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Dedication:

			This is for the people that don’t know that they inspired characters in my writing.

			Sorry, not sorry.

			But know that you probably inspired me at the same time.

			And I thank thee.
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Dear Reader

			Imagination

			Is a superpower

			It shapes our world

			And leads us into a fascinating future

			So many things in this life inspires

			Art. Music. Cinema. Literature

			Which then encourages

			Greatness

			Adventure

			Allows us all

			To see with new eyes

			The potential within the world around us

			Here is the start of another beginning

			In the hopes of inspiring

			You and others

			Enjoy



	

 

			I should have warned you in ‘For The Travelling Mind’…

			No expectations.

			Some of these stories and poems go places not even I envisage.

			Funny, nearly like the title could suggest such a thing.

			 



	

 

			The present is all we have to live in.

			Or to lose.

			- Marcus Aurelius

			 

			



	

Of Life

			The Child

			The truth belied, to an upturned face

			A tear of joy, shed, in pain of life

			Passionate voices, ignorant of the tiny soul

			Full of wonder & blame

			Upon their impressionable shoulders.

			Adventure

			Pass by; feel the creek’s grand flow

			Water trickle upon rock & stone

			Trees overhead filter warm daylight

			A dog’s splash, the child’s cry of delight

			Of a joy, relived in another time & place.

			First Love

			Pause at a shop, of delight, food & drink

			To take a breath, give greetings & see

			A face staring onto an alluring soul

			With visions of past & future

			Of possibility, in an enticing smile.

			A Family

			To a place where family games are played

			Bread broken and laughter shared

			Ovals of green, smiling faces & Life

			Clamouring competition of glorious kinds

			To be played in many forms, again forever.

			The Memory

			Speak to ghosts, the dearly departed

			Spectres of past wandering souls

			Once of human wonder & emotion

			Are they not real, just lost in time & place?

			Connections

			Then wander your past & future

			Embrace ways of people & places

			That calls hearts & minds, to give grace

			And with peace, gratitude for a life lived.

			



	

Tales of The Ogre, The Wolf, and The Owl – Part Two

			This story began in the previous book, ‘For The Travelling Mind’. However, if you are yet to read it, here is a rundown of what happened previously.

			An ogre, forced from her forested home, wanders through a snowy and desolate landscape where she comes across an injured wolf. She nurses the wolf back to health, and they begin a journey towards the mountains, guided by only a feeling.

			They enter woodlands at the base of the mountains and, as the sun sets, are attacked by a large bear. They are saved by an owl, who claws the bear’s face so that it struggles to see. The bear leaves, and the owl guides the ogre and wolf to a cave where they rest for the night.

			The owl joins the group as they continue their journey into the harsh snow and wind of the mountain passes, only to notice being pursued by the bear. A small avalanche occurs, burying the ogre. The others try to recover her, but to no avail. Leaving the ogre behind before the night sets in, they push on to the safety of a crevice further up the mountain.

			They fall asleep, the ogre then startling them awake in the darkness of the crevice. She had been knocked unconscious and buried. They sleep undisturbed until morning, then set out. The bear, having gained on them overnight, continues its pursuit.

			Afternoon finds them battling it out in a snowstorm when darkness suddenly encloses them. Snow and mountains vanish, a mysterious place of shadow surrounding them instead. A massive rock, inscribed with glyphs, appears behind the trio. The ogre determines that it tells a story. The owl, in her curiosity, touches a glyph resembling a feather and vanishes. The others, shocked, continue to investigate the glyphs.

			On a hunch, the ogre grabs the wolf’s tail, touching it to a glyph of a leg and tooth. The wolf also vanishes. The ogre is unable to find a glyph for herself and briefly rests. A presence felt, she opens her eyes just in time to evade being attacked by the bear that had somehow followed them. The bear accidentally touches its own glyph and vanishes. The ogre, desperate, finds her own on the other side of the giant tablet, three small shapes that resemble her joining hands. Once touched, she vanishes too.

			…

			When the owl’s wing touched the stone, she felt a tug from and towards the centre of her being. A tiny black hole had spontaneously formed there. For an instant, all went black.

			In a flurry of feathers, she tumbled to her side onto smooth solid ground. With a flap of her wings, she flipped up and looked about the giant room she had landed, her heart pounding in her little chest.

