." 

You're not sure what to say, so as you release some of the pressure from your bottom 

end, the commode tunes the gas into a B-flatulent monotone tuba solo. 

Owl gives you a disgusted look. "You like owls, right?" 

You do, you think to yourself, even though you never got your letter from Hogwarts. 

"Yeah." 

"We'll take care of your mice from our new home in your spare bedroom closet. Deal?" 

You realize you're actually really pissed that the stupid owls lost your Hogwarts letter, 

and would say no if your hatred of mice in your underwear drawer and eating all of your 

toilet paper were even slightly less than it was. "Okay, but can you find out where my 

Hogwarts letter went?" 

The owl, quick as a wink, snagged all three frolicking mice from their argument about 

how a roll of toilet paper should be installed on the roller. You listen as Owl crams the 

fattest one into its beak whole and realize the mouse is squeaking curse words in 

French. When the mouse shuts up and slides down the gullet, Owl turns just its head to 

you and replies "What are you, an idiot? That's fiction. Like Uncle Vernon said in the first 

book of the series, there's no such thing as magic." 

 

© Guy Anthony De Marco 
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Meg Smith 

Straw Demons 

 

Two witches lived in the village of Blackburn. They were not friends. 

 

As far back as anyone could remember, the two witches’ families had been rivals for the 

modest but reliable business of the townsfolk. 

 

The witches were known respectively as Old Prember and Old Thistle. 

 

Their legal names were, Elizabeth Housewell and Abigail Chamber. 

 

But by Prember and Thistle, they went. 

 

Their village was poor. 

 

The people who came to them sometimes brought eggs, oatmeal or cloth if they had no 

coins.  

 

Old Prember and Old Thistle preferred money when they could get it, but they were also 

realistic about their customers’ ability to pay. They had both grown up in that village. 

 

Both presided over households accustomed to a meager living. 

 

Prember had a teenage grandson, Christopher, who lived with her. His parents gave him 

over to her saying he was to help her. They did not like him.  

 

Christopher knew only the slightest about the magical arts. His grandmother gave him 

little training in it. Instead, he was set to work, with his young, able body, chopping 

wood and hauling produce to market for their neighbors, to earn extra income. 

 

Thistle had a granddaughter, Anne, whom she raised after Anne’’s mother, Thistle’s 

daughter, Kathen, died having her. Losing a daughter to childbirth was a tragedy, and an 

embarrassment. 

 

For a while, it caused people to question her ability. Wasn’t she supposed to be able to 

put a stop to that? 

 

Thistle came up with an answer that bore no argument: God wanted her daughter in 

heaven, and there she could look upon them and pray for them.  

 

No one thought to defy it, and the whispering stopped. Even the most gifted practitioner 

could be vetoed by God’s will. 

 



Flash Fiction / Short Stories 

 

 
42 

 

One day, a neighbor, Agnes Bent, came to her with a small clutch of eggs and a request 

for help sorting out her two high-spirited grandsons, whom she was raising after their 

parents died in a fire. 

 

Agnes was one of Thistle’s most faithful customers. However, she was a great gossip, 

always carrying stories that were entertaining if not completely based in fact. 

 

Thistle enjoyed her stories as a respite from the day’s routine. But on this day, Agnes 

glanced out the door at Anne, playing by herself with some sticks. 

 

Thistle drew in a long breath as she set down two cups of water for them at the rickety 

wooden table. 

 

Agnes said, her voice falling, lower: “Has it ever occurred to you how that poor child’s 

mother died -- may she rest in God’s peace?” 

 

Without waiting for an answer, Agnes said: “I often wonder about her. That Prember.” 

 

“She did not attend upon the birth,” Thistle said.  

 

Thistle sent Agnes home with a dried wild flower mix, to brew in a tea and give her 

grandsons to drink. It would calm them down, for now. Thistle expected in a few years 

they would end up in the gaol for stealing sheep, or chickens. 

 

The fact was that Thistle had wondered about her daughter’s death in child bed. It was 

sadly common, although the right midwife could help a mother and baby through some 

troubled deliveries. 

 

Thistle could have accused Prember, and, depending on the judge and his prejudice 

against women’s arts, could have at least compelled a hefty fine, if not imprisonment or 

banishment. 

 

But, ever pragmatic, Thistle had decided that this was as good as admitting that 

Prember’s magic was more powerful than hers. And that she had not the skill to block it. 

 

Thistle thought Anne showed much promise, even if she was a serious, mirthless child. 

