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Poetry



The Crow by Chris H.

Out there in the field
The crop overtakes
The harassment of the effigy—
Convictions not steep enough

The Crow
To cast his penetrating stare
He—
or are there more?
In the hazy night where there remains no light to guide,
Illusions emerge and play tragedy upon their theater—
Sits atop the line;
A serrated grin lies beneath the surface

He’ll lie there in open, chilling shadows
The night, his camouflage;
Calculating and bereft of remorse
He’ll do what he must to survive and leave his mark on earth and beneath skin
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And when the moment comes
He’ll peck out the eyes;
A lack of conviction begets blindness during the night
And paranoia will beget blindness during the day



Stories



Minotaur by Jane Dougherty

“So, where do we put them?”
“What?”
“Them, the stiffs.” The young man glanced suspiciously up at the monolithic 

openings in the cliff face with their smooth slabs and plinths carved from a single 
block of stone. “Don’t tell me we’re supposed to stick ’em up there!” He jerked his 
chin in the direction of the dark doors. 

“No,” his companion replied.
The oars splashed, rise and dip, rise and dip, the only sound in the silence of 

the oily sea. The young man peered into the depths of the approaching cypresses 
for signs of life.

“Not even any birds.”
Rise and dip, rise and dip.
“I said, not even any birds.”
“I heard.”
“Don’t talk much, do you?”
“No.”
The young man shrugged. The prow nudged the landing place, which wasn’t a 

jetty, just a gap in a low wall with an iron ring to tie up. He leaned over and passed 
the rope through the ring. “Here we are. What now?”
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From the bowels of the mountain, it gazed out upon the vastness of the ocean. 
Nothing moved beneath the surface, no birds grazed the sky with their wings. The 
trees grew tall and dark and not an insect disturbed the smooth skin of their bark. 
It saw all, every movement, caught every breeze, ever rustle of grass beneath the 
dark trees. It was the island, its soul. Monstrous child, abandoned in a mountainy 
maze, it was the soul of the rock, with a heart of rock. No tenderness had ever 
stirred in the touch of its coarse fingers; no tender fingers had ever stroked its 
bestial head. 

The beast stood on its man-legs and gazed upon the ocean with red-rimmed 
eyes full of the madness of a caged bull. The bull-nose quivered and sniffed. 
Warm. Blood. It shifted higher, closer to the opening onto the world, the door that 
led from death to life. And vice versa. It looked down on the sandy landing place at 
the puny skiff, saw the shadowy boatman, the pale shroud of the ghost, dry and 
dead both, of no interest, and passed over to the…other. Warm. Blood. It bloated 
with pleasure, filling the cavern mouth, and it spilled out, groping long dark fingers 
towards the source.

“Well?” The young man had jumped lightly onto the shore. Pale sand 
crunched beneath his boots. “Ew! You seen what the sand’s made of?”
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The boatman nodded.
“How do they end up crunched to bits like that?” He nudged a pile of sand 

with the toe of his boot, peering in disgust at the millions of tiny bits of bone. “Tell 
you what, I’ll take the feet, you take the shoulders and we’ll heave him over. Then 
we can scarper, let the bone cruncher deal with it.”

When the corpse was laid on the sand, the boatman spoke.
“Drag it a bit higher. We leave them by the big flat stone.”
Grumbling to himself, the young man bent to his task. He reached the flat 

stone and wrinkled his nose. The area all about was trampled and churned, and 
strewn with excrement. Piles of excrement. He raised his head, the words of 
complaint on the tip of his tongue, but there was no one to receive them. He spun 
around—the skiff was a dot on the horizon. He shielded his eyes with his hand and 
stared in disbelief. Behind him, the sound of something heavy scraping and 
scratching its way down the cliff made him turn. 

There was no clump of trees, no more cliff with its sinister openings. There 
was only darkness and the stench of putrid breath in his face, only darkness and 
deadly silence, except for the heaving of bull-breath and the snap of his bones in 
the grip of monstrous hands. Then there was only darkness.



Passing through Death by Chris H.

As the sun fell below the horizon and soon gave way to innumerable specks 
of light in the otherwise void nightsky, Cali found herself unable to appreciate the 
sight. It’s not what she came here for; and although she did hold a mild interest in 
what lies beyond the confines of the earth, she found it fruitless to study and seek 
out those secrets until she could uncover the ones that lay before her and beneath 
her, buried within the earth. 

