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Introduction 

To all my family and friends in Louisiana, Atlanta and Austin, I would like to express my sincere gratitude for all your support in the creation of these wonderful stories.  

In a writer’s mind, they must draw on experiences and memories to create the worlds they write about whether it be in truth or in fiction.  Those experiences come shining through and effect the flow and outcome.

Written in true storyteller fashion (1st person, 2nd person all over the place!) complete with local Cajun dialect, so it may drive critics crazy!  Readers who read for enjoyment will love my little tales!

These stories are a small sampling of the experiences of the Swamp Witch and her interactions with her community. 

Her magic seems to brighten even the darkest corners! Enjoy! 

I came to your warm round hut,

The cooking fire spat and crackled.

Pots and bowls all askew against the skin of the wall.

The spoon, worn smooth from the years of use, I took into my hand.

A sprinkle of this and a bit of that from the top shelf, sprinkled into the bubbling black pot.

Hesitant, I lowered the spoon into the stew or soup, whatever it was, and stirred.

My muscles began to remember.  I stirred for a long time and then I raised a spoonful to my lips.  The steamy smell drenched my mouth with moisture. mmmm...... pure MAGIC!

Author Unknown of 
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Red Beans and Rice
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The sun had barely crept above the horizon as the old woman slipped into her garden. She deeply inhaled the morning air as she surveyed her bounty.  On her list this early, warm morning was celery, green onions, two bell peppers, a couple cayenne peppers, two yellow onions, a garlic pod, and six fresh tomatoes which still smelled of sunshine.  

As she moved about and gathered her ingredients, she made sure to leave just a tiny bit of each plant, so it could start anew.  Patting the soil and covering roots when necessary, she made sure to replenish each plant she harvested from. All of this work was done while humming a happy little tune.  

She never harvested an entire plant. It was vital to keep the original source of the seeds which were now antique and rich with undiluted vitamins. The plants were completely free of modern pesticides and other contaminants.  She gave them each a taste of water to get settled, then spit on each spot. She then looked toward the heavens and whispered a small prayer to ensure healthy growth and reproduction. 

Once she got her basket of fresh vegetables inside, she carefully washed the dirt from each one at her old hand-pump operated basin.  She gently laid them out on a towel to dry, then turned to her ice box.  Not a modern refrigerator, mind you, but 

an actual ice box that was cooled with a large block of dry ice. A shrimper who passed her home on a regular basis made sure she maintained dry ice for her needs.   

Each morning she waited at the end of her dock with a piping hot thermos of chicory coffee. She tossed it to him as he went about his daily routine. This is a service she provided to this shrimper, his father, grandfather, great-grandfather, and others for further back than anyone could recall.  

Most of the locals assumed this Swamp Witch was a relative or daughter of the original Swamp Witch.  The idea that this woman could possibly be the same woman all this time was only whispered with caution behind closed doors. 

Such is the way with the Swamp Witch. A favor for a favor...no cash required; a Cajun tradition that has been around for so long no one remembers where it came from or when it started.  

The Swamp Witch is a highly respected member of the community. She was consulted for advice, remedies, and yes, the occasional love potion.  She took all this in stride and cared as much for the locals as they did for her.  One might think she would be lonely living a solitary existence so far out in the swamps. No one realized she was indeed a very busy woman with quite a hectic schedule to maintain. 

Retrieving the smoked sausages and some cured meat she prepared a month or so ago, she began slicing them to brown them in her iron skillet.  She then retrieved the bowl of dark red kidney beans she had soaking on the counter from the night before.  She gave them one more rinse while checking for bad ones. 

Since the beans were the main ingredient of the dish, they had to be checked carefully before going into her pot.  She really needn’t have bothered though. She had grown, harvested, and dried the beans herself. She never settled for any manufactured or processed food.  Why would she? She had made her own for such a long time, it was second nature to her.  She did occasionally purchase items she didn’t produce herself, but she seldom found the need. 

The meats all browned, she put them in a large pot and added 6 cups of beef broth. She stoked the fire again under her old cast iron stove.  

