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Flash fiction of all kinds has taken off dramatically as of 2014. These tales are some of the longer flash fictions I have written. Like any tale, the stories come to me from music, from images and from discussions. 
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The first tale is my take on the legend of Jack O’Lantern. This tale is a part of the Starship Wordsmyth anthology, Ode to Autumn – Season of Change

It is that time of year again, the time when everyone makes a pumpkin into a lantern. They think it is fun, carve silly faces gab toothed faces on those orange plump fruits or sling them from catapults of all things. But do any of them remember just why Jack-O-Lanterns came into being? No, they don’t.

So let me tell you my tale. You see I was hungry, starving in fact. The villagers had all those lovely, round and tasty turnips just lying there in the field. How could this miss one, okay four? Well they did. I mean it wasn’t like I was taking their children or their chickens, just a handful of turnips.

Well that old miser, Ronald McDongal saw me and raised a hue and cry. You think I bedded his daughter or something. I stuffed my bag with as many as I could and then I high tailed it into the woods, yeah, those woods over there. 

Well the villagers chased me through part of the woods, but they stopped when we reached the glade. Never understood why they were so afraid of it. So it was in the center of a ring of stones? I mean come on no one believes in faeries any more.

Yeah, I was wrong. Oh boy, was I wrong. The villagers taunted and threw things at me but as long as I moved quickly they missed me.  Then the sunset and they buggered off. I laughed as they did, thinking I had won once more. Well let me tell you, don’t go standing in a faerie ring when the sun sets. You never know who will show up in there with you.

“Well, my boyo, you escaped that little tussle with your ribs intact,” came a voice from behind and above me.

I spun about, trying to see who had come up behind me. It wasn’t till I looked up at the top of one of those stones that I saw him. Dressed in all black, with glowing red eyes and hawkish features I knew that I wasn’t looking at one of the villagers. “They couldn’t catch me. Never have. I’m too quick for them.”

The man chortled, slapping his knee. “Too quick, he says.” He then smiled and jumped down from the top of that stone. Landed light as a feather from a ten-foot drop. When he straightened up I could see faintly glowing horns in the tousled curls on his head. Let me tell you I figured out quick that I went from the pot to the fire. 

I wasn’t sure if he was a faerie or not, but something told me that he was something much darker.  It was when I looked into those eyes that I knew I was facing Old Nick and I was in big trouble. I turned to run when his hand came down on my shoulder. “Whoa, boyo.”

“Let me go!” I struggled as he spun me about and I seemed to be rooted in place.

“Now why would I do that? It is your time to die, boyo, and I have come to collect you.”

Well let me tell you now I had to think quickly. I wasn’t ready to shuffle off my mortal coil, that was for sure. Then it dawned on me. With a grin I opened my mouth and sealed my fate. “Ah but you don’t want my soul. Not when I could give you a whole church full of self righteous souls to be...devil.” I winced at that but well it was the right term.

He paused and looked at me in interest. “And how would you get me those?”

“Well see if you turn into a gold coin, I could take you and pay off those villagers. Then you can disappear, leaving them with no payment and you can be sure they would be accusing each other, falsely at that, of taking the coin. Just think of the trouble and the chaos it would cause.”

Well old Nick, he nodded and grinned. He was in a tricky mood, which was good for me. He agreed and well I picked him up and put him in my pouch, right next to the cross that Mary Baker had dropped when she was lifting her skirt. 

Let me tell you that Old Nick didn’t like that one bit. He roared and cursed and tried to get loose but that was a proper blessed cross and he was stuck. Right there I made a deal with him. He swore on all things unholy, that he would not take my soul, ever. So I let him go and he left in a swirl of brimstone and curses.

Well, that was all fine and good and I lived a life, wild and fun until the day I didn’t outrun the villagers. Yeah, that was not my best day, but I learned that when Old Nick makes a bargain he keeps it.

It gets pretty dark wandering in the dark, so I started carving those turnips and then the larger pumpkins. Needed a lantern, you see. Been walking through this wood for neigh on six hundred years now. What is my name you ask? Well, Jack of course.
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This story was originally written as a challenge from a friend. Published in a raw form in my oldest collection, Outside Reality - Inside of Dreams, I edited it heavily and republished it in the collection, Death Walks Through. 

The ink black horse raced across the hills, a darker shadow against the night sky, the sound of its hooves breaking the eerie silence.  The only color was a flash of red as the rider's dark cloak flapped open to show a stain of blood underneath.

I watched as the figure drew near, my eyes searching, trying to pierce the darkness beneath the hood.  My white gown, too thin for the night air, flapped in the cold wind, my long hair, tangled.  Once it was the color of Autumn leaves, bright with gold and reds.  Now I didn’t not know, I could not see it.  My eyes focused only on the distant form, racing across the hills.  Though shivers racked my frame, I didn't notice the cold.  Could it be, was my long wait over?

The horse stopped its flight just before me, its breath causing clouds to billow about me.  I reached out a slow hand but stopped just shy of its snout.  It looked the same; could it be, it looked like his beast.  The last gift I gave him before the Battle.

I was afraid, afraid to look up.  That once more I would be disappointed and my long vigil was not over.  The horse, that black, shadow beast, took a step forward.  Its velvet nose touched my fingers and breath waffled out, my icy skin growing momentarily warm.  Unconsciously my fingers caressed the oh so soft muzzle.  It was real, this beast beneath my fingers.  More real than myself.

We stayed locked for a long moment,  the horse and I, just breathing.  I had forgotten what a pleasure just touching something could be.  But the moment shattered with a sound.  The horse shifted away from my fingers at that sound.  My hand slowly dropped to my side and my eyes lifted once more to the rider.  It was the clearing of a throat that had startled the beast.  As I watched a gloved hand rose to the deep hood and then moved to lower its enshrouding folds.

As if the centuries deep clouds had parted a stray beam of moonlight caressed the features of the man who sat astride the horse.  Features that I had not seen in a very long time; that were always in my mind.  It was him, he had returned!  The moonlight caressed his broad brow, flowing down his cheeks, so sharp now.  The shadows pooled around his eyes, casting them into darkness.  I could not see their color, that I once knew as well as my own.  Along his jaw there was a wound that cut through the short brush of his beard, running down his throat to disappear below his collar.  I longed to reach up, to run my fingers
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