
        
            
                
            
        


	The Clock, the Cloak and the Needles

The Stories of the Enchanted Items from

Beneath the Morvan moon

 

[image: Image]

 

By Courtney Lynn Mroch

 

 

[image: Image]

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 

 


The Clock, the Cloak and the Needles - The Stories of the Enchanted Items from Beneath the Morvan Moon

Copyright 2017 Courtney Lynn Mroch

Writers Exchange E-Publishing

PO Box 372

ATHERTON  QLD  4883

 

Cover Art by: Jatin

 

Published by Writers Exchange E-Publishing

http://www.writers-exchange.com

 

ISBN: 978-1-922233-87-5

 

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission from the publisher.

 


 

 

 

Contents

 

Introduction

The Clockmaker

Le Meneur des Loups

Casting on, Binding Off

About the Author

Beneath the Morvan Moon Universe

Adventures in Amethyst Series By Karen Wiesner

Destiny's Promise By Janeau L'voe

Down in the Dungeon By A.J. Walker

Falcon's Bend Series By Karen Wiesner with Chris Spindler

Greenspell: A Fantasy Anthology By Kathy Ann Trueman

Kaleidoscope Series By Karen Wiesner

Laugh Out Louds for Moms By Robin Helene Vogel

Pause a Minute with Daphne Taylor 

Under the Coolabah Tree By Wendy Laing



 


 

 

 

 

Introduction

 

The real-life inspiration for Beneath the Morvan Moon came from a page-a-day calendar of bizarre, yet true, legal cases. In the early 1900s, a village in Romania beheaded one its citizens after finding him guilty of vampirism. They ordered his head to be buried separately from his body to prevent him from coming back to life.

It took fifty years for his widow to finally win a court order declaring all of his remains be buried together in one grave.

Around this same time we lost my grandmother to Alzheimer's. She often blurted out strange facts about her life, things we never knew before –though none as strange as the request Gretchen Lauterbach's grandmother makes of her in Beneath the Morvan Moon.

Gretchen's dementia-laden grandmother, Amelie, reveals a secret during a moment of clarity and begs Gretchen for a favor. 

In 1919, Amelie fled Brevard, France, after her family accused her fiancé, Mathieu, of being a werewolf. Nestled in the mysterious mountains of the Morvan, the superstitious villagers of Brevard found Mathieu guilty and sentenced him to death by beheading. His head was buried separately from his body to prevent the "monster" from coming back to life.

Amelie's dying wish is that Gretchen return to Brevard, dig up Mathieu's remains and bury his head with his body so that he can finally rest in peace.

Gretchen travels to Brevard, where she meets Zachary, an American ex-pat living in France who deals in antiquities. Unusual antiquities. He possesses a cloak rumored to have the power to transform a man into a wolf that Pascal, a Brevardian, wants for his collection of lycanthropic memorabilia. 

The Cloak, the Clock, and the Needles tells the backstory of the main enchanted--or some might say cursed--item, the cloak, that features prominently in Beneath the Morvan Moon. The story of which was also inspired by true court cases. 

Europeans, especially the French, have a history of suffering due to wolves. Thus it was wolves and werewolves, or loup garous, came to be among the most feared beasts in French folklore. As did Le Meneur de Loops, the Wizard of the Wolves, who was responsible for commanding the wolves on their missions of terror.

But were the legends merely that? 

In addition to the witch trials of the late sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries, Europe also had a few werewolf trials. In France, Gilles Garnier and Jean Grenier were charged with lycanthropy in 1573 and 1603, respectively, as was Germany's Peter Stub in 1589. The Church accused these men of committing heinous acts, including kidnapping, rape, cannibalism, and murder. 

They all plead guilty, but Peter Stub and Jean Grenier also explained how, with the help of Le Meneur des Loops, they accomplished their werewolf transformations. 

The other two stories in this book, "The Clockmaker" and "Casting On, Binding Off", are also about items that factor into Beneath the Morvan Moon: a pair of knitting needles that once almost killed Zachary, and a clock Zachary discovers in Pascal's shop that chimes only when Death is near.

