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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 writerôs group called, ñTen 

Days Beforeé,ò  

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 Richôs 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. 



п 

THE STORE 
By Nick Messer 

 

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

foods. Try them and youôll never leave!ô  

Thatôs 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 wasnôt 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. 

ñHey.ò 

That was all. 

ñHey,ò he said back. ñStaying busy today?ò 

ñNo, not really. Itôs a nice day out though.ò 

ñIt sure is. Iôm from upstate and decided itôd be a good day to go for a drive. I saw your little store here and thought 

Iôd come in to grab me a soda.ò 

She pointed to her left and said, ñWell, the drinks are over there. Take your time.ò 

ñThanks,ò 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 youôd 

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

He held it up and asked her, ñHey, what is this?ò  

ñSmoked trout fillets. A local trout farmer fixes them and we sell them for him. Theyôre one of our main sellers with 

folks from out of town.ò 

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.  

ñWould you like to go out to dinner with me some-

time?ò Ed asked the girl. 

ñThatôs very kind of you, but I donôt think youôll be 

coming through our small town again,ò she said. 

ñItôs not that far. I can be here in an hour from my 

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

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

one ever makes it back.ò  

Ed was saddened. ñWell, ok.ò 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 didnôt know what was happening. 

He couldnôt 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. 

ñWe got another one,ò she said. 

ñTrout?ò  

ñYep.ò 

ñIôm on my way.ò 

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

The girl came to meet him 

ñWhat are you gonna do with him?ò she asked. 

ñIôll put him in the freezer with the others.ò 

ñIs there room?ò 

ñShould be. Heôs pretty small.ò 

 ñWeôre doing pretty good this year.ò 

ñYep. Nobodyôs gonna be going hungry this winter.ò 

ñNope. Guess Iôll get on back in the store. Have a 

good one.ò 

ñYou too.ò 

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. 
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CHARACTERS CREATED BY JAMAL HANKINSðFeatured Artist 

Interview by Candace Hardin 

 

Jamal Hankinsð 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 Beforeé. The Writerôs 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 didnôt 

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 didnôt 

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 otherôs 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: Youôre married now with a family? 

A: Yes, I am married 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 wonôt 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, thrillers, 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 donôt 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 started 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 

didnôt 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 donôt want to regret not practicing my creativity and 

regardless of what you do or doesnôt 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 canôt 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 donôt 

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 Derjjuwaôs 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.  

ñAmachi,ò The woman spoke. ñCirviigo 

and I have both agreed that you are ready to 

advance in your training.ò 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. ñAs always, you have shown 

great dedication to your training and you 

adhere to the ancient knowledge of the 

Derjjuwa teachings.ò Her smile broadened a 

bit. ñDown the Female Path you have mastered 

the Art of the Flowing Hand, the Hunting 

Knives, and Synapathy.ò  

ñDown the Male Path,ò Cirviigoôs grat-

ing voice took up. ñYou have mastered the Arts 

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

netic Energy.ò 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.  

ñEven with those six techniques mas-

tered do not forget that you have only scratched 

the surface of a Derjjuwaôs full power.ò He 
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suddenly stopped behind her and for a moment 

she tensed up. ñYour achievements, however 

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

cule.ò He continued around her completing his 

circle until he stood beside Montasel once 

again. ñRemember, you are but a mere student 

and you have no idea how much is left to be 

learned.ò 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. ñI believe she is aware of such, Cirviigo.ò 

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

With a node, she brought her smile back to 

Amachi. ñHave you given any thought to which 

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

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 viceô 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. ñNo, I donôt 

need time. Iôve made my choice.ò  

ñHave you now?ò Cirviigoôs glare was 

upon her once more. He folded his thick arms 

across his barrel chest and loomed over her. ñI 

suppose one as wise as you neednôt any guid-

ance from your teachers with such decisions, 

huh?ò  

ñNo, thatôs not what I meant.ò 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. ñYou 

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 oneôs own life or the life of others in their 

charge.ò She said. ñI was just putting your 

teachings, the Derjjuwa teachings, into prac-

tice.ò  

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.  

ñWell handled, my child,ò Montasel 

chuckled. ña perfect response.ò She threw a 

glance to Cirviigoôs back and her smile grew into 

a wide grin. ñSo then, which Gender Path do you 

choose Female, Neutral, or Male?ò  

ñFemale.ò 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.  

ñWhich of the three Arts do you choose 

Hand, Weapon, or Power?ò Montasel continued. 

ñI choose the Hand.ò 

The woman nodded thoughtfully. ñYouôve 

already mastered one of the Female Hand  

Arts, Amachi. Which of the two left do 

you choose, the Opposing Break, or the Piercing 

Claw?ò 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. ñI choose the Oppos-

ing Break.ò 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.  

ñThe Opposing Break is an interesting 

choice.ò Montasel considered. ñI will look 

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

to learn.ò  

Amachi nodded. ñI understand.ò 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. ñCome to me.ò  
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Taking two steps forward, Amachi did 

as told and stared into her guardianôs 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 Montaselôs body. It 

brushed across her cheeks in waves with an 

airy touch.  

ñAre you ready?ò 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. 

ñYes, Iôm ready.ò  

The smile faded from Montaselôs face 

and she reached up placing one hand on 

Amachiôs forehead and her other at the base of 

her skull underneath her braid. Amachi tensed 

and fought not pull away from her guardianôs 

hands, the anticipation of what was to come 

played with her nerves.  

Montaselôs smile slowly returned. She 

looked into Amachiôs eyes and whispered 

softly. ñRelax.ò  

Suddenly, a ball of what felt like fire 

and lightening exploded inside of Amachiôs 

skull, she clenched her teeth and squeezed her 

eyes shut writhing in the womanôs 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 Montaselôs 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 

mindôs 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.  