 

Neither household had adult males. 

 

Prember and Thistle carried on in an air of indifference. They eked out a livelihood, 

maintaining modest homes on their scratches of earth. 

 

 

Still, when Prember and Thistle saw each other out and about, they stayed on opposite 

sides of the road, and did not even exchange pleasantries. It was as if merely saying 

“good afternoon” might allow an opening for stealing  precious business secrets. 
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The townsfolk, to keep the peace, decided by informal consensus that each witch 

specialized in particular abilities. 

 

 For childbirth difficulties or settling a family squabble, Prember was the one to consult. 

It was not lost on Thistle that her rival was getting the childbirth customers. Although no 

one argued with God’s will, she was sure her daughter’s passing was to blame. 

 

For giving pain-relieving tonics to those facing death, or those in the throes of an 

enfeebled mind or illness of the soul, Thistle was the best choice. Thistle did not like 

being associated so much with death, but she was pragmatic about her income. 

 

*** 

 

Before King James took the throne, while the Tudors reigned, charging someone with 

witchcraft was not unheard of, but nor was it common. 

 

It was different for heretics -- that is, preaching contrary to church doctrine. 

 

 What consisted of contrary doctrine depended on who was ruling. 

 

Over time, the places of execution -- whether by hanging, burning or beheading -- 

hosted the deaths of both Protestants and Catholics, and occasionally the member of a 

remote sect. 

 

Little of this touched Blackburn, removed from the vagaries of religious conflict, and 

consumed mainly with surviving. 

 

But that was about to change. 

 

*** 

 

As a young child, King James was spirited away from his Catholic mother and raised by  

tutors in the Scottish Presbyterian kirk.  

 

His tutors stressed that witches did all manner of terrible things. As did Catholics. They 

both devoured human flesh. They both stole bodies from graves for parts for their 

enchantments. 

 

They took him inside a derelict Catholic church. Seeing  the emaciated Christ upon the 

cross, it made sense what he was being told. 

 

As an adult, he succeeded his cousin, Elizabeth.  

 

His ship nearly sank, with him and his bride aboard it. He was convinced that witches 

were responsible, or Catholics, or both. Who was to say they weren’t colluding. 
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His Catholic mother Mary had tried to steal the throne, and was beheaded. He distanced 

himself from her memory -- as Elizabeth had distanced herself from the memory of her 

own, disgraced mother, Anne Boleyn. 

 

The past held no promise. Only the future. And the king, with a strong sense of moral 

authority set out to impress that moral authority upon his strange new kingdom. 

 

*** 

 

News came to Blackburn. A new justice had been appointed at the Lancaster court. That 

was where most criminal or civil cases of any consequence came. 

 

Rarely did Blackburn villagers find themselves there. The poor were expected out to sort 

out their difference and not take up the court’s precious energies. 

 

All the same, it made people uneasy. 

 

Thistle and Prember passed each other in the square. Briefly, their eyes met, and each 

saw apprehension in the other’s gaze.  

 

*** 

 

The new magistrate’s name was John Tanner.  

 

He had apprenticed under the ambitious justice, Roger Noell. 

Noell had recently found that amwealthy, land-owning family had been hiding two 

priests. The priests, the heads of the family and a neighbor whose involvement was 

questionable, were all tried, convicted and hanged The family’s valuable estate was 

confiscated to enrich the king’s treasury. 

 

The victory emboldened Noell, and he tutored his apprentices in his manner, and 

method. 

 

Tanner knew that to keep his hard-won position, he would have to do more than 

examine old women for suspicious moles or hand out petty fines for love potions. 

 

He needed more than anecdotes of talking cows or walking columns of fire. 

 

There were enemies, real ones. Such as Guy Fawkes, who had nearly blown the king to 

pieces along with Parliament. He, John Tanner, would find them, and administer to them 

the unreserved judgement of the realm. 

 

*** 
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One day, Thistle’s granddaughter, Anne, was out in the meadow gathering wild flowers. 

Her grandmother had taught her which ones to pick.  

 

The work was tedious, and the sun shone  hotly. 

 

She adjusted her head kerchief. The meadow grass reached nearly to her waist. The 

ground was soft and muddy under her feet. 

 

The grass rustled behind her. She turned. It was Christopher. Prember’s grandson. 

 

Her grandmother had warned her to stay away from him. Her grandmother harbored 

the worst fears about the boy, but found them difficult to articulate to her 

granddaughter. 

 

Anne turned away, and trudged on through the grass. 

