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It is exciting to have the first edition of 2017 out 

for the new year.  There are many very talented 

contributors in this issue! 

I am delighted to feature writer  Nick Messer, 

from my hometown of Canton, NC ! 

There are some great photos from various  

contributors too. 

The cover art is by Jamal Hankins, a colleague  

and my co host for the writer’s group called, “Ten 

Days Before…,”  

in Atlanta, GA. 

Jamal has been doing comic book art and the ac-

companying stories since a very early age.  

Find out more about Jamal  and his multi-venued 

works in the featured interview  in this issue and at 

www.scribereglyph.com 

Bohemian Renaissance is a 501 C non-profit or-

ganization funded solely by donations. All dona-

tions are tax deductible. 

Every dollar donated goes to the publication and 

support of the artistic creation of this literary mag-

azine. 

Two ways to donate: 

Visit our website, bohemianrenaissance.com  and 

use Paypal. 

Mail your donation to: 

P.O. Box 652 Hiawassee, GA 30546 

This issue is dedicated to: 

MR. CARL V. DENDY 

 

My mentor for every aspect 

of my business life and  

career.. A professional attor-

ney, accountant and master 

baker, President of the leg-

endary Rich’s Bakery in At-

lanta GA. There was noth-

ing he was not able to pro-

vide an answer for when it 

came to business, baking, 

public speaking or politics. 

2017 Bohemian Renaissance  

Literary Project Inc. / Bohemian 

Renaissance.com. All rights re-

served. Reproduction in whole 

or in part with out permission is 

prohibited. Issue copyright with 

the Library of Congress 2017. 
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THE STORE 
By Nick Messer 

 

Ed walked through the doors of the old, run-down, convenience store. A sign above the door read ‘Local made snack 

foods. Try them and you’ll never leave!’  

That’s cute, Ed thought. 

If he would have been looking out of the window in the back of the store, he would have seen a beautiful red-tailed 

hawk sitting on a dead oak limb. 

But Ed wasn’t looking out the back window at the beautiful hawk. 

He was too busy looking at the girl running the cash register.  

She had long black hair and bright green eyes, both of which contrasted with the paleness of her skin. Nobody but Ed 

and the girl were in the store, and Ed was trying to think of something to say. He was about to give up and leave when she 

spoke to him. 

“Hey.” 

That was all. 

“Hey,” he said back. “Staying busy today?” 

“No, not really. It’s a nice day out though.” 

“It sure is. I’m from upstate and decided it’d be a good day to go for a drive. I saw your little store here and thought 

I’d come in to grab me a soda.” 

She pointed to her left and said, “Well, the drinks are over there. Take your time.” 

“Thanks,” Ed said. 

He started toward the coolers, slowly making his way down the snack isle. 

Canned beans, tuna, sardines, moon pies, crackers, potato chips, and potted meat lined the shelves. Everything you’d 

expect in a convenience store. But there was one thing he had never seen before. 

He held it up and asked her, “Hey, what is this?”  

“Smoked trout fillets. A local trout farmer fixes them and we sell them for him. They’re one of our main sellers with 

folks from out of town.” 

Ed decided to get one. 
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He finally got to the cooler and pulled out a root 

beer.  

He walked back to the counter and laid the root beer 

and trout on it. 

The girl was very precise with her actions. No wast-

ed movements. Everything had a reason, a purpose. Ed liked 

that.  

“Would you like to go out to dinner with me some-

time?” Ed asked the girl. 

“That’s very kind of you, but I don’t think you’ll be 

coming through our small town again,” she said. 

“It’s not that far. I can be here in an hour from my 

house.” He would have said more but she cut in. 

“Thanks, but no. We get lots of visitors like you. Not 

one ever makes it back.”  

Ed was saddened. “Well, ok.” And with that he paid 

and went back to his car. 

He opened the trout and took a bite. It was delicious. 

He drank some of his root beer. He finished the rest of the 

trout in two bites. 

Then he started sweating. His vision became blurry. 

He didn’t know what was happening. 

He couldn’t breathe. 

His world went black and his head fell against the 

car window. He was dead.  

The girl saw what was happening and made a phone 

call. 

“We got another one,” she said. 

“Trout?”  

“Yep.” 

“I’m on my way.” 

A few minutes later a truck pulled up. A man got out. 

The girl came to meet him 

“What are you gonna do with him?” she asked. 

“I’ll put him in the freezer with the others.” 

“Is there room?” 

“Should be. He’s pretty small.” 

 “We’re doing pretty good this year.” 

“Yep. Nobody’s gonna be going hungry this winter.” 

“Nope. Guess I’ll get on back in the store. Have a 

good one.” 

“You too.” 

The man picked up Ed, threw him over his shoulder, 

and put him in the bed of his truck. 

Then he drove off. 

Overhead a beautiful red-tailed hawk flew against a 

bright blue sky. 

Nobody saw it. 

 

 



6 

 

CHARACTERS CREATED BY JAMAL HANKINS—Featured Artist 

Interview by Candace Hardin 

 

Jamal Hankins— Husband and Father 

Creator of literature, art, music, screenplays, 

Poetry and many other genres. 
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 It was my privilege and pleasure to interview 

Jamal Hankins for the first issue of 2017. 

Jamal and I were co-hosts for the writers group, Ten 

Days Before…. The Writer’s Group, in Atlanta, 

Georgia. 

Jamal is an extremely talented writer / artist / screen 

writer/ song writer and family man.  

He and his lovely wife, Ajeenah, have two sons, 

Christian aged 7 and Bryce who is one year old.  

I sat down with him on Sunday to discuss his life 

and his work, which is featured in this issue on the 

cover of the magazine, along with first installment 

of the accompanying story which will be a continued 

serial in future issues. 

Q: Jamal, tell me something about yourself. 

A: I grew up in Brooklyn East NY as the young-

est of three children. I attended school at Gershwin 

Jr, High and South Shore High School.  

I was the creative one in the family. There was a 

vast age difference between myself and my older 

siblings, so I grew up more like an only child, as my 

older brother and sister had moved on and I didn’t 

get to play or interact as much with them. 

I had some very close friends growing up who were 

either artists or writers. This group was the begin-

nings of my creativity, art and wanting to write sto-

ries. 

My oldest friend Dee is an artist. As we grew, on 

Saturdays and during our free time, we would go to 

the park and make up characters and stories togeth-

er. Dee would illustrate the characters and I would 

write the stories. I found out early on that I preferred 

writing the stories to illustrating them. I just didn’t 

have the patience to draw, however, writing has 

been a constant for me. 

We had a very good partnership as each of us had 

our own universe of characters and storylines, but 

there were cross overs, as our characters could go 

back and forth in our created universes and partici-

pate in the other’s stories. 

I had another friend, named Sean, who recently 

passed away that I had that same creative process 

with as we were growing up. 

Q: You’re married now with a family? 

A: Yes, I am marr ied and have two boys, who are 

polar opposites. 

Christian aged 7, who is the laid back, easy going 

one and Bryce, who is one year old.  

Bryce is already exhibiting the daredevil, all boy 

personality, who demands a lot of attention, because 

he wants to test his limits, for example, he likes to 
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climb up things and take all the chances. Christian is 

very artistic, he has been doing art for a while, and is 

very good at that. I am really enjoying their childhood 

now, as I realize it will be over all too soon. I have put 

much of the writing and drawing on the back burner for 

now so that I can spend time with my sons as they grow. 

I soak up as many memories as I can because I know 

they won’t want Dad around forever. They will grow up 

and start their own lives, as they should, I will return to 

writing on a more regular basis. 

Q: Do you create in other writing genres? 

A: Yes, I write science fiction, horror , thr illers, dra-

mas, novels, poetry, songs screenplays, blogs etc.  

I really love describing the struggle of life and death, 

fighting for life, the survival. I like to write the details of 

all that without sugar coating or add anything gratuitous-

ly.  

For me, everything begins with writing, as the different 

Medias transfer over the other for materials. It is all sto-

rytelling. I like to be versatile with my work, but basic 

storytelling transfers into each genre. I don’t limit myself 

to any one type of writing. 

Q: I see you do computerized graphic art. Is that with 

a specific software program? 

A:  I use DAZ 3D which I came across. When I was in 

the writing group we were in together, I learned from 

Andreas Boesch about a program called Bryce. Ironical-

ly, that was when my wife was pregnant and we had 

planned to name our son Bryce. From Bryce, I found 

another program DAZ which I downloaded, some of it 

was free and some had to be purchased. When I was 

playing around with it, my wife commented on how 

great it was, as I was able to easily illustrate my charac-

ters as I created their stories. So, I learned more and 

more about 3D art and used my experience in film mak-

ing and photography to my new skills. These skills 

bridge together and it lends perspective and additional 

skills to the art I am doing now. This eliminates any 

need to depend on an artist and adapt to their schedule to 

illustrate my characters. 

Q: What are your long term goals as a writer? 

A: Ever  since I star ted reading and writing, I have 

been emotionally touched by the situations that charac-

ters are going through. Eventually, I would love to have 

a multimedia entertainment company with all the aspects 

of entertainment and storytelling. 

I want to touch, entertain and teach others through my 

works as I have been touched. I enjoy showing different 

sides of human nature.  

I want to show my characters in such a way as to give 

sympathy or explain why the antagonist is bad. They 

didn’t just wake up and think to be bad. I want to show 

how circumstances affect the villain and provide some 

reason as to why they are doing the things they are do-

ing. 

Q: How does the reality of life affect you as an artist, 
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i.e. dealing with work, family and a severe lack of a 

wealthy patron to support your creativity full time? 

A: As a creative person in a real world you have to 

steal time to improve your craft. No one is going to give 

you time to improve your skills. 

There are so many responsibilities and tasks to be com-

pleted that it is easy to push your creative works aside. 

Therefore it is essential to steal the time, 15 minutes 

here, half an hour there etc.  

I don’t want to regret not practicing my creativity and 

regardless of what you do or doesn’t do, time is going to 

be spent. How you manage your time is what is im-

portant. You have to decide what you are going to 

spend your time on during your waking hours. 

I have to work and there is family time and down time, 

such as relaxing. All are necessary. 

