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  The Knight Witch


Chapter 1
Times have changed; are changing still 
We all endure life’s tests of will
But horrors come on winter’s breath
And with them comes the stench of death
 
Between the trees and ocean vast
The township stood called Harrow’s Mast
A past of blood, Saint Elmo’s fire
Foul murder on the Witches’ pyre
 
This town lay somewhere on the coast
A tiny place and far from most 
Folks were born and all would stay 
In this small town beside the bay 
 
The nights were bright and lit with flames
And wind would call the old Gods’ names
Where houses built upon the sand
Had sunk their teeth into the land
 
The ancient past with tangled roots
In tainted soil grows new shoots
And out of fire, and undue blame
Grew a tree from doubt and shame
 
A branch of folk that ran so deep
Their names once spoke before you sleep
In tales of dark and wicked spells
And buried things within the wells
 
Don’t go out when full moons wane
Or when the air is cold with rain
If you don’t sleep, the witches know
And fly away with you in tow
  
In Harrow’s Mast we lay our scene
Beside the forests dark and green 
For when Fern had the sword to fight
This maiden witch became a Knight 
Chapter 2
In this town Fern’s bones would lay
Like those who’d come before her day
A mother’s land, and father’s sails
Her ancestors had walked these trails
 
She had her tools and earned her name
Though village folk would point the blame
When times were hard, her skin was thick
She gave them herbs to do the trick
 
For on her door, they’d knock so late
And never once did shut the gate
She’d make them drinks and serve them pie
Gave them potions to apply 
 
She’d cure their colds, help mothers nurse
Take their coin and fill her purse
She gained their trust when times were good
And she had thrived there in the wood
 
Then he came to Harrow’s Mast
The preacher, like a winter’s blast
He spoke of God and seven hells,
Chided mercy, mocked casting spells
 
The preacher man with eyes of ice
Had called upon her more than twice
With waifs in tow to hide his sin
He’d buy her potions with a grin
 
He’d lick his lips and look her way
But she would never let him stay
For he drew evil where he stood
From pulpit through the neighbourhood 
 
He was the weed that grows and chokes
And poisoned words of local folks
By twisting things this witch would do
Beyond the tinctures for the flu
Chapter 3
As months went by, his words took hold
And wicked tales of witches told
Those people who once graced her door
Afraid to visit like before
 
In the wilds she walked alone
This maiden worked to be the crone 
She cast her spells in wood and flame
No portents ever spoke her name
 
Her days were just what she had planned
No late-night quests, some tasks now banned
But in the hours before her sleep
Into her shadowed books she’d creep
 
A trace of ancient magic lingers
On pages writ by older fingers
And low would every candle burn
As tone and meaning she would learn
 
The river ran beside her road
She sang the songs of frog and toad
At water’s edge she paused to wait
Her heart it beat a faster rate
 
On days where skies are dull and grey
Within the reeds this witch would lay
Her fingers dipped into the stream
Fern whispers of her only dream
 
Then eyes so dark would meet her own
And Fern would cease to be alone
This lady from the water deep
Each other’s hearts they hoped to keep
 
And when the sun began to set
When she has grabbed what she can get
She makes her promise to return
Leaves sandalwood and sage to burn
 
Her face is bright and ever clear
She walks the streets without much fear 
These simpler times will pass her by
And all this witch could do is sigh
Chapter 4
Upon stone floors the preacher stalked
His eyes were sharp, his tongue was forked
He called for God to bless the land
And built foundations on the sand
 
His robes were black like ocean nights
He talked of good and angels lights
The townsfolk saw his heart as pure
Of his new God they now were sure
 
No visits to the stones and hill
The voices of Old Gods were still
The angels had now found their way
And with this preacher they would stay
 
Without the town, she had no gold
And winter nights were getting cold
To Harrow’s mast she’d have to go
And what they’d do, she did not know
 
The seeds of doubt had now been sown
No trust from people she had known
Their visits to her had now ceased
By way of that ignoble Priest
 
At this time her head held high
There was no truth she must deny
The town still whispered of her kind
And spoke of things left far behind
 
In Harrow’s Mast he wore the crown
The Preacher watched her enter town
He dogged her steps, her movements traced
His interest it had been misplaced
 
Behind her eyes lay secrets lost
Buried deep beneath the frost
He planned to melt the ice above
And cast a spell to earn her love
Chapter 5
She walked the streets that she knew well
Expected folk to jeer and yell
She fixed her gaze with lifted chin
But still felt goosebumps on her skin
 
From windows and from doors they’d peek
And no-one made a move to speak
Their eyes were cold, and filled with fear
But as she moved, they’d not draw near
 
There was a market in this town
With farmers it had some renown
Many things to buy and sell
Some meat and veg, perhaps a spell
 
Her stall set up to sell her wares
Was only met with scathing stares
But some approached with darting eyes
One man bought herbs in full disguise
 
By the days end not much had sold
She counted every piece of gold
There was enough to spend the night
Perhaps sell more in morning light
 
She packed her stall and closed her till
Marked her sales with ink and quill
Towards the inn she made her way
From outside she heard music play
 
The light spilled out the open door
And people danced upon the floor
As Fern stepped in there was a chill
She would be dead, if looks could kill
 
But this witch would not be cast out
For no-one had the guts to shout
She’d not be chased away by shame
The Barman took her coin the same
Chapter 6
She went upstairs to rest her head
Then locked the door and checked her bed
No poison, traps or things that burn
But still she felt her stomach churn
 
The bread was hard, but not the worst
And sleep it wouldn’t come at first
When all was dark and lights grew dim
The chance of restful sleep was slim
 
Outside the inn loud footsteps fell
A voice called out, “She’ll burn in hell!”
And down below the barman called
“Fuck off!” and the preacher stalled
 
