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A Distraction From Their Troubles


Until all vision had been obscured in the passing of a southerly
tempest, Marshall Island was reckoned to lay some twenty miles East
of Salem, Massachusetts. A wrath of nature had entangled many a
ship’s riggings and capsized others including the once
distinguished Island Pride. Her wreckage was cast upon an unlikely
breakwater of blackened rock to have her planks and masts tossed
between swells and waves. Considered lost to the New England Pirate
- a daring night of debauchery that thirty-first day of October,
sixteen hundred ninety one - many considered auspicious her recent
discovery. Such naïve hope was diminished the morning following her
relocation for this particular tempest blew that summer eve, the
nineteenth day of July, sixteen hundred ninety two.

Of the ships that departed on the eve of the tempest, a lone
rowboat was the single vessel to ever see land and whose markings
were consistent with the Island Pride. An unfortunate man of
questionable countenance was curled in its prow with a specter of
death laboring upon his weak exhales, and he was tended by a
hapless cabin boy. The boy’s behavior was shrouded by opaque fright
while his health was unnerving in its wholesome purity.

By the following day, that is the twentieth day of July, sixteen
hundred ninety two, Jacob Marrow would spy and approach the boy
because he wanted desperately to forget the visage of the women
dangling by their necks from the sturdy branch on Gallows Hill.
Both his wife Aubrey and he awoke to an amnesiac delirium and would
make about their business in a futile attempt to ignore the most
recent past. By mid-morning, they would realize that neither could
push the thoughts from their minds, perhaps never again be able to
discuss those events, and so would take a long walk through one of
Putnams’ gangly orchards. They would see a boy on the sandy shore,
decipher his name and a sense of urgency from his broken English,
and find a fascinating distraction from their own troubles.

To behold the events that end with a bedeviled man and a
spiritually cleansed boy at a shore near Salem, and that begun nine
months prior when the Island Pride fell prey to the New England
Pirate, suggests that Marshall Island existed and was a location
where fantastic events transpired. Upon hearing such descriptions,
as Jacob and Aubrey Marrow would be witness, a high degree of
suspicion and disbelief would certainly be expected. If any truth
was to be found then how might such truth affect the course of
history for a small city in the midst of correcting rampant and
unscrupulous behavior?  Were this truth remotely believable,
and thus highlight the wrongs of the accusers instead of the
accused, would not this information be extremely dangerous?

On the other hand, it would be a lot less dangerous simply to
disavow the existence of the island. And that is an easy task when
its existence already was in question.










Descent of Man


July 20, 1692, Salem, MA.

 

The storm had broken, and the leaky rowboat rocked on gentle
swells beneath a predawn sky visible through scattered and fleeting
clouds. Dimitri looked over the barely living body cowering in the
prow and could see the sandy shore of the Massachusetts mainland.
He crouched and untethered the oars from stowage. Though weak and
feeble hours prior, he was surprised that his body felt invigorated
and he now had the strength to lift one oar to the oarlock, and
then the other. He gave little more than a cursory glance at the
ailing passenger, gripped the oars firmly in his slight palms, and
began to row.

Massachusetts Bay was peaceful with subtle swells, few ships and
the telling signs of vessels thrashed by the recent tempest. A
stiff morning breeze helped carry the boat towards shore, and gulls
flying into the wind hovered motionless above before swooping down
to inspect the boy and his passenger. Dimitri chased lingering
gulls from the passenger but did not stop rowing for those that
only passed by and pecked once or twice.

In truth, he had never felt so well in his life and for once
enjoyed the chore of rowing on the open sea. His heart beat
strongly and his lungs did not feel as though they would burst. He
felt energized. As the boat traveled closer to the shore, he
watched as Marshall Island dissipated into the fog. For a time it
appeared to be no more than an uninviting rock, and then the island
vanished. Passage from the island to the shore had given him time
to contemplate the events that had transpired over the previous
nine months.

Suffering and slavery were his life, and he recalled individual
moments only as vacant holes in his thoughts where he had turned
his mind away from the world. He could not imagine another defense
a boy of ten years might muster. Then he was on the island, and his
memory became clearer if for no other reason than a strange man
kept the boy at his side, and the vile inhumanities of his owners
were focused upon a strange young woman named Paris. For those nine
months, she occupied his place in bearing their vicious wiles until
Captain West shot her, minutes before succumbing to his own
ills.

Dimitri slowed his rowing as he struggled to remember the cause
of Captain West’s demise. It was on the tip of his tongue for it
affected the passenger he now ferried to land. He thought it queer
that he could not envision the answer. Nor did he feel compassion
towards Paris, for whom he fostered great despair all the while she
was thrashed and used. Dimitri could visualize the missing memory
because he refused to remember so much before the island. To have a
complete memory for the first time in his life with recent and
interspersed breaks attracted further introspection. It was as
though a penultimate truth about her death, Captain West’s death,
and the ill passenger were interconnected in such a way and under
such circumstances that compassion and mercy became foreign
thoughts in their consideration. With but ten tears of wisdom, he
saw that truth only as the missing memory.

When the boat was within a hundred yards of the shore, Dimitri
stopped rowing and reached for a leather parcel he had placed in
the aft. He carefully unwrapped the skin, streaked with blackened
mold from time and exposure, and took a hazel nut from the folds.
It was the last nut of a small amount given to him prior to leaving
the island. He turned it over in his fingers for now he could see
its marvelous composure and form. When he noticed the passenger
staring wide- and lusty-eyed at that one nut in his fingers, he
quickly ate it and threw the fabric into the sea.

The last few strokes to the shore were the most difficult.
Dimitri wanted to jump into the water and pull the boat over the
remaining distance, but was unsure that his strength would prevail
upon such weight. Instead he rowed the boat right up to the shore
and then climbed over the side and into the surf. He wrapped his
arms around a coil of rotten and frayed rope attached to the bow
and struggled to pull the boat further onto shore. When he had
availed himself to no end, he dropped the coil of rope onto the
sand and returned to the boat.

The passenger appeared to be asleep, so he wasted no time in
pulling a large leather satchel from the aft, pitched it to the
ground, and drug it over the sand to a pile of drift wood dressed
in rotten fish parts. He buried the satchel near the driftwood,
took a long and careful look at where he was on the beach and where
he had buried the satchel, and then hurriedly returned to the
boat.

The sun was creeping over the horizon, and the passenger looked
ashen even in the magnificent auburn glow. Weakness and ailment
crippled his eyes into a forlorn gaze and certain death was
remarked upon by his expression. His crusty eyes cracked open and
he raised a gray and gamely hand to touch his parched lips with a
crooked finger.

“Boy,” came a rasped whisper from the passenger’s decrepit
mouth. “Water.”

Immediate reaction rippled across Dimitri’s chest and down his
spine. He started to look for water but stopped himself and looked
straight into the eyes of the passenger. He spit directly at the
man’s mouth.

The man’s white and bloated tongue slithered across his flaked
lips and licked the spittle from his finger and his mouth.
“Please,” he beseeched.

“Pray Death be thy mate, O’Reilly.”  Fresh hurt and anger
boiled in Dimitri because, although he tried, he had not forgotten
the harsh words, the hard strikes, and the buck embraces. He felt
raw heat smolder in his chest and took several steps back from the
boat. O’Reilly was too weak to lash out at him, but Dimitri did not
want to give him the opportunity.

“Pack mule,” he stuttered and wheezed as he tried to speak
harshly, “wretched beast of bidding. You are property, boy. Now
fetch me water.”  O’Reilly made his demand in broken and
weakly spoken words, in the only vicious tone he could muster.

Dimitri shook his head. “I bring you hither.”  He stamped
his bare foot in the sand. He screamed at O’Reilly, “Now I find
ears for your words.”  A hint of a smile crossed his lips, but
he forced it away. “Then die, O’Reilly. Then be dead.”

O’Reilly lay into the corner of the bow, turned towards Dimitri
with one arm dangling over the side. His face contorted into a
scowl. “And when I speak, consider what I may let slip of the
treasure.”