 

“Good morrow!” the boy shouted.. It was not a greeting, it was a demand. “I’ve got 

something here!” 

 

Anne looked resolutely in the direction of her grandmother’s cottage. 

 

Her heart began to beat fast.  

 

A cloth sack flew through the air, grazing her ear.  

 

Christopher made a sound of disgust, but without turning, Anne sensed he was moving 

away. 

 

She knelt down and rummaged for the small sack. Whatever was in it, she knew she 

could use its contents against the boy, because he had touched it. 

 

That’s just how stupid that boy was, she thought. 

 

The sack was very small. Her heart beat fast again. 

 

She opened it. 

 

The sun glinted dully on its contents. 

 

Inside were two human teeth. An eye tooth, and a molar. 

 

Both teeth had flecks of bloody string. These teeth came from someone still alive.  

 

“You were right to bring these to me,” her grandmother said. She took them outside and 

buried them. 
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“Teeth won’t help us brew tea,” she said. “Show me the flowers you’ve brought.”  

 

Anne handed her the other sack, her face slightly downward. 

 

“Well, get more tomorrow then,” her grandmother said. “I’ve got some cloth for you to 

mend.” 

 

“Yes, grandmother,” Anne said. She felt slightly embarrassed. The stupidest boy in the 

village had played her. The grandson of her grandmother’s biggest rival, no less. 

 

He distracted her from her real purpose with a couple of teeth.  

Her face flushed in her shame, but she said no more about it. 

 

That’s how they are, she told herself. Cunning and sneaky.  

 

For the first time she could remember, she missed her mother, who she did not know 

except in stories. She found herself wishing she could go to her mother for comfort and 

wisdom. 

 

Grandmother was never harsh, or cruel, but she was about business, and results. She 

was not the sort to whom you could empty your heart or mind of fears or doubts. 

 

These, Anne kept stored, and tried to think of ways she could use them in magic. Just as 

her grandmother used most anything and everything. The idea  made Anne feel a little 

better. 

 

*** 

 

On the other side of the village, Christopher was being screeched at by his grandmother. 

 

“Wasting perfectly good teeth,” she said. “You are surely the son of a straw demon!” 

 

His teeth were bad, he knew, like a lot of people’s. He had begun whittling at them, until 

at least they came out. As bad as that pain was, he felt somewhat better. For all her 

anger, his grandmother was not cruel. She gave him a balm that quickly dulled the pain. 

 

It would not do her business any good if her own grandson was seen walking around in 

agony from loosed teeth. 

 

Shortly after taking the balm, Christopher was on his way to a neighbor, who had 

offered him apprenticeship as a wheelwright. The neighbor had no son of his own, and 

found Christopher pliable and given to hard work. 

 

I should have just picked some stupid flowers, he told himself. His grasp of magic was 

minimal, but he had thought, perhaps with his teeth, he could impress Anne. 
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She was growing tall, and he liked her serious face. 

 

He wanted to secure her devotion so she wouldn’t leave him. His grandmother would 

not like it. But by the time they could marry, he reasoned, his grandmother would either 

be dead, or too dotty to matter. 

 

*** 

 

Anne hadn’t been the only witness to Christopher’s debacle. 

 

Christopher was not schooled in the art of discretion. He was not much schooled in 

anything, except chopping wood, moving stones and fixing roof leaks. Thomas 

Wheelwright, his patron, was beginning to have second thoughts about taking 

Christopher in. 

 

But he feared a possible reprisal from the boy’s grandmother if he let him go. 

 

Alice Milhurst was a pleasant-looking girl of 16, soon to be married. 

 

Her family was trying to raise a dowry, expected even among the poor. 

 

Alice’s father had come from errands in Lancaster, with surprising news. The new 

magistrate was offering rewards for those who could show reasonable proof of using 

witchery to harm or defame. 

 

When Alice came upon Christopher, tears streaking his face from pain, and looking 

down at his two miserable teeth, she knew what to do. 

 

*** 

 

Justice John Tanner did not think much of the family making this strange accusation 

about a boy casting a spell with teeth. 

 

Noell wanted results. The king -- who was known to attend on trials, unannounced -- 

wanted results. 

 

Tanner imagined His Majesty arriving, unheralded, eschewing all the pomp of his Tudor 

predecessors, to watch a jury succeed or fail in handing in a conviction. 

 

The daughter told in some detail about how she saw the boy, holding two teeth in his 

hand, and pronouncing a curse. She even recited the curse. 