“Here you cannot build your pyre,
And to your bed you must retire,”
A cry rang out a stern request
The preacher man he was obsessed
 
“Relinquish her I’ll surely not”
“Transgressions mean that she must rot,”
What passed between were idle threats
Neither man would have regrets
 
The footsteps faded down the street
The preacher’s task still incomplete
And Fern she knew he would make good
To have her over burning wood
 
When morning came, she knew to go
She’d thank the barman, let him know
That kindness was its own reward
 And thanked him for his strength and sword
 
She sold some things as she left town
And kept her head and eyes cast down
Her movement slow, her baggage light
And she would make it home by night
Chapter 7
She held her books close to her heart
Their pages were a work of art
She kept them locked from prying eyes
To lend them out would not be wise
 
So deep inside her little house
She slept tucked in just like a mouse
Her dreams would take her far away
To places she could never stay
 
The stars came out in blackened skies
And waited for the sun to rise
Beside her door he lay in wait
Taking time and testing fate
 
He stepped inside and closed the door
She wouldn’t be alone much more 
His hands were light, his fingers deft
All he had to do was theft
 
He found the books, his heart’s desire
Placed behind the hearth and fire
One burnt hand had been his price
And that was fixed with lumps of ice
 
The ancient pages would be turned
By hands that had been badly burned
He knew not what spell he could cast
He knew he had to take them fast
 
Her frozen heart he soon would claim
Within him burned the hottest flame
He’d take her from her lofty perch
And wed her before God and church
 
There was a chant, one incantation
That promised power and creation
Scribed in ink of bloody red
Its darkish words had filled his head
Chapter 8
When the rooster’s cry was heard
Within her room the woman stirred 
The sky was blue, but all felt wrong
The feeling had been growing strong
 
But up she sat and fetched her food
Though she wasn’t in the mood
She stuffed her face and glanced outside
A storm was coming with the tide
 
She checked the time and started chores
The chickens fed, and mopped the floors
And gathered herbs and fixed the gates
She washed her clothes and then her plates
 
She scrubbed her hands and then her face
Mending socks and threading lace
But something nagged and something nicked
Her thoughts escaped as clocks had ticked 
 
Then Fern, about to slice some bread
And darn some stockings while she fed  
But someone had removed the stone
And took what had been hers alone
 
Goosebumps ran across her skin
Who had dared to step within
Her anger beat this new despair
From now on she would tread with care
 
She searched her home to be assured
That someone else had now procured
These ancient tomes of magic lore
That they were not here anymore
 
Fern saw the prints beneath her own
In the mud and mossy stone
The marks they lead to Harrow’s Mast
And she would have to get there fast
Chapter 9
The trees had whispered rustled words
And passed their secrets to the birds
Who called out to the Witch’s ear
In the hopes that she would hear
 
Upon the hill a fire burned
Inside her gut her stomach churned
The smell of burning demon’s ire
As wood was thrown onto the fire
 
With wringing hands, she chased the smoke 
And chanted words the old god’s spoke
She knew not what this man had cast
But sure as hell it was his last
 
As trees stepped back around the glade
She understood the mess he’d made
“Oh preacher man with heart of coal,
Cease before it claims your soul.”
 
And as he stood, his cross laid bare
With white streaks in his jet black hair
His eyes of ash and mottled green
His grin was wide and so unclean
 
“By God’s own grace, I earned my prize
I see it deep within your eyes,
Oh maiden of the wilding wood
I think you have misunderstood.”
 
Fern raised her hands to break the spell
And cast this monster back to hell
But as the words escaped her lips
Her hands had fallen to her hips
 
The preacher stared with vacant eyes
Her mouth made an ‘O’ of surprise
The priest's intent it was exclaimed
A demon of a spell was named
Chapter 10
The name was old and one she knew
A curse not used in witches’ brew
It took a hold of soul and skin
Burning mortal flesh within
 
The spell was dark and brought the storm
A demon rose in human form
Its eyes of ice and burning flame
To call it you must say its name
 
The spell itself a warning tale
To those who thought they could prevail
 It also held the curse’s cure
To break it, one’s soul must be pure
 
The story told of knights betrayed
Of warlords and of debts unpaid
The knight was sworn on bended knee
And on his death he would be free
 
A queen once crowned had cast the spell
And with his sword, her king, he fell
She buried deep his rotting bones
There was no dawn for broken thrones
 
Her knight returned from errand true
An oath he swore, the spell, undo
With silver sword he raised his blade
This demon’s debt would soon be paid
 
With one swing he took her head
Still pure of heart he left her dead
The demon smoke it fell to dust
And it was gone in just one gust
 
The knight he bowed and on one knee
He’d say a prayer and then he’d flee
There was no throne left to defend
And it was all a rotten end
Chapter 11
The Preacher man, he called her name
Upon her life he’d laid his claim
But she was wise and quicker still
She knew there would be blood to spill
 
The preacher’s feelings were misplaced
So through the woods with greatest haste
Through brush and scrub and fallen stone
This task was one she’d do alone
 
She had a knife for cutting bread
A dagger to make chickens dead
But had no sword, no shining blade
It was a thing her kind forbade
 
Her craft was one of earth and rain
It was not meant for dealing pain
But she must grow and find her strength
And knew she’d go to any length
 
She was no martyr, nor a saint
Nor was she frail, she would not faint
She’d taken lives, though small indeed
This witch was never filled with greed
 
A story that her grandma told
When she was barely five years old
Within a lake so dark and green
A lady dwelled so deep, unseen
 
With reeds for hair and dark brown eyes
The water was the best disguise
The witch had seen her in the rushes
And on her she had held her crushes
 
To the lake where grass meets sand
Where water nestles to the land
The Witch sat down upon the shore
And hoped to see her crush
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18