Dimitri’s eyes widened but he said nothing.

O’Reilly coughed. Blood flecked his lips. “Fantastic
wealth”.

Dimitri thought of the buried satchel and wondered if O’Reilly
had seen him. A memory then returned. Only hours ago, he had been
colder and in a night that was blacker than he had ever known.
Waves were crushing him against the shore and he had to fight the
ocean because, for a time, it was his only refuge. Paris, speaking
clearly for the first and only time directed him to the waves.
Another voice from the pitch-black night later instructed him with
words to the effect of “Into the skiff, and take the passenger
hither towards the light of the rising sun. Others must hear what
he has to tell. They may try to help him, but when he speaks on the
Fugue, as his telling will ultimately compel him, he will
pass.”

The Fugue. Dimitri thought that must be what is wrong with
O’Reilly, and what happened to the others. He knew O’Reilly must
say something about the treasure for that was his story. But then
wasn’t his story also the only reason he still lived?  Dimitri
was only sure that he didn’t want to spend any more time alone with
O’Reilly.

“I go find your ears,” he said.

O’Reilly tried to laugh but was only able to make a sputtering
sound. “You would leave me like this?”

Dimitri shrugged and started walking up the beach. He could hear
O’Reilly complain and curse at him, but his weak voice didn’t carry
far and soon it was drowned out by the gently rolling waves. The
beach was shallow, rising into a grassy berm fewer than a hundred
paces from the water. At the top of the incline, Dimitri could see
the port of Salem Towne to the south. To the north was a gentrified
forest thick with oak and cedar, and to the east the forest was
tamed into orchards and crops. He wasn’t sure whether to walk
towards the heavily populated area, or towards the orchards, so he
started walking eastward, angling himself between the town and
orchards.

“Boy!”  When he had reached the top of the berm, he had not
seen anyone else, so was startled to hear any words. “I say,
Boy!”

A man and woman, hands together, approached him and he thought
that he must have confused them with the trees. He stood unsure of
whether he was to approach them, or wait for their arrival.

“Boy,” the man called again, though his voice was clipped and
the word fell silent, just shy of being complete. The couple walked
towards him, speaking in a hushed tone.

“I reckon he isn’t some indentured boy, do you suppose Aubrey?”
The man asked the woman. “You don’t suppose he is a slave
child?”

“Ask him,” she said curtly. Both had an unkempt and tragic
countenance.

“I say, boy,” the man asked and then extended his hand, a
gesture of welcome. “Jacob Marrow,” he spoke in an overly masculine
tone and gestured to the woman. “My wife, Aubrey.”

“Name is Dimitri.”  He pointed to himself.

“Dameeshee?”  Aubrey smiled, but only slightly.

“Dimitri,” he said again.

“Ah, I think the boy is trying to say Damiter.”  Jacob
smiled at his own intellectual prowess. “I say, you’re a sight
Damiter.”  He looked over the boy, nodding his head.

“Jacob,” Aubrey nudged her husband. “Leave the slave boy
alone.”

Dimitri waved his hand towards the Ocean and spoke with a more
earnest tone. “Pray follow me. Help.”

Jacob stepped to the top of the berm and looked onto the beach.
From his vantage, he observed the skiff listing in the surf and a
man lain within. “I say, is that man injured?”

Dimitri nodded, and Jacob and Aubrey walked down the berm and
briskly crossed the beach towards the boat. The boat rocked in the
light waves with O’Reilly sprawled across the bow.

“Thank you, Lord,” O’Reilly wheezed when he saw the approaching
couple, though he didn’t think to include Dimitri in his momentary
lapse into piety.

“Are you unwell, sir?”  Jacob asked as he approached,
though came to an abrupt stop when he could see O’Reilly more
clearly. He held back his wife, who signed the cross and said,
“Heavens, he’s got the plague.”

“Fugue,” Dimitri said abruptly and approached the boat. He
prodded O’Reilly with several sharp stabs of the finger as though
the man were a tamed beast. “He not hurt you.”

The Marrows were understandably skeptical, though Jacob became
more accepting as he looked between Dimitri and O’Reilly. “I reckon
the boy seems quite healthy. But, the gentleman’s manner seems
familiar.”  He exchanged a glance with his wife, but they were
not ready to bring voice to the familiarity of O’Reilly’s
condition.

“Boy,” O’Reilly gasped and tried to grab Dimitri’s arm. When
that failed, he pointed to indicate himself and managed to speak
his own name. “O’Reilly. My name is O’Reilly. The boy,” he pointed
at Dimitri, “the boy Dimitri is my servant. Property.”

Dimitri turned to the Marrows to protest, but Jacob smiled and
clapped his hands together, then turned to Aubrey. “The boy’s name
is Dimitri.”  Then, to O’Reilly. “Sir, we best help you back
to our home and pray you might recover from this unfortunate
ailment of yours.”

“Fugue,” Dimitri muttered, but didn’t belabor the distinction as
he didn’t know what, exactly, that distinction was. He felt as
though his newfound strength had been momentarily knocked from his
body, and wondered what was to become of him.










Broken Spirits


October 3, 1691, Marshall Island, off the coast of
MA.

 

A once kindly merchant swung by his neck from the yardarm,
pitching and rocking in mid-air as waves and swells pushed against
the hull of the Island Pride. The ship, recently refitted in Salem,
had put out late September and within days came broadside with what
the merchant thought to be a derelict schooner. The pirates were
swift and ruthless in their naval lusts, and the Island Pride had
been their target for months. Captain West plotted and connived
with the yard crews to leave some rig affixed to the flanks to make
it possible for his crew to anchor their decrepit schooner
alongside the larger ship. Though a merchant ship on a short jaunt
to evaluate a new crew, and therefore without cargo or funds, it
was everything Captain West had desired. His ambitions required
cargo space.

As the Island Pride’s new and salty crew negotiated the ship
towards a tiny cove on the Northern face of Marshall Island,
Captain West came to terms with the island’s very existence. Charts
he had drawn earlier indicated a breakwater and outcropping of
blackened rocks, but no island. He didn’t recall a spec of green on
the rocks, and certainly not an island the size of a small country.
He had sailed the schooner to this same position mid-September.

The crew fought to bring the ship into the calmer water of the
tiny cove as the ship was upset by swells. As they labored, the
Captain’s door rattled against the frame and then opened. Dimitri
stumbled from the Captain’s quarters, onto the deck, and to the
rail. He walked with obvious pain to his gait and seemed altogether
unsteady on his feet.

Captain West emerged on the deck with a particular swagger,
still tying his britches. He put his hand on Dimitri’s shoulder and
shoved the boy in the direction of the First Mate.

“’bout a pop before shore?” Captain West asked loudly.

The First Mate, Redlung, grinned a mouthful of rotten teeth, and
grabbed the boy’s loose-fitting tunic. “Don’t mind if I do, Cap’n.
Much obliged.”

A man, who was not part of the crew, at least as far as Dimitri
could tell, interceded. The strange man was not quite as tall as
Captain West or as burly as the other swells, but carried himself
as capable.

“Not the time for tomfoolery.”  He peered at Dimitri and
said, “Boy, fetch my kit to the skiff.”

Captain West’s face reddened and he grabbed the man’s arm,
though the man seemed to easily slip from the Captain’s grip.

“Captain, I wish to wait no longer.”

The Captain drew a stiletto from his sleeve in a heated move and
held it against the man’s throat. “Never intercede in my vices or
those of my men, or I’ll cut your throat myself.”

Unphased, the man looked passed the stiletto and directly at the
Captain. “Need I remind the Captain that the treasure is not
secure?”

“You needn’t,” The Captain said and sniffed, returning the
stiletto to his sleeve. “I am aware.”  He snarled at Dimitri
and shoved him against the rail. “Be off then and fetch his
kit.”

The Captain turned and sneered at the man, then his face became
more pensive and his tone more suited for business.  “I figure
with the load we’ll need every warm body we can get.”