 

Milhurst looked at the glinting eagerness in their eyes. He had a mind to throw them all 

in the gaol for the night, for wasting his time with stories about teeth and curses and 

what was probably just a lovelorn teenage boy. 
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But, the story troubled him. If it were true, and someone came to real harm because he 

had dismissed their story, he would be seen as unable to deal with the pettiest 

squabbles in a hamlet of hay and mud. 

 

It was an otherwise quiet afternoon when the villagers of Blackburn stood, some with 

mouths agape, a few with faces streaked with tears, as Old Thistle, Old Prember, and 

Christopher were pushed onto a bare cart, and wheeled away.  

 

Neither woman said anything, but Christopher’s dirt-streaked face registered shock. 

 

It wasn’t until the cart disappeared from view that any whispering started. 

 

Most people came to one of two conclusions. The Milhursts surely had something to do 

with it. And, only God could save the accused. And God had already let them down once, 

by taking the life of Kathen Thistle. Perhaps God was really done with witches, once and 

for all, and the Milhursts were merely His instrument. 

 

*** 

Lancaster Castle was a huge, sprawling space, but its gaol was not.  

 

Prember, Thistle and Christopher found themselves pushed into a cramped cell, with no 

division of the sexes, and dim light coming from torches outside at night. 

 

They had been told very little, except that they were accused of  harming a man through 

witchcraft, by the means of bewitching body parts (in this case, teeth.) 

 

They were also told, they had a long wait. There were many cases to be heard. 

 

Well, the jailor said sourly, it gives you more time to prepare your defense.  

 

Assuming they could hire counsel, which of course, they couldn’t. 

 

Prember glared at her grandson. He was stupid, and faithless. He had lashed out at 

Thistle, accusing her, since the teeth, he said, were on her grandmother’s property.  

 

Thistle sat on the damp floor with the others, and stared up toward the ceiling. Her 

granddaughter was home, alone. She could only hope that she had instilled enough self-

reliance in the girl to keep her safe. 

 

The ranks of the prisoners began to thin. Two accused petty thieves caught jail fever -- 

brought on by lice, and lack of food -- and died.  

 

It was several hours before the dead were removed. 

 

*** 
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For her part, Anne did not fare badly. Food was provided to her. None of the villagers or 

harassed her in any way. None tried to coax her for information. 

 

Nor would they. An edict had gone out to leave the girl alone, and ask no questions 

about the provisions afforded her. 

 

There were, however, visitors. Men who were clearly of high standing, from the courts. 

 

Anne did not know what to make of them. She knew her grandmother would be upset 

at the mud their boots brought onto the kitchen floor. Their cottage was humble, but it 

was always neat. 

 

The men had questions. They also had promises. Anne understood what they wanted.  

 

At night, she lay awake, realizing she could be brought to court, to testify not only 

against the Prember family, but against her own grandmother. 

 

An odd thought occurred to her: They had never asked to see the teeth. 

 

They didn’t search for the teeth, or make her search for them. 

 

No teeth, no conviction, she mused. The next day, she thought dismally -- teeth are not 

hard to come by. At any time, someone could lose a tooth, or need one pulled for decay. 

Or, they could just be pulled. 

 

Her grandmother had always seemed all powerful to her. Her answers to life’s riddles 

were always sensible. 

 

As her grandmother was wheeled away, with Prember and Christopher, she looked 

small and frail. 

 

None of them were so powerful that they couldn’t end up being taken prisoner. 

Under her bed, her grandmother had kept a jar. Coins were hard to come by, and 

whenever she got one, she put it in this jar. She had told Anne once that it was for 

Anne’s future, when she would need money to get married. 

 

Getting married seemed very dim, and distant. Being forced to testify against the 

woman who had raised her, seemed imminent. 

 

She reached under the bed for the jar.  

 

She stood at the door, looking out at the meadow of wild flowers. 

 

*** 
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In the gaol, most of the prisoners were quiet, except for one man, who had taken to 

laughing. 

 

No threats or entreaties could get him to stop.  

 

Some of the others urged Prember and Thistle to use an incantation of some kind. Both 

refused. 

 

They couldn’t be certain that doing so wouldn’t end up as evidence against them. 

 

So the prisoner kept laughing, until one night, he simply ceased. They were unsure if he 

was asleep, or dead. 

 

Christopher slept. His grandmother did not like the sound of his breathing. It was 

wheezy and shallow. She began to wonder if he would survive to give testimony. 