ñRise, Amachi.ò Montasel beckoned. 

ñThe Derjjwa kneel to no one, not evenðñ  

ñto their...masters.ò 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 Montaselôs 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.  

ñAre you alright?ò Montasel smiled soft-

ly.  

Amachi clenched her fists to stop herself 

from ripping the womanôs 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 studentôs 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 guardianôs 
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knowledge slowly sinking into her mind. It was 

like remembering things she hadnôt 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-

taselôs feet like a pedestal. Taking a seat upon 

the stone, the older woman adjusted her black 

robes and crossed her legs. ñCan you tell me, 

Amachi, what is the philosophy behind the Op-

posing Break?ò  

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. ñIt is to predict assault, intercept 

attack, and strike vulnerabilities.ò 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.  

ñGood, I see the Branding took.ò Her 

Guardian nodded. ñNow, tell meðñ  

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 Montaselôs questioning eyes. ñIt was-

nôt me!ò she exclaimed. ñIt mustôve come from 

outside, something near the camp.ò 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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ñIf thatôs so,ò Cirviigo approached with 

a steady stride. ñit sounded like a wolf on the 

hunt.ò  

ñIndeed it did.ò Montasel nodded. 

ñYouôd better go see whatôs going on out 

there, Amachi.ò She stood from her pedestal. 

ñItôd be a shame for things to end so early on 

your quest.ò ñYes, and secure the campsite. 

We may have to move on soon.ò Cirviigo 

ordered.  

ñI understand.ò 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 AMACHIôS 

NEW FOE!  
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¢ƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǿŜƴǘ ōȅΣ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭƛǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǾŜ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǧŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 

ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎŜŎƭǳǎƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǎƘǊƛƴŜΣ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜΦ  

hƊŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ Lƭŀƴŀ ŀƴŘ ¢ŀǊŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƻǊŜǘƻƭŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŦŀǘŜŦǳƭ ƳƻǊƴΚ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǳǇǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ 5ǊǳŀƴǝŀΣ 

ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎτ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŘǊǳƛŘǎΦ Lǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǾƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ 

ƪŜŜǇ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǝƳŜΦ  

IŜǊ ŘŜŘƛŎŀǝƻƴ ŀƭǎƻ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΣ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƴŜƭƛƴŜǎǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŦŀƴŎȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƳŜƴΣ ŀǎ ōƻƻǊƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ 

ƛƭƭ ƳŀƴƴŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦ IŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŀōƭŜ ǊƻǳǝƴŜΣ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ Lƭŀƴŀ ŀƴŘ ¢ŀǊŀΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ 

!ƭŀǎΣ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƛŘƻǿ hΩ.ȅǊƴŜΦ  

 

.ǊŀƴƴŀƎƘ hΩ.ȅǊƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ǊƻƴŜΦ DǊƛŜŦ-ǎǘǊƛŎƪŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ 

ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǘŜǊƛƻǊŀǝƴƎ ƘƻƳŜǎǘŜŀŘΦ IŜƴŎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǿŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǝŜǎΦ !ǎ ŦŀǘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŬƴŘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ƛƴ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ƎǊƻǾŜΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǝǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΦ  

¢ƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ƎŀǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǇŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿǊŀƛǘƘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŜǊǊŀǝŎ ȅŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŀŎŜΣ ƅǳƛŘƭȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŬǊŜ ŀƳƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ŘǊǳƛŘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǳƴƘƻƭȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ ƅƻǿƛƴƎ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ŀƎƭƻǿΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ 

ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǿƛǘŎƘŎǊŀƊΦ  

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ŜǘƘŜǊŜŀƭ ǎƛƎƘǘ ŘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊ ƛƴΦ /ŀǇǝǾŀǘŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ŘŀƴŎŜŘ 

ƻƴΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ƛǘǎ Ƴƻǝƻƴǎ ŎŜŀǎŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾƛƭ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛǘȅΦ ! ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǝƻƴ ŦŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ .ǊŀƴƴŀƎƘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ 

ǎƘƛǾŜǊǎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΦ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴΣ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ aŀƭƭŀƎƘΦ [ŀǊƎŜƭȅΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦ aŀƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƻǿƴŜŘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ Dƻōŀƴ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊΦ  

.ǊŀƴƴŀƎƘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƳƛǎƎƛǾƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƧǳǎǝŬŜŘΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΦ 
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¢ŜǊǊƛŬŜŘτ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǝǊŜŘ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ {ƘŜ 

ƘŀŘ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ȅƻǳƴƎ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦ  

{ƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ ǎƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ 

ŘŀȅǎΣ Ƴƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘȅ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ 

ȅŀǊƴΦ  

CŜǿ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƘŀƎ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŜƳōŜƭƭƛǎƘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘŀƭŜǎΦ ¸ŜǘΣ ŀ ǎŜŜŘ ƻŦ Řƻǳōǘ ƘŀŘ 

ōŜŜƴ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ǿŜƭƭ-ƳŀƴƴŜǊŜŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅΣ 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻƴŜǊτ ǎǇǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǿŀǎ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΦ  

 

¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴǘǎΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ Ŧŀπ

ǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƻŦ .ǊŀƴƴŀƎƘΩǎ ƎƻǎǎƛǇΦ Dƻōŀƴ hΩ/ƻƴƴƻǊ ŘƛŘπ

ƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŀǘ 

ƭŜƴƎǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƳƻǎǘΣ 

ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ƭǳŘƛπ

ŎǊƻǳǎ ƭƛŜǎΦ {ƻƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜŀƊŜǊΣ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎǇƭŀŎŜŘ 

ōȅ ƎǊƛŜŦΦ  

bƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ [ƻƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ƻũ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ŎƘŀǊƎƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƎǊƻǾŜΦ IƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ 

ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘ ƻŦ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƴŜŎƪΦ [ƻƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊƻƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ 

ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦƻƻǘǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŀ ǇŀǘƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜŘ ǿƘƻƭŜƘŜŀǊǘπ

ŜŘƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ǳƴǝƳŜƭȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŘŜǾŀǎǘŀǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ 

ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦ  

[ƻƴŀƴΩǎ ŜƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŜŘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ 

ŀǎǇƛǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊƻƛŎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

aŀŎŀƴƴŀƘ /ƘƛŜƊŀƛƴ wƛŀƛƴ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƻ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƛƴ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

ŀ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊΦ 9ǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜΣ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŀŘƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΦ 

9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊƛƭǎ ŀ ǿŀǊǊƛƻǊΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŜƴǘŀƛƭŜŘΦ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƊŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ 

ŬƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǝƴƎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǎǘŜǿΦ  

άYƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀŘǎΣέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŜƳǇƘŀǎƛǎΣ 

άǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǾŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŘΦέ !ƛŘŀƴ ŘƛŘ 

ƴƻǘ ƘŜŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǾƛƴŎƛōƭŜΦ  

bƻǿΣ [ƻƴŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƊŜǊƭƛŦŜΣ 

ŀƴŘ ƭƛǧƭŜ ŀǧŜƴǝƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻƻΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎƻ [ƻƴŀƴΣ ǘƻ ǿƘƻƳ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘΦ     

             ROWAN 

²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ƳŜǘ wƻǿŀƴΣ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ 

ŀƊŜǊ [ƻƴŀƴΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŀƴπ

ƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƻǎǘȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ŦŀƛǊƛŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ŀƎƻΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǘƘŜ 

ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŎǘǳŀǊȅ ƅŀǳƴǘŜŘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƴƻƴŜǘƘŜƭŜǎǎ  

5ƛƭƛƎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŬǊŜǿƻƻŘΣ ƘŜŀǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ƻŦ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀǝǎŬŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜπ

ƳŜƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǳƴǎŜǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǝƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ȅŜŀǊΦ ! ǿŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŀ ƭƛǧƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ƘƻǳǊ ƘŀŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊπ

ƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŬǊŜΤ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ƻǊŀƴƎŜ ōŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 

ŦŀǊŀǿŀȅ ǊƛŘƎŜΦ aƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƘ 

ōǊƻƻŘŜŘ ŦƻǊƭƻǊƴΦ  
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Lǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ 

ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘΦ ¸ŜǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

ŦǳƴŘŀƳŜƴǘŀƭ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƴǳǊǘǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

ƎǊƛŜŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǳƴƴŜŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǎǝƭƭ ŦŜƭǘ ƧƻȅΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƻǊǊƻǿ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴǎǳƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ 

[ƻǿ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴ ƘǳƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜǎŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƻƻƴΦ {ŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƎƘǘŜǎǘ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴπ

ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ ōŜƘŀǾŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ 

ǿŀǎ ǎǝƭƭ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ  

.ŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΣ ǎƘŜ ƛƎƴƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀǊƪǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƅƛƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǊƻƴΣ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƭŘƻƳ ǿŜƴǘ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦ !ōǎŜƴǘƳƛƴŘŜŘƭȅΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŬǊŜ ƎǊƻǿΣ ŀǎ 

ǘƘŜ ƅŀƳŜǎ ƭƛŎƪŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊȅ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΦ  

bƛƎƘǘ ŦŜƭƭ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƎƘπ

ŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΦ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǊƻǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ƘŜǊ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ 

ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǊƛǘǳŀƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎ ƅŀƳŜǎ ǎƘƛƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘƻƴŜǎΦ Lƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀ ƳŜƭŀƴŎƘƻƭȅ ƳŜƭƻŘȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ŬŘŘƭŜ ǇƭŀȅŜǊ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ aŀƭƭŀƎƘΦ 

!ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ  

Unease suddenly crept into her carelessness. 

The same peculiar feeling she experienced with the 

Crone, took a hold of her.  

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  

¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƘŀƎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ Řŀȅǎ 

ŀƎƻΦ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǘƻ Ƙŀǳƴǘ ƳŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ 

LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘŀƴŘǎǝƭƭΦ IŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ǉǳƛŎƪπ

ŜƴŜŘΦ Lƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƎŀƭƛǘƘǎΣ ŜŀŎƘ ǘǿƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ 

ƎǊƻǿƴ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀ ƭƻƴŜ ŬƎǳǊŜΣ ƳƻǝƻƴƭŜǎǎΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ǊŜƛƎƴǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳƴǘΦ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘπ

ƻǿȅ ŦƻǊƳ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜƭŘ 

ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ aƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŬǊŜƭƛƎƘǘ ŜƴƎǳƭŦŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊΣ 

ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ man. His hood 

was drawn, obscuring his eyes. 

ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŎȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǎŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜƳōŜƭƭƛǎƘŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ  

¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ƭƛƊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƻŘΦ !ƳōŜǊ ŎǳǊƭǎ ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴǘƻ 

Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀȊŜƭ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǇŀǊƪƭŜŘ ǿƛǎǜǳƭƭȅΦ {ƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŜŀŘ ǘŀƭƭŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǝƻƴ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊƛǘȅΦ  

Iƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŎǳǊƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ƭƛƴƎŜǊŜŘΣ ƻŘŘƭȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅΦ  

IŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŀŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛƴŜƴ ǎƘƛǊǘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ŀ ǊƛŎƘƭȅ 

ŜƳōǊƻƛŘŜǊŜŘ ŘƻǳōƭŜǘΣ ƎƛƭŘŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŀŘ ƻƴ ŘŀǊƪ-ƎǊŜŜƴ ǾŜƭǾŜǘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ōǊŜŜŎƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŬƴŜƭȅ ƪƴƛǧŜŘ ǿƻƻƭΦ IŜ 

ǿƻǊŜ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴ ƘƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘǎ ǿŀǎ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘΦ 

!ƴ ƻǊƴŀǘŜƭȅ ǎƭƛǾŜǊ ōǊƻƻŎƘ ŎƭŀǎǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎΣ ōƭǳŜ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƳŜƴΦ ¸ŜǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŬƴŜǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƻŦ 

ƭƛǧƭŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƎƴƛŬπ

ŎŀƴǘΦ 

ά5ƛŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΣ ǊŜπ

ƎǊŜǩƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎǳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎǇŜƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ 
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LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǾƛǎƛǘƻǊ ǿŀǎΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪτ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΧέ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǳƴπ

ǎǳǊŜΦ 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƻǿ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΤ ǘƘŜ ŬǊŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻǿƭ 

ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƪƴƻǿƴΤ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ Ƙƻƻǘǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ 

ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ  

ά²Ƙƻ ŀƳ L ǘƘŜƴΚέ ƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘΦ 

ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ aŀŎŀƴƴŀƘΦ L ŘŀǊŜ ǎŀȅ τ tŀŘǊŀƛƎΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜΦ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΦ L ŀƳ wƻǿŀƴ aŀŎŀƴƴŀƘΦέ IŜ ōƻǿŜŘ ŎǳǊǘƭȅΦ  

άtŀŘǊŀƛƎ ǎŜƴǘ ȅƻǳΚέ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǘŜǊǎŜƭȅΦ ²Ƙȅ ŜƭǎŜ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΚ  

wƻǿŀƴ ǎƘƛƊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƅŀƳŜǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ 

ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ŀ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǇŜƴǎƛǾŜ ŀƴƎǳƛǎƘΦ Iƛǎ ōƭŀŎƪ Ƴƻǳƴǘ ǿƘƛƴƴƛŜŘΦ 

άtŀŘǊŀƛƎ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƻƊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

ǉǳŜǎǝƻƴΦ 

άLƴ ƪƛƴŘΣ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜΚέ 

ά̧ ŜǎΣ ƛƴ ƪƛƴŘΦέ IŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǎƻƊƭȅΦ 

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀŎπ

ŎƻǳƴǘΚέ  

IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅΦ  

ά²ƘȅΚέ 

άtŀŘǊŀƛƎΣ ƘŜΧ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƻƛƴƎǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘτά 

ά5ƻƛƴƎǎΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ /ǊƻƴŜΩǎ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŘŀƴŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ƎƻǎǎƛǇ ƻŦ 

ǳƴƘƻƭȅ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇΦέ 

LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǊŜŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǿƛŘƻǿΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ L 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴΧ άwƻǿŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻƴŜΣ 

άƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ 

 άLƴŘŜŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǇŜǊǎǳŀŘŜ tŀŘǊŀƛƎΦέ 

ά5ƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ 5ŜǊƛƴƴΚέ 

άbƻτ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƎƘΤ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎǳƛǘǎ ƘƛƳΦ !ƴŘ 5ŜǊπ

ƛƴƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΦέ 

LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘΦ {ǝƭƭΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ Ŏƻƴπ

ŬǊƳŜŘΣ ŘǊŜŘƎŜŘ ǳǇ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ŜƳƻǝƻƴǎΦ IŜǊ ǳƴōƻǊƴ ŎƘƛƭŘ τ ƘŜǊ 

ƻƴŎŜ ǳƴǎƘŀƪŀōƭŜ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ {ƘŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘ ŀ ǘŜŀǊ 

ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ IŜ ƎŀȊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

9ǾŜƴΣ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǾǳƭƴŜǊŀōƭŜ ǎǘŀǘŜΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘǳǊƳƻƛƭ 

ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀǊŘŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ 

ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǾŜΣ 

wƻǿŀƴ ǳƴǝŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘ ƻũ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ 

ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ  

άLŦ ƛǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜǎ ȅƻǳΣ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻŘŜǎǘ ƎƛƊΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ 

ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǊƳΦέ 

{ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŦǳǎŜΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǝƳŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘƛƳ ƎǊŀǝǘǳŘŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ Ƙƻǿ ƎƭŀŘ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ 

ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƛŘŘƛƴƎΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘΦ  

¢ƘŜ ŘȅƛƴƎ ŬǊŜ ǎƘǊƻǳŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ƎƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǳǧŜǊƅƛŜǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŦƻǊ tŀŘǊŀƛƎ 



нн 

ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎΦ  

IŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ άL Ƴǳǎǘ ƎƻΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ τ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǾŜ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΦ IŜ 

ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŜŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜƊ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎτ ŀƭƻƴŜ 

ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ  

! Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǿ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ²ƘȅΣ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜ 

ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΚ 

LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŬŘƎŜǘȅ ƅŀƳŜǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎŀƴŎǘǳŀǊȅΦ 

{ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ wƻǿŀƴΩǎ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΣ ōǳƴŘƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǿŀǊƳ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻƻƭŜƴ Ŏƭƻŀƪǎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǘǿƛŎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ 

ōƻŘȅΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŦƻǊǘƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ wƻǿŀƴΩǎ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ {ƴƻǿ ƘŀŘ 

ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΩǎ ŎƻƭŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƘŜǊŀƭŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳƻƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǿ 

ǎǘŀǊǎ ǇŜŜƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƻŦ ŎƭƻǳŘǎΦ  

{ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǳǇ ƘƻǇŜ wƻǿŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 

ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎ ŎƻƭŘΦ {ǝƉȅΣ ǎƘŜ 

ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛŎƪŜǊ 

ƻŦ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǊ ǊƻŘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ 

ŎƛǊŎƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƻƻŘ ǿŀǎ 

ŘǊŀǿƴ ŘŜŜǇΦ 

άwƻǿŀƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǎŎƻǊƴΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘΣ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀǧŜǊŜŘ ƳƻǊŜΣ 

ƘŜǊ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ ƛŦ wƻǿŀƴΩǎ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǳƴƘƻƭȅ 

ŘƻƛƴƎǎέ ǎŜǧƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǧŜǊ ŦƻǊ tŀŘǊŀƛƎΣ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 

wƻǿŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

άaȅ ƭŀŘȅΚέ ǎŀƛŘ wƻǿŀƴΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎƳƻǳƴǘŜŘΦ 

{ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘ ŎƻƴŘŜǎŎŜƴǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀƭƛǘȅ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ 

ŀǘ ŜŀǎŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǝƳŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǊŜŬƴŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǳƛǘŜŘ 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΦ .Ǌƻǿƴ ǿƻƻƭŜƴ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƭŜŜǾŜŘ ǘǳπ

ƴƛŎ τ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ ƎƭŜŀƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǊƴŀǘŜ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŘƛǎŎǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ 

Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦǳǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƳǎΣ 

ƭƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻŀƪΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀȅΚέ  

ά¢ǊǳǘƘŦǳƭƭȅΣ L ƘƻǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ƎǊŜŜǝƴƎΦέ 

άwƻǿŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΦ 

ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άtŀŘǊŀƛƎ ŎǳǊǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘƻǿ 

.ǊŀƴƴŀƎƘΦ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ /ǊƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ 

ƧŜǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭǳǎǘȅ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜǎ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƻǊŘΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ τ tŀŘǊŀƛƎτΚέ 

ά¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŀŎŎƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴ 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΣέ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ aƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 

ŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴπ

ǎƘƛǇΣ ƪƛƴŘǊŜŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƛƴǘŜƭƭŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘΦ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ƪƴŜǿΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ƎŜǩƴƎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘǊŜŀƳΦ 

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ 

ǎǘŀǊƪ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǇǊƛƻǊΦ wƻǿŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴπ

ŜǊΦ bŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΦ {ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƛǊŜΣ ǘƻ 

Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎŀǘƘŜŘǊŀƭǎ ƻŦ tŀǊƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘπ

ŜǊΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǝǾŜǎ ƭƛǾŜŘΦ wƻǿŀƴ ƛƴ ǘǳǊƴΣ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ 



но 

5ǳōƭƛƴ ƛƴ ǾƛǾƛŘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭΣ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻΣ ŀƭπ

Ƴƻǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ IŜ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƭŘƭȅ 

ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΦ  

 

wƻǿŀƴ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƻƊŜƴ ƛƴ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ Lƴ ǝƳŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ Ŧŀǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŜǾƛǘŀōƭȅ ƭƻǾπ

ŜǊǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǝƳŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘΦ bƻ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƴŘŜǊ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 

ōŜ ōƻƭŘΦ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƴƻ ǎƘŀƳŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƭΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŦƻǊΦ  

hƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ WǳƴŜΣ ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ŬǊŜƅƛŜǎΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƘŜǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎ ƘŀŘ ǿŜƛƎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ 

ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƘƛƳΣ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΦ  

5ǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŜǘ-ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊǎΣ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ Lƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ 

ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿΣ ƛŦ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƻũ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǊŜƧŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘΣ ƘŜ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳƻǊ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ŜƴƎŀƎŜ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛǎπ

ŘƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƎƛŎΦ  

²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎΦ IŜǊ ƴŀǊǊŀπ

ǝǾŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŀǊǊŜŘΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΦ Lƴ ƳƛŘǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜŘ 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƴŜŀǊΣ ƭǳǊƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎΦ wƻǿŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ 

ǿƛǘƘ ǎǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ ƘŀƴŘΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜΦ {ǝƭƭΣ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƛƭƭ ŀǘ 

ŜŀǎŜΦ  

²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƻǊƭŘƭȅ ǘŀƭŜΣ 

Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ǿƛǎƛōƭȅ ŜƴǘƘǊŀƭƭŜŘΣ ȅŜǘ ƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ Lǎŀπ

ōŜƭƭŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǝƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƭŜ 

ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊƴŜǎǘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƴŜǊǾƛƴƎΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƪƛƴŘ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ά̧ ƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛƳǇƭƛŜǎ ƳȅǘƘ ƛǎ ŀ ƭŜƎŜƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ƳŜǊƛǘΦέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΦ [ŀǘŜƭȅΣ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ 

5Ǌǳŀƴǝŀ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŜǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 

ά!Ƙ ȅŜǎΣέ wƻǿŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǜǳƭƭȅΣ ά5ǊǳŀƴǝŀΣ 

ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƛŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ /ŜƭǘǎΦ 

άLǎŀōŜƭƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƻŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ǎŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ DƻŘΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ǎƘƛƊ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǝŀƴƛǘȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ōȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ  

ά/ǳǊƛƻǳǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ 

ŀǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ LǎŀōŜƭƭŜ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜŘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ 

ƘƛƳΦ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ Lƭŀƴŀ ŀƴŘ ¢ŀǊŀ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴƎŜƭǎΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀƊŜǊ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜΣ 

άǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƘŜƴŎŜΦ !ƴŘ wƻǿŀƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 

ǎƻƻƴΣ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƳƻƻƴΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ǿŜƭπ

ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƳΚέ  

Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘƻǇŜŘΣ ŀ ǎǇŀǊƪ ƛƎƴƛǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ 

ŜȅŜǎΦ wƻǿŀƴ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƊƭȅΦ 

άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ƴȅ ƘƻƴƻǊΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŀ ǊǳǎƘ ƻŦ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

 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. 

ñLiv, are you here?ò  

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. 

ñNot bad,ò a deep voice that definitely was not Livôs filled my ears, ñBut it would be worn more like 

this.ò 

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, ñOh, itôséò  

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. 

ñDot, is that you?ò Liv called. Her voice broke the spell.  I attempted to look casual. 
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            ñYes, Liv, itôs me,ò 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.  

            ñOh, Dot, I see youôve met Jeremy. Heôs 

from the Den of Antiquities over in Knoxville.ò 

ñWell, we havenôt exactly met,ò I began. 

ñNo, I was just showing her the proper way 

to wear this hat.ò 

Liv looked at me and began to laugh. 

ñOh, 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.ò 

I sort of smiled at my friendsô 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.  

ñWell,ò Liv interjected, ñDo you want to see 

the shipment from England? Jeremy and I were be-

ginning to unpack it as you came in.ò 

ñOf course, thatôs why Iôm here after all.ò 

 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.  

ñJeremy, Dottie is a Professor of Anthropolo-

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

ed some primitive tools and household implements?ò 

Jeremy nodded, ñYes, I have some things that 

fit into that category. Iôm not sure exactly which 

boxes they are packed, butéò 

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. 

ñSo,ò he said, ñYouôre a Professor of Anthro-

pology? What made you decide on that field?ò 

ñI originally wanted to study Archaeology, 

but as you can see, Iôm not cut out for digging in the 

hot sun.ò 

His eyes flicked over my face, taking in my 

pale skin and strawberry blonde hair. ñI donôt imag-

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

smile. 

ñSo, 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.ò 

ñDo you speak any other languages?ò 

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.ò 
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Liv looked at me as if I had suddenly began 

speaking Greek, which I can, a little, but wasnôt 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. Iôve even seen a UFO, but that is an-

other story for another time. 

ñWhat about Jack? What if someone sees 

you? What will you tell him?ò 

ñTell 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.ò 

Liv nodded her head. ñI can see your point, 

but is this for revenge or what?ò 

ñNo, Liv, I donôt know whatôs with this, but 

it is definitely not for revenge. We just, óclickô thatôs 

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

ñWell,ò began Liv, ñThe green is nice, but 

the black is sexier, especially with the earrings and 

necklace I gave you for Christmas.ò 

ñOoh, thatôs right, they would be perfect.ò  

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. 

ñCômon, Dot. Iôve got a date too, you know.ò 

If you want a ride, youôd best get a move on.ò 

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. ñYou look good. How are you planning on 

getting home?ò 

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

If not, Iôll call a taxi. I have my quarterò 

ñOkay, but remember, you can call me if you 

need me.ò 

ñYes, Mother,ò I answered. 

Liv dropped me at the door of The Inn. I 

trembled as I walked into the lobby and glanced 

around. I didnôt 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 

tonightôs 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. 

ñDotty, is that you?ò 

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. 

ñYou are beautiful,ò 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. 

ñCômon, pretty lady, our dinner reservation is 

at seven.ò 

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.  

ñWould you like to look at the wine list?ò  

 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, ñMay I order for you?ò 

ñYes, please,ò 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 

saut®ed fresh English peas and mushrooms for our 

entr®e. 

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, 

ñWhat are we drinking to?ò 

ñTo chance encounters,ò He answered. 
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 ñTo chance encounters, indeed.ò  

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 couldnôt 

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. 

ñDot,ò He began. 

ñYes,ò I answered, looking up into his eyes. 

ñUh, I wanted to say that, uhé nothing real-

ly. Just that this is the most enjoyable evening Iôve 

spent in a long, long time.ò 

ñYou must not get out much,ò I joked. 

ñNo, I donôt,ò He replied very seriously, each 

unsure as to how to proceed.  

ñShall we dance?ò 

 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.  

 ñI donôt want the evening to end, but, you 

need to get back home.ò 

ñNo, I mean, yes, I do. I was wondering, 

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

is in the shop.ò 

ñIt would be an honor, if you donôt mind rid-

ing in my work truck.ò 

ñThe pleasure would be all mine, sir.ò 

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. 