She felt that her studies thus far, which she had spent the better part of the 
past two years with near perfect diligence, had prepared her well enough for her 
current mission–to discover what the air itself had to offer. More pervasive and 
invasive than the core of the earth, yet revealed only to those with eyes that can see; I seek the 
secrets of the air, to see what lies hidden. She kept her copy of the Book of Izza close to 
her chest as she recited the verse, and focused her gaze on the fire she made with 
the few resources she had left. She frowned as the flame refused to dance even a 
little and realized that failure was a possibility, yet again. Her confidence barely 
survived the last attempt, but her perseverance prevented her from quitting. It 
would be too difficult for her to simply give up what she felt so passionate toward 
and what she had spent countless hours on, honing her skill and art.

Cali hoped the extra addition would spark something–some guidance for the 
path ahead–but her hope was starting wane. There was a small grove her 
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friend told her about, where wormwood grew. She stressed she wouldn’t be able to 
find it, and nearly didn’t. It wasn’t until she stumbled over a fallen tree while trying 
to retrieve her guide on plants in the region. Under stress, she was often unable to 
remember visuals of things; but, when she saw it, she knew she had found what she 
came there for.

She mixed in the wormwood with the wax outside under a new moon before 
forming the effigy she would place beside the fire, as part of a makeshift altar. Any 
leftovers from her harvest, she carried along with her in a small leather bag within 
her pocket. Part of these leftovers, she decided to sprinkle over the lifeless flame, to 
inhale the aroma, in the hopes that it would grant some altered state of 
consciousness. At this point, anything could help.

Hope is fading 
I’m drowning in my despair. 

I cannot fail, 
Once again

To do so means 
The death of hope
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The death
Of all I’ve ever known

She recited a poem under her breath that she had written last time she failed; 
but, who was there to hear her cry? A lone tear dripped from her eye and into the 
flame, nearly putting it out. “Wait, wait, no! Don’t die on me just yet--you’re all I 
have left!” Panic set in now along with a crushing abject hopelessness. The arid air 
didn’t help, leaving her on the verge of suffocating.

The intensity of the flame waned then and she felt her fate seal. What could 
she do but sit idly by and watch her dream fade? Just then, the flame went out, but 
a reflection of it danced about and within the wax effigy. 

Despair not, my child. Only when we have died can we rise again and continue down 
our path.

What was that voice? There was no one within sight; and she knew she 
couldn’t be hallucinating this. Although, she marked in her journal, that might help 
out in the future. Just slight dehydration or the like; nothing drastic. 

From the ashes arose a phoenix made of flame.
It worked! I can’t believe it worked! She now wept with joy--to see her years of 

studying and dedication pay off… It was well worth it.
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The phoenix spoke again: you had to fail, had to feel the misery that weighs upon 
the soul, born from failure and a near-broken dream. 

Cali didn’t quite understand exactly why the misery and sorrow were 
necessary, but did understand the meaning of the phoenix: of death and rebirth; of 
resurrection. Having regained some of her confidence now, she said “I seek the 
wisdom of the air and was led to you. Do you have any messages for me?”

You were stuck in your old ways and habits. Are you sure it was not the wisdom of 
death and sorrow you sought? Perhaps, also, a way to rekindle the spark within?

“What? No, no… I needed to learn the ways of the earth first and move onto 
air.”

The elements are all around us, at all times, my child. You were drawn to fire to learn 
the mystery and mechanisms of death and rebirth, so that you may die, to be reborn again–a 
fire rekindled within, so that you may continue down your path.

“But where do I go from here?”
You already know the way, within. You shall return to this place yearly.
“Why, might I ask?”
We must continuously die and purge away the dross within the flame.
“Thank you, I shall return on a yearly basis. To revisit lessons I’ve learned 

and to realign myself through death.”
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The Djinn roam these deserts in droves. Seek them out and probe them for their 
wisdom. Your training will come in handy in regards to contacting them and conversing 
with them.

Her fears, worries, and insecurities vanished as the phoenix did. She knew 
that she would meet the phoenix once again in due time. Hope had been restored; 
she noted that she had never felt more alive than she did at this moment. The rest 
of this pilgrimage, she decided, would be spent seeking out the Djinn.
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Biographies

Jane Dougherty is Irish, brought up in England and now lives in France where she 
takes daily walks along the river Garonne and writes poetry, short stories and 
fantasy novels. Her poetry and short fiction has been published in various 
anthologies, magazines, and literary journals.
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