 

They were all asleep, and except Prember, and Thistle. 

 

Thistle coughed. At home were ready remedies for a cough, but there were none here.  

 

“It seems,” Prember said, “That we are to die.” 

 

The thought had hung in the air since they arrived, but this was the first it was spoken 

out loud. 

 

“I’ve lived my life, a good long life,” Thistle said. Even now, she was not about to give 

way to her rival. 

 

“My heart is troubled,” Prember said now. 

 

“Is it really, now, after all this time, all these years, your heart is suddenly troubled?” 

 

Thistle decided that the misery of gaol life was catching up to the other woman, and 

that she was beginning to say things that didn’t make any sense.  

 

But Prember continued. “Your Kathen.” 

 

“Don’t disturb her name!” Thistle snapped. 

 

“No,” Prember said. “I want to put it to rest.” 

 

“For your own sake, don’t slip into your dotage now. It won’t help you. Or any of us.” 

 

Prember said, “Honestly, I’ve been giving that thought. If we were to present ourselves 

as old women with unraveling minds, they might excuse us.” 
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Thistle said, “No, I don’t think that will work.” Someone would simply say their criminal 

acts were committed before their dotage set in. In their long waiting, they were 

beginning to puzzle out the tricks and maneuvers of the courts. 

 

“Yes, I am sound of mind,” Prember said. “And I’m going to tell you something and you’d 

better hear me.” 

 

Thistle turned to her with a start. 

 

“Your daughter, Kathen -- no, let me finish. She was on the road.” 

 

“What of it,” Thistle said. “I’m warning you, I have power even now, and you know it. 

Don’t disparage my daughter or your fate will only worsen.” 

 

Prember said, “On the contrary, I admired her. She met a traveling merchant. I believe, a 

kindred spirit.” 

 

“You and your kindred spirits,” Thistle said. “My daughter was strong of character and 

she did not meddle with spirits, kindred or otherwise.” 

 

The other woman let the matter drop. The rift between them was too great. There 

would be no cozy catch-up, no joining of forces, just because they found themselves in 

the same gaol, awaiting the same fate. 

 

*** 

 

The day came for the constable to fetch Anne from her home, to testify. She had been 

coached, and prepared, and plied with good food. 

 

Not far away, in Pendle, Noell had secured the arrests last year of 10 accused witches, 

with the testimony of one of the witches’ own daughter.  

 

The trial had ended with 10 convictions, a spectacular success.  

 

The word spread quickly of this peculiar little girl, so willing to denounce her own family 

and neighbors. 

 

Tanner hoped for a repeat of such a triumph, and his hopes were pinned on Anne  

Thistle.  

 

But, when the constable came to collect her, she wasn’t there. He ordered a search of 

every house in the village. 

 

One of the elders gently reminded the judge’s men that everyone had been ordered to 

stay away from the girl, and swore that they had. 
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When Tanner received the news, he sat at his desk, his veins pounding in his forehead. 

 

One of his counselors quickly suggested that the girl’s vanishing could be used to bolster 

the case. 

 

Who, after all, could have caused that, if not the witches? 

 

But Tanner by this time had enough experience to know that this reasoning would never 

hold water. 

 

Tanner had only one, face-saving move. If the Milhurst family rescinded the charges of 

their own accord, then the fault was theirs.  

 

“A girl has gone from the face of the earth,” he told them. “With the old women in the 

gaol, it hardly seems likely that they could have had a hand in it. Yet, you all walk freely. 

Who is to say you are not skilled in bewitchment?” 

 

This frightened the family into dropping their charges. Tanner received modest praise 

for seeing through such machinations, and set the women and Christopher free.  

 

The young man who was to marry Alice quickly found another mate with fewer 

liabilities. 

 

*** 

 

For Christopher, it was too late. An infection from his pulled teeth had spread, and 

combined with jail fever, made for a deadly effect.  

 

The wheelwright sought redress not against the court, but the Milhurst family, for the 

death of his journeyman due to false imprisonment.  

 

He faced a long wait. The courts were becoming jammed with accusations from all the 

neighboring towns, as witchcraft cases proceeded in earnest. 

 

The Milhurst family name came up periodically. One plaintiff accused the Milhursts of 

causing a pig to dance. 

 

*** 

 

Prember and Thistle went home, each now without their grandchildren.  

 

The villagers welcomed them back with polite civility. But their business was never the 

same. Few wanted to patronize them. The fear of implication was too great.  