I like to use my work break and my lunch break to work 

on my current project. As I drive to work, I choose to 

spend my time thinking about the characters I create 

and what they are going to do next instead of listening 

to the radio. I steal the time as I can to work on my 

craft. You can’t make excuses as to why they cannot 

budget their time to pursue their passion. I had to learn 

the hard way to manage my creativity and my life. 

Q: Where do you see yourself in 5 years as artist / 

writer? 

A: I want to have much more of my work out in the 

mainstream and working on the multimedia entertain-

ment corporation. 

I want to have a book / novel with illustrations, and 

soundtrack completed. I am hoping to find a way to 

support my family with my creative passion. I can cre-

ate stories, characters art and music, literally, all day  

long, from the time I wake up until I go to bed. 

 It would be great if I could turn my passion into my full 

time job. 

I would like to make the experience of a complete uni-

verse and world of characters, like in Star Wars and Star 

Trek. This type of creation, like Marvel Universe, char-

acters are created and added to the universe. They don’t 

have to be in the same area, but they can be in the same 

universe that interact with the main core of characters. 

All of this could be translated into all avenues of com-

mercial ventures. 

As had been said many times, one good story is all that 

is necessary! 

 

CHECK OUT THE FIRST SERIAL 

INSTALLMENT OF  THE SAGA 

OF AMACHI IN THIS ISSUE! 
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AMACHI 

BY JAMAL HANKINS 

 

 Derjjuwa kneel to no one, not even to their masters.  

To ones enemy it is a show of strength, resolve, and defiance in the face of conflict. To 

ones master, it is a show of respect, confidence, and pride in their ever-increasing skills.  

That is the Derjjuwa’s Creed and it was the first thing Amachi learned when she began 

her training as a child. She remembered being so small and fragile, so consumed by fear and 

sorrow, her entire world was a nightmare from which she could not awake and the cruel powers 

that be would not allow to end.  

Back then, she knew not the importance of the Creed, it seemed so meaningless in the 

aftermath of losing her family. For a while, nothing held meaning. Years later, now a young 

woman, a warrior, fearless and skilled in many Derjjuwa Arts, she held to the Creed as if it was 

life itself and to break it would be to die.  

She stood in the Clearing, back straight, feet slightly apart, hands clasped behind her 

back, a disciplined warrior at ease with unflinching dark eyes. Her coarse charcoal hair was 

pulled into a long braid that hung down her back wrapped tight in cloth and her full lips com-

plemented her strong jaw line. A dirt-stained shirt clung to her frame dingy and frayed with rag-

ged edges where the sleeves had been torn off. Her skin was like polished amber and the mus-

cles of her exposed arms, even though relaxed just under the skin, were defined as if by chisel.  

Around her, The Clearing reflected her mood with cloudy gray skies and a cool breeze 

tugged the grass at her bare feet and gently swayed the leafy branches of scattered trees. It was 

oddly quite, even for The Clearing, only the leaves rustling in the wind made any sound and it 

was as if all other forms of life had disappeared from the woods.  
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Her two guardians were before her 

dressed in black, dominate and looming as al-

ways. They surveyed her like blacksmiths ana-

lyzing a weapon just born from the forge. 

Cirviigo, a bald, heavily muscled man with a 

perpetual scowl that even his burly gray beard 

failed to hide stood to her left. His skin was 

nearly obsidian and his dark eyes, always glar-

ing and disapproving, looked her over gravely. 

Amachi forced herself to relax within his pres-

ence for he loved to test her and would just as 

soon strike her down with a single blow then 

speak a single word.  

Montasel, to the right, was a beautiful 

woman with skin of cinnamon and long black 

hair parted in the middle and twisted into two 

long braids that hung down her back. She was a 

hand shorter than Amachi and a bit smaller in 

stature. She wore a soft smile, one that a moth-

er would give a sleeping child; but Amachi 

knew that smile to be one of practiced decep-

tion. A deception so inviting that it has lured 

countless sure-footed opponents to a swift and 

often painless death.  

“Amachi,” The woman spoke. “Cirviigo 

and I have both agreed that you are ready to 

advance in your training.” Her voice was soft 

and very soothing and was yet another 

deception. Amachi heard the woman speak in 

such tones that could cause lightening to a halt 

in mid strike. “As always, you have shown 

great dedication to your training and you 

adhere to the ancient knowledge of the 

Derjjuwa teachings.” Her smile broadened a 

bit. “Down the Female Path you have mastered 

the Art of the Flowing Hand, the Hunting 

Knives, and Synapathy.”  

“Down the Male Path,” Cirviigo’s grat-

ing voice took up. “You have mastered the Arts 

of the Repeating Fist, the Battle Axe, and Ki-

netic Energy.” Without taking his eyes away, 

he began walking around her slowly. Amachi 

held her stance and only turned her head slight-

ly to follow him with her eyes. That alone took 

much effort, for it was like allowing an enemy 

to walk up behind you.  

“Even with those six techniques mas-

tered do not forget that you have only scratched 

the surface of a Derjjuwa’s full power.” He 
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suddenly stopped behind her and for a moment 

she tensed up. “Your achievements, however 

high you may hold them to be, are truly minus-

cule.” He continued around her completing his 

circle until he stood beside Montasel once 

again. “Remember, you are but a mere student 

and you have no idea how much is left to be 

learned.” With that said, he partially turned his 

back to her. As usual, she did not require his 

full attention.  

Montasel smirked at him and shook her 

head. “I believe she is aware of such, Cirviigo.” 

she said, and only a deep grunt was his reply. 

With a node, she brought her smile back to 

Amachi. “Have you given any thought to which 

Art to learn next or do you need time to think?”  

There were many elements to consider 

when choosing a new Art. The first was decid-

ing the Gender Path for that dictates the amount 

of time spent in training. A female learning a 

male Art took twice as long as learning a female 

art and vice’ versa. Only when learning a neu-

tral art were the sexes on equal ground. The sec-

ond element to consider is diversity of skills. 

How will the new Art complement those al-

ready mastered? One needs to be able to adapt 

to the ever changing battlefield. “No, I don’t 

need time. I’ve made my choice.”  

“Have you now?” Cirviigo’s glare was 

upon her once more. He folded his thick arms 

across his barrel chest and loomed over her. “I 

suppose one as wise as you needn’t any guid-

ance from your teachers with such decisions, 

huh?”  

“No, that’s not what I meant.” she shook 

her head. She had no reason to hesitant about 

her decision. She would have given them an an-

swer over a month ago if they had asked. “You 

and Montasel have taught me that in an instant a 

Derjjuwa should always know, with exact cer-

tainty, what their next move will be for it could 

mean one’s own life or the life of others in their 

charge.” She said. “I was just putting your 

teachings, the Derjjuwa teachings, into prac-

tice.”  

He grunted and partially turned his back 

to her again. There was no pleasing the man. No 

action of hers was good enough, no answer she 

gave was ever correct, everything she did was 

wrong, but yet and still she excelled in every-
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thing he asked of her. He was nearly the exact 

opposite of Bargiss, her first teacher, and often 

times she wondered why Bargiss chose him to 

continue her training.  

“Well handled, my child,” Montasel 

chuckled. “a perfect response.” She threw a 

glance to Cirviigo’s back and her smile grew into 

a wide grin. “So then, which Gender Path do you 

choose Female, Neutral, or Male?”  

“Female.” Amachi nodded towards the 

woman and ultimately, her answer named Mon-

tasel as her instructor for the next Art. Cirviigo 

glanced at her and grunted again. She was not 

sure but she could have sworn that his scowl had 

deepened with her answer, if such a thing was 

possible.  

“Which of the three Arts do you choose 

Hand, Weapon, or Power?” Montasel continued. 

“I choose the Hand.” 

The woman nodded thoughtfully. “You’ve 

already mastered one of the Female Hand  

Arts, Amachi. Which of the two left do 

you choose, the Opposing Break, or the Piercing 

Claw?” The Hand Arts she had already mastered 

were both offensively based and Amachi  

thought that it time to diversify her skill 

set with a defensive style. “I choose the Oppos-

ing Break.” She replied, and with that answer, 

Cirviigo gave another hard grunt and completely 

turned his back to her. She watched him stalk off 

a few paces to a tree where he sat cross-legged 

on the ground. He closed his eyes and began to 

breathe deeply.  

If he was not scowling, grunting, or 

fighting, he was mediating on the art of combat; 

and of all the things that make Cirviigo who he is 

Amachi could not dispute the fact that she ad-

mired his passion for being a warrior, for being a 

Derjjuwa.  

“The Opposing Break is an interesting 

choice.” Montasel considered. “I will look 

forward to teaching it to you; it will not be easy 

to learn.”  

Amachi nodded. “I understand.” Was 

anything ever easy to learn? Surely nothing she 

had ever been taught. For some, what little she 

has already come to master as a Derjjuwa would 

be impossible to even attempt.  

With a hand, Montasel motioned Amachi 

towards her. “Come to me.”  
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Taking two steps forward, Amachi did 

as told and stared into her guardian’s eyes. 

Even though she was younger, taller, and phys-

ically stronger than Montasel she still had to do 

her best to hide her intimidation. Standing so 

close to the woman, she could feel the aura of 

power that emanated off Montasel’s body. It 

brushed across her cheeks in waves with an 

airy touch.  

“Are you ready?” the woman asked.  

Amachi took a deep breath to clear her 

mind. Even after all these years and having to 

go through this with every new Art learned 

since Bargiss died, this was the one thing about 

Derjjuwa training she has failed to overcome; 

it was the one thing that she actually dreaded. 

“Yes, I’m ready.”  

The smile faded from Montasel’s face 

and she reached up placing one hand on 

Amachi’s forehead and her other at the base of 

her skull underneath her braid. Amachi tensed 

and fought not pull away from her guardian’s 

hands, the anticipation of what was to come 

played with her nerves.  

Montasel’s smile slowly returned. She 

looked into Amachi’s eyes and whispered 

softly. “Relax.”  

Suddenly, a ball of what felt like fire 

and lightening exploded inside of Amachi’s 

skull, she clenched her teeth and squeezed her 

eyes shut writhing in the woman’s hands. She 

fought against her instincts to pull away as pain 

rippled across her face in waves of needles. 

