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Blurb: 

Jillian is planning her first big Halloween party and hopes the weather holds out. 

Well, the weather does...but after Jillian, in her witch's outfit playfully chants the 
following from a prop witch's spell book: 

ά/ƘŀƴƎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŘǳŜΧ 

Not many but a few 

To meet your history 

!ƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳƛǎŜǊȅ 

Ghosts will abound 

Trekking all around 

For you will now travel 

Lƴ ŀ ƭŀƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƳŀǊǾŜƭέ 

https://museituppublishing.com/bookstore2/index.php?page=shop.product_details&flypage=flypage.tpl&product_id=48&category_id=10&option=com_virtuemart&Itemid=1


everyone is in for the surprise of their life. Her backyard is gone. In its place 
greenery filled with tall trees, a variety of bushes, and...DINOSAURS? 

Excerpt:   

Chapter One 

The Halloween Party 

  

Jillian opened the bedroom window, poked her head outside, and peered at the 
sky. The sun warmed her face. 

Clear, clear, clear. Better stay like this until my Halloween party. 

October brought cooler temperatures, rumbling thunder, and dark gray clouds, 
ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ōƭǳŜ ǎƪȅΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƎŀǾŜ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ƘƻǇŜΦ {ƘŜ 
shut her window but not before one last glance up. 

Jillian walked around the white-bleached canopy bed, her bare feet sinking into 
ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇƭǳǎƘ ŀǊŜŀ ǊǳƎΦ {ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 
ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΣ ŀ ǿƛǘŎƘΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ-sleeved dress and matching hat. 

A smile flittered across her lips before turning into a pout. Only thing needed is a 
new robe, she thought, poking her fingers through torn slits on the right sleeve. 

άWƛƭƭƛŀƴΣ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ 

She pulled on a pair of socks and dashed out the door. 

άIŜȅΣέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǇŀǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

Jillian jumped the last couple of stairs, landing right in front of her lanky friend. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǎǘǳƳŜΚέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ άL ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎŜǘ ŀ 
ǎƴŜŀƪ ǇǊŜǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ IŀƭƭƻǿŜŜƴΦέ 

άaƻƳΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǎŜǿƛƴƎ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ CǊƛŘŀȅΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅΦέ 



.ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ ƘŀȊŜƭ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǇŀǊƪƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΣ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΚέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ƙands on 
her hips waiting for a response. 

.ŀǊōŀǊŀ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ōŜ 
unwrappedΦέ 

άIƳƳΦέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳŜŘ ƴƻǿΦ 

Daisy appeared out of nowhere, barking loudly, and startling the girls. She jumped 
from one to the other, sniffed, and pawed the girls for their attention. 

ά5ŀƛǎȅΣ ǉǳƛŜǘΦέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƳōǳƴŎǘƛƻǳǎ {Ƙƛ ¢ȊǳΣ 
scooping her in her arms. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ /ƘƛƘǳŀƘǳŀΦ aȅ ŀǳƴǘΩǎ ŘƻƎ ōŀǊƪǎ ƴƻƴǎǘƻǇΦέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀ 
lŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ 5ŀƛǎȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǳǇΚέ {ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ 
when the pup licked her hand like a Popsicle. 

ά¸ŜǇΣ ŀ ǿƛǘŎƘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ŘƻƎΦέ 

5ŀƛǎȅΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŜȅƛƴƎ ōƻǘƘ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ {ƘŜ 
wiggled to get free, flapping her puffy pom-ǇƻƳ ǘŀƛƭ ƛƴ WƛƭƭƛŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƻƪŀȅΣ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴΦέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǇǇȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǊǳƳƳŀƎŜŘ 
through her back pocket taking out a scrunchie. She tied her long hair in a 
ponytail. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŜŀǊ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ǿƛƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƳŀǘƻ ƘŀƛǊΚέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀ 
asked. 

ά!ƴŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘŎƘΚέ 

The pup rolled over, exposing her pink belly. Barbara laughed, petting her softly. 
Within seconds, Daisy scurried across the hallway straight into the kitchen. The 
scent of cinnamon with a hint of honey tickled the air around them. 