The man nodded in agreement. “If we’re to move the lot in one
go.”  He looked out at the island. “You recall that I told you
it would take us several months.”

When the Captain didn’t respond, the man continued.
“Supplies.”

“We have supplies for a few weeks. But no powder onboard, and we
used every grain we had taking it.”  The Captain appeared
dismayed, though was absolutely sure not to display his expression
to any of his men.

“We’ll find bounty of food further inland,” the man assured.

“I don’t trust you,” The Captain said plainly.

“You didn’t trust that I’d bring you to this island. Continue
not trusting that I will bring you to the treasure, and well-fed at
that.” The man laughed aloud in confidence, then made his way to
the skiff.

Captain West’s crew anchored the Island Pride in the cove by
noon, and the remainder of the day was spent ferrying the crew and
supplies to the shore. The shore was little more than a narrow
swatch of rocks that dipped in a steep incline to meet the water.
Supplies were left at the bottom of the incline and the crew
already on land humped the packs and kits up to a level
clearing.

The sun had melted on the horizon when Captain West arrived at
the clearing. Dimitri tended to a fire, though spent most of his
time scurrying out of the crew’s way. Redlung made one attempt to
draw him into the woods but was intercepted by the strange man. The
man tasked Dimitri to carry his kit, as well as a heavy burden of
the supplies, and otherwise instructed him to stay near his
side.

For the first time in his life, Dimitri felt a vague sense of
relief, though only until Captain West arrived.

The Captain kicked him away from the strange man. He glanced
around and started to say what Dimitri thought was a name, but the
man silenced him. “I don’t like this. Something doesn’t feel right.
This island is not supposed to be here.”

The man shrugged. “Captain Shaw drew the map. Take it up with
him.”

Captain West growled. “Which way will we go?”

The man pointed towards a clump of trees. “A mountain trail, a
steep climb, then a river valley and another climb. At least two
weeks to get to the far side of the valley. Another few weeks to
get,” he paused and extracted a parchment from his finely tailored
shirt. He unfolded it, and then tipped it to let the Captain read
it. “Here.”  He put the tip of his finger on some location of
the parchment.

The Captain nodded. “We best get an early start. We have a long
ways to go.”

*****

Dimitri had never walked so much in his life. The supplies and
the strange man’s kit weighed him down considerably, and his feet
ached and bled from the leather strips he was given for shoes. All
of the crew was weighed down, so he was not the only one to fall
behind, though he was the one most often punished. His eye was
still swollen and purple from a brutal swat the Captain had given
him when, four days into their journey, he had tried to pull
Dimitri off behind a shrub but the strange man intervened again.
The two got into a heated argument and the Captain delivered the
stinging knuckle-slap to the boy’s temple.

Then came the matters of the food, the pistol, and the young
woman. Twelve days of marching and everyone’s spirits were up. As
the strange man had foretold, a bounty of food was to be found.
Nuts, berries, and fruits on every tree and bush. The weather was
pleasant, if not unseasonably warm, and though Captain West had
expressly forbidden Dimitri from eating any of the fresh fruits,
berries, and nuts, Dimitri didn’t mind. For once, there seemed to
be a reason that Dimitri agreed with. He was carrying a load of
foodstuffs, and the more he ate, the less he had to carry. Dimitri
had enough smarts to realize that he would have to pack something
else, but for the time his pack started to get lighter.

The woman and the pistol both appeared at the same time. She
leapt from a bush and pointed the pistol at Captain West, then
began to yell and scream in an incomprehensible language. She
pointed behind her, in front of her, and had a look of dread and
unquenchable fear haunting her entire being.

She looked only a few years older than Dimitri, and wore a
simple and tidy dress. Dimitri was not able to study her for more
than a few moments because one of the crew pushed her off balance
and Captain West picked up the pistol. At first, he seemed more
interested in the pistol and smacked her with the butt.

“Powder?  You have powder?”  Everyone seemed to
completely ignore the question of how she might have gotten so far
inland of an island that wasn’t supposed to exist.

She yelped at the strike, and tried to stand up but was struck
down again. She jabbered away, though the only word Dimitri could
come close to understanding sounded like ‘Pyreesh’

Apparently the Captain thought the same because he muttered,
“Your name is Paris, then, is it?”  She jabbered, but no one
could understand what she was trying to say, or what dangers or
information she was trying to impart with her gestures. “Paris,
I’ll ask nicely just once more. See, we all want more powder like
what you have here.”  He held up the gun, and then inspected
it to see if it was loaded; he immediately moved the barrel away
from his face intimating a ball, patch, and grains where rammed.
“Where did you get the powder?”

The strange man said softly, “Do you suppose she can’t
understand us?”

Captain West handed the pistol to one of his trusted crew,
O’Reilly, and sucked in his ample gut. “I’ll tell you what, I’ll
talk in the universal language.”  He smacked Paris again and
then took hold of the collar of her dress and dragged her into a
grove of trees. Dimitri looked at the strange man to see if he
would stop the Captain, but he didn’t.

From the trees, the woman’s babbling became anguished cries.

The Captain returned after several minutes, wiping his damp
forehead with his hand. He nodded to Redlung, who dashed into the
woods.

“I don’t think she has any more powder,” the Captain said to the
man with a laugh of accomplishment. “We’ll camp here for the night,
and give the men a taste o’ vice.”

The man shrugged and cast a brief glance towards Dimitri, who
could only watch his feet. He knew what was happening in those
trees, but couldn’t understand why the man didn’t prevent it from
happening.

Later, in the twilight hours, the men lay drunk and sated around
a raging fire. Dimitri tended to a smaller fire and ate a portion
of the rations. The crew had taken turns going into the trees all
afternoon, and now Paris stumbled back into the camp. Her face was
bloodied, she had to hold her dress together at the bosom to keep
it from slipping off, and her body was scratched and bruised.

O’Reilly stood when she walked by him and he grabbed her arm and
pushed her towards Dimitri. “Don’t try runnin’,” he slurred, and
then collapsed back to the ground.

Paris stumbled and fell at Dimitri’s feet. He looked at her, at
the men camped around the fire, and then with some hesitation
extended his hands to help her up. She surprised him by reaching
out and grabbing his shirt, and pulling him close to her face. She
studied him very closely and said more unintelligible words in a
hushed though earnest whisper. To Dimitri, it only sounded like she
was saying her name. “Pyreesh. Pyreesh.”

When Paris saw that Dimitri didn’t understand her, she lay down
by the fire and bit her lip to muffle her cries.

Dimitri looked up and over the camp, and saw the strange man had
been watching.

*****

Twenty-seven more days of marching. It seemed as though the
nuts, berries, and fruits tasted better with each passing hour. Not
a daylight hour went by when Paris wasn’t pulled off behind a bush
or tree by one of the crew. Sometimes, at night, they didn’t bother
going anywhere.

On the fortieth day, the crew reached the place on the parchment
the strange man had shown to Captain West. Dimitri arrived having
been untouched by the crew or Captain West for the entire trek. The
strange man had seen to that. The strange man did nothing to help
Paris.










Another Salem Witch


July 21, 1692, Salem, MA

 

Jacob and Aubrey Marrow occupied a fit house just outside of
Salem. The house was cobbled together with heavy maple planks, and
was tucked by a freshwater stream that had thus far been unclaimed
for irrigation. At the time, the geopolitical location of the house
was about as ideal a place for a fusion of the reigning politics
and Wiccan traditions.

One day had passed since Jacob and Aubrey had encountered
Dimitri and O’Reilly. Dimitri’s health was unwavering in its
purity, while O’Reilly continued to fare worse. Neither preacher
nor doctor had been able to identify the cause of the ailment, and
Jacob wisely consulted the judiciary council about the matter. The
council representative, Peter Thompson, spent the morning observing
O’Reilly while he told the Marrows about the trip inland on
Marshall Island to the grove. The strange man had given O’Reilly
the parchment, which O’Reilly produced to show where a large black
‘X’ was blotted on a clump of poorly sketched trees.