The vegetables now dry, she began to chop them. All the while she maintained humming her little tune.  The celery was sliced no more than 1/8 of an inch thick and the tomatoes were chopped in large chunks.  The bell peppers and onions were diced medium fine and the cayenne’s were sliced in half, seeds removed.  The cloves of garlic were smashed with flat side of her knife, chopped roughly and added as well. 

She quickly sautéed the vegetables in the same iron skillet then added them all to the large pot now slowly bubbling on the stove.  Always moving around her little kitchen in a clockwise motion, she never retraced a single step backwards.  A quarter cup of flower was added to the same skillet, quickly browned to a deep golden hue, then mixed with the juices of the meats and vegetables.  She scooped a little of the bubbling broth from the big pot into the skillet to marry the broth with the browned flour, then quickly poured it all back into the big pot before it thickened too much. 

All ingredients now in her pot, she circled her kitchen making certain no remaining ingredients or scraps were left unattended or unused.  She reached up to her top shelf to get the little bin of sea salt, Dead Sea salt...which of course, she had personally harvested quite some time ago.  She cupped her right hand and added enough salt to fill the little hollow of her hand and into the pot it went.  One last ingredient was added from a little pouch that hung from the belt at her waist to make the dish complete. 

The aroma wafting on the lazy cool breeze coming off the Gulf made anyone who was near salivate in anticipation.  Carefully stirring her pot ever so often and always in a clockwise motion, she checked the slow bubbling pot several times during the day as she went about her other tasks, still humming the same cheerful tune.

Well past mid-day, she removed the pot from the stove, scooped out one bowlful, then secured the lid tightly.  She took the whole thing to her little pirogue tied at the end of her dock.  

She stepped in and settled herself in her seat, then said to no one in particular, “We need ta go ta dat poor young woman’s house wit dem tree lil babes.  Dat po husband o’hers done broke his back on de oil rig and is outta work.  We gonna make sure dey don’t go hungry today or evah again, Non.  Allons Chere, we need to be on our way.”    The little flat bottom boat began moving swiftly down the bayou while she sat straight as an arrow, holding her pot steady with one hand and the floppy hat on her head with the other. 

The shrimper stopped at her dock later that evening as he always did at the end of the day. He found the bowl of beans and rice she set aside earlier covered with a cloth, a glass of cool sweet tea, and a piece of French Bread set on the little stool she usually waited for him on every evening.  He returned the thermos she tossed to him that morning and left her a small Styro-foam cooler with fresh shrimp and oysters for her ice box.

Such is the way of the Swamp Witch. 

He who wants everything every time 

Will lose everything anytime 

––––––––
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Miss Manners
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The Farmer’s Market was buzzing with activity this Saturday morning.  Meagan was looking for fresh vegetables the recipe for her dinner party required. It would be the first time since she and Michael were married and moved into their new home that she would have guests over.  

This was her chance to show off all the skills she honed during years of Fair Queen Pageants, Sorority Teas, and her mother’s constant tutelage. It was also the opportunity to introduce herself to key members of the community as a new, up and coming social leader.  She was determined. 

She imagined herself running for community office and having the career she to which she had always aspired.  She would carry on her mother’s traditions.  She didn’t want to be perceived as Politian in the professional sense; more of a respected business woman with old ties to influential people.  

When a person wanted the support of someone who could make things happen, they always sought the approval and backing of her mother.  

Meagan would have been perfectly happy taking the reins her mother left back in Texas, but the new Step-Daddy had different ideas.  She graduated from the University of Texas, ready to begin her life of a socialite.  Step Daddy convinced her mother once the children finished their “schoolin”, they needed to leave the nest to make it on their own before they got any more handouts from their parents.  

Meagan had stomped her feet and thrown a hurricane tantrum to no avail.  

Her mother came to her the next day at breakfast and sat her down to have a little chat.  With a quiver in her voice, a little sniff and a dab at her eyes for effect, she straightened her back and prepared to deliver the bad news.  

Mommy Dearest informed Meagan there had been some minor setbacks with a few investments she made after her Father died and as a result, she had to make some adjustments to recoup her losses. Mom said she would appreciate it if Meagan would be patient and cooperative until she could reverse the situation. 