ά{ƳŜƭƭǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻƳΩǎ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎΦέ 



άDƻƻŘƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ ²ŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƻƴǎ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪȅŀǊŘΚέ 

Nodding, Barbara followed Jillian through the country-style kitchen. Copper pots 
hung over the wood beam ceiling. Along the wall beside the patio doors, wooden 
ǎƘŜƭǾŜǎ ƘƻǳǎŜŘ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛǾŜ ǇƭŀǘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎΩ ǎƛƎƴŀǘǳǊŜǎΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
philodendron, Jillian reached ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǿƘŜƴΧ 

άWƛƭƭƛŀƴΗ tǳǘ ƻƴ ǎƘƻŜǎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ 
ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻŎƪǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴΗέ 

ά.ǳǎǘŜŘΣέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻŜǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ 
Mrs. Waylan. 

Jillian ran from the room, and within seconds, she returned sporting running 
shoes. 

άIŀǇǇȅΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƘŜŜƪȅΣέ aǊǎΦ ²ŀȅƭŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

The girls giggled and scooted out the backdoor. 

A huge black tent covered half the yard on the right side. Gaming booths in 
different sizes were set up on the other side. 

ά²ƻǿΦέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŦƭƛǘǘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƛƴΣ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǊƛƴƎȅ ōƭƻƴŘ ƘŀƛǊ 
bouncing with every head turn. 

ά5ŀŘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴǎ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ !ƴŘ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǿŜΩŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ 
ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊƭŀƴŘΦέ 

άbŜŀǘΦέ .ŀǊōŀǊŀ ƎŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƘǳƳōǎ ǳǇΦ 

Suddenly, a bright flash lit the inside of the tent. A wind moaned and breezed past 
them, shaking the big Maple tree branches. 

άhƘ ƴƻΗέ Wƛƭƭƛŀn rushed inside the tent followed by Barbara. Catching her breath, 
she turned on the light, and inched forward, inspecting all around. Everything 



appeared in perfect working order. When her jangled nerves relaxed, she let out a 
deep sigh. 

ά[ƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΦέ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ ƳŀƭŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴΦ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǊƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ .ǳǘ L ǎǳǊŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǿƛƴŘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǊƳ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦ !ƭƭ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊǳƛƴŜŘΦέ Wƛƭƭƛŀƴ ǇƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

As she was about to leave, Jillian noticed something at the far end of the tent. She 
walked to the front of a stand with an old and tattered black book resting on it. 

ά/ƻƻƭΦ [ƻƻƪΣ .ŀǊōΦ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƻǇ ƘŜǊŜΦέ DŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ 
the gold-etched ƭŜǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŎƻǾŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŘΣ Ψ²ƛǘŎƘΩǎ {ǇŜƭƭ .ƻƻƪΦΩ άbƻǿ 
this is 

Halloweenτŀ ǿƛǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ ǎǇŜƭƭ ōƻƻƪΦέ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ǎǇƻƻƪȅ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ WƛƭƭƛŀƴΦέ 

The girls left the tent and headed back inside the house. 

The wind picked up once again. 

The branches swayed. 

And a glowing orange halo slithered inside the tent. 

ққққққққққққ 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: 

Lea Schizas considers herself one lucky gal to have come across many 
extraordinary cyber pals over the course of her career. It's to these writers she 
owes her career and enthusiasm indebted to because they keep her on her toes.  



She is the founder of the award-winning ezine Apollo's Lyre, co-founder of the 
very FREE and award-winning Muse Online Writers Conference held each year 
during October, founder of the award-winning MuseItUp Community, and 
publisher of MuseItUp and MuseItHot Publishing. She bit her nails like every 
writer when she submitted her tween manuscript to the editorial department 
using a pseudonym to make sure the editors had no clue who the writer was. 
When the votes and assessments came in with an acceptance she finally stopped 
biting her nails. 

She lives in Montreal with her husband, five children, two dogs, and numerous 
fish. 
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Blurb: 

aŀƎƛŎ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀǎΣ ǘƻƻΧ 

Land of the Midnight Sun. The Aurora Borealis. Valley of Ten Thousand Smokes.  
Dog sleds. Mount Denali. 60 degrees below zero. Moose. Grizzly bears. Salmon. 
Gold nuggets. Blueberries. Bunny boots and duct tape. 