Peter looked up from where O’Reilly lay near the hearth, and
walked across the tightly jointed floorboards to the plank table
where the Marrows and Dimitri were seated.

“He’s a witch,” Peter said bluntly.

“We figured as much, Mr. Thompson, and that’s why my husband and
I consulted with you.”  Aubrey seemed very nervous.

Peter laid his hands on Aubrey’s and Jacob’s shoulders. “You
folks did the right thing in coming to us right away. The boy there
seems Godly enough, so I figure we can rule out some infectious
ailment that rends the soul into a Witch. A few things caught my
attention, though, in listening to his blathers.”

“Yes, the poor woman.”  Jacob said, and signed the
cross.

Peter nodded. “That, yes, though I admit I’ve heard that is the
sort of scandalous behavior one must expect of his sort.”  He
tipped his head towards O’Reilly.

“Pirates, yes,” Aubrey agreed.

“It was the food that caught my attention.”  Peter looked
at their quizzical expressions, and then back at O’Reilly. “Could
you say again what you ate while you were there?  And describe
it for us as best as you can?”

O’Reilly had fallen into a great amount of pain and suffering,
and could only speak in short bursts before succumbing to bloodied
coughing and tormented wheezing. “Berries, fruits, nuts. A lot of
nuts. Mostly hazel nuts. They were big and very tasty. Big
strawberries and juicy huckleberries. Blackberries. Peaches. Apples
of many sorts.”

“Nuts, yes.”  Peter reached into a pocket and withdrew a
square of white linen. He unfolded it and Dimitri could see a
single hazel nut in his palm. Almost identical to the hazel nuts he
had been given, and the ones he had seen the rest of the crew
eat.

Peter approached O’Reilly and showed him what was in his
hand.

O’Reilly’s eyes widened and he coughed, then in an unexpected
burst of speed snatched the nut and shoved it into his mouth. He
quickly chewed it and swallowed it.

Peter recoiled his hand and looked perturbed, though also
interested for O’Reilly convulsed almost immediately after eating
the nut and his condition took a turn for the worse.

As Dimitri looked on, he had to blink several times for he
thought he saw a spark of light near O’Reilly’s neck. Thinking
about having seen the spark brought back some of the missing
memories, and he became very nervous.

“Why do you suppose he did that?” Jacob asked. “Not a very
neighborly act.”

Peter dabbed his forehead with the square of linen and put it
back in his pocket. “Jacob, Aubrey, I don’t want to bring up any
undue unpleasantness, but what we just observed seems to be common
amongst those accused of witchcraft. The illness, the fantastic
stories of islands that don’t exist, and these hazel nuts. My
well-learned opinion is that witches crave hazel nuts, this
particular type of hazel nut to be precise.”

A knock came upon the door and everyone turned to look in its
direction. Jacob slowly rose and approached the door, waited a few
moments, and then opened it.

Dimitri’s jaw dropped when he saw the strange man standing in
front of him.

“Ah, speaking of witches,” Peter said acidly.

“Mister Barrymore,” Jacob said and shot a cold look towards
Peter. “What chance brings you to our house on this day?” 
Jacob extended an invitational gesture for Mr. Barrymore to
enter.

Mr. Barrymore entered and tipped his head towards Dimitri. “I
heard you had encountered a strange pair on the shore, and the
descriptions of a particular boy piqued my interest. Ah,” he looked
directly at Dimitri. “I’ve been in search of you, Dimitri.”

“You know this slave boy then?” Jacob asked.

“Indeed,” Mr. Barrymore said, “though he is no slave. He was one
of my wards, taken from my care by some brigands a number of months
back.”

“I don’t recall that you announced such a heinous event,” Peter
said.

“I did, though this was Boston and I didn’t think to send the
news up here.”

“Ah,” Peter said with much skepticism.

Dimitri was quiet and could only look at the always well-dressed
Mr. Barrymore. Now, after so many months, he knew his name.

“We were just listening to this man’s confession,” Peter said in
an attempt to dismiss the new arrival.

“Ah, perhaps then another pair of learned ears might be needed
as you do not appear to be keeping a record of the confession,” he
said, glancing around for any sign of scribing.

“Of course,” Jacob said. “A very interesting story, tis. Though,
I do warn you that Peter has vouchsafed this man as a witch.”

Mr. Barrymore nodded and looked at O’Reilly, who could only look
back with a perplexed expression. “By the looks of it, we’ll soon
be less one witch.”

“Yes,” Peter said anxiously, “Now if you don’t mind, I am trying
to find out the source of their demonic power. It seems to have
something to do with those nuts we found on Tituba, Miss Parris and
Miss Williams. We also found similar types of nuts in the homes of
Miss Nurse, Martin, Howe, Good, and Wildes. We watched this man,”
He nodded to O’Reilly, “ingest one of those very nuts just moments
ago.”

“Pity,” Mr. Barrymore said. “Pitiful fool.”  He walked over
to O’Reilly and said in a soft, mercy-soaked tone, “You’re out of
time. Finish it now.”

“Yes, we found the gold.” O’Reilly gasped. “So much wealth.
Gold, gems, pearls, silver.”

“And what happened to everyone who was with you?” Mr. Barrymore
prompted.

“Dead.”  O’Reilly said. “They’re all dead.”

“How did they die?” Peter asked in earnest, for all could tell
that O’Reilly was in his last throws with death. “Was it an enclave
of witches, then?”

Mr. Barrymore looked at Dimitri and rolled his eyes.

Dimitri bit back a light smile.

“It was the f…” O’Reilly started to say, but then exhaled his
last breath.

*****

“The Fugue,” Dimitri said later that evening after O’Reilly’s
body had been taken out back and, per Peter’s instructions, burned.
“It was the Fugue.”

“This is all rather ridiculous, isn’t it?”  Peter asked.
“Islands that aren’t on any map, enough treasure to buy the whole
of France. Plentiful and tasty foodstuffs at every turn.”

“I want to know what happened to that poor girl,” Aubrey
asked.

“And how is it that you are not sick?” Jacob asked.

“I don’t think you’ll believe,” Dimitri mumbled sullenly.

Mr. Barrymore sat at the plank table beside Dimitri and across
from Peter Thompson. “Peter, perhaps the boy is right in thinking
his words may be misconstrued with fantasy.”

“Because everything the pirate-witch O’Reilly spoke of was
ludicrous,” Peter said. The Marrows nodded in agreement.

“Yet you acknowledge the existence of some particular hazel nut,
and that nut must have come from somewhere. If there is witchcraft
working in Salem,” he paused to let the most recent events and his
words intermingle with those at the table, “then perhaps the
existence of such an Island, as the deceased witch and the boy have
described, is not so farfetched. As you suggested, it could very
well be the source of witchcraft in Salem.”

Peter narrowed his eyes, and after some intense thought nodded
in agreement. “Yes, precisely as my keen and learned intellect
prevailed upon me.”

“All I am saying is let the boy answer your questions, but don’t
hold against him his exposure to these apparent witches. I would be
remiss to not assume you would form the opinion that he is some
witchcraft-plague carrier.”  Mr. Barrymore nodded at his own
words. “Besides, whatever he has to say couldn’t be any less
believable than the entire notion of witchcraft,” Mr. Barrymore
added with a sharp look at Peter.

“What would you have me say?” Peter asked after some length of
silence.

“That you would declare him not a witch nor in league with
witchcraft before you have him say another word,” Mr. Barrymore put
bluntly.

“That seems rather backwards, wouldn’t you say?” Peter
argued.

“I would think the boy said enough to decide one way or the
other,” Jacob remarked.

“Fine. He’s not a witch,” Peter conceded.

“I’d prefer that you put your mark next to it, if it’s all the
same to you,” Mr. Barrymore said. He withdrew a quill and parchment
from his pocket and handed them to Peter. “I don’t want this
conversation to be twisted out of reason and be revisited upon the
boy, or on me, some weeks or months hence.”

Peter grimaced and took the quill, then held it up. “And you
would have me sign in blood, I take it?”