ñSorry, 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. 

ñNow, we can go. Show me which way to go.ò 

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. 

ñOh, that is a good one.ò He turned it up a lit-

tle and began to sing. ñPut your sweet lips a little 

closer to the phone,ò 

It was such a tender and beautiful song. His 

baritone filled my ears. His arm was still around me 

as he drove. I donôt 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 thrilledéé... 

 

 

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 
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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 donôt know who you cry for 

When you pray, you donôt know who you pray for 

When you work, well, you donôt even work 

One day you will 

One day youôll 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. 
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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 othersô 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 armôs reach. 

 

"I have this great idea for a story!ò  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 competitionò, 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 . . .ò 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.  

 

ñExcuse meò, 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.  

 

ñAre you new here?ò She asked. 

 

ñYes Miss,ò he answered. 

 

ñWell take care of my baby boy.ò 

 

ñHe needs to be outside with the 

others.ò 

 

ñI know all about thatò, she said.  

ñThe last time he got a nasty bite 

by the ear that almost got infect-

ed.ò 

 

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 didnôt mind 

since her mind was so far away.  

 

ñSo now my competition has dou-

bled.ò 

                                 

ñWhat do you mean?ò 

ñThereôs the horse and now that new 

stable helpò, he said.  ñYou know, 

the one that makes Lord Byron look 

like Charlie Chaplin.ò 

 

ñHeôs actually a nice fellow.ò 

 

With a laugh he replied that the 



оп 

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.  

 

ñThis is the best mimosa in townò, 

said her friend.  

 

ñI havenôt broken up with him yet,ò 

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.  

ñLetôs turn off our phones for the 

rest of the afternoonò, 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.  

 

ñSo he turned down the position at 

the bank!ò laughed one crony.  ñNow 

he is probably digging ditches or 

waiting tables in Brighton.ò 

ñYou could at least try to smileò, 

whispered the boyfriend.   ñThese 

are my friends.  Iôve known most of 

them since university.ò 

ñThereôs a lot on my mindò, Joan re-

plied.  

ñPlease donôt mention that competi-

tion.ò 

ñItôs important to me.ò 

ñThis pleasant little garden party 

is important to us.ò 

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.  Thereôs that one writing 

class where one should look at every 

story as the same.  Whether it was a 

film, novel or comic itôs always 

about people not getting what they 

want.  

 

ñI can relate to thatò, 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.  

 

ñHelloò, said the shop owner.  ñHow can I help you?ò 

 

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

on an aircraft carrier.  

 

ñHow much for the bat tattoo?ò 

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

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

 

ñWhere are you going at this hour?ò he asked.  Her answer was evasive.  

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

the stables.  

 

ñWhere is everybody?ò 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.     

                             

ñWhere would you like it?ò 

 

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

tattoo artist stood up.  

 

ñSee.  These are for everyone to seeò, he said.  His neck, arms and low-

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

 

ñVery niceò, she replied. 

 

ñThere is moreò, he said.  ñBut those are for your partner.ò 

 

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.  

 

ñSomeplace publicò, she said. 

 

ñHow about the left shoulderò, he offered. 
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ñWhy there?ò 

 

ñIt sends a message that it is 

closest to your heart.ò                                

 

The break in the fence was found.  

Joanôs 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.  

 

ñExcuse meò, 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   

   

ñWhere did you find him?ò 

 

ñBeing such a mild mannered steedò, 

he said.  ñI reckoned he would be 

looking for friends and familiar 

faces.ô 

 

Her hands ran over the horse stop-

ping at the bloody scratches.  She 

held back a cry and took a deep 

breath.  

 

ñWe can chalk this up to a healthy 

morning ride.ò 

 

ñI you say soò, 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.  

ñSo what is it?ò 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?  

ñNothingò, she replied.                               

A ploughmanôs lunch was laid in 

front of her.  The stable hand ges-

tured for her to eat.  

ñI am famished.ò 

The rapport began almost at an in-

stant.  Before long they were fin-

ishing each otherôs 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.  

ñIôve been around horses most of my 

lifeò, he offered.  ñI like them.  

They make me feel calm.  Even thor-

oughbreds.ò 

ñThe scratches on the horse look 

superficialò, said Joan. 

ñWe should check to make sure no 

splinters from the fence are embed-

ded in the skin.ò 
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ñThis food is delicious!ò 

A ringtone played.  She reach for . 

. .                                 

She stopped.  The cell phone wasnôt 

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.  

ñWoa!ò exclaimed the boyfriend.  

ñThat tattoo rocks!ò 

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.  

ñThe bat symbolizes all that is 

darkò, he chortled.  ñThatôs what 

this new video game says!ò 

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.  

 

ñWe can always break up tomorrowò, 

she thought.  

 

With a clink of silverware to 

glasses the engagement was an-

nounced.   Behind Joanôs 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.  

 

ñWhat gives you the right?ò 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.  

 

ñItôs my life and I can do what I 

want!ò 

 

Joan wanted to go and comfort him.  

Instead she closed the stable door 

and walked home.  

                         

ñThat was the best make up sex ev-

er!ò 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.  

 

ñRemember one thingò, sad the edi-
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tor.  ñEvery story is about people 

never getting what they want.ò 

 

ñAs if I didnôt already know that.ò 

 

ñI am really excited about this!ò 

 

ñWe should break up more oftenò, 

said the boyfriend stepping out of 

the shower.  ñI heard some couples 

pose as strangers in crowded bars 

and pick each other up.ò          

 

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.   

 

ñVery goodò, said the stable hand.  

ñBut you need to follow throughò. 

 

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.  