¢ƻ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ά!ƭŀǎƪŀέ ŜǾƻƪŜǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻf a wild, mysterious land, but 
ŦƻǊ Cŀƭƭƻƴ hΩwŜƛƭƭȅΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘƻƳŜΦ DǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
wilderness, she eagerly anticipates her first sojourn at the Borealis Academy of 
Magical Arts. Nothing dampens her enthusiasm; not the creepy bookseller, her 
ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΩ ƴŀƎƎƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƴŀǎǘƛŜǎǘ ŎƭŀǎǎƳŀǘŜΦ  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊǎ ŀ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘΩǎ ǇŜǘ 
and she suffers a near-Ŧŀǘŀƭ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ōȅ ŀ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΣ ƘŀƛǊȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΣ CŀƭƭƻƴΩǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ 
draws her into a dark mystery. Can a twelve-year-old witch, together with her 
wheelchair-bound cousin and new found friend from Wyoming, uncover the 
identity of the evil behind the chilling events? 

From the wind-ǎǿŜǇǘ ǘǳƴŘǊŀ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǇŜŀƪǎ ƻŦ aƻǳƴǘ 5ŜƴŀƭƛΣ CŀƭƭƻƴΩǎ 
struggle to protect the school and her fellow students encompasses a journey of 
far more breadth than she expected. 

https://museituppublishing.com/bookstore2/index.php?page=shop.product_details&flypage=flypage.tpl&product_id=27&category_id=6&option=com_virtuemart&Itemid=1


Excerpt: 

Fallon heard Eddie laugh just before she heard a loud growl. She paused, one foot 
in the stirrup, to see something huge lumbering through the thick trees toward 
ƘŜǊΦ CǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŀǇŜŘ ƻƴ {ƴŀŜŦŀȄƛΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ōǳǊǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 
trees and rushed the final few yards toward her. 

9ŘŘƛŜ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ǘƻ ǇŜŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ Cŀƭƭƻƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άDƻΣ ƎƻΗ 
Get Ardis out ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΗέ 

¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƘƻƻǾŜǎ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭΦ {ƴŀŜŦŀȄƛ ƭǳƴƎŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 
creature anticipated the move. With a wrench of horror, Fallon glimpsed a hairy, 
fanged face as it bounded in front of Snaefaxi. She released the reins, trusting her 
horse. 

Snaefaxi wheeled and sprang away from the creature, Fallon clinging to the 
ǎŀŘŘƭŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ƭŀōƻǊŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ 
stench overpowered the evergreen scent. As they neared the top of the rise, 
Cŀƭƭƻƴ ƪƴŜǿ {ƴŀŜŦŀȄƛΩs valiant effort would fail. She looked frantically around her, 
seeking anything she might use as a weapon, while Snaefaxi raced ahead. 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŦŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ {ƴŀŜŦŀȄƛΩǎ 
hindquarters. Fallon saw the edge ended in a sheer cliff, dropping to the valley 
floor. There was no avenue of escape with the creature behind and the cliff in 
front. Fallon panicked trying to gather the reins as Snaefaxi pounded toward the 
cliff. 

She closed her eyes as they sailed off the edge, the creature striking a blow on 
{ƴŀŜŦŀȄƛΩǎ ƘƛƴŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƭŜŀǇǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƴƛŎŜǊ ǘƻ 
Tansy and Amilia. Poor little Gladys would be so upset. Thomas and Henry, her 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΧǎƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴƛŎŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

***  

The snow glittered in the moonlight as they trudged through the darkness toward 
the castle. Fallon was lost in thought about the beautiful mare that saved her life. 
She did not notice anything amiss until Madame Epona grabbed her arm and 
ƘƛǎǎŜŘΣ ά{ǘŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ vǳƛŜǘΗέ 



They stood silently and Fallon heard it. Strange sounds emanated from the 
direction of the forest. A cold, clear voice radiated menace, even though the 
words were unintelligible in the distance. 

aŀŘŀƳŜ 9Ǉƻƴŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǳǊƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά5Ǌop down and stay quiet. Perhaps they will 
pass without seeing us. If they spot us, I will signal you to run. Run as fast as you 
can to the entrance doors. I will be right behind you, but stop for nothing. Get 
inside the doors and go straight to the HeadmisǘǊŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 

Madame Epona silently watched the forest, tucking herself behind a small 
ōƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŎƻǾŜǊΦ CŀƭƭƻƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛŎŜ ǎŎǊŀǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ 
cheek as she flattened herself on the frozen ground. 