Aubrey laughed nervously and fetched a pewter ink well.
“Certainly not, Mr. Thompson.”  She set the ink well beside
the parchment and Peter quickly scribbled a note declaring the “boy
who is not a slave but of indenturement or wardship to one Mister
Barrymore to be cleared of having any consortment with any known
elements or persons having any such relationships with the evil
tidings now termed witch craft.”

“Satisfied?” Peter asked and handed the parchment to Mr.
Barrymore.

“Quite.”  He offered only the slightest perceptible nod
towards Dimitri.

“Then tell us about the source of witchcraft,” Peter said with
earnest.

Dimitri looked quizzically at Mr. Barrymore.

“What happened after the pirates found the treasure?” Mr.
Barrymore asked.










The Fugue


Captain West and the crew located the treasure, some of it
buried, some of it tucked into knotholes, and the rest locked in
heavy chests, close to where the map indicated. They wasted no time
in separating out the best parts and assigning loads to each man.
Dimitri, who still carried a part of the rations, could only carry
a satchel of gemstones. His weight of rations was further increased
as he took on the loads from the rest of the crew. Captain West
instructed him through a serious of explanative kicks, shoves, and
cuffs not to look inside the satchel.

The crew camped for several more weeks in the grove, basking in
the warm weather and enjoying the incredible bounty of nuts,
berries, and fruits. The strange man, who Dimitri would later learn
to be named Mister Barrymore, distanced himself from the crew and
was not to be seen for most of the time. He must have given very
explicit instructions as to Dimitri’s care, though, as none of the
crew bothered him apart from the usual kicks and shoves.

Paris received the brunt of the crew’s attention. She spent most
of the time lashed to a tree, and Dimitri rarely saw her. A day
before the crew broke camp for the return journey, she was freed.
She returned to her spot next to Dimitri, curled into a fetal
position, and lay quiet.

Her vacant expression and battered body reminded Dimitri of
himself, but during the journey on the island, he had slowly
distanced himself from those feelings under the watchfulness of the
strange man. Just as Paris was reduced to his previous state, so
did he feel his constitution rise.

Dimitri found himself enjoying the long periods of quiet, and he
didn’t mind having to eat the otherwise bland and spoiled rations
instead of the succulent and aromatic foodstuffs. He had
contemplated many times sneaking some for himself, but didn’t want
to tarnish the experience of being free from the crew’s
advances.

The morning the crew broke camp, the strange man returned. He
spent several hours speaking with Captain West, and repeatedly
pointed to the map. Several times, Captain West asked the strange
man where he had been but he never answered. When their
conversation finished, the crew started the journey back to the
Island Pride.

The journey back grew increasingly less enjoyable than the
journey in. The availability of food became scarcer and less tasty.
The weather was not as pleasant, and the crew began to complain.
Two weeks into the return journey, it became much worse.

*****

“Piss in the wind!” Redlung swore and slapped at his neck, his
eyes watering and his nose starting to run. He jabbed his finger at
his neck. “O’Reilly, what the hell is that?”

“A bit of odd color, I guess. No swelling.” O’Reilly studied
Redlung’s neck then shrugged. “Haven’t seen a mosquito or any other
pest the whole while.”

Redlung slapped the back of his neck and cringed. “There! 
It happened again. What was it?”

O’Reilly looked at him with a strange expression. “Nothing.
There’s nothing out here.”  He saw that Redlung’s neck had
another patch of discoloration. The skin looked gray.

Redlung continued to complain loudly for another half hour
before Captain West called the march to a halt and approached
Redlung. “What is this caterwauling ‘bout back here?  Suck it
up and lets get moving.”

“Mosquitos, Cap’n. They’re eatin’ me alive,” Redlung complained
boisterously.

Captain West grabbed Redlung’s collar and yanked the man close
to his face. “Look around you, you addled fool. Show me just one
mosquito.”

Redlung looked around but saw nothing. However, he felt another
stabbing pain, one after another, this time on his arms. “Cap’n” he
begged, near weeping, “I don’t see them, but look at me. Look at my
arms!”

The Captain inspected the man’s arms and glanced at his neck.
The discoloration had become quite noticeable and his skin was a
patchwork of gray splotches. “Maybe something you ate,” he
observed. “Keep moving.”

Throughout the day, Redlung suffered from his elusive
mosquitoes, and began to fall behind.  Others started to
complain of stinging sensations as well, and bore the same skin
discolorations.

“Your humors are imbalanced,” O’Reilly suggested to Redlung.
“Chew some of those weeds, maybe, and rub them on your
forehead.”  Redlung snapped at O’Reilly, and attempted to
shove him, but instead fell to the ground. He was quickly
incapacitated and unable to move.

O’Reilly summoned Captain West. “Should we carry him?”

“Lose his load of the treasure, and another load to carry
him?  No. If he can’t walk, we leave him.”  For the
number of years Captain West had known Redlung, he dismissed him
entirely without a second thought.

Captain West looked at O’Reilly with much contempt. “Do be sure
to redistribute as much of his load as can be carried.”

*****

Throughout the night, and the next morning, others continued to
complain of the same symptoms. They described feelings akin to
exquisitely painful mosquito bites, but nary a mosquito was to be
seen. Two men were unable to stand that morning, and another fell
by noonday.

Thirty-five men, plus Dimitri and the strange man, and later
Paris, made the trip to the grove. Now, four of the thirty-eight
treasure hunters had fallen.

Captain West consulted with the strange man, and it was decided
to quicken the pace so as to distance themselves from the fallen.
They also decided to move anyone complaining of the illness to the
back of the line. If anyone fell back, the healthy travelers would
not wait for the others.

By following the map, the return trip took them along a
different path as the one they had followed inland. Had they taken
the return path inland, they would have encountered the skeletons
two months earlier. The skeletons were scattered along the path, as
though they had once been stragglers who had fallen apart from the
main group, and their remnants bore telltale indications that they
were Captain Shaw’s crew.

Captain West pulled the strange man aside and furiously chided
him. “The map says nothing about any sickness, yet it is plain to
my eyes that Shaw encountered it and did just as we are doing.
Obviously Shaw didn’t make it off the island with the treasure, and
now I have doubt that he made it off at all.”

“Shaw must have made it off the island. How else would we have
the map?”

“Shaw hasn’t been seen in over a year,” Captain West whispered
angrily. “We picked up the map from a bloke who in turn lifted it
from one of Shaw’s crew he thought to have been addled-drunk. But
you alone knew its markings, which tells me you must have been here
before, or at least knew of this strange ill that now plagues
us.”

“Rubbish,” the strange man spat. “You came to me with the map
and I knew how to interpret its signets and markings, nothing more.
Everything I’ve told you has been based on what you yourself gave
to me.”

The pistol Paris had once held was tucked in Captain West’s
sash, and he now withdrew it and jammed it under the strange man’s
chin. “I’d be better off if I put a ball into this filthy liar’s
mouth.”

“Better be sure,” the strange man said with a wry grin. “If I
was here before, and I’m not claiming I have been, but supposing I
was, then at least I made it out. Besides, you might want to save
that one bullet.”

“Yeah, and what for?” Captain West asked.

The strange man whispered something and nodded towards Paris.
Captain West’s eyes widened and he nodded, and then said, “Yes,
that does seem to make some sense to me.”

The man easily pushed the barrel away from his chin, and added,
“but you may want to wait until you’re closer to the shore. More
treasure that way.”

*****

Four days from the Island Pride, and the crew was running under
the full weight of their treasure. Eleven more men had fallen,
leaving their number at twenty crew, Dimitri, Paris, and the
strange man. They encountered more skeletons from Captain Shaw’s
crew the further they progressed. And the more the illness seemed
to affect them. Two more crew fell on the fourth day and three more
on the third day. Thirteen crew remained by the time they reached a
clearing where the Island Pride could be seen.

A steep incline led to a sandy beach. To the northern end of the
beach was the tiny cove where the Island Pride was anchored,
blocked by an outcropping of sharp rocks. The crew had run for such
a distance that the men were barely able to stand, and though eager
to depart the ills of Marshall Island, they had to rest.