Electricity ripped through her brain and down 

her spine and into her bones. Her flesh burned 

and her body felt ablaze with hellfire. Her 

knees nearly buckled but she caught herself 

grabbing hold of Montasel’s dark robes.  

Between the pain, the fire, and the light-

ening that seared her skin and cooked her 

brain, countless blurred images and garbled 

voices poured into her skull blinding her 

mind’s eye with a hot white light.  

Then suddenly, the light blinked out to 

darkness. A wail knifed through her ears and 

soon she realized that it was the sound of her 

own screams echoing through the woods. Pain 

slowly began to fade and her screams shrank to 

a weak rasp. She fell to her knees gasping for 
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breath, her palms slammed into the ground 

catching herself from completely falling over on 

her face. Squeezing her eyes shut, the world 

seemed to spin on its axis and she hunched over 

dizzy and dry heaved several times. Saliva clung 

to her lips and she brought her arm across her 

mouth to wipe it away.  

“Rise, Amachi.” Montasel beckoned. 

“The Derjjwa kneel to no one, not even—“  

“to their...masters.” Amachi finished the 

line in raspy tone. Her throat was scratchy, raw, 

and it actually hurt to speak. She opened her 

eyes to a world of blurry green and pulsing 

white spots. She could feel the grass between 

her fingers and she blinked repeatedly until the 

earth beneath her came into focus and she could 

see the tops of Montasel’s bare feet and ankles. 

A wave of needling pain rippled across her body 

and her bones felt as solid as mud. She shuttered 

and wiped saliva from her mouth again then 

pushed herself up off her knees and staggered to 

her feet.  

“Are you alright?” Montasel smiled soft-

ly.  

Amachi clenched her fists to stop herself 

from ripping the woman’s eyes out for such a 

question. Instead she nodded and her skull be-

gan to throb. That was to be expected, a head-

ache always followed afterwards. Psychic 

Branding was always painful but the end results 

were always worth it.  

Psychic Branding is an ancient art dis-

covered by Derjjuwa of centuries ago, where a 

teacher passes down knowledge of skills to its 

student within a powerful burst of psychic ener-

gy. The knowledge is imprinted or burned into 

the student’s brain like the mark of a cattle 

herder on his stock. Even though infused with 

this knowledge, the student is still required to 

practice the new skills, under close supervision 

of their teacher, for a period time or risk the 

knowledge fading from memory like a wisp of 

smoke in the wind. It is one thing to have 

knowledge of skills, but in order to master it, 

one must constantly practice and put it to use in 

the world.  

Amachi rubbed her face until the feeling 

came back into her cheeks and the heat in her 

skull began to ebb. She could feel her guardian’s 
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knowledge slowly sinking into her mind. It was 

like remembering things she hadn’t thought 

about in years.  

In one graceful motion, Montasel held a 

hand out over the ground before her and raised it 

into the air. Suddenly, a small tremor shook the 

ground and Amachi took a step back as a large 

gray stone sprouted up from the earth at Mon-

tasel’s feet like a pedestal. Taking a seat upon 

the stone, the older woman adjusted her black 

robes and crossed her legs. “Can you tell me, 

Amachi, what is the philosophy behind the Op-

posing Break?”  

If not for the dull pain in her head, 

Amachi would have answered instantly, but the 

knowledge was still settling in her brain and it 

took a few seconds for the answer to spring 

from her lips. “It is to predict assault, intercept 

attack, and strike vulnerabilities.” After she 

spoke the words, she could feel the philosophy 

sink into her being and solidify until it was as if 

she had always known it, as if the philosophy 

had always been there in her mind. That was the 

beauty of Psychic Branding, but without routine 

practice and study, that same knowledge would 

be lost just as quickly as it came.  

“Good, I see the Branding took.” Her 

Guardian nodded. “Now, tell me—“  

A piercing howl ripped through The 

Clearing and it was so loud it seemed to shake 

the world. Amachi covered her ears and seconds 

later, it began to fade echoing in every direction. 

She turned scanning the woods around her for 

movement but all was still. Every tree, branch, 

and bush stood still as if frozen. She could not 

feel anything else in The Clearing except for the 

guardians and herself. Turning back around, she 

met with Montasel’s questioning eyes. “It was-

n’t me!” she exclaimed. “It must’ve come from 

outside, something near the camp.” She had not 

had an uncontrolled manifestation in The Clear-

ing for at least the last two years; she had 

learned to control her thoughts. When she was 

younger though, things were much different. 

The Clearing was a very dangerous place influ-

enced by her very being and her unfocused 

thoughts gave birth to all manner of things. 

Stepping into The Clearing was like stepping 

into a nightmare.  
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“If that’s so,” Cirviigo approached with 

a steady stride. “it sounded like a wolf on the 

hunt.”  

“Indeed it did.” Montasel nodded. 

“You’d better go see what’s going on out 

there, Amachi.” She stood from her pedestal. 

“It’d be a shame for things to end so early on 

your quest.” “Yes, and secure the campsite. 

We may have to move on soon.” Cirviigo 

ordered.  

“I understand.” Amachi nodded. It was 

possible for things from the outside world to 

leak in and manifest inside The Clearing much 

like how things affected the realm of dreams, 

but The Clearing was nowhere near a dream. 

Exactly what it is Amachi was not sure and 

neither were Cirvigo and Montasel for that 

matter. Whatever it is, it seemed to come into 

existence only after the summoning of her two 

guardians.  

Exiting The Clearing was always much 

quicker and easier than entering it though, per-

haps more practice was needed on her part. To 

enter involved a form meditation, proper 

breathing and focusing the mind, it was like 

forcing yourself to go to sleep. To exit was 

simple; all she had to do was wake up.  

 

STAND BY FOR THE JUNE ISSUE 

TO SEE WHO OR WHAT IS AMACHI’S 

NEW FOE!  

 

 

 

Artwork by Jamal Hankins 
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ISABELLE 

BY ANDREAS BOESCH 

 

 The Crone 

 

Three months went by, during which she found the solitude of the grove whenever an opportunity permitted. It was 

a place that had become more than seclusion, but a shrine, a place of peace and hope.  

Often she pondered on Ilana and Tara, and their foretold return. What would happen if she failed to return on that 

fateful morn? It would surely upset the gods, and punishment was certain. Perhaps they were the messengers of Druantia, 

goddess and mother of the trees— the queen of the ancient druids. It made no difference. She vowed to count the days and 

keep track of time.  

Her dedication also brought comfort, to deal with her loneliness. She had no fancy for the local men, as boorish and 

ill mannered they were. Her life fell into a predictable routine, a life alone, but Ilana and Tara’s memory kept her spirit alive. 

Alas, her world would soon turn upside down, and it began with the old widow O’Byrne.  

 

Brannagh O’Byrne was known as the Crone. Grief-stricken over her husband’s death, a man she had been married 

to all her life, she abandoned her deteriorating homestead. Hence, she was known to wander the counties. As fate would 

have it, she decided to find shelter in Isabelle’s grove, as she was too tired to move on.  

The widow gaped in a spell. The wraith moved erratic yet with grace, fluidly around a fire amid the stones of the 

druids. The unholy creature had taken the form of a young woman, wearing a white, flowing dress seemingly aglow. It was 

enough, to give the widow the certainty of witchcraft.  

Despite her fear, the ethereal sight drew her in. Captivated, she wandered out into the open as the creature danced 

on. Suddenly, its motions ceased, staring at her with evil intensity. A sign of recognition fell over Brannagh’s face sending 

shivers down her back. Isabelle was well known, even beyond the village of Mallagh. Largely, thanks to her father. Many that 

owned a horse had dealings with Goban O’Connor.  

Brannagh had always thought Isabelle a strange child, and now her misgivings were justified, indeed. 
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Terrified— with a pounding heart, she hurried 

through the tree as fast her old and tired legs allowed. She 

had no doubt young Isabelle was possessed by demons.  

Somehow, she made it into the village, and within 

days, most everyone in the county knew of the old woman’s 

yarn.  

Few took her seriously. The old hag was mad, and 

known to embellish on her tales. Yet, a seed of doubt had 

been planted. Despite Isabelle’s well-mannered personality, 

she was known to be a loner— spurning the advances of the 

young men was peculiar indeed.  

 

Through one of the town’s merchants, Isabelle’s fa-

ther had learned of Brannagh’s gossip. Goban O’Connor did-

n’t quite know what to make of it. He spoke with Isabelle at 

length, and she got the impression what bothered him most, 

was that his family’s name had been tarnished in such ludi-

crous lies. Soon thereafter, her father’s anger was displaced 

by grief.  

Not far from the house, her brother Lonan had been 

thrown off his horse, charging through a grove. Hours later, 

he died of a broken neck. Lonan had been groomed to follow 

in his father’s footsteps, a path he had embraced wholeheart-

edly. His untimely death, devastated his father’s heart, and 

crushed her mother’s spirit.  

Lonan’s elder brother died two years before. He had 

aspired the glory of the sword and dreamed of heroics. The 

Macannah Chieftain Riain accepted him, to train in becoming 

a warrior. Ever since, death had shadowed him more closely. 

Everyone knew of the perils a warrior’s life entailed. Isabelle 

never forgot what father had said one night after everyone 

finished eating mother’s famous stew.  

“Know this lads,” he began with heavy emphasis, 

“those that live by the sword will die by the sword.” Aidan did 

not heed his father’s wisdom; he was young and invincible.  

Now, Lonan had followed his brother to the afterlife, 

and little attention was given to Isabelle. She had loved her 

brothers too, especially so Lonan, to whom she had been 

closest.     

             ROWAN 

When she first met Rowan, it had been two weeks 

after Lonan’s death. November had arrived, and winter an-

nounced his coming with frosty mornings. The season of the 

fairies had ended well over a month ago, but to Isabelle the 

nights at the sanctuary flaunted magic nonetheless  

Diligently, she gathered firewood, heaping it inside 

the circle of stones. When she was satisfied with the arrange-

ment, she headed for the hill to sit in the grass to watch the 

sunset. It was not as cold as it normally was this time of the 

year. A warming spell had made life a little more pleasant. 

