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I am sure many of you about to read this will be unfamiliar with the ghostly, uncanny and, at times, outright horrific tales of the writer Algernon Blackwood (seen above).

Allow me to introduce him.

As well as being a huge favourite of my youth and the instigator of many a female-led fantasy - via stories that, necessarily, had to undergo certain changes in my adolescent imagination that were both structural and involved the swapping of genders between victim and tormentor - Algernon Henry Blackwood, CBE (14 March 1869, 10 December 1951) was also one of the most prolific writers of “disturbing” stories – be they ghostly, eerie, or simply terrifying - in the history of the genre. 

He was also a journalist and a broadcasting narrator and it was written of him that: "his work is more consistently meritorious than any weird writer's”, and, as a consensus of general opinion, his short story collection “Incredible Adventures” (1914), was considered by many to be: "the premier weird collection of this or any other century".

It was with these above works in mind, and a sexual imagination formed as a young woman growing up in a tiny village in the Provence foothills leading to the inspiration for Cezanne that was the Mont St Victoire, that I decided to utilize the darkness forged in me back then to provide my present with a vibrant fantasy life. 

A literary inspired darkness responsible for my fashioning this tale based on Mr Blackwood’s work and a tale, I must warn you, which is based upon his considerable ability to fashion a narrative suggestive of sexual cruelty and dominance while keeping that tale within the bounds of the mainstream expectations of the epoch and the censorial strictures governing writers of fiction at the time. 

Writers, of course, and with an understandable desire to actually eat, who would sooner be read in the six figures. This rather than the treble (if fortunate) a more accepting but less accessible underground press provided to the creator of... unsuitable... material during the period. If it was published at all, that is.

Of course, your writer – me – and her readers – you – live in a world that is a degree more liberal than the England of Mr Blackwood’s heyday and, consequently, the relaxation of what is and what isn’t considered permissible in such a tale allows me to use both dialogue and descriptive narrative in ways Mr Blackwood’s censors of the early-to-mid-twentieth-century must surely have found... “Offensive”.  

Such is progress – if such a word may be used to describe the way we live today. For when anything is permissible it is sometimes the imagination that is the victim. Why bother with insinuation and hidden meaning, after all, whether by metaphor and other literary and filmic subtleties, when the knife can be shown entering a victim’s rib-cage before a gory disembowelment, or a close-up of the penis as it...

I am sure you take my point.

Do not be misled, however, as the see all approach is not for me; even if there are times when it is necessary – crucial even – that the text be brutally truthful. For all that though, and as I have stated in the introductions to my other re-imaginings of tales from the past, this homage is not intended as pornography but eroticism. Without being in any way judgmental, I can state truthfully that the former is of little or no interest to me.

No. 

It is the suggestion to the imagination that appeals to me most and, again as mentioned in my previous introductions, it is the work of writers such as De Maupassant, Rachilde, and Louys, amongst others, who fire my sexual imagination for stories with a strong and commanding – dominant and cruel even - heroine.

I urge you to raise a glass of whatever takes your particular fancy and, along with your writer, give salute to the joy and consolation that is the imagination.

Sandrine Bessancort

Honfleur

2015
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He was in a place that was all too familiar to him of late, snuggled up warmly beneath the comfort of a queen-size duvet, the heaviness of its prodigious tog supplying a sense of security that lasted only for as long as it took him to drift into a sleep that was, strictly speaking, not sleep at all. 

Of course, a part of him was actually comatose, but his problem was that despite this his conscious mind seemed to know it was part awake and yet was utterly unable to exert either a termination or some benign influence upon the disturbing images playing out against the backdrop of his eyelids.

Leaving him with no escape from the harangue of the young and somewhat plump Indian woman who seemed to have focused all of her ills and those of her country upon his person and informed him of the fact via a seemingly inexhaustible flow of spite and bile she heaped upon his head. Bile that was spoken in the Hindi of her native Uttar Pradesh that incredibly, his dream persona knowing only one or two words of her tongue, he was able to understand as if she were a debutante recently matriculated from one of the Home Counties finest finishing school’s for young ladies.

But this was not the English Home-Counties and the young woman – the same young woman who seemed to have focused the perceived crimes of the country to whom he belonged upon his head in their entirety; this while revealing her full brown breasts with wide aureoles of an even darker shade to him - was about as far as one of her sex could get from being a society “Deb”.

And of desire for the creature taunting his dream persona, there appeared to be none.

In neither the part-comatose or part-conscious forms by which he was represented.

As ever with this recurring dream, the detached part of him that retained semi-consciousness took in the picture from the viewpoint of a detached observer who could hear all and see all. 

The “God’s eye view”. 

A view that showed he was wearing the standard British uniform of an army corporal circa the mid-nineteenth century. A uniform he now knew, having retained enough of it to check its origins when awake and with the power to act rather than observe returned to him, which belonged to the 43rd Oxfordshire Light Infantry during their detachment to the troubled Indian subcontinent.  

But why was he wearing it and why were these dreams so exact and repetitive?

Given he had neither record nor recall of ever having been such a person and at such a time?

Neither did the dream at any time make plain to him why he, of all the other infantrymen picking at the dirt poor village to the north of Lucknow for booty that was either material or physical, should have been singled out for the increasingly lewd young woman’s venom and wrath – especially when it was against his own moral code to steal either food, goods or, and far worse to his sense of decency, sex.

Nor did that same dream explain how a woman of her age and from such a deprived background could be in possession of the education required for possession of such a varied and articulate, if foul and abusive command, of a native tongue.

Even if the native tongue in question did happen to be her own. 

Despite his unfamiliarity with her language - certainly the dialect in which it was being spoken - he appeared to understand every word she uttered and, in truth, had he not been able to do so then the venom with which she spewed it would have at least hinted at its general thrust.

The malign set of features he, unlike the rest of the dream he could recall upon waking in its entirety, was totally unable to bring to mind when fully conscious, would surely have enabled him to form a calculated guess also.

A guess, as already mentioned, that was made unnecessary by his strange familiarity with the words spewing from her lips, Words that were all too transparent and sincere to him as she continued to flaunt her breasts at him. Urged on by the villagers gathered behind her as she displayed a courage towards the invader that had proved beyond them to this point.

“By this blood oath,” she hissed, “I promise that all the ills your people have
















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
sandrine
Bessangann





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image011.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