A guttural voice spoke and the ŎƻƭŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜΚέ 
Rolling her eyes to peek toward the forest without lifting her head, Fallon saw 
several of the creatures like the one that attacked them on the cliffs. A tall, pale 
woman wearing a mask and wrapped in white furs accompanied them. The pale 
ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǊǊȅ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎΦ ά.ƻǊŀƎ ǎŀȅǎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘΦέ Lƴ ŀ ƭƻǿΣ 
ǳǊƎŜƴǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ άvǳƛŎƪΗ /ŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ 
ŀƭŜǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎǘƭŜΗέ 

Fallon felt a sharp jab in her ribs and heard Madame Eponŀ ƘƛǎǎΣ άbƻǿΗ wǳƴΗέ 

Fallon ran. She ran as if her life depended on it and she suspected that it did. The 
deep snow clutched at her feet and tore at the hem of her cloak. Her breath came 
in great gasps and she paused to grab her cloak, lifting it up to free her feet. She 
risked a glance behind her and saw two of the creatures loping after her. Madame 
Epona stood, arms uplifted, facing the pale woman. Fallon saw a jet of white light 
strike Madame Epona and she realized that the pause to watch had wasted too 
much time. The creatures gained on her. 

She ran toward the castle. How could she hope to outrun those things? She knew 
how fast they ran. The creature on the cliff had nearly caught her and she had 
been riding Snaefaxi that day. 

From 300 yards, she squinted at someone moving near the front entrance to the 
castle. tƭŜŀǎŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ aŀŘŀƳŜ 9Ǉƻƴŀ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƘŜƭǇΚ 
She moaned as a sliver of light gleamed through a crack in the door and the 
unknown person slipped inside the castle. 



CŀƭƭƻƴΩǎ pace slowed as she struggled for breath. She heard the sound of the 
ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǊŀǎǇȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜΣ Ƴǳǎƪȅ ǎǘŜƴŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ƎŀƎΦ IŜǊ Ŧƻƻǘ 
snagged on a rock hidden beneath the snow and she fell. 
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Blurb: 

Out of work paranormal investigator Ken Parker arrives in Groverton. He meets 
and falls in love with cute red-headed Jinny Talbot. He gradually realizes that 
there is magic in the town, good witches and evil warlocks, and sees a war 
looming between the two. He discovers that his girlfriend Jinny is a witch, and 
more surprisingly, that he himself is too. As battle with the warlocks draws nears, 
Ken joins with Jinny and the witch covens to fight the warlocks and the Ghost of 
Mordecai Grover.  

 

Excerpt: 

άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜΣ YŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǎǇŀǊƪƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tears forming 
ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΦ ²ŜϥǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΣ 
terrible things. I thought if you knew nothing of it you would be safe. I could sense 
ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳǇŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΧƳȅ 
frƛŜƴŘǎΧƳȅ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ǿƛǘŎƘŜǎΦέ 

https://museituppublishing.com/musepub/index.php?option=com_content&view=article&id=61&Itemid=82
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YŜƴ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ άWƛƴƴȅΣ WƛƴƴȅΗ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƛƴ 
ǿƛǘƘΣ ǿƛǘƘΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘŎƘŜǎΚέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΣ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀ 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ŀ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǘƻƻΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŘǳƘΗέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Keƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άL ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ŀǊŜ ǿƛǘŎƘŜǎ ǘƻƻΣ ŀǊŜƴϥǘ ǘƘŜȅΦ 
Your grandmother, Mr. Brentwoodτέ 

Wƛƴƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ άaȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ aǊΦ .ǊŜƴǘǿƻƻŘΦ aƻǎǘ 
witches are female, male witches are very rare. Right now there is only one male 
ǿƛǘŎƘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ DǊƻǾŜǊǘƻƴΦέ 

άhƴŜΚέ YŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ !ƴȅƻƴŜ LϥǾŜ ƳŜǘΚέ 

±ƛƻƭŜǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άLǎ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜƴǎŜΣ WƛƴƴȅΚέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ YŜƴ ŀƴŘ 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άLǘϥǎ ȅƻǳΣ ŘǳƳƳȅΗ ¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ŀ ǿƛǘŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳϥƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ŘŜƴȅƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ 
abilitieǎΣ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ǿƛǘŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 
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Blurb:   

A party at a day camp; a blind date on Valentine's Day. Can you say loser?, Jess 
thinks. But this is no ordinary party. The Killer Valentine Ball has more thrills than 
Jess ever expected--or will ever forget. 