The hour had slipped away, however, while she was prepar-

ing the fire; the deep orange ball was nearly consumed by the 

faraway ridge. Moments later, the sun vanished and the loch 

brooded forlorn.  
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It occurred to her, what she was doing was not all 

that different from what her mother did. Yet, there was a 

fundamental difference. While her mother nurtured her 

grief, and shunned most everyone, Isabelle still felt joy, and 

sorrow was not consuming her life. 

Low above the horizon hung the crescent of the 

moon. Several of the brightest stars already greeted the on-

coming night. None of the stars behaved strangely, that day 

was still months away.  

Back at the stone circle, she ignited the kindling with 

the sparks of her flint and iron, two things she seldom went 

without. Absentmindedly, Isabelle watched the fire grow, as 

the flames licked along the dry branches.  

Night fell quickly, and the moon had wandered high-

er in the sky. Isabelle rose, and began her dance that had 

become a ritual. The restless flames shimmered on the 

stones. In her head, played a melancholy melody she had 

once heard a fiddle player perform in the center of Mallagh. 

All that troubled her ceased to exist.  

Unease suddenly crept into her carelessness. 

The same peculiar feeling she experienced with the 

Crone, took a hold of her.  

I’m not alone.  

The old hag, however, had died some thirty days 

ago. Unless she’s come back from the dead to haunt me, it’s 

someone else. 

Isabelle came to a standstill. Her heartbeat quick-

ened. In between two megaliths, each twice the size of a 

grown man stood a lone figure, motionless, holding the 

reigns of his mount. Isabelle held her breath when the shad-

owy form approached. She meant to run, but something held 

her in place. Moments later the firelight engulfed the visitor, 

and as she had suspected, it was a young man. His hood 

was drawn, obscuring his eyes. 

“By the mercy of the gods, you’ve given me the 

scare of death,” she embellished nervously.  

The stranger lifted his hood. Amber curls fell onto 

his shoulders, and his hazel eyes sparkled wistfully. Silently 

they studied one another. He was a head taller, and Isabelle 

considered him handsome. There was something about him. 

She could not shake the notion of a certain familiarity.  

His lips curled into a smile, and she wanted to lose 

herself in his eyes. The silence lingered, oddly comfortably.  

He was clad in a white linen shirt beneath a richly 

embroidered doublet, gilded thread on dark-green velvet. 

The black breeches were made of finely knitted wool. He 

wore crimson hose and the quality of his boots was evident. 

An ornately sliver brooch clasped his long, blue cloak on his 

shoulder, as it was custom for men. Yet, his finery was of 

little interest to her, the magic of the moment was signifi-

cant. 

“Did my dance please you?” she challenged, re-

gretting to have broken the beguiling spell. It was then, when 
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Isabelle thought she knew who her mysterious visitor was. 

“I think— I know you…” She fell silent, suddenly un-

sure. 

He was slow to answer; the fire crackled, and an owl 

made her presence known; three short hoots somewhere 

among the trees.  

“Who am I then?” he challenged. 

“You’re a Macannah. I dare say — Padraig’s brother,” 

she whispered, holding his gaze. 

“Indeed. I am Rowan Macannah.” He bowed curtly.  

“Padraig sent you?” Isabelle stated tersely. Why else 

would he be here?  

Rowan shifted his gaze into the flames, his features 

revealed a touch of pensive anguish. His black mount whinnied. 

“Padraig speaks of you oft,” he said, avoiding her 

question. 

“In kind, I presume?” 

“Yes, in kind.” He replied softly. 

“I need to know. Are you here on your brother’s ac-

count?”  

He nodded, uncomfortably.  

“Why?” 

“Padraig, he… he heard of your doings here, and—“ 

“Doings?” She retorted. 

“The Crone’s seen you dance. She spread gossip of 

unholy worship.” 

Isabelle recalled the frightened widow’s face. I 

should’ve known… “Rowan,” she began in a reasonable tone, 

“it couldn’t be further from the truth.” 

 “Indeed. It won’t take much to persuade Padraig.” 

“Does he love Derinn?” 

“No— But he’s riding high; power suits him. And Der-

inn will be with child come summer.” 

Isabelle had expected as much. Still, having it con-

firmed, dredged up painful emotions. Her unborn child — her 

once unshakable love for him. She fought to prevent a tear 

rolling down her cheek. He gazed at her with his large eyes. 

Even, in her vulnerable state, Isabelle thought she saw turmoil 

in his eyes. She hardened her heart and wiped her glistening 

eyes with her sleeve, 

Rowan untied the blanket off his saddle, and handed it 

to her.  

“If it pleases you, accept this modest gift. It will help 

keep you warm.” 

She meant to refuse. At the same time, she felt the 

urge to show him gratitude. She wanted to say how glad she 

was that he had come, despite that the cause had been his 

brother’s bidding. 

“Thank you,” Isabelle’s voice cracked.  

The dying fire shrouded his features, except for his 

glistening eyes. The butterflies she had once felt for Padraig 
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were returning.  

He broke the spell as he turned away. “I must go,” 

he said, clearing his throat — voice just above a whisper. He 

mounted his steed, and left Isabelle to her thoughts— alone 

and confused.  

A man of mystery and few words. Why, did he care 

to ease my heart? 

Isabelle stared into fidgety flames in her sanctuary. 

She sat on Rowan’s blanket, bundled in warm clothes, and 

one of her father’s woolen cloaks wrapped twice around her 

body. It had been a fortnight since Rowan’s visit. Snow had 

not yet fallen, but the season’s cold breath heralded the 

coming of winter. The night was without moon, and few 

stars peeked through the growing cover of clouds.  

She had given up hope Rowan would come to see 

her again, especially now in the freezing cold. Stiffly, she 

rose to her feet with the intent to leave, when the whicker 

of a horse made her pause. The rider rode into the stone 

circle, and Isabelle held her breath. The man’s hood was 

drawn deep. 

“Rowan!” she exclaimed relieved, when he revealed 

his face, but she could not hide her scorn. “Why have you 

waited this long?” she blurted, unsure what mattered more, 

her curiosity if Rowan’s account on her so called “unholy 

doings” settled the matter for Padraig, or her desire to see 

Rowan again. 

“My lady?” said Rowan, grinning, and dismounted. 

She did not detect condescension and his informality put her 

at ease. This time, his clothes were not as refined, and suited 

for the cold. Brown woolen trousers, and a long sleeved tu-

nic — leather, gleaming with ornate metal discs protected 

his chest. The same fur that covered his shoulders and arms, 

lined his cloak. 

“What did your brother say?”  

“Truthfully, I hoped for a warmer greeting.” 

“Rowan,” she snarled. 

“Very well,” he sighed. “Padraig cursed the widow 

Brannagh. He said, the damned Crone was madder than a 

jester’s lusty advances on a lord’s wife.” 

“And tonight, you — Padraig—?” 

“Tonight, I’ve come on my own accord,” he cut in 

with a smile. 

“I’m glad you did,” Isabelle whispered. More than 

ever she realized how desperately she needed companion-

ship, kindred spirit, someone of intellect and compassion 

someone to love and build a life with. Isabelle knew, she was 

getting ahead of herself, but she could dream. 

Despite the cold, they talked deep into the night, a 

stark contrast of two weeks prior. Rowan was a good listen-

er. Never before had she been able to talk with anyone 

about herself, and life in general. She talked of her desire, to 

visit the great cathedrals of Paris where some of her moth-

er’s relatives lived. Rowan in turn, described the big city of 
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Dublin in vivid detail, a place he had seen one year ago, al-

most to the day. He delighted her with poetry, and worldly 

knowledge.  

 

Rowan joined Isabelle more often in months that 

followed. In time, they became fast friends and inevitably lov-

ers. This time, it was different. No force was needed, and she 

welcomed his tender advances, and even encouraged him to 

be bold. She felt no shame giving her all; he was the one she 

was meant for.  

One night in June, after they made love among the 

fireflies, Isabelle decided it was time to share her secret with 

him. The visit of the gods had weighed on her, and the need 

to tell someone, and especially him, was great.  

During their get-togethers, she got to know him like 

she had no other outside her immediate family. In her heart 

she knew, if by the off chance he rejected her account, he 

would not humor her, and instead engage her with his wis-

dom and logic.  

When she conveyed the visit of the gods. Her narra-

tive was marred, however. In midst of her account she sensed 

someone near, lurking in the shadows. Rowan went looking 

with sword in hand. He found no one. Still, Isabelle felt ill at 

ease.  

When she came to the end of her otherworldly tale, 

his eyes were visibly enthralled, yet he remained quiet. Isa-

belle had to restrain herself, for the first time she was not able 

to read him, and his earnest silence was unnerving. Finally, he 

looked at her with kind eyes. 

“Your story implies myth is a legend that has merit.” 

“Indeed. Lately, I’ve come to belief that the goddess 

Druantia had sent the two messengers.” 

“Ah yes,” Rowan replied thoughtfully, “Druantia, 

worshiped by the druids of the ancient Celts. 

“Isabelle,” he continued into the subsequent silence. 

“What if your gods were angels sent from God?” 

The shift to Christianity took her by surprise.  

“Curious, this has not occurred to me. Perhaps you 

are right,” Isabelle acknowledged seriously, but only to please 

him. Somehow, Ilana and Tara did not seem like angels. 

“Whatever their nature,” she went on after a pause, 

“they are to return one year hence. And Rowan, this will be 

soon, during the next full moon. Will you be at my side to wel-

come them?”  

Just as she had hoped, a spark ignited his expressive 

eyes. Rowan leaned closer, and kissed her softly. 

“It will be my honor,” he whispered into her ear with 

a rush of excitement. 

 CHECK THE JUNE  ISSUE   

TO LEARN WHAT COMES NEXT FOR  

ISABELLE AND ROWAN!! 
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THE ENCOUNTER 

AN INTRODUCTION TO DOROTHY 

BY CANDACE HARDIN 

 

 Saturday, I walked to the antique shop of my best friend Olivia. She and her family owned the only 

such shop in my hometown of  Caston, North Carolina. 

“Liv, are you here?”  

