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Part One







  
  1

  
  
  The Fearful Witch

  
  




At the time of this writing, I’m no longer a fearful person, having put that foolishness aside, but in my youth, I feared em for I had good reason to.

Though it wasn’t always like this. When I was a little girl, littler than I was, they were my favourite creature creation.

I would dance with them in my imagination.

I would feed them, too, going out on my own and hunting their game (their favourite food being the moss covered antlers of the frozen forest deer) and getting what I could. I create a devastating event, the deer attacking one another and their antlers breaking and falling to the forest floor. I’d run and pick them up and then I’d be on my way, thanking the deer for their sacrifice as I hurried away. I’d stop in the middle of the forest, lit only by the dimmest of light shafts, and I’d hold the antler, consider its weight, and think of the moments that would follow. Again, I’d hurry away.

I’d find its dwelling, and I’d stand before it, a breath from one of these things could light an entire city on fire. Was I really doing the right thing, I thought.

And then I’d enter the cave, black darkness creeping around me. A kind bug would light itself and I’d follow it to the creature in question.

It stood before me, the behemoth thing.

Its jaws were always open, dripping golden-yellow flames which would flicker for the briefest period of time before being extinguished in the pools of water beneath it.

Bug flapped their wings around its jagged teeth, which were twice the size of me.

Again I stood before it, the creature wondering what I was doing.

Then I’d produce the forest dwellers’ fallen antlers and it lifted its head at the sparkly things within my hands.

It moved its head forward.

I stood, and stepped back, but only slightly.

It was a few feet in front of me, unable to come any farther.

I pulled the antler towards it and I stepped closer, asking the creature, Is this what you want?

It inhaled, and the air around me seemed to pull me closer towards it.

I stepped and I was careful.

I was close enough for its rancid breath to burn the tips of the antlers. They glowed under the heat and they felt incredibly warm to the touch.

I told it to open wide and it opened its mouth and I threw the antlers in.

It closed its mouth and it swished its acid spit and I could hear the antlers bump against the row of teeth that were inside the creature’s mouth.

I stayed.

The creature swallowed, and then its thirteen eyes were upon me, wondering what I wanted. A woman’s voice flickered—faintly—within my head and I asked the angelic notes if it could do something for me; my mother was sick with a dreadful illness.

Could you look after her, I asked it.

And the creature open its mouth, producing a very large bubble, which was coloured with the colours of a battery acid rainbow.

I wondered what it was doing.

Soon, bugs were flying within the bubble. They were dying, too. And when enough was claimed, the bubble was sucked into the creature’s mouth, its spit swishing, and from a nostril came the medicine my mother needed.

I thanked it.

Though at first I didn’t know what it was doing, when I saw the thing come out of its nose and the substance glittering with flecks of gold, I knew what it was doing alright.

I scooped up what I could, plugged the bottle, and thanked the creature again.

It seemed to thank me back and say, You’re welcome.

God, I hate people who say, Your welcome, as if that’s how it’s said. But the way things are are sometimes never carried over from the way things used to be.

When I woke from my dream, I was covered with the stuff.

I wiped it off and it was a gloppy thing in front of me. I placed it within a bucket. And I took the bucket downstairs, wondering if this was what people wanted, if this was the miracle that would save my mother.

My father turned to me and wondered about the substance. He then asked the doctor and the doctor told him what I just told you and when the doctor looked at the gold-flecked substance, he knew immediately what it was.

He made a medicinal thing out of it and he administered it to my mother, wiping it along her forehead and her bare chest.

I wondered if she’d be alright and if I did the right thing.

I was told yes to both my questions.

My mother would recover quicker than normal. She was stricken by something I couldn’t contend with, my powers were too weak and too immature at the time. But when my mother learned about my adventures with the cave-dwelling dragon, she thanked me, making my favourite meal—spaghetti and pumpkin pie topped with a large soft helping of white whipped cream.

I devoured ever bit of it.

She thanked me and told others and they told others and soon, the news knew what I had done. Stories were told and people, from then on, would look at me and wonder why their daughters and their sons hadn’t done something like I just did, saying how lucky my mother was to have a daughter like me.

And my mother would turn to these people and she’d agree.

And I looked at her with the gleam of pleasure within my eyes and she’d turn and she’d look at me and she’d touch me and then we’d be hugging.