Excerpt:   

As they walked into the shadows, Jess noticed that things weren't quite as they 
appeared. Sections of the room lightened for a moment before being cast again in 
deep shadow. What Jess thought she saw in that split second made her heart 
race. On the dance floor, the same three couples stood, clasped to each other. 
Jess stared. She swore they never moved. 

The music played quietly in the background. When the shadows brightened, Jess 
caught a quick glimpse of one of the couples. The young man's mouth gaped 
open. His partner's gown glistened with streams of dark ribbons. The light flashed 
again and Jess gasped. Those weren't ribbons! The girl's dress shone with dark 
glimmers. Like-like blood, she thought. No, it can't be! She looked back at Dylan, 
who shook his head and urged her on. 

"Light tricks," he whispered. "It's not real. It's Halloween stuff, like the movie. 
Don't worry." 
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Blurb: 

Someone had tainted the sugar at the newly opened Café Caffé coffeehouse in 
the village of Eastport. A dozen locals got seriously ill and one died. Nora Huggins- 
mother, wife, mystery buff and want-to-be sleuth-ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
involved. Her delving into the crime led her to believe that it had been a nasty 
ȅƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ ǇǊŀƴƪΦ ¢ǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΩǎ ƻƭŘ ǎǇƛƴǎǘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΣ ²ƛƴƴƛŜ ŀƴŘ DƛƴƴƛŜ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ 
were among those who fell victim to the tainted sugar. However, when Winnie 
suddenly died, surviving Ginnie chose not to hold the coffeehouse responsible.  
.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƛƭƭŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ǳƴŎƘŀǊƛǘŀōƭŜΣ bƻǊŀ ōŜŎŀƳŜ 
suspicious and probed deeper into their affairs ultimately discovering that Winnie 
may have in fact been murdered.  Proving it became a delicate matter for Nora 
and the local police chief. 

Excerpt: 

άIŜƭŜƴ /ŀƳōŜƭƭ ǿƻƴϥǘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΣ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ /ƘŀƛǊǿƻƳŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
9ŀǎǘǇƻǊǘ DŀǊŘŜƴ /ƭǳō ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ŘŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛƭƭ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ 
ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ CŀƛǊŦƛŜƭŘ DŜƴŜǊŀƭΦέ 

άL ƭƛǾŜ ǘǿƻ ŘƻƻǊǎ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ IŜƭŜƴΣέ aŀǊƎƛŜ 5ǳƴŎŀƴ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ άL ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
Bert Cambell this morning, and he told me it was some sort of food poisoning. 
¢ƘŜȅ ǇǳƳǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦέ 
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ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ aŀǊƎƛŜΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘƻǇŜ IŜƭŜƴ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ bƻǿΣ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ 
ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ƳŜǘƘƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǇǊǳƴƛƴƎ ǊƻǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜƭŀǘΧέ 

bƻǊŀ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ΨŦƻƻŘ ǇƻƛǎƻƴƛƴƎΦΩ All these sudden 
gastric attacks seem like more than a coincidence, she thought, or is reading too 
many detective novels affecting me? 

That afternoon Nora visited her friend Jean Steward. 

{ƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ WŜŀƴϥǎ ǎǳƴǊƻƻƳΣ bƻǊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLϥƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ 
ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

άaǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ ƳŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŘǊŜŀŘŦǳƭΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴϥǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŜƴŜƳŀ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƛŘΦέ 

Nora grinƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ƛƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ 
ŜƭǎŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΚέ 

ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΚέ 

Nora went on to tell her of the other food poisonings that had occurred around 
the same time. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜΧŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀƪŦast, it's easy, I always have tea and a bagel 
with grape jelly. An-n-nd, for lunch that day I had, let me think. Yes, it was a tuna 
ƻƴ ǘƻŀǎǘ ǎŀƴŘǿƛŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǎƪƛƳ ƳƛƭƪΦ DŜŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǳƴŀΧΚέ 

ά¢ǳƴŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǇǊƛǘΦ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳϥǊŜ ǎǘŀrting to sound like an Agatha Christy character, Nora. That's all I had at 
home. Later that afternoon, I had a cup of coffee and a Danish at the Café Caffé, 
that new coffeehouse on Harbor Street. It's a great place, all sorts of fancy coffees 
and tea of evŜǊȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀōƭŜ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎǎŜǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎŎǊǳƳǇǘƛƻǳǎΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣ wƻōŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊŀƴŘ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭǎŎƻǇŜ ƛƴǎǳǊŜǎ ǘƘŜƳ 
and one of the owners occasionally plays golf with Robert. Is that all you recall 
ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΚέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ƛǘΦέ 