I waited for her answer by poking my finger into the top of a feathered hat hanging from the white 

marbled knob of a mahogany Empire umbrella stand. Fingering the curly plumes, I impulsively pushed back 

my long hair, and plopped the frothy millinery atop of my head. Peering into the mirror, I judged the effect. 

“Not bad,” a deep voice that definitely was not Liv’s filled my ears, “But it would be worn more like 

this.” 

The hands that belonged to the voice, plucked the hat from my head, swirled my hair up into a make-

shift pompadour, and resettled the hat atop of it with a jeweled hat pin. I stared with some amazement. This 

was exactly how it should be worn.  

In the mirror, I caught the eyes of the unknown voice and hands of the expert on antique millinery. 

My voice caught in my throat as my eyes swept up to the face to whom they belonged.  

A mist seemed to fill the mirror and I saw myself dressed in a simple shift made of rough linen, seat-

ed on furs piled on the stone floor. 

The man in the mirror lounged behind me. 

His fingers combed through my long hair by the light of a roaring fire as he leaned in to kiss my 

neck. 

 For a split second, my heart leapt as a lightening bolt of recognition crashed in my mind. 

 I thought, “Oh, it’s…”  

Then, as quickly as it came, the name and knowledge of his identity was gone.  I felt my joy replaced 

by a strange emptiness.  

I was embarrassed by my strange cognizance. I opened my mouth to apologize for my joyous grin of 

recognition. Instead, I found a reflection of my own reaction.   

We stood there for a seemingly eternal moment, holding our breath in surprise. Each caught in some 

kind of memory, of something, not sure of what it could be. 

“Dot, is that you?” Liv called. Her voice broke the spell.  I attempted to look casual. 
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            “Yes, Liv, it’s me,” was all I could manage. I 

felt like the strength had been sucked out of me. I 

stole an upward glance at the man beside me. His 

grey blue eyes looked at me. He smiled.  

            “Oh, Dot, I see you’ve met Jeremy. He’s 

from the Den of Antiquities over in Knoxville.” 

“Well, we haven’t exactly met,” I began. 

“No, I was just showing her the proper way 

to wear this hat.” 

Liv looked at me and began to laugh. 

“Oh, Dot, you and your hats, I should have 

known. You know, Jeremy, every time we are out 

shopping, if Dotty sees a hat, she just has to try it 

on.” 

I sort of smiled at my friends’ revelation of 

my weakness. I stole a glance at the tall man beside 

me, taking in the salt and pepper hair, and the broad 

white smile. Another sidelong glance revealed a fit 

and healthy body, well dressed in khaki slacks and 

an oxford shirt.  

“Well,” Liv interjected, “Do you want to see 

the shipment from England? Jeremy and I were be-

ginning to unpack it as you came in.” 

“Of course, that’s why I’m here after all.” 

 Jeremy held his hand out, indicating that I go 

first. The gesture was so courtly, I expected him to 

click his heels together and bow. Impressed, I stum-

bled only slightly as I moved past him into the large 

workroom set up in the back of the store. Long tables 

were set up for unpacking, and restoring. The place 

smelled of paint thinner, old wood, dust and varnish. 

I breathed it in with a smile.  

“Jeremy, Dottie is a Professor of Anthropolo-

gy in the local college. You said that you had includ-

ed some primitive tools and household implements?” 

Jeremy nodded, “Yes, I have some things that 

fit into that category. I’m not sure exactly which 

boxes they are packed, but…” 

The phone rang, interrupting his sentence. 

Liv excused herself as she ran to answer it.  

Suddenly shy, I remembered that I was still 

wearing the hat. I pulled the pin loose and laid both 

the hat and the pin on a worktable.  

As I turned to the boxes of goods that were 

ready to unpack, I noticed that Jeremy was looking at 

me. 

“So,” he said, “You’re a Professor of Anthro-

pology? What made you decide on that field?” 

“I originally wanted to study Archaeology, 

but as you can see, I’m not cut out for digging in the 

hot sun.” 

His eyes flicked over my face, taking in my 

pale skin and strawberry blonde hair. “I don’t imag-

ine you have tolerance for it, no,” he added with a 

smile. 

“So, I decided to research all areas of that 

field, to see if there was anything related to it that 

would be more suitable. Anthropology seemed like a 

good idea. I was always interested in languages and 

cultures.” 

“Do you speak any other languages?” 

I am fluent in French and Spanish; I can read 

a few more. Mostly, I concerned myself with archaic 

language. I am familiar with Latin; some of the Celt-

ic forms of communication, and of course, Egyptian 

hieroglyphics.” 
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Liv looked at me as if I had suddenly began 

speaking Greek, which I can, a little, but wasn’t do-

ing so at this time. Her singular, one-dimensional 

way of thinking had never been able to conceive of 

past lives, or old souls. I, however, depending on 

what day you asked me, entertained all sorts of no-

tions as truth. I’ve even seen a UFO, but that is an-

other story for another time. 

“What about Jack? What if someone sees 

you? What will you tell him?” 

“Tell him nothing. Do you see him here with 

me tonight? No, Liv, Jack and I, maybe we have too 

many problems. Especially since he had some large 

holes in the story he told me about that LPN he had 

working with him. He may be a doctor, but I am not 

so sure he is the catch everyone seems to think he 

is.” 

Liv nodded her head. “I can see your point, 

but is this for revenge or what?” 

“No, Liv, I don’t know what’s with this, but 

it is definitely not for revenge. We just, ‘click’ that’s 

all. Help me decide, the green or the black dress?” 

“Well,” began Liv, “The green is nice, but 

the black is sexier, especially with the earrings and 

necklace I gave you for Christmas.” 

“Ooh, that’s right, they would be perfect.”  

I slipped on the dress. Liv went to my box 

and brought me the jewelry. The antique ebony jet 

necklace dangled its teardrop pendant perfectly be-

tween my pushed up breasts. The matching earrings 

shone entrancingly in my ears. I sprayed my favorite 

cologne into the air and stepped into the cloud. 

“C’mon, Dot. I’ve got a date too, you know.” 

If you want a ride, you’d best get a move on.” 

My car was on the fritz or I would have driv-

en myself. I hate to be dependent. 

I stashed my keys in my black velvet purse, 

and slipped into my matching shoes.  

I ran for the door, bumping into Liv in the 

process. She took a look at me, and nodded approv-

ingly. “You look good. How are you planning on 

getting home?” 

“I can ask Jeremy for a ride, if all goes well. 

If not, I’ll call a taxi. I have my quarter” 

“Okay, but remember, you can call me if you 

need me.” 

“Yes, Mother,” I answered. 

Liv dropped me at the door of The Inn. I 

trembled as I walked into the lobby and glanced 

around. I didn’t see Jeremy anywhere.  
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As usual, the majesty of the Inn overwhelmed 

me. The round granite fireplace spanned three floors, 

flanked by rough, wooden rails to allow a view of all 

three floors, either up or down, depending on your 

position. The cozy bar was to my left. I could hear 

tonight’s live combo tuning up for the evening sets. 

The panoramic views from the floor to ceiling win-

dows were obscured by the darkness, but in the day-

time, it afforded magnificent views of the Western 

North Carolina Mountains. 

“Dotty, is that you?” 

I turned around to see Jeremy coming up be-

hind me. He was immaculately dressed in gray 

slacks, a pale yellow shirt, and a tweed jacket, com-

plete with the suede elbow patches.  

He took both my hands in his, leaning over to 

kiss my cheek. Straightening up, he opened my arms 

to get a good look at me. 

“You are beautiful,” he murmured in my ear 

as he tucked my hand into his elbow. 

Much to my dismay, I blushed like a school-

girl. He laughed in delight at my pink cheeks. 

“C’mon, pretty lady, our dinner reservation is 

at seven.” 

The host seated us at an intimate table by the 

enormous glass windows that faced the Dove River. 

The Inn had strung twinlking lights over the 

area and put in a whimsical arched bridge for cross-

ing. It was a favorite spot for strolling couples and of 

course, a popular wedding picture site.  

The waiter came up and greeted us.  

“Would you like to look at the wine list?”  

 Jeremy looked askance at me, and I nodded. 

He scanned the wine list, and came up with a lovely 

Italian Pinot, in fact, one of my favorites. 

The waiter smiled agreement as he handed us 

the menus.  

 Jeremy opened his, “May I order for you?” 

“Yes, please,” I answered. There is nothing 

like a gentleman.  

The waiter returned with the wine, which he 

opened and poured a sample for Jeremy to taste. It 

was good, and he poured a glass for each of us. Jere-

my selected the bass stuffed with seafood, served on 

sautéed fresh English peas and mushrooms for our 

entrée. 

Jeremy smiled at me, thrilling me down to 

my toes. What was wrong with me? He raised his 

glass to mine. They clinked together as I asked, 

“What are we drinking to?” 

“To chance encounters,” He answered. 
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 “To chance encounters, indeed.”  

One fabulous meal, and several glasses of 

wine later, we pushed back our chairs. Drawn by the 

sound of music, we made our way into the bar / 

lounge. 

 I was more than a little giddy, and I couldn’t 

blame it all on the wine. We sat down in a secluded 

alcove. The small couch gave no room for distance 

between us. Jeremy put his arm around me. I closed 

my eyes, and laid my head back against his shoulder. 

“Dot,” He began. 

“Yes,” I answered, looking up into his eyes. 

“Uh, I wanted to say that, uh… nothing real-

ly. Just that this is the most enjoyable evening I’ve 

spent in a long, long time.” 

“You must not get out much,” I joked. 

“No, I don’t,” He replied very seriously, each 

unsure as to how to proceed.  

“Shall we dance?” 

 He stood up and held out his hand. I placed my hand 

in his and he led me to the dance floor. We flowed 

into each other, swaying with the music. Once again, 

I could feel every hair on my neck stand up, making 

me so aware of the man that held me. I closed my 

eyes, willing the moment to last forever. Slow song 

after slow song played as I pressed my check to his. I 

felt his breath in my ear, warm and inviting as he 

sang a few of the lyrics to me. When Frank Sinatra 

crooned his last note, I was swept into a deep dip. 

Jeremy leaned his head down and kissed my bare 

neck. I trembled in his arms. He set me back onto 

my feet. 

The DJ called last call for the bar and signed off for 

the evening.  