They, however, are not based on any real-life stories.

Whether based on fact or the figment of my imagination, I hope you enjoy the backstories of the cursed items from Beneath the Morvan Moon that comprise The Clock, the Cloak, and the Needles.

 


 

 

 

The Clockmaker

 

"Papa? Papa, are you in there?" 

Except for the faint trails of moonlight creeping in through the workshop's only window, Hohberht Wilmod sat alone, surrounded by darkness, ignoring his daughter's knocking.

Katharina paused. Then, quietly, almost desperately, she said, "I know you are. Please come out. Edda has prepared a wonderful meal, and...and the baron has a matter to discuss with you."

Hohberht Wilmod winced at this. The baron has a matter to discuss with you...

Ha! The baron's only wish was to steal his daughter away from him.

Hohberht was now even more firmly resolved to remain put. As long as he refused an audience with the baron, Katharina remained safe.

"Please, Papa. Answer me at least. I know this first Christmas without her is hard, but you shouldn't be alone," his daughter begged, now sobbing. A few tortuous minutes later, he heard the soft click of her heels against the floorboards as she retreated, leaving him to peace. 

Peace? Ha! 

Ever since Frau Wilmod, Katharina's mother, had been taken from them, Hohberht had spent his days in mourning. He'd started to accept her passing, until Christmas approached. Then it was as if he'd lost his beloved Isle all over again. It had been her favorite time of year, and she had delighted in spreading joy through festive decorations, cooking, and parties. 

Katharina was all he had left now. The thought of losing her too, which was what most certainly would happen if he allowed the baron to make Katharina his wife, crippled him.


Even his clocks no longer consoled him. He, the king's premier horologist, renowned for his accurate timepieces with their ornate woodwork, had lost all inspiration to create. Like his will to live, that too had died when his wife had. 

Now he spent his days locked in his workshop, surrounded by memories of happier times, times when the woman that destiny had so fortunately matched him with, had still been his to have and hold.

His stomach rumbled as the scent of Edda's fine cooking wafted from the kitchen. He inhaled the succulent smell of roast duck with mint sauce and his stomach growled even louder. The last time he had eaten was five days before, when hunger had finally driven him to steal a quarter loaf of bread from the kitchen while the others slept. 

From his food thievery, Katharina and Edda must have deduced his weakness, and had conspired to prepare roast duck--his favorite dish. This attempt to lure him out, however, was in vain. Hohberht covered his mouth and nose with his hand and breathed in. The enticing scent of food was replaced with the stench of his soiled skin. 

After a while he forgot about his daughter and the baron, his dead wife, his clocks. He drifted off to sleep, where he could temporarily escape his anguished existence. 

Several hours later, Hohberht awoke to a scuffle, which was followed by a thud and a clank. His heart raced as he watched the lever on the locked door rise. Someone was coming in. 

But that was impossible! He had the only key! 

When the door open, he expected to see Katharina's face–or, worse, the baron's. There was no one. The door closed and he was once again alone. 

Or so he thought, until he heard footsteps coming from inside his workshop. 

"Who's there?" he called out, leaning forward in his chair, trying to glimpse his intruder over his cluttered workbench.

"A purveyor of lives," the intruder said, the voice both squeaky and scratchy. It sounded like the un-oiled hinges of wheels rolling across gravel. 

Hohberht's skin crawled. So, Death's Messenger had found him. At least the wait to be reunited with his beloved wife was over.

"Get on with it then," Hohberht said, leaning back in his chair and closing his eyes. He did not know exactly what to expect. Would he feel it, the blade of the Reaper's scythe severing his body from his soul?

Tools, wood, and parts scattered to the floor as the Angel of Death mounted the table. Hohberht tensed.

"What are ya' doin', man?" the angel demanded.

Hohberht dared to open one eye. He half-expected to find himself face to face with a cloaked figure raising a blade. Instead, standing on the workbench before him was.... 

He did not know. What were they exactly? They were unlike any rendition of a Reaper he'd ever heard tell of. 

There were two of them, a man and a woman, about a foot tall
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