			The expansive room eventually made sense for her. It was a circular chamber, a hollow dome made of one material: a strange, glassy black rock. Her feet clacked on the floor as she ran up to a wall only a few meters away, her smudge of a reflection getting bigger. Something was strange about this place. There were no obvious light sources, but it was still bright as day.

			With her back against the smooth wall, she took in her surroundings again and searched for signs of her companions. The ogre and the wolf were nowhere to be seen. The only thing that stood out was the wall behind her, roughly twice her height, in the centre of the room. She turned, the tap of her claws hollow in the stillness of the chamber as she appraised her blurry reflection in front and beneath her.

			With a quiet but powerful sweep of her wings, she launched into the air away from the wall. Looking down revealed that it encircled what was perhaps a large well. Small compared to the rest of the room, the well made a perfect concentric circle in the centre of the chamber, however, she could not tell if within the well was just an extension of the floor, or calm water reflecting the ceiling.

			Coasting on the air high above, she startled at a bark from below her. She tumbled and flipped, then oriented herself to the noise. It was the wolf! Her excited hoots reverberated in the chamber as their eyes locked.

			The wolf’s stance was wide, his tail straight as his head swivelled to cast wild looks about the room between glances up at the owl. He couldn’t shake the bizarre experience of arriving here and frantically looked about the large room. Even with no threat seen, he remained tense. Eyes scanning, he half hopped, half walked towards the well. Events from the last day had re-injured his leg and the smooth surface of the room made walking difficult.

			Near the well wall, he stopped and put his nose to the floor. Smells of snow and dirt felt like a memory, replaced by nothing but the faint scent of the owl above him. Never had he smelt… nothing. The mysterious nature of the room made his hackles rise and tugged at his senses, like static build-up before a storm.

			He tentatively placed his paws up on the low wall and looked over into the wide centre of the well. He was trying to decide if within it was crystal water or just the floor when a tingle ran down his spine. He stepped back as a shiver took over his body. A moment passed and nothing else happened. The shiver settled and he looked up. The owl’s white shape, a ghost that circled the upper reaches of the room, gave him small comfort however he could not shake the feeling that something was wrong.

			The wolf moved away from the well and followed it around in an outward spiral towards the outer wall, the click of his nails the only sound. He quickened his pace to a limping trot. Minutes passed and he realised he had no idea how far he had gone. Nothing in the chamber indicated that he had even moved. It all looked the same, even with the owl as a point of reference. He began to head back towards the well, when a frantic screech from the owl broke the silence of the chamber. The wolf looked around and blinked. The smell of dirt, infection and wet fur stung his nose and his heart raced before his brain even registered what had happened. A bear had appeared before him, ragged and raged. The bear.

			The wolf froze. It smelled wrong. Blood still caked the bear’s face, with pus breaking through the scabs whenever it moved its head. The bear raised its snout, nostrils flared and turned towards the wolf. The silence was pierced by its roar, so violent in the quiet that the owl was jostled, nearly falling out of the sky in fright.

			The bear charged. The wolf attempted to leap out of the way, but his bad leg gave out under him. Too late, he tried to stand, to move out of the way. The bear overran him. Its maws bit into his neck, and momentum carried him off his feet. With a shake of the bear’s head, the wolf was tossed into the air. He crashed to the ground, sliding to hit the base of the well. Unmoving. Blood oozed from his wounds.

			Lumbering forward to finish off the wolf, the bear was assailed by the owl who darted in, beating with wings and slashing with claws. Another roar burst from the bear, and with a swipe of its paw, the owl was sent careening. The owl unable to right herself in mid-air, hit the ground with a screech and the sound of broken bone. She managed to stand but found one of her wings bent and useless. In pain and worry, she screeched while hobbling towards the wolf, his breathing rapid and shallow. The bear ambled towards the two, when a thunderous roar erupted from all around them, shaking the earth, painful and unlike anything the owl had ever heard.

			She looked about to find the source, given away by the thud of the ogre’s heavy footfall as she charged the bear. Awe and terror filled the owl all at once. Even the bear had been subdued by the ogre’s roar. It pawed at its face and backed away a few steps before violently shaking itself and lunging to meet the ogre.

			The bear was met by the ogre’s fist, an uppercut that threw back its head with enough force to bring it up onto hind legs. The ogre used her momentum and shoulder to knock it onto its back. But the bear, quick to regain its feet, leapt up at the ogre, its claws outstretched. They gouged deep into her chest and became stuck. Raging, the ogre reached out with
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