άIƳƳΚέ 



* * * * 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ aǊǎΦ IǳƎƎƛƴǎΦ Lǘϥǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άIƻǇŜ ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ /ƻŀŎƘΦ WŜŦŦ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǊƻǳƎƘ ōƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
ŀ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ōƻȅ ȅƻǳϥǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ aǊǎΦ IǳƎƎƛƴǎΦ .Ŝǎǘ ƎǳŀǊŘ LϥǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ Lǘ 
really wasn't anything serious, although I've never been sicker, and the 
ŎǊŀƳǇƛƴƎΗέ 

άLϥƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άLǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƳƛƭŘ ŎŀǎŜ ƻŦ ŦƻƻŘ ǇƻƛǎƻƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǇǳƳǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ 
Boy, was that an ordeal. How can I help you, Mrs. Huggins? Anything to do with 
WŜŦŦΚέ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦέ {ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻƻŘ ǇƻƛǎƻƴƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ WŜŀƴΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ /ƻŀŎƘΣ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎΣ LϥƳ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜŀǘŜƴ 
that day. 

Much to her surprise, he, too, had had coffee and at the new Café Caffé the day 
ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛƭƭΦ άIƳƳΣ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦ aȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ WŜŀƴΣ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Řŀȅ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ ŀ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ aǊǎΦ IǳƎƎins? I mean, the place has only been 
ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǇƻǘƭŜǎǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άLϥƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ Lǘϥǎ ŀ ŦǊŀƴŎƘƛǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ Ŏŀƴϥǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ŀƴȅ ǎŀƴƛǘŀǊȅ 
problems. It may only be a coincidence at this point, but I do plan to check with 
Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DŀǊŘŜƴ /ƭǳōΣ IŜƭŜƴ /ŀƳōŜƭƭΦέ 

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜȅϥǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΦ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ 9ǎǇǊŜǎǎƻ aŀŎŎƘƛŀǘƻΦέ 

άLϥƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ /ƻŀŎƘΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƭŜǘϥǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΦέ 

ά{ǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ aǊǎΦ IǳƎƎƛƴǎΦϦ 
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Blurb: 

Dancing Cat angers her Ancestor, whose harsh punishment teaches her that true 
strength comes from the spirit within. 

Cursed, abused, and desperate to know her future, Dancing Cat sneaks a glimpse 
inside her tǊƛōŜΩǎ {ŀŎǊŜŘ .ǳƴŘƭŜΣ ŀ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƳŀƎƛŎΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
future, she sees her most powerful ancestor, Small Tree and incurs her wrath. 
Small Tree strips Dancing Cat of everything τ her home, her identity, even her 
gender ς and drops her in the middle of enemy lands. 

Injured, and in a strange, new body, she is befriended by Bearclaw who is on a 
spirit quest. He offers her assistance and asks for nothing in return; a kindness 
Dancing Cat had forgotten existed. She struggles to weave a path around the 
obstacles of friendship, identity, and longing in order to survive her eventual 
return home to face even further punishment. 
 
And she does it while wearing someone else's skin. 
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Harvest Moon 

Cross-legged, Dancing Cat sat pounding the sun-dried Saskatoon berries between 
two hand-sized rocks. The stone, her hands, and her buckskin dress all bore the 
tell-tale signs of berry duty. Streaks of red dye, impossible to clean, striped her 
clothing and tanned skin. She tried pushing her hair off her cheeks, only to have 
the sticky residue coating her fingers glue the dark strands in place. The black flies 
swarmed and buzzed, ready to feast. 

She worked in silence as part of the greater circle of twenty women, who chatted 
as they worked. Dancing Cat had no reason to join in. They only spoke to her to 
criticize or belittle, never for companionship. The band no longer even called her 
by name. 

Her attention faded away from her work. She stared past the women to catch a 
glimpse of Eagle Eyes, her brother, mounting his horse. He was only six years 
older than her and already leading hunting parties, while she sat, docile and 
obedient, making powdered berries. His gaze caught hers, full of warning. She 
looked away with the heaviness of her situation pressing against her chest. 
Dancing Cat pounded her berries harder, trying to crush her own aching 
loneliness. 

