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The Woodsman


One day, whilst making errands in the woods, while the birds and streams sang their merry songs, a woodsman ran across a princess who had become lost. She was from a neighboring citadel and had been hunting for mushrooms when she found she could no longer discern the path. The woodsman was happy to help her make her way back to the citadel, where he often went to sell firewood and rarities he found in the forest. 
As he showed her the way back, teaching her how to mark the path, they talked and he was surprised that he and a princess should have so much in common, valuing the same things, like the beauty of the forest and all its magic. They were close in age, which bestowed a feeling of affinity between them but the woodsman found it odd that such an attractive princess hadn’t, yet, been wedded to a prince.
When they reached the citadel, he bid the fair maiden adieu and returned to his tasks in the forest. But she continued to return to his memory, visiting his thoughts on a regular basis. He thought it silly of himself to dwell on this princess, as he was a mere woodsman, not of her class. And, yet, her image persisted in his mind. So he decided to bring her something, one of the treasures he found on his journeys, in this case a basket of rare mushrooms, a true delicacy.
He trekked back to the citadel with his gift and, as the city came into view, he saw her, the princess, at the portcullis, almost as if she had been waiting for him. He greeted her and she returned his greeting with a lovely radiance. He told her how he had been out in the forest and, given that she had been hunting mushrooms the other day, had brought her some. She was overjoyed and, opening the portcullis, rushed to give him a hug. She thanked him profusely and, as she was returning inside, she blew the woodsman a kiss, although he was just a mere woodsman.
After that encounter, the woodsman returned to the citadel regularly and, whenever he did, the princess was always waiting by the portcullis, as if he were whom she awaited. He debated with himself as to whether he should allow himself feelings for her. She was a princess, after all. Could she have any interest in a lowly woodsman? She must. She was always there waiting and greeted him as if she had missed him. He longed to return to the citadel, even if only hours had past since he had been there.
On his next visit, the princess greeted him as always, and he could not help himself any longer. He professed his feelings for her openly. He felt that their class status should not interfere with their kindred spirits. He was a woodsman, but he was not poor, and the princess loved the forest.
But the princess’ face turned sour, shattering the woodsman’s heart into a million empty parts. She told him that no matter how close they were, and, even if she did have feelings for him, he was a woodsman and so she could not be with him. She would marry a prince, as was her rightful duty to her parents and her station. As she was coldly inflicting her class on the poor woodsman, her father, the king, happened by and queried as to the perceived trouble. The woodsman could not believe his own ears when the princess, his friend and his love, told her father that he, a lowly woodsman, was bothering her. He had never done any such thing, and she knew he had not. But she could not allow her father to believe that she had been consorting with a lowly woodsman.
The king, in the typical fashion of those who are not worth their inherited wealth, accepted his daughter’s fairy tale over the protestations of the woodsman and had the woodsman banished, but not just banished from the citadel. The king sent his guards to destroy the woodsman’s house and chase him from the realm. The princess did not defend the woodsman and even added that he had accosted her in the woods, which, if he had not already fled, would have meant his death.
On another day, as the princess was watching through the portcullis, half wishing the woodsman would return, a king, an old king, from a neighboring citadel approached in full regalia. This king had lost his wife years before and had come seeking the hand of the princess. He was a famous king, who had fought many battles, by which it was known that he meant he had sat by the sidelines and taken the victory of his knights and footmen as his own. He was a wealthy king, and the princess, believing that wealth was her due, did not object to marrying this grizzled old liar. It was what princesses were expected to do.
There was a grand wedding and a large feast attended by all the powerful kings and knights of the region. There was no lowly woodsman in the company. After the festivities, the bone-rotting shyster of a king took his prize and departed for his citadel. When they arrived, his demeanor towards her altered, sharply, and he became brutish and rude. He dragged her up to his chambers and threw her upon the bridal bed, where he roughly did whatever he liked, even if it hurt her. Then he, once again, dragged her to what would be her private chamber and locked the door, leaving her to sob at what he had just done and the fate she now saw for truth.
But the princess accepted her duty and tried to make the best of it. Her chamber was not as she’d expected. It was dingy and soiled. However, there were wedding gifts from all across the world, from regions she had never heard of much less seen. The princess was enamored of the jewels, jewels of all colors. This was what she had wanted. This is what a princess deserved, not a lowly woodsman with a small house in the forest. She picked up a large, rather stunning blue jewel that seems to have a fire within it and began to dance around her dingy chamber. She was clumsy and dropped the jewel, which, upon hitting the stone floor, shattered into millions of tiny shards, just as the woodsman’s heart had done. It was glass, worthless paste. Nothing in her new chamber, her prison, was real. The king, that eminent fraud, had taken all the real treasure for himself. He would not share it with her, a naive woman, nor anyone else.
Nightly, this sorry excuse for a king would come to her chamber and abuse her, alternating between bold sadism and affected concern and interest, toying with her emotions, making her believe everything might change for the better, only to brutalize her more, emotionally and physically. She was his thing, nothing more. This was now her existence.
The princess thought about the woodsman constantly. He pervaded her mind. She wished word of the king’s cruelty would reach him, and that he would come for her, rescue her. She would gladly go with him, the man she had lied about. The idea of a plain existence in the woods with one who loved her seemed like heaven to her now. She would forsake her family and all wealth for it. But he never came. He had drifted away, overseas, and, after winning himself a small treasure, settled elsewhere alone, long removed from the princess, although he too thought of her, and her betrayal, often.
Both the princess and the woodsman would die where they were, passing into the ground without ever having known the happiness that had awaited them. This was their reward for conforming to the traditions of the time — misery, loneliness, and death.
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A Dragon’s Desire