When the crew set their packs down, they noticed that the white
rocks in the short grass were not rocks at all, but a mass of
bones. Only then, and in their momentous alarm, did they observe a
swarm of brightly colored wings and gleaming metal stingers bearing
down on their position. At first glance, the insects looked like
large, wicked mosquitoes, but as they flew closer, the crew could
see their assailants for the first time.

The strange man grabbed Paris’ and Dimitri’s collars and pulled
them down the steep embankment to the sandy beach. Captain West
followed as the rest of the crew were engulfed in the swarm. Some
of the crew threw themselves down the embankment and onto the
beach, bringing the swarm with them.

The strange man left Paris and Dimitri on the beach, and Captain
West raced over to them. He snatched at their necks and took hold
of them with a tight grip in an attempt to use the two bodies as
shields against the onslaught.










An Encounter with an Abraxas Flight


Thousands upon thousands of fairies poured over the steep
embankment onto the beach. Each fairy was adorned with tiny,
intricate-designed armor, had a pair of beautifully colored wings,
and wielded a silver pike twice as long as the fairy was tall.
Dimitri could only watch helplessly as the fairies jabbed their
terrible pikes into the bodies of the crew. Wherever their pikes
pierced the skin, it looked as though a small part of life was
drained from the victim’s body.

As the fairies closed in on Captain West, he could see that they
had no immediate interest in either Paris or Dimitri. He looked
around for the strange man, but did not see him anywhere.

Captain West let go of Paris and Dimitri, then pulled out the
pistol and pointed it at the boy. “I’ll not let my beasts live if I
must die,” he swore and cocked the pistol. Then, remembering what
the strange man had told him more than a week prior, he pointed the
pistol at Paris and snarled. “I was told you to be a witch who
cursed us with this ill wind, and now I see it to be the
truth.”

Captain West fired the pistol and Paris crumpled to the ground.
As Paris fell, she pulled Dimitri down with her. With his anger and
only shot spent, he was left alone with raw panic. Captain West
started to run towards the Island Pride, but soon became boxed-in
by the fairies.

Dimitri found himself lying across Paris’ chest, his tunic
becoming drenched in blood pumping from her stomach wound. Her arm
drew his ear close to her mouth.

“For you boy,” she sucked at the air, blood flowing from her
mouth. For the first time, her words were clear. She took his chin
in her trembling hand and turned his head, then fully kissed his
lips. “One last kiss upon your innocent lips” She laid her head
back against the sand and her eyes became vacant. Her face
contorted in pain, and Dimitri could feel her entire body writhe
and lurch beneath him. He pulled himself away from her chest and
sat beside her. As for the crew, fairies swarmed around their
heads, though ignored them and seemed to be concentrating on
Captain West.

Captain West looked at Dimitri and Paris, and screamed.

Dimitri looked up at Captain West, but saw that the fairies had
not set in on him yet. He looked back at Paris, but what he saw
startled him and he scooted back in the sand.

Captain Shaw lay dying in the sand where the young woman he knew
as Paris once lay. Shaw wore the remains of a woman’s simple dress,
tattered and torn from the abuse of Captain West and his men.

Shaw reached towards Dimitri, his eyes tearful and his voice
pleading. He didn’t try to apologize for the evils he had imparted
on Dimitri before the boy had been sold to Captain West. 
Instead, he pointed towards the water, and said, “Now, to the sea,
Dimitri.”

The fairies started in on Captain West.

Amidst Captain West’s shrieks, Captain Shaw said as loud as his
dying breaths permitted, “Run now to the sea, quick before West
falls!  Stay off dry land until you see no life t’all; only a
dead rock and nothing t’all of this island.”

Dimitri looked between Shaw, the water, and the fairies swarming
around Captain West.

Shaw sputtered and retched. “Boy,” he said in barely a whisper.
“Run now to the sea. Stand fast against the surf until all is dead.
When you see nothing alive and the fairies have subsided, only then
emerge and I promise you this boy, for these fairies have bound me
to say it,” tears welled in Shaw’s eyes and he wept into the sand.
“I swear to you boy you will be cleansed of all wrong brought to
bare against you.”

He turned in the sand so as to touch Dimitri, and tugged at his
arm. “You must go now, boy. Run now into the sea, and you will be
made right again.”

Shaw exhaled and went still.

Dimitri climbed to his feet and saw that a wall of fairies
surrounded him. Whatever they were doing to Captain West made him
shriek, and his words became garbled and unintelligible. Dimitri
gave Captain West a wide berth, but was not sure what to do. He
started to walk on uncertain legs towards the Island Pride, then
towards the slope leading inland to the island.

From atop the slope, the strange man appeared and pointed to the
water. “That way boy. Run!”

Dimitri looked back towards the water and started to run across
the sand. He ran into the water, and then looked back at the beach.
A young woman of similar build and appearance to Paris stood amidst
the flight of fairies.  The fairies started towards the water
and Dimitri stepped back further.

Fairies swarmed at the water’s edge, vibrant hues and majestic
life. The fairies thrust their pikes into the air at the edge of
the water, though did cross over the surf.

Dimitri could not see Captain West, only the dead body of
Captain Shaw and a confused young woman who spoke nonsensical
phrases. Every so often, over the din of the flight of fairies, he
heard her cry aloud, “Pyreesh. Capeesh. Capwaa. Pyrwee.”  Only
then did it occur to him what Paris had been trying to say when she
spoke ‘Pryeesh’. “Pirate Shaw.”

*****

Cold seeped through his clothes, skin, and muscles until his
bones ached. Waves crashed at his back and threw his body onto the
shore. He scrambled back into the cold, dark ocean every time.
Hours passed, the night was long, and a storm had arisen. Alone in
this dark and perilous place, the wrongdoings afflicted upon him
were crushed from his body with each wave and gust of wind.

       At any other place or time,
he would have died from exposure and cold. He would have grown
weary and drowned. He would have given up and succumbed to the
ocean.  But each time he was thrown to the beach, swallowed by
the waves, or smacked by a gust of wind, he stood up and felt
stronger.  With each strike, every ill visited by the pirates
was being beaten out of his body.

*****

He wasn’t sure how much time had passed, but it seemed to be
considerable. Longer than an hour. Perhaps longer than an entire
night, or even an entire day. Eventually, the waves were no longer
as high, the wind stopped blowing, and the water felt less cold. A
soft amber light radiated on the horizon as though the sun were
about to rise, and Dimitri could see that Marshall Island was
nothing more than a small outcropping of blackened rocks.

What looked to be a glowing orb of light arose from the rocks
and floated towards Dimitri. He wasn’t sure what to make of it, but
as it came closer, he could see a beautiful female fairy in a
golden gown and with springtime-colored wings. She bore a lantern
in one hand and in the other a pike as long as her wingspan.

Dimitri heard her voice from all directions. “Come away from the
water child, for I mean you no harm.”

Dimitri walked out of the water and climbed onto the outcrop of
rocks. As he emerged, he could feel himself become dry very quickly
and surrounded by pleasant warmth.

The fairy flew close to him, and he could see her present a
paternal smile. She was quiet for some time, and at last spoke.
“All that has transpired before your eyes and ears you may tell,”
the fairy said, “but you must never speak to the fate of the female
you called Paris, nor of the change upon the male you knew as West.
Though we could take this from your mind, we wish to return you
renewed and fulfilled, for you have endured more than any child
should, and we shall leave you that knowledge so that you might
contemplate upon the fates that befell those who had wronged
you.”

She flew towards him and Dimitri held out his palm. She lit upon
his hand, then perched herself upon his fingertips. “What are you?”
he asked.

She smiled. “We are fairies. Beings that are beyond the wills of
man, and move with nature itself. We live in no particular time and
in no particular place. The winds we choose to follow have taken us
from France to this island, and perhaps we shall return to our
homeland, or continue onwards to New England. We take our land with
us when we move, and all worldly possessions brought to our land
remain lost.”