 “I don’t want the evening to end, but, you 

need to get back home.” 

“No, I mean, yes, I do. I was wondering, 

could drive me? Liv dropped me off earlier. My car 

is in the shop.” 

“It would be an honor, if you don’t mind rid-

ing in my work truck.” 

“The pleasure would be all mine, sir.” 

We walked out the door, his arm tightly 

around me. The cool night air hit my bare arms and I 

shivered. Jeremy took off his coat and wrapped it 

around me. The smell of his cologne lingered in the 

fabric. I breathed it in, feeling the warmth from his 

body in the garment.  

We arrived at his truck. He opened the door 

for me, and offered me his hand. I climbed as grace-

fully as I could into the high seat. He closed my door 
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 and got in the other side.  

He turned the motor on and let it warm up. 

The night had turned chilly and I was cold. He 

reached over and rubbed my hands to warm them. 

“Sorry, the old truck takes a minute to warm 

up. Come over here by me. 

I scooted over by him and he put his arm 

around me, and chafed my arms. Then he took the 

opportunity to give me a light kiss on the lips. 

He continued to hold me until warm air 

pushed out of the vents. 

“Now, we can go. Show me which way to go.” 

I gave him the directions and he pulled the 

truck onto the road. 

He switched on the radio. It was set to a sta-

tion that played all of the old songs. A very romantic 

song began by Jim Reeves. 

“Oh, that is a good one.” He turned it up a lit-

tle and began to sing. “Put your sweet lips a little 

closer to the phone,” 

It was such a tender and beautiful song. His 

baritone filled my ears. His arm was still around me 

as he drove. I don’t remember the last time I was tak-

en home in this manner. It was a moment set in time 

that I would never forget. 

He finished singing to me, and I leaned my 

head over onto his shoulder. I pointed to the road we 

had to turn into to get to my house. Shortly, he pulled 

into my driveway of the small frame house provided 

by the college to its unmarried professors.  

He pulled into my driveway. He took the op-

portunity to give me another kiss. Just a mere brush-

ing of the lips, but presented in such a sensual way 

that it thrilled……... 

 

 

WHAT KIND OFMYSTERY    

AWAITS DOROTHY AT THE 

END OF THE EVENING? 

BE SURE TO JOIN US IN 

THE JUNE ISSUE TO SEE 

HOW IT PLAYS OUT!!! 
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There Is No Such Thing As Gravity 
 
By Jake Sands 
 
 
 
 

Hands wracked with sweat 
But eyes not afraid 
And with Poseidon’s gambit met 
Primal patience now displayed 
 
For those moments when the winds stop 
And the moon disappears 
The gods now take aim  
And our nightmares cow to our fears 
 
We of the Night Flight  
We, of the silent-screamed legion 
With no dominion  
 
One last cavendish breath 
Before they come to claim 
With fanged teeth and mangled mane 
 
Exeunt 
 
My old man scared the hell out of me 
Both the rapier and the mace 
Not heavy handed; quickness in it's place 
A force to be reckoned with at an unstoppable 
pace 
My old man never got to be an old man 
Yet always a sage whose burden is now replaced 

For Someone Else 

By Marshall McDill 

When I cry, I cry for you 

When I pray, I pray for you 

When I work, I work for you 

When you cry, you don’t know who you cry for 

When you pray, you don’t know who you pray for 

When you work, well, you don’t even work 

One day you will 

One day you’ll be a father 

One day you will live and die 

For someone else 

POETRY CORNER 

The Wise Ones Know 
By George Payne 
 
 

The wise ones know  

that our bodies 

are mere flowers on  

the margins of hotspots- 

always grasping for the 

energy of unknown suns, 

they still receive the 

ground as a friend. 

For it is has been  

said once before,  

that we cannot find  

our way by the stars alone. 



31 

Some will say 
By George Payne 

 
 

 
Some will say  

that it is too early  
or too late. 

 
Love is always on time. 

 
Some will say  

that it is too expensive  
or too complicated: 

 
Love is free.  

Love is simple. 
 

Some will say  
that it is too risky  
or too dangerous: 

 
Love is fearless. 

Love is safe. 
 

Since before  
the age of borders, 
you crossed over  

into each others’ arms 
 

Since before  
the age of genders, 

you shared one heart. 
 

Since before  
the age of races, 

you shared one skin. 
 

Since before  
the age of languages, 

you shared one tongue. 
 

Since before  
the age of laws, 

your bond was official. 
 

Poetry corner continued 

Indifference in U.S. 
 
By James Thomas McCarthy 
 
 

To feelings of indifference  

How do I reply?  

 

Seeing things through older, wiser eyes.  

Under which rock lies the problem?  

 

Together we should march, 

We sing the same anthem!  

 

When will we discover,  

Like us there will be no other.  

 

Before the sun goes dark  

And the earth grows cold,  

I pray we find an answer,  

 

And for the wisdom of my father.  

 

Still we ask the questions,  

They've been there for all time,  

 

Sitting in the backs of vibrant minds.  

And, still we ask the questions,  

 

Raging in our hearts.  

The problems seen today,  

Have been raised in our backyards. 
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A SHORT ROMANCE 

By David Martin 

 Here is a lovely example of parallel stories  

 

  

The door to the editor's office flew open.  A pair of gangly legs in 

an oversized skirt staggered through the door under a heap of paper 

work. 

 

"We're going to miss the deadline", said the editor.  She was a middle 

aged woman with glasses perched on her forehead and coffee always 

within arm’s reach. 

 

"I have this great idea for a story!”  The editor sighed.  Every of-

fice assistant from Madison Avenue to Columbus Circle had the next 

Jane Austen novel written on bar napkins or texted to their best 

friend's iPhone.  She nodded for her to proceed. 

 

Young woman named Sloan took a deep breath.  It felt like an eterni-

ty.  The words began like a sputtering engine that gradually gained 

confidence. 

 

"A young ambitious female equestrian named Joan trains for the big 

event", she began.   "A newly hired stable hand intrigues her while 

the rich boyfriend pressures her to be more lady like." 

 

A ringtone was heard before quickly being turned off. 

 

"One day she overhears an angry phone call between the stable hand and 

some unknown party", continued the assistant.  The editor became more 

interested with each passing word.    

 

"While rescuing an escaped steed an affectionate friendship begins be-

tween her and the stable hand", she said.  "The day before the event 

the stable hand confesses his love for her." 

 

Silence.  She waited for the words return.  An associate editor en-

tered only to be shooed away. 

 

"She performs well at the competition”, she said.  "Despite the reve-

lation that her boyfriend is cheating on her.  With a tear on her 

cheek she passes the reviewing stand only to spot the stable hand in a 

suit and tie and sporting the sash of a Duke." 

 

The editor adjusted her glasses to distract from her trembling lip. 

 

"A tearful reunion ensues" concluded the assistant.  "As the horse 
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paws the ground while a soft summer 

rain falls." 

 

The editor was impressed and asked 

for a draft.  Jumping for joy the 

assistant said that now she could 

break up with her jerk boyfriend. 

 

"But why . . .” asked the edi-

tor.  "Oh never mind." 

 

The assistant scampered away full 

of excitement. 

 

Joan leaned forward to rest.  Her 

hands caressed the neck of the 

horse under the hot sun.  Her t-

shirt and jeans were matted with 

sweat.  This part of the competi-

tion called for a flat out gallop 

for nearly a quarter of a mile.  

The idea of one more go at it 

seemed doable.  Composing herself 

she looked around to see if anyone 

had been watching. 

 

Groomed and fed the horse was lead 

into its stable.  A kiss to that 

big dabbled nose completed the day. 

 

“Excuse me”, said a male voice. 

 

Turning around Joan saw the new 

stable hand.  Most were farm boys 

indifferent to fatigue and quick to 

smile.  This one was hardly that at 

all.  He seemed moody and distract-

ed.  As if an ongoing quarrel raged 

in his head.  With an attempt at a 

polite nod he went to muck out an 

empty stable. 

 

“Are you new here?” She asked. 

 

“Yes Miss,” he answered. 

 

“Well take care of my baby boy.” 

 

“He needs to be outside with the 

others.” 

 

“I know all about that”, she said.  

“The last time he got a nasty bite 

by the ear that almost got infect-

ed.” 

 

They must have talked for a good 

twenty minutes before the engine of 

a sports car was heard. 

 

It was the sound of the football 

game that finally woke her up.  Her 

boyfriend was in the living room.  

Sloan decided now was not the time 

to announce the break up.  It would 

have to be when she had his undi-

vided attention.  A text arrived 

from a friend asking her to brunch.   

 

The Stutz Bearcat bounced along the 

country road.  With every unex-

pected jolt he cursed.  A wandering 

hand squeezed her thigh while 

shifting gears.   Joan didn’t mind 

since her mind was so far away. 

 

“So now my competition has dou-

bled.” 

                                 

“What do you mean?” 

“There’s the horse and now that new 

stable help”, he said.  “You know, 

the one that makes Lord Byron look 

like Charlie Chaplin.” 

 

“He’s actually a nice fellow.” 

 

With a laugh he replied that the 
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only solution would be a spur of the 

moment trip to Paris.  This could be 

the kind of life style she wanted.  

Status, comfort and the sense that 

at only moment one could take off 

for parts unknown.  Plans for Bombay 

and the Canadian Northwest were 

willing and waiting.  Their lips met 

in a sudden kiss. 

 

“This is the best mimosa in town”, 

said her friend. 

 

“I haven’t broken up with him yet,” 

Sloan replied.   

 

Her friend asked why knowing it 

would be the same old answer.  Rela-

tionships were getting duller by the 

day.  She wanted to bring up the 

story and how it kept her up all 

night.  It was like a butterfly hov-

ering just out of reach of her fin-

gertips. 

She tried to articulate it to her 

boyfriend who responded with a 

grunt.  Why was something as wonder-

ful as the English language now so 

hard and troublesome?  The search 

for the proper phrase became a quest 

for the unattainable.  Another sip 

of the champagne and orange juice 

cleared all senses.  It would be a 

good afternoon. 

“Let’s turn off our phones for the 

rest of the afternoon”, she said.  

Her best friend laughed. 