The child sat on a low, stone wall and began to unwrap the sandwich that had been packed in her lunch … 
Suddenly the town’s bells rang in alarm. People began to panic and run for cover, some falling over themselves in desperation to reach a safe harbor. Shopkeepers closed and locked their wooden window shutters. Priests crossed themselves and scanned the heavens.
The child watched them, wholly unconcerned.
The form of impending death from above appeared on the horizon, leathery winged and intent on destruction, growing larger as it approached. A dragon of the north! It began to circle the medieval town, looking for its next prey and gold to steal.
The people remaining in the square began to scream and look for refuge from the foul scourge, which could gobble them up in an instant like hors d’oeuvre and canapes. A clumsy man knocked over a can of fire in his fright, and it set a cart of straw ablaze. The smoke rose into the air, framing the beast in black swirls as it searched for victims and loot.
From where or why the serpent had come now was anyone’s guess, and no one could know what evils it sought in return for letting the small, rural village alone. Dragons had been known to make deals. The mayor wondered if it could be reasoned with, as he frantically hid his ill-gotten treasures away in a secreted cache.
The beast continued to circle and, finally, it seemed to have its target in sight. Its eye alighted upon the child, the child who showed no fear and continued to sit on the low stone wall, even with her apparent destruction looming. The dragon’s determination could be read in its eyes as it flew nearer. It meant to devour her whole, completely absent of pity.
Finally, having determined what would next fill its stomach, it swooped, faster than a falcon, and went straight for her, like a black, leathery bullet.
She did not flinch, this girl, and watched it come.
The dragon’s claws extended, its hot breath was upon her, and right before impact as a woman screamed …
… its whiskers brushed against her leg. 
The foul lizard landed and sat down next to the child, wrapping its tail around itself.
The girl tore off a piece of her peanut butter sandwich and gave it to her naughty cat, the silly beast, who purred by way of thanks.
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Brynlee the Bunny 


Brynlee was busy playing pirate, waving her invisible sword to and fro and shouting, “Aaargh, matey!” at all the inanimate objects in the house. Yesterday she had been a doctor, and the day before she had busied herself pretending to be her mother. 
As she loaded the cannon and pulled away the drape to prepare to fire on an unsuspecting merchant vessel called the USPS, she noticed a small, fuzzy brown shape dart under the front hedge, seemingly heading toward the backyard. Forgetting her invisible sword, and her eye patch and peg leg, she raced to the back window, just in time to see the small animal duck into the tall grass at the far end of the yard.
“Mommy … Daddy,” she called, “we have rats in the backyard!”
Her mother told her not to be silly. There were no rats in their neighborhood, silently making an exception for a few of the residents. Her father came to the back window and asked Brynlee where these supposed rats were hiding.
“In the tall grass ,” she replied, “Can we have one?”
Her father explained to her that there were more than likely rabbits in the grass and, being wild animals, that’s where they belonged. He told her that it wouldn’t be fair to them to cage them in a house and that they would probably become ill if she tried.
Brynlee put on her sour face. “Mommy, rabbits are rodents, right?”
“No dear, they’re lagomorphs.”
“Lag…O…Morfs
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