But was then.

This is now.

Now, I’m frightened of them.


My newest mother learned of my frightful nature a few days after the incident. She’d wonder if she was thinking the right thing, getting into fights with my father who’d defend me, saying, She’s needs time—that’s all—just a little time.

Fine, then, my mother would say. But if she takes too long—

She won’t, my father said. Trust me. She’ll come around.

They were speaking, obviously, of my immediate fear of the dreadful creature. And my mother wondered what she needed to do to stop me from fearing them more than I currently did.

She saw, in the local paper, that a circus was on its way.

She wondered if I wanted to go.

I told her that I wasn’t in the mood, that I was considering other things.

She said how wonderful the circus is and wondered if I had ever went.

I told her that I hadn’t had the pleasure.

Then you don’t know, she said.

Don’t know what, I wondered.

About the circus, the old timer said. And how wonderful it is, she added.

We were sitting at the kitchen table and I was between my mother and my father.

She grabbed the pamphlet from her pocket and she unfolded it and then she slid it towards me, her fingers spread out.

I looked at her as long as I could, but she kept the same look as she had from the start. I looked away, defeated, crossing my arms in front of my chest.

My mother saying, Come on now, it’s the circus.

She then looked at my father and she wondered if he’d like to go.

I snapped a look at my father, hoping he’d side with me, but he didn’t.

Ooh, he said. The circus. Wouldn’t that be a wonderful thing.

He then looked from a smiling her to a not smiling me and I knew then that I had to go.

I wrote my husband to be that I was going to the circus and he wrote back, saying how he’d only been three times. It was something his family did, he said, whenever the circus was in town and they could make room for it.

I wondered about the miracles that happened within the pinstripe tent and he told me about them in great detail.

To tell you the truth, they sparked my imagination.

He was, and will be for sometime now, a great writer. His use of words being the kind of thing that would turn anyone towards him. I was lucky he decided to set his wonderful and kind eyes upon me. I kept that thought alive whenever I needed it, which would occur when I turned a dark look upon him and he looked at me with either shock or self-disappointment. The looks would cause me to rethink my chosen-method.

I stepped into the living room where my new mother was knitting her newest thing, a blanket perhaps, something she’d be donating the kids being born at the local hospital. She was always doing something like that.

I stayed, standing, and she’d look at me with curiosity, saying, Yes, Steffie, what is it?

The circus, I said.

What about it, she wondered. I thought you didn’t want to go.

I didn’t, I told her.

And, she pressed.

I thought about going.

On your own, she said.

I turned away from her, wondering what was in her mind.

I already bought the tickets, she said. We’re going on Saturday and then we’ll be going on the Sunday morning.

Why go twice, I wondered.

Something important, she said.

Something important, I wondered, and I would find out.

On the Friday before, she was filled with glee and excitement, she jittered, too, bouncing like a spring.

I wondered why, but I never asked her.

When were having dinner, I asked her about her time with the circus and she told us that she had never been.

Never been, I said, a forkful of salad in my glove-covered hand.

My parents never had the money, she said.

What were you, I asked her—poor, I added.

And she said, Yes, Steffie, we were. Very, very poor.

We left it at that.

That night, before I went to bed, my father told me about the next day and when were supposed to be leaving. I was filled with fright when I learned that dragons would be involved, the dreadful things.

My mind glittered that night with the burning fire of dragons. I’d wake in a sweaty mess, breathing air in hurry down my throat clumps.

I wondered if I could get out of this, but when the Sun came over the rolling horizon, I knew that I had to see the show.

We stood outside and she handed them our tickets. They stamped our tickets and they gave them back, torn at the middle.

My mother turned to me and said, Don’t lose this, Stefanie. They are our tickets around here. Am I understood?

Yes, I said. And she gave me my torn ticket and I stuffed it into my pocket and we walked the grounds which were decorated with other people. Some looked at me and hideousness and others didn’t. I watched a parent turn their child’s frightful eyes away from me.

I turned away from the child and I went to eating the hot dog I had decorated with relish and red sauce and yellow sauce.

I munched and munched and munched.

I then went to an amusement thing and wondered what people were doing. I saw them throw a ball at a collection of bottles. The master of the event wondered if I wanted a go at it. And I wondered and wondered and wondered. They pushed me and I said, Some other time.