 

                                

Joan felt like a trinket being shown 

off in a school yard.  It seemed 

like he was going from one laughing 

drunk pal to the next.  One more 

slap on the back and she would bolt 

over the closest fence. 

 

“So he turned down the position at 

the bank!” laughed one crony.  “Now 

he is probably digging ditches or 

waiting tables in Brighton.” 

“You could at least try to smile”, 

whispered the boyfriend.   “These 

are my friends.  I’ve known most of 

them since university.” 

“There’s a lot on my mind”, Joan re-

plied. 

“Please don’t mention that competi-

tion.” 

“It’s important to me.” 

“This pleasant little garden party 

is important to us.” 

Not this again.  How it was neces-

sary to let others see a couple 

united in thought, deed and action.  

A smile forced its way to her lips. 

Lost in thought Sloan wandered 

along.  There’s that one writing 

class where one should look at every 

story as the same.  Whether it was a 

film, novel or comic it’s always 

about people not getting what they 

want. 

 

“I can relate to that”, she thought. 

 

Her attention was distracted.  Shop 

windows groaning with commerce.   

Items she never knew were important 

to possess. 

Suddenly she stopped.  Her mind 

raced.  The sight of it set off an 

imagination starved for ideas.  The 

shop door opened.  A bright little 

bell rang.  A friendly face grinned 
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from behind the counter. 

 

“Hello”, said the shop owner.  “How can I help you?” 

 

Thoughts lined up in her mind like fighter planes readying for takeoff 

on an aircraft carrier. 

 

“How much for the bat tattoo?” 

The ritual thrilled her.  From the saddle to the stirrups to any leath-

er.  The early morning added to the drama and sensual tension. 

 

“Where are you going at this hour?” he asked.  Her answer was evasive.  

The sticky fumbling of last night were soon forgotten as she drove to 

the stables. 

 

“Where is everybody?” Joan asked.  The place was empty.  There was no 

sign of anyone even the new stable hand.  Then she know.  The stable was 

empty.  The horses had gotten loose.  Hopefully they would be all found 

together.  It dawned on her what the new stable hand said that her steed 

needed to become part of a greater whole.  That meant her baby boy could 

be out there all alone.  Her heart pounded. 

 

A truck rumbled by.  She tried to flag it down.  Everything seemed so 

still as she fought back the panic.     

                             

“Where would you like it?” 

 

At first it seemed like an odd question.  Sloan thought about it.  The 

tattoo artist stood up. 

 

“See.  These are for everyone to see”, he said.  His neck, arms and low-

er legs were a colorful zoo of reptiles, birds and dragons. 

 

“Very nice”, she replied. 

 

“There is more”, he said.  “But those are for your partner.” 

 

That word stuck in her head.  So clinical yet appropriate.  Boyfriend 

was too old fashioned of a term.  Again her mind was ranging and she 

tried to make a decision. 

 

“Someplace public”, she said. 

 

“How about the left shoulder”, he offered. 
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“Why there?” 

 

“It sends a message that it is 

closest to your heart.”                                

 

The break in the fence was found.  

Joan’s worst fears were confirmed.  

There was signs of blood.  The 

horse was now lost and injured.  

She flagged down a passing automo-

bile whose driver mentioned seeing 

someone walking a horse matching 

the description.  She ran like that 

in a dream.  The harder she tried 

the more static everything seemed.  

Tears welled up in her eyes.  She 

fell onto the road and wept. 

 

“Excuse me”, called a familiar 

voice. 

 

Looking up was the stable hand gen-

tly leading her horse.  She quickly 

composed herself and stood up.  He 

stood back as she buried her face 

in the mane and powerful neck.  

This was a private moment   

   

“Where did you find him?” 

 

“Being such a mild mannered steed”, 

he said.  “I reckoned he would be 

looking for friends and familiar 

faces.’ 

 

Her hands ran over the horse stop-

ping at the bloody scratches.  She 

held back a cry and took a deep 

breath. 

 

“We can chalk this up to a healthy 

morning ride.” 

 

“I you say so”, Joan replied. 

                                

It was time to break the news to 

the boyfriend.  Not only were they 

breaking up but she had a nice sexy 

bat tattoo on her left should 

shoulder.  This meant visiting the 

gym on a regular basis or the 

winged nocturnal being would soon 

resemble Rowan Atkinson. 

“So what is it?” asked the boy-

friend. 

Sloan realized he was utterly clue-

less.  The sense of impending doom 

had not dawned on him.  Would the 

break up come as a total surprise?  

Or is he so caught in god knows 

what that he would just shrug? 

“Nothing”, she replied.                               

A ploughman’s lunch was laid in 

front of her.  The stable hand ges-

tured for her to eat. 

“I am famished.” 

The rapport began almost at an in-

stant.  Before long they were fin-

ishing each other’s comments.  He 

mentioned how there were two sepa-

rate universities at Oxford.  Odd 

thing for a farm hand to know.  At 

one point he cursed in German. 

“I’ve been around horses most of my 

life”, he offered.  “I like them.  

They make me feel calm.  Even thor-

oughbreds.” 

“The scratches on the horse look 

superficial”, said Joan. 

“We should check to make sure no 

splinters from the fence are embed-

ded in the skin.” 
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“This food is delicious!” 

A ringtone played.  She reach for . 

. .                                 

She stopped.  The cell phone wasn’t 

invented yet.  Sloan had to back 

peddle through the rough draft for 

more anachronisms.  This was a time 

before email.   Radio was just in 

its infancy.  In those days most 

people just sat down and wrote let-

ters by hand.  It seemed all so ro-

mantic. 

“Woa!” exclaimed the boyfriend.  

“That tattoo rocks!” 

So he finally noticed.  Part of her 

wanted to break up with him then 

and now.  But things were comforta-

ble.  They looked like a couple.  

Wait!  Is that a good thing?  Some 

couples look great together.  As if 

the world was their oyster and eve-

ry morning meant a new adventure.  

Other couples reminded her of an 

old pair of brown shoes sitting on 

the back porch. 

“The bat symbolizes all that is 

dark”, he chortled.  “That’s what 

this new video game says!” 

She wanted to correct him.  The bat 

meant motherhood and communication.  

It was the only mammal that could 

actually fly.   Sloan felt his hand 

caress the tattoo.  It sent spar-

kles up and down her spine.  His 

lips pressed against her bare neck. 

 

“We can always break up tomorrow”, 

she thought. 

 

With a clink of silverware to 

glasses the engagement was an-

nounced.   Behind Joan’s blissful 

smile was the worry 

over her baby boy.  After much 

laughter and cheek kissing she 

snuck off.  Her now fiancé was too 

busy playing cards and nodding off 

to cognac to notice her absence. 

She tenderly dabbed each wound on 

the horse.  It was these quiet mo-

ments she cherished the most.  Sud-

denly there were voices.  Anger 

echoed across the stable.  She rec-

ognized one to be the stable hand. 

 

“What gives you the right?” he 

shouted. 

 

An older male voice sought to calm 

him down with the tone of fatherly 

authority.  An engine came to life 

and was heard roaring off into the 

night. 

 

“It’s my life and I can do what I 

want!” 

 

Joan wanted to go and comfort him.  

Instead she closed the stable door 

and walked home.  

                         

“That was the best make up sex ev-

er!” said the boyfriend. 

 

She was about to correct him that 

they had not really broken up in 

the first place.  Before Sloan 

could speak he was in the shower 

singing an Elvis Presley song.  Af-

ter a moment she rang her editor 

who was delighted with the progress 

report. 

 

“Remember one thing”, sad the edi-
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tor.  “Every story is about people 

never getting what they want.” 

 

“As if I didn’t already know that.” 

 

“I am really excited about this!” 

 

“We should break up more often”, 

said the boyfriend stepping out of 

the shower.  “I heard some couples 

pose as strangers in crowded bars 

and pick each other up.”          

 

The scenario played out in her 

head.  It made her laugh.  That 

might be something fun to try. 

                              

Hooves pawed at the muddy track.  

All the paces raced through her 

mind.  They started off at a trot 

and went into a canter.  When the 

moment was right they entered into 

full gallop.  The pounding was ter-

rific.  Her heart raced.  The in-

tensity almost sent Joan into a 

trance.  Suddenly the hurdle came 

into view.  The horse leapt into 

the air.  For a moment it was si-

lent and graceful. The beast hit 

the ground running.  A flush filled 

her cheeks.   

 

“Very good”, said the stable hand.  

“But you need to follow through”. 

 

She was too spent to respond.  The 

stable hand felt like he had just 

interrupted lovers in an intimate 

moment.  He led them back to the 

stable. 

 

“I hope you have come around to my 

way of thinking.” 

 

The enclosure with the girl and the 

horse was closed. 

 

“What else do you want me to say?” 

 

“That you have come to your sens-

es”.  Said the patriarch.  “This 

has to be settled.”  

 

This kind of banter went on for 

hours.  Finally it was over.  He 

looked into the space.  The horse 

had lain down.   She was snuggled 

against the neck of the great 

steed.  A blanket was gently 

wrapped around her.  

 

“I have a very important question 

to ask you”, said a friend. 

 

“What’s that?” asked Sloan. 

 

“Has he introduced you to any of 

his friends?” 

 

She thought for a moment.  Her re-

ply was to shake her head to the 

negative. 

 

“Then you’re not his girlfriend.” 

   

How do you break up with someone 

like that? 

                                    

Joan wondered if being engaged 

meant getting a new hair style.  

Perhaps this was an opportunity to 

go for something more modern.  What 

else changes as one heads down the 

aisle?  New vocabulary?  A dress 

code and jewelry that broadcasts 

one’s non-availability? 

Was he going to treat her differ-
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ently now?  Sentences could now 

begin with “my fiancé . . .” later 

to be “my husband . . . “  Was 

this happiness?  Suddenly she re-

membered something.“I need to talk 

to you”, said a friend. 

 

She wanted to ask why as her 

friend lead her to the far side of 

the café.   

 

“We can’t be friends anymore.” 

 

Why not?” she asked.“Was it some-

thing I had done?” 

 

“No”, replied her friend as she 

leaned in to whisper.  “I have to 

be with my fiancé.” 