Dimitri looked around, and saw no sign of any other life except
the smashed remains of the Island Pride, and the skiff, which
appeared to be intact. The fairy led Dimitri over the rocks to the
skiff, and he saw that O’Reilly lay in its bow.

“Child,” the fairy said, “you must return this vessel to the
waves now, and take this wretched man back to your world, for he
must impart his story upon another. You must stand by his side to
be sure he speaks all that was experienced. Remember to be vigilant
for he must not speak on West’s or Paris’ fate.”

“What happened to everyone?”

“My dear child,” the fairy said softly, “it is a tangled web of
events that lead humans to our world. Once the living arrive, they
eat of our food and in doing so consume our spirit. When you eat
the food of fairies, you become infused with fairy spirit. But we
could not let them take the spirit from our land, so we took it
back.”

“You killed them,” Dimitri protested, though meekly, for he was
not altogether unhappy that they were dead.

“They ate of the food infused with the fairy spirit. Their
bodies were so saturated with our energy that our reclamation left
them with no remaining sustenance to support their life.” Then, she
smiled up at him. “We have our own reasons for what we did, and if
you consider what has happened here you will realize that this was
not mere chance. This was not the first time it has happened, nor
will it be the last. Though we did not expect you to be here, we
took precautions to make sure that you would be safe once you
arrived.”

“The strange man,” Dimitri said, thinking back on what had
happened.

She lit from his palm and landed on his shoulder. “Yes. You will
soon see him again. And we had the other human guide you to the
water. Understand that we must closely guard our spirit,
particularly when humans come in contact with it and inadvertently
spread it throughout their world.”  She set the lantern down
on his shoulder and touched his cheek with her small fingertips.
“But, as we seek to protect our spirit, so may we choose to allow
some to be infused with it. In consideration of how we might help
protect you from all the wrongs you have experienced, we have
chosen to help you.”

She picked up the lantern and flew from his shoulder to the
boat, and landed atop a piece of rotting and worn leather. 
“In these folds are nuts that will bring a small part of the fairy
world into your life, and help return to you the health and
innocence others have taken. Live true to yourself, and you will
always find benefit from their sustenance. Do that, and the fairies
shall not seek to reclaim it.”  Then, her tone became a
warning. ”But you must consume them before touching upon the
mainland, for then the food will become poison and other fairies
will lay claim to its spirit and extract it from you.”  She
indicated O’Reilly. “Nor must you give any to this man for it will
prematurely cause him great and terrible pain.”

“Will he die?” Dimitri asked.

“Indeed,” she said with utmost assurance.

“Will I ever see you again?”

She smiled. “Eat the nuts, and you will find that fairies are
never far away. And, one day many years from now, though for us it
may be as though no time has passed t’all, we may call upon you for
your assistance, and I hope you shall remember our kindness.”

Dimitri nodded slightly, and then she flew from his hand and
disappeared amongst the rocks. He heard her say to him, “Now board
the boat, eat the hazel nuts, and you shall find your way through
the storm and to shore with much ease.”

She never once remarked upon the satchel of treasure he still
carried strapped to his back.










Of Witches and Fairies


Though he recalled the events quite clearly, Dimitri was careful
to excise any mention of Paris’ and Captain West’s ultimate fates.
When he fell silent, Peter Thompson yawned and rubbed his eyes.
“The boy can spin an interesting yarn, but I wouldn’t worry about
anyone confusing his flights of fancy with more evil
inclinations.”

“Good,” was all Mr. Barrymore said.

“Of course, the map would be helpful as evidence pertaining to
the pirate-witch.”  He studied Mr. Barrymore as he spoke.

Mr. Barrymore surprised him by simply shrugging. “If you think
it will aid your case. It may even be helpful for the others who
stand accused.”

“Yes, I believe it will,” Peter agreed hastily. He picked up the
map and tucked it inside his shirt. “It seems that I’ve learned all
that I could here,” and he nodded to the Marrows, Mr. Barrymore,
and Dimitri. “I should be returning now.”

Peter Thompson left in a hurry, his hand pressed to his chest
where he had tucked the map.

Mr. Barrymore looked at the Marrows and then Dimitri. “I’m
rather curious what you good folks think about what has been
said.”

Aubrey looked at her husband and raised her hands. “I don’t
think I have much of an opinion, really.”

Jacob put his arm around Aubrey and nodded. “All this talk of
witches, mysterious islands, and fairies. It all seems like a lot
of nonsense. Yet, I do find myself drawing a connection between the
island and the most recent trials because it is the only instance
where a claim was made to identify what may in fact be the source
of these witches’ power. And, where the source of that power is not
attributed to the Devil. If there are indeed witches, why not
fairies and vanishing islands?  Or, if not fairies and not
vanishing islands, how might one purport that witches exist yet
fairies do not?  Better the connection not be made t’all I
suppose, lest we find ourselves defending our good names from
accusations.”

“Still,” Aubrey added, “if one were inclined to believe this
tale of islands, treasure and fairies, then it does cast a pallor
over the recent trials as it raises doubt as to whether the witches
were in league with the Devil.”  It was the first time she had
mentioned the accusations or the trial since the whole matter had
begun, and she felt all the more better after hearing the tale of
Marshall Island and the fairies because it put the other events
into a perspective: Sheer madness.

“A very dangerous supposition,” Mr. Barrymore remarked. “Mister
Thompson now has the proof and I imagine the whole affair is best
left to those most polarized by the subject.”

The Marrows nodded, though appeared slightly confused by the
cryptic comment. “I suppose,” Aubrey began, “that they’ll simply
say nothing more of heavenly nuts, fairies, Marshall Island, or
witches for that matter.”

“Who then wouldn’t assume that witches were just addled by some
fairy fugue?” Jacob offered.

“I think we shan’t hear anything further of the fairies, the
island, or the fugue,” Mr. Barrymore said. “And if our Mister
Thompson is dutiful, I’d wager you’ll never find record of a vessel
in dock at the Salem shipyard with the name Island Pride.
Unfortunately, I don’t think the issue of witches will be so
readily dismissed by simply burying knowledge that could otherwise
be helpful.”

Dimitri remembered the satchel, and looked at Mr. Barrymore. “I
left something on the beach. I should fetch it now.”

“It’s a rather later. Best to wait till the morrow,” Jacob
said.

“This one time, perhaps let the boy fetch his misplaced
article.”  Mr. Barrymore smiled knowingly at Dimitri.

When the boy left, Mr. Barrymore looked between Jacob and
Aubrey. “I am wondering whether the boy might be better raised by
some well-meaning parents instead of a bachelor such as
myself.”

They looked uncertainly at Mr. Barrymore. “Is he not a slave
then?”

Mr. Barrymore pursed his lips. “I suppose folks must be bound by
the reigning standards,” and fell quiet for some time and didn’t
offer any further response or explanation. When Dimitri returned,
satchel in hand, he stood and nodded to them. “I do appreciate your
time and hospitality, Mister and Missus Marrow. Dimitri and I
shall, perhaps, try our luck up North.”

As the two walked down the road leading away from the Marrows’
quaint cottage, Dimitri looked inside the satchel and caught a
glimpse of a treasure unlike any he could have imagined.

“Where do we go now?” He asked Mr. Barrymore.

“North, Dimitri, we’ll go north, and see what kind of life a boy
who is pure in heart can lead. And,” he whispered into the night
air, “a vast fortune, a healthy heart, and a little fairy spirit
certainly can’t hurt.”










Epilogue


History remembers no slave child named Dimitri who was thrown to
the abusive care of pirates and later saved by fairies, or a man
named Barrymore. There is no account of a vessel with the markings
of Island Pride, a couple on the outskirts of Salem by the names of
Jacob and Aubrey Marrow, or a court councilor named Peter Thompson.
There was no landmass off the coast of Massachusetts named Marshall
Island, and there never were New England pirates named Shaw and
West.