άL ǿƛǎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊƛŘŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ 

IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ /ǊƻǿΣ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ 
berries to crush. Shall I remind you why ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

άbƻΣέ 5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ /ŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳƭƭŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƳƳƛŎŀƴ ŎŀƪŜǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
ǘƘŜ ōŜǊǊƛŜǎΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŦŜƭƭΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ 
lecture many times before and did not want to hear it again. 

άDƻƻŘΦ tǳǘ ŀǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ childishness and work in silence, Cursed OneΦέ 

Dancing Cat swallowed down the slight. She remained silent against the grunts 
and nods of the other women. She dropped her gaze, making snide, internal 
ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘŀƛǊ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀ ŎǊƻǿΩǎ ōƭǳŜ-
black feathers. It made her feel better, petty though it was. 



Some days, she saw herself as Cursed One instead of her name. But today was not 
one of those days. Today, she was still the girl who wriggled out of the womb 
twenty years before and was joyously named Dancing Cat. Today, she hated her 
duty and silence. But she would do both and would not complain. One day, she 
would escape into death and be free. 

Using a sharp stone, she scraped the mound of berry powder off the buckskin in 
front of her into the main pile. She dumped several handfuls of the tiny Saskatoon 
berries back on her ragged buckskin to resume pounding. But not before licking 
her fingers clean of the tart, feathery residue. No one noticed. 

ά/ǊŜŀǘƻǊ ǿƛƭƭǎ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀ ōǳŦŦŀƭƻ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴǘΣέ /Ǌƻǿ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ 
the other women, who nodded in agreement. 

5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ /ŀǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀƴŘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŎƘŀǘǘŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛōŜΩǎ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ 
a buffalo. The herd would move southeast in another moon cycle and so the 
entire tribe would move with them before the final move into their winter camp. 
Faded memories of riding ahead of the hunt flashed across her mind; images so 
foreign that she wondered if they were true anymore. 

A chill crept up her spine. The late summer wind had turned cold. She flicked her 
gaze back to the hunting party. The rest of the men mounted their horses and 
galloped off to the nearby buffalo herd. She sighed, remembering the freedom of 
ridinƎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǊƛōŜΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ƳŜǎǎŜƴƎŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƛǘΦ 

ά/ǳǊǎŜŘ hƴŜΗ tŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎƘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻŎƪΦ LŦ L ŦƛƴŘ ǎǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀƪŜǎ 
ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘΦέ IŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ 
her, her thin lips puǊǎŜŘΦ ά{ǘƻǇ ŘŀȅŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΦέ 

5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ /ŀǘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ 
Nohkom. L ǿŀǎ ƧǳǎǘΧέ  

ά5ŀȅŘǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΣέ Iŀǿƪ {ƛƎƘǘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪΦ LŦ 
you do ƴƻǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦέ 

Dancing Cat hung her head, fingers trembling from the nauseating mix of anger 
and fear. She bit back the disrespectful words that boiled inside her. Hawk Sight 
was not just her maternal grandmother, but also the band healer and an elder. No 
one would dare speak back to her, let alone the band exile. 



She looked up at the several generations of women around her. The nodding 
heads and smug looks told her that the threat of starvation was real. She pushed 
her gǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ōȅ ƎǊƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǊǊƛŜǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ 
between the two flat rocks. 

άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ {ǘƻƴŜȅΚέ 

Dancing Cat slumped. Hawk Sight never could let things go. 

ά{ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭŀȊŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ǌŀƴ 
out of ŦƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǾŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƭŀȊȅ 
ǿƻƳŜƴΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ NohkomΦέ 

And on it went for the afternoon, story after miserable story about women who 
starved to death. It would have been bad enough for just her grandmother to 
have told the stories. Instead, the others joined in, telling of captured Red Valley, 
Cree or Inuit wives who had been left to starve when food stores ran low. All at 
ƘŜǊ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŀȅΦ Iŀǿƪ {ƛƎƘǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƘŜŀƭŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
also cold and mercileǎǎ ƛƴ 5ŀƴŎƛƴƎ /ŀǘΩǎ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴΦ 

They told the stories to make her work harder, but it had the opposite effect. Her 
work slowed. She could not stand up for herself against an entire band, but she 
could refuse to obey the people who threatened to kill her. If they wanted her to 
die, then they could starve, too. 

ққққққққққққ 
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