                                     

It seemed like a conspiracy worthy 

of the back alleys of Istanbul.  

After that Joan rarely saw her 

friend.  When they did it was al-

ways some chance encounter that 

would start off with pleasantries.  

Almost immediately the complaining 

would roll out like a pack of 

hunting dogs.  At first she would 

smile and nod.  Gradually the bit-

terness would be so obvious.  The 

strangest thing was not to have 

been invited to the wedding.  It 

got to the point that she never 

again asked about her husband or 

the children who followed soon af-

ter.  It was chilling to learn 

some harsh cruelty of life from 

someone else’s misfortune.    

 

 

It was the last bucket of blood in 

the neighborhood.  Sloan had tend-

ed bar there while working towards 

a degree in journalism. 

Many a night saw her putting some 

guy in a half-nelson while pouring 

tequila down his parched throat.   

The chalkboard outside use to 

boast things like “Happy Birthday 

Telly Savalas!” or “Robert!  Get 

in here!  She’s topless!”   Now it 

read “Book your bachelorette party 

now!” 

 

“Maybe I should go in for one Jä-

germeister shot”, she thought.  

Instead she just kept walking. 

 

                                  

His friends were very entertain-

ing.  Always quick with the reply.  

The jokes and sarcasm were all 

signs of affection and acceptance.  

Still it hit home when someone 

cracked about her losing the up-

coming competition. 

 

“If you don’t win”, said one of 

his friends.  “You know what to 

do.” 

 

“What’s that?” wondered Joan. 

 

“Just keep going straight down the 

road”, he laughed.  “After about a 

mile there will be a glue factory 

on the right.  You can’t miss it!” 

 

Laughter broke out.  A few drinks 

were almost spilled.  She forced a 

smile.  Her fiancé squeezed her 

hand.  It felt comforting.  Later 

they walked along the lake. 

 

I’m sorry about my friends’, he 
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said.  “A good laugh is always a 

priority.” 

 

“Well that’s why you are all still 

friends.” 

 

“If it’s any help you can also re-

ply with the same type of joke.” 

 

“Like what?” 

 

“Oh let me see”, he wondered.  

“Neville once broke his leg run-

ning from a jealous Sicilian hus-

band.  We never let him live that 

one down.” 

 

“That’s awful.” 

 

“And that’s why it is so damn fun-

ny.” 

 

The editor went over the latest 

pages.  She nodded and even 

smiled. 

 

“Is any of this autobiographical?” 

 

“It’s all out of my imagination”, 

Sloan said.  “Every bit of it.” 

 

Joan was walking away from the 

stable when a commotion flared up.  

Looking around she saw a few ruf-

fians from a neighboring farm 

punching the stable hand in the 

arm and laughing.  It seemed like 

the typical nonsense men do to let 

off steam before retiring to the 

pub.  Suddenly it turned nasty. 

 

“That’s some fancy accent you have 

there”, said one of them.  “Do you 

actually work for a living?” 

 

“Ask him if he’s ever kissed a 

girl”, laughed another.  “That’s 

good for a laugh!” 

 

The underlining hostility alarmed 

her.  They may have been dumber 

than a box of hammers but they 

knew an outsider when they saw 

one.  Each shove got harder.  An-

gry sneers revealing broken rotted 

teeth.  Sleeves were rolled up.  

The stable hand didn’t know what 

to do.  A fist clinched. 

 

“There you are!” 

 

They turned around to see her run 

up to kiss the stable hand on the 

lips. 

 

“Oh I hope he hasn’t bored you”, 

she laughed.  “It’s not that he 

tells lots of bad jokes.  He just 

keeps telling the same bad joke 

over and over.” 

 

The ruffians dropped their guard 

and backed away.   With a wave she 

led the stable hand off by the 

arm. 

 

“What are you doing?” asked the 

stable hand. 

 

“Saving you from a sound thrash-

ing.” 

 

 

“How much for the book”, Sloan 

asked. 
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“Five bucks and it’s yours”, mum-

bled the street vendor. 

 

Later the discovery lay on the 

kitchen table.  What a find.  She 

retired to a long hot bath.  It was 

a book entitled: “Romantic Weddings 

from the 1920’s”                                    

 

The fiancé was in one of his moods 

again.  It was after another bois-

terous night of drinks with old 

friends.  First he would be silent 

and then resistant to affectionate 

advances.  When asked what’s wrong 

his response was a pout.  Finally 

she had enough of it and poured a 

small basin of water over his head.  

That snapped him out of his dreary 

mope.  

 

“Talk to me”, Joan demanded.  “Tell 

me what’s wrong.” 

 

He confessed to being jealous of 

his friend’s war record. 

 

“Oh for that shiny little medal”, 

she said.  “You should be glad you 

made it through in one piece.” 

 

“I suppose.” 

 

“Cheer up.” 

 

“It’s just that he flew planes and 

had a shot at being an ace.’ 

 

“Why didn’t you join the Royal Air 

Force?” 

 

Now the silent treatment again.  

Cheering him up was becoming a 

chore.  Civilizing a would-be hus-

band was one thing but mood swings 

were another.  

 

“Don’t spill any wine on the book”. 

 

Her friend laughed as she flipped 

through the pages. 

 

“Now this is getting married in 

style!” said the friend. 

 

“It was the birth of the modern 

era”, said Sloan.  “As the last few 

trappings of the Victorian age lay 

in tatters.” 

 

“Oh I like that”, said the friend.   

 

“I wrote it.” 

 

“Did the bride have a last ‘girl’s 

night out’? 

“I don’t know.” 

Listening to the words being spoken 

was at first alarming.  Joan felt 

like this the first time ever such 

a thing was ever uttered.  The sta-

ble hand suddenly seemed too elo-

quent for a laborer. 

“I love you”, he said.  “Please 

kiss me.” 

Their lips drew closer and pressed.  

Her hands cupped his face only to 

feel the slight five o’clock shad-

ow. 

“But why are you telling me this?” 

she asked. 

He told her that he could no longer 

keep it inside. 
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“So am I supposed to say in re-

turn?” 

“Nothing.” 

They embraced and held each other 

tightly.  Fingers ran through her 

hair like a light massage.   

“The competition is today”, he 

said.  “I’ll be watching and wish-

ing you the best.” 

Her eyes watered as they parted.                                         

All of the boxes were packed and 

neatly stacked by the door.  Sloan 

made sure that when he arrived that 

there would be no margin for him to 

weasel out of it.  In addition, she 

mentally prepared herself for that 

one last grasp at a little quickie 

on the futon.  It was done.  The 

relationship was over.  There was a 

knock at the door.  She opened it 

to see a stranger.  It was a young-

er looking woman who was everything 

she was not. 

“Hi there”, she said.  “I came over 

to pick up his stuff.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Playing paintball”, she replied.  

“He does so every time this week.” 

It dawned on her that this woman 

knew him as much as she did.  What 

she thought was a relationship was 

merely a pit stop between the main 

events of his life. 

“I’m double parked so keep the door 

open”, she said.  “It shouldn’t 

take more than a few trips.” 

How can you break up with someone 

who was never with you in the first 

place?                                 

Two pairs of shoes were visible in 

the deep mud leading away from the 

Stutz Bearcat.  They were either 

drunk or quite intimate.  He had 

mentioned a cousin who was also 

competing.  A tear ran down her 

cheek.  Joan tore herself away and 

readied for the obstacle course. 

 

The field seemed harder now.  Her 

heart pounded out of sorrow.  A 

lack of confidence could prove in-

jurious to the horse.  More than 

ever the steed needed to feel the 

tight grip of command straddling 

its powerful back. 

 

Joan saw them in the seats behind 

the review stand.  They waved as if 

it was hardly any big deal.  She 

knew their secret.  Something 

caught her eye.  It was the stable 

hand.  He was standing next to an 

older version of himself.  Both of 

them in suit and ties sporting the 

sash of a duke.  Their eyes met at 

a distance.  Later they enjoyed a 

tearful reunion under a late summer 

rain as the restless spirit of her 

horse finally felt soothed. 

 

The editor was delighted to find 

the completed manuscript in her 

email.  Accompanied it was a selfie 

of Sloan arriving at JFK airport.   

 

A part of the stable featured pho-

tos of previous champions.  One 

shot provided the black and white 

image of a happy couple who won a 

competition and later married.  

There was that festive regal look 

of a bygone age. 
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“Yes we are hiring”, said the stable manager. “By the way, what experi-

ence do you have mucking out stables?” 

   

“Oh a little”, Sloan replied.  “Before this I was in publishing.” 

 

                            THE END 

 

PHOTO BY DEBRA TURNER MONTGOMERY 
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PIZZA FELLA 

BY NEIL WARNER 

Neil is a comic artist that has his work published in 420 Times, (LA), Candid Chronicle (San Diego),  

Freedom Leaf  Magazine, Vegas Cannabis Magazine (las Vegas), and S.F. Evergreen, (San Francisco). 

He is a writer ,  animator and producer of  animated original music  videos and live multimedia stage 

shows. At Youtube.com/channel/UCNzVifPZD8zrcwHSVT15jMg 

He also illustrates classic rock songs.   
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Check out more Pizza Fella at the website above. You can learn more about Neil Warner and 

his work by visiting: 

http://www.the tooners-rock androllrehab.blogspot.com// 

http:www..imagekind.com/artists/rockandroll rehab/neilwarner/fineartprints 
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PHOTO GALLERY 

PHOTO BY  DEBRA TURNER MONTGOMERY 

PHOTO BY ALANA JOLEE BECERRA 
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BOHEMIAN RENAISSANCE WOULD LIKE 

TO THANK THE FOLLOWING SUPPORTERS 

OF THE ARTS: 

 

THE CLAY COUNTY CHAMBER OF  

COMMERCE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CITY OF HIAWASSEE 

CHAMBER OF COMMERCE  

 

ROBERT SEIBERT / PRINTS PLUS OF HAYESVILLE 

TRICOUNTY OFFICE SUPPLY 
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BARED EXPECTATIONS 
A DECADE OF LOVE AND GROWTH 

IN VERSE 

BY 

CANDACE A. HARDIN 

AVAILABLE ON AMAZON.COM 

 