According to known history, the Salem Witch Trials ended when
the last hangings took place on September 22nd, 1692, and the court
overseeing the trials was dissolved in October 1692. Any connection
between the antics and ailments of the ‘afflicted’, who were the
pivotal accusers in the witchcraft brouhaha, and a fugue brought
about by becoming infused with fairy spirit is purely
circumspect.

Rather than suggest a vaudeville conscription to conspiracy, one
only has to believe in human nature. Peter Thompson, upon taking
possession of the map, probably had no intention of using the
evidence to stop the trials, and instead organized a crew of
ruffians and went in search of pirate treasure on the hitherto
non-existent Marshall Island. Once there, he and his crew most
assuredly encountered a comely woman whose name they gathered to be
Paris, and a bounty of food unlike any they had experienced. This
seemingly innocent and pure young woman would most likely be
subject to a rank vileness that could only be born of a warped
human heart. It could further be suggested that Peter Thompson
would later become intimately familiar with the woman called Paris
in ways that would forever change him. As someone who simply
disappeared, Peter Thompson’s name became disassociated with the
trials.

Had the Marrows not been so instilled with the social attitudes
of the time, though one cannot necessarily fault them in light of
their own social prejudices and inclinations, they may have enjoyed
a productive and footnote-worthy life as the parents to a very
special young boy. Alas, under the judicious eye of Mr. Barrymore,
they would simply fade into obscurity.

As with Mr. Barrymore before him, the fairies most likely called
upon Dimitri. In repaying their kindness, Dimitri became a part of
the fairy world, which exists outside of our own time.  Of
course history would record neither the life nor death of a man
named Dimitri. Yet, if one were to encounter a child or adult by
this name, they might be brought to pause in consideration: could
this be the same Dimitri who was enslaved by pirates, freed by
fairies, aided by a man named Barrymore, and who now may be moving
backwards and forwards through time as the world of fairies is want
to do?
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Seran is a Scout fighting alongside other robots in the war
against humans. When she detects wreckage of a fallen battleship,
an errant process compels her to fight through the human forces and
rescue a survivor. She is drawn to the dying robot and the
attraction leads her away from the protocols of machine
society.
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Julian scratches metal flamenco in a dive where humans and
synthetics intermix. A man invites him to play a song for his
disabled neighbor. Although he plays he is uncomfortable around her
and never sees Lee again. Lee, on the other hand, has her own
ideas.
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Jan Christopherson is a reporter tasked with reporting on
Analytical Engine pollution predictions for the year. When he
scratches the surface he finds a conspiracy is afoot that
challenges the Jung-Freud religion ruling his way of life.
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Calls From God (1995)
Craig Henry is an atheist and he loves Tabitha Wolfe. Her
mother, Christine Wolfe, is a devout Christian and thinks her
daughter can do better. But, when Christine starts receiving phone
calls from someone she believes is the Almighty, long hidden family
secrets come to light.
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Alchemy of The Aurora Chateau Deo Belle Etoile (1997)
While leading an expedition into deep space in search of
paradise, Manuel deFöl navigates his starship to a planet that fits
the description. Upon touch-down, the world does indeed seem to be
a paradise. But then the cost of living in paradise comes due.



	


The
Predator of the Meadow (1998)
Vincent Wagner is a soldier for the Panthera Corporation. His
mind has been chemically and behaviorally altered to make him a
more effective soldier. Soldiers for the Panthera Corporation have
no memories of what transpired during their duty. For Vincent, his
duty leaves him with the impression that he is a lion in a vast
meadow, moving and fighting with perfect ferocity and no long-term
memory. But then he wakes up.
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When Baseball is used to settle political disputes, one bad
pitch cost Janus Franko his wife, career, and reputation. Eight
months later, he is presented an opportunity to prove that he
didn't throw the game. However, he will have to attend a party that
caters to the ultra-wealthy where the dress code includes a robot
date on his arm.
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(2003)
When Chance Holly's spreadsheet doesn't add-up, the universe
crashes. Then, it's up to the alien AI, Max, and a pair of
researchers and their illegal magnetic-vortex setup to save the
day. Featuring robot kittens.
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In the latter half of the nineteenth century, Cain is a
gunfighter known as a leading cause of ghost towns. His desire for
a peaceful life is impossible given his sordid past and his
inability to remember the bad things he believes he did. Now, his
friends from a Palouse tribe have begged him to right a wrong
brought about by the US Cavalry. Indebted to the tribes, Cain rides
to confront the Cavalry. And the demons of his past rides beside
him.



	


Oblivion
(2004)
A long time ago, Diotitus was a Greek god. At least for about a
month until his worshiper-base of eight converted. Now, Diotitus
lives in an apartment in the afterlife of the generally unsaved.
One neighbor is the enigmatic Brangot, and another neighbor is the
vivacious Tif Brown. Unfortunately, Tif has completely given up and
is now a Drooler. But at the moment conscious thought left her
mind, she had a burst of insight that is now the most sought after
piece of information. Many gods from many afterworlds want to know
the full scope of Tif's thought, and they expect Diotitus and
Brangot to find out.



	


Marionette
(2005)
Mitch Tacit is Hyperion Dazzle's best friend, and being best
friends with the universe's most famous media star requires going
to extreme lengths. With Hyperion's new album ready to be released,
Mitch finds himself amidst a coup threatening his position as best
friend. Thankfully, Mitch has his own network of friends to rely on
for support, including a hive mind and his employer, the entity
responsible for his best friend's persona.
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Eight (2011)
Simon Stewart is a factory sorcerer employed to extract ore from
rock using magic. He survives a terrorist attack in which
everything familiar is deconstructed: His workplace is destroyed,
his friendships called into question, and the way he casts spells
tarnishes his credibility with the local royalty. By assisting the
undead prevent a second attack, he becomes embroiled in the
politics of war. For Simon, the war begins with a harlot bound to a
piece of eight.

This eBook only contains Chapter 1. Purchase details are
included inside.
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The winter of apocalypse has passed and love is in the air. A
woman inexperienced in the ways of romance loses her fiancé and
must set out to find another boyfriend. As her biological clock
ticks down she hurries to find a tribe of endangered humans and
their scarce promise of a suitor. Along the way she discovers at
least one other woman has the same agenda. She must camouflage
herself to even approach a human male. Hopefully the man of her
dreams will not be too distracted by the other women, or too leery
of her before he removes his mask in the safety of filtered
airspace. Then, alone in their intimate encounter, she will let
nature take its course. What else is a hybrid spider to do?

This eBook only contains Part 1.



	


Crypteia
(2012)
A young woman becomes the eighth wife to the prophet of a
celestial family. But following the marriage ceremony and witness
to consummation, the prophet unknowingly invites more than the
young woman into his protective embrace.

This short story is equivalent to twelve pages in length.



	


Catatone
(2012)
Jideon de Rosa is a combat cyber-medic with the Spanish Legion.
After his ex-wife takes their daughter, he tracks them to North
America. He finds his wife missing and his daughter suffering from
a drug. Any neuro chip may activate a computer virus infecting her
body, transforming the pharmaceutical into something terrible.
Jideon has less than a day to find the cure, and will ignore rules
of engagement to save his daughter.
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Reality: The Atlantic Salmon GT (2012)
Derry Brown looks through an otherworldly lens. In Derry's
warped sense of reality, a mundane architectural review takes place
in a bleak future ruled by high-tech racing. With the executive
assistant protesting the race sponsors in the hallway, and a
spectacular crash taking place between a marker and an eraser on
his whiteboard, Derry has to try to maintain his sanity long enough
to ask the most important question: Is spending money on this code
change worth saving twelve cents?

Start your engines, it's meeting time.



	


Kiss
of the Sun Queen (2012)
In this very short story, Biju Rao is a Hindi priest who once
led hundreds of followers in worship of Saranya. Now his followers
have lost faith in both his teachings and Saranya. As one of his
few remaining followers depart, Biju stands with Vaanika in one
final testament of faith.

There is a subtle science fiction aspect to this short story,
and it can be read as either a story of faith or as something else
entirely. It's up to you what it all means.
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