 

They did not live to see the change that was afoot. 
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The more James investigated witchcraft cases, the more troubled he became, especially 

over the use of child witnesses.  

 

One boy’s testimony led to the hangings of nine women. The boy later told the king 

tearfully that he had lied.  

 

*** 

 

Charles Stafford considered himself a man of the word. He was a merchant whose 

livelihood took him to the continent, including Holland. 

 

How different the Dutch were. 

 

They cared about commerce, science, and progress. His contacts there invited him to 

salons, where everyone listened to music and discussed the latest discoveries. One man 

declared that he believed there could be life on other planets. 

 

Why be the laughing stock of Europe, Charles wondered, consumed with fears of 

witches, when there was change to embrace, and opportunities to be made? 

 

There was a time when he felt differently. 

 

 He had a chance meeting, some years ago, with a woman walking along a lane in the 

north country.  

 

She was poor, that was clear. But she was also beautiful. 

She was practical, as was he. Together, they made a practical bargain.  

 

They sealed it in a bed of straw, in a barn where he suspected many such bargains were 

sealed among sundry parties.  

 

A few weeks later, he passed through again and stopped at a local tavern. She saw him, 

and showed no shyness, or deference.  

 

She cornered him, and told him he must show responsibility, or she would shame him 

and scandalize his business. When he tried to brush her aside, her hand curled fast 

around his arm, unyielding. 

“And I can do more besides,” she said, cold, steady malice in her eyes. “And you know 

that I can. Because you tremble.” 

Not long ago he had an encounter with a woman who, had she made a similar threat, he 

would have ignored, except for a token extra coin for her troubles.  

Not so with these folk. And he resented it. This woman, her price already set and paid 

for the act, now veritably extorting him.  

He glared at her, but held back his outrage. This was why people resented them, even 

enough to accuse them of trickery or harm. Witches. But, a wise man didn’t court 

danger around them.  
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Even a witch hanged for an offense, real or imagined, could still leave powerful friends in 

her wake. He longed for a world free of this stupid, arcane art, free of a belief in magic 

and sorcery, altogether. 

But, for the moment, they were entangled in his life, and  he had to break free. 

 

He knew of a cunning woman in the village, a strange hag by name of Prember. 

 

He did not know and did not care about any competition among witches. He saw that in 

every town where he ventured. Right now he had a problem to expedite, and would go 

to the first person who could help. 

 

This Prember understood his dilemma.  

 

She gave him a potion that smelled of brine. But, she warned, “It doesn’t always work. It 

depends on many things.” She urged him to take a second brew. “It helps with the pain, 

when it’s time.” In other words, if the first one failed, at least make the end result 

easier. 

 

Stafford paid the woman, and as soon as he had left, he tossed the second brew away.  

 

He brought it to the woman, who asked where he got it. When he told her, her face 

soured.  

“Then I have no remedy,” he said. He resented a need to bargain with this pauper whose 

service was now already rendered, and paid for. 

 

“Yes, you do,” she said. He paid her a sum of three crowns, more money, he was sure, 

than she had seen in a whole lifetime. She accepted, and turned away, but said, “You’re 

never to pass through here again.” 

 

And, he didn’t. The whole, expensive adventure had left him slightly fearful. It was easy 

to ridicule magic -- until having a run-in with those who practiced it. 

 

He left her, with her brine, to do with it as she would. The elixir for easing pain and 

perhaps danger lay drying in a trail by the road. 

 

 

 

 

*** 

 

The years fled.  

 

Charles Stafford could feel each and every one in his bones. 

 

The mood of the country was lighter now.  

 



Flash Fiction / Short Stories 

 

 
55 

 

But his burdens seemed to grow heavier.  

 

He stopped in a village called Northbrook. 

 

It was not far from Blackburn, the village he still cut around. 

 

In Northbrook, he watered his horses, and sought a drink of his own.  

 

On the way inside the tavern there, he paused. 

 

There was a young woman, holding a clutch of wild flowers. But she was not selling 

bouquets. 

 

She was not begging. She was carrying the flowers with purpose.  

 

She looked directly into his eyes. Her mouth formed soundless words, and she repeated 

them. 

 

She threw the flowers into the air. They fell around her, their bright colors lit in the 

afternoon sun. 

 

For the first time in years, the face of that woman, who had emptied his pockets, flashed 

before him. 

 

The man and the girl stared at each other a few moments longer. 

 

He felt his throat go dry and dusty. 

 

The girl smiled gravely, turned and walked on. 

 

© Meg Smith 
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