I was also thinking of its stupidness. The thing was obviously rigged. Why would anyone want to take part in it, I wondered.

My husband telling me of the novelty and people knowing that the games were rigged and saying how playing them were apart of the deal.

I’d write back wondering if he played and to tell me of when.

He said he had and he told me about the bottles and the ball. He then told me about how he learned about the magnet that kept the bottles on the stand, the top ones falling off, but the bottom ones staying on.

We made our way to the feature presentation. A dragon show, it was.

They gathered at the top of the tent.

They were small, the smallest dragons I ever saw and would for sometime. They zipped through the crowd.

I covered my face with my hands and my mother looked at me with a display of disappointment, wondering when I’d get over myself.

The show was eventful, as a massive dragon spit fire and burst balloons over the heads of clowns and they were drenched with water which dripped their white faces and their red lips off their faces.

And the ring master saying, Uh-oh. Clowns don’t like it when their makeup isn’t perfect. I’m sure there are some women who know what I mean.

They were giggles from the crowd.

Because makeup wouldn’t do me any good, I didn’t bother with the stuff, though I was covered with it when I was employed in front of the camera.

On our way out of the tent, my mother grabbed me and wondered how I was.

I wasn’t in the mood to tell her, so I shrugged and muttered a sound that wasn’t here, nor there.

She pressed and said when I was silent for way too long, Come on, hun. You must, you must know. How was it, up to your liking?

Maybe she doesn’t want to say, my father said, holding my mother’s arm.

And my mother said, She was reacting throughout the event. Adding, She must—she must know.

She then looked at me and asked me again.

And I said, For as long as I won’t experience that again, I’m fine.

Really, my mother wondered.

Mm hmm, I said with a nod of my head—once and only once.

She looked at me and I knew it even though I wasn’t looking at her.

When we got home, she wondered what I was doing the following day and I told her about my plans of nothing and she said how I was to go with her and when I pressed her details, she said, It’s a surprise.

A surprise, huh, I wondered.

And she nodded, thinking nothing of herself and only of me.

I wondered throughout the night, asking her many times, then asking my father if he could push her to respond and he said how it was something that I needed to experience and I wondered what he meant and she looked at him and snapped her jaw and he quickly went silent and when I pressed him, he said, I said too much—too much, my girl.

And I was disappointed.

Again, they told me when I needed to be up.

I was laying in bed, wondering about the next day, which came with some curiosity.

I was in the car, being driven, wondering why dad wasn’t with us. And my mother said, This is a girl’s thing.

A girl’s thing, eh?

Mm hmm, my mother said, the wheel being held by one hand, her eyes settled on the road in front of her.

It was then that I knew one thing—we were headed to the carnival grounds. And I wasn’t in the mood to find out what we were going to be doing. The dragons were still dancing in my mind.

When we parked, I got out and I looked at the tent and I asked her again what we were doing and she looked at me with a knowing smile and she told me, You’ll find out—soon.

We were greeted by a wonderful looking man and he took us through the circus grounds. He then took us into a tent and within this tent was the sound of a breathing dragon, its exhales known so well to me.

I slowed and I stayed behind and my mother turned and she looked at me and she wondered if I was going to be joining them.

To do what, I said.

Nothing.

Nothing, I said, not believing her.

All you have to do is nothing more than what He requires of you, she said. Come on now, she added, beckoning me with her hand.

She was turned and snapped her jaw and then she turned again and her hate-drenched eyes were upon me and she walked beside me and she grabbed my arm and she said, You will walk on, yes?

I looked at her but I couldn’t look for long. My sight was on the ground and I wondered if it was me or the thought of being with a dragon that was stopping me from going on.

She pulled me and I went along with her.

It was then that I saw it.

A dragon from yesterday’s show.

She stood and she said, There—a dragon. Something for you to touch.

Touch, I said.

Mm hmm. I brought you here so you could get over your tea rof them, she said.

She looked at the thing slumbering.

The man who was with us said, It’s sleeping. We put it under, gave it some warm honey coated sleeping pills.

You see, my mother said.

And the man said, She will not wake up. Nothing will rise her.

Nothing, eh?

Mm hmm.

But I couldn’t move. And when it















































































































































































































