Meagan looked hard at her mother and said, “So what you’re telling me is that all money is gone and you married Chet for the money hoping he would bail you out with of your mess.”  Her mother calmly replied, “Well, you didn’t have to make is sound quite so vulgar. But yes, that is a fair representation of the situation.”  Meagan huffed and said, “So make him change his mind.  You didn’t raise me to have to work all my life.”  Her mother sipped her tea and refused to meet Meagan’s eyes.  

Meagan, beginning to get the full picture, said, “You are kidding me? You don’t have a cent to your name and he is holding the purse strings! Is that right?”  Her mother began to perspire, “Honestly Meagan. Where did your manners go when you were in school?”  

Meagan fumed, “When do I have to leave?”  Her mother began to wring her napkin in knots and told her not to worry, there was still a little money left in her trust to get her by for a little while if she was frugal.  “When, Mother?”  

With an air of dismissal her mother rose from the table and told Meagan as she walked away that her bags were already downstairs and to please not make a nasty scene. 

It took four ranch hands to carry the screaming and kicking Meagan to her car and escort her off the property.  The very same property she had lived on her entire life.  

Meagan went to drown her sorrows at the Country Club and rage and rant her degradation to her friends.  Unfortunately, when she got there, the Director told her the family membership plan had been revised to a couple’s membership.  He would be happy to let her remain here for the day under a guest membership reserved for prospective members, but she would be limited to the day room, restaurant and bar area.  The spa, tennis courts and golf course would require purchase.  

Meagan, now red-faced, dug in her purse and handed him her credit card.  She waited in the bar while he got the paperwork together.  She downed her pinot noir and signaled for another.  Gathering a mirror and napkin, she dabbed at her face to clear away the signs of her tears and humiliation.

Grabbing her cell phone, she called her childhood friend Christy.  They had gone to school together all their lives.  They were practically sisters.  They had been cheerleaders, debutants, and competed in beauty pageants together since before they could walk.  

Christy’s Father had started a construction business when she was born and milked the friendship his wife had with Meagan’s Mother for the necessary support and business referrals to rise to the top of his field.  Now Christy’s family were also a wealthy family and Meagan knew that she was owed a favor. 

Christy’s phone rang and rang before finally going to voice mail several times.  Meagan thought that was odd.  She had always enjoyed the fact that Christy practically idolized her and would always answer her calls before the first ring was finished.  Meagan decided to call her home phone. 

Christy’s obnoxious kid brother answered the phone.  After putting up with his infantile pranks, she asked for Christy.  He said, “Why didn’t you call her cell, she’s right there lying out by the pool.”  He wanted to know what she would give him if he would bring the phone to his sister.  Frustrated, Meagan finally yelled at him that she would not cut his penis off and feed it to him the next time she saw him and then tell his father how rude he had been to her.  

Reluctantly agreeing to bring his sister the phone, she heard her friend ask who it was.  He told his sister that it was Meagan, and then she heard mumbling and told him to tell her that she wasn’t there.  He whined that he had already told her that she was there and that Meagan knew he had brought her the phone.  

Another mumble and Christy answered 

brightly, “Oh, hi Meg, I was just about to go out, what’s up?”  Meagan asked Christy if she was home for the summer.  Christy, hesitated and said, “Ohhhh, I thought I told you that I am going to Europe for the summer.  It’s sort of a graduation present before I start Med School.”  Meagan stammered and said no she didn’t know about her trip.  

Meagan, now desperate, asked when she was leaving.  Christy said that she would be leaving tomorrow morning.  Meagan congratulated her and told her that she had a big fight with Chet and asked Christy if she could crash in her room until her Mother came to her senses and begged for her to come back.  Christy hesitated and started to beg out of it when Meagan put some steel in her voice, and told her once loyal follower, “It’s only for a week at the most and besides you owe me.” Christy had never been good at standing up to her. She relented. 

The director of the club came back and told her the membership exceeded the limit on her credit card and asked if she would like to try another.  She




























































Dee’s Story
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