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Dedication
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I’m dedicating this collection to my Dad, Stanislaw Longin Lewandowski (1934-2024).

I never realized until I was an adult that a portion of my creative side came from him. We didn’t hear his stories until we were grown. 

Dad was born in 1934 in Warsaw, Poland. He and his family suffered a lot of hardships, including the loss of his father when he was young, and later the loss of his sister. Hunger was a part of daily existence.

Post-war, Dad became an engineer. In 1967 he was chosen by his family to go to Canada to help a family member who had survived the Gander air crash in Newfoundland. Not long afterwards he permanently moved to Canada.

Due to Poland falling under Stalin and Russian rule after the war, when Dad chose to stay in Canada, he was not allowed to return to Poland. My Mamusha was able to visit Canada a few times and my sister once, as they were allowed to return home.

After the Berlin Wall came down in 1989, restrictions lifted, and our family visited Poland. For me, my brother and Mum, this was the first time. For Dad, it was his first return home since the late 60s.

Despite Dad living through so much, I finally started to learn family history about him and other family there that I didn’t know about.  I could, as I know only a few words in Polish). I met the uncle who had created and painted plaster casts during the war, Dad helping to make and sell them at the market to make ends meet. The plaster casts were of the gargoyles from Notre Dame and other famous European statues. Dad was mentored by his Uncle Kazimierz in helping to rebuild buildings destroyed during the war. A likely kernel of what inspired him to become an engineer.

Dad told me that during the Second World War, Polish people secretly gathered together to read poetry aloud. This could be punished by instant execution.

Another relative and his son wrote poetry (I didn’t know this when I visited). Art, writing, and the appreciation of art and writing are intrinsic to Polish culture.

Without Dad’s choices and his coming to Canada, I never would have been born. Never would have been able to write what I do. Never would have been free to love who I love.

When we were growing up, Dad supported us in reading and watching whatever we wanted. We could explore art and craft. Mum was instrumental in letting us explore our creativity and always reading to us. 

Dad loved all forms of the art I created, always with a quick smile and a compliment to say how much he appreciated the art.

Thank you for everything.
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Forward
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When Corinne Lewandowski asked me to write a forward to her book "Dark Flashes" I was both terrifically flattered and terror-stricken. While I have read many thousands of books during my lifetime, I have never been asked to comment on any of them by the author.

As for Corinne's other compositions, I have read the short stories she has had published in various anthologies. And very much enjoyed them all. I thought she showed an active imagination and was very innovative in her plot lines.

"Dark Flashes" is no exception, and I was very happy that so many of her tales were gathered together in one volume.

The flash stories are well thought out, to the point, and I found the twists often took me by surprise.

The one longer narrative, "Family Business" was excellent. The narrative was well constructed and, in my opinion, interesting and original.

I have no hesitation in recommending "Dark Flashes" to anyone wanting a good read.

Clifford M King
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Gardener
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The Gardener was happy with the premium soil amendments he’d acquired. 

Lean years it was harder. 

Luckily, the food shortages drove people to learn gardening. The Gardener was fully booked to share his expertise. 

He planted his final seed.  

Unhappy, the soil undulated here, unable to become inseparable with the seed and compost.

Ah! Paper poked out of a pocket in the soil. The Gardener removed it. 

The soil gurgled, then covered its meal. 

He brushed off his Learn-to-Grow flyer. No need for waste.

This year, his market vegetables would grow well from all the blood and bone. 

Kernel of the Story

––––––––
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THIS WAS WRITTEN FOR an NYC Midnight 100-Word Microfiction Challenge.

From the minute they are provided with their assignment, writers have 24 hours to conceive, create, edit and submit their flash fiction. My assignment required the horror genre, the action “planting a seed” and the word “inseparable.”

This story was one of the first times I had been assigned horror as a genre. The action assigned, in this case “planting a seed,” has to happen in the story (or the ole “show it, don’t tell it”). A word is also assigned that must appear in the prose.