 

ñI hope you have come around to my 

way of thinking.ò 

 

The enclosure with the girl and the 

horse was closed.  

 

ñWhat else do you want me to say?ò 

 

ñThat you have come to your sens-

esò.  Said the patriarch.  ñThis 

has to be settled.ò  

 

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.  

 

ñI have a very important question 

to ask youò, said a friend. 

 

ñWhatôs that?ò asked Sloan. 

 

ñHas he introduced you to any of 

his friends?ò 

 

She thought for a moment.  Her re-

ply was to shake her head to the 

negative.  

 

ñThen youôre not his girlfriend.ò 

   

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 

oneôs non- availability?  

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

begin with ñmy fianc® . . .ò later 

to be ñmy husband . . . ñ  Was 

this happiness?  Suddenly she re-

membered something.ñI need to talk 

to youò, said a friend. 

 

She wanted to ask why as her 

friend lead her to the far side of 

the café.   

 

ñWe canôt be friends anymore.ò 

 

Why not?ò she asked.ñWas it some-

thing I had done?ò 

 

ñNoò, replied her friend as she 

leaned in to whisper.  ñI have to 

be with my fianc®.ò 

                                     

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 elseôs 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 ñHappy Birthday 

Telly Savalas!ò or ñRobert!  Get 

in here!  Sheôs topless!ò   Now it 

read ñBook your bachelorette party 

now!ò 

 

ñMaybe I should go in for one Jª-

germeister shotò, 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.  

 

ñIf you donôt winò, said one of 

his friends.  ñYou know what to 

do.ò 

 

ñWhatôs that?ò wondered Joan. 

 

ñJust keep going straight down the 

roadò, he laughed.  ñAfter about a 

mile there will be a glue factory 

on the right.  You canôt miss it!ò 

 

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.  

 

Iôm sorry about my friendsô, he 
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said.  ñA good laugh is always a 

priority.ò 

 

ñWell thatôs why you are all still 

friends.ò 

 

ñIf itôs any help you can also re-

ply with the same type of joke.ò 

 

ñLike what?ò 

 

ñOh let me seeò, he wondered.  

ñNeville once broke his leg run-

ning from a jealous Sicilian hus-

band.  We never let him live that 

one down.ò 

 

ñThatôs awful.ò 

 

ñAnd thatôs why it is so damn fun-

ny.ò 

 

The editor went over the latest 

pages.  She nodded and even 

smiled.  

 

ñIs any of this autobiographical?ò 

 

ñItôs all out of my imaginationò, 

Sloan said.  ñEvery bit of it.ò 

 

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.  

 

ñThatôs some fancy accent you have 

thereò, said one of them.  ñDo you 

actually work for a living?ò 

 

ñAsk him if heôs ever kissed a 

girlò, laughed another.  ñThatôs 

good for a laugh!ò 

 

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 didnôt know what 

to do.  A fist clinched.  

 

ñThere you are!ò 

 

They turned around to see her run 

up to kiss the stable hand on the 

lips.  

 

ñOh I hope he hasnôt bored youò, 

she laughed.  ñItôs not that he 

tells lots of bad jokes.  He just 

keeps telling the same bad joke 

over and over.ò 

 

The ruffians dropped their guard 

and backed away.   With a wave she 

led the stable hand off by the 

arm.  

 

ñWhat are you doing?ò asked the 

stable hand.  

 

ñSaving you from a sound thrash-

ing.ò 

 

 

ñHow much for the bookò, Sloan 

asked.  
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ñFive bucks and itôs yoursò, 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: ñRomantic Weddings 

from the 1920ôsò                                    

 

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 whatôs 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.  

 

ñTalk to meò, Joan demanded.  ñTell 

me whatôs wrong.ò 

 

He confessed to being jealous of 

his friendôs war record. 

 

ñOh for that shiny little medalò, 

she said.  ñYou should be glad you 

made it through in one piece.ò 

 

ñI suppose.ò 

 

ñCheer up.ò 

 

ñItôs just that he flew planes and 

had a shot at being an ace.ô 

 

ñWhy didnôt you join the Royal Air 

Force?ò 

 

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.  

 

ñDonôt spill any wine on the bookò. 

 

Her friend laughed as she flipped 

through the pages.  

 

ñNow this is getting married in 

style!ò said the friend. 

 

ñIt was the birth of the modern 

eraò, said Sloan.  ñAs the last few 

trappings of the Victorian age lay 

in tatters.ò 

 

ñOh I like thatò, said the friend.   

 

ñI wrote it.ò 

 

ñDid the bride have a last ógirlôs 

night outô? 

ñI donôt know.ò 

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.  

ñI love youò, he said.  ñPlease 

kiss me.ò 

Their lips drew closer and pressed.  

Her hands cupped his face only to 

feel the slight five oôclock shad-

ow.  

ñBut why are you telling me this?ò 

she asked.  

He told her that he could no longer 

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

turn?ò 

ñNothing.ò 

They embraced and held each other 

tightly.  Fingers ran through her 

hair like a light massage.   

ñThe competition is todayò, he 

said.  ñIôll be watching and wish-

ing you the best.ò 

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.  

ñHi thereò, she said.  ñI came over 

to pick up his stuff.ò 

ñWhere is he?ò 

ñPlaying paintballò, she replied.  

ñHe does so every time this week.ò 

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.  

ñIôm double parked so keep the door 

openò, she said.  ñIt shouldnôt 

take more than a few trips.ò 

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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ñYes we are hiringò, said the stable manager. ñBy the way, what experi-

ence do you have mucking out stables?ò 

   

ñOh a littleò, Sloan replied.  ñBefore this I was in publishing.ò 

 

                            THE END 
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