When I got the genre, I thought, I don’t write horror. The contest does a neat thing: it expands my definitions and helps me push beyond my comfort zone. Horror, like all genres, is not defined to the limits of one kind of story. I do love the twist, the suspense and the way in which not all things that are frightening are gory or in your face. Sometimes, it’s hidden underground. Placed: Honourable Mention 24th (the top 20 moved on to round 2).
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Doubles
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Mother stroked Black’s nose, and he whinnied to her touch. 

“Bring White to Moon’s paths. Go to Cool Waters.” 

Black bowed.  

“My womb sister will be of the same spirit.” 

Mother’s eyes disagreed. “I pray so.” 

Cool Waters glen was filled with fireflies of green, yellow, and red. Black slaked his thirst, thanking Moon for her gifts.  

White played, stabbing fireflies with her horn. One of each to win. 

“Sister! Honour all life.” 

White lowered her horn.  

“Forgive me, brother. They’re just beetles.” 

“Life is sacred.” Black stood by the namesake waters. “Learn with me kindness from Moon.” 

“Brother, what is beyond the other path?” White aimed with her horn. 

“The human village. We protect all humans and gift them prosperity and healing. Our way is kindness. Human young are drawn to our purity as a firefly to its mate’s light. We remain unseen lest we endanger the children.” 

Moon’s lesson ended when she crested the horizon. Black and White nestled and slept. 

An iron scent awoke Black. Shaking blood from his eyes and horn, Black saw her. 

The girl, still as the water, lay near. Her face as Moon’s, her nightdress a firefly yellow pooled with a red darker than Mother’s dress. 

“What have you done?” 

Blood tainted White’s horn and face. 

“I’ve done naught, brother.”  

White neighed loudly, then vanished. Humans charged, waving cobbled weapons. 

“Kill the Black Unicorn, Harbinger of Death!”  Black’s throat erupted from the father’s spear.  Life fading, Black professed, “I’m the good one.”  

Kernel of the Story

Engen Books ran a microfiction contest called the Kit Sora Photography Flash Fiction Contest. Kit Sora creating amazing, fantastical photos every month. You could write whatever inspired you, but it was constrained to a 250-word flash fiction. The photo that inspired this story was of a unicorn and a woman.

Ideas can come from anywhere. In this case, I started researching the folklore and myth of unicorns.

A black unicorn can mean luck, prosperity, healing, fragility, shyness, and shadows. Also, they can be the harbinger of death.

Why should the black unicorn get the bad rap in fiction and film? Some may take a harbinger to mean they are helping evil into the world. The black unicorn here heralds evil by becoming the evil’s second victim. That which appears pure is not always as it seems.
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Kiss
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“Kiss me, mermaid! You’re beautiful.”

“Will you grant my wish?”

“Hair glowing golden in the mist. A turquoise shimmer with your every ripple. For what could a precious mermaid wish?”

“To travel where I’ve never been. To see the unseen. To be embraced so tightly I could know the feel of love through its touch.”

“Sealed with a kiss, I can grant these gifts.”

She leans in to kiss the anglerfish. His perpetually bony body smiled, savouring her warmth, her saltiness. 

The mists behind the mermaid swirled, replaced with the massive skeleton of the anglerfish’s mate. 

Snap! 

Jaws closed around the mermaid, caging her alive within bars of long, spiny teeth. She trapped the mermaid whole.  The anglerfish’s mate cinched down her cage, leaving barely enough room for the mermaid to sit.

“What of the gifts you offered? Release me now!”

The tiny male drifted through the mist closer to the mermaid, dangling his luring light before her.

“Your wishes are granted. You’ll travel to depths of the sea viewed by no eyes. Do you not feel the press of my mate’s embrace into your flesh? She does love you so. She may say otherwise, but it’s impolite to talk when digesting food in your mouth. Merfolk are her favorite.”

The male attached himself to his mate’s favoured side. Customary for both when they were of flesh and not just bone. 

They dived back into the sea. 

Floating through the black depths
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